MYSELE There are times during the swim
when I go through pain, both physically and
emotionally: I sing to myself, write in my
head, think of things in my life - all stuff
‘upstairs’ and it’s all part of my swim.

My meal - coffee and
peaches

Every hour I stop to feed - should say, tread
water, as rules state that I am not allowed
to hold on to anything or to be assisted in
any way. A water bottle attached to a piece
of string, is thrown down from the boat. This
contains my ‘meal’: coffee and peaches, in
separate bottles, of course! A few seconds,
‘gulp’ and off I swim again, because if I
take too long it would mean the difference
between making and missing the tide at the
other end - hence a longer swim.

The day is a good one as far as Channel
swimming is concerned. There’s a slight
swell on the sea, with a gentle wind. The
sun is rising; the water sparkles as I stroke
away from the beach towards my
destination, France. I am consistent in my
stroke and rhythm, about 30 strokes a
minute, which I maintain, and in fact
increase towards the end of the swim. Just
imagine, multiply that by the 14 hours I am
swimming - makes over 25,000 strokes to
cover the 29 miles I do!

By the time of my first ‘feed’ I am happily
settled in, although experiencing trouble in
seeing out of one of my goggles - I'd
managed to get grease on it from my arm.
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Problem solved as a new pair are thrown
down and soon I am off again, now with a
clearer view.

I experience different emotions and feelings
as the hours pass by. It’s like a mind game,
sometimes swimming easily, yet at other
times fighting with myself to keep going.
Nothing is ever easy. At about the fourth
hour up to the sixth [ begin to have a mental
battle with myself. So many things go
through my mind; memories of what
happened on my last attempt. My dad is

great and encourages me, at the same time
putting up with my ‘bad moods’ (pain
barriers) aired towards him. It’s my way of
getting it out - I feel better afterwards. Most
of the time, however, 1 feel positive.

Tankers, vessels,
seaweed, debris
and jellyfish

Around the 6th hour, I start to see the French
coast - what a feeling! It seems so near yet
know it is still far to go. Fortunately, it is a
clear day and good visibility (unlike 2 years
ago when I was enveloped in sea mist). Now
it’s a psychological boost.

I'd been making fast time, maintaining a
constant stroke rhythym. “Feeds’ had gone
well and generally, my mood and that of my
crew, was positive. Along the way I'd been
encountering tankers, various vessels, as the
English Channel is one of the busiest
shipping lanes in the world. There’s a point
in the middle, shortly after I sight France
when I begin to wrestle with seaweed, lots
of debris - just some of the hazards that
Channel swimmers come across. I'd also
had various sightings of jellyfish, which
luckily stayed clear of me. They must have
felt ‘repulsed’ by the smell of my grease
(thankfully).

After around ten and a half hours, I reached
the buoy marking the 3 mile spot from Cap
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