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I have survived the “Toughest Half IronMan Triathlon in the world”.  Not only survived but smashed my expected time of 9hrs 15 mins with a finishing time of 7hrs 53mins.  I burnt 7854 calories, drunk over 8 litres of water/ energy drink, ate 4 flapjacks, 3 energy bars, 8 energy gels, 2 bananas and the magic ingredient – a cheese and onion pasty. I did a cartwheel on the red carpet. I got my "Ironman 70.3 finishers" medal and met a whole load of new friends and inspiring triathletes.  I thankfully wasn’t one of the 300 who didn’t even finish the race through exhaustion, bike failure, not making the cut offs or not even making it to the start. This is how it went.
 
Swim 1.2miles -  51 mins 43s
We were all ready in our wetsuits ready to go at the agreed 5:40am.  All 1200 competitors were supposed to be led down to the edge of Wimbleball lake shortly after, but delay after delay came as we were told that the fog was so thick that they couldn’t even see the marker buoys.  We finally marched the 400m towards the water about an hour later.  I was surprisingly chilled out about the whole thing but there were plenty of nervous people all around.  I thought we were near the back of the crowd as we were ushered into the icy water, but when we made it out to the start markers in the deep water I turned around and realised there must have been at least 600 people behind me pouring into the water.  This worried me as I knew most of them would be faster swimmers than I, there fore I would be swum over and dragged down in the mêlée when the race started.  This is in fact exactly what happened.  I had to fight so hard not to panic about having my legs and arms grabbed.  But I didn’t, and managed to keep my head down and swim front crawl with out too much disruption.  I remember thinking “this is it, I am actually on the Ironman swim, no turning back, I CAN do this”. I kind of accepted in my head that what ever happened from now on, was just all part of it for me.  The swim went on and on and on and on.  My personal best for this distance is 49 minutes and by the time I came back round to dry land I had taken 51mins 14s.  This felt great as it was a whole 9 minutes before the cut off.  There was a 400m run uphill to the transition area which I did with my wetsuit half down to make it easier in the transition area and to show of my beautiful new tattoos that I am very proud of.
 
Transition  1 – 10mins 19 secs
I had always planned to take my time changing from swim stuff to cycle gear as part of the plan to keep my heart rate low and to not panic.  So this is what I did, normally I can do this in around 2 mins, but I took a full 10 minutes so that I did not forget anything.  I grabbed my bike and started the bike course.
 
Cycle 56 miles – 4hrs 08mins 13secs
This was always going to be my biggest worry with 6026 feet of climbing to get through over a 2 lap course in under the 5 ½ hour point.  Within the first mile I saw my friend Chris Dewell coming the opposite way to me down the hill I was climbing up. I thought he was waiting for me as he had a better swim than I, but as he got closer he held up his right hand and I could see he was holding one of his crank arms in it.  I was so gutted for him, we have trained together and had camped together all weekend and now his ironman was over in a flash.  He told me to finish it for both of us.  This drove me on even more. The first lap was really hard as it took a while for my legs to warm up after the swim.  Plus there was a huge climb right at the start of the course.  About 10 mile in and I started to fly on the flats, but as soon as I started to fly I hit the first major hill, there was people getting off their bikes and walking all around me, so I was determined not to give in.  I stuck it in the lowest gear and grinded up it pouring with sweat and almost stopping dead when the gradient hit 17% on my bike computer.  But eventually I got to the top with a real sense of achievement.  It was almost impossible to comprehend that I would need to do it again on the 2nd lap let alone the other hills I still had to do on the first lap.  I carried on through the course overtaking a few people and flying past many people with punctures at the side of the roads.  Sadly one of these guys was Chris Thomson from the Triathlon club who completed the UK full Ironman last year.  I asked him if I could help but he told me to go on as his race was over.  This drove me on again.  A little further on and there was a female triathlete with a piece of her bike in her hands sobbing like a child.  I told her I would tell the next marshal to radio for help.  She thanked me and sobbed some more.  All this was becoming far to close to home for me. It made me feel paranoid about having a bike problem and I was convinced I was about get a puncture at any moment.  The panic passed with the more miles I did.  Eventually I made it onto lap 2 and the heat of the day really started to kick in.  I was losing fluid fast so was taking the drinks from the water stops instead of using my own drinks that I had in the bottle cages.  I then rationed them to last right up until the end of the cycle.  I overtook a few more people on the 2nd lap and again didn't give in to the hills when others were walking. I got up to 39mph on one of the down hills which felt quite hairy as i was tired but needed to concentrate at that speed.  It was time to eat my pasty.  I knew this wasn’t normal, but this isn’t a normal race, so I scoffed it with one hand on the handlebars whilst going along a flat at 18mph.  Brilliant.  .I kept overtaking a girl on the flats and she would take me on the hills.  So we chatted occasionally, I told her my name was Jase and instead of giving me her name she said “I know. You are Jason Briley aren’t you?”  I replied “how the hell do you know that?”.  She said she had been following my online blog since day one and thought I was a real inspiration. That was the kind of freaky event I did not expect but a brilliant morale booster and it made me forget about the pain in my quads for a minute or two. Her name was Anne-Marie Chatter and she was a brilliant cycling partner as we chased each other all the way.  I Finally i made it round the 2nd time and instead of being directed round the loop it was my turn to go straight on and head back for the lake.  My enthusiasm came flooding back.  All the time i had been clock watching as i needed to be in off the bike with in the 5 ½ hour cut off point.  I was extremely proud to be in at 5hrs 09 mins and even happier that i didn't get any punctures as that would have been game over. When the results came back later i realised  I had clawed back 32 places with my hared graft on the hills and my natural ability on the flats.  I jumped off my bike and wheeled it into transition. The person who took my bike from me was my good friend Chris who had the broken crank earlier.  He had walked back and gone and asked to be a volunteer.  What a legend.  If it was me, I would be crying by the roadside still.  Now, time for a well earned transition and the small matter of a half marathon to run.
Transition 2 – 7min 36 secs
This was to be another slow affair.  I was determined to treat the run as if this was the start of a different race rather than the final part of a long triathlon.  So I got completely changed from cycling clothes into full running kit.  This meant I had to use the “nudity corner”.  This was great.  To get fresh layers on felt amazing.  More Vaseline was applied in every area imaginable and my super strength sun screen went on again as I had sweated all the previous lot off.  Trainers on, cap on, watch changed to “running” and off.  2 iprobrufen were taken to calm down my pulsing legs. I ran out of the transition to start the 13.1 mile run. 
Run 13.1 miles -  2hrs 36 mins 03 secs
This was the notorious 3 lap, cross country, all terrain, 3176 feet of ascending Exmoor hill-sides.   This is where I met the pro-triathletes just finishing there last lap as I was starting my first.  It was an awesome sight to behold.  There were all shapes and sizes making there way round the laps fighting there own battles, all with the same single purpose in mind.  I quickly adopted the tactic of all the athletes around me, which was to walk up the hills and run down the descents and along the flats.  Even this proved a monumental task as my quads and hams were just maxed out from the bike.  I decided to stop at every water stop to knock back a shot of flat coke for the sugar, sip a sports drink slowly for the minerals and glucose and pour a cup of water over my head to cool me down in the heat of the burning sun.  I did this religiously at every stop and it was a real motivator.  I seemed to just chew up the miles, one by one until I reached that magic 10 mile land mark.  That’s when I decided to look at my watch for the first time.  I had started it in the water when the klaxon went off which seemed like days ago.  This was the first time I glanced at it on the run.   My eyes nearly popped out of my head when I realised that I had 45 minutes left to do 3 miles if I wanted to do a sub 8 hour finish.  My normal training pace is about 9 minute miles so this would be easy – if this was a normal training day.  But it wasn’t. Everyone around me was struggling to do 12 – 15 minute miles.  Everyone was doing the “ironman Shuffle” or walking.  I gave up the thought of achieving this goal and went back to the “just finish” approach that all my training has been for.  Then with a mile and a half to go I met up with someone who didn’t have a watch and he asked me the total time.  I told it was 7 hours 38 mins with 1.5 miles left.  He said “ come on mate – lets go for a sub 8 hour finish”.  I didn’t want to, but I picked up the pace with him not fully believing we could do it.  But before I knew it we could hear the finish line crowds in the distance.  This was it, I was going to finish my first half ironman after a full years training, where so many had failed.  As I came to the red carpet I could hear my name really loud.  One of my friends from the club (Paul Wills) was being interviewed by the commentator and grabbed the mic and started cheering for me.  Everyone else joined in and then my daughter Harmony appeared on the red carpet.  She flung her arms around me and 8 hours of racing, months of training and the realisation I was just about to become an Ironman 70.3 hit both of us at the same time.  We were clenched in an embrace both crying with pride and joy.  It felt like forever and I didn’t care about the time ticking away.  We eventually parted and she ran off to point out my wife Hilary, son Codi and friends.  I took off my glasses to wipe the tears from my eyes.  I stepped onto the red carpet and punched the air.  The crowd went mental.  I then lost the plot and did a cartwheel.  I had dreamt about it but didn’t actually think I would do it.  But I did.  The crowd loved it, and I milked it.  I then jogged towards the finish line stopping to kiss and cuddle my wonderful wife who also had tears of joy and to give Codi a big hug.  I couldn’t talk as I kept choking up again.  The commentator said I still hadn’t finished so I sprinted for the line, stopped, tidied myself up, wiped the sweat from my head and posed for my finishers photo as I crossed the line.  DONE.  I had completed the toughest Half-Ironman course in the world in 7hrs 53min 24 secs.  A whole 1hour and 20 minutes faster than I had estimated.  My half marathon time was only 21 minutes slower than the Reading Half marathon in March 09 on its own. Everyone was telling me to go back once I had my medal.  The lady on the microphone wanted to interview me on the finish line again.  So, I moon-walked back onto the carpet, where she told me that mine was the best finish of the day.  She asked what the race was like. I said “hard, tough, amazing and something you only do once…….then you come back and do the Full Ironman.”   It was then and there I had decided this was my next mission.  This journey was only half completed.   Watch this space…………
Jase
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Me with my great friends who finished the race from the Andover Triathlon Club
[image: image3.jpg]



Transition 2 practice.  Wondering how the hell I am gonna find my bag during the actual race.
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Where the hell is my bike?
