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I	have	had	my	eyes	on	Kona	since	last	year’s	IM	Zurich	where	I	realized	that	I	could	have	a	shot	at	
qualifying	if	I	focused	on	it.	Mariesa	and	I	both	knew	it	would	require	serious	dedication	and	
sacrifices	on	both	ends,	but	probably	more	on	hers	than	mine,	because	let’s	face	it,	I	am	the	one	
having	fun	on	race	day	while	she	completely	changes	her	lifestyle	around	to	allow	me	to	get	race	
ready.		
After	speaking	to	my	coach	Kevin	in	October	last	year,	we	decided	to	add	IMTX	to	the	schedule.	
After	a	very	good	winter	preparation	I	was	optimistic	about	the	race	but	unfortunately	it	did	not	
work	out	as	planned.	After	the	huge	disappointment	that	ensued,	Mariesa	got	me	to	refocus	for	IM	
Canada	where	I	managed	to	qualify	for	KONA	in	some	very	challenging	and	unexpectedly	cold	
weather.	We	both	were	thrilled	about	it,	and	knew	that	Kona	would	be	a	celebration	of	not	only	all	
the	hard	work	we	put	in	this	year,	but	also	all	the	dedication	and	focus	since	I	started	training	with	
Kevin.		
Though	training	for	Kona	was	a	delight,	getting	the	hours	in	and	staying	focused	in	August	and	
September	became	more	challenging.	Work	ramped	up	drastically	in	August	and	September,	and	a	
business	trip	to	India	made	it	a	bit	trickier.	No	excuse	there	as	I	was	still	thrilled	to	toe	the	line	of	my	
first	Ironman	World	Championship.	My	main	concern	leading	up	to	the	race	was	to	get	to	Dig	me	
Beach	injury-free	on	October	10,	2015.	This	is	how	my	race	unfolded.		
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Race	Day	
	
I	went	to	bed	around	7:30pm	and	surprisingly	fell	asleep	right	away,	waking	up	at	3:45am	fresh	and	
ready	to	go.	The	morning	routine	of	making	coffee,	boiling	water	for	my	oatmeal,	and	peeling	off	my	
first	banana	did	not	change.	I	had	a	large	breakfast,	prepared	some	water	with	electrolytes	in	it	for	
the	1.5mile	walk	to	transition,	and	by	4:40am,	I	could	not	wait	any	longer.	We	left	the	apartment	

and	walked	down	Ali’i	drive	towards	transition.		
It	was	dark,	hot	and	humid	on	Ali’i	Drive.	A	lot	of	people	were	heading	
towards	transition	in	silence	to	get	body	marked.	All	we	heard	was	the	
sound	of	the	waves	crashing	against	the	shore.	It	took	us	about	20	
minutes	to	get	to	the	finish	area	and	another	10	min	to	get	to	the	body-
marking	area	as	more	and	more	people	funnelled	their	way	behind	the	
merchandise	store	and	onto	the	giant	parking	lot.			

	
Getting	body-marked	is	a	process!	
	
The	body	marking	protocol	took	a	good	25	minutes	from	the	time	I	lined	up	to	the	time	I	got	to	the	
transition	area.		
First	you	pick	up	your	numbers	that	will	get	tattooed	on	your	arms.	Once	picked	up,	you	line	up	to	
get	body	marked	with	the	tattoos	and	receive	some	words	of	encouragements	from	the	volunteers.	
Of	course	by	5am	(body	marking	opened	at	4:45	I	think),	the	lines	were	already	long,	so	you	line	up	
again	to	get	to	the	weigh	in	area.	During	that	time,	you	look	at	the	numbers	tattooed	on	everyone’s	
arms	to	see	if	you	find	anyone	in	your	age	group	around.	Before	getting	into	the	weigh-in	area	you	
first	go	through	a	sensor	to	activate	your	timing	chip,	and	you	finally	leave	the	long	line	after	being	
weighed	(153.8lb	with	gear	on).	What	a	protocol	it	is!	Intimidating?	Yes.	Fun?	Yes.	Long?	Certainly,	
but	I	definitely	did	not	mind	it.	I	enjoyed	the	process,	and	how	helpful	each	volunteer	was.	Again,	I	
was	there	to	enjoy	the	full	experience	of	racing	Kona,	and	that	was	certainly	part	of	it.		
	
Setting	up	my	transition	
	
It	was	around	5:40am	when	I	got	to	my	bike,	or	roughly	2	hours	after	I	
woke	up	and	about	40min	after	I	got	to	the	body-marking	area.	One	
thing	I	brought	with	me	was	my	pump	because	for	some	reason	I	hate	
using	others’	on	race	day.	They	all	seem	to	work	slightly	differently	
(which	really	isn’t	the	case)	and	I,	for	some	unknown	reason,	feel	like	
not	using	mine	is	bad	luck	(I	swear	I	am	not	superstitious!).	After	
pumping	up	my	tires	to	103-105	psi	(I	usually	ride	at	100psi	but	I	
expected	to	lose	some	pressure	because	of	the	heat),	I	started	putting	
my	nutrition	on	the	bike	with	bottles	#1,	2,	and	3	on	the	aero	bars	and	
rear	cages	respectively.	I	put	my	gels	and	½	a	wafer	in	my	Torhans	areo	
Bento	box.	I	turned	on	my	bike	computer	and	calibrated	it	with	my	
power	meter.	I	knew	the	power	meter	would	turn	off	by	itself	after	10	
min	of	inactivity,	but	for	peace	of	mind	I	still	did	it…one	of	the	many	
silly	things	I	still	do	during	my	set-up.	Shoes	were	clipped	onto	the	
pedals,	my	helmet	was	placed	on	my	aero	bars	(helmets	had	to	be	with	the	bike),	and	one	last	clean-
up	of	the	bike	gave	me	the	peace	of	mind	that	it	was	ready	to	roll!		
I	then	headed	to	my	transition	bags.	Again,	you	don’t	go	to	your	bags	without	a	volunteer.	A	
gentleman	took	me	to	my	T1	bag	first,	and	to	my	surprise,	I	met	with	Andy	Potts	who	told	me	“go	
get	them,	bud”!	ha!		
Heather	Jackson	also	almost	bumped	into	me	on	her	way	to	her	T2	bag…You	know	you’re	in	Kona	
when	you	see	so	many	great	names	of	the	sport	in	less	than	2	minutes.		
In	my	T1	bag	I	had	a	1/3	of	a	bottle	of	coke,	½	a	wafer,	and	my	Kiwami	Kona	Wings	(short	sleeves).	I	
kept	it	to	a	bare	minimum	to	not	have	too	much	to	deal	with	in	transition.	I	looked	around	to	know	
where	my	bag	was	placed	on	the	rack.	Each	rack	was	numbered,	but	after	a	2.4-mile	swim,	you	can	
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sometimes	forget	where	things	are	so	taking	an	extra	2-3	minutes	to	make	sure	I	knew	where	my	
bag	was	seemed	reasonable.	I	felt	god	about	my	T1	bag,	and	moved	on	to	my	T2	bag.		
My	T2	bag	was	just	as	easy	to	find.	I	had	more	in	it	with	my	race	shoes,	my	Trisports	Elite	Team	tri	
top,	my	visor,	race	belt	with	bib	on,	and	Coke	and	gels.	I	also	had	salt	capsules	in	case	I	needed	
some.	I	unpacked	it,	took	a	look	at	everything	that	was	in	there,	and	repacked	it.	It	did	not	take	me	a	
lot	of	time	to	feel	good	about	it,	and	since	I	knew	exactly	where	it	was,	I	just	left	the	area	right	away.	
I	was	escorted	out	by	the	volunteer,	who	again	gave	me	some	words	of	encouragement.	I	did	not	
want	to	stay	too	long	so	I	wouldn’t	start	questioning	my	set-up	too	much,	so	I	went	back	to	my	bike	
one	last	time	to	make	sure	everything	was	okay.		
The	bike	looked	good,	the	transition	bags	were	set,	and	it	looked	like	we	were	going	to	get	a	
beautiful,	hot,	and	humid	day.	It	was	6:20am	by	the	time	I	left	transition.	The	pros	were	due	to	start	
at	6:25	and	were	asked	to	be	in	the	water	5min	before	the	canon	went	off.		I	really	started	to	realize	
what	I	was	in	for	when	I	saw	Helicopters	flying	over	the	swim	start,	cameras	everywhere,	and	GoPro	
drones	flying	over	the	AG	field:	I	was	about	to	race	the	iconic	Kona	Ironman	World	Championship.	
	
The	family	was	treated	with	Prime	seats	
	
The	Endless	Pools	staff	with	Enzo	and	his	team	were	amazing	in	letting	the	family	sit	with	them!	It	
was	a	prime	location	to	see	me	on	the	bike	coming	out	of	T1.	Huge	thank	you	to	them	for	that!	I	only	
wish	I	had	the	money	and	space	to	get	one	of	those	pools!	After	a	3-5min	warm	up	I	left	all	my	stuff	
with	Mariesa,	ate	a	banana,	and	put	on	some	Aquaphor	(a	lot	of	it)	to	avoid	chaffing.	I	was	ready	to	
roll	after	putting	on	my	Huub	swim	skin	but	forgot	to	zip	it!	I	had	to	run	back	to	Mariesa	to	have	her	
zip	it	all	the	way.	A	last	good	luck	kiss	and	I	was	finally	ready	to	go	at	6:42am.		
	
Getting	in	the	water	took	some	time	as	the	stairs	are	fairly	narrow	and	about	1800	triathletes	were	
converging	to	the	swim	start	at	once.	It	took	me	about	4	minutes	to	get	in	the	water	and	after	3-4	
min	of	getting	used	to	the	water	temperature	(incredibly	warm!).	I	swam	to	the	start	line,	paused	for	
a	minute	and	took	a	360	look.	SO	MANY	PEOPLE	amassed	by	the	swim	start!	So	many	people	in	the	
water	I	was	getting	repeatedly,	but	involuntarily,	kicked	in	the	shin.		
The	atmosphere	is	surreal,	overwhelming,	amazing.	The	sun	was	out,	the	water	was	fairly	calm,	and	
with	4	minutes	to	go,	I	was	taking	it	all	in.	I	expected	a	rough	swim	start	for	the	first	20-30min	at	
most,	and	then	thought	to	myself	that	the	swim	should	clear	up	on	the	way	back.	At	least	I	was	
hoping	for	that.	It	was	going	to	be	my	last	2.4-mile	swim	of	the	season	so	I	wanted	to	make	it	count.	
It	should	hurt	a	bit,	and	hopefully	it	should	be	a	fast	one.	I	was	banking	on	drafting	off	someone’s	
feet	for	most	of	the	swim,	and	hoping	I	would	get	on	the	right	feet.		
	
6:55am	on	the	dot	and	the	canon	goes	off!	
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Swim:	1’04”59	
	
This	was	like	nothing	I	experienced	before,	which	will	make	me	appreciate	how	tame	the	swim	start	
of	next	year’s	races	will	be.	I	made	few	mistakes	right	before	and	during	my	swim,	did	few	things	
well,	but	overall,	the	time	is	still	disappointing	for	the	hours	and	hard	work	I	put	in	this	year.		
	
Being	an	in-water	mass	start,	I	lined	up	on	the	beach	at	around	6:45	and	planned	on	staying	on	the	
beach	for	5	minutes	before	swimming	to	the	start	line.	However,	I	got	fooled	by	Mike	Reilly’s	
announcement	to	get	everyone	in	the	water…8	minutes	before	the	start.	I	got	to	the	start	line	
around	6:47	and	found	myself	having	to	tread	water	for	another	8	minutes	or	so.	First	mistake!	I	got	
kicked	in	the	shin	a	couple	times	and	some	swam	into	me…already?	I	could	feel	the	anxiety	and	
excitement	from	everyone	around	me,	but	I	looked	around	a	bit	more	to	appreciate	the	venue.	I	
realized	how	many	swimmers	there	was	as	we	got	closer	to	the	start.	A	sea	of	blue	caps	were	ready	
to	rip	it,	which	made	me	feel	like	I	was	in	the	wrong	place	for	a	second.		
As	the	canon	went	off	I	quickly	realized	my	second	mistake:	starting	in	the	middle	of	the	start	line,	
half	way	between	the	outer	buoy	and	Mike	Reilly.	1,800	swimmers	unleashed	at	once	had	the	same	
target	in	sight:	that	very	first	orange	buoy	about	300	yards	out,	and	all	converged	to	it.	I	felt	quickly	
squeezed	from	all	angles,	being	swam	over,	slapped	in	the	head,	kicked	in	my	forehead,	and	even	
almost	lost	my	watch	a	couple	of	times.	It	felt	like	I	was	in	a	washing	machine	for	a	while,	unable	to	
see	anything	but	white	water,	bubbles,	and	of	course	feet	when	they	didn’t	hit	me	in	the	head.	This	
is	something	I	kind	of	expected	and	was	used	to	after	IM	Zurich	and	
Whistler	starts,	but	nothing	of	this	magnitude.	I	did	not	panic,	but	
instead	tried	hard	to	get	into	some	sort	of	rhythm,	thinking	to	myself	
that	it	would	calm	down	after	the	turnaround	point	(wishful	
thinking…).	After	600	yards	I	tried	to	swim	on	the	outside	of	the	
course	thinking	I	would	get	a	break	from	this	frenzy,	but	I	quickly	
rethought	that	strategy	as	it	was	close	to	impossible	to	cross	this	sea	
of	blue	caps.	I	just	had	to	go	with	the	flow	(no	pun	intended).		15	
minutes	in	and	I	started	to	find	some	sort	of	rhythm	finally.	Luckily	
for	me,	there	was	a	very	strong	current	pushing	us	towards	the	
turnaround	point,	so	I	felt	I	was	still	swimming	fast.	The	awesome	
part	of	the	swim	out	was	seeing	bubbles	coming	from	down	below,	
so	deeply	that	I	could	not	see	the	diver.	A	shark	attack	was	reported	
off	the	Coast	of	Oahu	Island	(pretty	far	from	the	big	island),	so	I	was	
not	sure	if	the	diver	was	a	photographer	or	simply	additional	security	
to	ensure	no	shark	lurked	around.	It	would	have	been	an	all-you-can-eat	buffet	for	them,	but	with	
this	chaos,	I	would	think	they	would	not	even	try	to	come	near	us.		
I	was	a	bit	disappointed	not	to	see	the	3-4	mast	ship	to	indicate	the	turnaround	point	(did	I	make	
that	up,	was	there	1	in	the	past	years?),	but	the	disappointment	faded	when	the	30-min	swim	alert	I	
set	up	went	off	after	the	turnaround	point.	I	must	have	reached	the	1.2	mile	mark	in	less	than	
30min,	which	gave	me	hopes	that	I	would	finally	get	a	good	swim,	and	most	importantly,	I	was	able	
to	stay	in	the	feet	of	a	fast	swimmer	through	the	turn.	I	was	upbeat	and	ready	to	battle	to	stay	with	
him	until	T1.		
The	swim	back	to	transition	felt	endless.	I	stayed	in	the	guy’s	feet	and	felt	like	I	was	moving	fast.	He	
tried	to	drop	me	a	few	times	with	some	surges,	and	to	my	surprise,	I	was	able	to	respond	fairly	well.	
I	passed	a	lot	of	people	(a	first	for	me	that	late	in	the	swim!),	and	it	was	very	uneventful,	except	that	
it	was	jammed	pack	the	whole	way	back.	Where	were	all	these	swimmers	coming	from?	I	knew	I	was	
racing	against	the	best	amateurs	in	the	world,	but	they	were	everywhere,	young,	old,	much	older	
than	me…EVERYWHERE!	It	was	so	packed	that	I	barely	needed	to	sight	as	I	was	stuck	in	between	
lanes	of	swimmers.	I	started	wondering	where	that	finish	was	and	the	big	disappointment	kicked	in	
when	my	watch	vibrated	again	for	the	second	30min	alert	and	I	still	had	250ish	yards	to	cover.	As	I	
got	to	the	beach,	I	could	either	whine	about	my	slow	swim	or	move	on	and	enjoy	the	race	we	
sacrificed	so	much	for;	I	chose	the	latter.		
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T1:	3”11	
	
The	hoses	were	clutch	and	very	important.	I	rinsed	off	the	salt	and	ran	to	my	bag.	I	grabbed	my	
Kiwami	Short	Sleeves	jacket,	drank	a	bit	of	Coke	and	ran	to	my	bike,	which	was	very	easy	to	find.	I	
recorded	a	video	of	where	the	bike	was	the	day	before	and	watched	it	over	and	over	again	the	night	
before,	so	I	knew	exactly	where	to	run.	I	grabbed	the	bike	and	ran	to	the	bike	out.	Nothing	
extraordinary	there,	except	the	100s	of	people	amassed	around	the	bike	exit.	COOL	STUFF!		
	
Bike:	5’11”44	
	
The	first	5-8	miles	are	a	succession	of	short	climbs,	sharp	turns,	and	fast	segments.	Matt	mentioned	
that	the	trick	was	to	keep	my	power	under	control	in	the	climbs	and	resist	the	urge	to	follow	the	
guys	that	were	passing	me.	It	was	hard,	really	hard.	I	felt	like	I	was	slow,	though	I	really	was	riding	

between	22	and	25nph.	I	kept	my	power	in	a	decent	range	and	felt	
good	about	how	I	handled	these	8	miles.	I	was	looking	forward	to	
climbing	up	Palani	Road	and	get	onto	the	Queen	Ka’a.	I	took	my	first	gel	
after	I	slid	my	feet	in	my	shoes,	and	took	a	sip	of	water.	My	bottles	had	
more	sodium	than	at	any	other	races,	but	nothing	that	my	stomach	was	
not	able	to	handle	(I	made	sure	my	body	could	handle	it	properly	during	
my	key	training	rides).	Things	were	falling	into	place	nicely.		
	
And	here	we	are	on	the	Queen	Ka’a.	As	I	made	that	left	turn	memories	
of	streaming	this	race	last	year	and	dreaming	of	being	here	resurfaced,	
which	made	me	smile	and	feel	proud.	I	was	in	the	race	this	time	
aroundJ.	A	sea	of	triathletes	all	lined	up	nicely,	countless	marshals	
patrolling	and	handing	out	penalties	and	aid	stations	filled	with	Coke,	
water,	Gatorade,	and	gels	just	showed	how	different	this	race	is	from	

other	IMs.	I	made	sure	to	grab	a	bottle	of	water	from	each	aid	station	and	spray	it	all	over	my	torso	
and	neck.		
Despite	the	temps	being	in	the	90s	already,	I	felt	great.	The	Kiwami	Kona	Wings	short	sleeves	top	felt	
great.	As	I	sprayed	water	on	my	torso,	the	fabric	retained	some	of	it	and	kept	my	upper	body	nice	a	
wet,	but	it	never	felt	like	it	got	heavier	as	I	spayed	more	water.	After	Texas	where	my	race	kit	would	
retain	water	between	my	skin	and	the	fabric,	essentially	adding	a	little	bit	of	weight	here	and	there,	I	
was	glad	to	see	that	the	Kona	wings	stayed	very	close	to	my	body	and	
kept	my	body	temperature	from	rising	too	much.		
I	passed	the	airport	and	the	infamous	“energy	lab”	sign	and	still	felt	
amazing.	I	was	stoked	about	how	the	legs	felt,	and	as	importantly	how	
the	bike	felt.	Ron	from	FitWerx	always	treats	my	war	horse	with	great	
care,	looking	into	every	detail	to	make	sure	that	I	don’t	have	any	
unwelcomed	surprises	come	race	day.	I	just	knew	the	bike	was	in	top	
notch	riding	conditions.	I	was	maintaining	my	power	at	the	lower	end	
of	the	range	we	agreed	with	Kev,	or	around	73%	of	my	FTP	after	riding	
the	first	8	miles	around	76%.	My	legs	never	felt	like	they	were	working	
hard.	I	thought	to	myself	that	I	needed	to	continue	racing	my	own	race	
and	not	be	distracted	by	others	passing	me.	There	were	just	too	many	
athletes	at	the	same	level	that	a	lot	of	us	played	cat	and	mouse	for	a	
while,	especially	with	#1779.	I	refused	to	surge	to	300+	watts	to	pass	
people	as	I	knew	I	did	not	have	that	many	matches	to	burn	after	the	
long	season.	I	surprised	myself	with	how	I	handled	these	decisions,	as	it	was	incredibly	hard	not	to	
rip	it	out	there.		
After	the	fourth	aid	station	I	noticed	something	did	not	feel	quite	right	40	miles	in.	It	was	not	
bonking	(thank	god!),	and	it	was	not	demotivation,	but	I	just	could	not	get	the	legs	to	fire	up	as	much	
as	I	wanted,	not	even	on	downhill.		
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And	my	long	day	began…	
	
Something	did	not	feel	right	at	around	mile	40,	right	before	the	nice	and	steady	slight	downhill	
before	Waikoloa	village.	I	did	not	have	a	single	match	to	burn	to	get	the	legs	to	turn	over	as	well	as	I	
wanted,	and	they	felt	heavy	and	sluggish.	I	could	not	figure	out	where	this	sudden	change	came	
from,	but	with	the	next	aid	station	in	sight,	I	figured	that	maybe	getting	coke	would	help.	It	did	not.	I	
was	in	for	a	good	ole	long	and	miserable	ride	if	the	legs	did	not	want	to	cooperate	today.	There	was	
not	much	I	could	do.	I	did	not	feel	tired,	I	watched	my	wattage	carefully,	and	I	certainly	could	not	
blame	the	heat	because	I	was	doing	the	right	things	to	cool	down	my	body	temperature.	It	was	not	
that	windy	either.	I	was	hoping	that	it’d	pass	after	a	few	miles	and	that	the	rollers	past	Kawaihae	on	
270	would	allow	me	to	restart	the	engine.	That	was	a	massive	blow	for	me,	demoralizing	to	say	the	
least	as	biking	is	my	strongest	discipline.	I	did	not	want	to	let	that	thought	ruin	my	race	and	similar	
to	what	I	did	at	Whistler,	I	stayed	positive	and	tried	to	wait	for	the	storm	to	pass.	I	wanted	to	shine	
on	this	bike	course	and	not	having	the	juice	in	the	legs	was	frustrating,	especially	after	I	realized	that	
it	was	not	going	to	be	a	temporary	thing.	It	was	not	terrible,	but	it	was	not	pretty	either.	At	that	
point	my	power	dropped	to	70%,	which	on	an	uphill	section	is	pretty	low.	I	did	what	I	could	to	fight	
it.	I	climbed	up	Hawi	and	saw	Matt	maybe	about	3-4	miles	ahead	of	me,	which	was	surprizing.	From	
his	latest	posts,	it	seemed	like	he	was	crushing	his	bike	workouts,	so	I	expected	him	to	be	much	
further	ahead	with	the	lead	packs,	but	I	thought	that	he	probably	was	having	a	bad	day	as	well.		I	
rode	another	1.5	mile	or	so	and	got	to	the	turnaround.	Athletes	were	welcomed	with	a	nice	drizzle,	
which	was	clutch.	I	grabbed	my	special	needs	right	after	the	turnaround	and	immediately	took	in	a	
salt	capsule	and	drank	some	Coke.		I	was	hoping	that	the	caffeine	jolt	would	kick	in	pronto.		
	

	
	
Heading	back	to	Kona	
	
Passed	the	turnaround	you	get	to	cruise	down	some	serious	hills.	I	thought	that	it’d	be	a	good	
opportunity	to	give	my	legs	a	bit	of	respite	and	cruise	down,	and	even	if	I	wanted	to	pedal	hard,	the	
53/39	I	rode	was	not	big	enough	to	get	any	torque	when	bolting	down	Hawi	at	50mph.	I	made	sure	
that	no	one	was	near	me	because	I	expected	some	strong	crosswinds.	And	it	did	happen.	I	got	
pushed	by	a	good	2-3	feet	to	the	left,	but	luckily	I	had	my	left	hand	on	the	pursuit.	It	did	not	take	
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long	to	get	pushed	a	second	time,	but	this	time	it	wasn’t	as	strong	a	crosswind	as	the	first	one.	It	did	
not	really	faze	me	as	I	was	focused	on	trying	to	make	up	for	the	time	lost	on	the	way	up.	I	had	the	
impression	that	the	legs	were	turning	over	better,	but	when	I	looked	down	on	the	computer;	my	
power	was	not	nearly	where	I	wanted	it	to	be	at.		
That	downhill	segment	lasted	for	a	good	45	min,	and	after	that	athletes	arrived	at	Kawaihae	and	
make	a	left	turn	that	sent	us	on	a	10min	leg-killer	climb:	a	false	flat	that	turns	into	a	short	but	steep	
climb	before	making	a	right	turn	onto	the	Queen	Ka’a.	It	almost	felt	like	it	was	put	there	intentionally	
to	make	you	work	hard	and	earn	your	way	back	onto	the	Queen	Ka’a,	almost	like	a	toll	if	you	will.	It	
felt	horrible.	At	that	point	the	sun	was	beating	down	on	us	pretty	hard,	but	again,	I	felt	it	and	it	
made	it	a	tad	more	difficult	to	breathe,	but	it	did	not	bother	me	that	much.	I	think	the	heat	training	
that	I’ve	done	helped	cope	with	the	heat	on	the	bike.	I	had	the	best	intentions	in	the	world	to	try	to	
fire	up	the	legs	again,	but	nothing	would	do.	Caffeine	pills	did	not	help.		
I	really	did	not	feel	good	on	the	way	back.	I	originally	planned	on	taking	some	risks	after	passing	
Waikoloa	village	to	push	the	tempo	to	75-77%	of	FTP,	but	I	barely	broke	70%	when	I	got	there,	and	
had	nothing	in	the	legs.	I	reached	the	Waikoloa	village	and	aid	station	after	3hr45min	on	the	saddle,	
and	with	about	30+	miles	to	go,	it	was	going	to	be	a	very	long	last	section.	I	tried	to	keep	my	mind	
off	of	my	computer	and	started	looking	around,	gazing	at	the	dark	blue	of	the	Pacific	Ocean	and	the	
black	lava.	Though	I	was	not	having	the	ride	of	my	life,	I	was	still	happy	to	be	here.	I	was	racing	Kona	
after	all,	a	race	where	only	1-2%	of	the	AG	field	qualifies	each	year.		Despite	the	physical	ordeal,	I	
was	enjoying	my	ride,	and	that’s	what	really	mattered	at	that	point.		
	
Mumuku	Winds	came	to	say	hi	
	
As	if	the	103F	(according	to	some	race	reports	I	read)	and	
scorching	sun	beating	down	on	us	were	not	enough,	the	Hawaiian	
god	of	winds	decided	to	bring	the	Mumuku	winds	into	the	mix,	
making	the	last	15	miles	even	more	difficult.	I	could	see	the	airport	
from	afar,	but	it	seemed	to	be	about	100	miles	away.	I	knew	that	
passing	the	airport	I	only	had	about	7-8	miles	to	go,	but	it	just	felt	
like	I	was	not	going	to	get	there.	I	stayed	on	the	aero	as	much	as	I	
could,	looked	down	on	my	frame	and	stared	at	the	picture	of	me	
and	Mariesa	at	OC70.3	to	try	to	gather	energy	anyway	I	could.	I	
remember	closing	my	eyes	for	10	seconds	(roads	were	closed	to	
traffic)	as	if	I	wanted	to	reconnect	my	legs	with	my	brain.	I	just	
wanted	my	brain	to	command	my	legs	to	push	the	watts	I	wanted	
to.	They	wouldn’t	listen.	The	struggled	was	ongoing	for	about	3.5	
hours	at	that	point,	and	I	knew	it’d	be	until	the	finish.	All	I	had	to	
do	was	roll	with	the	punches	and	rally	T2	in	decent	shape.		
I	finally	rode	passed	the	road	that	takes	you	to	the	airport	after	a	
false	flat,	which	was	uplifting.	I	was	riding	with	few	other	guys	who	were	also	hurting.	I	shouldn’t	say	
that,	but	it	was	comforting	to	see	that	I	was	not	the	only	one	having	a	bad	day	on	the	saddle.	The	
last	8	miles	went	rather	quickly.	All	I	could	think	of	was	T2	and	the	run.	Having	a	bad	day	on	the	bike,	
I	wanted	to	redeem	myself	with	a	good	run.	I	did	3:45	at	TX	while	fainting	at	mile	4,	so	I	was	hopeful	
I	could	do	3:30,	which	would	be	decent	for	the	race.	I	took	my	last	gel,	refuelled	and	made	sure	to	
splash	water	all	over	my	neck	and	torso,	and	threw	away	all	the	extra	weight	I	was	carrying.		
After	a	right	turn	onto	Makala	Boulevard,	we	made	a	left	turn	onto	Kuakini,	rode	passed	the	pool	I	
swam	at	the	day	before,	and	a	mile	later	we	had	a	right	turn	onto	Palani	road	towards	transition.	It	
was	time	to	leave	the	bike	behind	for	the	season	and	run	my	third	and	last	marathon	of	the	year.		
	
Though	my	time	was	disappointing	and	about	15-18	minutes	slower	than	what	I	targeted,	after	a	
few	weeks	replaying	my	season	and	races,	it	became	obvious	that	my	body	was	fatigued	from	racing	
3	IMs.	My	NP	was	at	70%	of	my	FTP	when	I	targeted	a	conservative	73%	for	the	first	half	of	the	ride,	
and	75-77	on	the	second	half	to	average	around	74-75%.	The	bike	being	my	strongest	all	these	are	
realistic	targets,	especially	after	the	good	training	rides	I’ve	had,	but	it	just	did	not	work	out	that	day.	
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It’d	be	too	easy	if	I	could	execute	the	race	I	dream	of	all	the	time…I’d	beat	Jan	Frodeno	in	a	sprint	
finishJ.	If	anything,	I	was	more	disappointed	that	I	could	not	get	the	bike	split	I	wanted	for	Mariesa.	
She	believes	in	me	so	much	that	I	almost	felt	like	I	let	her	down.	I	knew	she’d	be	disappointed	by	the	
split	and	would	wonder	what	happened.	I	unfortunately	don’t	have	a	better	answer	than	“fatigue”	
to	give	her.	I	only	hope	I’ll	get	a	chance	to	come	back	and	have	a	good	bike	ride.		
I	think	that	if	anything,	the	biggest	satisfaction	of	the	112	miles	was	my	attitude.	For	once	I	did	not	
have	a	single	negative	thought	and	constantly	tried	to	see	the	positive	in	this	magical	hell	on	earth.	I	
accepted	the	fact	that	I	was	having	a	bad	day,	and	though	you	don’t	want	to	have	one	of	those	in	
Kona,	it	happened	to	me	and	all	I	could	do	was	deal	with	it	and	just	smile.	I	enjoyed	the	course,	
found	it	extremely	hard	but	I	wouldn’t	have	wanted	it	any	other	way.	After	all,	it	is	the	Ironman	
World	Championship.	I	do	think	that	the	course	fits	my	profile	and	that	I	could	have	a	good	day	on	
wheels	out	there	some	day.	With	the	swim	and	bike	legs	behind	or	114.4	miles	into	the	race,	all	I	had	
left	was	26.2	miles	in	103F	heat.	And	I	was	looking	forward	to	running	on	Ali’i	Drive,	up	Palani	road,	
out	on	the	Queen	Ka’a	and	in	the	infamous	Energy	lab,	and	getting	to	that	finish	chute!		
	
T2:	5”14	
	
I	am	not	sure	what	really	happened	at	the	bike	dismount.	All	I	know	is	that	I	dismounted	my	bike	and	
started	running	around	the	transition	area.	A	volunteer	must	have	picked	up	my	bike,	because	I	
think	3	or	4	of	them	were	around	me	at	the	bike	dismount	line.	I	got	to	the	T2	rack	to	pick	up	my	bag	
and	walked	to	the	changing	tent.	It	was	brutally	hot	in	there	with	almost	no	airflow.	I	took	off	my	
helmet,	Kiwami	sleeves	and	started	putting	on	my	running	shoes,	bib,	and	visor	on.	I	drank	some	
Coke,	water,	took	a	salt	capsule	and	sprayed	a	ton	of	sunscreen	on	my	arms	and	neck.	I	spent	a	lot	
more	time	than	I	wanted,	but	I	also	was	more	physically	diminished	than	I	expected	to	be	at	that	
point.	I	was	ready	to	go	after	4	minutes	and	started	running	towards	the	run	out	arch.	I	told	myself	
“26.2	miles	to	go,	let’s	do	this	with	a	smile	on	your	face.”		
	
Run:	4’04’08	
	

The	run	started	just	like	the	bike	finished…with	struggles.	I	quickly	had	a	
breathing	cramp	and	going	up	that	tiny	little	bump	up	Palani	road	right	
before	the	right	turn	onto	Kuakini	did	not	help.	I	could	not	get	rid	of	it,	
and	it	stayed	with	me	for	3	miles.	I	started	running-walking	to	get	rid	of	
it,	but	it	wouldn’t.	It	was	as	if	someone	was	continuously	stabbing	me.	
Out	on	Ali’I	drive	I	heard	a	familiar	voice	that	encouraged	me	and	after	a	
quick	look,	I	saw	Dave	Cruz	running	by	me	for	a	second.	I	stopped	there	
and	told	him	I	couldn’t	breathe.	He	told	me	to	unzip	my	top,	to	keep	
moving,	to	walk	for	a	bit	but	to	not	let	this	bring	me	down.	At	mile	2ish	I	
saw	Mariesa	and	Sam	who	were	super	loud,	which	made	me	smile	for	
the	first	time	since	T2.	I	remember	apologizing	to	her	for	my	
performance.	I	just	knew	she	expected	to	see	me	much	earlier	than	that,	
and	in	better	conditions.	I	remember	telling	her	that	I	would	finish	no	
matter	how	long	it’d	take,	but	that	it	would	be	ugly.	I	was	in	pain,	and	

probably	more	mentally	than	physically	at	this	point	as	I	was	thinking	of	my	bike	split	and	not-so	
good	start	of	my	marathon.	Roll	with	the	punches	they	say!	After	speaking	to	Mariesa,	she	did	
mention	that	apologizing	was	a	way	of	accepting	what	was	happening	to	me	and	that	I	somewhat	
gave	up	fighting.	This	stayed	with	me	for	a	few	days,	and	the	inevitable	evil	“what-if”	haunted	me	for	
a	while.	What	if	I	shut	up	and	did	not	say	anything?	What	if	I	did	not	acknowledge	that	I	was	
struggling	at	that	point?	Would	I	have	had	a	better	marathon	split?	She	may	have	a	point	there.	I	
was	struggling,	but	after	all,	aren’t	you	supposed	to	be	struggling	after	6h45	of	racing	in	100f	
weather?		
I	got	to	the	5-mile	turnaround	point	on	Ali’i	drive	and	was	looking	forward	to	running	back	towards	
Kona.	It	was	really	hot	with	little	air	to	make	it	a	little	more	breathable.	The	aid	stations	were	
incredibly	well	supplied,	but	the	porta	potties	weren’t!	I	needed	a	pit	stop	and	had	to	wait	for	the	5th	
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one	to	find	toilet	paper!	I	“ran”	back	to	Kona	and	saw	Mariesa	and	Sam	again	right	by	our	
apartment.	The	slight	downhill	from	there	to	Lava	Java	gave	a	little	bit	of	respite	when	I	saw	my	
watch	displaying	7:30	pace.	Big	smile	on	my	face!	That	did	not	last	long!	
At	mile	9	racers	are	facing	a	wall	in	the	name	of	Palani	road.	That	thing	isn’t	that	steep,	but	9	miles	
into	your	run,	the	last	thing	you	want	is	running	up	a	hill.	I	saw	my	parents	there,	my	dad	taking	
pictures	and	my	mom	and	nephew	running	by	me.	Mom	could	not	contain	her	emotions	and	cried	
the	words	“we	are	so	proud	of	you,	Kev”	at	least	a	dozen	times.	This	was	a	powerful	moment	for	her	
and	for	me	as	well.	I	think	dad	was	hiding	behind	his	camera,	but	I’m	sure	he	felt	the	same	way	J.	I	
was	extremely	happy	to	have	them	there	with	us	in	my	first	Ironman	World	Champ	race,	and	even	
more	so	when	I	realized	that	they	could	see	the	amount	of	work	I	put	in	to	get	here,	and	the	
dedication	and	will	it	takes	to	compete	at	Kona.	They	have	been	so	supportive	of	everything	I’ve	
done	that	getting	them	to	the	Big	Island	was	my	“thank	you”	
to	them	for	being	incredible	parents.	That	still	did	not	make	
the	run	up	the	road	any	easier,	but	I	eventually	made	that	left	
turn	onto	Queen	Ka’a,	with	my	mom	yelling	one	last	time	
“we’re	so	proud	of	you”	before	she	stopped	of	exhaustion	J				
	
Queen	Ka’a	–	Energy	Lab	–	Queen	Ka’a	
	
It	was	pretty	uneventful.	The	6ish	rolling	miles	felt	painfully	
long	but	surprisingly	it	did	not	feel	as	hot	as	it	did	on	Ali’I	Drive.	
The	clouds	started	to	block	the	sun	from	cooking	us,	and	with	
the	aid	stations	about	a	mile	apart,	I	would	run	to	them,	walk	
through	them	all	and	made	sure	to	use	the	sponges	to	cool	
down.	I	was	taken	aback	by	the	comment	of	one	of	the	older	
volunteers	at	the	Mile	13	aid	station:	as	I	received	2	sponges	
from	a	12-yr	old,	she	was	asked	by	the	older	one	not	to	give	
them	to	me	because	“the	runners	that	will	come	in	5	hours	will	
need	them	more!”	I	looked	at	the	girl	who	was	handing	me	the	
sponge	and	told	her	that	everyone	needed	them	regardless	of	when	they	show	up,	to	which	she	
replied	“you’re	damn	right,	brother!”	and	gave	me	3	instead!	That	surprised	me	because	it	was	
unlike	anything	I	experienced	thus	far	with	the	volunteers.	She	must	have	been	in	a	bad	mood.	I	
think	I	saw	Matt	at	the	mile	15	or	16	aid	station.	He	was	coming	out	of	the	Energy	lab	and	was	on	his	
way	to	the	finish.	As	I	extended	my	hand	and	gave	him	a	few	words	of	encouragement,	the	dude	
barely	acknowledged	me	and	kept	running.	At	that	point	he	looked	more	upset	than	in	pain	but	my	
first	reaction	in	my	head	was	“really	dude?”	I	figured	we	were	all	in	our	own	bubble	and	let	it	slide.	It	
just	surprised	as	it’s	pretty	rare	to	see	familiar	faces	on	the	run	course	of	an	IM,	so	I	guess	I	was	
expecting	a	tiny	bit	more	than	that	baby	hand	clap	he	gave	me.		
Mile	16+	and	I	finally	made	that	left	turn	to	the	infamous	energy	lab.	As	I	ran	through	the	lab,	I	saw	
Meredith	Kessler	walking	and	chatting	with	someone.	I	guess	I	knew	at	least	she	wouldn’t	chick	me	
J.	I	actually	really	enjoyed	the	energy	lab.	It	did	not	feel	that	long	and	the	sun	wasn’t	there	to	eat	us	
alive.	At	the	turnaround	point	I	knew	that	every	stride	I	was	taking	from	there	was	going	to	take	me	
to	the	finish.	The	long	false	flat	back	to	the	Queen	Ka’a	was	difficult,	but	it	was	probably	one	of	the	
last	hard	climbs	of	the	day,	at	the	exception	of	the	climb	at	mile	25	that	sends	you	down	Palani	road.		
The	run	back	to	Palani	road	also	felt	long	and	every	time	I	reached	an	aid	station	I	thought	it’d	be	the	
last	one	before	Palani.	We	still	had	6+	miles	to	cover	after	exiting	the	energy	lab,	5	miles	on	the	
Queen	Ka’a,	and	roughly	1.2	miles	down	Palani,	Kuakini,	and	Ali’I	Drive.	My	Garmin	920XT	had	long	
died	by	then,	so	aside	from	the	mile	markers,	I	did	not	know	much	about	my	splits.	It’s	a	bit	
frustrating	when	your	multisport	watch	dies	half	way	through	the	run,	especially	when	I	never	had	
such	problem	with	my	910.		At	mile	24ish	I	finally	had	my	eyes	on	that	last	climb	before	Palani	road.	
There	was	a	group	of	people	in	speedos	blasting	music	and	giving	athletes	high-fives,	telling	us	that	
we	were	done	and	that	we	should	take	it	all	in	from	there.		They	were	right.	Passed	that	hill,	
anything	after	that	right	turn	onto	Palani	road	was	pure	fun,	as	if	I	did	not	already	complete	139.4	
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miles.	The	legs	started	turning	over	quicker,	and	the	fatigue	magically	disappeared,	which	made	me	
question	why	I	have	been	running	so	slow	for	25	miles.			
	
I	started	thinking	about	all	the	work	accomplished	this	year	and	all	the	sacrifices	we	made	for	me	to	
be	there	when	I	ran	up	Kuakini.	Kona	was	the	objective	and	the	road	to	get	here	was	long	and	
difficult.	The	downs	of	IM	Texas	stung	at	first	but	revealed	invaluable	lessons.	The	rough	conditions	
of	Whistler	(borderline	too	cold)	favored	me	and	I	could	not	have	asked	for	a	better	race	to	qualify	
for	Kona.	And	last	but	not	least	the	countless	hours	I	spent	doubting	myself	where	Mariesa	would	
always	put	me	back	on	track	mentally	were	probably	the	biggest	hurdles	to	this	journey	and	an	area	
I	need	to	work	on	in	2016.	It	is	fair	to	say	that	I	would	have	never	been	able	to	make	it	to	the	big	
island	without	her	unconditional	support	and	belief	in	me.	I	said	it	before	but	will	say	it	again,	I	could	
not	have	hoped	for	better	support	from	her	this	year,	and	since	Kona,	I’m	sure	I	will	be	able	to	count	
on	her	again	in	2016	as	my	fiancée	J	
	

	
	
It’s	been	a	great	season	and	wrapping	it	up	at	Kona	was	the	icing	on	the	cake.	I	ran	down	the	finish	
chute	and	could	still	see	lots	of	people	cheering	us	on,	and	Mark	Reilly	calling	our	names	saying	his	
iconic	“you	are	an	ironman”	took	a	whole	new	meaning.		Kona	has	been	an	incredible	experience.	I	
am	humbled	by	how	difficult	this	course	is,	and	I	genuinely	think	that	one	can	only	underestimate	
the	difficulty	of	this	race	(I	still	want	to	come	back	and	do	better	on	the	bike	course!).	I	was	humbled	
by	the	depth	of	the	amateur	field.	Everyone	is	incredibly	fit	and	hungry	to	do	great	here.	Lastly,	the	
organization,	the	volunteers,	and	race	week	made	this	a	truly	unique	experience.	I	am	itching	to	
come	back	stronger.		
10hours	29min	and	16sec	was	what	it	took	me	to	complete	my	3rd	ironman	of	2015,	and	my	fourth	
IM	overall.	Putting	my	disappointing	general	ranking	and	overall	time	aside,	there	is	a	lot	more	
positive	things	to	get	out	of	the	race	and	the	season	than	the	overall	time.	I	went	home	with	a	
different	perspective	on	triathlon	and	long	distance	events,	and	new	motivations	and	new	
aspirations	that	I’ll	discuss	more	with	Kevin	when	we	start	planning	for	2016.	However,	for	now	a	
much-needed	break	is	in	order.	Pizza,	beer,	junk	food,	and	being	social	will	be	my	new	training	
regimen	for	the	next	5-6	weeks.	See	you	in	2016	all!		
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As	you	can	imagine,	2015	could	not	have	had	happened	without	
some	great	support,	so	I	owe	a	HUGE	Thank-You	to…	

Mariesa,	who	is	my	#1	support	during	my	training,	racing,	and	more.	She	
convinced	me	to	get	back	to	training	and	focus	on	IM	Canada	after	IMTX	and	
made	sure	I’d	have	the	best	possible	training	environment	for	it.	She	organized	
our	trip	to	the	big	island,	not	just	for	us,	but	for	her	friend	Sam	and	for	my	
parents	and	nephew.	She	makes	sure	that	I	eat	well,	and	helps	with	all	things	
that	could	impede	on	my	training.	She	puts	up	with	a	lot,	my	moods,	my	long	
work	days,	and	my	crazy	4:30am	workouts.	I	cannot	wait	to	see	what	2016	has	
in	store	for	us!		

My	company	Capco	for	supporting	me	this	season.	In	addition	to	giving	me	an	
incredible	work	environment,	the	support,	encouragement,	and	interest	in	my	passion	
are	very	much	appreciated!	It’s	been	a	blast	representing	the	firm	this	season!			

	

Trisports.com	and	Seton	and	Debbie	for	giving	me	the	opportunity	to	
represent	their	top-notch	online	tri	store	with	their	Elite	team!	The	great	
customer	service,	couple	with	the	wide	variety	of	the	best	products	one	
can	find	today	in	all	3	disciplines	and	more	will	guarantee	you	to	be	well	equipped	for	your	season!	
Thank	you	so	much	for	having	me	in	your	Elite	team!	Let’s	do	this	next	year!			

FitWerx	with	Joe	and	Ron	for	always	looking	after	my	bike	and	dealing	
with	my	last	minute	requests	almost	all	the	time!	Joe	and	Ron	provide	
great	service	to	all	customers.		

Huub	Design	for	making	me	comfortable	and	fast	in	the	water.	My	swim	
skin	was	very	comfortable	and	fast!	What	a	product	they	have	here!	Let’s	
hope	that	I’ll	get	a	chance	to	wear	it	again	in	the	big	island	next	year!		

Hawk-Racing	for	allowing	me	to	race	on	some	fast	wheels!	Light,	stiff,	yet	
very	fast,	the	Veyrons	are	incredible	to	ride.		

ClutchPT	and	Josh	who	is	always	there	when	I	need	his	PT	expertise!	I	needed	him	after	the	knee	
injury	sustained	at	Lake	Placid	and	he	made	it	easy	for	me	to	go	see	him.	His	diagnosis	was	
reassuring,	and	with	some	rest	and	advice	on	how	to	treat	it,	I	was	able	to	toe	in	the	line	in	decent	
shape.	I	couldn’t	see	who	else	in	the	Tri	state	area	is	better	suited	than	him	to	treat	athletes!		

And	of	course	all	my	friends	and	family!	Thank	you	all	for	being	so	involved	in	my	passion!		

Thanks	and	happy	training!		

www.kevinportmann.com	

	
	
	
		


