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On Sept. 27, 2019, I got 
down on one knee with 
thousands of Christmas 
lights decorating Helena’s 
Great Northern Square 
and proposed to my 

girlfriend, Megan. She said yes, and we 
immediately began the busy work of plan-
ning a wedding for the summer of 2020. 

It quickly became apparent that June of 
2020 may have been the worst possible 
time in decades to plan a wedding. 

We were confronted by countless no-
win choices: 

• Do we postpone the wedding? 
• If so, when is it safe to pick a wedding 

date? 
• Do we pay deposits for the venue, the 

caterer, or the photographer? 
• If we move forward, how many guests 

do we have?
• If we choose to limit size, which fami-

ly members do we leave out? 
And, at the heart of all of these ques-

tions: Could we justify the risk of COVID 
for the day that Megan had been dreaming 
about all of her life? 

As the planned day of the wedding 
drew closer, these questions weighed 
more heavily on our minds. As states 
slowly implemented full lockdowns, 
we despaired that perhaps we wouldn’t 
have any kind of a wedding, let alone our 
dream wedding. 

On Wednesday night, March 25, we 
resolved that we were going to get mar-
ried despite all the obstacles. We called 
our immediate family and planned our 
wedding for that Friday night, March 27, 
a mere two days away.

It wasn’t exactly a traditional wedding. 
Megan’s wedding dress hung unworn in 
the closet. Instead, we donned our finest 

Hawaiian print button up shirts, as did our 
families. Dinner was catered by Helena’s 
finest establishment, Bullman’s Pizza. In-
stead of a clergy at the front of the church, 
it was my 18-year-old sister Brianne, 
ordained the day before by the American 
Marriage Ministry. 

Brianne performed the ceremony in the 
living room of my in-law’s home.

On Friday, March 27, with a pandemic 
bringing the world to screeching halt, we 
promised to love each other in sickness 
and in health. 

We got to test that pledge sooner than 
we had hoped.

Our honeymoon was not the beachside 
villa we planned. Instead, we settled for a 
short stay at a cabin near Missoula. 

After the lovely, if short, celebration 
we returned home on Monday where 
we would experience our first trial as a 
married couple.

The lockdown scarcely altered my daily 
routine. I work full-time in the service 
department of a Ford dealership, which 
classified me as an essential worker, 
per the state of Montana. I still attended 
classes (though virtually) and had home-
work every night, as set out to I finish my 
semester. 

Additionally, I had a robust virtual 
social life before the pandemic, playing 
video games and spending time on Dis-
cord with friends across the country. 

Megan, however, was quite the oppo-
site. She is a cosmetologist whose salon 
was closed during the two months of 
lockdown. She lived in a new apartment 
and had always preferred a social life that 
involved time with her closest friends.

Lockdown brought life as she knew it 
to a total halt. 

The differences in our lifestyles led to a 

unique tension for a newlywed couple. 
My wife, lonely by day, looked forward 

to evenings where we could spend time 
together. I, however, often had homework 
that led to a difficult choice between my 
wife and my grades. 

I faced a choice without a correct 
answer – a choice, I admit, I didn’t always 
handle well. 

After finals, it felt like the weight of 
a mountain had been lifted from my 
shoulders. Over the next three months of 
summer vacation, my juggling act became 
the singular focus of getting to know my 
new bride better. The forced lockdown 
turned into long hikes on Mount Helena, 
kayak trips on Canyon Ferry Lake, and 
countless movie nights. 

My wife’s personal favorite pastime 
was recreating our first date; long walks 
through the walking mall eating ice cream 
from the Big Dipper. 

When school started, we now felt more 
prepared for those challenges. The three 
months spent together felt as if we had 
built up a reserve of love and patience that 
helped soften my often-clumsy manage-
ment of time and responsibilities. 

At the end of the shortened Fall semes-
ter, we had a Sunday dinner with my in-
laws who live here in Helena to celebrate. 
The semester was over, and a two-month 
break lay ahead.

Monday morning during breakfast, we 
got a call that would stop anyone’s heart. 

My father-in-law had collapsed at work 
and was being taken by ambulance to the 
hospital. We rushed to St. Pete’s so that 
my wife could be by his bed while he 
rested. 

Later that day, we found that he had 
tested positive for COVID, and severe 
dehydration had caused him to faint. 

Two days later, he returned home. While 
we were thrilled for my father-in-law’s 
healthy return home, our thoughts turned 
towards our own situation. 

Because we had been with my in-laws 
the night before, we were close contacts 
and required to quarantine. 

On Wednesday, the night before 
Thanksgiving, we started feeling ill. 

COVID paid us an unwelcome visit.
Our first Thanksgiving as a married 

couple was spent binge-watching the 
Queen’s Gambit in fever-induced aches, 
severe coughs, with little desire for the 
traditional Thanksgiving feast. 

But during those two weeks, we spent 
our time doing nothing but caring for each 
other. Being locked down together made 
us thankful for each other, and thankful 
for the decision that we made to forgo our 
dream wedding. 

Being married in COVID wasn’t what 
we had planned, but we grew through 
experiences that sometimes take couples 
years to realize and appreciate. 

Perhaps most importantly, it made us 
appreciate our vows even more. 

In sickness and in health.
For better or for worse.
We learned to love and cherish each 

other so that no matter how hard the years 
to come may be, we are happy that they 
will be spent together. 

Josh Mansfield
COVID wedding: Hawaiian shirts and Bullman's pizza

We learned to 
love and cherish 

each other so that 
no matter how 

hard the years to 
come may be, we 

are happy that 
they will be spent 

together

Josh Mansfield, senior, 
International Relations, 

Pocatello, Idaho

Photo courtesy of Josh Mansfield 
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COVID-19 is like racism. 
No one pays attention to 
it unless it directly affects 
them, and by that time, it's 
too late. 

Last year in March, the 
whole world pushed the pause button 
because of the virus. However, one unex-
pected benefit of slowing down was the 
chance for conversations.

For example, I’ve always been able to 
have some honest conversations about 
race and police brutality against black 
people, but there was no real pressure for 
people to actually listen. The outbreak of 
COVID caused everyone all over America 
to stay indoors on a stay-at-home order, 
which forced everyone to pay more atten-
tion to the media and the news.  

George Floyd’s death was broadcast on 
all platforms leaving no room for anyone 
to turn a blind eye. This horrific murder 
ensured that everyone of all races would 
finally see what Black people have been 
talking about - and they could no longer 
ignore what was happening. 

Racism is not new. However, COVID 
put a spotlight on it. 

The way George Floyd, Brianna Taylor 
and countless others were murdered is 
an unwelcome sequel to news we’ve 
read before. But for the first time in my 
lifetime, the cries and pleas for justice by 
my people were not dismissed. Without 
the lockdown, this increased awareness 
might have been avoided and sidestepped, 
yet again.

During this time, speaking out against 
police brutality and inequality became 
acceptable for people of all backgrounds, 
especially athletes. People were empathiz-
ing with George Floyd’s family members. 

People cared.
As I look back on these events, I realize 

that COVID was what this country need-
ed. That pause not only created space for 
needed dialogue, but also pushed people 
into action. 

America’s delayed response to the pan-
demic was not unlike our slow response 
to racism. People didn’t start advocating 
for masks and fighting the virus until they 
were personally affected. Only after fam-
ily members started to become infected 
and people began to lose loved ones, did 
resistance go down and masks go on.

This is not how it should be. People 
should not have to experience pain to 
empathize with others and advocate for 
better. 

These conversations were forced in 
our classrooms, huddles, locker rooms, 
households and anywhere that people 
were gathered. My basketball coach Kurt, 
Paulson addressed COVID and racism 
with the team. 

“I know there’s a lot going on in the 
world right now, but we have to be there 
for one another more than ever before,” 
Kurt said. “I know there’s a lot on your 
plate racially and health wise. So, if 
you guys notice anything wrong or any 
wrongdoings, let me know and I will get 
it handled. We want everyone to feel safe 

here at Carroll and more importantly we 
want our team to feel like a family.” 

By no means am I perfect. If you asked 
me about the pandemic when it all started, 
I would have said ignorantly: “I shouldn’t 
have to worry because I’m an athlete 
and I’m young. It only kills old people, 
right?” 

Then I caught COVID.
I think back to Sunday, Aug. 23, 2020. I 

was sitting on my bed in California, shak-
ing in agony, tasteless - while crying to 
my parents in fear of what might happen. 
It all happened so fast. 

I arrived to Helena On Sunday, Aug. 
16th, I was asked to quarantine on the 
20th then I was in the car with my father 
headed right back home arriving on the 
23rd. 

Yes, my dad drove 17 hours to Helena, 
from Palmdale CA, to pick me up and 
then drove another 17 hours back. He and 
my family were aware that they would 
have to quarantine with me as well, but 
they did not care. 

It was my sister, father and mother who 
took care of me during one of the scariest 
times in my life. 

Being bedridden for a month gave me 
time to reflect. My recovery did not start 
until after two weeks of misery. Each day 
I would drink tea with cinnamon, turmer-
ic, raw honey and ginger root. I couldn’t 
taste or smell but, somehow, I still knew it 
wasn’t very good. 

There was a clear bedsheet up hung at 
the end of my hallway blocking off the 

rest of the house, but allowing me access 
to the restroom. Switching off, my sister 
or one of my parents would feed me by 
sliding by a tray of food under the sheet, 
while wearing masks and gloves. 

We had just moved to Palmdale, Cali-
fornia, into a nice house and right away 
began to remodel a couple rooms in the 
house manually. The liveliness of the 
house during this time is what kept my 
spirits from being too low. They took care 
of me while working on the house and 
every so often I would call out to them 
and they would sit on the other side of the 
sheet to keep me company. 

I specifically remember talking to my 
parents about how I was scared for them 
to catch this virus. I began to cry and say, 
“I’m happy that I got it and not you guys, 
because I don’t want to imagine anything 
happening to you guys.” 

This year has significantly changed me. 
I have decided that I will change my 

ways of thinking about life. 
I will not make myself the center of 

attention.
I will think more about how my actions 

would affect others. 
I will do whatever I can do to protect 

those around me. 
Willful ignorance causes unnecessary 

grief, pain, and anger. 
I know that firsthand now.

Covid-19 student columns 

Dennis Flowers
Quarantine blessing: Woke talks about race

Racism is not 
new...
COVID 
put a 

spotlight 
on it

Dennis Flowers, sophomore
communication, 

Woodland Hills, California

Photo by Madi McMahon
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Blair Stapleton
Without hugs and back pats, soccer spirit sags 

Hugs, back 
slaps and 
friendly 

bumps lift 
a team in 

intangible 
ways.

Something about a socially 
distanced team huddle is just 
disheartening.

Nelson Stadium blasts cel-
ebration music, as screaming 
fans compete with the boom-

ing speakers. The sun is gleaming and 
the grass is green. I run to my teammates 
and embrace in a lively group hug at half 
field. We’re up 1-0 against our rivals. 

But suddenly the music stops and the 
crowd disappears. 

It’s snowing and minus 10. And there’s 
no group hug; only air-fives. I look 
around at an empty stadium, and reality 
sets in. 

It’s not soccer season. It’s COVID-19 
season.

And it has been for more than a year.
A sports season during a pandemic 

creates distance within a team— physical 
and emotional. What once was an unshak-
able team bond is now a lingering 6-foot 
barrier.

Physical closeness matters in sports. 
Hugs, back slaps and friendly bumps 
build a team in intangible ways. We grow 
closer when we can touch.

Giving up team chemistry is the price 
we pay for safety. 

How has socially-distant soccer weak-
ened the team connection?

Where should I start?
I can no longer tell if a teammate is 

upset by the look on her face, because it’s 
hidden behind a Carroll College Soccer 
gaiter.

I can no longer bond with my team-
mates on weekends, because that creates 
too many close contacts.

I can no longer borrow a teammate’s 
water bottle, because it’s considered 
unsafe.

Being a team isn’t a big deal; it’s a 
million little deals.

Little things like telling each other “It’s 
OK” after missing a wide-open shot.

Little things like offering a hand to the 
player on the ground.

I didn’t appreciate the small moments 
in life nearly enough until COVID-19 
came.

I have hope that things will one day re-
turn to normal. And when that day comes, 
my goal is to never take the little things 
for granted again.

Because life isn’t a big deal; it’s a mil-
lion little deals.

Blair Stapleton, sophomore,  
communication and public relations, 

Billings

Photo by Floating Leaf Studios
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Megan Michelotti 
Wellness Center greets worried students with warmth 

When I ask 
how someone 

is doing, 
I don’t 
want a 

masked 
answer

It’s nerve-racking. It’s strange. 
It’s nerve-rackingly strange and 
strangely nerve-racking. Per-
haps it’s preferable to have a 
nurse administer the up-the-nose, 
brain-prodding COVID-19 tests 

instead. 
I’m sure most people in the room would 

agree on that. There’s a whiff of dehu-
manization and an air of embarrassment 
as people spit into a small tube in front 
of strangers. But are they really strangers 
anymore now that they’ve both passed 
the initiation of asymptomatic COVID-19 
testing together? 

Their spit tubes are in the same box, be-
ing shipped off to the same testing center. 
They share the same hope of negative, not 
positive, news. The spitters are practically 
bonded family at this point, at least until 
they leave the Carroll College Wellness 
Center and go about their socially dis-
tanced lives.

I work at the Wellness Center alongside 
the nurse, the counselors, and the office 
manager. They’re the type of women who 
bring you cupcakes on your birthday, even 
though you never told them when it was. 
Alongside being sweet, they’re strong too, 
especially given the added pressures of a 
pandemic. 

For the first few months this semester, 
I was extra cautious about my contacts, 

because if I tested positive, then the Well-
ness Center staff become my contacts, and 
the center closes for days. 

Fortunately, all of the staff have been 
vaccinated now. I am a young, healthy 
student, so I’m not eligible for vaccina-
tion yet. 

When someone walks into the Well-
ness Center for an appointment, we smile 
behind our masks, trying to be as invit-
ing as a 6-foot separation allows. When 
someone comes for a counseling appoint-
ment, we’ve installed a new wall-mounted 
thermometer so there’s as little contact as 
possible. They can also Zoom into their 
counseling appointments.

The office phone rings more than it 
doesn’t, usually with someone wanting 
to schedule a counseling appointment 
or questioning what to do next because 
they’re COVID-19 positive or a close 
contact.

The motherly voice of Lindy, the office 
manager, usually answers. She can talk 
any student, staff, or faculty member back 
from a ledge of panic as if she’s giving 
them a hug through the phone.

Other times, when Lindy is busy, a 
caller may get me. I try to be as soothing 
and helpful as possible, but I know there 
are times where I fall short because I’m 
also just a worried student. 

The fear the caller feels is sadly all 

too familiar. Once the call is over, they 
have to prepare to lose days of their lives 
staring at a white wall in quarantine or 
isolation. They become a digital phantom, 
only spotted through Zoom or by friends 
who sit outside their window to support 
them.

The most ironic phrase of the pandemic 
is “social distancing” because, for me, 
the greeter, that’s not the case at all. I see 
fellow students, faculty, and staff who I 
haven’t seen in months or years because 
they need an asymptomatic test. 

It is an odd setting for catching up, 
but the dialogue is genuine because this 
pandemic has changed the nature of small 
talk. Talk is by no means small anymore.

When I ask how someone is doing, I 
don’t want a masked answer.

I don’t want to hear a “fine” because 
nothing is that simple anymore. A “fine” 
can camouflage “I’m not doing very well” 
or “I could use some help.” 

An “I’m fine” is a criminal act when it 
comes to the law of human empathy. 

Let me practice what I’m preaching. 
There are days I’m fine. There are days 

I’m not fine.
My mom was born with one kidney that 

is functioning around 20%, so she is high 
risk for COVID-19. My family’s Holly 
Jolly Christmas took place around a fire 
outside, bundled up in coats, hats, mittens, 

with masks on. 
My grandparents are the first people I 

go to for everything, but I didn’t want to 
visit them for months. Isn’t it ironic how I 
love them too much to be near them? 

This past year turned us all into Atlas, 
but the world that’s weighing on us needs 
more than one pair of shoulders. 

 Next time someone spots me behind 
the counter of the Wellness Center and I 
ask how they’re doing, I hope they don’t 
just tell me something surface level, like 
how classes are going. 

Tell me about how your family is doing, 
how you miss your dog Enzo, how you’ve 
been moved by a piece of Maya Ange-
lou’s poetry.

I’d even listen and nod if you read me 
“Still I Rise”!

I will be grateful for that vulnerable 
honesty because I see, I understand - and 
I care. 

Megan Michelotti,  junior,
communication and public relations,  

Butte.

Photo by Madi McMahon
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Morris Richardson
Sleepy small town felt safe...until it wasn't

the troubling 
truth sank 
in: If Simla 

wasn’t safe, 
nowhere was 

safeI live in Simla, Colorado, a small 
ranching town with fewer than 700 
people. 

When the threat of COVID 
loomed over the world like a storm 
cloud, I did not worry. 

When Carroll College gave students the 
option to go home in March 2020, I did 
not worry. 

When the Walmart where I worked re-
quired the employees to wear masks over 
the Summer, I was not worried. 

After I tested negative for COVID 
and my parents drove me back home for 
Christmas break, I was not worried.

Then, just before the new year, my 
mom showed me a story from The New 
York Times with a headline that made 
my jaw drop: “Small Colorado Town Felt 
Insulated from the Pandemic. Then Came 
the Coronavirus Variant.”

The second variant of COVID had been 
discovered in the Good Samaritan Soci-
ety, the retirement home for the elderly 
where I used to volunteer.

At that moment, the troubling truth 
sank in: If Simla wasn’t safe, nowhere 
was safe.

Throughout the summer of COVID-19, 
my life had remained largely unaffect-
ed, but I was constantly reminded of 
COVID’s existence.

I was reminded of COVID as I shopped 
for people ordering groceries online be-
cause they did not want to step foot in the 
Walmart where I worked.

I was reminded of COVID as I pushed 
a cartful of groceries, seeing the masked 
faces of the few customers who braved 
the store.

I was reminded when an elderly woman 
asked me where to find produce. When I 
tried to get closer to show her the location 
on my device, she reached out her hand, 
reminding me to stay an arm’s length 
away.

These small moments at work remind-
ed me of COVID’s existence. But in my 
mind, the virus was still a distant threat 
that “other” people had to deal with.

COVID had not breached the security 
of my neighborhood – and never would, I 
reckoned.

I felt like a distant bystander to the 
crisis throughout the school year. Taking 
remote classes and wearing a mask in my 
only in-person class were precautions 
taken to avoid the threat of COVID. But 
the threat seemed hypothetical to me – the 
virus still did not feel like an imminent 
danger.

Over winter break, December 2020, I 
returned home, back to Simla. I quickly 
entered a routine of sleeping in, checking 

cows with my Dad, and helping build 
windbreaks to prepare for the winter.

No matter how hectic and out-of-con-
trol the world appeared in the headlines, I 
thought I could always count on Simla to 
be refreshingly mundane. 

I was wrong.
I learned that all 26 of the residents - 

and 20 of the 24 employees - at a local 
nursing home had tested positive for 
COVID. They lived in the very same 
building where I taught a couple of the 
residents how to play chess – and that 
building was now being secured by the 
National Guard.

My parents and grandparents received 
calls from family asking if they were 
alright. My uncle from Scotland morbidly 
joked that it was a good thing he did not 
come home for Christmas, or otherwise, 
they would have blamed the Scot.

What was even more stunning to me 
was how quickly the town pretended 
everything was back to normal. Once the 
Big Sandy Schools got permission from 
the state, my two little sisters headed back 
to school, as if everything had returned to 
normal.

I was still able to walk into the town’s 
only grocery store and see people not 
wearing masks. I figured people would 
rather pretend the virus did not exist 

than fear it and deal with it. Despite the 
cavalier attitude of a few of my neighbors, 
I knew that the threat of the virus must be 
taken seriously.

I stayed at home for the rest of winter 
break, declining offers from some of my 
high school friends to meet in person and 
reconnect. I made sure to always wear a 
mask and I double-checked that I had a 
couple bottles of hand sanitizer in my car.

On Jan. 19, my family drove me back 
to Carroll College. I was dropped off in 
the Trinity parking lot. I returned to my 
dorm room on the second floor.

I started the second semester of my 
Junior year more conscientious and more 
cautious. I gave the virus the fear and the 
respect that I now knew it deserved.

I encourage my friends and neighbors 
to do the same.

Morris Richardson,  junior, 
English writing, business minor, 

Simla, Colorado

Photo by Madi McMahon



7Thursday, April 29, 2021 Covid-19 student columns 

Mckell Walden 
Post-COVID blues: shunned by friends

I received a 
side hug 

and 6-feet of 
separation from 
the one person 
I wanted to be 
around most.When I found out I 

tested positive, I 
was worried about 
how sick I would 
get. I had heard 
from others about 

shortness of breath, fatigue, headaches, 
body aches. 

So, I was ready for those symptoms.
But there was one symptom no one 

mentioned. One that turned out to be more 
disturbing than any other the others.

No one warned me that my loved ones 
might shun me during my contaminated 
days. And no one warned me that they 
would continue to keep their distance 
after I recovered.

I caught COVID-19. I am healthy 
again. But being socially distanced from 
all my friends still weighs on me.

Let’s go back to Christmas vacation, 
2020 – our long Carroll break after our 
frantic compressed semester.

I was living at home and working as 
a cocktail waitress at a bar, Pengilly’s 
Saloon, in Boise, Idaho, so the chance of 
getting the virus from random drunk peo-
ple was pretty high. Pengilly’s required 
masks while walking around the bar, but 
customers were maskless while sitting 
at the tables. I was exposed to maskless 
customers because I would receive orders 
from them at their tables. 

I made it to Christmas safely and as 
January arrived, I began to think I might 
get lucky.

But shortly before I was to return to 
school, I got the bug.

My mom and I got tested Jan. 11, a 
week before Carroll resumed classes. She 
came back negative and I came back pos-
itive. I got retested that Jan. 13 to make 

sure I did not receive a false positive. 
Sure enough, I was actually positive with 
COVID while having no symptoms.

And so, quarantine began at home. I 
was the first person in my family to test 
positive.

Before the results, I had been watching 
TV and enjoying dinners with my family. 

But abruptly, upon receiving a posi-
tive test result, I was forced to eat alone, 
isolated in my basement bedroom at home 
for 10 days, even with no symptoms. I 
wore a mask whenever I went upstairs to 
get food, which I would take back down-
stairs to consume, alone.

I understood the isolation. I was conta-
gious and didn’t want to infect the ones I 
loved.

But I was shocked at what happened 
next, after my quarantine ended.

I was healthy again, but my family con-
tinued backing away from me, physically 
and emotionally.

I was anxious to get back to school and 
see my friends. I missed them. I wanted to 
be with them again.

Having put COVID behind me, I fig-
ured school would be the place where life 
would return to normal – the place where 
people would come toward me, not back 
away.

I headed back to school a week late 
after I completed my 10 days of isolation 
with no new symptoms. All I could think 
about was getting back to campus. I was 
not contagious, so I figured life would be 
good on campus.

Not so. The shunning continued.
Just like my family, the people who 

were closest to me would unintention-
ally eschew me. They did so out of fear, 
of course, even though I had finished 

isolation.
I left Boise at 7 a.m. on Jan. 23 and 

parked the car in the Saint Charles park-
ing lot by 2 p.m. I had turned an 8-hour 
drive, into a 7-hour drive, including stop-
ping for gas, food and bathroom breaks. 

I really wanted to get back to school.
My greeting on arrival?
I received a side hug and 6 feet of sepa-

ration from the one person I wanted to be 
around most. 

That initial cold, careful-not-to-touch 
her welcome made me realize that my 
close friends would keep their distance for 
the first couple of days out of their fear of 
catching the virus. 

I can’t say I blamed them. 
I understood the fears. I understood the 

concern. I understood the reasons; howev-
er, it did not change how the neglect made 
me feel. 

I felt alone and unloved.
On my first night on campus, every-

one wore masks and sat on the opposite 
side of the room from me. We played 
board games, but I was in the corner by 
myself, with my own stack of “What Do 
You Meme?” cards – because my friends 
worried that whatever I touched might be 
infected. 

The caution was justified, but I still felt 
like my friends did not trust me when I 
said I was safe and not contagious. 

Loneliness, anxiety, and despair formed 
because there was nothing I could do to 
make them feel safe around me. 

Time was the only answer.
A couple of weeks passed. No symp-

toms in me. None in them. 
When I could finally ride in a car with 

my friends without masks, that’s when I 
knew things were back to normal.

Finally, I was welcomed back into the 
club. 

We went out to dinner, downhill skiing, 
cross-country skiing, ice fishing. We 
played more card games without masks or 
hesitation. 

I learned an important lesson from all 
this. 

We not only need to stay safe from the 
virus, but we also need to stay close to 
our friends after they are infected. I don’t 
mean getting too close or giving hugs. 
I mean staying emotionally close and 
checking up on them.

A few of my friends have tested posi-
tive. Their reward? Isolation, of course

I have reached out to them to make sure 
they feel supported while in isolation. 

I dropped off food from Bullman’s 
Pizza, Steve’s Café, and Taco Del Sol to 
make sure they were eating something. 

We talked on FaceTime and played 
GamePigeon on iPhone Messages.

And when they returned, I welcomed 
them back with a smile and friendship.

We played our favorite board games, 
went for drives catching up while listen-
ing to music and went out to dinner.

We all need to do that. 

Mckell Walden, sophomore, business 
major, computer science and 

accounting minor, Boise, Idaho

Photo by Blair Stapleton
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Madi McMahon
A team manager who couldn't sit on the bench 

My family was 
concerned I 

was going to 
evaporate after I 
lost 25 pounds – 

and I was already 
smallThe year 2020 was the year 

we had to write our calendar 
entirely in pencil because we 
never knew when dates and 
life would need an eraser, to 
do some adjusting.

During the COVID-19 pandemic, I've 
observed and experienced chaos and 
uncertainty like never before. 

Rewind to February of last year. 
Life was normal. Students were visibly 
smiling. Hands weren't yet cracked from 
obsessive washing - and “Social Distanc-
ing” was only an oxymoron.  

The months to come were nothing short 
of disorienting. 

A new virus had traveled to America 
and was an immediate threat to the health 
and safety of all. Not only had the virus 
found us, but it was also novel; never 
before seen or studied. The fear that 
surged as a result of this news left grocery 
store shelves empty and restaurant tables 
vacant. 

Our country and our college both tried 
to adjust to the new normal. 

As a college student, I found 
COVID-19 learning to be very challeng-
ing. I had started the year attending all my 
classes in person and I didn’t even own a 
mask. The only mask I’d ever worn was 
for Halloween.

But in the blink of an eye, all the lux-
uries of normal life vanished. In March, 
I soon learned that all my courses would 
be online. Talk of a government-mandat-
ed lockdown whispered through-out my 
community. 

In total, I spent more than a month of 
my life in quarantine or isolation through-
out the pandemic. 

I remembered my excitement when 
I came to college. I remembered my 
excitement after hearing parents, siblings 
and cousins reminisce about their college 
days.

 “Best days of my life” lay ahead. Yeah, 
right.

Being cut off from the outside world, 
and confined to the walls of my two-bed-
room on-campus apartment for 30 days 
felt more like I was finalist in a season of 
“Survivor.”

While I was adjusting to online classes, 
masked faces, and constant paranoia, 
I was also missing out on my college 
dream.

Most memorable time of my life? May-
be. Best? Hardly. 

I was not able to go to summer con-
certs. I was not able to celebrate July 4th 
with my entire family at the lake. 

Summer was not a time doing fun stuff, 
but a time of not doing anything.

When the Fall semester started, the 
COVID-19 virus hit close to home. I, 
along with my three roommates, contract-
ed the virus. 

Suddenly, isolation had a whole new 
meaning

I was not  able to buy my groceries.
I was not able to see my family.
I was not able to attend basketball prac-

tice, even though I’m the manager.
I was not even able to leave my room. 
I was sick, I was exhausted and I was 

drained.
Then, the thing that always seems to 

happen, happened: Life went on.
I adapted.
I attended my Zoom classes, I Face-

Timed with family and friends and I took 
more time to nap than at any time in my 
entire life. 

Though this pandemic has brought 
challenges and catastrophe beyond what 
is imaginable, I, along with many others, 
found new ways to bring slivers of joy 
into these dark times. 

I tried new hobbies like painting, jour-
naling, and hiking. I picked up new skills 
that required a lot less movement such as 
cooking and meditation. 

Although I took advantage of the op-
portunities to do things that increased my 
mental health, I was struck harshly by the 
prolonged physical effects of COVID.

While my friends just experienced a 
bad cold, my family was concerned I was 
going to evaporate after I lost 25 pounds 
in less than a month - and I was already 
small.

For several weeks I recall waking up at 
night shivering, while drenched in sweat.

At the time I couldn’t have walked up 
the steps of St. Charles without having to 
stop to catch my breath. 

Being physically exhausted and missing 
a ton of classes wasn’t exactly a recipe for 
scholar-ly success. 

I saw my grades slipping at an alarming 
rate. 

And there was a new challenge at hand: 
recovery. 

Professors didn’t just watch me fall. 
They extended a hand with grace and 
understanding. With the help of others, we 
all pulled Madi up by my bootstraps.

I did the best I could and finished.
This pandemic has demonstrated our re-

silience as humans, as well as our ability 
to be flexi-ble and imaginative in the face 
of adversity.

Though this year has been difficult for 
everyone. My COVID-19 year was differ-
ent than most. 

What are the lessons I've learned as a 
part of completing this journey? 

First and foremost, I am grateful for 
each day, and I try not to take any rela-
tionship or meaningful time for granted, 
especially with my family and friends. 

Some lessons were easy: like how to 
properly sanitize everything. 

Others lessons were harder, like manag-
ing my fears.

But I always came out the other side.
 I can’t believe I’m saying this but, over-

all, COVID-19 wasn’t so bad after all.

Madi McMahon,  junior ,
communication, Helena

Photo by Madi McMahon
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Julia Gill
Watching from her window, longing to rejoin the world

Little things 
are bigger to 
me now. I’m 

happy to sit in 
uncomfortable 

desks again, 
to eat STAC 

burgers again.

I feel as though I am watching the 
world through a window, desperate 
to take part, but unable. 

I often find myself reminiscing 
and reflecting on my life and who 
I was a year ago. I wish I could go 

back to Fall 2019 when I was starting my 
freshman year, still optimistic and excited 
for all the adventures to come. I would 
love to better appreciate those moments 
before they were gone. Spend more time 
with my friends, study in the fishbowl, 
or even climb the dreaded stairs to fourth 
floor St. Charles. 

I would give just about anything to 
sit in the campus center studying, to see 
people’s smiles and hear the laughter all 
around campus again.

In the last year, my entire life has been 
flipped on its head. 

I have always been the outgoing, 
restless type. I crave adventure and need 
companionship, but now that is different 
and harder. Companionship is seldom sit-
ting across from one another these days. 
Instead, our smiles are filtered through a 
screen or hidden behind a mask, 6-feet 
apart, of course.  

At first, all the changes that accompa-
nied the pandemic were hard. I had to 
abruptly transition from being surrounded 
by friends and laughter to spending all my 
time with only the company of my own 
thoughts. In a matter of a few unnerving 
days, I shifted from spending my days in 
the busy atmosphere of Guadalupe Hall to 
the silence of my childhood bedroom. 

Slowly but surely, I began to adapt to 
the strange new world we inhabit. Spend-
ing my days at home became enjoyable, 
even. I actually didn’t miss shopping, eat-
ing out, or going places. I became more 
aware of myself, less dependent on others 
– I realized, maybe for the first time, that 
I didn’t need to be “doing something” to 
feel fulfilled.

For the first time I truly began to enjoy 
my own company. 

I let go of my anger and frustration and 
realized, maybe my life really was not all 
that different from before. 

Sure, I did not get to see my friends 
every day. Sure, all the plans I had for the 

rest of my semester and for the summer 
were no longer certain. 

But really, I still had friends. I was still 
able to attend school. Most importantly I 
was healthy. 

We all had to adjust, but eventually life 
was easier.

That was how I felt heading home to 
Seattle for Christmas break 2020 – hope-
ful, adapting. 

Unfortunately, a new challenge awaited 
me at home.

I arrived home looking forward to 
Thanksgiving and Christmas with my 
family. I was so excited to see family 
and catch up with my loved ones I had 
not seen in months. I was happy not to 
be on Zoom all the time or studying for 
yet another test in organic chemistry. I 
was away from the dorms, and seemingly 
constant COVID outbreaks. I was home 
where I thought I’d be safer.

Boy, I got that wrong.
We have eight people in the family. 

COVID swept through our house like a 
fire through dry wood. 

Dec. 21: Thomas, 15, was the first to 
test positive.

Dec. 23: Suzanna, 18, Jacob, 9, and 
Zachary, 12, all tested positive. 

Dec. 29: My dad, 50, tested positive.
Dec. 30: My mom, 51, and Mariah, 24, 

tested positive.
Three follow-up tests later, I was still 

the only one negative. 
That’s good, right? No, it was not. 
 I began quarantine with my family on 

Dec. 21. I did not walk out my front door, 
except for testing, until Jan. 14.

With a family as large as ours there was 
no way to stay apart or contain the virus. 
We were all expecting to get it sooner or 
later. As weeks passed, most of my family 
had already gotten it and were free to 
leave. 

Except for me. 
As time went on, I was slowly isolat-

ed from the rest of the family. The risk 
of contracting COVID and not being 
able to return to campus for the spring 
semester was too high. Even though our 
small house was too small to effectively 
isolate, making it the perfect breeding 

ground for infection, I never did test 
positive.

 For the first time in 20 years, we did 
not get to spend Christmas with my 
grandma and oldest sister. The cheerful 
feeling that comes with Christmas morn-
ing was replaced by a tinge of sadness 
and anger at the current circumstances. 

Every plan I had made over Christmas 
break to see friends and family had been 
cancelled.

On Jan. 16, I boarded my flight back to 
Helena.

Arriving back on campus was like 
drawing in a breath of fresh air. A breath 
of freedom. After weeks of going no-
where and seeing no one, I could not wait 
to reenter the world. 

Unfortunately, that did not last long. 
Just three days into classes, on Jan. 22, 

one of my roommates received a positive 
test. Within an hour we were all quaran-
tined again. 

My positive roommate was moved out. 
My second roommate and I could remain 
in our room in Trinity. We were left with 
nothing more than strict instructions not 
to leave our room or open our door for 
anyone, and to stay away from each other 
as much as possible. It felt like we were 
being punished, put into timeout due to no 
fault of our own. 

The first few days were alright, only 
slightly frustrating. I had time to focus 
on school and to get things I had been 
putting off done. I even cleaned!

But then I began to get restless. 
I remember looking out the window in 

our living room, seeing students laughing 
as they walked with their friends towards 
Simperman Hall to class. Seeing people 
getting in their cars and driving off cam-
pus. Seeing people doing all the things I 
wished I could be doing right then. 

In that moment I was so jealous – jeal-
ous that they were allowed to live their 
lives. Jealous that they could breathe real 
Montana air. Jealous that they would be 
able to develop relationships with their 
professors and go to class in person. 

I was jealous that I could not be a part 
of that boring ordinary, yet wonderful 
world. 

That anger I had spent so long dissolv-
ing returned in a heartbeat.

However, after the anger came reflec-
tion. I began to realize and appreciate all 
the efforts being made so that we could 
be here on campus and have the opportu-
nity to sit in our classes and eat with our 
friends in the STAC. I started to under-
stand the small sacrifice of wearing a 
mask and standing 6-feet apart. I began to 
cope with what was lost and the strange-
ness of our new world. 

Because truly, I am one of the lucky 
ones. I get to be here at school when so 
many people do not.

While it would be nice to go back to 
simpler days, without COVID looming 
over our heads, no one knows for certain 
when, or if, that will happen. 

But for now, I am choosing to em-
brace every moment before its gone. I 
am choosing not to take my blessings for 
granted.

In the grand scheme of things, wearing 
a mask or standing a little farther apart 
from my friends will not hurt me.

I will do just about anything if it means 
I can continue to see my best friends 
every day and remain on this campus that 
has become home to me. 

So, what have I learned from all this?
Well, I have learned we should never 

take mundane moments for granted. Like 
sitting in the CUBE with my friends 
studying. Late night trips to get sushi. 
Sunny days spent playing tennis.

Little things are bigger to me now. I’m 
happy to sit in uncomfortable desks again, 
to eat STAC burgers again. Even my 
morning classes are a little more bearable. 

A few months ago, I was wistfully 
looking out a window, watching my world 
pass by.

For now, I finally feel as though I am 
taking part again. 

Julia Gill,  junior, biochemistry,
Bremerton, Washington

Photo courtesy Julia Gill
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Emily Murgel

Type A students love control. Not possible this year.

We had a year 
full of sunshine 
above me, yet 
it was one of 
the darkest 

years I’ve ever 
experienced 

inside me

RIP 2020, the worst year ever to be a type A 
extrovert. 

I started out sitting in the front row of the 
classroom and ended by barely wanting to turn 
my camera on. Participating in discussions used 
to be so easy, now it is a battle to see who can 

turn their microphone on first. 
When I log off after class, there is nothing I want to do more 

than throw away all technology. But, of course, I am forced 
to pick my phone back up because there is no other way to 
remain social.

 I traded socializing for social distancing and social media. 
“It’s scary to think about how much control we used to have 

before COVID-19,” said Olivia Wright, junior nursing major 
from Riverton, Wyoming. “It’s weird to look back and appre-
ciate things as simple as being able to see my grandparents 
without having to worry.” 

I have never been one to turn down friends. 
But now we’re caught in a no-win dilemma. 
If we spend too much time with friends, we risk a positive 

test. If we don’t hang out, we worry we have strayed so far 
from the group that we may never be welcomed back.   

Every day I feel obligated to pick my phone up more and 
more, because it’s now my lifeline to both friends and profes-
sors. 

Academically, this school year has been my best year yet. 
But I feel that this was also the school year where I performed 
my worst. There were many times where I felt the grade I had 
received was better than what I thought I deserved. 

I was in disbelief that I had overcome the challenges that 
virtual learning presented. I worked twice as hard at focusing 
and paying attention to lectures, and learned to be comfortable 
with rapid change. 

We have to fight the temptation not to check our phones, nor 
to open a new tab on our laptop. 

I constantly poured myself into my work and forgot to look 
up from the computer screen. The elimination of breaks may 
have been designed to keep us healthy and safe, but the relent-
less pace was actually partly responsible for our ever-deterio-
rating mental health.

I was forced to go to war with myself too many times. I had 
to battle to find balance between the need to excel in school, 
and the need to find time for myself. 

Every decision to study or to go see a friend had to be justi-
fied with sufficient reasoning.  

Never has there been a time in my life where I felt guilty for 
hanging out with a friend, until the year 2020. My extroverted 
tendencies were traded for guilt and shame whenever I left my 
“bubble.” 

I was not simply responsible for my own health and happi-
ness, but also for the health and happiness of those closest to 
me.

Living on the edge used to mean doing something radical or 
dangerous. Now it means going out to eat at the Windbag, with 
more than two people. 

Navigating a pandemic with a Type A personality turned into 
one of the most difficult challenges I have ever faced.

We hope, of course, that this year was a once 
in a lifetime experience. One and done, right?

This nightmare of a year gave us the chance 
to learn more about ourselves, including what 
we were willing to do - or not willing to do - to 
protect others.

The year 2020 taught me to check up on 
my Type A extroverted friends. The pandemic 
taught us that we day-planner types are vul-
nerable when schedules change daily, classes 
go virtual without notice and friends disappear 
into quarantine - without saying goodbye.

We Type A people like to keep control of our 
world. 

We couldn’t this past year. 
We can only hold so tight onto the reins 

before they snap. A calendar can tell us what 
we are accountable for, but it can’t really hold 
us accountable.

COVID just laughed at my efforts to attempt 
to control what little I could. I watched the 
senior communication students try to wrap their 
heads around exit exams and maintain the rest 
of their course work. I was stressed for them. 

The unpleasant truth was now clear to me: 
I realized that this year could not be scheduled. We sat on the 
edge of our seats, expecting changes and fear to appear. 

Few opportunities offered a beacon of light. 
We had a year full of sunshine above me, yet it was one of 

the darkest years I’ve ever experienced inside me. 
And I am plagued by this looming fear that the year 2021 

will command we do it all over again. 

Emily Murgell,  junior, communication and 
public relations, Westminster, Colorado

Photo by Patrick Hewes
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Hope Angelica Emmanuel Grey
The dark realities of a tough year

I hope this column finds you well during these trying times.
I worked 36 hours a week outside of school this year. 

Jaded by and afraid of financial instability, I wanted to 
cushion my future. I wanted to pay for food, taxes, trans-
portation and school while accomplishing my traveling 
and investing goals. 

But focusing on surviving left little time for the rest of my 
life. I desired to rebuild my relationship with a significant friend, 
make a meal before dark, attend counseling and ski before the 
season ended.

I have always struggled to balance my busy life.
Then COVID-19 arrived. Now, I’m wilting.
The toll of my pandemic isolation caused my anxiety and de-

pression to spike. Uprooted, I haven't seen my father - who lives 
in Saskatchewan, Canada - since December.

As the oldest of four children, I have always 
been a third parent, even before my parents 
divorced. I haven't seen my siblings - who live 
in Florida - since August. 

I will see Penelope, Christian and Gareth 
again, when it’s “dad’s turn” in the custody 
rotation. 

I will willingly take on the role of family 
organizer and partial provider once again, and I 
need to prepare for that.

I am a financially independent woman trying 
to have it all.

When American students first heard of 
COVID-19, we felt relieved to earn a few weeks 
off. When those weeks off became online class-
es, we adjusted nervously to camera connection.

Our break mutated to outbreaks, lockdowns 
and psychological breakdowns. 

While hundreds of influencers and billionaires 
continued to party, travel and increase income, 
many working-class people, especially work-
ing-class students, asphyxiated.

School is not my top priority. 
When people ask me how I am doing, I feel like BoJack 

Horseman. I chirp: “I’m alright” when there are parts of me that 
are left - left behind, left in a forgotten place, living only in the 
smile lines of my lover’s face.

Like BoJack Horseman, what I want to say when people ask 
how I am is: “I’m doing shitty. But, I can’t say I’m doing shitty 
because I don’t even have a good reason to be doing shitty.”

Because I connect through trauma-bonding, I feel isolated at 
Carroll College. This campus feels like a haven for trust-fund 
babies and designer-obsessed non-player characters (NPCs). 

But, I’m not alone.
Most students are overloaded and out of balance. According 

to the National Center for Education Statistics, in 2018, 24% of 
undergraduates were employed 20 to 34 hours per week and 47% 
were employed 35 hours or more per week.

As I scurry into Tres Habaneros, I confront a line of hungry, 
time-strained students. One employee is doing her best to serve 
them. Flustered, overwhelmed and underappreciated, she strug-
gles while we sort into two lines: one for the burritos and tacos 
- another for pre-packaged products.

As I manage at Albertsons, I watch corporate cut our staff's 
hours, leaving me and my coworkers to struggle with a stunning 
amount of Karens, flirts, shoplifters and meth users.

At the beginning of the pandemic, shoppers would thank us for 
"risking our lives" and then spend approximately $300 - half of a 
December 2020 stimulus check - on items.

No one offers us phony thanks any more.
This taxing semester influenced friends and faculty to leave 

Carroll College. Camera connection and self-medication failed 
to compensate for our human connection withdrawals. I am 
terrified of losing a loved one before I’ve seen them again. When 
my brother tried to commit suicide in March, my fears were fully 
realized.

If Carroll College thinks a two-day spring break was enough, 
then the least they could do is offer burnt-out students a better 
GPA. 

Let us drop our lowest grade again. 
Both students and professors are overworked and overstressed 

during this time, but we are asked to keep performing and pro-
ducing as if life was on the verge of becoming normal again.

It’s been a year.
We need to take a step back.
We need to expect less.
Most of all, we need to offer more leniency.
Meanwhile, I’ve quit my second job, and have begun counsel-

ing which unsettles a past I’ve forgotten. 
I’m on a path to better, which is what we’re all aiming for, 

right?

I chirp: “I’m 
alright” when 

there are parts of 
me that are left –

left behind, left in 
a forgotten place, 

left in the smile 
lines of my lover’s 

face.

Hope Angelica Emmanuel Grey, junior, 
English Writing, Emigrant, MontanaPhoto courtesy Hope Angelica Emmanuel Grey
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Rylee Jacobson
Snapchatting about purple scrubs and a black cat

Wake up, think 
about COVID, 

go to work, 
see patients 

with COVID, go 
home, wash all 
the COVID off.

If I wasn’t at work watching 
COVID grow closer on a heatmap, 
I was at home, surrounded by hand 
sanitizer and empty toilet paper 
tubes doing the same. When I was 
asked to write a column on my 

pandemic year, March to March, that’s all 
I thought of at first. 

The year simultaneously went by in a 
blur, but stayed the same each day. Wake 
up, think about COVID, go to work, see 
patients with COVID, go home, wash all 
the COVID off. 

But there’s got to be more than that, 
right? Even though it felt like a very 
boring year to me, I had some moments 
worth remembering. 

Here is my COVID year in review, 
told by sliding through the pictures and 
watching videos I saved to my Snapchat 
memories. 

March 1, 2020: A picture of my boy-
friend sleeping in the passenger seat of 
my car. We were on a road trip to Wis-
consin for spring break. I remember being 
scared to go to Wisconsin, because at that 
time there had been one COVID case. 
Weeks before. In a different city.  

March 9: My last picture from Oula 
classes at the HAC.  This also marks the 
decline of my fitness routine, which did 
not last long when converted to Zoom 
dance classes in the spare bedroom.

March 19: A selfie of a tight N95 mask 
accentuating my “chipmunk cheeks” at 
work. I remember the patient this was 
for; they were the first one I saw that the 
doctor was really concerned had COVID. 
They tested negative, but I still swear 
they had it. I look worried in this quick 
selfie that I snapped at work. I am looking 
away, possibly at the doctor I was work-
ing with that day. Even though she is a 
fearless veteran who has served overseas 
and taken care of critically ill patients in 
a helicopter, I didn’t think any of us were 
prepared for this.

March 20:  A picture of my cat staring 
out the window from his new home in 

Saint Charles. Just a week before we 
shared a cozy single in Borro, but we 
were pushed out so that building could 
serve as a quarantine location. My cat 
likely adjusted better than I did, and this 
was his first time having a roommate!  I 
wonder if my cat has ever understood 
what is going on outside his little world. 

March 23: My first picture of my class 
all on my computer screen, on Zoom. A 
month before, I would not have known 
what a Zoom class was. I probably 
would’ve guessed it was some sort of new 
fitness fad. 

March 26: A picture of my improvised 
mask storage station in the ER. Before 
the pandemic, I had worn a surgical mask 
twice at work. Both of those times it was 
to avoid a bad smell, not even to protect 
me from germs! On this day, I made up 
some hangers using thumbtacks so that 
myself and my coworkers could reuse the 
same surgical masks over and over. It’s 
hard to imagine that two months before, 
surgical masks were piled high in the 
storeroom in seemingly endless supply. 
Now we had to ration masks.

April 6: A video of my boyfriend and 
cat cuddling. We all granted ourselves 
small allowances during shelter-in-place, 
and my allowance was going to see my 
boyfriend in Great Falls.  

April 29: A picture of my cat walking 
on the leash outside. He did not love 
this. I did not love carrying him when he 
became non-compliant. This exercise plan 
was not working for us. I missed Oula 
classes already.  

April 30: Mirror selfies of me decked 
out with my first online shopping haul. 
I am impressed that I lasted two months 
before my first COVID shopping binge.  

May 15: My parents visited and 
brought me some furniture for my first 
apartment. They were coming from 
Washington, where I hadn’t been since 
before the pandemic. I hadn’t seen my 
parents since the last week of February 
and so much had changed! I was happy 

to see that my family was wearing masks 
diligently.

May 19: My kombucha drink exploded 
at work and got on the E.R. ceiling. As I 
write, I am at work, and the stain remains. 
I guess you could say I’ve left my mark 
on the place. 

June 6: I went back home to Washing-
ton so I could watch my brother graduate 
high school. Rather, so I would watch a 
video of him graduating on the television 
while we sat on the couch 
together. This is a short video 
of his graduation ceremony on 
the TV, and I pan over to his 
face. He looks embarrassed to 
see himself. 

June 21: In this month, the 
Black Lives Matter movement 
gained fire and fury. While 
looking for places to eat, my 
boyfriend and I stumbled 
across the “Black-owned 
businesses” filter on Yelp. This 
yielded no results in Great 
Falls.  

June 25: I woke up with 
shortness of breath. This 
freaked me out and I went to get drive-
through tested for COVID. I took a mirror 
selfie because I dressed up. I thought this 
encapsulated quarantine very well. I had 
not done anything fun and “social” in so 
long that I was excited to dress nicely for 
my nasal swab. (I did not have COVID.)  

July 10: A picture of the Montana 
COVID map by county. Guess how many 
active cases in Lewis and Clark County? 
24. At the time, that was horrifying! 24 
people! When would it end? Writing this 
in early March 2021, I feel much less 
stressed than I did in July, but our number 
of active cases on the same map is 82.   

July 17: A picture of my 2020 planner. 
Why did I buy that?  Most of the pages sit 
empty. 

August 25: A picture of the kids I was 
babysitting doing crafts at the table. Cap-
tion reads “These children are pretending 

to cough AS A JOKE. Do they not know 
that we are living in uncertain times?” 
Babysitting, throughout the pandemic, has 
always been an awkward “to mask to not 
to mask” situation. I don’t mask, but at 
the same time it feels strange. 

October 2: A picture of hundreds of 
crushed drink cans on Hunthausen Way.  
I really thought this would be the day I 
got COVID. I was walking outside of the 
apartments, and someone transporting 

recycled cans accidentally 
dropped a bag of used drink-
ing cans in the road. Another 
passerby and I stopped to help 
pick up all these cans. I didn’t 
even realize, until I was about 
halfway through, that I was 
getting backwash all over my 
hands. I didn’t get COVID 
after that, which is still sur-
prising. 

November 10: I had my 
first run-in with Montana 
snow drifts. Actually, it was 
more of a run-off. The picture 
was taken from my car while 
I was waiting for the tow 

truck. This may be the cherry on top of a 
year that, if nothing else, taught me life is 
unpredictable.   

November 27: My dad and I got really 
into video games over the break from 
school. This is a picture of a glitch that 
made my teammates look like they were 
stuck in a wall.

January 10: Two young men in 
Walmart without their masks. The staff 
actually brought them each masks and 
asked them to leave, but they kept shop-
ping. In retrospect, what did I expect from 
Walmart?

February 21: A video of my boyfriend 
and my cat cuddling. Some things don’t 
change.  

Rylee Jacobson,  junior, 
nursing, 

Leavenworth, Washington

Photo by Blair Stapleton
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Flower print face mask? Or 
maybe purple and gold? 
From matching face masks 
with outfits to collecting hand 
sanitizer bottles, this year has 
affected us big and small. 

It’s crazy the impact tiny changes can 
have on an entire year. 

A few people have already noted these 
changes and joked about them online. 
Who would have thought people could 
bond over the lack of haircuts available? 
Or the stacks of toilet paper people hoard? 
As some people turn to laughter for solace 
at this time, for others it’s hard to think 
about life then versus life now. 

Something as simple as standing in 
line has evolved. Grocery stores, gyms, 
and more updated and drive their line 
etiquette. It almost feels like elementary 
school. ‘Follow the stickers! Stay in your 
square!’ I will remember the socially dis-
tant dance as one of the small differences 
that impacted campus. 

I am a peer advisor for the Saint’s 
Success Center. When COVID-19 started, 
we placed giant stickers across the floor to 
establish social distancing. The line that 
once went out the door is now empty with 
‘Please wait here!’ labels lining the floor.

Fewer and fewer students have utilized 
our resources. We’re lucky if one or two 
students come in for assistance. It’s stress-
ful and depressing to think those stickers 
on the carpet represent the space between 
us in this pandemic. 

I hear the complaints of the few who do 
visit: “I can’t learn from a ZOOM class.”  

Or even the lack of motivation in their 
professors: “One of my professors is 
struggling with teaching online.” 

I miss the small ways we looked out 
for each other. I find myself missing the 
courteous ‘welcome’ from others. Or 
even the quick smile and wave as a friend 
rushes to class. 

All of these mini-moments create a lack 
of community. Without them, I see fellow 
students struggling to interact because we 
don’t experience those small signals of 
care. 

A ZOOM handshake does not give you 
that sense of human connection. 

From my chair, I gaze out the window. 
The pathways outside St. Charles aren’t 
packed full of students gathering before 
lunch. They rip their face masks off 
drawing in the fresh air. The exhaustion 
of online classes and tiny nuisances are 
building up as the semester finally comes 
to an end. 

Not only have our actions changed, but 
our thought processes, too. In the past, 
cleaning our sign-in iPad in the office 
was never a second thought. Now when 
people come in, I immediately grasp the 
sanitizer, ready to spray - visualizing the 
pile-up of germs as I scrub. 

The simple act of a face mask falling 
below the nose fills me with concern. I’m 
sure others share the same feelings - espe-
cially when it comes to family. My mom 
has worked at Carroll for almost 20 years, 
but I’ve never had this level of concern 
with her work. 

From student’s perspectives, we know 
those who remove their masks in large 
groups. Or party in big quantities. A year 
ago, I couldn’t imagine feeling frustrated 
or annoyed by these actions. 

All of the staff and faculty put them-
selves at risk, and for that students are 
grateful. The short supportive emails 
we receive impact us more than imagin-
able. The concern for our well-being and 
mental health motivates and persuades 
students to at least try. 

Small gestures, whether for good or 
bad, do influence the people around us.

I’ve seen students gleam with joy from 
a “thank you” from a professor on making 
it to class. 

Or a staff member that cheers when you 
meet in person. 

Let’s finish off the year by practicing 
and sharing those small affirming mo-
ments. 

Let’s end strong. 

Tracy Ackeret
Masked times: It's the little things we miss

It almost 
feels like 

elementary 
school. ‘Follow 

the stickers! 
Stay in your 

square!’

Tracy Ackeret, junior, 
visual arts studies, Helena

Photo by Madi McMahon
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Emma Jenkins
Imperfect games: Fast pitches in slow times

This restriction 
on team 

togetherness 
made building 

team chemistry 
a very difficult 

taskFall 2020. Carroll College 
students hesitantly returned 
to campus in hopes that nor-
malcy would be restored at 
the mercy of COVID-19. 

The dynamic for my Fight-
ing Saints softball team was at stake. With 
spring 2020 season cancelled, coming 
back to campus in the fall showed very 
little hope of getting back to normal. We 
softball players knew nothing would be 
normal this year, but we hoped we’d still 
have a season, one that was projected to 
start on Feb 27. 

 I walked to the stadium for our first 
team meeting on Sept. 3, very worried. 
What would coach say? Could I lose my 
scholarship? 

 “We will have a season this year,” said 
head coach Aaron Jackson. “This is what 
we have been working so hard for the last 
two years.” 

Coach Jackson informed us that we 
were going to face many struggles during 
this school year, but we were going to get 
through it and figure out a way to make 
things as normal as possible.

Fall games were cancelled. Having no 
games and only attending practices left 
our team less prepared. Although this 
setback could have affected the team neg-
atively, that disappointment brought all of 
us women closer together. 

By following the COVID-19 regula-
tions set in place on campus and around 
the community, we were hopeful that 
2021 would bring a spring season.

The team dynamic in the last year had 
drastically changed. We went from play-
ing games and practicing together every 
day, to not being able to see each other 
more than twice a week. At the beginning 
fall 2020, the coach informed the team 
that practice, until further notice, would 
consist of only four girls at a time in the 

hitting cage. Before entering any team 
facilitated practice or activity, we were 
required to temp check and sanitize, fully 
masked in the process. 

This restriction on team togetherness 
made building team chemistry a very 
difficult task.

“With more restrictions on congregat-
ing with anybody at the school, it was 
really hard to get to know the freshmen 
and bond with returning players,” said 
Sarah Conway, sophomore, health science 
major from Great Falls 

Chemistry between players on a team 
is almost as important as any other aspect 
of the game. But this new found “socially 
distanced” space wasn’t all bad. 

Yes, it was true that we were not able to 
have practice with everybody at the same 
time, nor could we give each other high 
fives after great plays. 

 But these compromises forced us to 
realize we would be successful only if we 
could see past these difficulties and band 
together to win games. 

We were determined to do just that.
Even though we couldn’t practice to-

gether, that didn’t mean that we couldn’t 
put in extra work with one another.  That 
gave us more reps and better practice at 
the end of the day. 

Getting back to school in this school 
year was exciting for a freshman like me 
who didn't get to finish her very first year 
of college. 

“We all thought not being out and about 
and not being allowed to do anything 
because of these new COVID-19 rules 
was going to keep us on track with 
schoolwork. We were wrong,” said Sarah 
Jenkins, sophomore, public health major 
from Vancouver, Washington. 

Getting out of the lazy rut we were in 
after quarantine was a challenge. 

The result of a two-week isolation was 

restlessness and frustration. This quaran-
tine set us back. Our grades went down, 
not up.

Attending class strictly online for the 
first two weeks of school set us behind, 
making the start of a hopeful semester 
very difficult. 

At the start of the fall semester, my 
roommates and I were tested and official-
ly quarantined after Sarah tested positive. 

I wasn’t really sure why we were so 
unproductive during quarantine until 
my roommate pointed out that we hadn't 
had fresh air in more than 10 days. Plus, 
sitting all day can make people very tired. 
I realized, right then, that this was going 
to be a very difficult year for everybody 
at Carroll.

 Coming back from winter break on 
Jan. 18 was a hopeful time for students 
and athletes, just as much as arriving for 
the fall semester. This semester seemed to 
be the best for me thus far, with classes I 
was finally excited to take and a softball 
season just a few weeks away. 

One of the many struggles of being on 
campus during this COVID-19 pandemic 
was worrying about contracting the virus 
when we attended in-person classes.  
While live classes improve education, 
they also raise risk. That’s a scary 
tradeoff.

 If a player tests positive, practice could 
be cancelled. More positives and we could 
lose the season. So, the dilemma was, go 
to class, risk getting COVID, or stay at 
home and attend class online and hope 
you can keep up. Though most students 
were getting used to online class, that just 
isn’t an ideal way to learn, especially with 
the workload expected of Carroll students.

For me, I still go back and forth on the 
issue, because of course, who wouldn’t 
want to get the best education possible 
and play the sport I came here to play. 

With all of the craziness, I still rec-
ognize that I am very lucky to be here, 
pursuing a higher education at a presti-
gious school and getting to play the sport 
that I love. 

The pandemic brought sadness to our 
school, especially for the seniors who 
have to finish their well-earned senior sea-
son with COVID-19 in the back of their 
minds. We are unable to have fans in the 
stands. 

No cheering for seniors on their last 
time around the bases. 

I feel so sorry for my senior teammates. 
Everybody has to wear a mask at all times 
in the dugout and on the playing on the 
field. We weren’t even able to give the 
other team their much-deserved high fives 
at the end of games, which drastically 
changes how sportsmanship is displayed 
even throughout the game..

Although the year has been challeng-
ing with COVID-19, I am thankful and 
hopeful.

The pandemic hasn't stopped the fight-
ing attitudes of the students nor snuffed 
out the spirit of the softball team.

We had a spring season. Cases are 
going down.

We all believe fall 2021 will be the start 
of a new game.

One we intend to win.

Emma Jenkins, sophomore, 
business, Ridgefield, Washington
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