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Introduction 

 

On August 1st 2009 at 8:05 am, I walked into my 18 year old son Michael’s room 
to wake him for work. Having been up and about since 7:00 am and being used 
to hearing Mike in the shower for a longer time than anyone else in the house, 
even his two sisters, I wondered why Mike was not up that day. For 11 months, 
his electronic cuckoo clock would be all that was needed. Mike worked in the 
kitchen at McDonalds and had to be there for 8:30 am that Saturday morning. I 
cannot recall in those 11 months his mum or I ever having to wake him. I 
opened the pitch dark room and shouted, “Come on Mike, its five past nine”; I 
remember wondering why I had the time wrong, not a stir. In those split 
seconds I thought “is he already up and out and I had not realized”. The silence 
was stark; I normally get at least a grown, nothing. I turned on the light to see a 
sight no father should ever have to witness, my son lying there dead.   
 
That day a tornado hit my family and we were caught totally off guard. There 
were no signs of any “storm building”, no sickness in the proceeding months. 
During the weeks that followed, as we cleared up after the storm and accepted 
our family landscape had permanently changed, there has been much focus on 
the dramatic and sudden death of Mike. In the movie “The Last Samurai” the 
young Emperor Meiji asks Algren “tell me how he died” to which Algren replies, 
“I will tell you how he lived”.  
 
This is the story of an ordinary dad who loved and was proud of an ordinary boy. 
To you dad’s out there, if you are like me, you may wonder “how am I doing as 
a father”? The day following Mike’s departure I stood in front of members of the 
church he attended and said “I have no regrets”. During Mike’s 18 ½ years with 
us, I learnt many lessons, found my mind-set challenged, my values tested, my 
humor appreciated and above all, my life watched. 
 
I write not because I have answers, not because I believe I was a good dad, not 
to promote particular parenting formulas, but because I had developed a 
wonderful friendship with my son and I want to encourage other ‘ordinary’ dads 
with our story. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

I’ll always have grass; I won’t always have a son. 

Every little boys dream is to have a vehicle that is powered by something other 
than their own legs and every big boy’s dreams is to also have a go on it! Well 
Mike’s dream came true; at 6 we brought him a 50cc Suzuki Quad Bike. 

What joy it brought me to watch him on it. Seeing this little fellow spin the bike 
in circles, in a style some refer to as ‘doing donuts’. “That’s my boy”, with a 
puffed up proud chest I would think to myself, secretly hoping that others in the 
park would notice him!  

When we moved into our present house in 1998, the back garden was not how 
we wanted, so over a summer I worked hard breaking up and removing 
concrete, cutting trees down, dismantling an old falling apart asbestos garage, 
removing tons of rubble and then finally using a rotavator made the ground level 
and free from sand stone boulders. I’m not shy when it comes to back breaking 
work and my upper body at that time was one of my finer attributes, but I ended 
up with Carpal Tunnel Syndrome in my wrists as a result of all the work. 

For the next couple of summers, I lovingly looked after the growing grass and 
took great pleasure as the lawn developed into what an Englishman would be 
proud of!  One January day Mike and his friend asked if they could get the Quad 
out and ride around the garden! What was I to do? Here was the garden I had 
busted my back for, ruined my wrists, put up rope to keep every one off for a 
few months over two winters and finally had a perfect lawn. The ground was 
very soft at that time of year and I intuitively knew this would be the end of my 
fine lawn! In that moment I thought, "I will always have grass; I won't always 
have a son". There will be a time when he has grown up and living somewhere 
else.  So he went ahead. It’s not like me to sleep during the day but on this 
Saturday afternoon I went for a short nap. Only to wake up 2 hours later, Quad 
bike still to be heard and my garden looking more like a horse paddock! 



 

The grass is still there and Mike is gone. I am so happy that I allowed Mike to 
have lots of fun with his friend that Saturday. I had thought to myself several 
years before, "why do we as parents have a default answer of no?" Kathy and I 
made a conscious decision that if it was no, we had to have a valid reason that 
we could articulate to the kids. I could not see a valid reason why Mike could not 
ride his Quad bike that day. 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Measure twice, cut once 

My grandfather was a small stocky Welshman; we affectionately called ‘Bopa”. As 
small children we helped with lots of little jobs around his English Bungalow, with 
him usually noticing an opportunity for mentoring. He had many small phrases 
that have stuck with me and I have passed on to Mike. “Let the saw do the 
work” was one and “measure twice, cut once” was another. 

The rear of our house is south facing and Mike’s bedroom is at the back. Carlisle 
is quite far north and in the summer it doesn’t get dark until 11pm and day light 
comes early at 5:00 am. As Mike got older he was having trouble sleeping so we 
brought a light proof roller blind to cover the window. I was shocked at how 
expensive it was.  

Like my grandfather, I enjoyed involving Mike in many odd jobs around the 
house. They were perfect opportunities to not only be together but to pass on 
some of my grandfather’s wisdom and a little I had picked up along the way. On 
the kitchen table we preceded to un-pack the roller and read the installation 
instructions. We brought the inner chrome rod up to his room and could see we 
would have to cut it to fit. “Mike can you get my measuring tape from the tool 
box”, I asked. Minutes later he was back, “Mike, my Bopa taught me ‘measure 
twice, cut once’”. So we measured, made a mark on the rod and went down 
stairs ready to cut to size. “Mike, lets just measure again to be sure” and carried 
out the same exercise and confidently cut the rod. Mike enjoyed securing the rod 
onto the material and rolling it up. We held it up in the window and to my horror 
it was about 8cm short! Mike started laughing and in his very dry humor said, 
“measure twice, cut once”! I stood there bewildered by what had happened, but 
Mike had a very good eye for practical activities and could immediately see what 
I had done wrong. I had given Mike fuel for lots of smiles in the coming hours 
and I saw more than once him laughing by himself. 

 



Mike lived with that roller blind for 10 years and I didn’t care that it had the 
additional feature of a silver strip. ‘Duct tape’ has been my savior more than 
once in life! Sometimes we would look at the blind and laugh about that day, 
savoring the memory together. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Opposites attract. 

Akila, Michael’s older sister has been a feisty character since the day she was 
born. In the early years of their lives we lived with several hundred others 
onboard a ship. Every night it was a battle to get Akila to sleep. Unlike living on 
land, where you can let the child cry in their cot and pop in every so often, the 
ship has very thin bulk heads (walls to land lubbers) and you feel the pressure to 
be considerate of noise levels. In her early years, many a night I paced up and 
down with her in the large lounges, holding her very tight in a position she 
detested as she could not see the world around her, until she would fall asleep. 
Usually she would be soaked in sweat, having struggled so much with me. 

Mike was the baby we dreamed of when it comes to temperament. Not only did 
he like his bed but he would sit for hours in his bouncer amused by his own 
thoughts. As the years progressed, I saw that Mike and I were very different in 
personality. I am an extrovert, he was an introvert. I process externally, he 
processed internally. I talk, he listened. Those opposite characteristics drew us 
closer together and in the latter years I referred to Mike as ‘my buddy”. It was 
not always easy for me to understand Mike and I would have to say it was a long 
process. 

Mike didn’t talk much, a characteristic that was referred to many times after his 
death by his youth group and others from his church. Mike had cues that Kathy 
and I had learnt over the years to look for; ‘Dad are you busy on Saturday”? 
Which could mean, “Dad, there is a youth event on Saturday and some of the 
Dad’s are going, would you like to come”? “What are you doing today”? decoded 
meant that Mike had something he wanted to do with me. At other times he 
would ‘hover’. I would be in the kitchen and he would come from his bedroom to 
the kitchen several times, not a word would be spoken. I would ask “Mike what’s 
up, what are you thinking”? He would then proceed to tell me something that 
was of interest to him. Another cue was when he was sitting he would hit his leg 
with his hand or rub his thigh up and down. This would be the sign that he was 
about to tell me something, often a funny event that had happened.  

I tried as often as I could to see if Mike wanted to join me in the various daily 
activities, whether that was to put petrol in the car, an excursion to the tip, 
mowing the lawn, painting a fence, raking up leaves…….often they turned into 
fun times, creating special moments out of the ordinary. 

The house I spent my childhood in had an ‘L’ shaped garden. The bottom section 
had various fruit bushes and trees and my two brothers and I were aloud to get 
up to all sorts of fun. Whether that was camping, fires, riding motor bikes or 
showing our girl friends our three sheds! Sitting around a fire on old Daimler 
leather seats brings back many happy and fond memories. This tradition I 



carried over into my own family and the kids have grown up sitting around fires. 
So many times Mike and I would sit out under the stars enjoying the fire without 
a single word spoken. Other times we would discuss various types of wood. The 
girls always like flames, so we would add some soft wood. Occasionally we 
would barbecue so he learnt about the coals of hardwood, which were prefect 
for taking the time needed to cook meat perfectly. As Dad, to have my son enjoy 
the moment with me, enjoying each others company, made me feel so happy 
and content. Those were times I realized I had something money could not buy. 
Silence for many of us is awkward; we feel uneasy and after a short time pollute 
the moment with sound! Mike taught me to enjoy “togetherness” without words. 
We would sit around that fire and enjoy the flickering blue and green flames, the 
crackling of wood burning, the vista of a star filled sky or the occasional 
meteorite. I will always associate Mike with my future fires. 

 

One week before Mike died, we enjoyed a family fire. This night we were telling 
stories and Mike’s whole body enjoyed the fun as we reminisced to the girls an 
event he and I had in St Lucia one year before. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



A champagne lifestyle on a lemonade budget. 

In 1979, at 19, I joined as a staff member M.V. Doulos, the ‘World’s Oldest 
Active Going Passenger Ship’ as recorded in the Guinness Book of Records. The 2 
year volunteer tour took us to beautiful islands of the Caribbean and the 
continent of South America. In December of 1980 we berthed at St Lucia for 
Christmas. I joined friends on Christmas day to explore the north of the island 
and we ended up barbecuing on the beach at Rodney Bay. The fledgling tourist 
trade only required a few hotels at that time and The Rex St Lucian as it is 
known today, was the only one on the beach front. Never having experienced 
such an idyllic sight, I determined to return. 

As volunteers we had very little money. I had already learnt in my first year to 
live very cheap but with creativity enjoy and create great events. Hitch hiking 
was the cheapest way to get around and not too difficult to get a lift. As I was 
on shift work I was able to enjoy many days on the beach. Being white skin you 
could walk into places and not be questioned. One particular day I decided to 
make my way back to Rodney Bay and to the hotel now know as The Rex. After 
successfully catching a lift, I walked in, found the pool, claimed a sun bed and 
lay there feeling like a king. Having no money, I would order ice water from the 
waiter. A deep glow of content in my heart followed! 

Kathy my wife is from Queensland Australia and we have enjoyed several family 
holidays there. In 2005 whilst uncle and auntie camped with the cousins at 
Noosa, we found a nice motel yards from the river. The hotels and apartments 
along the beach front were out of our price range. But Mike and I enjoyed the 
use of their pools during the day when Kathy and the girls would lie on the 
beach, much to Kathy’s disgust. One evening, the sky was filling with stars, the 
moon was full and bright, I remembered seeing a Spa during the day and 
thought how nice it would be to be sat it that right there and then. “Mike do you 
want to join me”?. Mike, unlike me was not someone that lived on the 
boundaries of life, he was more like his mum who stays in the middle! That night 
he joined me as we found our way quietly into the pool area, locating the switch 
to activate the Spa and sinking into the relaxing warm water, yet again feeling as 
though we were Kings! 

My work took me to our ships several times a year. Mike had joined the Logos II 
at 17-years old for a 6 month tour in the Caribbean. Kathy and I were thrilled 
that Mike could enjoy some of the beautiful island we had. He was so proud to 
tell me he had made his way into the Atlantis Hotel in the Bahamas and spend 
an afternoon enjoying the marina. St Lucia is a busy port for our ship and over 
the years I have been onboard when the ship has berthed there. This time I had 
an added motivation, to visit Mike in one of my favorite locations. The work and 
hours were long for Mike and the crew and so I wanted his day off to be 



memorable. We invited Harald, a Dutchman, who was an engineer and long time 
friend and Martin the Purser with his girl friend both from Germany. I knew 
exactly where I wanted to take them, my old stomping ground, The Rex Hotel 
pool. We walked in as I had 25 years earlier, found the pool, and claimed sun 
lounges, only this time we did not drink water! I reminisced to them all my 
particular relationship with this location. Just a little further up the beach was a 
superb grass roofed open restaurant, “Spinnakers”. We enjoyed one of the finest 
hamburgers on the planet for supper and Mike had his first beer with me. Out of 
the 120 countries I have visited, Rodney Bay is one of the most beautiful places I 
have been to. The sun sets in the middle of the bay and having finished our 
food, we took our seats from the table area to the sand and sat there, the boys 
enjoying a fine cigar and cognac.  As darkness descended around 10pm we 
made our way back along the beach and through the Rex. Seeing the pool, in a 
split second, I took my shorts and top off and flipped in, I just could not resist 
the moment. Within seconds to my amazement who was right behind me but 
Mike followed by Harald. I started to laugh so loud, knowing that Mike too could 
read the big sign that said OPENING HOURS 8:00 AM – 9:00 PM. One of the 
hotel workers saw us in the pool and came to ask us to get out. I don’t 
remember the conversation she had with Martin but I do remember a little 
commotion was starting and before long the hotel manager was there. I heard 
him saying to the worker “Its okay, they have only just arrived”! Well that just 
released an avalanche of hilarity from us all down the other end of the pool. 

And so again I had the opportunity to teach Mike how to have a “Champagne 
lifestyle on a lemonade budget!” 

 

Mike at The Rex Pool  

 



 

Mike walked with God 

I stood on the landing just outside Mike’s room as the paramedics were attaching 
heart monitoring equipment to Mike although I knew he had already left us. In 
those moments, a million thoughts and emotions raced through my mind. Years 
before I had listened to an old black preacher from Zimbabwe speak on the 
phrase “Enoch walked with God”. In those seconds that verse came to the 
forefront of my thoughts and is today on Mike’s grave stone “Enoch walked with 
God and was not because God took Him”. Genesis 5:24 

 

Over the years Kathy and I have practiced our Christianity but I have never been 
one for ritual or religion. We did not say prayers every meal time, read Bible 
stories daily or push our faith onto our kids. I am of the belief “our lives are our 
message” and the kids will very quickly see if we “walk the talk”. I am sad at the 
times the kids have seen me behave in anger but happy that they also saw me 
quickly apologize. God has been at the centre of our family, the foundation from 
which we have based our marriage and family values. 

Mike’s personality caused him to internalize his mental possessing. Dan Potter, a 
man who has worked internationally with youth for many years and knew Mike, 
told me once, ”Mike doesn’t need to experience something to know what he 
believes, he thinks it through and in the process, saves himself a lot of hurt”. His 
older sister, Akila, tells me there was a time where Mike doubted what he 
believed and talked to Dan.  

“Mr Knight, Mike has fallen, the paramedics are with him”, said the voice on the 
end of the phone. Mike had just turned 16-years old and was now aloud to climb 
on his own at our local indoor climbing wall. I rushed to the club and could see 



his frightened face as I walked over to the sight of two paramedics taking their 
time in placing him in a special stretcher for back injuries. We were both totally 
relieved when he was able to push the doctor’s hand with his foot at A&E. The 
nurse very kindly brought me a blanket so I could sleep next to him in a chair 
that night on the ward. I lay there thinking through all the practical details of 
house alterations I would have to make to accommodate a wheel chair. In a split 
second, he went from a very fit young 16-year old to potentially a paraplegic. He 
had climbed to the top of the wall, 20’ to secure a rope but slipped. Why he did 
that I could never discover. He knew he should have a partner belaying if he was 
climbing that height. He told me later that he too lay there that night and was 
petrified that he would not walk again. At that moment he called out to God. It 
was a defining moment in his own faith journey with God.  

Mike did make a full recovery from two broken vertebra that kept him in bed for 
one month. During that time off school and in bed he did a lot of thinking. One 
decision he made was that he no longer wanted to come with us to our church 
on Sunday morning but rather attend one where a number of his friends went in 
the evening. The style of worship suited Mike and he enjoyed what he referred 
to as the “funny” preachers. 

Mike was a normal boy but if I had to present him before God I could do so and 
say “this one is blameless”. Unlike his sister’s, I have never smacked Mike. It 
wasn’t needed. Mike was so gentle that a look or raised voice could bring a flood 
of tears when he was younger. Mike never gave Kathy or I grief over bad 
behavior in any area. We had decided to ‘not have rules but principles”. I am not 
sure I would do that again today but we wanted the kids to understand the 
reasoning behind a rule if there was one. On reflection I was not sure if I would 
have allowed Akila to do some of the things we permitted. I said to Mike, “I am 
not allowing you to clubs until you are 18”, to which he responded “I’m not like 
that Dad, I’m a home boy”.  

Unlike me, Mike’s sensitive spirit caused him to turn away at any nudity or sex 
scene in a film. Having worked with IT people for many years, I know where to 
look to see what web sites the kids have looked at. Only once did I ever check 
on Mike as I knew that was not an issue. During the months leading up to Mike’s 
death, he and Laura, his younger sister walked into town. Laura asked him if he 
fancied a particular girl, to which he replied “I’m not like that Laura, I don’t look 
on the outside”. Mike was much deeper than many, even older chaps like myself! 

Kathy was cleaning Mike’s room and found a teddy in his wardrobe whilst 
hanging up the many clothes. Thinking he had brought it as a Christmas present 
for one of his sisters she mentioned her find to him. He said it wasn’t for them 
and now to her embarrassment she thought it may have been for her! Mike 
worked in the kitchen at McDonalds where he befriended Kim. She once shared 



she was having difficulties with her boy friend. Mike seeing over the weeks how 
sad she was brought the teddy for her. One evening he stuffed it in his back 
pack and announced he was meeting Kim at KFC. When Kathy tried to 
understand his actions he simply said ‘I just want to make her happy”. Kim to 
him was a girl, just like his sisters. He was thrilled when she agreed to come 
along to the youth mid week Bible study. Mike knew Kim could find peace in a 
relationship with God. 

Mike wrote this letter to his ship mates on the Logos II. A ship that he worked on 
for 6 months that shares the ‘good news” message around the world. 

To my brothers and sisters in Christ Jesus, 
 
These past 6 months have been a Big lesson for me. It will take forever to share 
all I have learnt but I will tell you one of them that will be with me the rest of my 
life and will help me teach others back home in what the true meaning of a 
relationship with Christ is. A relationship with Christ does not come from the 
Bible, does not come from prayer, does not come from Church, but comes from 
seeing God working in the lives of people across the globe and only has to be a 
small group of individuals. Of course prayer, Bible and church helps you with 
your walk with God but to start your walk with God you gotta have faith that God 
will be with you every step of the way. Just to see what people turn into when 
they follow the LORD and what they can accomplish is enough. I pray that God 
will continue to Bless you all and remember that God will never take you through 
something you can’t handle. 
God Bless 
Mike Knight 
E-mail Mike_knight1991@hotmail.co.uk 
 

 



Mike was only 18 ½ -years old when God took him. I am very proud to read 
Psalm 24 and think of Mike.  

3 Who may ascend the hill of the LORD ?  
       Who may stand in his holy place? 

4 He who has clean hands and a pure heart,  
       who does not lift up his soul to an idol  

       or swear by what is false.] 

5 He will receive blessing from the LORD  
       and vindication from God his Savior.  

 

Mike ‘walked with God’. I don’t know how much they talked. Maybe his 
relationship was similar to our times around the fire pit, where we just sat and 
enjoyed each others company. He knew it wasn’t about ‘doing’ that pleased God 
but ‘being’. God saw what I couldn’t, his heart and his motives. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Ship Ahoy! 

For the first 2 ½ years of Mike’s life he lived onboard M.V. Logos II. Whilst he 
was born in the same hospital as I, Watford General in England, a fact he was 
always very proud of, we flew back to the ship in Sierra Leone 3 ½ weeks after 
he was born. Mike sailed with us to several West African countries before sailing 
over to South America.  

Kathy and I have worked for the past 30 years with OM Ships International, 13 
years of that living on board our ships. The ship has a very large book shop 
onboard and many thousands of people come daily to buy the books or just visit 
this unique vessel. In 1994 when Mike was 3 years old we moved off the ship to 
be land based in Carlisle, England. Mike enjoyed when we had to return and live 
for extended times onboard, although he had to attend the ship school aboard. 
After school or at the weekend he would help me with carrying boxes filled with 
books in the hold or using the price gun to price the books. Often we wouldn’t 
see him for hours as he would be off playing on the decks. 

Like his dad, Mike was not an academic. School had been a real struggle all his 
life. Mike would live in ‘another world’, some call it day dreaming but it was more 
than that with Mike. He could shut out the world around him and be in the crowd 
but by himself. Teachers and others would often miss interpret Mike’s isolation 
and think he wasn’t happy, but that was far from reality. Mike lived on the edge 
of the crowd. 

Having failed all his GCSE’s and with little vision for a direction in his life, we 
pushed him into a fabrication course at college. I could see tradesmen in short 
supply in Carlisle and the money that could be earned was not meager. Mike had 
demonstrated over the years a common sense approach to practical work and I 
thought this would be a good life direction. He enjoyed the workshop and 
bringing home all sorts of tins he had make and proudly showing me his 
reverting and sheet metal work. As soon as he was in the classroom the same 
old issues would surface. He and theory did not like each other, especially if it 
was not multiple questions. 

OM Ships International had decided to sell the Logos II and replace her with a 
larger ship. Due to the time line for the replacement ship taking longer than 
planned, at the eleventh hour the Logos II was re-commissioned for a six month  
tour of service to the Caribbean. In January 2008 I drove from the UK over to 
Holland with a van full of Cash Desk equipment to install for the tour. We had 
hopped to recruit around 120 volunteers and with only a couple of weeks before 
sailing we still only had 60 onboard. As I was driving through Holland and France 
a wild idea came to me, ‘how about Mike sailing for 6 months onboard’? He had 
just turned 17-years old on several days before and although young, I was sure 



my friend Ebbo, who not only dedicated Mike as a baby, but was to lead the 
crew as Director, would be happy to have another pair of hands. As I mulled 
over the idea I went back and forth. Mike was not even half way through the 
fabrication course and to not complete it challenged my value system. On the 
other hand, what an amazing life developing opportunity for the young lad. 

“Mike wants to talk to you” Kathy said almost as I came through the door. So the 
three of us sat on the couch and I wondered what news he wanted to tell me. 
“Dad I am not enjoying college, I’d like to leave”. He explained that I had pushed 
him into it but that he was frustrated failing tests again, just like school. “Mike I 
haven’t had time to talk to your mum, but what do you think of joining the Logos 
II for 6 months on its tour to the Caribbean”? His face beamed with excitement 
at the possibility. Within 3 days of returning from Holland, I was back on the 
motorway driving him over with Kathy and Laura. 

As dad I look back at the decision with much happiness. What lad of 17-years of 
age has that sort of opportunity? I may have wondered if I was doing the right 
thing, getting a short term gain at the expense of the longer term reality. In fact 
it was one of the best decision we ever made. He left a boy and returned a man.  

 

Mike 3rd from right  

We had no idea that within 18 months he would be dead. What an incredible rich 
experience for him to have. Working 12 hour days, 6 days a week with a small 
deck team not only taught some great work ethics, but forged deep and 
meaningful relationships that Mike cherished. 

 



  



“Its not a lack of ability but a lack of experience” P. Drucker 

 
The following email correspondence between Mike and myself took place during 
his first month onboard the Logos II as a deckhand. Mike needed 
encouragement and someone to believe in him. His lack of ability in writing 
theory and the consequences of that could have had a negative impact on this 
life, especially with self esteem. 
 

 
Subject: Hi from Dad 
Date: Sat, 1 Mar 2008 16:07:55 +0000 
From: Mark.Knight@shipsoffice.org 
To: mike_knight1901@hotmail.co.uk 

HI Mike 
  
Sitting on my bed with Jewels all curled up next to me at 4pm Saturday. Its been 
very very windy. Many motorways are closed and airports not letting planes take 
off. Lots of ferries cancelled. I flew in last night from Germany and we had 130 
mph winds. It was awful and I was rather nervous when we were landing. 
Anyway all safe and at home. 
  
How are you doing? Ebbo told be you were quite sick through the voyage and 
could not attend all the STCW course and so could not get the certificate. Oh 
well I hope you can do it again. Did you get a chance to steer the ship? 
  
Tell me a bit about your day and what you are doing for work. Have you got out 
into Bermuda yet? 
  
Love you 
  
Dad 

 

 
From: Mike Knight [mailto:mike_knight1901@hotmail.co.uk]  
Sent: 01 March 2008 20:43 
To: Mark Knight (C?<-HQ) 
Subject: RE: Hi from Dad 
  
Hi Dad, 
yea i failed an exam in the STCW which didn't surprise me, they thought it was 
because of the fact I was sick i couldn't concentrate but i think it's just me and 
exams. I have managed to get off the ship, it's not sunny weather here, it still 
seems like England, a family that knew the ship when it was here last invited 



some of the ships people over for dinner, i'm going again tonight, so yea should 
be good. Thats crazy to here your in crazy winds and earthquakes and stuff, 
hope it dosn't get any worse 

 
Subject: RE: Hi from Dad 
Date: Sun, 2 Mar 2008 07:02:25 +0000 
From: Mark.Knight@shipsoffice.org 
To: mike_knight1901@hotmail.co.uk 

HI Mike, 
  
You are very honest about the STCW. Mike let me tell you a lesson I learnt on 
Logos when I was about 24. I have told you that I failed at many things 
academically. I was one of the last to be picked for a side in football. Basically I 
was a very slow learner. Well I read in a book one sentence that helped me then 
and has helped me the rest of my life. 
  
                                      “Its not lack of ability but lack of experience” 
  
You can do the STCW, that is really not an issue. You have the ability. The 
problem is as you say with exams. If someone like Sam was to take you 
individually through and take time and you were to practice and become familiar 
with what you have to do, then you would pass. I do not want you to ever put 
this down to you if you gave your best. You just need more time than others and 
more experience. 
  
I am thrilled you are getting off the ship and meeting local families. Do they have 
nice daughters!!! Only joking. 
  
Laura stayed at Jessie last night so I was by myself. Its 7 am and I am driving 
down to Leicester to pick up mum. 
  
Its still windy but not as bad. But I am glad I am picking up mum as the train is 
stopped as the wind blew off containers onto the line from a freight train. That’s 
how strong the wind has been. Funny but the driver of the train never knew he 
left 5 containers on the line until 50 miles up the road! 
  
OK bud, miss you loads and love you heaps! 
  
Dad 
 

 
From: Mike Knight [mailto:mike_knight1901@hotmail.co.uk]  
Sent: 02 March 2008 20:43 



To: Mark Knight (C?<-HQ) 
Subject: RE: Hi from Dad 
 
 
hi Dad, wow i will really hold on to that sentence, I just thought you would like 
to know, that i've signed up to a prison ministry for this afternoon, which is going 
to a man's prison where men are in jail and preaching about Jesus to them, 
hopefully it's like just reading a bible verse to them, a drama and a testimony 

Pat Tracy, an ex USA Navel officer has served for many years on all of our ships 
as Captain. This is what he wrote to me about Mike when he was onboard. 

Pat sent you a message. 
20/07/08 
-------------------- 
Subject: Mike 
 
Mark,  what a fantastic young man you have raised!  Mike will stay on after I've 
returned home, but I just wanted to tell you how he has impacted the ship here.  
He works harder than anyone, I think.  Whenever something is happening, he's 
at the middle of it.  Never complaining, rolling with the changes, smiling...  He's 
been a blessing to me personally as well as to the ship. 
For His glory, 
Pat 
-------------------- 

Captain Arni Jensen wrote the following about Mike in a letter of reference for 
him. 

In spite of his young age – I consider Mike as an excellent seaman. It is 
interesting to watch him working in the Lifeboats and to see how mature 
his behaviour is, and to see how much he already after only six months 
has learned. 
 
Captain Arni B. Jensen 
MV LOGOS II 

As dad, my role was to mentor Mike and what a joy for me to see him in an 
environment where others also took time to invest and develop latent abilities in 
him. 

 

 



I went to hug him 

My brother Chris received the sad news about Mike not waking up that Saturday 
morning from my mum. He phoned me shortly after and arranged to come 
immediately the 300 mile trip up with my mother and Mike’s cousin Sam. On the 
way he phoned a friend to explain they would have to cancel their planned 
evening due to Mike’s death. Woody’s wife later told Chris, ‘he put the phone 
down from you, went straight up stairs to where his 22 year old son was lying in 
bed and just hugged him.’ 

A wise friend from Canada, Ted, said once “gratitude not expressed is non 
gratitude”. Words are so powerful when expressed, but often we leave them as a 
thought. Mike may have been 6’ tall but I was still able to get my arms around 
him and say ‘I love you buddy’. Yes it was like hugging a tall stiff tree but then 
I’m into that group of ‘tree huggers! 

I loved Mike, enjoyed his company and looked for ways to express that.  

We enjoyed another day off the ship in St Lucia only this time, just the two of us. 
We went back to Rodney Bay by way of the local minibus blaring loud reggae 
music the entire 45 minute trip. We laughed and smiled enjoying the wonderful 
rich Caribbean culture. We wanted to walk up the hill to Pigeon Island, a historic 
British Fort which is only accessible via walking across the Causeway. After a few 
minutes of dismounting the bus the heavens opened up with that typical tropical 
rain, the sort that you may as well just throw a bucket of water all over you and 
be done with it! With only bare scrawny trees to shelter under we decided to 
remove our tops put them in our not-so-waterproof bags and just go for it. Our 
bags were soaked, my camera ruined but did we laugh. It reminded us of when 
the kids were small and I took them away for the weekend in the caravan. Mike’s 
Sister Laura was only three and insisted I carried her on our little walk outside of 
the caravan park. On that occasion buckets of rain came down and we tried to 
stand under a large oak tree. Mike, Akila, Laura and I were so wet, we packed 
up the caravan and drove home! Fortunately this time, the sun came out and we 
were soon able to dry out. 

We spent the morning snorkeling all around the base of the hill and I introduced 
him to West Indian Chicken Roti for lunch. I knew he would be so happy to ride 
a jet-ski so we made our way back to the beach where the locals were hiring 
them out. Watching Mike ride that around the bay for 30 minutes brought back 
the nostalgia that I felt years previously watching him as a young lad on his 
Quad bike. That afternoon we again laid by my famous pool, swimming and 
being in each others company. Seeing as a “Spinnakers’ hamburger had been 
such a success on the previous visit, we indulged yet again. 



That day was one of the happiest in my life. I told him that many times over the 
next days and when ever we would recount the story. He knew it meant a lot to 
me as I made my Facebook profile picture the two of us on the beach outside 
“Spinnakers”. After he died I was honored to discover he had made the same 
photo his Facebook profile photo.  

Mike knew I loved him and today in the quiet of my own thoughts, I am thankful 
that I expressed that in giving my time, telling him with words and hugging him 
when he was not ready for it! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Potato Gun 

Big boys still enjoy toys and for Rick’s birthday present, the guys at his office 
gave him a Potato Gun they had made. Rick is a friend in the USA whose house 
has a small dammed area with no fences between the other three or four houses 
that also back onto the lake. One evening he demonstrated this fun pastime to 
me and I watched in awe when a plastic pipe, hair spray and a potato come 
together!  
 
One day in the summer of 2007 when Mike and Laura were off school I decided 
to take the day off and build a Potato Gun with them. I am far from practical 
when it comes to building or creating things, but I am always willing to try. We 
spent several hours going from building merchant to building merchant as we 
discovered some of the moldings are not available in the UK. We needed 2” pipe 
but could only find 4” and the increaser/reducer part was also not available. That 
did not perturb us as we looked for alternatives.  
 

 



 

With all the components gathered we set about building our gun. Mike cut the 
tube to length, looked with me at how best to integrate the flint ignition and 
improvise with alternative materials. Today when I think about Mike and the 
design of the gun, he knew it would not work, but being quiet and agreeable 
went along with me. “Dad, you have the hinges on the wrong way round”, he 
said as I was attaching a gate to a post and he was right. He was only 12-years 
old!  Mike could think through a design and see it in his mind. Unfortunately I am 
limited here and have to visually be able to see to understand. 

Laura and I went to the supermarket and armed with a measuring tape set 
about to find 4 inch potatoes. Other shoppers must have been wondered what 
recipe we were making as they watched us go from pack to pack measuring. 

When darkness fell, we ventured down to our local park. If the gun worked, 
there was no way we could fire it from our small garden. We filled the chamber 
with hair spray and with excitement pushed the ignition button. Nothing! After 
several attempts I had to accept our Potato Gun would never fire a potato like I 
had seen in the USA.  

That day gave Mike and Laura much fuel for laughter for many days and goes 
down as another classic from dad. But to me, it is one of the happiest memories 
of having fun and spending time together. “Process is as important as outcomes 
and often the outcome is determined by the process”. We didn’t achieve the 
apparent result we wanted, but my motivation for taking the day off was. 

 

 

 



Dad I’m watching you! 

As I have mentioned, Mike’s communication often needed to be deciphered. 
I received the following single sentence email from him even though we were 
both in the house at the time! 
 
“hi dad, i found a video that you might like to watch, it's quite touching”  
 
Title: Dad I’m Watching You - words 
 
Dad, 
You don’t know it right now, but I’m watching you, 
Watching the things you do, 
I’m watching the way you treat people, 
The way you treat me and my mum and my sister, 
The way you are living your life is having a big impact on me, 
When its time for me to choose a career and provide for my family, your work 
ethic will be on my mind. 
The time you spent with me, even doing simple things, will give me a sense of 
security. 
There will be times in my life where I will struggle with integrity and I may be 
not sure what to do, but I will recall where you stood up for what was right, 
even if you could have looked the other way. 
Many of the choices you are making I will also make, 
Please don’t be afraid to show me your failures, to show me your mistakes, I will 
learn from them, 
Dad are you listening?, I’m watching 
Watching to see if you really believe what you say about God, 
I need you to help show me the way, show me how to live life that isn’t safe, but 
is good 
So I’m watching you dad every day 
You are teaching me how to live whether you know it or not. 
 
The video is very emotional for any Dad to watch and most of the scenes I could 
relate to, whether it was mowing the lawn, washing the car or playing in the 
garden. I knew that he too would be thinking of specific happy memories 
associated with a picture, times where we had been together. But here was my 
son sending me a message. Whilst he wrote “it’s quite touching”, what he was 
also saying was “Dad, I can relate to this video and want to send you a 
message”. 
 
I have said for many years ‘our lives are the message’. You and I are the 
‘message’. By my lifestyle I speak of values or anti-values, these are more 
powerful than any belief that I may have pontificated. Belief can be shallow and 
is tested when confronted by daily decisions we make. “We do what we value 



and we value what we do”. Mike could read my life; he watched to see if my 
actions were consistent with my words.  
 
What a beautiful ‘present’ that one line email was to me. Whilst there was a 
message, ‘Dad I’m watching you, there was also another message of affirmation 
to me from Mike.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Order or Chaos? 

 
My father used a phrase, ‘do I want the order of a graveyard or the chaos of the 
kindergarten’? My personality is big picture, not detail. I am more a compass 
person than a map person but I do like order and find a mess difficult to live in. 
In the graveyard everything is neat and organized and doesn’t move. Death is 
static. In contrast, the kindergarten has noise, smells, and toys all over the 
place, kids fighting etc, but in the chaos is life. 
 
Kathy has taught me a lot when it comes to hospitality. Whether it’s an Aussie 
saying or not I don’t know, but one that she used early in our marriage was, ‘if 
there is room in your heart, there is room in your home’. This meant our house 
has been full of kids over the years. Kathy has enjoyed spoiling them with lots of 
‘party food’ especially on our ‘Friday night video night’. I have to admit that I 
often found the best way to cope with all the chaos that these kids brought into 
my world was to escape to my bedroom! 
 
We enjoy games as a family and the kids were always happy when their friends 
could participate in some of the games we played. One of their favorite they 
called, ‘The game in the Park’, a game that requires very little energy from me 
and simple to play. All I have to do is drive my car from one end of the park to 
the other, in the dark, with a torch and find the kids hiding behind trees. This 
was one of Mike’s favorites, even as an older teen. I would turn off my 
headlights, shut off the engine, shine headlights onto trees, all tactics to find a 
kid, shout out their name and get them out. They would then join me in the car. 
To ‘win’ the kids had to get to the other end of the park. On more than one 
occasion I had other drivers through the park wonder what an earth I was up to! 
 
Mike did not have friends in the same way as his sisters. For many years, he was 
very happy with his own company. This proved to be a difficulty when it came to 
his birthday. He would then decide to invite kids he had no contact with all year. 
The turning point was after his climbing accident and his decision to join a 
Church youth group at a different Church to the one we attended. We started to 
see Mike developing more social interaction with this group.   
 
For my 40th birthday, very special friends, Todd and Karen, brought me a present 
that has been much fun for us as a family and many others, a 5 seat spa. Mike 
occasionally asked whether the youth group could come over for food and a spa. 
He knew we would say yes and that mum would make sure there were lots of 
goodies and a great atmosphere especially in the winter months when Kathy 
would use many candles on the decking around the spa. Mike enjoyed these 
times although he would ‘hover’ on the edge of the crowd. He had no desire to 
join his friends in the Spa.  
 



Seeing the way he interacted with his friends or more to the point the way he did 
not interact was an issue I had to grapple with over the years. Whilst I enjoyed 
being together and playing golf, riding our mountain bikes, doing maintenance 
jobs together etc, I wanted him to develop friendships out of the home. This 
started to happen much more in the last year of his life. He had two special 
friends, Cody and Isaiah; they too had an interest in Electric Guitars. My peaceful 
world would be interrupted by the noise from Mike’s room. 
 
I would see some of his friends act in ways that totally annoyed me. Why would 
you want to lift the lever on the side of the couch to raise the leg rest many 
times in quick succession? Why would they touch my ornaments from around the 
world and not just look? Why would my carpet be filthy as they did not think to 
take their shoes off? 
 
He is gone and I have the order of the graveyard, oh how I long for the chaos of 
the kindergarten! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Daddy’s Home 

There are many facets to the role of Dad; here are a few that come to mind; 
• Mentor  

• Investor 
• Provider 
• Leader 
• Friend 
• Disciplinarian  

 
I don’t remember ever hearing Mike shout ‘mentor’s home’ or ‘provider has 
arrived’. My work over the years has taken me away from home a lot, especially 
when we first moved to Carlisle in Mike’s younger years. The sound of the kids 
running down the stairs and shouting ‘Daddy’s home, Daddy’s home’ was so 
special and made me feel valued and wanted. Mike took many of his cues from 
his sisters and their excitement spurred him to action. Mike’s deep personality 
caused him to treasure items I brought home from these trips. He new there 
would be something in my suitcase for him. The most common presents were 
videos and books.  
 
When I was home, I tried to take time for them and be at any special events. 
Mike wanted me at those events but was also shy of me seeing him in public. If 
he was in a play he would cautiously look to see if I was in the crowd but would 
divert his eyes from mine if they met! As soon as it was over he would chat with 
me all about it with lots of excitement. I would be left bewildered at the almost 
schizophrenic behavior. 
 
Kathy found Mike’s stubborn personality very frustrating when it came to his 
homework. ‘Why does he do what you say?’ she would ask. Mike and I had much 
in common when it came to education, we were both very slow learners. I would 
sit for hours helping him on his math’s. At times I wondered at what age he 
would finally lean his times tables. We would practice something; he would learn 
it and the very next week forget it again. These times I found tedious and on 
many occasions wanted to say “stuff it”! I empathized with Mike and could not 
remember using much of the material they taught me at school. Why did I have 
to put Mike and I through this painful experience? But it was through these times 
that I was able to encourage him, build him up and show him he could achieve 
even if it took longer than others. 
 
When he returned from the Logos II at 17 ½ with the goal to go to a Christian 
Music School in Coventry, we sat and talked. I explained that I could not afford 
to fund this project. We also discovered that as a private collage he was not 
eligible for government funding. The only way was for him to get a job, save and 
find friends and family for sponsorship. 
 



I thought that with his physical ability and hard working work ethic he had learnt 
working as a ‘deckie’, he would pick up a job at a local gardening centre. We 
went together to ask for an application form. Oh my giddy aunt, I could not 
believe his approach. He walked straight up to the counter and simply said to the 
lady, ‘have you got an application form’? “Okay more work”, I thought to myself. 
We sat in the car and talked about the three basic stages of communication as I 
saw it, salutation, content and farewell . “Mike you need to be more friendly and 
learn how to win people”. So we talked through the contents of each stage. I 
was so proud of Mike as I saw this naturally reserved boy develop and gain 
confidence in approaching staff and over the coming weeks he had this down to 
a fine art. He was still Mike and interacted without loosing his personality but I 
saw great improvement. One day when I returned from work he was so excited 
to tell me he had obtained three application forms that day from various 
companies in town. 
 
We were driving down to Leicester to see his sister at University. The next day 
he had an interview at McDonalds. We spent several hours talking about the type 
of questions that he would be asked and the best responses he could give. We 
put together a very special portfolio of the Logos II including the letter from the 
Captain. Over the years I have had the opportunity to meet many people and 
explain the charity I work for, hoping for some result from them. I showed Mike 
how I used my portfolio folder and how it could open up the conversation. Well I 
am proud to say that Mike was offered a job on the spot, his first ever interview 
and he nailed it!   
 
During the time he was working in the kitchen at McDonalds we also started to 
raise sponsorship for the other half of the money. We had calculated he would 
need between GBP7-8,000 for the course and his living costs. He saved 65% of 
his monthly cheque towards his collage, paid 15% to me for living costs (of 
which we added it all to his saving but only told him later), tithed 10% and had 
10% for himself. I was confident that if friends could see his hard work in saving 
then they would be willing if able to contribute. We downloaded a free software 
package for sponsorship and spent many hours together listing all the people he 
knew, writing letters and sending emails. When the first email arrived back 
confirming a commitment Mike was bold over. Mike didn’t have many friends, but 
those he had were very deep for him. The positive reply was not just about the 
money, it also was affirmation in Mike as a person. We both celebrated every 
positive response, added the information to our database and with excitement 
watched his graph grow until he reached the target. I explained that in my view 
giving was a spiritual issue in peoples hearts and we should pray. His prayers 
with me were short and few but real. I also explained to Mike that whilst we 
wanted to see God provide funds, more than that I wanted Mike to see God’s 
glory. The process was more important than the outcome.  One morning the 
post arrived before he left for work. In the envelope was a cheque for GBP700 



from people we had not asked directly. God was faithfully showing both of us His 
glory. I reminded him to thank God on his walk to work. 
 
So when ‘Daddy’s home’, what Daddy does with and for the kids became vitally 
important. I had many things I would like to have done for myself but investing 
and mentoring Mike paid back large dividends. The Bible tells us to “store up 
treasures in heaven”. Today my treasure is in heaven. I never thought about 
that verse in the context of my investment in Mike but today I see that as one of 
the best investments I made with my time. We think of the legacy we will leave 
behind, I want to think of the investment I am making for the future. I have two 
daughters, Akila 21 and Laura 16, I struggle with what I have lost but I don’t 
want to loose sight at what I have. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Humor 
Humor is a very important ingredient to a healthy life and in both the 
development and maintenance of relationships.  
 
Mike was not a reader but he came across a joke book when he was 12 years old 
and would lie on his bed for many hours enjoying the humor. The jokes he 
thought were particularly funny he would read to me. 
 
His disposition led him towards a very dry and quick humor. Mike found great 
pleasure from watching me make an error, as in the cutting of his blind or 
putting car roof rack clips on the wrong way round. He would start to smile and 
wait for the punch line of the event which would be when I realized I had made 
an error. At that point, he would smile, turn away and laugh.  
 
The Friday evening before he died, I asked him to help me cut the creeper at the 
back of the house. He was up the ladder first with the electric hedge trimmer 
and then I had a go. It started to rain slightly but I wanted to get the job 
finished. I thought he was at the foot of the ladder making sure it did not slip on 
the decking. I turned around to see him standing a few feet away in the shelter 
of the conservatory. His look said it all, ‘If you want to be a Wally and use the 
electric cutter in the rain, up to you, but I am standing in the dry here’! We both 
laughed at the situation with hardly a word having to be said to understand the 
hilarity of the joke. 
 
We enjoyed together a number of videos, Mr. Bean, Faulty Towers, The Castle, 
Dad’s Army, Pink Panther. For some reason Mike did not like to laugh out loud, 
he would lie on the couch and shift around his whole body when he enjoyed a 
scene, looking over to me to see if I was smiling. Still to this day I do not know 
why Mike did not laugh out loud. 
 
When I asked Mike what he liked about the church he was going to he replied 
“they are funny preachers”. For Mike, the people who communicated well were 
those who were up beat and used lots of humor. One preacher that had a huge 
impact on Mike was Louie Giglio and his ‘How Great is Our God’ presentation. 
Mike wanted me to share in the same experience he had found pleasure in and 
so he passed the video of this talk onto me. It was not long before he enquired 
what I thought of it, checking to see if I had taken the time to watch. It was 
important for Mike to know that I had followed up on doing what he wanted me 
to do. This sent a clear message of acceptance, besides; he knew if he found it 
funny, I would! 
 
 
 
 



Lawn Mower 

Friends of ours have a large acreage property in Australia and at times we stay 
with them when we are in Brisbane. Eric had a rider mower but I enjoyed a work 
out when it came to cutting the lawn. When Mike was 2 years old he loved to sit 
on my shoulders for hours as we would walk up and down the paddock.  

 

On our last family visit the girls wanted an up to date version! Looks like I could 
use the work out more than ever! 

 

One month after Mike passed on I used my new lawnmower at home. I used it 
with great affection thrilled that I included my buddy in the purchase process. It 
has a whole story to it as you will see from the following correspondence. I was 
heading off to Asia for work and my lawnmower broke. I asked Mike to buy me a 



new one. Over the years Mike enjoyed mowing the lawns with me or for me. In 
his younger days the lines would not be straight or it would take a lot longer but 
SO WHAT! Doing that together was the objective, cutting the lawn wasn’t. How 
often we miss the point in life! 

From: Mike knight [mailto:mike_knight1991@hotmail.co.uk] 
Sent: 17 April 2009 16:38 
To: Mark Knight (C-MOS) 
Subject: lawnmower 

Hi Dad, 
Me and mum went to look at lawnmowers and we found one for you, we didn't 
buy it though we want to hear from you first. It's Briggs and Stratton which is 
the brand you wanted from the one we have. Now there is two we have found 
and they arew both £176 well one is £178. The £178 one is the one I like, its 
exactly the same as the one we have, the body might be slightly different but 
the engine is the same i can't find it on their website but here is the one for £176  

 

Subject: RE: lawnmower 
Date: Sat, 18 Apr 2009 11:29:30 +0000 
From: Mark.Knight@gbaships.org 
To: mike_knight1991@hotmail.co.uk 

This one is also good. 

 

From: Mike knight [mailto:mike_knight1991@hotmail.co.uk] 
Sent: 18 April 2009 14:17 
To: Mark Knight (C-MOS) 
Subject: RE: lawnmower 

hi dad, 
the only problem with this one is that it is smaller, it's a 16 inch which is about 
32cm the one i recommend is 46cm i have compared the two there about 15cm 
difference we've seen it in store and it's £109 mum says it looks flimsy. It just 
means a row of grass will be cut slightly thinner than what we are used to. It's 
up to you 

 

 



Subject: RE: lawnmower 
Date: Sat, 18 Apr 2009 14:07:51 +0000 
From: Mark.Knight@gbaships.org 
To: mike_knight1991@hotmail.co.uk 

If its flimsy that’s no good, pls go for the other one 

 

From: Mike knight [mailto:mike_knight1991@hotmail.co.uk] 
Sent: 18 April 2009 18:07 
To: Mark Knight (C-MOS) 
Subject: RE: lawnmower 

Ok we got you a lawnmower for £150, they have a Easter sale on, so all the 
prices on the website are all up the creak. The one i saw for £178 i didn't relise 
was self-motored. So we got you one for £150 which isn't self-motored and 
better engine. It's also the same price as the 16inch one you saw on their 
website only it's 18inch. I put it together in the back garden and went over the 
garden again to collect all the grass we dropped and did the front garden, I'm 
happy with it. The only thing was when we took it out of the box the little slider 
at the front you use to adjust the acceleration was bent down, i bent it up and it 
works fine it just was disappointing to receive it like that, mum wondered if we 
should take it back but i think it should be fine. This is the one we got if you 
want to see it http://www.garden4less.co.uk/proddetail.asp?prod=46S 

 

Subject: RE: lawnmower 
Date: Sun, 19 Apr 2009 05:57:59 +0000 
From: Mark.Knight@gbaships.org 
To: mike_knight1991@hotmail.co.uk 
CC: Kathy.Knight@gbaships.org 

Hi Mike 

As your Dad I am so proud of you. I know it’s a small thing but to be able to 
trust you with my money and buy me a lawn mower to work in my garden is a 
wonderful thing. I am very busy with so many other things. 

This is an experience I want you to take into life. Your Heavenly Father also 
trusts you and wants you to work for Him in His Garden. As you are faithful in 
the small things he trusts you with, he will trust you with more. He too enjoys 
watching you grow and become a man. 



Love you heaps and thanks for being such a great son. 

 Dad 

 

awww, it's ok it's my Job :-) 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Mike’s Place 
With all three of my children I have tried to practice the tradition of ‘dates with 
Dad’. These would be special out of the ordinary times where with just one of 
them we would do something memorable. It is rather interesting fact that the 
ones that they remember the most are those that have a disaster element to 
them! 
 
Having lived on ships for fourteen years, I have an enthusiasm for boats and 
water. When Mike was 8 years old I suggested that we went away for the 
weekend to Ullswater, one of the lakes in the Lake District, about 40 minutes 
drive from our house. We owned a rather old and worn out 2 man inflatable boat 
which required us to insert several pieces of wooden floor, powered by a 2.5hp 
engine. The air chambers had a very slow leak and at times the boat would 
deflate to the point there would be a joint in the middle of the chambers and I 
would know it was time for land and a top up! 
 
We arrived on the Friday evening, parked the car and spent the next hour 
pumping the boat up, loading our food, tent, bedding etc. Mike enjoyed steering 
and putting the boat into a continual circular movement. We would laugh and he 
would watch closely my reaction and get great pleasure from me making a 
dramatic noise of some sort when ever he stopped going in a straight line. Being 
so close to the water in that little boat made riding the wash of the Ullswater 
Steamer special fun, especially when little splashes of water would enter our 
boat. 
 
Although I did not know of anywhere official for us to camp, I was sure we 
would find a bit of beach at the bottom of a farmers field and out of sight of any 
authoritive figure! After about 45 minutes of chugging along we saw the perfect 
place and set about to head there and set up. A camp without a fire is not a real 
camp and so while I set up the tent, Mike scoured the shore area to find some 
‘dead wood’ and make a fire. 
 
Chinese Noodles have been in Mike’s diet all his life and on this occasion a 
perfect meal to cook on our fire. As we were eating we noticed a small group of 
rocks in the middle of the lake and thought it would be fun to launch out and 
clamber over them before the dark came. Mike drove us there and clambered 
out onto the rock, standing on the top with the “I’m the King of the Castle” 
stance. 
 
The British weather is not known for its heat or sunny disposition. The Lake 
District is there because the build up of rain clouds from the Atlantic Ocean are 
first deposited on Ireland and the rest on Cumbria. We have no shortage of rain, 
which aids the process to achieve the green rolling hills. We sat a little longer 
around the fire in the dark until we felt drops of rain start. “Mike lets hit the 



sack”, I said and so we retreated to our tent. Mike has always felt the cold and I 
suggested he kept his clothes on in his sleeping bag. Mike dropped off to sleep 
very quickly but I was a little concerned with the growing severity of the rain and 
wind. After one hour of torrential rain I could see water starting to come through 
and drip onto Mike’s bedding. The wind continued to pick up and drive the water 
through the canvas and onto us. I was running out of ideas on how to keep us 
dry and then for some reason the whole tent clasped onto of us. I tried to fix the 
poles and keep the water out but realized I was fighting a loosing battle.  
 
At 2:00 am both cold and wet, Mike and I in the pouring rain, threw everything 
into the boat and made our way back to the car. There seemed little point in 
trying to make it through the night and enjoy the Saturday. I wondered whether 
we should sleep in the car but once I realized just how wet all our bedding was, 
I knew Mike would rather come home. 
 
Kathy still smiles at the recollection of waking that Saturday morning at 4:00 am 
with young Mike standing by her bed. “What are you doing here” she questioned 
as she listened to Mike’s funny story of our adventure. 
 
Mike referred to that place as ‘Mike’s Place’ and over the next years would take 
great pleasure in pointing it out to the rest of the family when we would go for 
walks in the area. Mike’s place represents a beautiful memory of fun, friendship 
and a disaster of a “date with Dad’! 

 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 



Just do it! 

Do you know those times where common sense and rational tell you not to do 
something? Well I like to at those times, just go ahead and do it! 

 
Behind our house is a rather large park with the river Eden running through it. 
Almost every year in the winter months it floods. The road running through the 
middle is on a little higher ground and as the flood waters retreat, one side is left 
looking like a lake. The kids had a vinyl inflatable dingy and I had the idea that 
Mike would enjoy paddling around in the water with the boat. He must have 
been about 6 years old at the time and to him this sounded like a marvelous 
idea. We tied a rope on the front so I could pull him through the water when he 
got tied of rowing. Several cars stopped to look at this crazy man and his boy! 
 
Hadrian’s Camp is an old disused military site. Carlisle is known for its history and 
Hadrian’s wall. Although there was a gate to dissuade people from entering, 
many did, especially dog walkers. Mike and I had been in there several times to 
venture around. We found an area of grass that was completely overgrown but 
had potential for a very fun circuit for his quad bike. Over the course of several 
Saturdays, we took the quad bike up there and marked out our track. At first we 
walked around several times to flatten the grass. Often it was higher than Mike’s 
little sister and we would have fun hiding from each other. After several weeks 
we were very pleased with our track and Mike enjoyed chasing on the quad 
Laura who would run round. One day whilst exploring the site a little more, we 
discovered hundreds of old tires. We discussed the idea of using them for a 
perimeter around our track. I wondered if Mike realized just how much work it 
would be to drag a couple of hundred tires! He was very keen so next time we 
came we had a large rope and attached several tires to the back of the quad. I 
brought a wheel barrow and back and forth we went like busy bees. During that 
process we had a lot of fun and enjoyed building something together. 
 
Whilst I am far from a good handyman, so far there is nothing I won’t attempt. 
Being big pictured and lacking an eye for detail, my work is not as well finished 
as my wife would like! When I was in primary school I built a very simple 
wooden boat. The exercise was more about learning joints and that may be why 
it would always capsize in the bath! The kids enjoyed playing with it in their bath 
when they were younger. Mike had lived with us on the M.V. Doulos, The World’s 
Oldest Active Passenger Ship, built in 1914, just two years younger than the 
Titanic. With wood, paint, copper pipe, nails and wire, Mike and I set out to build 
our Titanic model. During these times I would look at Mike’s face and see the 
pride and joy at his creation. It was also in these early years of spending time 
together that our friendship was forged. His boat like mine capsized, I think due 
to the fact it was my design! 
 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



On your Bike 
 

 
 

Much of Cumbria and South West Scotland is National Forest Park. Over the last 
10 years, the National Trust has developed competition standard mountain bike 
trails called the Seven Stains. After several visits to a number of these Mike and I 
recognized we greatly enjoyed the thrill of this and that if we were going to 
continue we needed to invest in more suitable and safe equipment. 
 
Most times when we were spending large sums of money on the kids, we would 
wait for a birthday or Christmas. Well here was a time where I wanted to spend 
on Mike simply because I loved him. He wouldn’t say much but his body 
language said it all. He was thrilled to enter the bike shop and start to look at all 
the various mountain bikes. We came out of the shop with a very nice bike and 
all the extras to keep Mike safe.  
 
Newcastleton has a very fun Red Route. This was our favorite course of all the 
rides. The first section is a very steep zig zag down hill through the forest on a 
very narrow path. On one occasion we were going at quite a fast pace and I was 
a few yards in front of Mike. For some reason my front wheel went into a 
waterlogged hole on a rather fast section and just ceased. I flew over the top of 
the handle bars and landed with my stomach in a pool of muddy water. Mike 
thought his was hilarious and could not stop laughing. I don’t remember any 
enquiry to my injuries! 
 



Due to the expense of the bike, I had asked Mike to always use his old bike to 
ride into town. One evening he decided to use it and lock it outside his Indoor 
Climbing Club. He came out 2 hours later to find just the lock lying on the 
ground. I received a very distraught phone call from him in tears telling me that 
his bike had been stolen. Mike was very sensitive and although he knew people 
did bad things, he could not understand why. Whilst I was annoyed, I saw this 
as an opportunity for Mike to learn. Firstly that there was a good reason for me 
asking him not to take this bike into town and so we talked that through. 
Secondly, he thought I would be very angry, he knew how much it had cost but I 
wanted him to learn that possessions can be replaced, people cannot. 
 
We went to the police station and with a very heavy heart Mike informed the 
police officer of all the details. As I was sitting there I wondered whether his bike 
would be covered on my house insurance. He went to bed very sad that Tuesday 
night. To both of our delights I discovered the bike was covered under my 
insurance. On Friday when he came home, there was a brand new replacement, 
with a slightly higher spec than his previous one. We thanked God for his 
kindness and Mike slept well that night. 
 
I still have that bike and like I said to Mike, “possessions can be replaced, people 
cannot”. Its with a heavy heart that I ride some of our old routes with bitter 
sweet memories.  
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 



Livin It 

Kathy and I had the privilege to spend several days with friends who had hired a 
luxury yacht on the East Coast of the USA. Todd is passionate about connecting 
people and creating experiences most of us would only dream about. 

 
On this occasion he had asked several of his friends to visit us for the day and so 
we pulled into a small picturesque New England port for them to embarque. One 
of them was the actor Steve Baldwin, Alic’s younger  brother. Steve had led a 
very wild life in Hollywood for many years having made a career as an actor. His 
life had a radical change when he became a ‘born again Christian’. With the 
same energy he had used for his ‘wild’ life, he now poured his time and talent 
into an organization he founded called “Livin It’. Steve pulled together champion 
Skate Boarders and BMX Bike riders who shared his passion to tell young people 
about their friendship with God. Steve kindly signed a copy of the DVD for Mike. 
 
Whilst Mike had dabbled with skateboarding, it was just a phase he went 
through. The contemporary presentation of the DVD drew Mike into this world 
and Jon Greer’s story, a champion BMX rider had  a profound impact on Mike. He 
asked me one day to sit and watch it with him. These guys were mad, had fun, 
but their Christian faith resonated with Mike’s own faith. The rock music used in 
the production was not to my liking but Mike enjoyed it. Steve Baldwin is the sort 
of character you either love or hate. He was recently on Britain’s reality TV show, 
“Celebrity House”.  He only entered the show on the condition he be allowed to 
take his Bible in and be given an hour a day for his devotional time. Mike 
warmed to Steve’s fun loving personality and his radical commitment to God. 
 
On several of Mike’s web sites he linked to Jon Greer’s story and the work of 
Livin IT. He was proud to be associated with these guys and the fact that Steve 
had personally given the DVD to him. That DVD was one of several major 
influences in Mike’s life. 
 
Mike said once “who invented reading, it’s the most boring activity”! I was 
always looking for mediums to get my message across to Mike in formats I 
thought would connect with him. 
 
  
 

 

 

 
 



Dad you only live once! 
 

 
 
Throughout 2008/9 our office was filled with many flat screen TV’s ready to be 
installed on Logos Hope, the new OM Ship we were outfitting. I had brought the 
movie “August Rush’ for Christmas and took a large 60 inch TV home over the 
season so we could enjoy watching on a large screen. Several years previously I 
had found a way to put the sound through and amplifier and into two large 
speakers at the back of the room. The screen and sound took the whole 
experience to a new level and in my heart I started to justify a future purchase! 
 
The final room to be decorated in our house after living there for 12 years was 
the lounge. Kathy and I took our summer holiday by decorating that area. As I 
was returning the furniture I realized that the DVD player needed replacing and 
so asked Mike if he wanted to drive me to Comet, an electrical appliance store 
and to help select a new one. On the way I said, “Mike, I also would like to look 
at flat screens”. He just smiled. We looked at many screens but our preference 
was a 42” LG monitor. Mike had also seen a “managers special” on a surround 
sound.  
 
For 30 years I have been a full time Christian worker with OM Ships 
International, living onboard for thirteen of those years. We have to raise our 
support and our income is very modest. So the battle of wanting a nice TV, DVD 
and Surround Sound was raging in my mind. We as a family sponsor a couple of 
children in India and for the price I was going to pay we could put a child 
through school for 5 ½ years. In the end I phoned Kathy and she just said “you 
boys, I can never trust you, you do what you want to”. Mike could see I was 
struggling and he looked at me and said “Dad, you only live once”! 
 



Mike and I had so much fun putting our new system together. We struggled 
putting the glass stand together and found the instruction pictures not very 
helpful but after several attempts managed. I was in the kitchen when I heard 
“Dad”. Mike was standing there with the instructions but turned over where 
there we detailed explanation not the front with just pictures. We both laughed 
at how daft we had been. 
 
Over the next day or two I still struggled in my heart and conscious at my 
behavior.  It’s not in my value system to use our funds in this way and I 
mentioned to Kathy that I was unsettled. “Friday Video Night’ arrived and Mike 
chose a couple of DVD’s that he knew the sound was good, ‘Hitch’ and ‘Bring it 
On’. He lay on the couch and I served him all evening like a King, sweets, drinks 
and lots of crackers. We were both thrilled with the quality of the sound and 
picture and ignored mum telling us to turn it down! 
 
“I must be faithful to the revelation God has given to me and you must be 
faithful to the revelation He has given to you”, is a statement I have used more 
than once. Some Christians believe their funds are theirs and that the Biblical 
principle is to tithe 10% and also give a Love Offering. I don’t share this 
principle; I believe it all belongs to God because He provides it in the first place.  
So God and I had quite some discussion about the TV. What I can say is that in 
His Grace, He turned something that I felt quite guilty about, into one of the best 
“sending off parties” I could ever give Mike. He gave Mike and I some very 
special few days enjoying the whole process relating to that system. He also has 
left me with a very powerful challenge, “you only live once, how am I going to 
live it?” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


