Lockdown

“Just stay, for one more second...”
As I rest my finger on the shutter, the bird flies away.
“For goodness' sake!”
In an attempt to distract myself from the overwhelming urge to throw my camera out the window, I grab my notebook and pencil from besides where I'm sitting and begin to write.

Day 5. Skyline pigeon. Shot would've been perfect but wasn't quick enough.

All the entries from the past five days have been painfully similar. The frames with the most potential always find a way to escape before I get the chance to capture them. I flick back to my first entry from a week ago and resent my burst of inspiration for this silly assignment.

Day 1 of my stay at home project! Armchair in sunlight.
In hindsight I don't know why I thought this would be a good idea. I haven't left our street corner, cycled, or seen my friends in five days. I haven't captured people for what feels like a lifetime.
Oh, to step into the thrill of the market on the way back from the park, blending into the stalls of nick nacks and what nots and conversing with strangers to later capture their portraits. My bedroom wall is covered in photographs from my used-to-be daily expeditions; every time I look at them I can remember the person's mannerisms, expressions, their idiolect, the way their eyes lit up when telling me about something they love, and the honour they displayed when I asked to take their picture. All I can capture now is furniture and still life, simply because I thought a break from the outside would be 'beneficial to my creativity'.

Looking at the calendar on the wall, I see that I have only two days left. The page reads 15th April 1964, underneath a portrait of The Beatles, smiling and waving from the steps of an aeroplane. After crossing off the past few days I've missed, I fumble with the switch on my radio and swing my legs over onto my bed. The sound of The Supremes wafts around the room; I remember now that the wireless is tuned to 199, the non stop music of Radio Caroline.

The magazine under my pillow is ripped on the front cover so I handle it with extra precaution, making sure it isn't swept by the breeze coming through the open window. Half of the pages I've already annotated; making note of pose, angles and outfits which I'd like to use for my own shoots. I'm going to be a professional one day, you see. Regardless of how many times my father has told me “The only way you'll make a career is by flaunting your smile to all the blokes!”.

A head shot of Pattie Boyd fills the page. I must have flicked over the spread before, it seems new to me. The photo accompanies a paragraph which describes the technique of her up-do; frankly I couldn't care less about the process (I'm perfectly content with how I do my setting), I'm focused on the product of the image. She's positioned sideways on, but because her hair covers her shoulders, it's subtle. Her eyes ignore the camera, the light appears from the left-hand side... ten seconds later the portrait is covered in pencil markings, shadings and annotations. My fingers are itching to press down the shutter in front of a model like Boyd. I find I'm aching to take a portrait.

The best I can do is to capture myself. The mirror opposite is a little dusty, but the light is coming from such a direction that it's barely noticeable. I replace the magazine under my pillow and sit up to face my reflection front on. After a moment of fiddling with my turtle-neck, buttoning up my cardigan and grooming my fringe, I cross my legs and reach over to grab my camera.

Just as I turn to face the mirror with my camera now in hand, I hear an unexpected rush of wind and
fluttering of pages. Darting my head back, I realize what was keeping my prints weighed down and
protected from the breeze. Three of my prints blow up and beyond, and just as I have the chance to jump and catch them, they've flown through the window and into the outside.

All previous importances of the project entirely disregarded from my mind, I dart out the door and down the stairs two at a time in a race to catch my precious portraits before the sky does. “Not now, not now!” I exclaim, as I fumble with the doorknob and unnecessary trio of padlocks. The wind
is more violent now; I can hear the trees frolicking outside. After at least one wasted minute, the door reluctantly lets me through into the porch, and I dash through, only to stop a few metres ahead.

I've only been inside for five days, but I can tell something's wrong.

I press my hand against my pocket to ensure I have my point-and-shoot, then tentatively step into the road. By this point I've forgotten that I'm meant to be inside, hell, I've even forgotten about the prints, because the street feels different. The sky feels different.

Perhaps the market's not on today? It does feel eerily silent. I decide to wander down to the usual location, looking up constantly in an attempt to identify what's causing the atmosphere. I can't help but notice that there are no cars parked along the pavement. In fact, there are no people either-

“OI GINGER! GIVE US A SMILE!”

In a sudden rush of sound and speed, a car darts past me, blaring out hysterical laughter and music. After the vehicle has turned the corner I realize my hands are shaking, and take a moment to compose myself. That's happened to me before on multiple occasions. But this time it's different. It's not the man, it's the car. The car looked like nothing I've ever seen before. All red, and shiny, and loud, and slim, but somehow huge? And the music was almost hellish. It sounded like screaming, all clamorous and violent and hardly music at all, just noise, horribly loud noise.

My pulse has become all confused. I begin to run, slightly regretting having my hair loose, and turn the opposite corner to the one which the car wheeled through previously. Other similar vehicles drive past and I glance at each of them in disbelief. I'm hearing more variations of music through the opened windows and convertibles; a lot of the time it's just low-pitched high speed talking with an odd sounding drum. After having grounded myself, I slow down into a walking pace, and realize it's not only the cars and the music which have changed since five days ago. The signs are huge, as are the traffic lights, and there's more lines on the road. It hardly looks like the town I grew up in at all.
When I reach the market place my body comes to an abrupt halt. The stalls have vanished and the shops are like I've never seen them before. Covered in bright lights and enormous photographs of all kinds of models in all kinds of strange clothing.

And then there's the people.

They're all standing apart from each other, as if they're scared, as if everyone is contagious. It looks as though most people are either in pyjamas or underwear, and those who are dressed like I'd expect them to be stick out like sore thumbs. I look entirely out of place and it terrifies me. Those who walk past are showing expressions of surprise as if I'm some sort of insane person. It's as if the whole town has vanished and been replaced by all these strange people who came from God
knows where, God knows how.
Instinctively, I fish my point-and-shoot out of my pocket and look around to find something to stand on in order to get the whole view in frame. As I do, I come to the conclusion that I'm in a dream. I must be. Or I could be going insane from my five days indoors. 

I see a bench in front of where my favourite stall should be. As I walk over, everyone within a two metre distance darts away from me like I'm some sort of alien. I try to ignore them, and eventually reach the bench, which I stand on the edge of and take my shot.

“Excuse me”.
I look down and see a man sat about a metre away. I could've sworn he wasn't there before.
“Please could you stay two metres?”

I step down from the bench and feel my confusion bubble into rage.
“Why? I don't understand! What's going on?”

He turns his head towards me and I see my face being reflected in the tinted glasses he's wearing. 
“I am only obliging with the government guidance.” 
By his side there's a golden dog sitting patiently. It's attached to a lead by some sort of sign, which reads “SIGHT GUIDE SERVICE DOG: DO NOT DISTRACT”.

I complete his request and move another metre away from him.
“I'm sorry, it's just I don't know what's going on. Everyone looks different and the town looks different and everyone's spaced out and I don't know what's happening-”

“It's alright. I'm sure I can help.” he answers calmly. “There is an illness spreading. We have been told to keep at a distance from one another.”

“An illness?”

“Yes. I don't know how it's possible that you haven't heard, but there is an illness, and only recently have we been allowed to leave our homes,” he explains. 

I'm still overwhelmed with confusion.
“What do you mean?” I ask, unable to think of anything else to say.

“We've all been in a lockdown. A quarantine. We've had to stay inside unless we need to exercise or buy food. This is the first time I've been out for four months.”

I look at the man, then his dog, then the people ahead of us, and for a moment forget the impossible
situation. My heart breaks for these people.

“Was that a camera I heard earlier?” he asks, interrupting my wave of pity.

“Oh, yes. That was my point-and-shoot,” I reply, looking at it fondly.

“My wife always brought one of those around with her. Everywhere she went, she'd bring it. She was a photographer you see.”

“I want to be a professional photographer when I'm older.”

“I say, young lady, you should follow that dream until the day you die. That's what my Wendy did.”
“My name is Wendy too!”
For a moment it looks as though he is going to cry. “I'm sorry,” I add.

“No, please don’t be. Tell me Wendy, what type of photography are you interested in?”

I smile, content with talking about my hobby. “Portraits. Celebrity portraits. Musicians. A group of... very specific musicians.”

“And who would they be?”

“I know it's ridiculous, but in a perfect world, I'd love to photograph The Beatles.”

The man laughs, causing his dog to look up. “Now that is ridiculous. You're too young to know them, they were around fifty years ago, when Wendy and I were in our youth!”

I turn to face him, once again utterly confused. “What do you mean? They released their new album a few months ago!”

He stops smiling immediately. “You talk just like my Wendy used to.”

I suddenly feel anxious. “What did you mean, fifty years ago?”

“I think you’ll find you cannot photograph a band when half of the members are gone.”

My eyes sting with tears. “But they're only in their twenties, they're fine! I don't understand!”

“Wendy, tell me how old you are.” His expression has changed completely. I find I'm now a little afraid of him.

“Sixteen.”

“What year were you born?”

“1948.”

“Shame on you. Playing pranks on a blind man. Shame on you!” He stands up and turns to walk away, pulling the lead of his dog.

“I'm telling the truth, I wouldn't prank you! I would never consider such a thing!”

He relaxes slightly and turns back to me. With a sigh, he asks quietly, “Wendy, are you aware that we're in 2020?”
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Pattie Boyd, shown in the 1964 magazine
described on
image1.jpg
She’s a honey and so with-it. That's
why we've chosen model gal Pattie
Boyd to show you just how she sets that
natural gold-blonde hair of hers.

Because Pattie’s hair is so long, she only sets
the ends, and for this she uses bobble ended
rollers_at sides and' back as shown in our
diagram. You can see just how easy it is to
set. The rollers are secured with a plastic
bobble, and are by far the best type to use for
long hair.

For 4,\)"\()\{73 out, Pattie uses a brush, back-
comk slightly on the crown for height, then
I’u mds are flicked out all round. Finally, she
uses a very light spray of lacquer for holding
her hair in place.

Would-be golden gals can go lighter with
Dubarry Hair Brightener, 2s. 9d., from the new
Dubarry ge of products.

Absolutely super. That's our sugar
dolly blouse, shown on page 21. Make it
for your: right away. Don’t delay.
Send for your pattern NOW. Just fill in
the coupon below, and post at once.

The pattern address
Fill in this coupon, then cut it out and send it with a
postal order for 3s. 9d., made payable to Fleetway
Publications Ltd.. and crossed “& Co.” to FABULOUS
Pattern Department. P.0. Box 653, 96-97 Faringdon
Street, London, E.C.4.

The pattern cannot be supplied without the voucher.
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hairstyle leaflet, with four super hairstyles from which to | g l
choose. They're the Kookiest out. Write to Gill, enclosing a || |
stamped, self-addressed envelope, Free Hairstyle Leaflet | 64 |
Offer, FABULOUS, Fleetway Publications Ltd., Fleetway I_ B

House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C 4.




