
Frozen in Time  
By Lauren Hartz, grade 8 
 
There was a voicemail from CVS waiting when I got home.  
 
“Hi, I’m Joe from CVS and we’ve developed your photos.” The answering machine 
beeped and I tingled with anticipation.  
 
Days before I had impulsively bought an antique camera at a foreclosure sale- $27 for a 
1956 Leica M3. Only when I got home did I realize there was a used, undeveloped roll of 
film still in it. Intrigued, I dropped it off to get developed.  
 
Stepping out of my car into the pouring rain, newspaper shielding my head, I rushed to 
the photo desk at CVS. Joe handed me a manilla envelope. Thanking him, I started 
placing it in my bag. He looked at me expectantly, and I assumed he wanted a tip. 
Fumbling for my wallet, he coughed. “Ma’am, as I developed these photos, I saw 
something funny. Do you mind me having a look with you?”  he asked, nervously 
running his fingers through his hair.  
 
“Of course not,” I replied, “Here, let’s open them up.” 
 
Taking the stack out of the envelope, one photo fluttered to the ground. “229 West 43rd 
Street” was printed on the side of a building. Though I didn’t recognize the address, it 
seemed normal enough. After all, those photos were 60 years old. Part of me wondered 
if there were any I could sell.  
 
Joe turned over the next photo. Black and white, it seemed ordinary at first. Two finely 
dressed men, laughing at what looked like a party. Upon closer inspection, the man on 
the left bore a striking resemblance to Winston Churchill. Uncanny, really. The man on 
the right, however, was a dead ringer for Abraham Lincoln. “That’s certainly unusual,” I 
muttered to myself.  
 
Joe nodded agreeingly. “This is probably some celebrity impersonation event.”  
 
Flipping to the next photo, both our jaws dropped. The date on the photo said August 
1956, but the men in the photo looked exactly like Barack Obama and Michael Jordan, 
as they look today, shaking hands. “Impossible,” I mouthed, “These people weren’t even 
alive then, how could anyone know who they were?”  
 
“This is what I meant when I said I saw something peculiar.” Joe, who already seemed 
to have absorbed some of the shock, gestured at the rest of the photos.  
 
“That seems more like the understatement of the century,” I said, trying to wrap my 
mind around what I was seeing.  
 
The rest of the photos contained famous faces spanning centuries, and some we didn’t 
recognize. Genghis Khan and Muhammad Ali, Ellen and Walt Disney, and more 
impossible pairings. My mind raced, trying to find rational explanations for what I had 
just seen. Head spinning, the world dissolved into black... 


