
The race report……as usual, guys and girls, now is the time to get a coffee (make it a 
large!) before reading any further!! 
 
It was a dark and stormy night…..no, hang on, that was LAST year….. 
 
To be honest, I can’t really just do a race day report, as the build up to the race and the 
post race stuff was all part of what made it probably one of the most memorable weeks of 
my entire life before the race even started so I’ll start from the beginning. 
 
I’ll do it in sections, so the short of time can skip to the race day report… and a word of 
warning, there are one or two pretty grim pictures, so don’t read this over lunch or 
anything, ok? 
 
Chris 
 



The pre race week 
 
The race runs with a week of activities going on, ranging from a cross the lake swim, a 
‘splash and dash’, the IronKids race, and swim course swims, a 5k….you get the idea. 
There is plenty happening, and there is, of course, the expo, and the Orca shop, where I 
managed to spend a good deal of money, mostly because I was not prepared to jinx 
anything by buying official merchandise before the day! Likewise, I’ve also not cut my 
hair the whole time I’ve been in NZ, and so that’s why I’ve got such crazy looking hair in 
the photos! As soon as I can get to the hairdressers, I will be fixing that but, like Samson, 
I was worried cutting the hair might drain my strength from my body, and I knew I was 
going to need every bit of strength I could for race day! 
 
I headed over to Taupo a couple of weeks before the race for a day trip, and cycled the 
bike course, which was actually something of a pleasant surprise as, compared to the 
cycling I’d been doing out in Inglewood, the course, other than the climb out of and back 
into Taupo, it was a really flat cycle course. I met up with T-Rex of tri, and he showed 
me the cycle course, and was patient enough to wait for me as I tried to keep up with him 
on the hills and failed miserable. I then went back for the cross the lake swim. Thinking 
there was to swim over distance, and to swim the lake to see how it was. Answer was 
relatively choppy, but I took some comfort in the fact that a)the race was along the 
shoreline, rather than across the lake and b)I completed the 4.2km  swim in a fraction 
under 2 hours, my hoped for swim time for the 3.8km race distance. 
 
T-rex had been telling me I needed to get over to Taupo as early as I could to soak up the 
race atmosphere, and so I headed over a day earlier than I’d planned, on the Tuesday. Did 
a couple of very short sessions in the week, 40 minutes on the bike to check it was ok, 
and ended up swimming 1km of the swim course, which was done in 27 minutes so, 
again, inside time, so I was feeling ok about the swim. Also did a 25 minute jog, which 
was ok, but my knees were sore afterwards, and it was just as well race day arrived when 
it did, as I was pretty much done as far as pushing my body any further, having done the 
following training since I got to NZ. 



 
 
Event   Distance Time 
SWIM  32.7km 14.8 hours 
BIKE   1426.5km 29.8 hours 
RUN  155.8km 19.2hours 
Bike/run 
Brick session 57km  2.6 hours 
 
 
Got introduced to a few other people, Woolly who, scarily enough, not only comes from 
the same relatively small village as me but also has the same Christian name as I do, and 
lives 200 yards up the road from me!! And we’d NEVER met before! That was freaky, 
but it was good to meet up with some others, not least as the week progressed and the 
official engagements began, such as the pasta party. To go along to that on my own 
would have been pretty daunting, and so it helped loads to have people around to chat 
with, and we had a good laugh in the week before the race. This included meeting the 
‘Bliidy Lligend’ that is Bevan James Eyles, of the now world famous Ironman Talk 
Podcast, who was hanging around at the Expo and was just chatty as anything, a really 
top bloke. We had to head back the next day to see Coach John Newsome, as he’d had to 
go and was clearly taking his top 10 ranking for the race very seriously. Still, chaps, was 
a pleasure to meet you both, hope we represented Tritalk.co.uk well and keep up the 
excellent stuff. Listening to the shows over the last few weeks gave me so many useful 
tips and ideas for how I could improve things as I got ready, so thanks guys. �  

 
Myself, Bevan James Eyles and T-rex of tri.  



 
Just a real pleasure to have a laugh with you, Bevan, nice to meet someone who seems to 
genuinely love talking with other triathletes, even the very much non pro level. 
 
T-Rex and I included double ice cream cones as part of our daily ‘training routine’  
(though sadly he’s got those photos!!;) along with seeming daily trips to the Expo where 
I’d refuse to buy any official merchandize for fear of jeopardising my chances of 
finishing, and even more trips to the Orca shop, where I seemed to spend a good deal of 
time and money! 
 
Major bonus was when I found out that there was a spare room in the same B&B as T-rex 
the night before the race, and that would be within 10 minutes walking distance of the 
start line, rather than the 15 minute drive from out of town where I was staying, which 
would then leave me trying to park in Taupo on race day….not likely to be too easy. 
 
We headed into town together most days, did the race registration, where I got weighed 
(106.1kg, was a bit gutted about that, but there you go….I got given a tasteful pink 
armband with the word ATHLETE on it, so that more than made up for it!!) and picked 
up the race packs, and he coped admirably with me asking him a million times what to 
put in each bag, and checking my swim bag on race morning at least 4 times before I’d 
leave the house! 



 
checked over the bikes, went to the pasta party (which was pretty special, especially the 
Maori welcome and display, to here the Haka live and from so close was truly spine 
tingling, no wonder the All Blacks are so good if they do that before each game, would 
scare the life out of me if I was on the opposite team!!!) 
 
Then, all of a sudden, it was Friday morning and race briefing time and time to check the 
bikes and bags in! All of a sudden, everything was coming together, and I HAD to be 
ready this time. 
 
To stop you getting lost on the cycle and run routes, there were little ‘M-dot’ logos 
painted on the road to show you where to go, different colours depending on which 
direction you were heading at the time.. note the size of the road chips in NZ, made for a 
rough old ride in some parts of the bike course!! We got to know these quite well over the 
weeks before the race, and it was all part of the fun. 



 
 
Handed in the bikes just after lunch, along with the bags, suitably labelled up and 
correctly packed…can you tell what race number I was yet?! 

 



 
 
and, from that point on, I stopped worrying about race day, and started to really look 
forward to it. I guess in my head I knew I’d done all I could do by then, and there wasn’t 
anything I could do by worrying, so as I cooked up a pasta meal for myself and T-Rex, 
and then headed to bed, it was nervous excitement which ensured I got no more than an 
hours sleep the night before the race, I seemed to be looking at the clock every hour 
throughout the night, and eventually the alarm went off and it was time….. 



Race day 
 
Estimated times I reckon I needed to finish: 
2 hours for the swim 
8 hours for the bike 
7 hours for the run 
 
In my head, this was what I reckoned that a)I could possibly do, and b)would be quick 
enough to ensure I finished inside the 17 hour cut-off. 
 
Got up at 4.45am, had some breakfast, toasted some bagels and wrapped them up and 
popped them in my special needs bag. I’d already filled a litre bottle with SIS gels that 
had been sent out to me from the UK, and I double checked my swim bag to ensure I had 
my timing chip…check…..wetsuit….check…..clothes for under the wetsuit……check, 
swim cap….check…suntan lotion….contact lenses….the list went on and on, but 
eventually I was sure I’d got everything, and we headed off. Striding into the unknown, 
but still strangely excited. So much was down to just a bit of luck on the day, and I 
wasn’t sure how my luck would run, so I just had to get out there and see what happened. 
 
A check of the weather, and we could see the stars, so we reckoned we were in for a hot 
sunny day, and, thankfully, no sign of serious winds, which was a blessed relief after last 
years race was ruined by high winds on race day which caused the swim to be cancelled 
and the bike and run to be halved in length. We were very lucky with the weather on race 
day. 
 
Arrived at the venue, which was just buzzing, it really was, the atmosphere was electric, 
but, as was commented on in the post race party, there really was a calm about everyone, 
nobody seemed to be anxious, and I checked the bike, popped the drinks bottles on it and 
then we were done. Another loo stop and then they were calling the athletes into the 
water! A passing athlete helped me zip up my wetsuit, which had got caught on the top I 
was wearing underneath, and then I headed through the timing area and into the 
water….which was lovely. Warm and clear, it was 20 degrees in the water, you could see 
the bottom of the lake for the entire swim, and the water even tasted ok when you did get 
some in your mouth! I’d checked out where I wanted to be, as the swim was all right 
hand turns, so I headed out to the rear right of the swim start, and managed to find a bit of 
space. The race briefing had mentioned the swim start would involve 3 flashing lights 
being turned on to show 3 minutes to go, then 2 for 2 minutes, and then, when 1 light was 
left, the swim would start as soon as the starter saw a line of swimmers….which was 
almost immediately, we went to single light and then a dirty great canon got set off to 
signify the swim start! I hit the timer button on my watch and we were off. 
 



 
Swim was actually pretty smooth. I got into a rhythm pretty quickly, and, whilst I noted 
my heart rate was a bit higher than I’d expect for a swim, I suspected that was just the 
excitement of the race, and my breathing was fine, so I just kept going. Different to most 
other triathlons I’ve done, I wasn’t the slowest swimmer there, so there were people to 
draft off, which is the first time that’s happened, and also, because the water was so clear, 
sighting was relatively easy, as was following other swimmers…well, those who weren’t 
weaving around like drink drivers, that is! Got to the swim turn and allowed myself a 
look at the watch to see how I was doing, needed to be there inside 55 mins to be on 
target. I was, and I decided to keep the pace the same and turned for home. There was 
about 2 minutes where I was aware of waves on the lake, I breath on the left only, so I 
was breathing into these on the way back, but, no sooner had they started than they 
stopped and, before too long, I was approaching the last buoy and turning towards the 
swim exit!! Still felt really strong, and made the shore, it the watch and……..1.24! 
An hour 24 for the swim!  And I’d actually really enjoyed it. Anyone who knows me 
knows I really don’t like swimming, but this was different, it was just amazing, so serene 
and calm, and not at all like some of the battles that swims like this can be. 
 
I was in shock about my time, I really was, that was as fast as I ever managed to train in 
the POOL in a wetsuit, with the push off at both ends of a 25m pool! Never in my wildest 
dreams expected anything that quick. 
 
Out of the water, and up the green carpet…..for flippin ages! A 400m run to transition, 
which I got to, and found someone with my bike bag ready for me, helped me off with 
the wetsuit, and it was time to pop socks and cycle shoes on, and headed for the bike. The 
tannoy at the event announced  me as ‘readying myself’ for the bike as I faffed around 
trying to get my cycle gloves on in the middle of the road, and thanked me, as a GB 



competitor, for having travelled to take part, which was quite a buzz, and before long I 
was off on the bike with the 3.8km swim down, and a 180km bike and 42.2km run to go. 
 
The bike plan was to keep an eye on my heart rate and try and keep below 145, and try 
and feel ‘easy’ on the bike on the first leg, as everyone had told me the key was to go 
easy on the bike and save energy for the run.  Made sense, so my plan was to cycle the 
17km between each aid station, make sure I ate regularly, drank regularly, and didn’t go 
what I’d consider hard on the bike too early. So, that was the plan, and I stuck with it. 
Well, other than the fact my heart was racing from the excitement of the race for the first 
couple of k, and then it was into the climb out of Taupo, so my pulse was even higher!! 
 
Saw T-Rex of tri several times, always going in the opposite direction, as he was ahead of 
me, and he always somehow managed to spot me (probably the kiddies wheels on the 
bike! ;) and shout encouragement, which I was then able to reciprocate just about, and 
that’s kinda how the ride went. The wind I’d worried about (the weather, not flatulence!) 
hadn’t appeared, and so the ride felt good, and once I’d made it out of Taupo up the hill, 
the heart rate dropped to a more realistic level, and I settled into a bit of a 
rhythm.  I got to the first turnaround point and, at this stage, I need to mention about the 
support on the cycle route. It was just amazing. It’s a pretty isolated road, the cycle route, 
and yet there were people all over the place by the side of the road, making noises, 
cheering, and just generally being a part of the day. That’s probably one of the most 
overwhelming memories of the day, the support from the sides was like nothing I’ve seen 
before, felt more like a tour de France rider than a triathlete. Anyway, first turnaround I 
had a bit of a worry as I didn’t hear the timing mat beep as I went over it, so did worry a 
bit they may have missed me crossing it, but just kept going. The return leg was, in my 
mind, a harder direction, as whilst the hills were not as steep as on the way out, they were 
much longer drags and seemed to be harder to navigate. However, I stuck with my plan, 
trying to ride easy, so I freewheeled down the hills, and generally just kept going. Before 
long, I was up by the racecourse on the outskirts of Taupo, and heading back down the 
hill. Unfortunately, this was a very sad moment because, as the triathlon bike course 
headed down one side of Spa Road, I could see police and fire crews on the other side 
and knew straight away by how they were placing markers, the mangled bike in the road 
and the blankets mostly hidden by police cars, that there had been a fatal accident. It 
transpired after the race that a couple of spectators who’d been to see the swim start and 
were cycling home were basically run over by a lorry who simply didn’t see them. The 
lady died at the scene, and her husband was seriously injured. It kinda put things into 
perspective when you see something like that, especially as a cyclist yourself, and it did 
shake me up a bit. However, becoming an Ironman is about overcoming both the 
physical, mental AND emotional challenges of the day, so I drilled myself back into my 
race plan, and headed back out onto lap 2. Lap 2 was slightly different to lap 1 in terms of 
the route taken, and so we were all given a coloured armband  just after the start of the 
second lap and, once I’d headed up the hill again, and grabbed my special needs bag 
(bagels time, already sick of energy gels, but knew I needed to keep going! and mostly 
because I knew we didn’t get the special needs bags back after the race and I’d put a 
spare inner tube in there just in case and was too tight to lose it!!!) and carried on. Got to 
the turning point where my armband showed I had to do a left and then a right further 



down the road. This meant the second lap was longer than the first, but, again, once that 
dogleg had been done, it was back to the long downhill section. I seemed to fly on the 
bike on the second leg, especially up the hills for some reason, I guess I just had a bit of 
power left in my legs, and knew once I’d done the up, I got the down the other side to 
relax, which I did well. I’m fast downhill and tend to catch quite a few people who are 
still pedalling, so I think I confused a few cyclists as I passed them freewheeling, and 
they were still pedalling! �  
 
Was a friendly ride, with loads of friendly chatter between riders as they overtook each 
other, and one bloke complained he’s stopped at the loo and it had taken him almost 10k 
to catch me again!! Started to feel it a bit more on lap 2, but by this stage it was afternoon 
and the sun was out and strong and I was feeling the heat. Kept the eating and drinking 
up. I’d been reminded several times that the bike is an eating competition as much as 
anything else, and so I kept eating at each stop and, before long, I was at the turning point 
once again and heading for home! That was when the going got tough, as the wind had 
picked up a bit, and I was definitely working harder to get back on lap 2 than I had on lap 
1, but I’d been going well on the bike, I’d needed to do 2 hours for each leg of each lap, 
and had been nearer an hour and a half for each leg up to then, so going well. Seemed to 
go ok on the way back, overtook quite a few people and before I knew it, I was heading 
back into Taupo, along the lakefront, and into transition number 2 to get ready for the 
bike. Bike time was 6.43, so I’d shaved another 75 minutes off my  estimated time…..had 
I gone too hard on the bike? 
 
As I got into transition and got off the bike, I could feel my left calf tighten up; it’s been a 
problem for the last 3-4 months, and I was keen to avoid any problems on the run, so took 
a bit of time to get it massaged in transition, but I was in a lot better shape than quite a 
few other people in transition, it has to be said! Wasn’t the quickest turnaround of the 
day, at just under 10 minutes, by the time I’d had some food and drink, and a quick toilet 
stop. 
 
So, then it was time to head over the bridge and out onto the run course. 2 laps, out and 
back. It was about 3.30pm by this stage, so I had 8.5 hours left to finish the run, and, at 
that stage, I started to believe I was going to become an Ironman, as even at my slow 
walking pace, I’d have been able to make that sort of distance in that sort of time. So, off 
I set, and I decided to go for a 15 minute run, 2 minute walk strategy from the start of the 
run. This was close to what I’d been doing in training, and, because of the way the aid 
stations were separated out, this would also mean I’d be pretty much running between 
them, and then taking on fluid and food at each stop. That’s when I spotted Mark, Tigger 
and Maia, who had arrived when I’d reckoned I’d get in from the bike leg, and had 
therefore missed me as I’d come in earlier than expected….  



The grin got wider and wider as this strategy worked well, my legs felt good, I was 
running at a reasonable level for me, heart rate was low and felt good. Grin still evident at 
this point! 

 
Still a fine figure of at least 1.3 men, unfortunately, which doesn’t make for the best 
running performance… 

 



One last glance back, and then it was into the waiting supporters for further 
encouragement 

 
 
This run/walk  strategy actually worked pretty well for the first 12km, to the turn on the 
first lap, which I managed in about an hour and a half. However, once I turned around to 
head back in, the sheer length of the run started to sink in, and I found I was walking for 
longer and running for less, and my feet were starting to feel quite sore. This was actually 
to be quite important, although I didn’t realise at the time. I carried on, running when I 
felt I could, but it was getting more and more difficult, and my feet were getting more 
and more sore. It wasn’t my legs which hurt, definitely my feet, and when I did run, the 
heart rate was really low, so it was the pain in my feet which stopped me. I managed the 
first half marathon in about 3 hours, which I was pleased with, but, by the time I turned 
around for the second lap, having collected my long sought after blue band for my arm, 
which signified I was on my second and, therefore, final lap,  I knew there was something 
more serious going on with my feet, and could feel blisters on my feet and toes starting to 
appear. 



 
Maia waving the flag for me! 

However, by this stage, I’d changed into my long sleeved top for the second lap, and it 
was mandatory to have reflective  markings on it because, by this stage, it was getting 
dark, and so I’d put my name on the back of my top in reflective material, and as dusk 
fell, the crowds of well-wishers along the whole length of the run really started to make a 
difference. Notice the clever use of reflective tape to ensure the maximum support!! 

 



 
Running past a bar, there were probably about 30 or 40 people cheering you on, by name, 
having looked up your race number in the program to see who you were, and the number 
of times that got me running again, even if only for a few minutes, was just incredible. 
One notable family were about 4km from the finish and, as I was heading out on my 
second lap said they’d see me soon. I said it’d be quite a while as I knew I’d just be 
walking from there on, and they just looked at me and said they’d be there when I got 
back. I carried out on, and the run course started to become a bit soul destroying, it 
wasn’t a straight run out and back, there were some side turns where you either had to do 
a dogleg, or which took you away from the main road, and that made it harder to cope 
with, mentally. I kept the fuelling up, and moved to drinking coke and energy drinks, and 
eating pretzels (by this stage I was sick to death of anything sweet tasting, but knew I 
needed the energy to keep going) At every step of the run, there were people supporting 
us, and the two sections of the run which went down residential streets had homeowners 
in their gardens to cheer you on, and everyone just stayed out. By the time I got to the 
turnaround for the final time, I’d already spoken to the medical people about my feet and 
had worked out it was time to grin and bear it, and accept I was going to have some real 
issues by the time I finished. My walk had slowed considerably, and I had my first real 
doubts that I was going to make it to the finish. 
 
The last few km of the run seemed to take an eternity, watching the markers tick by, 
32km, 33km, 34km, and knowing this still meant there were 8km to go was really hard to 
deal with. By this stage, any semblance of running style I may have had at the start was 
gone, and I was shuffling along like and old man, and my back was starting to get so sore 
I’d stop, stretch it out, and then carry on again. I tried to start running again a few times, 
but each time I’d never get more than a 100 yards or so before I had to stop. I’d worked 
on the theory I’d run when I can and slow down when it felt too fast. With 4km to go, I 
wanted to slow down, and realised I was actually only walking at this point, and was 
really starting to suffer a bit. My mate Mark appeared in front of me with a camera and 
started taking pictures of me, and it was a full minute or two before I even realised who 
he was, I was that out of it!! 
 



 
 
The support, though, was just amazing, and there were signs all over the run course made 
up by supports and put out on the course, and that really helped too. I got to the family 
who had said they’d be there and, true to their word, not only were they still there, they 
remembered me and, as I walked past, said, ‘see, told you we’d be here to see you home’ 
It was just the most emotional thing, there were people wrapped in blankets on the grass, 
and it was clear they were there for the duration, until the last competitors had cleared the 
course. Sadly, teaching my 2 year old God daughter to say Shut it was probably NOT my 
most popular move while I’ve been out here, but it worked well on the poster they made 
up for me. I also caused some amusement in the charity tent by heading in there with T-
rex and we made up two signs each, one for each other, and my second one just said ‘GO 
ME!’ in big letters, with ‘ &everyone else!’ underneath, and that seemed to go down 
quite well! 
 



 
 
I reached the 40km sign, just 2 to go, and felt an incredible pain in the back of my left 
heel and then, literally about 200m later, the same thing in my right. I knew I was having 
serious issues, but I’d already decided I had to keep going, I couldn’t quit, but by this 
stage, I was going really slowly, and starting to wonder if I could actually make the finish 
line inside cut off, even so close, every step was a real battle, but I knew I could do it if I 
dug deep , and I had to keep going. As I got to 1km to go, I stopped for another stretch of 
my back and about 5 or 6 lads came belting up the road towards me. They’d seen me 
stop, and announced they were going to see me to the end of the road, and, true to their 
word, they did, I got cheered on by these lads for 400m or so, until I reached the turn in 
the road, where everyone outside the pub on the corner was cheering me on by name for 
another few yards… 
 
The finish line involved turning right at the end of the promenade and doing a U shaped 
finish, so you go out parallel to the finishing straight, and then loop around into the 
finishing area,  so probably a half km from where you turn, still quite a long way, but the 
crowd in this part of the course was in a state of absolute frenzy!! One girl came running 
200m down the road when she saw me appear to ask what my name was and when I went 
through where she and her friends were, there felt like  50 people with inflatable 
‘clappers’ making just the most amazing noise, cheering me through by name and you’d 
think I was about to win the whole race not just cross the line hours after the winners 
.....more of these fans in a bit. I had someone running up behind me to the finish, and had 
to stop yet again to stretch out my back, but I was literally 200m from the finish and, to 
be honest, I wanted the finishing straight to myself, so I held off a little bit to let the lady 
have her moment of glory and go through the finish on her own,  and to try and summon 
up the energy for a run to the line, and as I turned onto the grass and headed in to the 



finishing straight, running into the spotlights lighting the way down the finishing lane, the 
crowd of people at the finish went absolutely mental; I’ve never heard anything like it. 
Apparently they announce your name  and say you are an Ironman as you cross the line, 
but I heard nothing but the roar of the crowd and it got me into a run despite the pain, and 
the feeling when I crossed the finish line I’m not sure I’d ever be able to adequately 
describe, even as a man of many words! So I am not even going to try…..Mark was there 
as I crossed the line and, whilst the official photo has the clock time on it, this captures it 
pretty well!! 
 

The last few yards to go to the finish, the crowd are deafening 

 



Christian Rose, you are an IRONMAN! 

 
 
I crossed the line with the clock showing 15 hours, 26 minutes and 11 seconds,  and 
almost flattened the lady trying to give me my medal, totally overcome with emotion and 
tiredness, as well as some seriously sore feet and then it was time to get weighed, to see 
how badly de-hydrated I was……and I was 2.5kg HEAVIER than when I’d started, so 
clearly my drink/eat strategy had avoided me getting dehydrated which was great news,  
but I had more pressing issues, as my feet were in pain and when I looked down, I could 
see my trainers looking pretty grim! The following shot was taken when I got back, but 
will give you an idea……my trainers are blue and white normally. 



These are the trainers…. 

 
�  they had to cut my socks off in medical as it was too painful to try and remove them in 
the more traditional manner. Basically, the pain I’d felt in my heels were massive blood 
blisters bursting on the heels of my feet. My little toe had a massive blood blister, and 
almost every inch of the soles of both feet and toes were covered in normal blisters, I’d 
even managed to blister between my toes as well! 



 
And that’s them soaking to try and get them clean! Ended up going on a cool wash in the 
washing machine to get the last of the blood out, and even that’s not completely cleaned 
them up. Not sure whether to run in them again though, hadn’t had any problems before 
race day, most odd. There again, never run further than a half marathon before…or 
cycled that far before, either! hmmmm 
 
Medical took quite a while with me, to sort my feet out, and then I really needed to head 
to the massage table as my legs and back were really sore, but I could hardly move, so I 
was helped to a massage table and collapsed down on one right next to the frenzied 
crowd, who had shouted themselves hoarse by then! Whenever anyone made it into the 
finishing area, you just heard the noise increase into an absolute frenzy and it was clearly 
THE party of the night. I texted T-rex, who I’d seen heading into the finish just as I was 
heading out on lap2, so knew he’d have been in well ahead of me, and Mark, to let them 
know what the delay was, and had incoming messages. My girlfriend had been checking 
out the live web streaming of the race but was heading to the hairdressers for around the 
time I had expected to finish, so it added to the whole magic of the day that she just 
happened to be on line and hear my name being called out, and looked up in time to see 
me cross the finish line. She had sent me a text to tell me she’d seen me finish and had 
cried, and that was it, I knew I’d done it and suddenly everything just became completely 
overwhelming and I just cried….poor masseur thought it was her pressing too hard on my 
legs!! I’d done it, I was an Ironman!!! Suddenly Mark appeared in the tent next to me 
having come in to check how I was. 



 He pulled out the camera and took the following shot. Note the bandaged feet, the lovely 
stripe of sunburn on my legs, and the fact I refused to take my medal off! Also note that’s 
the grandstand right behind us, and you can see the crowd lining either side of the run in 
area too! 

 
 
As I headed out of the recovery area, I bumped into Jo Lawn, one of the female pro 
triathletes…..and who had won the women’s race earlier on in the day…..a lot earlier on 
in the day. The time shows it was 23:11 when I emerged, she finished her race in 9 hours 
20, so to find her still at the finish and encouraging people over the line was really quite 
special, and we had a good chat about the state of my feet, and how well I’d done to 
finish. It was a very nice moment, actually, and just added to the whole feeling of the day 

 
 



Finally leaving the finishing area, complete with medal and finishers t-shirt and still 
wearing the coloured wrist bands given out at the start of each run lap. White for lap 1, 
blue for lap 2. when you reach the hand out area with a blue band on, they direct you 
down the finishing area, and that’s a really REALLY good feeling! 
 

 
 
Called my parents, who had seen it all on line, and had gone absolutely mental when I’d 
crossed the line, apparently!! Also called my sister too, and replied to numerous text 
messages sent to me. However, I’d only just picked up a NZ mobile, and totally forgot to 
take my UK one, so apologies to everyone who texted that one, I’d left it at the B&B that 
morning and didn’t get it back until Sunday afternoon, hence why you didn’t get prompt 
replies.. 
 
Went to find T-rex in the pub but before I’d got near to crossing the road, I got spotted by 
some of the crowd who had cheered me in just before the finish area, the one’s who’d 
been chanting my name….they saw the medal and just went mental again, so I insisted on 
getting a photo with them……I’m in there somewhere!!!!!! Just incredible, what this 
doesn’t show you is how much noise they were making, I’d have guessed at it being 
about 50 people on the way in, but the photo shows less than half that number! New 
Zealanders were absolutely incredible on race day, right across the board, it was like the 
whole of Taupo was out to cheer us on. 



 
 
Was really slow on my feet and so literally just said well done to T-Rex in the pub and 
then I got a lift home where a congratulations card was waiting for me, and they’d put 
champers in the fridge too! I put my feet up and tried to relax a bit 
 

 



Not so easy as my feet looked like this…. 

 
 
And hence I can’t really walk properly yet, and its now Monday night, 2 days since I 
finished, and I had to get Mark and Tigger to stay an extra night so I could go to the post 
race party as I wasn’t able to drive home!! 
 
The race itself was amazing. From the time I got out of the water, I just had this silly grin 
on my face, I really enjoyed my day. Sure, it was a new and different world of pain by the 
end of the run, but  when I collected the official race photos on Sunday, one of the nicest 
things was that in every one I had the most massive grin on my face, and the bike photo I 
don’t even remember being taken, none of the photos were staged, I just genuinely had an 
absolute ball all day,  but it was just that kind of day. It was kind of magical in a way, the 
success rate was something like 97%, so only about 30 or 40 of over 1000 competitors 
didn’t finish the race, which I think is just incredible. One of the most impressive was the 
Japanese chap who completed inside the cut off time, with two artificial legs. To see a 
sight like that really just does choke you up, and puts sore feet into perspective 
somewhat. 
 
Someone asked me afterwards when I first knew I was going to do it. I reckon once I’d 
done the first lap of the bike, and felt so good heading out again, I reckoned I had a 
reasonable chance if I could keep the bike pace up, but, if I’m honest, when I set out for 
my marathon and it was about 3.20pm, which gave me 8 hours 40 for the marathon, I 
really felt I HAD to do it as long as I could at least walk, I’d definitely make it. It got 
slower and slower, but I always knew I was going to do it from then on in, and it made 
the day that much more enjoyable. It was all down to the swim time (which anyone who 
knows my swimming will know I am absolutely over the moon with) and a none too 



shabby bike time, the ride was done at a slightly faster pace than pretty much any of my 
training rides, my 150km round the mountain took 7 hour 42, so to do 30km more in an 
hour less was very pleasing! And that was the difference. Yes, time wise, I’d have 
probably just about made the midnight cut off if I’d been my planned paces on the swim 
and the bike, but I’d have had nowhere near as much fun as the threat of not making the 
cut off time, which was absolutely my worst fear, would have been so real I’d never have 
had a chance to enjoy my day, so that really was the difference for me; all those hills in 
Taranaki made the comparative flat of Taupo that much more bearable and, ultimately, 
made my day the  most amazing sporting experience I’ve ever had. I can’t tell you how 
amazing the crowds were, the aid station volunteers, the marshals, even, everyone was 
just amazing. Of course, the blisters bursting in the last 2k, not 20km earlier was really 
key, too, as I’d really not have been able to go too much further on my feet. Still no idea 
where the sprint finish came from, but there you go!! 
 
My official split times were as follows. 
 
01:22:53 for the 3.8km swim 
00:09:52 for T1 transition (long run to get there included!) 
06:43:42 for the 180km cycle 
00:09:40 for T2 transition 
07:00:05 for the Marathon distance run (yes, 5 seconds over 7 hours!) 
 
Total time confirmed as 15:26:11…..an hour and 34 inside cut off time of 17 hours, so 
inside my target times for both the swim and the cycle and would have been inside target 
for the run if I’d not stopped to allow a free run into the finish! Oh well!! 



Post Race Review 
 
Its now Monday night, and I am wearing a nappy on each foot as they’re weeping 
constantly and messing up the carpets and bedding otherwise, so that’s a brilliant solution 
someone came up with earlier!! 

 
 
I’m still really really sore, but still wouldn’t change it for the world. 
 
Thanks to the extra ordinary kindness of my mates I’m staying with out here, I was able 
to go to the post race party, and they spent an extra night in Taupo to be able to drive me 
back today, so I was hoping the post race party would be good, and I really wasn’t 
disappointed!! 
 
We got there and it was myself, T-rex of tri and Woolly, all of whom had finished our 
first Ironman race (for T-rex he’d done the distance before, but not an official Ironman) 
we sat down for dinner, enjoyed a beer or two, and some wine in my case, and listened to 
the speeches and award presentations, which were pretty special due to the fact both the 
pro winners were kiwis. Anyway, the speeches were great, each and every one, and when 
the lights came on at the end I announced I was getting some photos and hobbled off, on 
my own at this point, into the VIP area. Top of the list was Hilary Biscay, a rather 
attractive blonde triathlete who, as well as being rather nice looking, is also one hell of an 
athlete, as she will normally compete in SIX ironman distance races a year and will 
nomally finish in the top 10 at least, if not higher. Having done one Ironman, and 
assuming I can ever walk again, I would possibly consider doing 2 in a year, if one was in 
March and the other, say, October,  but to do six is just sensational. I think the bandaged 
feet helped a bit as I was able to get the following pictures. The first is rather special as I 
got her boyfriend to take the shot!! �  



 
Hilary Biscay, or the Babe of Biscay as I nicknamed her, finished 4th in this year’s IMNZ, 
yet another top finish from one of the most consistent female pro’s at the moment 
 

 
The second place female, Heather Golnick, was also happy to pose for a photo with the 
first time Ironman with bandaged feet! 
 



I’d already got a photo with Jo Field, the Female winner, the previous night, but as it 
turns out we ended up talking to her again and she started chatting with me, said, hang 
on, I met you last night, how are your feet doing!!! Once again, a lovely chat and it was 
just amazing that such a big name in the sport would be so good about spending time 
with the ordinary person. So, well done Jo, we think you’re FAB! 

 
Some other approachable people were Ain-Alar Juhanson who was unlucky enough to 
have not one but TWO punctures on the bike, and so pulled out of the race this year. He 
was the winner of the shortened bike/run last year, but myself and T-rex had a good old 
chat with him, and it was a sign of how good a sportsman he is that he came along after 
what would have been for him, a bitterly disappointing race. Another good lad, hope you 
keep doing well. Didn’t manage to get a photo with Cameron Brown, the male winner, 
but he’s a busy man so that’s not too surprising, really! 
 
One other piece of business I needed to attend to was the whole ‘You are an Ironman’ the 
announcement made by the race commentator who travels the world commentating on 
Ironman races. I asked if he’d say the words again for me, as I’d not heard anything but 
the crowd as I crossed the line, and he laughed and obliged, and posed for a photo too, in 
yet another Hawaiian shirt, apparently hes a legend for his shirts! The voice of the 
triathlon world, if you listened in on the web feed, his was the voice you’d have heard! 

 



 
One honourable mention has to go to T-rex managing to appear in this shot….he was so 
impressed I’d just gone up and asked for a photo, this was how he managed to appear in 
the first shot where, sadly, the flash didn’t go off!!! 
 

 
 



 

A BIG Thank you! 
 
There are so many people who have been really important in my steps along the way to 
becoming an Ironman. Some have been major supporters, such as my mum and dad, my 
sister, my girlfriend, and my best mate, and other close friends and family. Especially, I’d 
like to thank my girlfriend for having put up with the selfishness of triathlon training, the 
5am alarms to go swimming before work, the long rides when I probably really should 
have been fixing the garden fence, for putting up with weekend races, for standing out in 
the freezing cold January morning to watch me run in Regent’s Park, for getting soaked 
to the skin stuck waiting for me to finish the Manchester 10k in the rain, not killing me 
for cleaning the bike in the bath, or having turbo sessions infront of the TV where I’ve 
covered the floor in tiny bits of rubber from the wheel, the soggy wet cycle gear in the 
wash basket, or, worse, on the dining room floor, for not dumping me for disappearing 
half way around the world for 4 months to come out here anyway. Your support and 
patience has been absolutely fundamental in me being where I am today, and there is no 
way I’d have done it without you, so thanks my darling, you’re just amazing. 
 
Others have been part of the triathlon community who’ve gone out of their way to make 
me feel welcome, and supported me very step of the way. Everyone on tritalk.co.uk has 
been great, but worthy of very special thanks are the likes of Dr Dre, who was there for 
my first ever open water swim and helped me no end, who helped me rack up my bike, 
get from the swim to the run start, was there every lap of the bike course and cheered me 
home for my half ironman last year. You’ve been a major supporter of me over the years, 
and its made such a big difference, and I’ll always be extremely grateful to you for 
everything you’ve done. Likewise, Bagpuss, for all your help, support, encouragement, 
for the training rides, the panic’d phonecall about how on earth to pack a bike the day 
before I flew out, and just generally for kicking me up the backside, especially last year 
when my training wasn’t really going as it should have been and it was me not pushing 
myself hard enough. You’d know when to encourage and when to criticize, and that’s a 
very special skill to have!! I’m grateful to you both for everything. 
 
To RedBiker, my trainer. How you managed to put together a training program which 
pushed me as hard as it did, without breaking me is absolutely mind blowing. You 
literally had me setting pb’s for all three disciplines on a weekly basis for months and 
months, but yet you never once set me something which was out of reach, or beyond 
what I could do as long as I was eating properly and hydrating properly. You kept the 
same key points going over and over again until they were drilled into me, and, well, it 
was spot on. Absolutely spot on. You’ll probably say I did all the hard work, but you 
made sure the work I did was the right sort, and I’d not be here without you, either. Right 
back from the first time I contacted you about Millfield, a camp for people considering 
Ironman distance races, and I’d never even done a half, you suggested I come along 
anyway as the skills sessions would be  useful, and made sure I didn’t feel out of place as 
the least fit and capable person there. That weekend, more than any other, made me feel I 
just might be able to do it one day. I’d also like to thank UKIronman, who I’ve not heard 
from in ages, but you told me that weekend you really felt I had what it took, and I 



WOULD be an Ironman athlete, and those words always kinda stuck in me, and, well, 
you were right. Thanks for being the seasoned Ironman who encouraged an overweight, 
under trained dreamer to believe it might be possible, given a bit of time and effort. The 
seeds were planted that weekend, for sure. 
 
To Christine and Nikki at Sleeker Swims for the training camps. Remember my first pool 
session at Millfield? Think I managed about 100m and had to get out and recover for half 
an hour!!! You could have just given up on me there and then, but you found constructive 
things to say to help me improve my swim technique even over that weekend, and a swim 
time of 1.24 would have been absolutely impossible without your patience and help, so 
thank you for that. 
 
To T-rex of tri. Ironman �  Only met you a few weeks back, but it feels like we’ve been 
friends for years. I guess its been quite a journey we’ve been through! Thanks for 
everything you did for me in the weeks before the race, and for saying all the right things 
to soothe the nerves before the big day. It was a pleasure racing after you, and to get 
cheered on by you on race day too was very special. Definitely looking forward to 
crossing paths again sometime soon, and you might even talk me into the cross country 
triathlon out in NZ in april if I can walk again any time soon!! Likewise, Woolly. 
Ironman �  lovely to meet you, and I’ll definitely hook up with my local tri club on my 
return to the UK. Can’t believe we live so close to each other and had never met. Will see 
you soon I hope! 
 
Also, while I’ve been out in New Zealand, Blare Cox of Mitchell Cycles in New 
Plymouth has been an absolute legend, it was him who fitted the steeper stem on my bike 
to allow me to get down onto the tri bars, he sourced spare tyres, spare tubes, gave me the 
shorts I raced in, and generally went the extra mile each and every time we met, filling 
me in with tips about the course, advice for how to handle the ride, tips for where to cycle 
locally, and he was there sat cheering everyone on as I came in to end my first lap of the 
run. He also came out with the rather telling ‘Pain is just your body’s way of getting rid 
of fear’ as I jogged past. Not only was he significant in getting me through the bike leg in 
such good shape, he also produced a none too shabby  09:54:38, which was enough for 
him to qualify for Kona, the World Championship Ironman Triathlon in Hawaii in 
October. Yet another person who went out of their way to help a newbie to get through 
the day, and I’m really grateful to you for everything you did during my time in NZ, 
thank you. 
 
To the other tri talkers I’ve met, to Pip, who agreed to meet me before a pool session at a 
new location so we didn’t have to go along on our own, another step in the swim story, to 
BigBopper, another person who’s always been so encouraging of what I’ve been doing 
over the months and years, everyone at the London Triathlon a couple of years ago,  and I 
know there are so many others of you who’ve taken the time to post in my blog, or to PM 
me with advice and help, you’re all just amazing, and have all helped me to make this 
dream even attemptable, let alone achievable, I’m just sorry I can’t name everyone, but 
you know who you are, and I’m grateful to each and every one of you. 
 



Special thanks also go to Mark and Tigger out in NZ too, there can’t be many friends 
who would cope with you moving in with them for 2 months, and training full time, lend 
you their car so you can drive to the pool, or to a massage session, or to drive off to notch 
up 600km in their car heading to the race venue yet again, or who would volunteer to 
spend an extra night in a hotel just so I can go to the post race party and they can drive 
me home. These are the people who had champagne and a congratulations card waiting at 
the motel when I got back, who drove 300km just to cheer me on, who have been 
absolutely unswerving in their support and encouragement as I went off for long training 
rides and runs, ate them out of house and home and did virtually nothing but eat, sleep, 
shower and train for 2 whole months. Thanks for being good enough friends I knew I 
COULD come here and train full time, otherwise New Zealand would have been 
impossible, never mind an ironman race. I couldn’t have done it without you guys, so 
thank you for everything you continue to do for me, even if its now current donating 
nappies to put on my feet! 
To all my non triathlon friends who’ve been replying to the newsletters I’ve been sending 
out with updates, thank you for all the emails and support, again, it’s a tough old time 
when you’re training for the sorts of hours I was, and to have the encouragement coming 
in constantly the whole time I’ve been away has been sensational, hardly a day has gone 
by where I’ve not had an email from someone offering support, encouragement and so 
on. Especially thank you to all of you who went on record as saying you thought I was 
completely and utterly mad, but supported me anyway! It takes a special kind of person 
to support someone in something you cannot fathom out yourself with a rational mind, 
and so thank you for that support too!! 
 
Anyway, this is definitely going on longer than an Oscar acceptance speech, so I will end 
here with the following quote, which was given at the post race party yesterday. I didn’t 
catch who it was quoting, but the quote was this, talking about an Ironman race ‘You can 
quit, and nobody will really care, but you’ll know.’ Everyone says that Ironman racing is 
about you taking on a 3.8km swim, a 180km ride and a 42.2k run on your own. The 
reality is that Ironman is probably one of the biggest team sports I’ve ever been involved 
in, and, without that team, I’d never have got to where I am today. Thank you all for 
being part of my team, I will always be endebted to you for letting me fulfil this dream of 
mine. 
 
And to those of you considering Ironman. If a 20 stone vegetarian can do it, what, 
exactly, is stopping you tri-ing? ;) You’d better have some SERIOUSLY good excuses, 
believe me! 
 
Cheers all 
 
Chris. Ironman. Cripple (for now!) 
 



 
That’s my medal, that is �  


