*lronman Zurich

42

Jacqueline Lake*

Age: 43  Age Group: 40-44

Occupation: Personal Fimess Trainer

Hails From: Melbourne, Australia

Bike Brand & Make: Litespeed, Atlas. roadbike
Bike Color / Description: Red / Yellow. Ooh yuk,
they call it tomato & ketchup

Helmet Color: white

My distinguishing features: I'm really small with
areally big smile

Why the Ironman?: I am doing this in honour of my
very close friend Cindy Sherwin who was not able
to realise her dream of competing in the Ironman.
She made me understand something that another
friend recently articulated in a quote, (I am not sure
by whom). If you stop doing what you THINK
you WANT you might end up doing what you
really LIKE. It was not my idea, it was the BIG
IDEA of another good friend, thanks Mags.

Words to the people: Thanks to every one who
knows they deserve thanks. First and foremost,
thanks to all the coaches for taking me on at such
a late stage especially when Ross’ first encourag-

Estimated Times

Duration Start time
Swim 1:30:00 7:00 AM

Jac

ing words were “Hmmm, so many issues but
noting I can do about them now” after watch-
ing me run at my 1st New Paltz camp, and his
recent stern words, “You need to show more
confidence, you have the ability”. Scott and Ross’
mantras will stay with me throughout the course
in Zurich. Thanks to Scott and Earl for taking on
a drowning swimmer and making me feel like I
am gliding through the water, not so speedy but I
get there. Thanks to Dave for sometimes putting
up with the not so sparkly and last but not least,
even though I am over my crush on you, George
for making our not so sparkly group work harder
than all the other groups by having the “rabbits”
chase each other up and over Harlem Hill. The
ENTIRE TriLife team who made me feel wel-
come and were so full of encouragement through-
out the season. All of my family and friends and
clients who are cheering me on from afar. Jeffrey
Lynford for being my #1 supporter through this
and all my other crazy escapades.Seth Timen for
suggesting I call Earl in the first place

End of 1st loop End of 2nd loop Actual times
7:45 AM 8:30 AM 1:30:24

Transition 1 0:10:00 8:30 AM 8:40 AM 0:10:26
Bike 7:00:00 8:40 AM 12:10 PM 3:40 PM 7:02:18
Transition 2 0:10:00 3:40 PM 3:50 PM 0:08:59

Run
Finish 13:35:00

6:12 PM

8:35:00 PM 13:25:52



In April 2007 Cindy L. Sherwin, a Trilife athlete training for her first
| n M E M O R I A M Ironman, suffered a cerebral aneurysm while riding her bicycle. A

few days later, with family and friends at her side, she died much too

“Death tugs at my ear and says, ‘Live, I am coming.””

—Olwer Wendell Hobnes

wo Mondays ago, Cindy Sherwin’s life ended.

She was riding her bicycle through New York
City, training for the upcoming Ironman Triath-
lon in Lake Placid, N.Y., when she suffered an
aneurism and became brain dead. Unable to save
her, doctors at Roosevelt Hospital kept Cindy on
life support so her brother — married two days
earlier — could return from his honeymoon in
the Maldives to say goodbye.

I first learned of this story when my wife hung
up the phone, turned toward me and said, sim-
ply, “You won'’t believe this” Cindy was the
daughter of one of my mother-in-law’s closest
friends. She was, at age 33, a model of vigor and
health. Along with the five marathons and myri-
ad triathlons she’d completed, Cindy worked as
a personal trainer. Fitness was her life. Her pas-
sion. “The rabbi asked us to sit down and throw
out words to describe her,” says Elaine Schaller,
Cindy’s mom. “My thought was that she was a
gift from an angel. She was my gift from an an-
gel. ‘Special’ is too trite of an adjective for her”

My wife was right. I couldn’t believe it. For
the next few days, Cindy’s death consumed my
thoughts. One moment you’re doing the Hora
at your brother’s wedding, the next you cease
to exist.

Three days after Cindy was taken off life sup-
port, I switched on my computer and saw the
headline CARDINALS’ HANCOCK KILLED
IN CAR ACCIDENT. Although major league
baseball was my beat for nearly six years, I had
never met Josh Hancock. Truth be told, I knew

CELEBRATING LIFE IN THE FACE OF DEATH

almost nothing about the man. Was he a lefty or
a righty? Was he married? Religious? A smart
dresser? A Travis Tritt fan?

What I did know was that in the ensuing
days and weeks, precise rites of passage were
certain to unfold. The media would zero in on
the Gardinals, pull players aside, ask in (under-
standably) semi-hushed tones, “How do you
cope with something like this?” and “What
will you remember about Josh?” Members of
the team would respond, in (understandably)
semi-hushed tones, “We’re gonna do what Josh
would have wanted, which is to continue to go
out there and play hard” Shortly thereafter, the
Cardinals equipment manager would affix a
black patch with Hancock’s uniform number to
a sleeve, or maybe somewhere above the chest.
There would be moments of silence, the unveil-
ing of a mural or plaque. A month later, maybe
two, Hancock’s relatives would throw out the
first pitch at Busch Stadium. They’d receive a
standing ovation. “Josh is loving this up in heav-
en,” Jim Edmonds or Braden Looper or Chris
Carpenter would say. “I'm pretty sure he’s smil-
ing down on us right now.”

I am by no means mocking such a routine.
Death isn’t a 6-4-3. It’s complicated. Slippery.
Dimensioned to the infinite degree. But as I was
wandering the streets of Manhattan last week,
perhaps crossing some of the same blocks that
had comprised Cindy Sherwin’s final journey, I
stumbled upon something of a personal revela-
tion. When those close to us pass, we immedi-
ately — often robotically — turn to ritual. Jews
like myself sit shiva, tell some funny stories and
eat cookies. Military personnel fire off shots into
the air and play taps on the bugle. Baseball play-
ers wear patches and hang the deceased’s jersey
from an empty locker stall. It’s all in the name



early at the age of 33. You'll notice that Trilife uniforms are embla-
zoned with Cindy’s initials - not only to commemorate her, but also
to remember the importance of living life to the fullest. The follow-

of healing; of finding a way to understand why
a Cindy Sherwin or Josh Hancock passed and —
most important — to soothe the pain.

But maybe, just maybe, we shouldn’t be in
such a rush to soothe the pain. Cindy Sherwin is
dead. Josh Hancock is dead. Soon enough, you
and I will be dead, too. We will no longer pos-
sess thoughts or feelings or hurt or joy. We will
be lifeless. Nothingness. Such is not hypotheti-
cal, but reality. Life ends.

I want to force myself to think about that, and
then embrace what Cindy Sherwin and Josh
Hancock no longer can. I want to order the Re-
ese’s Pieces Sundae with extra whipped cream.
I want to lounge in the sun at Shea Stadium on
a lazy August afternoon alongside my 3-year-old
daughter and a gimantic (her word, not mine)
box of Cracker Jacks. I want to run in the pour-
ing rain and belt a karaoke version of “Some-
times When We Touch” and drive for layups in
Paul Duer’s driveway and wrap my arm around

he was my
gift from

an angel.
‘Special’ is
too trite of
an adjective
for her.

ing article, published a few weeks after Cindy’s death, epitomizes the
spirit of the Ironman athlete.
Jacqueline Lake is running Ironman Zurich in her honor.

my wife’s shoulders as we watch the sun set
from the bench in our front yard.

I am petrified of death. Beyond petrified. But
do not soothe me. I demand to be reminded of
my mortality every day. That existence is not
permanent. That our time is fleeting and our
hourglass easily breakable.

From my vantage point, that’s the way we tru-
ly honor Cindy Sherwin and Josh Hancock and
the many others who pass on too soon.

First, think of all the joyful, amazing, life-defin-
ing things they will forever miss out on.

Then, without delay, go do them.

Jeff Pearlman is a former Sports Illustrated senior writer and the
author of “Love Me, Hate Me: Barry Bonds and the Making of
an Antihero”, now available in paperback. You can reach him at
anngold22@gmail.com.

Originally Published May 4, 2007 on ESPN on line.
Reprinted with permission.

REMEMBERING CINDY

Cindy Sherwin’s family has set up a
foundation to donate money to
programs to support health and wellness.
To contribute, send checks to:

Cindy Lynn Sherwin Memorial Foundation
C/0 182 Leets Island Rd
Guilford, CT 06437

On the web at: www.cindysherwin.org






