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Amongthe clothes,
we found a notebook,
with a picture of a shell
onthefront, that Lisa,
had taken with herto
keep as a travel diary.

AsCliveand I started
reading, my eyes blurred
with tears.

‘Tt’slike she’shere with
us,’ Iwept.

Weeven burst out
laughingat one entry.

Atea Big Mactoday, it
was thedog’s b**+++*s,

Before weleft the
hostel, one of Lisa’s
friends appeared.

‘Lisawould wantyou
tohave these, she said,
handing over two glasses.

Theywere strawberry
vodkajellies Lisa had
made. Thosejellies were
the first things we'd eaten
indays. Butknowing Lisa
had made them, they
were like a medicine to us.

Eventually, 10 days on,
wewere able tofly her
bodyhome.

‘Tl never get over this;
Iweptto Clive.

Atfirst, I'd spend hours
poring over Lisa’s journal
and photos, unable to
stop crying.

But Clive kept me
strong and together, we
decided tohonourLisa’s
memory by starting The
Lisa Wilson Scholarship




. WILSON, 61,
Salisbury, Wiltshire
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Lisamadeitall thewayto the most south rly poi
ofthe SouthIsland. Eightyearslater, soslig &:l!m

Fund, a charity that offers
| towas the backpackers’

financial help to students
enrolling at university in
Southampton.
Astheyear passed,
raising funds for the
charity helped keep me
going. Asdid thejournal.
‘Wereally should goto
New Zealand one day, we
said whenever we read
Lisa’s words urging usto.
That push finally came

in December 2008, when |

our house was burgled

The first place we went

| hostel where Lisa stayed.

Wedidn'tstay there,

| mind. Tmtoooldto
backpack, I told Clive.

Butitwaslovelyjust

standing outside and
| watchingall the
| youngsters typing_on

laptops and drinking
beer. Some were even

| sleepingoutside.

It'sgreat here, Lisahad

| writtenin herjournal.

and Lisa’sjournal,among |
| there,laughing with new
| friends,abeerinherhand. |
| mannered Clive would
| neverhave dreamed of
| flinging himselfoffa

| gorge, but things were
| sodifferent now.

To capture Lisa’s spirits, |
| weeks seeing glaciers,

other things, was stolen.
Devastated, Cliveand

Imadeadesperateappeal |

inthe press.

Thieves take memories
of tragic daughter, read
the headlines.

Incredibly, the thiefhad

aconscience and returned |
thejournal anonymously. | tourtheislands. Wesatin
| hotsprings,justlike Lisa
| had, and wenttothe

| sheep shearing farm that
| she'd visited.

‘Now we really must
book that trip,’ Clive and
Ia

So, in March thisyear,
wejetted off to New
Zealand for six weeks.

Butthiswasn'tany
old break. Using Lisa’s
journal, we were going to
followheritineraryto the
letter and goto every
place she’d visited.

Clive even raised £2,500
worth of sponsorship to
repeat her bungee jump.

Westarted by flying to
Auckland, North Island.

Iimagined hersitting

It was bittersweet,

| knowingshe’d have been
| soexcited, butalso
| knowing howlittle time

| later, wewent
| toLakeTaupo
| where Lisa

shehad left.

we hired a camper van to

The owner even

remembered her. ‘She
| took me outforabeer, he
| grinned. Lovelygirl.’

My heartsoared for the

| firsttime since her death.
| Inaweird way, thistrip

| wasbringing my daughter |
| backtolife.

Afewweeks

| had doneher spectacular
| parachutejump.

It was breathtaking.
Although neither of us
fancied repeating her

| skydive, when we madeit
| to Queenstown on the

| South Island, where Lisa
| had done her bungee

| jump, Clive was ready

and raring to go.
I'watched, mouth open,
ashehurled himselfoffa
platform that stood above
a440ftravine.
Asheplummeted,

| Theard him scream one
| word: ‘Lisal’

Before her death, mild-

Aftersix glorious

mountains and beaches,
Ifeltatpeace.
‘She wasright,’ I told
Clive. Tlove this place.’
Now, the recollection of
thatholiday helps keep

| thememories of my

| beautiful daughter alive.

Ihopebyfollowingin

her footsteps, we've made
| herproud. And asfor
| me?Ifeel closertoher

than ever before. ®
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Cliverepeated historywhen he jumped fromth
bungee platformasdLisa hajd inl()lueenstow:.same

Wetookaboatride tothe same lace Lisa had visted
theBayoflslands.ltwasbeauti?ul,justlikeash‘e,!fitsea:li:i'.I

We couldn’t quite muster the coura etodoaskydi
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