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LOST

Part 1

“Fuck it!” I said, “I’m going to
do an art degree.”

September
2020

First Day
Selfie



I was slowly
rebuilding my life
after a long period
of illness when
lockdown hit.

Already fragile
social circles
collapsed, work
disappeared, and just
being in the same
room as someone
could be a life or
death issue.



Walking in that
first day, it wasn’t
the educational
demands which
worried me, it
was the people.



The college computers
were unusably slow,
the WiFi didn’t work,
and I was having a hard

time taking “art”
seriously, but I was

slowly finding my feet.

w
eek

on

Z
oom

.

And thenLockdownTwo hit.

Being around
people again
was weird but
there weren’t
many of us,
and most of
them were
called
Charlotte.
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And thenLockdownTwo hit.

Gatecrashing an
Anti-VAXX

protest, January
2021.
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It was tough on
everyone’s

mental health,
and by the time
lockdown was
over there

were only two
of us left in the
first year and
less than ten in
the entire
department.



We left that year, not as friends but
as fellow survivors.

Random strangers thrown together
by circumstance whose only link was

a shared experience.



The start of the second
year saw a new influx of

students.

TheWiFi still
didn’t work
and the

computers
were now
totally

unusable but
our studio

space came to
life with

conversations
and ideas.



And the pubs were open.

For the first
time we could
socialise
outside of
college,

friendships
began to form,
and I started to

feel like I
belonged.

AND THEN…



One thing you learn, is
whether they have actually
read the rules they are meant

to be enforcing.

In the case of one of the
college’s junior managers,

they clearly hadn’t.

You learn a lot about people
in positions of authority when
you challenge that authority.



The college, through either
incompetence or malice (the
jury is still out on that one)

tried to pervert the
disciplinary process.

Despite this, I gave serious
thought to abandoning my

course.

Fortunately, somewhere in
the college there were

people who had read their
procedures and recognised
they had a dug a big, legal
hole for themselves.



Events had poisoned
my joy, tinting the
lens with mistrust.



But slowly, with the support
of my friends among the
students & staff, a level of

normalcy returned.



It is not often in life you can
point to an exact moment when

things changed.

But the moment I picked up a
camera, I found a way to

explore art on my own terms.
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The camera went with me
everywhere, becoming an
extension of who I am.



I was learning the limits of
the camera, and the limits of

people’s tolerance.



But as my 2rd year
came to an end I was
struggling with what to
do with all the imagery
I created and the
whole idea of “Art”.



Up to this point the
degree had just been
something to do during
the pandemic, not a

career path, but it was
time to shit or get off

the pot.



Returning in the
autumn, things

were different and
the same.

The computers had
been upgraded to
barely usable but
the WiFi still didn’t

work.



There was also an
influx of new faces
and the studio was
busier than I had
ever seen it.



Despite the problems,



the course had become a place
of safety, recovery and growth.



It gave me the confidence to call myself a photographer



But I will never be able to call myself
an artist with a straight face.





But wherever this
unexpected road

takes me,



It’s a future which only exists
because of the friendships made.



And for that, I am forever grateful.



The story of three years,
one place and many people.


