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It is long! Very long! It may take time to read it.  You may get bored. Be prepared. Take 

supplies; Have a plan; Start slow; Tackle it in sta ges or sections.  
 

 
“Laura Siddall……you are an Ironman!”  
 
Ok so it didn’t quite sound like that (not that you  can hear sound in a written report, 
but anyway)…. I was kind of an after thought of the  commentator….3.8km in the water, 
180km on the bike and  42.2km running…and I nearly missed my Ironman moment! Ok…so it was 
probably my own fault as I did sprint (well relativ ely sprint, considering the distances 
I’d just covered) down the finishing shoot on an ad renalin pumped high…and over took a 
couple of guys right on the line so probably messed  up all of the order for the 
announcer! Sorry!  
 
So, this is my story of my journey with Bondifit Ro okie to Ironman. I don’t tend to write 
things briefly so best get a cup of tea or bottle o f vodka, a few mince pies or biccies 
and settle down. Or just skip to the headings (yes there’s chapters and heading in this 
one) and read the bits you want to. Or if I’ve bore d you already…go 
back to cleaning you bike or something more useful!  
 
It’s actually been harder than I thought to write t his (yes I know 
you wouldn’t think it from the length). It’s been s uch an incredible 
year and experience, there’s so much I want to say and remember, so 
many people that have helped me along the way and m ade this so 
special. It’s just been impossible to capture how I ’m feeling after 
the past year. Although I know after you’ve read th is you’ll 
probably think I’ve captured everything and more…be lieve me…this 
just scratches the surface of the year I’ve had.  
 
In the beginning….  
So let me take you back 10months and 26days from 5 th  December…. I rocked up to Centennial 
Park one Saturday morning to start my beginner’s tr iathlon 
course! My bike…a hybrid mountain bike, complete wi th bell, 
bike lock held on the bike and reflectors on the wh eel 
spokes…..cleats? What are they? I was, I seem to re member, 
being a little over oared by everyone else with pro per looking 
bikes, and proper training kit. But I survived the 
navigational test of weaving in and out of the flag poles and I 
was on my way. Four weeks later I completed my firs t Triathlon 
at Kurnell…. yes still on my hybrid bike! I did fee l a bit of 
a pratt, everyone else had wetsuits and road/TT bik es and 
looked such pros…and there was me cycling in my tra iners. What 
are those cleat things again? The race was awesome overall and I promised myself one 
thing…. that I’d get a proper bike and I did!   
 
The Brainwave…..or malfunction…..? 
I can’t actually remember when exactly I signed up for Ironman. Whether I’ve blocked this 
decision out intentionally, I’m not sure. Why did I  want to do it? I remember as a 
beginner turning up to training and see the guys tr aining for Port Mac Ironman doing 
their sessions….I wanted to do that….I wanted to be  them (how naïve)….they for me at that 
point were pretty awesome and inspirational (althou gh I’m not sure I’ll thank them now 
for letting me get into what I did!) I just remembe r thinking…. That seems pretty cool to 
train for and do. Then reading the race reports fro m the guys at Port, it just confirmed 
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that this was what I wanted to do, it excited me an d got the hairs on the back of my neck 
standing on edge feeling. It seemed like a great ch allenge. To be honest I probably 
didn’t really appreciate what it was I was signing up for, just seemed like a good idea. 
For those of you who have got to know me over the p ast months, you know also that I don’t 
do things by half and so of course I was going to d o the full Ironman…I mean it was only 
a month ago I was on a mountain bike cycling up Wat son’s Bay Hill…. well why wouldn’t I 
then do an Ironman!! That was also actually one of my early memories of triathlon this 
year. I remember asking Spot if I could turn up to the Thursday morning sessions. At this 
stage I was ultra keen and just eager to do every s ession I could (some say this hasn’t 
changed). The first morning I turned up….with my hy brid, to find the likes of Dave 
Matthews, Ben de Groot, Lexie, Bonita, etc all huge ly experienced, thinking who on earth 
is this rookie moron who’s turned up! I’m thankful for Jo Bourke and Ruscoe helping me 
out on those first few sessions as I watched the ot hers disappear off into the distance 
hoping one day I’d get to be like that!  
 
The journey…. 
I’ve worked it out…well I have a reputation now to live up to….. it’s been, 
(approximately, very approximately)…over 250hours i n the water…over 8000km on the 
bike…over 250hrs of running and over 1000dB of verb al abuse and shouting from Spot! 
(After all the training sessions I’m not sure that sounds that much!) 

 
It’s been a pretty incredible year! I’ve loved it -  I’ve loved 
the training and every aspect of it, yes I know you  all think 
I’m mad (aren’t we all), but it’s been fantastic to  train with 
such a fab bunch of people. I’d never thought at th e beginning 
of the year, on my beginner’s course that I’d be do ing some of 
the training sessions we’ve done or races I’ve comp eted in. But 
you don’t worry about them, because they are just p art of the 
process and you just do them automatically and move  on to the 
next without really thinking about it. You find you  get fitter 

and stronger with out really noticing because you j ust go from 
one session to the next and get on with it. Otherwi se Spot 

yells, no he yells anyway. You get used to the feel ing of 
constant hunger and all the images of shedding weig ht or 
toning up soon go out the window when you realise h ow much 
you are eating! I was always hungry and my portions  sizes 
were massive! You learn that sleep becomes your fri end….ok 
I’m lying here, we blatantly all know that I don’t really 
sleep much, although at times over the year you def initely 
need to (or I should have done). I actually think I ’d be 
dangerous if I got more sleep! I did keep trying ev ery 
month to go to bed early and get a routine into pla ce, but 

I failed every time. It’s 
amazing what you can do off 3 
and 4 hours sleep a night…..look an Ironman! (But I  don’t’ 
recommend this to anyone reading this and thinking of doing an 
Ironman or just general training. I’d recommend lik e any 
normal person that you plan to get your 8hrs a nigh t or 
whatever it is.) But I think I just lived of the ad renalin of 
training and the buzz I got from the group. This sa id, I did 
take one of Spots sayings quite literally. Spot alw ays says, 
(mainly at swimming) that we go to work to sleep an d I can 
vouch for that. There were plenty of times I fell a sleep at my 
desk or even in meetings over the past year. Coke Z ero became 

my best friend, mid afternoon, to get me through th e rest of the day. My other friends 
that got me through this…well I’ll leave that emoti onal bit for the end. 
 
Having said all that, here is a quick summary (and regrettably for you the only quick 
section). I’d never have thought back in January I have been going to Fiji to swim in an 
18km Ocean Swim team race….or at the World Champs o n the Gold Coast finishing 9 th  in my 

age in the Sprint Triathlon. (This was one of the h ighlights of the 



Training Ride – Busselton  

Getting ready for the swim start  

year. It was an incredible few days, just brilliant !) I’ve been injured (this was 
actually written into the programme for most Ironme n athletes this year) which meant I 
was off running and cycling for 8weeks, but then I ran my first marathon (another amazing 
experience. I never thought I’d be able to say I en joyed running a marathon, but I loved 
the Sydney one in September) and then completed my first half Ironman as well all leading 
up to the full thing! 
 
The Race… 
We set off over to Perth as really, a bunch of exci ted 
triathletes (yes we had all now done a triathlon pr eviously so I 
think I’m ok to use that name for us). It was weird …maybe it was 
nervous hysteria and hyper activeness or I like to think of it as 
denial as to what I was actually going to do on 5 th  December, a 
few days later. I think I’d blocked out the day and  what it was, 
that or the fact that it had been such a big focus for the whole 
year, it was just natural that we were going throug h the motions 
of actually doing what I’d visualised and dreamt of  for so long 
(ok I don’t sleep so dreaming is unlikely but anywa y you get the picture). 
 
Arriving in Busselton and my excitement and hyper-n ess just grew. It was awesome, such a 
buzz. Everywhere you looked there were incredibly, amazingly fit looking athletes. 
Everyone was wearing previous years or different Ir onman race competitor or finisher 
kit….us rookies….well we just looked like rookies!  
 
Denial I’ve decided is actually a great thing! I us ed it right up until the race and in 

fact during and after! It’s amazing. I didn’t feel nervous at 
all in the days before hand. I kept waiting for the  nerves to 
overcome me but they didn’t. Not when I was getting  my kit 
ready, not at bike check in, not at kit registratio n, not even 
the night before the race. I just had this buzz ins tead. In 
fact I slept so well the night before the race it w as 
ridiculous! Yes I actually slept! I think it defini tely helped 
being in a house with Tommy and Scott (and of cours e Abby and 
Sally). We just had friendly banter (it was friendl y honestly) 
going all the time and were larking around and I th ink this 

took the edge off things.   
 

Even race morning….no nerves…just an bundle of exci tement and 
energy….this was it…this was what I’d worked for, t his was 
what we’d worked for…it was finally here…I was slig htly 
worried that perhaps I had too much energy and I sh ould in 
fact try to quieten down to conserve it. We climbed  into our 
trusty van and headed off for the race. Scotty was “in the 
ZONE” plugged into his music and focused, probably trying to 
relax but Tommy and I were still larking about. A f ew 
kangaroos join us for a while on the trip, racing u s along 
the road – very cool (yes I’m still a tourist)! All 
was going well...denial was great…then it him me…a 
relapse about 10min out from Busso and we all went very quite… denial no longer…shit…what 
are we doing…shit…this is actually it………argh!   
 
There was a nervous energy about transition, hundre ds of athletes, an air of anticipation 
about what lay ahead. Through to registration and a  friendly face to calm the nerves…Abby 
was there branding calves, giving final hugs and go od lucks and we were on our way. Then, 
thankfully for some reason the denial kicked in aga in and I 
was, I think, I must have been, completely obliviou s to what 
we were about to do. 
 
We headed to the swim start…there were already hund reds of 
potential Ironmen down on the beach. It just looked  amazing. 



Busselton Jetty – can you see the 
end? (Taken from 100m along jetty) 
too. 

The early morning light reflecting of the water and  the long jetty heading out to sea! 
Wow!! Gulp!!! Eeek! Bring it on!  
 
The swim was awesome. The water was so clear and th e colours just fantastic, this amazing 
aqua blue. Even with the frantic splashing of arms and legs you could still see the 
bottom of the ocean. Having prepared myself to be s wam over, kicked, punched, gouged, 
beaten and possible drowned in the process…the swim  was all rather a let down and calm on 
that respect. It was just brilliant though such a g reat start 
to the day (forgetting the fact of what was ahead),  you just 
got on with it. You knew you had to swim around the  jetty and 
that was it, you couldn’t really do anything about it! Just keep swimming, just keep 
swimming! The only slight issue I had, was that I n aturally breathe to the left (this is 
when not swimming in Ian Thorpe or with a window!) so I actually didn’t really see this 

historic jetty at all as it was on my right for 
the whole race! However due to all those laps of 
swimming and breathing to the window I was 
comfortable enough to change sides and admire the 
view and location from time to time! Then we were 
round the jetty and heading back in…I couldn’t 
actually see the beach it was so far away, about 
2km I’m guessing! It was hard to spot the buoys 
too as the next large marker was pretty much by 
the beach. However I knew from pre race spotting 

what line I should take. There was one point in the  swim when a guy came up beside me 
with what looked like Scott’s wet suit…this I had b een prepared for as Scott wetsuit swim 
ability is impressive….I did a couple of stronger s trokes so that I could see the guys 
face, just to check…phew…mistaken identity! He! he!  Back to my own race Sid! Just keep 
swimming, just keep swimming. Coming back in though  and you knew you were on the final 
stretch, and I did seem to be making ground on the swimmers in front of me...dare I say 
I’d swam the Bondifit way…I doubt it but it was a g ood feeling none the less. I hit (not 
literally) the penultimate buoy and the end was in sight…I spotted the final buoys and 
now I definitely was swimming past people. Or did t hey know something I didn’t and were 
actually all easing off before the bike leg…ah yes that small bike ride I had ahead of 
me! Running up the beach into transition was just f ab. I felt great that I’d done the 
swim…check…and I felt good. I even heard the guys s houting my name, which is pretty cool, 
I mean it’s not exactly easy to spot someone when t here’s hundreds of pretty much 
identical black wetsuits and swim caps! But I’d mad e sure my cap was off as soon as my 
feet touch the sand to give them the best chance…th is said my parents still missed seeing 
me, which did make them wonder, as they waited righ t to the very last person, if I had 
drowned!  
 
SWIM: 1:04:24 
 
So how does this transition work…. as you run in yo u are directed to the row with your 
number. Pick up your bag and head into the tent…. o k so I had to be told that “the ladies 
tent is to the right madam”, dam I nearly got away with changing with all those boys! 
Wetsuit off, bike helmet on…sun cream sprayed and w afted lightly over my back, may be(?), 
by the volunteer…thanks!  
 
T1: 00:03:21 
 



A couple of the motivational signs on the bike route  

My Mum! Bondifit t.shirt, St.George’s flag, my 
sisters home made sign for me. Awesome 
support on the day.  

One down two to go…this was the leg I was dreading the most - 180km on the bike. I’d 
never actually cycled that far before! But I’d give  it a 
go…well again I didn’t really have a choice. So I h eaded out 
on the bike…steady does it…start slow…no heart rate  on my 
watch…fab! I was shocked at how many bike malfuncti ons there 
were in the first 5km out of town. Athletes and the ir bikes 
just littered the route. Still no heart rate monito ring…This 
was a great start, as I’d planned my bike leg on he art rate 
targets per lap. Ok don’t panic, take it easy, come  up with a 
plan B and all will be good. (I think I was meant t o have 
plan B before I started the race!) Thankfully my Ga rmin did 

decided to join the party and started to monitor my  HR, 
granted it said 49, but at least it was something a nd I was 

below my target of 135 for lap 1, bonus! Ha! Ha! I did 
eventually start recording more accurately and so I  
could settle into my ride. Now when I say settle in to 
the ride…by about 10km my butt was already sore! Gr eat – 
just 170km to go! The first lap was fine, for a 60k m 
ride. It was exciting to be on the bike and the rou te 
was all new so I was exploring as I went. I also us ed 
the first lap to spot signs, as I knew Abby and Sal ly 
had been out the previous evening putting up signs up on 
the trees and chalking on the roads. It was great s eeing 
all their messages to us and our names written out on 
the route! The lap itself is quite pretty, well ign oring 

the first bit…that’s a long flat open wasteland are a with the wind attacking from all 
sides, but then you head into the woods and it’s mu ch nicer. Ah…shade I hear you 
think…nope…somehow we were in the forest surrounded  by 
trees who had a amazing ability to provide no shade  what so 
ever and actually held in the heat too! Awesome! I spotted 
the Bondifit support crew (yellow is a great colour  to 
wear) waving and cheering and whizzed past them (ag ain 
relatively speaking)because as predicted people wer e flying 
past me…not quite the same ridiculous feeling I had  at Port 
Macquarie, but still there was a steady stream of f olk 
cycling past. But it was a long ride and I still ha d a lot 
of km’s on the bike ahead, so I kept my calm and co nfidence 
that I had my plan and was sticking to it. However saying 
this I was checking every calf that went past in ca se it 
was an “M” (that was my age group…me competitive…no !) I 
was though, very conscious to not let this affect m y race. 
Yes, I got annoyed if I did see another “M” go past  but I didn’t chase. Fortunately not 
many did, it was mainly everyone else, and the team  cyclists. That was annoying, they 
only had one leg to do! How rude! But yes as predic ted the boys came past me one by one. 
This was really cool as it was chance to see a frie ndly familiar face and say a quick 
hello and a few words of encouragement. When Pete a nd Glynn passed me on the bike, they 
were kind enough to cycle with me briefly and we ch atted, but it had to be brief in case 
the draft busters came along. I also think they eit her got bored with my pace or my chat 
or both!  
On to the second lap…ok this was tough. Coming back  into town at the end of the first lap 
was fine, yet within minutes you are heading back o ut of town I was hitting a low. Lexi 
said this low didn’t hit till 120km and I was only at 60km! Oh boy! Two more of these 
laps…blimey…big gulp, and the wind was getting stro nger and in every direction as well as 
the temperature rapidly rising. Target HR for this lap 135-140. For me on this lap it was 
a case of head down and keep pedalling. I just trie d to look for distractions to break it 
up. I tried to find songs to sing, I thought about the group back in Bondi and what part 
of training they’d be doing on this Saturday mornin g, I was count down until I saw a sign 
on the road again, counting down until the aid stat ions, counting down until…oh another 
gel, lucky me…counting down until I cycled past the  support crews…giving them a quick 
wave, shout, smile…back on the tri bars and count d own to the next turning…oh another 
gel…yummy…can I see the boys on the other side of t he road…count down to…Yes, that was a 



 

hard lap. However I did have some light relief part  way through…after my failed attempt 
to pick up by getting into the boys change room at transition, a rather cute cyclist drew 
up along side me, I’m not sure how I spotted he was  decent looking, I mean cycling 
helmets aren’t the most attractive accessory, I was  possible affected by sun stroke 
though or side affects from high 5 overdosing. Howe ver we stuck up conversation 
briefly…yes some rather witty comment I think I sai d or maybe it was just polite chit 
chat…you know…about the weather…time of day…nice da y for a cycle…fancy a run later…funny 
we had such common interests! Ok it didn’t last lon g…I actually dropped him, or maybe he 
dropped back having like Glynn and Pete (and Tommy in the Sydney marathon) realised too 
that my drivel was boring! But hey it passed a few more minutes on that bike and made me 
feel better briefly. HR during the second…to be hon est…probably just over the 140 really 
and struggling to keep the speed and momentum up.  
The third lap started well, Wahoo…one more lap left , that’s it. Just one more lap and 
this bike is over. Bring it on! My HR target for th is lap was 140-145 (but probably ended 
up being more around the slightly over 145 and up t o 150 – would I feel this in the run? 
Who knows) Then again reality hit, “Sid, you do rea lise that although only one more lap 
to go, one more lap is still two hours of cycling a t the rate 
you’re going!” Oh f*ck! But I just clung to the fac t that it 
was the last lap and tried to ignore the wind and e verything 
else. I started looking for the signs and supporter s and the 
boys again to see friendly faces. Oh and I’d decide  on this lap 
to pick up my special needs bag, as something to do  and look 
forward too. This is a bag of extra food that you c an leave at 
registration and then pick up part way through the bike. As a 
stroke of genius, I’d decided I’d pack a banana and  honey 
sandwich for a bit of different texture and taste a s apposed to 
my delicious energy gels, but I had also put in a c ouple of 
gels and energy bars. Well, the bags had been sat o ut in the 
sun for several hours, so in fact everything had tu rned to a 
gel like consistency…the sandwich…well, I managed a  slight 
nibble and then decided to give the local wildlife a treat! I’m 
sure there’s some happy Kangaroo out there now! Fir st signs 
that the race was evolving out into a tough one for  many 
competitors was that I caught back up with Glynn. S orry Glynn, 
you really didn’t look good and I knew you were suf fering. This was a surprise as he’d 
cycled past me earlier in good spirits and taking i t steady! Then just as we reached town 
again, I caught up with Tommy. He like Glynn wasn’t  in a happy place. Me, at this point 
was just excited again, adrenalin pumping, suddenly  found some speed and felt good…I 
think this was because I was just so excited that I  could get off this dam bike and that 
the bike leg was over. 
 
BIKE: 5:59:28 (lap 1 – 2:00:22, lap 2 – 1:58:06, la p 3 – 2:01:00) 
 
As I entered T2, volunteers lined up to take your b ike and rack it whilst you just headed 
straight to the bag collection and tent. (I got the  right one this time…the girls tent 
that is). Wahoo…anyone feel like running a marathon  now…oh oh oh I do! Pick me! Pick me! 
Ha! Well not quite, but it was two down and one to go and one that I always feel more 
confident about as I am able to judge my pace and h ow I’m feeling better than I can on 
the bike.  
 
T2: 00:02:51 
 

The run leg was 3 laps of 14km. The route was just an out and 
back along the coast, but just long and straight to o, with 
very little shade again if any. I think one of the most 
striking memories I have of the run will be right a t the 
beginning of the first lap as we headed out on this  long 
straight road. In front of me was just a mass of pe ople, but 
a mass of people all walking! It was incredible, I wasn’t 
sure whether to panic or what to think. This was my  first 
lap, there were all these people in front of me…and  they were 



Coming down the finishing chute!   

Dave Lock and Scotty coming down the finish 
chute 

walking! What was I letting myself in for?! But I j ust put my head down and focused on 
one step in front of the other and start to look fo r the boys on the other side for a 
friendly hello, high five and to see how far I was behind! The thing I like about the run 
though is that it’s social. You can see and have mo re interaction with the other 
competitors. You’re all in a place of nearly finish ed but still so far from the end. But 
you are running together and it’s easier to see peo ple and have a chat. The support was 
awesome too. Obviously the Bondifit crew were out i n force having placed themselves at 
different spots along the route, but all the locals  were fab as well. They’d stand on the 
road or in their back gardens, cheering and shoutin g out for you (we had our names on our 
running numbers – I would like to admit that it was  more that just everyone knew me!). 
The best thing was that they would stand with their  
garden hoses spraying us as we ran past! This was v ery 
much appreciated in the heat! The aid stations were  
every 2km and I soon got into a ritual that got me 
through. At the first station I thought I’d try som e 
jellybeans for a different taste…one…hmmm…not good.  No 
worries I’ll try the coke. You know there’s nothing  
better than trying something new in a race! Never d rank 
coke before when racing…but oh well. Anyway it seem ed to 
do the trick, so my routine became…run to aid 
station…break to a quick walk…water drink…water on 

head…coke drink…water drink…ice down my back…water on 
my head…drink…run again, or something similar at le ast. 
Those aid stations became the focus by the third la p. 
Just 2km then an aid station, 2km then an aid stati on. It was somewhere at about 7km into 
the race that I saw Tim Berkel coming towards me…wa lking!! Yes walking! Hang on this was 
Tim Berkel who won this race last year, won Port Ma c half…is a pretty decent athlete and 
he’s walking! Right that’s it Siddall you are defin itely not walking in this marathon 
(except the aid stations – that’s a must to just at tempt to even get any fluid down). I 
think the race stats said afterwards that at some p oints there were only 1 in 10 people 
running in the marathon.  
 
Shortly after I saw Tim walking, I found Scotty…wal king! But it was ok as if the Pros do 
it, so can Scott! We ran (yes ran) for a while toge ther and then I dropped him! (Sorry 
Scott) – No actually he made the sensible decision to slow down and control his HR but it 
sounded better the other way! The crowd do really k eep you going in the run. They are a 
lot closer to the route in fact sometimes on it, th an when you’re on the bike, and you 
have more time passing them due to the slower pace you’re travelling in the run. I always 
use the crowd to get my buzz from to keep me positi ve and focused. Just seeing all the 
supporters lining the route, let alone the chalk wr itings on the path and the cheers and 
shouts from people and the banter, is brilliant. At  the end of the first lap you pass the 

finishing shoot…this is just dam cruel as you’ve st ill got 
two laps to go and another time to pass the chute b efore 
it’s your turn. Yet athletes were finishing and I c ould 
hear their names being called out…”James Lambert…yo u are an 
Ironman”…was one I remember hearing! The second lap  I guess 
passed in similar manor…funnily enough when you are  just 
running identical loops! Although I did have my fir st ever 
Paula Radcliffe moment on this lap…in fact it was a s I was 
running through an aid station! No, not the one whe re she 
sat down crying at the side of the road (Athens 200 4 
marathon), there was no way I was stopping, I’d nev er get 
going again, but one of her other moments she’s fam ous for. 
(This may get lost on you unless you’re a Brit? But  
considering the topic it’s probably best left that way.) 

The last lap was hard too. My legs had that poundin g thing going on that tends to happen 
when you’re running a marathon, let alone with a sw im and a bike to warm up with prior! 
My feet were burning, my Achilles still tight (they  had been all run), however I thought 
of it as just one more City to Surf to go…and you k now what …no hills…so that’s a bonus!!  
 



And then I could see the finish line…it was approac hing I was actually going to make it. 
Again it’s a strange feeling after so long out on t he course to finally be nearing the 
finish and that line. We’d looked at it in the days  leading up to the race and you 
imagine and picture yourself running down. What wou ld you do? High fives? Cartwheels? My 
dilemma was that I needed the toilet again…could I really run down the finishing chute of 
my first Ironman whilst going to the loo!! You’ll b e please to know I didn’t this time! I 
did however zigzag the first section trying to high  five as many hands as I could see, 
just a big grin and beam growing bigger and bigger on my face. Then I tried to spot my 
parents, pretty easy with the yellow Bondifit shirt s and the amount of noise coming from 
them and the rest of the support crew. Then for som e reason and I have no idea why, again 
maybe gel and High 5 overdose, I grab the Union Jac k flag that my mum was waving, put it 
above my head and ran through to the finish line. J o Bourke and Tori would have been 
proud with my finish chute efforts I’m sure. The fa ct that the Union Jack was actually a 
tea towel doesn’t matter! Mum’s are classic aren’t they!  
 
Laura Siddall…you are an Ironman!  
 
RUN: 04:13:08 (Lap 1 – 1:26:39, Lap 2 – 1:23:58, La p 3 – 1.22.31) 
TOTAL: 11:17:02 
 
Wow! There it was…to be honest I’ve had to watch th e 
video and listen to the commentary to actually hear  the 
famous words being said. I think there were so many  
emotions and feelings going on as I crossed the lin e, 
I’m not really sure what I heard. The first person to 
greet me though…sorry rather “catch me” (the finish  line 
volunteers are called this, it wasn’t just that I w as 
about to collapse) was Abby! What a star she’d been  at 
the beginning and now she was the first person I wa s 
going to see and who was going to congratulate me. To be 
honest, knowing Abby was over that finish line as a  
catcher had kept me going on the later parts of the  run, that too with the fact that I 
ran most of the marathon out of fear of the boys ca tching me having passed them all!  
 
The recovery tent you get led round to then, was a hive 
of activity. Ok, I’m lying or exaggerating…can you 
really imagine a tent full of Ironmen finishers bei ng a 
hive of activity…hmmm…no! But the atmosphere was pr etty 
special. People hugging and congratulating each oth er, 
strangers, friends it didn’t really matter. The com edy 
walks had begun, as it’s as soon as you stop that t he 
trouble begins with your legs. Funnily enough whils t you 
are out on the course you just keep going and don’t  
really think about things. Once you’re across that line 
then your body just gives up and it’s a whole world  of 
trouble! But the tent is full of smiles and the tal es 
are being told already and the war stories just get  bigger and better each time! I 
couldn’t face any food and couldn’t understand how these people were shovelling down 
platefuls of dinner and cans of fizzy drink. I coul dn’t either face anyone touching my 
legs so I avoided the massage area completely. Inst ead I opted for soaking up the 
atmosphere (yes this was my excuse for sitting down  and not really moving much) and 
waiting for my team mates to join me. Pete, then Se th, then Glynn and the gang was 
starting to form once again. A very happy and well deserving Kim came through followed 
not far behind, pretty much hand in hand Scotty and  Dave Lock! Tommy joined us and it was 
hugs all round! We’d all made it! It was quite a fe eling!   
 

It was funny too when I collected my “street gear” bag and 
pulled out my mobile, knowing I’d promised people m essages 
and results. However to my surprise my phone was fu ll of 
messages from people telling me how I’d done! I did n’t even 
know my final time let alone the splits, yet I was finding 
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out all the data and information from people on the  other side of the country in Bondi!  
 
Messages from just after my swim and through my bik e. It was great to know that there was 
so much support for us back in Sydney and that we h ad been tracked online! So much so 
that I found out how far away some of our guys were  from the finish through a text! 
Brilliant! The fact that I knew there was all this support in Sydney really kept me going 
at times. Everyone’s messages and well wishes leadi ng up to the event, during and after 
were very much appreciated. Thank you!  
 
The rest of the evening was just an adrenalin high. 
Our walking got more and more interesting and it 
was a pretty hard decision when faced with flights of 
stairs back at the house to get either up to the 
living area or down to the bedrooms. The best way is 
slide on the banister if you can, or if not walking 
backwards down the stairs is a definite winner! Ice 
baths done and where’s that drink! Tales were told 
again of the days events and we started to hear the 
stories from the support 
gang as well. It all made 
for a great end to a long but truly fantastic day! It 
was no big night celebrating though, we all pretty much flaked out relatively early and 
so headed to bed for some much needed sleep. Then…P ING! Two hours later…wide-awake, yep 
completely wide awake in the middle of the night! 1 . I couldn’t really get comfortable as 
my whole body was aching, 2. My Ironman tattoo, tha t being the sun tan lines on my back, 
were a little uncomfortable but 3. And the main rea son…I was still on a massive caffeine 
high from all the gels and coke I’d drunk and was c ompletely wide awake…for hours!! So I 
actually got 2hours sleep that night that was all! But some would say that’s just a 
normal night’s sleep for me…however I don’t normall y do an Ironman every day!  
 
I could go on and on…yes even more…( I promise I ha ve been trying to cut it down) but 
I’ve bored you for long enough already…how ever if you are bored you probably won’t be 
reading this as I’m sure you’ll have given up a lon g time ago!   
 
A few final thoughts….. 
Will I ever do it again? My first reaction and thou ghts during the race…no way! Never 
again. Shoot me first. It’s been a great experience  and one that I don’t regret at all, 
but tick that box and move on! I don’t think anythi ng can prepare you for what you go 
through on the day. Doing that again isn’t high on my agenda! However, as those rose 
tinted glasses appear, I probably will one day, in a couple of years may be. 
 
Did I enjoy beating the boys? …yes of course (sorry  couldn’t resist!), who wouldn’t. I’d 
like to think they were all just being polite and l etting ladies finish first! It 
certainly wasn’t in my plan to go out and beat them  all at the start of the day and at 
times during the race, it’s definitely just reachin g that finish line 
regardless of time, place and who beats who…but it was an added bonus 
and good feeling! Thanks boys!  
 
As I’ve already said, the whole squad that we have at Bondifit and the 
guys that I train with have been fantastic and a ma ssive part of getting 
me over that Ironman finish line. There are a few p eople that I’d like 
to mention (in no particularly order) and a few dif ferent photos. This 
is the Oscar’s bit… 
 
Jo Bourke  – For being an awesome cheer squad member from the  World 
Champs and Port Macquarie, fellow World Champs comp etitor, but mainly 
for getting me into the surf on a Saturday morning when really I did not want to be 
there. You always stopped me faffing and moaning an d helped me to get on with it. Now I 
love those Saturday morning swims, well when it’s f lat and calm at least!  
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Mermaid  – for the reasons above, helping me in the surf, h aving so much patience and 
getting out the back of the waves!  
 
The Port Macquarie Half Ironman Guys  – so many of 
you, it was a real boost that you were all training  
for that race. It was great to have a few more 
people doing supersets, with that day as your big 
goal for the year. And then a big thank you for 
disappearing and just partying for weeks on end 
after the race….whilst we had to still train and 
get sorted for Busso! Ha! Thanks!  
 
Lexi, Ben, Paul Hanley, Euan, Rod, Connor, Joelie 

– Thanks for all the help and tips over the months. I  
know I’ve asked a lot of questions but it’s been 
great that you’ve been so open and willing to help 
and support and share your experiences. Sharing an 
apartment with Lexi and Ben at Port Mac Half Ironma n 
was a life saver. They were great at sorting us out  
ready for the race and I learnt so much ahead of 
Busso.  
 
The Busso Ironman guys – It would have been very lonely at 0530hrs in Centen nial Park 
doing a superset on my own! Thanks to you guys for making those 
Sunday training sessions (and the rest) a lot less painful and great 
fun!  
 
Seth –  a massive thank you for getting me through the lon g rides in 
the National Park and dropping back to wait for me and cycle together 
on many occasions. I remember coming back from inju ry having not 
cycled for 6 weeks and going straight into a 150km ride…probably not 
one of my brightest moment...I died massively and w e’d not even reach 
Southerland. I managed to pick it up through the pa rk, but got left 
again on the highway back to Southerland. However, you dropped back 
for me and just let me sit on your wheel and draft!  I can’t tell you 
how much I appreciated this!  
 
Tommy – thank you for coming running with my after cycling , when you really didn’t want 
to. Thank you for being the “German express” and fo r an awesome fun week in Busselton. 
You were always up beat and keen for a laugh and jo ke (apart from when I saw you during 
the race! Ha!) 
 
Scott –  thanks for the banter along the way! For all the h elp with cycling when I first 
started out and for keeping me motivated with my ru nning to 
stay in front of you! �  
 
Glynn –  for making training so much more fun…..the pizza s lice 
out your back pocket was a classic I remember!  
 
Til – Thanks for being the reason for my first Bondifit y ell 
from Spot at one of my early run sessions. I still am adamant 
that was your fault! Seriously, thanks for you bein g at 
training. I knew you’d always be there, you’d alway s be there 
going through the session. Thanks of course for the  skins! Let 
me know when I’m doing the promotional tour!  
 
Hayley & Tori –  what can I say – you two have to go together in th is. Thank you for 
keeping my tyres pumped up when they were regularly  low – ah, 
by this I don’t mean my bike tyres (I can do that m yself now 
and change them!), but I mean for keeping my energy  levels up 
and feeding me with positive and motivational chats . For doing 



your best to keep me laughing and my spirits on lev els of Tori high (and that’s high). 
For sending me off to Busso in style and for just b eing awesome friends who were always 
there for me, and looking out for me and for shouti ng at me and telling me to snap out of 
things!  
 
Michaela – for helping to teach me to swim. I remember turning  up on my first swim 
session at Ian Thorpe, thinking, Yep I’m an ok swim mer, I mean I don’t drown, I can swim, 
so I haven’t swam for years but I’ll be ok. Ha! I s uddenly remember I was in Australia, a 
nation born in the water – me being a Pom…can’t swi m at all. Spot actually put me up into 
lane 7 on that day, and then very quickly moved me back down 
to lane 8! I know I’ve still got a long way, but yo u got me 
from lane 8 to lane 7 and the odd appearance in lan e 6 now. 
For being such a laugh at training and always in a good mood – 
I don’t know how you do it! Thank you for answering  my emails 
and being an awesome coach!  
 
Spot – Is there anything to say here really! I’m not sure I 
can much more than a MASSIVE THANK YOU! You are one  of those 
who probably gave up reading this after the first s entence!  
 
I’m sure there are people I’ve missed, so my apolog ies. Everyone has been absolutely 
awesome and it’s been great being able to train wit h you all over the past year. It’s not 
just training that’s so good about the group, but t he social aspect too. Many of you have 
become great friends. It makes it so much easier to  turn up to training and session after 
session when you are also motivated by seeing and b eing able to training with such a fab 
group of friends. Training forms such a massive par t of my life, having awesome friends 
to do this with makes it so much easier, or maybe i t’s because of the people that I want 
to train more!  
 
So I guess all that’s left for me to say, is that i f you’ve got this far reading, then 
you deserve a medal too! Thanks for the memories; t hey will stay with me for a long time. 
There are just a couple of phrases I’ll share with you and finishing on. These were 
written on the bike leg and probably sum up quite a  lot about the training, racing and 
everything we put our bodies through. 
 
“Pain is weakness leaving the body” 
 
“Pain is temporary, glory is forever” 
 
 
Thank you, and good luck to all of you with your go als in 2010! I hope that you can have 
a good a year as I have. It’s an awesome feeling!   


