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To be asked to write about Paul and explain why we hold a Memorial Weekend 
on the weekend nearest his birthday 17th July is possibly one of the hardest 
things I have ever undertaken. 

Losing a child, even at the age of 25 is every parent's worst nightmare and one 
that is cannot be described and one you have to accept even when you know you 
will never ever come to terms with it. 

Paul loved sailing, it was in his DNA, his Grandpa and Nana Myth both sailed, his 
Dad, Colin was an Albacore National Champion and Paul was a Pacer National 
Champion.  

Paul was an Outdoor person, he loved being at Herne Bay Sailing Club which he 
considered his second home and if he could have had his way, he would have us 
build an extension on to the Sailing Club on the deck area so we could live there 
all year. 

Paul and his best friend Dan Leman first went sailing together in a 29er, I should 



use the term loosely because they spent a great deal of time capsizing and 
swimming and in Dan's case the odd occasion of flying through the sail, 
fortunately we knew a very understanding sail repairer, from the 29er which 
some baptized the tipsy niner they progressed to the 49er and this certainly was a 
beast of a boat and gave Deborah (Dan's Mum) and myself many a grey hair! 

 

Paul was first diagnosed with Acute Lymphoblastic Leukaemia in Autumn 2011, he 
had been suffering tonsillitis all through the Spring and Summer and being given 
antibiotics to cure it which it never did, eventually he was sent to Queen 
Alexandra Hospital, Portsmouth to see an ENT Consultant, it was this Consultant 
that recognised that Paul needed his tonsils removed, which he did and it was this 
same Consultant that saw that he needed a CT scan which showed up that he had 
Lymphoma and then the Leukaemia was found.   

Paul as I have said loved his sailing but he was also a proficient swimmer and he 
had another love - he had been dancing Ballet, Tap and Jazz from a very young 
age and he applied to go to Central School of Ballet in London and they accepted 
him, Paul went there at 18 and though he loved ballet, the downside was being in 
London away from his beloved sea, however, even though there was a long list of 
don'ts at Central i.e. Roller Skating, Ice Skating, Motor bikes and scooters, Paul 
managed to persuade them to let him sail, how I will never know, I did ask if they 
thought it was like a row round the local boating pond. 

After finishing at Central, Paul went on to work with a Paralympic Sailor for a 
while, also returning home to work with cadets on a Saturday but he finally 
managed to get a job as a Sail Maker at North Sails and moved down to live in 
Hampshire, followed soon after by his girlfriend Ceilidh Higgs who had graduated 
as a Teacher and got her first job at a Primary School in Fareham. 

After Paul was diagnosed with ALL, he was admitted to Queen Alexandra 
Hospital's Oncology Ward, Paul described Ceilidh as his Rock and that she was and 
more, Ceilidh would be there while Paul endured painful Lumbar punctures and 



Bone Marrow Tests,  by the end of the Christmas term, Ceilidh went off to 
France for a well earned deserved R & R with her Mum and Dad and James' Paul's 
younger brother went down to look after him until I went down to pick them both 
up to bring them home for Christmas 2011 

 

 

 

In 2012, Paul was in remission and with this good news was able to go and see the 
Olympics at Eton Dorney and Weymouth. 



 

Sadly the Leukaemia was to return and whilst we had a great year in 2012, 2013 
was very definitely not our year, first Paul and James' Grandpa Myth passed away 
in the January and Paul was too ill to attend his funeral, then Nana Myth passed 
away in the April.  Paul battled on courageously but the illness was winning and 
by the time July had arrived, the Doctor asked me to go down there, I went with 
my sister Marian and we were told that Paul would need a Bone Marrow 
Transplant and that if the Bone Marrow was not clear of Leukaemia then there 
would be nothing they could do fortunately it was clear of Leukaemia and they 
started putting wheels in motion to do a Transplant. 

Though the Transplant went ahead, the Leukaemia returned and by the end of 
Novebmber it was clear that the transplant had not worked and that Paul was 
now terminally ill, but his friends at North Sails made his last few weeks of life 
extra special by taking him for one final sail across the Solent. 



 

James went with Ceilidh, Paul and two of Paul's friends from work Ruairidh and 
Adam, Colin and I went in the Rib along with Charlie, Nathan and Gareth.  The 
surprise was not to end them because his friends from North Sails had arranged 
for Ben Ainslie to come down from London to meet Paul 

 



 

Paul only lived for another two weeks after this very happy day for all of us, he 
came home to be with us in Herne Bay brought back by Ambulance all the way 
from Southampton laid on by the NHS.  This is the reason we raise money for 
Bloodwise (formerly Leukaemia and Lymphoma Research) so that extensive 
research can continue and a cure be found. 

 

 


