DR DAVID KILROY DIARY OF MY FIRST IRONMAN EXPERIENCE:
FORD IRONMAN FLORIDA PANAMA CITY BEACH FLORIDA NOVEMBER 1, 2008.

Today as I sit here at my computer writing my thoughts concerning the last twelve months of training and preparing for the Ironman, I find it hard to believe that I have passed the test of all of my training and sacrifice. I clearly remember sitting here in the same spot, online at the Ironman registration website with my best friend Donald Debaker on the phone with me from his home in Safety Harbor Florida. We were both at our computers and ready to pull the trigger (or click the mouse) to enter our registration process to be able to compete in a full Ironman Triathlon one year later. The registration for this event fills up immediately at the race site, and any spots left over have a brief period of 5 minutes online to compete for any spots remaining. Don and I had decided to attempt this Ironman challenge last year August 2007, after our completion of the Alcatraz Challenge (1.5 mile swim and 8 mile run) in San Francisco, CA. We were determined to raise the bar sort of speak. I was somewhat apprehensive about the cost of this event ($500.00 registration fee) along with plane tickets, hotel costs, nutritional supplies, car rentals, and other incidentals, as well as the time involved in training and away from my family (my future wife, Maureen, and my two year old son, Braiden). I was worried about my Chiropractic practice being effected, and planning my wedding in the Caribbean for the month after the Ironman. Despite all of my concerns and fears, there I was at my computer ready to sign my life away for a year. 


11:30A.M Don and I are now in the registration process entering our personal data at the same time, we finish credit card data entry, pause, take a deep breath, and at the same time press enter. My entry bounces back due to a missing digit on my credit card, and Don’s entry gets accepted. I desperately try to get back into registration with no success, until I get the message “Registration is now closed full to capacity.”  There are no refunds, and Don is now locked into a full Ironman event without his training comrade. I am very stressed about this, as is Don.  I call North America Sports to talk to the people in charge of registration. I am told by the race director that because the race is full there are no more typical registration spots available until next year. However there are 200 community funds spots available for the next two days. She told me that to become a community fund entry you must send an additional $500.00 contribution check along with your race entry fee of $500.00 no later than tomorrow. She also told me that this additional money goes directly to the support of the local community where the Ironman event is held, it is used to build playgrounds, schools, hospitals and assist those in need around the local community. I pondered over the expense of it all, and I decided to write two checks and mail it to the community fund. I was now already $1000.00 into this Ironman, and I haven’t even started training yet, “ouch.”

November 5, 2007 I start to plan the whole next year’s training, eating, sleeping, working, wedding, and family life. “Ok, time for a beer and a nap.” A year seems like such a long way away so I relax and take it one day at a time, one injury at a time, and one workout at a time.

My training regime consists of one long run a week, one long pool swim a week and one long stationary bike ride a week. I also add on two weekly days of weight lifting lots of reps and light weights with push ups, pull ups, crunches and dips. As the summer arrives, I bring my training outside for Friday weekly ocean swims or Lake swims with my friend Dean, along with Saturday morning long 30-50 mile bike rides with the Team Comp/Salem Cycle crew and some Ironman finishers Patrick and Jay. I am thankful for the Saturday ride crew for several reasons: for one, it gave me some company on these long rides, as well as support and motivation to keep going. I was running in Lynn woods weekly for 5-10 miles by myself, I liked the solitude of the woods and I was a very slow runner, so no one wanted to run with my turtle pace. As the season progressed I added on 
Two weekly coached Masters Swim workouts at the Beverly Y.M.C.A.
I had developed a shoulder tendonitis that lasted for almost six months from January to July so I put myself on a rehab plan which worked it out over time thank god. I also had developed a weakness in my left hip that was painful after every run which I also put myself on a three month rehab plan at the gym, and it also finally resolved itself. I feel that rest is very important for anyone training for any event so I learned to listen to my body and take a few days off when needed.
As September approaches I am running 10-15 miles once a week in Lynn woods, riding my bike 60-80 miles once a week and swimming one long 2.4 mile swim a week. I also add on one short workout of each event to build my aerobic power. I am less interested in going to the gym to lift weights now, as my body feels healthy and strong already. October arrives and I am enjoying great weather and great workouts, I do my first 100 mile ride with Patrick Smith and it feels good to complete it, I follow the ride with a 3 mile run and that also feels good. I am tired that evening and I sleep great. The next day I awake with no stiffness or soreness, “unbelievable!”

I have been in daily communication with my friend Don, and we have been comparing our workouts and nutritional plans. We both are ready to go to the Ironman and we are also ready to finish it and resume a normal life.

During the last couple of months I have been raising money for charities in honor of the race. One is The Ronald McDonald House of Boston which helps families cope with sick kids, as well as a local charity, The Laura Speranza Fund, which aids education processes to keep kids from drug use. It feels like the right thing to do and every dollar can help out these good causes. Don has also raised funds for All Children’s Hospital which helps treat kids with bone marrow disease (a great cause for sure.)

October 28, 2008 I am on a plane to Tampa Florida along with my fiancée Maureen, my son Braiden (now 3 years old) and my future in-laws Bill and Patricia. My bike is being transported on a flatbed truck directly to the race site (another hidden cost of $275.00) along with my bike gear bag. I have packed all of my wetsuit, goggles, sneakers, nutritional products, clothes needed, etc., etc., etc. We arrive in Tampa on Monday evening, meet our friends Don and Terri, have a nice dinner, and get some sleep. The next morning I and Maureen, Braiden, Bill and Patricia get up early at 6am and drive three hours to Orlando to take my son to Disney World. After all day at Disney, I am 
Exhausted and thinking to myself, if I am tired now after Disney, how will I be after an Ironman???

The following morning, Wednesday, we pack two vehicles full of gear and clothes and start off on the 7-9 hour drive to Panama City Beach for the event. I am so happy to have had a portable DVD player with us for my 3 year old to watch Power Ranger movies or the ride would have been awful.
We arrive at our beach house late at night, completely exhausted from the drive. The next morning Don and I drive 30 miles with Bill to pick up our race registration packets at the Boardwalk Host Hotel. We have our first look at the magnitude of this event; there are hundreds and hundreds of people at registration. I was very impressed by the flow of the entire process; the volunteers were very nice and efficient. We are given 4 gear bags, numbers, and course maps. I pick up my bike and gear from the transport vehicle and we check out the Ironman village marketplace, buy some nutritional products, and head home.

The next morning is Friday – the day before the race. The local Baptist church is sponsoring the Ironman Pancake breakfast and Iron prayer following. Our entire family comes along and enjoys a free stack of pancakes along with hundreds of other athletes and family members. Braiden ate more pancakes then Don and I that morning. Maureen finds the Minister and requests a blessing for Don and I to have a safe race on Saturday. The minister agrees and we all join hands in a group prayer and blessing, he said something like, “When you body hurts and you can’t go on start to pray” kind of an interesting moment for sure. After the food and prayer Don and I bring our bikes to the transition area where they will stay for the night. We unfortunately forget our gear bags and we need to drive 30 miles back home to get them and bring them back before the 3:00pm cutoff time. Luckily we meet a race official at a bike shop near our beach house and she volunteers to bring our gear bags back to the event for us, as she is going there anyway.  
Friday evening we are packed and ready to go to our hotel for a good night’s sleep, then once again a long, 30-mile drive from our beach house to the hotel. Before we head to the hotel Don and I decide it’s a good idea to have our traditional sunset bongo drum session. We always have a pre race ritual where we play our bongo drums and wooden spoons or whatever percussion instrument or utensils we may have at the time. It’s a lot of fun, and it lightens the mood before a race. I’m sure the neighbors may have been a little concerned about the tribal drum beat from the restless Ironman recruits. When we arrive at the hotel it’s around 9pm, and we are told that we are the only athletes still awake, everyone else went to sleep an hour ago or more. We look to make sure that our gear bags have been dropped off at the transition site and we find police guards at the site. We ask if they can locate our bags and luckily they agree to look. Fortunately they appeared where they belonged. Next we retired to our hotel room around 10pm and attempted to sleep with little luck. Both Don and I kept wondering if we had everything, and nerves set in a bit. Finally after tossing and turning until 3am I feel asleep, only to awaken by 5am to get some breakfast and “DO THE IRONMAN TRIATHLON.” I can’t believe the time has come; it’s a very surreal feeling. Don and I walk outside and see hundreds and hundreds of triathletes and spectators mulling around below our balcony. We hear the megaphone voice directing triathletes to the body-marking stations and we need to drop our special needs bags for food stops between the bike and run midway points. The clock is ticking for a 7:00 am start. 

The excitement is brewing as we are rushing from here to there, filling our bike tires and body-marking stations. I happily find my fiancé Maureen and my son Braiden along with Terri Long (Don’s girlfriend) looking for us behind the protective fences that only athletes may cross over with a special wrist bracelet to indentify them. The ear to ear grin and loving smile that my son had all over his face, was enough to warm my heart and remove all of my fears.

Maureen told me that when she woke up Braiden at 4:30 am he asked her why was she waking him up in the dark? She told him to go see Daddy do the Ironman, and he was so happy and said “OK let’s go now!”

Our lovely ladies support crew helped us get all of our gear together and brought our special needs bags to the station for us, which was a huge help. I can’t say enough good things about Maureen and Terri and how they made this race possible with their loving support and care. I know that it wasn’t easy for Maureen to put up with me for the last twelve months of training and diet with no drinking of alcohol and my tired and sometimes cranky attitude when I would return from a long run or bike or swim. We had such good people in our corner I felt so lucky and thankful. Bill and Pat, Maureen’s parents, were our biggest fans and supporters along with Terri’s mother, Elaine, also a great help and supporter of our crazy day.  

Saturday November 1, 2008 6:44 am.

We are all corralled into the swim start area. All two thousand two hundred athletes in wetsuits and swim caps. “Wow this is it!” “What a feeling!” We made a plan to start our swim as close to the inside left as possible to avoid being trampled in the water going around the outside swim buoy. The crowd is nervous and excited and the music is blaring AC/DC Who Made Who and then Van Halen’s Panama”. The first gun blast goes off and 200 professional triathletes start their race at 6:45 am. 

The clock strikes 7:00 am and I realize immediately that I was standing right next to the cannon as it blasts off the start of our Ironman 2008, my eardrums rattle and off we go. It takes a minute or two just to walk to the water with all two thousand of us swimming at once. I am kicked, punched, pushed, and grabbed by other swimmers who struggle to swim in this mass of people. At one point 10 minutes or so into the swim, someone pulls my legs under and my right Hamstring goes into spasm. I am thinking “oh great I hope this is not going to end my race right now.” I continue to swim and relax my hamstring muscle for a few minutes and the spasm relaxes and I feel a little bit better. I reach the turn around buoy and the masses of people are accumulated there. What a battle to go around that buoy. I finally reach the end of the first 1.2 mile loop and I am at 32 minutes on my stopwatch. I run out of the water and hear the screaming crowd, grab a sip of water and head back out for lap number two. The second lap opened up a little bit as swimmers dispersed a little bit, although at no time was it wide open. I finish lap number two in around 34 minutes and I am a third of the way done with this race. My swim time was 108.12. As I ran out of the water it is pandemonium as there are wetsuit strippers yelling at you to jump on the sand so they would rip off your wetsuit for you. Next you run through the showers in a mass of hundreds and into the men’s changing area to get ready for the 112 mile bike ride. The crowd is so large and ramped up it gets you so pumped up. When I get into the changing tent I am handed my bike-to-swim transition gear, and as I open my bag I realize that I packed the run shirt in the bike bag. It’s kind of confusing and chaotic anyway so I had to regain my head and wear my run shirt on the bike. About 8 minutes into the changing tent I am ready to go off on my bike and I hear Don’s voice yelling “Dave!” His swim was a kick ass 1:16 pace much better then anyone expected,” good job” Don.
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Next it’s off on my bike I ride through the shoot and see Bill and Maureen and Braiden among the masses cheering me on my 112 mile bike journey. I’m amped up and ready to go. I ride by the spectators and screaming masses of crowds at a good 18mph pace feeling strong and healthy. The miles seem to go by fast because the wind is light and the course is fairly flat and level. I pass a lot of people in the first 30 miles on the bike, I also get passed by a lot of people, I figure it all equals out eventually. The headwind seemed to pickup from miles 30-50 so I slow up a little bit. At mile 50 I call out my number to the volunteers and they grab my special needs bag my race number is 112. I stop my bike and take my bag and call Bill on my cell phone, packed in my bike gear bag, I let him know my location at mile 50. Next I call Don and he answers that he is at mile 47, “cool lets have lunch and ride together”. My lunch packed was peanut butter and banana on a bagel with ensure to wash it all down and a couple of rice crispies treats for desert. Don had sardines and hardboiled eggs with liverwurst sandwiches “WOW”

We finished eating about 10-15 minutes later and we were off for another 62 miles of bike riding. The next twenty miles was fun and uneventful until around mile 72-73 I felt my right hamstring muscle start to get that familiar feeling that it is about to lock up on me.. I ride slow and cautious for 5 miles or so and it gets tighter and tighter, I’m thinking” oh no here is trouble”. Don asks me what’s wrong, and I tell him the right hamstring is locking up. His response is taking some Advil or Tylenol and knocks that thing out cold. We had packed some medicine in our bike bags just incase, and I’m sure glad that I had it. I popped an Advil and within 5 minutes no more hamstring cramp, wow it really works wonders, I’m and Advil fan for sure. I also took some salt electrolyte tabs after the Advil and along the bike course to prevent more cramping. Things are going great until around mile 80-85 I tell Don I need to stop at the Porta Jon for a quick minute. I stop and get off my bike to go to the P Jon and crash Big Don crashes his bike into my bike and falls on top of both bikes almost in slow motion. My first thought is Don’s welfare, and my next thought is are one or both bikes damaged and is this end of our race? Amazingly Don was fine and both bikes were fine, not a scratch and we carefully continue on. We debated whose fault the bike crash was? Was it Don’s for the crash, or my fault for stopping on the road? Who knows and who cares we dodged a bullet, not to mention Don was riding a rented $8000.00 Lite speed bike. 

I pedaled on mile 90 and the wind picked up, not in our favor, I didn’t care because I knew the end was near, I was thinking” please God no flats or cramps or crashes now.” Mile 100 “wow’ I’ve almost finished the bike and I feel good. The next ten -12 miles blow by and now I am back at the transition area. 
I am so happy to have survived the bike.  [image: image2.jpg]



I arrive at the transition area to the cheering crowd, and leave my bike with a volunteer at the bike rack. My bike time around seven hours and eight minutes. Next I head to the changing tent and change into my running gear. Don arrives about 10minutes later and we are off for a 26.2 mile run with 2 13 mile loops. My legs feel good surprisingly and although I run slowly I am steady. All along the run course we see crowds cheering and supporting or efforts. At mile 3 there are some hot babes in bikinis in the road with plastic whips to push us along. (I enjoyed that part of the run the most.)  

After a few miles Don and I realize that we have two different paces of running, Don’s jog pace is faster then mine. I try to speed up and Don to slow down, however it does not work. If I speed up I feel tighter in the legs and Don feels tighter by slowing down, so we part ways and go at our own pace. I notice a jumbotron screen along the run course, and scrolling across the screen is “Good Luck Don Debaker and Dave Kilroy You Can Do IT’ what a nice gift from our family waiting at the finish line. I reach mile 13 about 3 hours later, and Don is waiting for me at the turnaround point, which is also the finish line for some. We have some food and I put on a windbreaker, to keep warm and off we go for another 13 mile run. Once again we have two different run paces, so we part ways again at mile 4 or 5.  
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As I continue along by myself I find myself running and walking at the same pace as another Triathlete, her name is Lotta and she is from Sweden. We start to talk and end up running the last thirteen miles together. Lotta tells me during our run that she is here to finish her husband’s Ironman because he passed away last year during the 2007 Ironman here in Panama City. She told me that he came out here to do the Ironman, and he drown during a practice swim days before the event. I was honored to run with her in her husband’s memory. She said they had two children, and both were waiting for them at the finish line. As we continue our run we keep a slow steady 11 minute mile pace and stop for a few minutes every mile at the rest stops, and have some water, Gatorade or other goodies offered like bananas or power bars or warm chicken broth... I stop every time just for a break from running, even If I am not hungry or thirsty it is a nice break.  I am watching the clock and I know we will finish the race in time if we maintain our current pace of running and walking, I figure around 15:20 or so we will be at the finish line. The crowds of people along the run course are so positive and supportive towards our race, we see Boy scout troops, rotary clubs, college bands and cheerleaders, Police and Firefighters and local residents all cheering for the Ironmen and women along the course. The people of Panama City appreciate the Ironman event because it brings revenue, publicity and charity to their local area soon enough we reach mile marker 25 and you can hear the crowd screaming at the finish line, I am so happy to be at the end of this race. My feet have blisters and my legs are sore but I feel great. We run through the final shoot to the finish, and Lotta and I high five each other, as I spot Maureen cheering along the side and holding my son Braiden whom is passed out cold in her arms. I give Maureen and Braiden both a big kiss and keep on running. Lotta runs through the finish ahead of me, and I follow a minute behind with a huge grin on my face my run time is 6 hours and thirty six minutes. I hear over the loudspeaker “DAVID KILROY YOU ARE AN IRONMAN CONGRADULATIONS” I feel so exhilarated and honored to have made this achievement, and to realize that all the last years’ hard work had paid off for a successful finish. I see Don at the finish and discover he was only a few minutes in front of me and we shake hands and congratulate one another as a job well done.

Looking back on this experience I wouldn’t change a thing. I achieved a huge goal that I set out to do. My total time from start to finish was15 hours twenty seventy minutes and thirty nine seconds. 
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I felt a great bond that day with my friend Don and my family as well as the entire Ironman community. Don and I proudly wear the Ironman tattoo on our right calf muscle as a reminder of this wonderful experience.  As a whole Don and I along with 40 other Janus Charity Challenge participants raised $487,000 for various charities, and the Ironman Community fund donated $150,000 to a local hospital to build a Lions Den play area with computers and games for terminally ill children. Locally we raised close to $1000.00 for the Laura Speranza Memorial fund. 
I don’t have any plans to ever do another Ironman event, however I will never forget this experience, all of the wonderful people involved, and the journey it took to get there. Now its time to move on to Marriage and family, with my wedding approaching I am excited about the next big event. [image: image5.jpg]



David J. Kilroy November 1, 2008
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