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Casting my mind back to the beating drums of South Africa I can recall responding to my name being called out for the one Hawaii slot in my age group (it rolled 4 places then me).  It is hard to believe that that was 7 months ago.  In between the South Africa Ironman in March and 13th  October, I raced the Gold Coast Half Marathon, Austria Ironman, Honu Half Ironman, and then The Capricorn Half Ironman triathlon.  
It’s been a big year with it all culminating in the delicate balance of the minor races and their preparation and subsequent recoveries, and then the most challenging of training programs for Hawaii all directed by Grant Giles, my coach.  I was also able to gather an amazing group of race sponsors and support partners, and so the gradual build of fitness, body well-being; and confidence to take me to the World Championship in Kona, Hawaii began.
Unlike other events, I was able to remain well, and uninjured throughout the specific 12 week preparation, and all I had to do when I got on that plane, was to stay that way.  I accepted an offer to trial an immune tonic – MonaVie – which I believe really helped me stay well.
Kona, Hawaii
From the air, it is easy to realise that the string of Hawaiian islands was one big volcanic bang at some stage.  As you fly into Kona on the Big Island this is particularly evident in the desolate black and bare surface.  But it was not until you were on the ground, and hit with the heat wave as you leave the aircraft and enter the thatched roofed huts which is the terminal, that you appreciated that the buildings are built on top of the solidified lava flow itself. The flow is only 100 years old and yet it looked like it flowed last year!  Now paused in time, the porous licorice floor which devoured the land is all that we have between the heights of the 2 close-to-Kona volcanoes themselves and the shoreline.  It is simply divided by processed lava to make bitumen (pavement) creating a highway and off-roads that link the towns, and lead to life in the communities.

It is so unreal, and it’s one of the factors which contribute to the unique challenges of the Hawaii Ironman.  

So my bike arrived safely, but my luggage was not on my flight, so some anxious hours waiting for the bag to arrive.  Thankfully it turned up, and I was transferred to my condo about 4kms along Ali’i Drive in Kona about 13kms away.

Pre-Race Lead Up

After the lava, the most profound thing in the early stage was the humidity.  Almost instantly my hair was all curly, and an unusual lethargy was upon me.  I resisted having the airconditioner on so I could get aclimatised quicker, and this really did help.
Kona is a lovely little town.  Thriving with the Ironman event. and rich cruise boats popping in each week, it is probably quaint and quiet at other times.  The locals are very friendly and welcoming and I made some good friends, and reacquainted with other special friends from the Honu event.  To recover from the flight, some retail therapy and socialization was important.  I went to the best shop in Kona - Hawaiian Pedals, and it was great to connect with good friend – John, and an introduction to Jason from Oakley, who then both became sponsors and part of Team Aussie Iron. 
Swim Training…

Every day in the lead up, I joined the EST group for a swim on the course.  It was then, on the first day, that I realised where I was, what I was doing and who I was rubbing shoulders with.  The bodies were amazing.  So fit and toned.  I managed to never let this daily scene phase me, instead getting energy from the growing number of athletes each day down at the ocean pier. I also bumped into Michellie Jones on the second swim morning.  I’d met her in Port Macquarie and again at the Honu event.  It was nice to connect with her again, and we would later hang out a bit in the days leading up to the race.   

The water temperature was warm (no wetsuits for this race, but swim skins were allowed) and the ocean was generally calm with gentle rollers that pulled and pushed you across the surface.  There were a lot of athletes struggling with this, but it didn’t worry me.  The loveliest thing about the swim course was the fish and the crystal clear water.   You could see to the bottom and small yellow, black, and white fish swum in schools below us as we trained.  I even had a pod of 20 dolphins swim under me which really blew me away.  They surfaced near me, but didn’t come any closer.  

The most profound thing about the swim course was the extremely salty water.  Every day presented a new chaff mark, with no consistency of spots.  The salt made your tongue and lips swell, and I can’t imagine what it did to my stomach lining. 

With 4 days to race day, a large orange sail appeared to be anchored on the course in the distance at the 700m marker buoy. The reflection and aroma was unique!  “What was going on?” On the little outrigger sat 3 people and off it hung many athletes.  They were serving shots of hot and cold espresso, and Gatorade!  What a treat!  Unforgettable!  (It wasn’t there race day, but what a great way to quell the saltiness of the water on your training swims!)

Bike Training…
I got my bike built early and the first day consisted on acquainting me with the road rules and cars driving on the other side of the road.  Kona had a lot of traffic and you couldn’t afford to be slack with your alertness to the cars.

Our first ride was a drive to 60km out on the course, then onto our bikes from there for  Highway 270 to Hawi section of the race course, and return.  Having ridden this road in the Honu Half Ironman in June, I was familiar with it and the 10km steady climb to Hawi.  But we didn’t have too bad a winds back then.  But this time was different.  

We were met with the traditional side and swirling winds – called ho’o munuku by the native Hawaiians which really gave me a wake up to where I was and what I was doing!  At least 5 times my life crossed before my eyes and it took 1hr 20mins to travel just 28kms to the township of Hawi.  Always in the back of my mind the thought of having to come back down the hill.  

I rode with 2 other girls and when we arrived into the township, the smell of Kona coffee offered to take away the fear, and we all looked at each other wondering how on earth we were going to get down.  So we decided to drink coffee instead, and call for the sag wagon!  

Subsequent training rides in the days leading up to the race did NOT include this part of the course again.  We figured we’d deal with it on race day if it was that bad again.

Run Training…
In the week of the race, the organizers had set up mini help-yourself aid stations along town sections of the run course, which was really great when I was out doing the K’s of my taper runs.  The sun was hot, and runners moved both ways along Ali’i Drive as part of the course.  They were all glossy and pink cheeked from the heat and humidity. 
I knew I would be doing at least half my run after the sun set, so one night I did my session in the dark.  Smothered in fleuro reflectors, I ran away from town.  After the 3 mile mark, there are no more street lights, and I was “in the dark”.  It was pitch black except for the occasional car moving both ways on the road.  I could expect this on race night.   It was no problem, and I quite enjoyed the uniqueness of the concept. 

Business end - Pre-Race Day…
My friend Howard from Brisbane, a fellow photographer and good mate for over 14 years arrived in town in time for registration which consisted of signing away all my rights and identity, and waivering the organizers of any of their responsibilities, a weigh in, the putting on of the tradition IM Athletes ID band, picking up my timing chip, and other goodies.

Then the Parade of Nations later in the afternoon.  This was a grand occasion.  Australia had 129 competitors so we were quite a convincing team all draped in Aussie flags, with inflated skippies, and singing our war cry – Aussie Aussie Aussie, Oi, Oi, Oi.  It was great to be part of this parade.  It was quite emotional actually as people responded to us the whole route.  The parade lead to the official opening of the Expo which was huge.  
I went to a Women’s Masters Breakfast one morning where I got to meet Sister Madonna (an American nun who was fronting up for her 21st Hawaii Ironman), and many other dynamic IM Kona virgins (first time to Kona ladies) (me) and other gals who were fronting up for the 10th race on that course!   We were told how the Island is watched over by a native goddess and her spirit is out there influencing the day.  Madame Pele, the goddess of fire and volcanoes plays an important role in the Ironman.  She is unpredictable and will throw challenges at us.  We were told if we respected the course and spread the Hawaiian spirit of “Aloha” amongst us, Pele would take us in her care and she will guide us safely home.  It was very interesting as the Hawaiians are keen to keep the Hawaiian traditions alive.
My carbo load menu prepared by my sports dietician Sharon Rochester, began 2 days before the race, and Howard was amazed at just how much I was consuming.  We also had the Carbo dinner – another intimate affair with 3000 other people, and a magnificent stage show depicting the stages of training, understanding, inspiration and the commitment journey of the Ironman athlete through the eyes of the native Hawaiians, and how we had now all gathered to reach “Kupàu” – Hawaiian for Completion -  by racing on Saturday.  It was very tribal and moving.
Bike and Gear Check-in went to plan and the volunteer who escorted me around was just so lovely and calming.  My bike took it’s numbered place amongst the $100,000 worth of bikes in transition which seemed to go on for ever on the pier.  This really was the reality check signaling that it was nearly time.  The finish chute was getting the final touches put on, and volunteers in matching shirts smiled, pointed, wished good luck, and helped out nervous athletes.  An announcer’s voice echoed instructions throughout the precinct, and in between, energetic music to help calm nerves.  This was it.  One more sleep…
Back in 1978 Commander John Collins and his wife Judy were looking to settle a debate.  Who are the best athletes – swimmers, cyclists or runners?  They decided the best test would be to create a single event where every athlete participated in all three disciplines. The event distances were decided from existing races on the Island of Oahu.  A 2.4mile ocean swim, a 112mile bike around the Island, and the 26.2mile Honolulu Marathon.  The first Ironman attracted 15 participants.  The race moved from Waikiki to Kona on the Big Island a few years later.  This year, more than 50,000 contestants vied at qualifying events around the world for one of the 1,800 Ironman World Championship spots. I was one of them.
THE RACE…
The Kahu, or spiritual authority, gave a blessing for the nearly 1850 athletes, 4000 volunteers;  spectators, family and friends.  There were native drums being played in a pulsating fashion which built to a crescendo, and then a conch shell was blown 4 times for the north, south, east and west directions of the race indicating that this special event was about to get underway.  The Hawaiian anthem was sung. 
Helicopters now hovered in on the start line.  A Ford motor car was strangely floating on a large lava-look-a-like bladder in the water between the spectators and the swimmers, and Hawaiian paddlers in canoes skirted about the border of the swim course.

BANG!  The pros were away!

Now at water level, 1700 sets of goggled eyes scoped the surface.  Bright green caps (males) and buoyed-coloured orange caps (females) heavily populated the small area alongside the pier, while others chose to stay on the beach and start when the area had cleared a little after the gun. There was a real buzz of anxiety.  Some were chatty, and others were clearly in the zone, or maybe they were terrified at what was about to unfold.  A man on his own wiped a tear from underneath his goggles.  I rolled out on my back and just floated in the salty water to relax and visualize my start. 
My morning had gone to plan.  Up at 2am for my first breakfast.  Up again at 4.30am for my next breakfast and to get ready to leave the condo.  The pickup with EST was on time, and I got into race precinct without any delay.  Body numbering was with the formal stamping technique (very nice), and then I got things set up quickly at my bike tying my  good luck charm to the handle bar and filling my JetStream water bottle attached in between my aero bars.  I looked for familiar faces but found none.  It was still dark.
I had 5 La’i Ti Leaf ties made the day before.  These are a Hawaiian lei tradition but instead of being a lei which goes around the neck, I had them as a 6inch length open enabling them to be tied around a wrist or ankle (traditional), or a handle bar… and worn in the same spirit as the King of Hawaii, to help ward off evil spirits and encourage peacefulness.  I felt this was very pertinent for my race, and wanted to share the Hawaiian spirit by giving to other special people around me.  I found Beverley, an Australian women who was a magnificent volunteer especially to me during the week, and I tied one around her wrist to ensure she would have a safe and happy day; and then found Howard to say goodbye, and “see ya soon”.  I gave him a tie as well to keep him peaceful during the long day ahead of him.  I had given one to Michellie the day before, and I had one tied onto my handle bars, and one for the run leg in my bike-to-run gear bag, to help protect me.
With only minutes to go, a large turtle swim by underneath me.  What a lovely sign of good luck.  And I saw a skin diver way deep.  His trail of bubbles happily dancing to the surface.  His job was to film us all as we swam overhead.
BANG again and I remember pausing for a second to hear Mike Riley’s familiar voice  announcing the start of the age group race.  

The Swim Leg…
I took off gently as per my plan to avoid the difficult breathing issues I had experienced in Austria, and built my stroke speed slowly.  I just let my pace come in as I moved through the warm up stage, and also managed to avoid any carnage in the world’s largest washing machine.  Out into Kailua Bay, there was no coffee yacht or dolphins to be seen, but the turn around point at 1.2miles (1.9kms) came quickly and I was relaxed and swimming well.  No breathing issues whatsoever.
Not much time to notice beautiful fish or turtles with the active water on the surface, but I remember thinking when I had clear water, that we were in really deep water as it was the most intense deep aqua blue colour and you could barely see the sand.   There was the same surface swell we had all week, dragging us sideways in a rhythmic motion in and out, but I never really noticed the intense saltiness on my mouth or how much of a pull out to sea the swell was on the way back in.  This made the swim in about 5 mins slower on the second split.  
I was happy with my swim standing up in 1hr 14mins.  I’m sure my Blue Seventy PointZero3 swim skin helped me immerge from the water feeling like I hadn’t started the race yet (energy wise), and this was the plan.

So through the fresh water showers, swim-to-bike bag pickup, into the Wahini (female) tent to change and prepare for the bike.  (Not quite the European transition adventure I experienced last time!), but lovely ladies were there to help put sunscreen and vaseline on chaff areas, and repack my gear bag before heading out into the gold mine of bikes to number 704, and through to the mount line.

A large Aussie flag waved strenuously and Howard was there yelling at me to GO!  It was good to see him amongst the crowd and I picked up his energy to get going.   

The bike leg…

The bike course on a profile map indicates a constantly undulating course.  There’s not one level straight line on it, and so as I set out on a 112mile (180 kilometer) ride I was hoping for a repeat of last years milder elements through the bleak, stark lava fields, along the long and desolate stretches on the Queen Ka’ahumanu Highway, and beyond.
At the first turnaround about 8km south of Kona I had my first incident.  A male cyclist out in front of me had finished his Red Bull and decided to just drop it.  The can bounced  back towards me and caught the speedo sensor on the front fork of my bike.  There was a terrible crunching noise and I braced, but nothing happened.  OK.  Good I thought.  I obviously avoided a potential issue there, but soon after I discovered I had no speed information (or distance traveled for that matter) on my computer, and after looking down over the front of the bike, I discovered that the sensor was completely gone.  I was so lucky not to have crushed the spokes and then front wheel, or gone over the handle bars as a result when that can hit me.  I rode without any information on my computer (except for cadence) for the entire 180kms.
Coming back through Kona township from that loop, we had the Palani Road hill climb, a short but sharp out-of-the-saddle challenge, then onto the Queen Ka’ahumanu Highway, (Queen K).  This was the start of the long 55km highway which snakes over the lava fields with heat, front side-left/right cross winds and constant undulation.

The first gust took me by surprise just after passing through a cutout early on the Highway.  Until then, I thought the wind was mild and that perhaps the Island Gods were going to be kind to us all again this year.  A mild expletive “oh” in response to that, which then made me realise that this ride was going to be a test the whole way, not just on Highway 270 to Hawi.  It made me realise that I had to be alert, prepared, and respectful of the conditions on the bike.  
You could feel the heat, but on the bike you get cooled as you go, so it’s hard to get a grip on the hydration requirements.  I loved the JetStream system which allowed me to drink from a straw in front of me, instead of taking my hands off the handlebars to get a water bottle from between the frame of the bike.  So at aid stations, I would go through, pick up a water bottle, promptly top up the JetStream, and then pick up another water from the last “water” volunteer as I went through the aid stations.  It was a good system.  After I drank from the last bottle pickup, I threw what was left over me to keep me cool, then ditched the bottle (like everyone else did) just up the road.  Every second aid stations I’d pick up an electrolyte – a supermarket variety Gatorade – which was too sweet and horrible in the heat but tolerated.  

At the end of the Queen K, we turned left towards Highway 270.  I was able to eat and drink to plan to this point and this was good.  I didn’t get hit too many more times on that stretch with gust winds, so things were going well.

Onto 270, and I knew that once I cleared the township of Kawaihae things were going to get challenging, so with one K at a time, I followed the long string of cyclist (4 bike lengths apart of course)  onwards and eventually upwards.

It started early.  A building side/right cross wind, probably around 25km per hour was constant, and so leaning into the wind slightly solved the problem of that.  It was the gusts though that was really the test.  Probably slightly worst than what us 3 gals experienced the week earlier,  the swirling winds – ho’o mumuku - were pushing us across the road 2 or 3 meters, grabbing at the front wheel and you had no choice but to go with it – all in a split second.   More slight expletives, nothing harsh you understand.
Finally someone I recognized, unfortunately in the back of a medical car on the side of the road.  Her day appeared to be done.  I hope she wasn’t blown off her bike.  There were no clues.

Helicopters like in a scene out of James Bond were closely tracking a group of cyclists on the opposite side of the road heading back to Kona.  They were on the decent from Hawi (I was still just at the start of the climb, another 10km plus to get to the turnaround for me…) and they were flying!   Who was it?  I could not tell in their sperm shaped aero helmets and their dynamic bikes and their bodies all tucked up over their frame like a kangaroo in it’s mothers pouch.  Was it Macca?

So back to my business and the 10km climb had begun.  Not a harsh climb and certainly not too much of a drain.  The wind however was a constant challenge from the right, down the hillside, over the highway, and onwards down to the sea below.  And the gusts were just terrifying.  Bangs from the right with only a quick hint from the cyclists ahead, that a gust was coming.  And constantly in the back of my mind, I still had the return journey.  No coffee and sag wagons on the end of this climb!  Kupau!  (Completion!) I thought!
No eating on the climb up, but plenty of drinking from the JetStream.  In one end, out the other.  (Get over it people!  You should all know by now that Ironman athletes do that OK!)  A wind farm indicated that we were close to the top.  Naturally the large white arms were having a field day swinging in unison in the stiff “breeze”.  A local called out “Welcome to Hawi” as we turned into the main street.  About 3 kilometers long and straight into a pure stiff head wind but no gusts!

The turnaround mat sounded as I rolled a backhand turn around the witch’s hats, and as if a blessing was upon me, I had a tail wind.  
A reprieve for just a few kilometers.  It was sweet.  The special needs station was near and I stopped to dump empty gel packets, and load on more.  A vegemite sandwich and candy snakes were on the return menu, and OK, I’d covered more than 100km’s so now we just had to get back to Kona.  Via that hill!

It wasn’t long, and I realised I was lined up for the decent.  Michellie had told me not to brake, stay soft over the front of the bike as much as possible (but not in the aeros), and to keep pedaling.  Well those of you who know me, will understand that descending is not my favourite pass time and to stay aero, keep pedaling and not brake totally put me in a zone for which I was not comfortable.  To quell this fear, I barked out a “High on a hill is a lonely goater” tune from the Sound of Music which kind of helped me to relax.   
Now the wind was coming from my left.  We were also now on the side of the road that was closest to the sea and there was an immediate sharp drop-off from the edge of the road, mostly unfenced I might add.  I now had to adopt a lean left attitude to combat the wind, and the persistent horrible 50kph gusts which I likened to a previous boyfriend (he was a b….. too!).  There were more enthusiastic expletives now, in between “odelay, odelay, odelay, ee aw”.  I was really frightened. 

An aid station was somehow anchored to the side of the road to prevent it from blowing away, and I opted to stop to eat my vegemite sandwich and take in some electrolyte.  Large tears welled in my eyes.  I tried to hide it as I chewed, and a lovely man came towards me to see if I needed anything.  I’m not sure if he noticed my tears or the black stuff I was consuming on bread first, but he sensed that I was struggling and asked if he could help.  More tears and the sandwich that I was hiding behind were gone.  I admitted I was scared.  He told me to have faith, and to call upon the Hawaiian Gods to help me down the hill and to keep me safe.  I remembered the Women’s breakfast, and the Ti Leaf tie on my handle bars, my coach saying - it all comes down to how much you want it, and Howard’s message from this morning.  Somehow I pulled away from the aid station, thanking my kind and gentle volunteer and put my life into the hands of the Gods.
The only Hawaiian song I knew is the Hawaiian Wedding Song.  Only two lines mind you, but I started singing it out loud to try and connect to the Island.  More expletives, but soon it was done.  My triceps ached the most from bracing over the handlebars, but I was down and heading towards the Queen K. Straight into a head cross/right wind!  What more was this thing going to throw at us?  
Heat waves glossed over the horizon and a single file line of cyclists picked their only way back through the lava fields to town with fixed eyes and a wish for the wind switch to be turned off.  With no computer I had no idea how much longer this big chain ring, small chain ring wind tunnel gig was going to take, but soon a familiar sign.  An aircraft coming in to land, and the NELHA.  

At the Natural Energy Lab of Hawaii Authority turnoff, talented athletes already having completed most of the run were turning back onto the Queen K to complete their Ironman journey.  I still had at least 40mins of riding to do before I could start running.  The volunteers somehow were late in alerting the runners of a cyclist coming through.  I hit the anchors and nearly collided with a runner.  It was so close.  Alert again but still working into the wind and sun, I headed towards Kona, and soon more friendly people called out, “It’s good to have you home safe Iron Lady”.

7 hours 57minutes - one hour longer on the bike than I had expected.  It was the hardest bike ride I had ever endured.  

The run leg…

I wasn’t sure how spent I was for the run but I had my nutrition and hydration absolutely on track, so I was prepared to give it a go.  I remember my niece telling me for South Africa to run like a cheetah and I planned to do this through the moon-like terrain in the dead dark.  This was my plan.  But first a smooth transition, a connection with Howard and his tell tale Aussie flag, and a 16km out and back trip south of Kona along Alií Drive before heading out onto the Queen K again for the toughest part of the run.

It was still hot, and I had full sun.  I like my shoulders well done! (Referring to my sunburn).    Aid stations were placed 1 mile (1.6km) apart, so food and drinks were more regular than other Ironman events.  So too was the varied aromas in the air.  Mesquite smoke from beach BBQ’s, marijuana wafting out of cars; and friendly folk offering beer and their hoses to cool us down.
I caught Howard again on my return to town before I headed up Palani Drive hill climb (again) and told him I’d be back in 3 hours give or take.  And I pulled away and headed north on that Queen K highway one more time.

The sun set graciously over the water, and I prepared for the dark.  I was well clear of any street lights when night had fallen, and I then embarked on the most unique run of my life.  You couldn’t see a thing!  Cars occasionally came through with their lights on high beam, burning into our dilated pupils for a time, and this gave me clues to the terrain I was on.  The only other way I knew I was on a long slow climb was by my breathing and heart rate, and similarly when things got easier I knew I was on a downward stretch.  It was so dark you couldn’t see more than 3 or 4 meters in front of you.  Witches hats lined the shoulder but I only saw them relatively last minute because it was so dark out there!  But I was running on bitumen, so it was smooth and even, and I felt I could trust my footing.  

There were still plenty of people out on the track, but the connection to them was only brief as you could only see them as they actually passed by.  Every 1.6km a lighted oasis loomed as an aid station.  With so many it was sometimes difficult to remember what I had last time – was it coke or Gatorade?  to have as the alternative this time.   No one was keen to offer bourbon!
Turning left at the Natural Energy Lab marked 2.5kms to the turnaround.  This downhill uphill 5km loop is the area where some runners would “hit the wall”.  To lift us, a digital message board shone messages from loved-ones.  Mine read “Go Daddy!”  Somehow, I think Mummy got the wrong race number as I know Howard had arranged a message for me. Anyway it made me laugh, and onwards back up to the Queen K I persisted.  No walls in my path!
I ran like a cheetah past a couple of guys walking, and I heard “You go girrrl” and I said, “Come on mates, let’s go home!”  A pretty good offer I thought, but they grumbled some polite excuse, and left them in my wake.  I was on my way home, and now nothing was going to stop me.  It was cool, dark, and unique and I had no pain.  It all came down to how bad I wanted it my coach had said.  Quietly in my head I could hear the beating South African drums, and the conch horn blowing.  Madame Pele, the Island Goddess was now escorting me showing the way back.  

Finally the lights of town and down Palani Road hill for the last time.  Then a tedious run around the back before turning onto Ali’i Drive for the very last time.  
People stopped in their tracks.  They lifted their heads and said – you are an Ironman! and clapped energetically.  Everyone seemed to want to reach out to me and touch me.  Share the Aloha.  Even athletes leaving the precinct with their bikes and bags stopped to encourage me and say congratulations.  It was an amazing moment.  I couldn’t wipe the smile from my face.  I had goose bumps and I felt very emotional.  4hours and 49minutes with 24 aid station walk throughs.  I was happy with that especially because my body wasn’t specifically hurting in any one place.
Then the finish line…

 Bright lights, music, red flowers everywhere.  People lining the strip.  I weaved from side to side high fiving kids and adults alike.  The more I did it, the more hands appeared in front of me.  It was incredible.   From the side, someone threw a flower to me.  I bent down to pick it up and made eye contact with the person, who said congratulations Iron Lady.  I had no idea who it was.

Mike Riley announced Shari McIntyre from Australia and I raised my arms as I crossed the finish line.  An orchid lei was put around my neck and 2 catchers checked me out briefly.  I was fine.  Completely well, and so very happy.  14hrs 13mins total time.  Not a bad day considering the 3 challenges on the bike.  I was happy.
We stayed until midnight to bring in the last athletes.  I was quite emotional at that stage and it signaled the end of one of the greatest days in my life.  The Hawaii Ironman. 
Madam Pele…
I learnt from the Women’s Breakfast that Madam Pele personified the life force of the Island.  She required respect and was symbolized in Hawaiian folk law by volcanic destruction – a transformative and creative event.  Her lava was the energy that destroys and tears down old structures, but out of her chaos emerged new patterns.   In life, we all experience destructive cycles, or upheavals. If we look at them through positive eyes, we know there resides an opportunity to renew, change, and grow. 
I believe our soul journey is sometimes like a volcanic process, and we need to continually find meaning in what we do. Some people in my life understand this, my fellow Ironman family, and loyal friends who believe in me so much.  And others who back home who clung to their computers all night and day to get feed on my progress.  While loyal others stood on the Kona concrete and bitumen in the dark hours of the morning and night, and all through the heat and humidity of the day waving flags and delivering brief messages.  While others again question why we do the things we put our bodies through.   So through this particular Ironman experience I have grown and learnt a lot about life and what I am capable of. Who I am. And what I am worth.  
The recovery… 

It’s time for a big rest for me now, and to set some new goals for 2008.  But in the meantime there was the recovery.  A massage and pizza after I finished, then next day, a flurry of photo pickups, medal engraving, finisher’s jerseys to purchase.  Long Island Ice Teas and Margaritas, and even a plate of French fries!  

The Awards Dinner finalized the campaign.  We had reached KUPUA – the Hawaiian word for Completion.  The journey has ended but the memories will last for ever.  I am - a Hawaii Ironman.

Long and Strong!

Sharyn
AKA:  Shari, and Hawaii Spice Girl

Special thanks to Team Aussie Iron who powered me to the day – my support partners:  Coach Grant Giles - Aeromax, John – Hawaiian Pedals, Bernard and Leah – Scody Performance Wear, Lindell, Craig and Nicole – The Aquashop, Jason – Oakley Performance Eyewear, David – Met Helmets, Byron – Victor Cycles,  Neil – Cannondale/Sugoi, Jason – MonaVie, Scott – Body Tune Health, Allan – Brooks, Wally – Pearl Izumi, Ash – Foot Analysis Centre,   Sharon – Sports Nutritionist, Warren – Massage Therapist, Stephen – bike management , and finally my loyal friend Howard.
And also special thanks for the love of my family who I know are very proud of me.

