Marie Dominick
One Covid Summer

This is me wearing my homemade tye dye mask.

My name is Marie Dominick, but most
people call me by my initials “M.E.” I am from
Cody, WY. I will be attending Montana State
University in the Fall of 2020, and this is my
account of the Summer of 2020.

My last days in South America were spent with a group of other young adults I had
grown close with over the last couple weeks. We had all joined a forgien exchange program
dubbed “South America Andes and Amazon Group B”. Together we trekked across the snowy
wet Andes, learned about the political climate of the region, cooked, talked, argued, navigated,
and much more, all together. They originated from mainly upper east coast areas; only two
members did not reside in the US. When they announced the news that the country was going
into lockdown and we would be returning to the US, we all cried.

.

Here are some of my favorite photos from the trip.
The irony bit into us then that the greatest act of global citizenship we would accomplish
is going the fuck home.
The virus did not alarm me the way it should have, this being entirely my fault, because I
only spoke a couple words of Spanish and my knowledge of Quechua1 was even less. I would
watch the news attempting to decipher what my host family and the news anchors on the small
brick looking television were talking about. We didn’t have access to technology or the internet
1

An indiginous language, one of 36 in Bolivia

often if at all during the whole ordeal. When the instructors on the trip divulged the news of the
pandemic and how bad it had gotten, it was shocking to say the least.
My 18th birthday was only a week away.
When we did fly home it was… one of the worst times to fly. We were mostly unaware
about masks, hand sanitizer, social distancing and all the other absolute madness that was about
to wash over us. And wash it did, the pandemic surged like a tidal wave all around us. I did not
realize I couldn’t hug the people I loved when I got home for fear of making them sick. I was
clueless. Embarrassingly clueless.
HaveyoulivedunderarockforthepastcouplemonthsohwaitnoIjustdontspeakSpanishverywellandallt
henewswasinSpanishgodwhydidIthinkthatwasagoodidea.
I quickly went through a crash course of an education in affairs of COVID-19.
Fortunately, I didn’t do this alone. Germany was not offering specific flights, and it
proved too dangerous to travel into at the time we evacuated, so the German from my trip came
to Wyoming with me. What safer place than in a state with a population greatly outnumbered by
pronghorns? Such safety! Pronghorns can’t get Corona. Probably.
We stayed in quarantine for the recommended 2 weeks, we hiked, biked and I got back
into rock climbing. I scaled the stone faces I had always climbed and things returned to a relative
“normal” juxtaposed with my time in Bolivia. I missed my other group members terribly. Then, I
got the call from Anna that she had tested positive.
I had only left her 3 weeks ago and she speculated that she picked it up in the many
airports we had flown through. We panicked. Group calls. Symptom checks. Are you okay? Stay
away from people. Are you feeling alright? Time passed. I wasn’t sick. Robert wasn’t sick.
Although we had flown to America together, our little group split in Florida; luckily, Anna was
the only member who managed to catch COVID-19.
Robert finally managed to get home. I missed him and his secret baking skills, that he
warned me not to mention to anyone2. I was with just my family now, and I threw myself into
relearning chemistry and biology. Despite my high school's best efforts, they were severely
lacking in the time and manpower to teach many subjects proficiently. I painted my dad’s new
office white. I spray painted a wall of his shop in my spare time. I got a summer job irrigating the
hay fields off of Beacon hill. I didn’t think it would be practical to assume my usual job as a
barista. The fields are beautiful, I didn’t know how vivid hayfields could be.
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Sorry buddy. German Apple Cake is a must make in everyone's life.

Beacon Hill Hayfields.
I fell in the ditch, and I have found out that snakes love irrigation pipes, and they hate me
when I pull them out. Also FISH pop out of the goddamn pipes sometimes?!?
Fuckin hell. In light of the Black Lives Matter protests, the brutal murder of George
Floyd and countless others, my town hosted a small protest as well. I am not sure if the Trump
supporters who showed up were confused or just blatantly racist. They hovered on the outside of
the park our small group stood in. Almost sensually, they cleaned their various weapons. I
watched one man stroking his AK so tenderly and yet so creepily in our general direction; I
almost laughed. I was sure he wasn’t even that tenacious in the bedroom, but to his gun he
wasted no expense.
I looked across the street examining the mostly non masked white faces, and almost lost
it. My friend from school...Rachel Sanchez was holding a Trump banner. I had to do a double
take. Rachel was Mexican?? Why?? What? My brain short circuited. Confused.
The police were there too, but in some backwards flip around they were protecting the
BLM protesters. We did appreciate that, but I know other places in the country have suffered
greatly because of the unjust actions of the police. Despite our city’s police officers doing their
job, I still believe they should be defunded. When the basis of an institution is rotten to the very
core, even “healthy” branches are spoiled.
I COMPLETED A MULTIPITCH.3 I THOUGHT I MIGHT FALL THE ENTIRE TIME,
BUT I DID IT. Oddly enough the entire climb I had the song “Country Roads” stuck in my head
which didn’t exactly seem appropriate for the setting but nonetheless was appreciated. It was
weird climbing with a mask.
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Multi-pitch climbing is the ascent of climbing routes with one or more stops at a belay station.

Dan Miller and I climbing the multipitch, “Lemme tell yah whats cool”.
Another one of my group members decided to visit me. Evans flew into Bozeman and I
almost cried at our reunion. I missed everyone, especially Evans, Maisie, and Marco. Our little
gang had grown the closest and having one of them in Wyoming was euphoric.

Skiing in the Beartooth Mtns.
Fortunately, we didn’t get too close to anyone, but there was what I described to my
parents as a “small” avalanche. This was probably due to our sporadic skiing. Oops. Evans
handled it like a champ despite the fact that he did not know what backcountry skiing was. I have
realized I really should take another avalanche safety class in college. It was great to get on some
snow.
We are killing the outdoor activities game. Climbing, cliff jumping, whitewater paddle
boarding, skiing in the Beartooths, hiking, mountain biking, and spelunking! All of these things
were rather new to my friend, Evans.
I was living happily, and I couldn’t help but feel the weight of my privilege with every
new activity. I was making the most out of this summer, but I was one of the lucky ones that
could. Others were fighting for their lives, and I was capable of doing nothing to halt it other
than staying away from most establishments, social distancing, and wearing a mask.
I agonized over what my host family would be doing during this pandemic. The virus
does not discriminate that is true but economic status, race, region and many other things do. In
Bolivia, they do not have proper health care for everyone, especially the indiginous, and my host
mother already had preexisting conditions. I still think about them.
I do not know why I have friends. I ended up dragging them down the red canyon river
stretch that I had kayaked many times, but we were on paddle boards. It was amazing, and I
think in the end they had fun, but they were very nervous at some parts. My poor companions. I
really love them for humoring my antics.
I found my great grandpa's microscope, and I purchased some slides for it online. The
thing was dust coated and musty smelling, but I reveled in the idea of filling some of my more
uneventful days in staring into it. Not because I actually know how to work the thing, but
boredom is a bitch. Lack of activity in my opinion is probably how most discoveries happened;
nobody likes being idle for too long. Honestly the vast amount of accomplishments that have
been triggered by staying at home and finding hobbies during this virus should be an excellent
silver lining to all of this.

My friend from highschool keeps stealing the flags that the confederate flag people attach
to the back of their trucks. This is funny as hell, but also I am a bit worried for his safety.
………I have accidentally formed a romantic attraction to Evans. Yikes. That does not
bode well.
My other close friend from the trip, Maisie, is now living with me as well! The two east
coast kids seem a bit confused by my way of life. I had to explain that no the horse is not dead,
they can lay down.4 I had to elaborate on many other things I thought were more commonplace.
They are startled by how slack most people are about wearing masks and distancing, which is
entirely fair. There is a lot of proud stubbornness that runs in this and other states and it is quite
concerning in regards to basic human empathy for others and their well being.

Evans, Maisie, and I getting malts (top left)
Evans in the Spirit Mtn. Caves (Top left) Maisie, my brother, and I hiking Avalanche peak
(Bottom).
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Fun Fact! Horses can only go into REM sleep when lying down.

Fortunately, I got to show my guests some of the more beautiful sides of Wyoming that
don’t include the bigots, homophobes, fools, and racists. I know I give WY a lot of shit, but there
is a strong undeniable resonance that the surrounding landscape instils in its residents that does
give us some magnetic attraction: I can see the stars every night, I can drive 30 minutes and be
totally surrounded by mountains, and I can drive 1 hour and be at the gates of Yellowstone. That
is cool as hell, and I keep forgetting it.
Speaking of Yellowstone, I took my little gang to Yellowstone! I really question how the
park is handling travel during the pandemic because Old Faithful was packed with people.

This is Grand Prismatic Spring in Yellowstone.
Oh my goddess. I took three of us up to the 7D Ranch in Sunlight Basin, and I watched
my best friend of 4 years get shimmied violently off a horse bareback, and it was so entirely my
fault. Thankfully, she was not hurt at all, but god it was so funny. I've never seen a human be so
sideways in the air for so long. I love her so much.
Evans and Maisie have flown home. I am in the direction of preparing for college now!
So much packing and organizing. I own so much random stuff. Yesterday, when my friends and
I were cruising around town on bikes some people threw trash at us from a truck window. No
clue why. I flipped them off. A ton of dudes in a car. No masks. Figures.

Neowise comet above Heart Mnt.

We had an absolutely stellar view of the comet! I heard it only comes around about every
6 to 7 thousand years! How special!
Getting ready for college is exciting and incredibly nerve wracking all at once. I do not
know what will happen in regard to Covid and its effect on schools opening the entire year. I do
not know what will happen in general, but I will try to take it all in stride. I have a lot of
optimism for the future, and I hope that everything will find its path, including me. I have
realized I do not crave a life of simplicity, but a life of events so be it the good or the bad.

