3 Weeks in Monterrey, Mexico
The Quintuple World Ironman Championships

12 Mile Swim, 560 Mile Bike, 131 Mile Run

By Arthur Puckrin

After our 30 hour journey from a cold Northern England, we were pleased to be met by Carlos, assistant to race director Jorge Andonie. Although Carlos speaks no English my Spanish is of the “O” level failed variety, we arrived at the newly built Olympic Sports Village at the Park Ninos Heroes which was to be our home for the next 3 weeks. We discovered that our room was at the top of 8 flights of stairs (no lift) and to be shared with the rest of the British contingent. Fortunately, Carlos had brought his extended family with him for a day out and they helped carry our bike boxes and luggage to our room where we collapsed in an exhausted slumber. 

The next morning, I put my bike together and had a training ride round the race track. I was pleased to find that both the bike and myself had survived the journey without apparent damage. I then went for a trial swim in the new University Swimming Palace. Too large to be called a pool. It was actually, a massive swimming pool with space for 20 large lanes, and the total area included a water polo pitch, a diving pool and also a training pool. The sports facilities in Mexico put those in England to shame. I was accompanied by Harn Wei Kua from Singapore and to recover from our efforts we went to the “Sirloin Stockade” where we could eat as much as we please after our initial payment. A bargain for hungry Triathletes keen on “carbo loadin.”
Our fellow competitors soon arrived, and I feel humble to be able to compete with many great athletes from all parts of the world. For the next three weeks I will break bread with the rest of the world. Each one has the determination of the “Terminator” and I will do well to keep up with them. 

I am pleased that the weather seems unseasonably cool for Mexico and is much like a good summer’s day in England, rather than scorching hot. 

We attend a most superior “Pasta Party” in the “Presidential International” Hotel. Actually they have practically anything you want, no only pasta. 

Race day soon arrives and we cycle down to the start en masse escorted by the police, we prepare ourselves for the swim start. 

THE SWIM
My pre-race plan was to swim easily and to stop after each hour for the first 6 hours and then every half hour for a drink of energy drink and a bite of banana. Everyone starts in a wet suit as the water is cool. I soon abandon mine as it feels very uncomfortable and much too warm. I am cool in my trunks, but I found it bearable and my speed did not seem to alter. 
After 4 hours, I felt very tired and got out for a jam sandwich a cup of coffee and a banana. This seemed to revive me and afterwards I swan without stopping to the end, although my support crew were very anxious about my failure to stop every half hour as arranged. Although the last few laps dragged, I was fairly comfortable and eventually the last lap arrived and I dragged myself from the pool. A quick change, something to eat and drink and onto the bike where I was escorted along the main road to the race track. I rode easily both to warm up and to avoid any accidents along the busy 3 lane main road to the park. It was now dark – 7pm and it had taken me 10 hours for the swim, slower than I had hoped, but not too bad. I was at the rear of the field, but I would soon overtake the faster swimmers now I was on my bike. 
THE BIKE 
It was now completely dark, and although the course has lights, not all of them were working so I had to keep alert to stay on track. I soon started to overtake the faster swimmers. The winning strategy is to keep moving throughout with no sleep for the total distance. I wondered if I would be strong enough to do this. Obviously it is fatal to fall asleep on the bike. A crash and you are out of the race. But I would keep going as long as possible. If I was to beat these guys then I knew I must establish a good lead on the bike, as the other would almost certainly be better runners than I. In the early hours of the morning, I started to flag. I stopped for food then 2 hours sleep between 4 and 6am. Of course I had to climb 8 fights of stairs to my bed. I would not be able to do this during the run, but whilst I was cycling it was at least a change. Just as it became light I was back on the track. I was overtaking all the others but my position at this stage was immaterial. 
There was still a long way to go……….

The park was home to about 500 ducks who wandered across the track at various times. The local rule was, “if you killed a duck, you had to eat it.” I took good care to avoid them as some were fairly large and could cause a crash. It became very hot at mid-day and the fountains that played at various points provided a spectacular sight as vast jets of water were fired to a great height in the air. Still I must remain focused otherwise my ride would come to a painful end. I would stop to eat and then sleep between 1pm and 3pm during the heat of the day. My original plan to continue without stopping was in ruins, but everyone else was resting as well, and I was in general improving my position. Back on the bike, it was soon dark again. The days were short and the nights long. Soon after sunset we had a spectacular display in the sky as the planets Neptune and Saturn were very close to each other and with the new moon rising early in the evening it gave us something to admire for a brief while. 

I had hope to complete the 560 mile ride in 35 hours, but with the rests during the hottest parts of the day and the coolest parts of the night, it was apparent it was going to take at least 48 hours. 
There was a close and exciting race at the front as Andreas Bucher from Germany and Wayne Kurtz of the USA were on the same lap, and remained this way throughout the cycling distance. They were racing so hard I found it impossible to close on them. Although I did gain a few laps from time to time. I ate Eggs and Toast, Tinned Peaches, Ritz Crackers and Cheese. I drank Tea, Coffee and Cold Water, together with Hot Soup during the cold nights. 
The second day on the bike. My speedometer had been broken during the flight so I had no check on the distance travelled, but I knew I was getting close. My speed increased, I began to make up the distance on the leaders. I punctured, but I did not loose much time as I had a spare wheel handy. 

The last few miles seemed to take forever. The two leaders were off the bike and running, and I would be close behind. As usual, in triathlon, it would all come down to the run. 40 hours and 12 minutes for the bike. A lot slower then planned. 

THE RUN 

It was dark, I did 2 laps then I would stop for a sleep. I was desperate for a rest. I prayed for sleep. I could not rest for long. 2 hours and I was back on the track. Fortunately we had managed to obtain a ground floor room, so I could come straight off the track and into bed. Much better, although the disadvantage of a ground floor room was that we were subject to regular invasions by millions of ants through the floor and the chirping of the Cicadas lulled me to sleep.
I was soon back on the track. I would continue for as long as possible before a sleep. Monterrey is surrounded by spectacular mountain ranges which rise to about 7,000 feet and make me wish I had climbing gear and time to explore them. At night they were invisible, but as dawn approached you could first see a faint outline of the mountains, then a pink glow. This would intensify to bright red light. Then the sun would rise and all would be covered in the heat haze. 

It was interesting walking a few laps with Hilberberto. His mobile phone would ring continually as he continued with his insurance business during the race. Wayne and Andreas continued their intense racing. I hoped they would tire each other out and I would sneak up in the rails as it were, but this was not going to happen. The back injury which had troubled me before the race would not allow me to strain myself, and I was not going to risk not finishing after all this effort. Still I had my 3rd place. Andreas ran away from Wayne. He was a much better runner. Finally, the last day. No resting now.

I was anxious to reach the end. My feet were in agony. No rest, the sooner I reached the finish line, the sooner I could sleep. My feet were so painful I had to stop, so I would stop to eat. That gave me a brief respite and my poor feet chance to recover. Finally, the pain receded to a dull ache. This I could stand. Mary walked the last few laps with me to make sure I finished. Finally, the tape. Rejoicing, photo’s a sit down and a cup of tea equals happiness after 5 days 12 hours, 33 minutes. 
Thanks to Mary, the world’s best support crew who got me over the finish line despite all difficulties and to Jorge Andonie and his team whose organisation improves each year. See you all next year for the “Deca Ironman”

Results: 1) Andreas Bucher – Germany 2) Wayne Kurtz – USA 3) Arthur Puckrin – G.B
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