Are You In The Race

Thirteen years ago almost to the day I attempted a half Ironman in Panama City, FL. The race was a 1.2 mile swim, 56 mile bike and 13.1 mile run. Needless to say I got caught in a riptide and 26 people had to be rescued that day in the water, I rode 56 miles on the bike and was so happy to be on land I burned out on the bike and didn’t have anything left for the run. Five miles into the run I sat down on this guy’s front lawn and called it quits. It was an easy decision since I was seeing three of everyone, plus I was doing the race for ME.

YESTERDAY, I attempted the race again. This time in White Lake, NC. At least I didn’t have to worry about a riptide. What I had to worry about was the water temperate. It was 67 degrees at the start and even though I had a wetsuit on I was COLD. I got in the water and could hardly feel my hands. I had prayed and prayed beforehand so I really did not feel anxious which for me is huge before a start of a race. I also kept looking at the wristband I carry to remind me of Chase and his autism. There were probably 60 people in my age bracket and they let each group off 5 minutes after the next with the Pros going off first. At 7:30 AM the countdown started form 10 seconds and we were off. Now swimming in a pool is much different than a lake or an ocean. In a pool all you see is 25 or 50 yards across. This lake was a mile wide so we had to swim 600 yards out, 900 yards across and 600 yards back in. Let’s just say all you could see was the next buoy out. 

As I started the swim it was like putting your face in a bucket of ice water. Have you ever fed carp from the shore? They start a feeding frenzy and they climb over each other to get food. Well, in order to get position I was actually getting swam over. I went down a couple times and tried to get out of the mess and all of a sudden I felt PANIC. I couldn’t get my breath and just stopped to get my bearings. That moment was one of the defining points in the race. I actually thought about giving up when all of sudden the word CHASE popped into my mind. I wasn’t doing this race for me anymore I was doing it for my son. Whatever were my obstacles that lay ahead were nothing compared to what Chase is going through. I asked the Lord for help took a deep breath and started to get in a routine. I ended up passing most of the people who swam over me at the beginning and got out of the water in pretty good shape. OK, now 56 miles on the bike.

The swim was so cold that I actually had a cramp in my butt. Sorry, no other word explains it! Needless to say the first 10 miles of the bike I was trying to stand, sit, do acrobatics trying to get the cramp out. I had one woman pass me that was about 4” 11” and weighed about 200 lbs. I thought “What am I doing out here?” Since running is my strength I decided before the race #1 to finish and then #2 try to break 6 hours. After this woman on the bike passed me just finishing started to become more of a factor. Fro some reason I just didn’t have the power in my legs on the bike. A good friend I train with that is an ER doctor told me to only think about the next mile, the next aid station instead of thinking about the whole course so that is what I did. Breaking it up into segments was a little easier than thinking about what lay ahead. I would say 30 people passed me on the bike but if I had tried to stay with them my legs would have been shot. My coach when I was younger used to say. “Let them go they will come back to you”. I finally got off the bike, changed into my running shoes and off I went on the running course. Now there were 13.1 miles ahead of me and the finish line. When I started the run there were already people walking. So far so good. At least I passed a couple people. After a while I saw a sign and it read MILE 1. I thought mile 1 I have run farther than that! “OK, think ONLY about the next mile and the next aid station, don’t panic. All of a sudden it was mile 3 and I started to get my running legs back. At 6 miles I really started to feel good but at mile 8 I stared to feel a little woozy. I had a thought for a minute that “I don’t know if I can make it.”  I said “”Lord I CANNOT do this race without your strength. Please help me to finish this race”. I got to the next aid station and had more to drink and eat and within 5 minutes I could feel the Lords peace and strength. It was an awesome experience. At mile 10 I stared to pick up the pace and after mile 11 I was able to really pick it up. Oh by the way, the woman on the bike who passed me I caught her at mile 3 of the run and congratulated her on an awesome bike!! 

On the bike I got passed by at least 30 people but on the run I passed over 100 people. All of a sudden I heard someone say you only have 400 yards to go. Finally the emotion set in. I thought of all the time my family has sacrificed in my training, I looked down at my wrist band and thought about Chase and realized that the journey is the reward, not just crossing the finish line. Most of all I thought of the strength Jesus gave me at mile 8. I rounded the corner and they called my name out as a finisher. I broke 6 hours and did the race in 5 hours and 43 minutes.  

Isaiah 40:31 “but those who hope in the Lord will renew their strength. They will soar on wings like eagles; they will run and not grow weary, they will walk and not be faint.”

This race yesterday parallels life. Too many times we become so overburden with ALL that we have to do that we just want to give up. Instead, we need to PRAY for the Lords strength and peace and break it up into small amounts. Sometimes during the day whether you can’t take it anymore at work, the kids are out of control or you look over and see the bag of chemo going into your body, PRAY. Pray that the Lord would help you to not grow weary or faint. Pray that you would not be distracted by the evil one telling you “YOU CAN’T DO IT”. I am here to tell you today that

YOU CAN DO IT, IN THE LORDS STRENGTH.

After I prayed yesterday the Lord did renew my strength. Instead of my legs getting tired they felt stronger. I kept thanking Jesus throughout those last 5 miles. What an awesome experience. Did I win? Not as the number of people ahead of me would suggest but yes I did win. I finished the race. As a Christian how are you doing in the race? Are you growing weary with all that you seem that has to be done? Or are you soaring on the wings of eagles? I saw some people yesterday that walked the last 6 miles. But you know what,they persevered and finished. Whether we walk or run we need to get and stay in the race. Are you in the race or are you thinking of dropping out? The only way to not drop out is to call upon the name of the Lord AS HE WILL RENEW YOUR STRENGTH. Even if you have to walk you are in the race. You may even have to lie down but don’t grow weary or faint. 

“THOSE WHO HOPE IN THE LORD QILL RENEW THIER STRENGHT”

Hope - confident desire: a feeling that something desirable is likely to happen.
Jesus wants us to pray and not doubt but to have hope. Are you praying with hope or are you praying with doubt? BIG DIFFERENCE. Let our hope ONLY be in the Lord who can sustain, protect, restore and get us to the finish line.

Also please go to www.ironmanlive.com. There is a story on our raising money for Autism. A large company yesterday pledged $ 750,000 over two years. This can only be from the Lord. HOPE! Now onto Lake Placid!! Please pray for that race on July 24th.

Take Care

Brad
