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TIME RUNNING OUT    

NAPPY CHAP: Keiton as a baby

LOVING FAMILY: With grandparents

LITTLE LION: Proud in England strip

TIME is running out for
battling Keiton Knight. He is
in desperate need of a

bone marrow transplant. If he
doesn’t find a donor by November,
the seven-year-old will die.

Today the Daily Mirror is calling on
our readers to ask themselves: Can I
help this little boy?

Keiton was diagnosed with acute
lymphoblast leukaemia – which paral-
ysed him from the waist down – in
February 2003. 

After an heroic struggle he seemed
to be getting better. But earlier this
year, just as hopes were raised he had
beaten the cancer, it came back.

His tearful mum Paris says: “He’s
been through such hell. Just when we
thought he’d beaten it we were told he
will die unless we find the right person
to donate bone marrow.

“I believe somebody out there
reading this could be our hero, they
could save my boy’s life.”

Before January 2003 Keiton was a
happy, normal lad, loving his football
and days out with grandparents
Lorraine Knight and Jack Ansell. 

Then a month after his fourth
birthday he woke up with a swollen
eye. Paris explains: “It so big and puffy
that it closed up completely.

“The doctor prescribed antibiotics
but the swelling kept coming back.”

Keiton began to get terrible pains in

his right leg, his gums started bleeding
and he had cramps in his toes.

As a sports therapist, 32-year-old
Paris suspected something was
wrong with his spine. She says: “The
doctors thought he had inflamma-
tion but I knew it was something
worse.”

Within six weeks Keiton was
paralysed from the waist down. 

His mum says: “One morning he
couldn’t move. I pinched him – and
he didn’t react. It was a horrible
moment, I was filled with dread.”

Paris drove him to the Royal
Alexandra Hospital For Sick Children
in Brighton, East Sussex, near their
home. She says: “They did an MRI
scan four times and I later found out
it was because they couldn’t believe
the size of the tumours inside him.

“Every time the nurse went in and
came out he had a longer face so I knew
something was terribly wrong.”

SHE was taken in to a private
room and told Keiton had a
huge tumour wrapped around

his lower spinal area and a large one
in his nasal passages.

Paris says: “I asked to look at the
images, and when I saw them I dropped
to the floor and started screaming.”

Keiton was taken to Great Ormond
Street Hospital in London where
medics diagnosed leukaemia and said
it was unlikely he would walk again.

Paris says: “I wouldn’t accept that
he would never walk again, I was deter-
mined to help him do it.”

Keiton began a gruelling three-year
course of chemotherapy at the Royal
Marsden Hospital in Surrey. His hair
fell out within a week.

She says: “I told Keiton he had
cancer, but he didn’t understand. He
was angry and he hated me for making
him do the chemo. He kept on saying:
‘Why are you letting them hurt me

mummy?’ It took me and five nurses
to pin him down to take his medicine.

“In the end I had no choice but to
tell him: ‘If you don’t let me give you
these drugs you are going to die.’”

The tumours gradually shrank, and
Keiton was allowed home in September
2003, but he was still desperately ill.

Paris could not work as she cared for
Keiton. His dad had left her before her
son was born and she ended up £20,000
in debt. 

Such was her desperation that 18
months after Keiton was diagnosed
with cancer she even considered killing
her son before committing suicide.

She says: “In the end I couldn’t pay
any bills and the bailiffs were regularly
turning up at my door, and I had to
declare myself bankrupt.

“I was home alone every night with
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