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Alison’s Adventure Journal 

 

DAY 4 

Time: 5:49am 

rhr bpm: 70 

Sleep: better than the night before  

View: The ocean 

 

The best bit about growing up was having a bath in the sink 

I used to love it 

Thinking about it now, that was probably only cos of her 
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Mum would fill it up, nice and warm; then add a bit of fairy for bubbles  

Then before she’d put me in, she’d go  

“Right, lets wash these dishes then”  

And she would.  

My arms we’re forks 

My legs the spoons 

My tummy the plate, that we’d just had dinner off 

I loved it.  

Sounds silly now, but it was the only time we got to spend me and her 

There was this one Sunday, and I dunno what’s made me think of it, now like.  

This one Sunday, she puts me in, same routine. But she takes her time washing my hair  

Longer than usual 

Then just before she lifts me out, she says  

“Soon my girl, you’ll be too big to have a bath like this, you’ll have to learn to go in the 

grown-up bath instead”  

I tell people that Take-That splitting was my first heartbreak, but it wasn’t, it was this.  

- 

I stand now, looking 

Not a little girl anymore 

No tiny fork arms or bowls for my head 

I wonder how many sinks the ocean could fill… 
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I suppose loads. 

I sleep alright last night, better than before, but I still feel tired 

I’m hoping a swim in this sink will jolt me awake 

- 

I step in 

It’s endless water 

I can’t see the bottom 

This is my bath now 

Although I don’t feel grown-up enough for this yet  

This is my bath now 

She’d tell me to not go out too far 

This is my bath now 

At least until I find my way back home  

She dives in.  

- 

How to: Start a fire 

• Don’t light it anywhere near your tent (again!) 

• Don’t pour petrol on it L 

• Blow to get the flames going- GENTLY- light breeze rather than wind machine  

• Don’t leave it unattended 

• Please note: This shit is hard, and you are not Bear Grylls.  
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DAY 7 

Time: 9am 

rhr bpm: 81 

Sleep: Terrible 

View:  Rain, fucking rain  

 

I left London; cos I couldn’t get lost there anymore  

Somehow, I’d completed it 

Knew every corner, road, pub 

I’m not jokin’  

Ask me if you don’t believe me, ask me the name the streets  

All of them  

We’ve got time…  

I used to remember the order of streets in soho by the following 
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Going for Dinner with Billie Piper 

Greek  

Frith  

Dean 

Wardour  

Berwick  

Poland 

I used to think that was impressive.  

People used to be impressed by it, by me.  

I dunno what’s impressive to people anymore  

- 

I think I’m lost.  

 

How to: use a compass 

North east south west 

Never eat shredded wheat 

Naughty elephant squirt water 

 

 

Hold the compass flat in front of you 

 

Wait for the needle to settle  

 

Only when the needle has settled will you know how to get back home  

 

- 
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DAY 14 

Time: 2am 

rhr bpm: 110 

Sleep: STILL AWAKE 

View:  Night.  

Creepy crawly on my arm, a small little bug 

Crawl to my shoulder, so I can give you a shrug  

Creepy crawly on my face, laying down his eggs 

Climbing to my eyes, tickling with his legs 

Creepy crawly buzzing, flying in my ear 

Please go or I will scream if you don’t disappear 

Creepy bastard snacking, sucking my blood 

We’ll have problems when my period comes 

Then you’ll be in love 

Creepy crawly in my knickers, strolling down my bra 

I can’t take it 

You sneaky fucker, you’ve gone too far 

How to: tie a knot  

 

t  



 8 

Day 30 

 

She was laying there on the floor 

Her hair tangled, Christmas lights  

All I could think was someone pass me a brush we might be here all night  

 

Her body was twisted, into a series of knots  

I wondered how she got like it 

Could it have been stopped? 

Will I go like that when I get old too? 

Or is it only the lucky ones who get knotted and tangled into.  

 

There’s a knot in my stomach, whenever I think of her 

I wish I could say sorry, bought her flowers, visited more 

I’d give anything for you to brush my hair or tie my laces one last time  

Reminded me of what to do 

I can hear her in my head out here 

“Take your bunny ears; and over, under, pull”  

 

-- 

 

DAY 42 

Time: 12:30pm 

rhr bpm: 79 

Sleep: Lovely-ish.  

View:  Tree’s and shit 

 


