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This booklet contains 100 images in the order I
took them, taken on my phone and shared on
my Instagram story from March 2020 to June
2021.

The national coronavirus lockdowns, which
began March 25th 2020, forced most people to
stay home and keep away from their friends
and families so that they didn’t spread the virus
around. The things I took for granted – seeing
my friends, going to exhibition openings and to
the pub, planning trips, working in my studio,
visiting my family in Dublin – were suddenly not
an option any more. It was a really strange and
sad time. At first, I thought - this is mint, I don’t
have to go to work. I got furloughed from my
sales assistant job. Very quickly I got bored. My
world was so much smaller. You were only
allowed to go out for 1 hour of exercise per day.
Tom & I were sitting on a bench in Heaton Park
and a police officer came over and said, ‘you
don’t look like you’re exercising, do you want
you a fine? Exercise or go home’. Things were
so strict for a while. The rules kept changing
and it felt like you pretty much weren’t allowed
to do anything.

I remember the weather being mostly sunny,
but things were kind of bleak. I missed my
friends a lot. At first, we were told the lockdown
would only last three weeks, but it kept being
extended again and again. The goal posts kept
moving and it felt never ending. After being
disappointed so many times, it was hard to
believe it would ever end. It was an exhausting,
soul crushing process. Just listening for
anything positive in the news every day. Doing
a million bloody zoom meetings and quizzes.
The murder of George Floyd. Finding reasons



to get out of bed. Seeing the town centre
completely empty in the middle of the day.
People bulking buying and leaving empty
shelves. Lots of talking about ICU numbers and
the vaccine. The dreadful online exhibitions.
Endlessly scrolling through social media.
Sharing these photos on my Instagram story
was the main way I communicated with people
outside my home.

To keep some tiny amount of sanity, I went on
walks every day. I walked slowly and listened to
podcasts. I went to the same place nearly every
day. I’m lucky that I live next to Heaton Park. I
walked down through the three parks to
Jesmond Dene, just past the waterfall. I sat on
the same bench and on the rare occasion
someone else was on it, I was furious. Tom
sometimes walked with me and we separately
listened to the same episode of the same
podcast at the same time, because we had run
out of things to say. The routine comforted me.
Obviously, I saw the same things again and
again, but I tried to notice the small differences.

I started looking out for striped lines, bendy
reflections, bright colours, the different shapes
of leaves, zig zag shadows and patterns in
nature. Stopping and taking in these small
visual details in my environment made a big
difference to me during this time. I didn’t have
access to my studio space, because like
everything else it was closed. I felt very
disconnected from my art practice and not at all
creative. It was frustrating. Seeing lots of other
artists on Instagram using the time to make
new work was hard. The artist support pledge
was big at the time. I felt like, why am I not
doing that? I was putting pressure on myself to

make work, but I felt really down about
everything that was happening and missed my
normal life. I felt like I couldn’t keep up. I wasn’t
in a happy and calm place where I could enjoy
all the new free time in the sun. It was more
like; how can I just get through this day/week
and will the people I care about be okay? Or
will the virus get us all like a zombie
apocalypse? I didn’t feel up to making work or
like I could be productive, but I enjoyed seeing
these things and taking quick pictures. It was
meditative and soothing and helped me to get
through the lockdowns. Now that things seem
to be easing up, and I’ve settled into my new
studio, I can look back at that strange time and
just be extremely glad I’m not in it any more. I
see these photos as a visual journal of times
where I was trying to distract myself and look
for something hopeful.
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