
Swillies on Tour in the Mediterranean -A Sailing Log

Cagliari, Sardinia to Valletta, Malta via Palermo, Sicily 5th to 10th 
October 2021

This log is submitted by a group of sailors - we decided it was the best 
to submit a group log after such an epic adventure.

Richard Gallagher, Hugh Hegarty, Derek Burns, Shauna O’Neill, Karen 
Sleat, Leanne Thompson, Jim McGowan, Therese Kielty, Catherine 
Noone, Paula Healy & Robin the Englishman.

The Boat
Kraken Telefonica Black Volvo 70 Ocean Racer



The boat is made from carbon fibre, rigged with dyneema so everything 
is designed to weigh as little as possible. There are few creature 
comforts.

The main sail measures 175 square metres and is quite the task to erect 
and a work of art technically speaking.

The hull frame has several sealable compartments so that if one part of 
the boat is damaged, water should not spread to the others. Some of 
these barriers are open at sea and some closed. We tried not to think of 
the Titanic.



Verity and Mary organising the provisions



The boat is kitted out for major race events, and the passage to Malta 
was to position the boat for the Rolex Inner Sea Race later in October. 
Most of the crew then are Volvo Ocean race veterans.
But we are not, and great care was taken to explain each and every 
manoeuvre, ensure they were carried out slowly and safely, and not to 
have too much sail up for the conditions of both weather and crew.

On board facilities sound grim but were in fact quite comfortable. We 
slept in canvas pipe cot beds, four hours at a time, then swapped bed 
(hot bunked) with the other watch.

Behind the rope shackles are some bunks

The only cooking facilities were a single calor gas stove and a big kettle, 
kept busy making hot drinks and food. There were unlimited snacks, 
porridge pots, fruit, and expedition packs of freeze dried meals – add hot 
water and wait. These were actually unexpectedly tasty.
The ‘heads’ were a gimballed carbon fibre toilet just in front of the mast, 
and if the compartment door on one side was shut it was a signal that 
the throne was occupied.



The Galley stove and kettle, with the heads in the background behind 
the mast, and the scoop (and toilet in the background). The only water 
supply on board was from a salt water and a fresh water hand pump. So 
water for the WC was poured in from a scoop and pumped out by hand. 



But this was luxury compared to the bucket by the poop deck that most 
of us expected.

There had been much talk about the toilet in advance and Shauna even 
brought a shower curtain with her to protect all of our modesties! We 
didn’t need it, thankfully. The crew had a system though, if the galley 
door on the right was closed, someone was in there. Simple but 
effective.



The throne

It was fascinating to get to grips with what was similar to any sailing 
boat, and what was very different – mainly around the linked grinders 



used for up to 6 people to turn the huge winches the size of oil drums, 
and the huge tonnes of load on every rope, noting the eye watering cost 
of any slip that could cause damage, not to mention crew injury.

Rather amazingly, the 5 metre keel cants, it can be swung to the 
windward side, by an angle of up to 40 degrees. And because it likes to 
sail on its chines, most of the hull is out of the water. To counteract a lot 
of leeway, sideways movement, there are two hydraulic dagger boards 
on deck which are raised and lowered as required to help keep the boat 
on track.

Good view of the dagger board

The Crew
There were 15 of us on board Telefonica Black, AKA Kraken.



Lance, Mary, Alex and Verity

Skipper Lance is a round the world sailor and owns the boat with his 
partner Claire who is mainly shore-based.

First Mate Mary apart from being an amazing sailor holds three world 
records for rowing across the Atlantic and the Pacific!
Watch Leader Alex is also a round the world sailor and is planning a 
single handed challenge in the next Mini Transat race in tiny 21’ yachts.
And Watch Leader Verity is both a seasoned sailor and a ski instructor.
The rest of the crew were us rookies from Lough Swilly and one lone 
Englishman, Robin, who was definitely outnumbered.



The Swillies

The Journey 
Our route was planned carefully taking all conditions into account and 
we readied ourselves to set sail, firstly to Palermo Sicily. There was a 
storm coming so we would be in Palermo while letting it pass before 
sailing onward to Malta. We were shown the ropes and how to be on the 
boat from a safety perspective.

Some of the crew with Shauna on the helm



Once the boat was sailing nicely we all enjoyed the speed and beautiful 
weather - a true privilege to be on such a boat, cutting through the 
Mediterranean. The boat sails really well, and glides along at 10-12 
knots without any effort. A couple of times, there was a squall, and the 
boat leapt into action and doubled in speed. Then we saw what it would 
be capable of in an offshore race.

It wasn’t long before the weather wanted to make us feel at home with 
wind and rain and the boat speed cranked up - Leanne went flying with 
arms and legs out like a little star fish from port to the starboard side - 
we thought she was a gonner but once we knew she was ok (even 
Lance looked like he thought she was going overboard) we all laughed 
hysterically and of course we were all completely gutted that we hadn’t 
captured some footage of the hilarious moment that Leanne will be 
teased about forever more!

Derek holding on for dear life

While all this was going on Therese was down in the galley trying to 
make hot drinks and from her perspective all hell broke loose, she was 
slammed against the wall, cups flying, cupboard doors crashing to the 
floor and toilet rolling out. She felt safe unlike the rest of us as she 
looked up and Derek was holding on for dear life. She eventually got 
back up on deck, a hero with the skipper’s coffee!

A favourite memory for many of us is helming the boat in the darkness, 
navigating by starlight, feeling the wind changing and adjusting the 
course, and feeling the power of this racing thoroughbred (more on a 
trot than a gallop). That was worth the deprivations! We all learned 
quickly that when choosing a star to stay on course, best not choose a 
shooting star!

We arrived into Palermo late in the evening, absolutely thrilled to be 
checking into a hotel.



The €850 a night hotel that we didn’t book although tempted. Handy for 
the super-yacht fraternity.



We actually got to see quite a lot of Palermo and luckily found a guide, 
Noone travel! Catherine has a degree in Italian and booked hotels, 
restaurants, taxis, bus journeys and site seeing tours. “Eh, I don’t 
actually work here” Catherine had to say when being asked for the 10th 
time what would this meal or that meal be like.

Piazza Politeama, Palermo

Again we set sail, this time Malta bound.
Unfortunately the difficult decision had to be made to go west from 
Palermo and south towards Malta, not sailing east and down through the 
Straight of Messina which we all would have loved. One has to leave a 
reason to go back!

There was little or no wind forecast and it would have taken so long 
most of us would have missed our flights. In fact Shauna and Derek did 
miss their flight and ended up on the later flight with the rest of us and 
were still last to board even though they were in the airport hours before 
us!

At one stage in our journey to Malta the insanity and hallucinations 
kicked in for Thérèse, or so we thought, when she asked Shauna if she 
had heard the birds chirping on the boat the night before and us miles 
out to sea! “Hmm, I think it was probably someones alarm or you were 
still dreaming” said Sauna. Then the next day a little bird circled the boat 
the whole way back to Malta! She wasnt insane after all, we must have 
had her as a stowaway since Sicily, the poor thing.

We learned quickly also that we shouldn’t put treats in the rope bags - at 
one stage when preparing to tack a packed of custard creams came 
flying out of the rope bag, much to Mary and Lance’s horror.



Once we had tacked, Catherine grabbed a brush and pan and frantically 
swept the deck on her hands and knees before Lance lost the plot!

This sail was slower than the crew would have liked and every 4 hours 
someone would point to land and ask where is that? The answer was 
always Sicily, for 24 hours. “Like how big is Sicily, we’re sick of it now” 
Leanne drolly lamented as she finished her 4 hour shift.

There was much singing, ghost stories of Fairy Trees and the likes from 
Derek and apparently Dracula is originally from Derry! We even did yoga 
on deck towards the end of the journey.

In the end, we ran out of wind and had to motor slowly towards Valletta 
for several hours.
We arrived into the stunning harbour just before dawn.

The ancient harbour of Valletta, Malta

It was only a few hours until our flight, but we had time for a dawn swim 
after several days at sea. We found a beautiful spot where many of the 



locals go, a really lovely memory from an amazing adventure. Then a 
delicious breakfast ashore, and a mad dash to the airport!



Warm wishes, 

Catherine Noone 


