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CHAPTER 1: DO NOT JUDGE A BOOK BY ITS COVER 

 It has been awhile since I had a chance to write. Life tends to run ahead of itself, thoughts 
tend to be muffled, especially when you are about to enter the next stage of your life after graduation 
and do really love to live with passion. Actually, the school of life never ends and it is what really 
matters. Now, I have a next grade for my school of life - being in United States. I came to Laramie 
from all across the Russia around ten days ago. Some people would name it a natural disaster but I 
prefer to consider this matter of chance to be a pure luck. Yet, let it be that the most of the time 
Wyoming, Laramie is not a thing that people choose, but is a city that chooses you for one reason or 
another. As it has happened with me. As a part of an exchange program - YEAR, I was randomly 
assigned to the University of Wyoming. There is a long story behind an exchange program as a whole 
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and my student life, but for this particular moment 
the paths met here, on University Ave, now, during 
the last month of summer. My last summer as an 
undergraduate student.  
 Around twenty hours, three transfer cities and 
in the morning I am here. I thought that the first 
impressions would be the same ones I got in Denver. 
However, it was nice that expectations are far from 
truth. Frankly speaking, the place near the airport, 
where I stayed in Denver with two other Russian 
students, felt American but not from the perspective I 
wanted that to be for whole my four and a half 
months. I believe, it has been a long time ever since 
the La Quinta hotel has experienced such a 
concentration of foreign spirit though. Everything I 
got to know about the place is that there is a genuine 
McDonald’s, Starbucks, 7 - Eleven, gas stations, some 
rabbits jumping around the streets and extremely 
stuffy weather. All across the two highways, there is 
also a Rocky Mountain park that felt so tempting but 
remained simply a guilty pleasure that we could not 
experience because of limited amount of time given 
to us. After a night in Denver, we headed off to 

Laramie. 
A plane from United airlines was as small as the city 
itself. That is what I firstly thought when started to notice 
buildings - truly toy city. So chaotic, so colourful, 
speaking for itself. I left the car and found myself thinking 
that Laramie felt similar to my hometown. As I got to 
know later, it was not just a simple feeling out of 
nowhere, but at that particular moment it was quite 
surprising. First couple of hours were quite exhausting, 
with moving-in vibes everywhere.  
 As we all know, foreigners might eventually know more 
about the places they travel to. It can happen because 
they either do not have much time for a trip and, thus, 
want to see as much as possible, or because it is just a 
fresh glance plays its role. So, since the moment we are 
here many things happened. During first couple of days 
after moving-in 
we did not have 
any bicycles, 
friends with cars 
and whatsoever. 
The best we 
could do is to 

walk around and try to understand what is actually going on. 
Try to fit in the river of time. Quite interesting, but before my 
arrival I listened to many American songs of different genres 
and tried to imagine how I would feel myself on the streets of 
a completely new country. This feeling I got in Vladivostok 
entirely coincided with what I had in fact upon arrival. We 
have got what we have got and I am quite glad around that, 
though some degree of surprise would not be bad. Maybe it 
happened so because me and my Russian friends have not 
had a chance to spend much time with international 
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students, but with locals and transferred American students instead. It was the first day when we met 
our neighbours from the Downey hall and went to Downtown. Whole day we have been trying to get 
used to small talks, constant apologies, clean and plain streets, Western vibes and American size. 
What I have noticed the most - authentic and vintage local shops and cafes, Victorian-like 
architecture, mostly everything was so identical. But the “go pokes” spirit definitely was the bridge 
between all these different Laramie faces. The symbol that reflected those couple of days was an ice-
cream called Kitchen sink from Big Dipper Ice Cream Shop. It is nothing but the scoop made with the 

leftovers from all the containers that this precious place has. Little by little, in all its colours, I am 
getting to know you, Wyoming.  
 I want to appreciate these coupe of orientation days that brought me back to the good - old 
days of freshmen time. New people, new activities, that is definitely what you miss when pandemic is 
going on. I do not want to touch the topic of COVID-19 in any way further during this journal, except 
for the fact that it really helped me to save this trip for the time I am really ready and can get the most 
out of it. Senior is not about your grade at university, but that is about your mindset and surrounding. 
Golden middle is to be able to make it right during the moment you need it. Sometimes it is not that 
bad to reset things and take a glance from an absolutely different perspective.  
  
Every day I thank my luck or non quite normal probability distribution for being here.  
I want to see this city with eyes of locals, with eyes of a student, a young lady, Far Eastern native of 
Russia. Maybe this city will open some other perspectives for me. The main thing is to open up and 
sometimes be in the flow as well as create one on my own.  
 So, let’s start this journey through the journal that we name «From East to West». Because a 
good beginning makes a good ending.  
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CHAPTER 2: SISTER CITIES DIALOGUES  

So far, but so close. Have you ever known that the city of Laramie has a sister city lost 
somewhere in the central part of Russia?  

Before starting this chapter, it feels right to reflect on the recent trip that in some way tuned 
me into the specific American vibe, I have never experienced before. So, on the eve of Labors Day, 
on Friday, I had a chance to visit Denver. That was the moment when I had to leave the final part of a 
class to hit the road towards first long journey outside Laramie. Denver is the city that is so close, but 
at the same time so far. As we all know, it 
is hard to get there without having a car. 
Even though I do not have a car, I believe, 
I have some Russian luck: one friend was 
heading off to Denver so that take a plane 
to New York. Of course, I could not help 
myself trying to make a good company 
for such a long road. That is how me and 
my Russian friends got to the main city of 
Colorado. Neighbors, what else can I say. 
Even though Wyoming & Colorado are 
located close to each other, there are not 
many things they can have in common. It 
is possible for me to say this because our 
trip to Denver lasted for three and a half 
days and was entirely spent with locals. 
During our first evening we ended up in a 
house of a Couchsurfer in Arvada. That 
was my initiative, because I already had experience in South Korea and kind of understand what you 
should be looking for when trying to find a person who will host you.  

Brandon met us on a Santa Fe Street, where the Friday Art night was going on. Already at that 
moment I realized that this person will be a nice addition to the overall surroundings: it was a 
middle-aged man with long hair in a specific look. As we got to know later, he does motorcycle trips 
and just an amateur explorer, scientist & just a nice person to spend time with. During that night there 
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was a lot: inspiration, tasty coconut-mango ice – cream, old 
glamorous cars parade, meetings & greetings…I felt myself 
like myself, however, it was a bit different part of me, which 
existence I could trace before and could not describe. The 
thing is that we do not have such a vibing nighttime in our 
hometown. Makes sense. More information of events like 
this in Denver: https://www.colorado.com/articles/inside-
denvers-first-friday-art-nights.  

Brandon’s house is not far from perfect houses of 
mad inventors, who dream of their own room for 
experiments with robots and other nice things since 
childhood. Apart from this, Brandon had lots of interesting 
books to read: on statistics, Buddhism, engineering, and 
stuff. Interesting enough, that several times I recognized 
myself in him: same artistic mess all around the rooms, 
attention to details, striving for the meanings and exclusivity. 
Wonder, whether similarities between people cause a higher 
degree of appreciation? Guess, it depends on a satisfaction 
of a person with him- / herself. In my case, it is more about 
having a better attitude towards Brandon, because I could 
see the shades of my life within couple of next decades.  

 

Either way, this travel was rather poorly planned, 
because originally, we wanted to go and see Yellowstone. 
Not everyone was ready to take such an adventure. Fun fact, 
but when I was going to visit Wyoming, I could not guess 
about its actual size. So, I was constantly telling myself: “Let’s go to Yellowstone by bike”. At that 
time, I could not wish for a better joke to be honest. That is a huge state indeed. Getting back, it was 
not a problem, Brandon helped us out with making up ideas for potential trips and not just ideas but 
also means.  

First day with Brandon: in the morning we went to the Art Museum on our own & then I the 
middle of the day caught up with our couch surfer, driving a huge car with his girlfriend and the 
youngest son, Rory. We were lucky because they made it up to the Red Rocks Amphitheatre. Shame, 
there were not any concerts those days, which I would like to visit, but it was nice to see the history 
of all the personas ever performed at the stage. In the evening we went for a dinner to Efrain’s, where 
we could try closest to the traditional Mexican cuisine around that area. Was surprised about 
unlimited Nachos with Green chili souse as a starter. After dinner, we have spent some time with 
Rory. Was unusual for me to speak in English with a kid: sometimes I had to ask a 7-year-old boy 
about the meaning of the word. That must be the school of life for him, future parent. 

Second day: next day we have woken up 
late. Luckily, Brandon had some ideas: he 
suggested tubing in the central river, close to 
Commons Park. Before that we took his bicycles 
and made it to the closest corner shop to get 
some breakfast. Food is such a complicated 
topic for us here because Russians are not used 
to the semi-finished and fast-food goods. 
Normally, we would cook things ourselves and 
take food in a container. After this fun time, we 
decided to explore city with Sergey: went 
through the amusement park, embankments, and 
all this, just were trying to catch a feeling of a 
city. For me, Denver is a double – edge sward, 

https://www.colorado.com/articles/inside-denvers-first-friday-art-nights
https://www.colorado.com/articles/inside-denvers-first-friday-art-nights
https://www.colorado.com/articles/inside-denvers-first-friday-art-nights
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place, where light and dark sides meet up. Weird thing to realise, that most of the art and vibe is 
coming from the legalisation. Situation with homeless people is also quite different from the Country 
where I live. Burdened with other weaknesses and guilty pleasures. But I am being myself even in 

such places and not afraid of them because 
pretending to not have something is worse, 
that recognising that in a right time.  
Third day: it was kind of a normal, chilly 
day, morning of which we spent trying to 
nail the IQ puzzle together with our host. 
Occurred to be quite challenging. Later, he 
brought us to the train station, and we 
started to seek final observations about the 
city. Apart from Brandon, during the last 
day we also met a couple of other people 
from Couchsurfing. There was also one 
interesting coincidence around that. We 
have met Jeff & he brought his friend. As 
we realised later, Jeff’s friend was also a 

couch surfer, whom my friend messaged when we had been searching. Just was hard to recognise 
from the first glance. Brandon, Hannah, Rory, Jeff and Jeffery are all the faces of Denver. These two 
were the perfect company for Botanical gardens and Rino district, because they have been living 
there for a while and knew all the local spots for exploration.  

So, how does it come to the topic of sister cities?  
During these couple of days, cannot deny, there were several times I told myself: “I want to go back 
to Laramie”. Cannot imagine, whether it is because Laramie is so similar to Russia in some way that I 
would want to return or not, but a fact is a fact. To be continued, when explore more on sister sities.  
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CHAPTER 3: SURF THE RIGHT WAVES 
	 


 Some stories occur when you do not even wait for them. That is how it has happened 
with me and my couch surfing experience. When a lot of rather incoherent events follow each other 
in a series of continuity, you don't even know where to start. It is much easier to tell this as my 
personal folklore story, quite a lot of people have already heard it from mouth to mouth. But I want it 
to remain so that you can see it and try to hear it differently.  

	 Waking up in the morning on the day X, to be more precise on August 6, I cancelled ferry 
tickets for the day due to the approaching typhoon. I am engaged in various little things, which are 
still the result of a certain debauchery in the heat. The weather was not happy, I want to disperse the 
clouds. I decide to do it on a bike, it starts raining, but it was the only wall that I was able to break 
through so far. Where am I going? I rode through the streets of Busan, imagining that the sun was 
shining brightly on the street, and that these drops were from sweat during a good workout, and not 
from the rain. But after 10 minutes, I'm rushing on a bicycle, punching windows to South Korea in the 
walls of a downpour and a wild wind. I decided to put more money on the metro card, I stopped at 7 
eleven to rest. My friend wrote me, who was on the other end of South Korea, that he was going to 
conquer the highest continental point of South Korea. He said he would be there early the next 
morning. I got that I need to go to the train station to check my tickets. I arrived, there were two 
options, for tomorrow at 8 am, which is very late, or for today at 6. I'm buying tickets for 6 pm. The 
time is about 4:30 in the afternoon. It's not what I thought about then, but I had to drive the bike 
through half the city. It seemed that I had to issue a refund, because the subway would take up most 
of my journey and nothing depends much on me personally. 6 minutes left for driving from the metro 
to the house and between stations. I literally started running, using all the elevators that are possible. 
Sweaty game. On the way, I wrote a family friend to throw them into my bag: the main thing is 
charging for the camera, phone and tofu, well, on the edge of the windbreaker. I run to home, picked 
up my bag and rushed back to the station. Yes. Victory. I'm on the bus a minute before it departs. That 
is, all the stages and transitions took me about 5 minutes. I'm sitting on the bus and my emotions are 
mixed. More precisely, the realisation comes again belatedly: in the city of Gurye, where I'm going, it 
seems, the highest point of mainland Korea, but the city, it seems, is not nearby. And I've never even 
heard of this city in my life. It takes 3.5 hours to drive, 6 pm on the clock. It would be dark when I get 
there: back in Korea, it's dark again, I'll think again about where I got to. (This is a fairly standard 
feeling of the first day in the country of morning freshness, because many who come here experience 
a culture shock). But it's like jet lag. Someone is under his influence, but I don't seem to be. Well, it 
could have been worse. In short, I tried to drag my friends with the tent into this whole story as well. I 
wrote to them while still eating my homemade tofu at 7-eleven. The friends did not have time, 
because their free time to get across the city to the station also sank in the winds of the impending 
storm. And they had a tent, where, like, I was thinking of spending the night. And now? Except that I 
had raw tofu in my bag instead of a passport...there is no passport, there are no friends with a tent, I 
have not contacted Murad since the morning-perhaps he changed his mind about going and climbing 
the mountain at all. I didn't have a change of clothes either: I was wet from running and from the 
downpour. From here, I arrive in Gurye in half an hour. The apartment, housing issue is not solved for 
me: without a passport, several hostels and guest house refused to accept, while others simply did not 
have a place, and the choice is not great.  
Here it is, such a feeling of freedom desired by many: without a passport, money, rush through the 
dark streets to a city where your foot has not yet set foot, as if you are really going to start life from 
scratch... I'm opening Couchsurfing, for the second time in my life (the first was when we created 
hangout with foreigners at the festival and met Murad there). Hope dies last: there are big problems 
with this in Korea. When I tried to find a host on Jeju, planning my ascent to the volcano and so on, I 
received about 5 refusals, well, there was also a period of exams and traveling. In addition, the place 
where I'm going is not Seoul or Busan. I typed Gurye and literally a couple of couches come out, but 
everyone was strange: without a photo or wrote something like: "Hey, sweetie, wanna..."? Well, Iii the 
end I surprisingly even found someone who looks like a person at least of my views. It turned out to 
be a Canadian Joe, he teaches English to Koreans in high school. Surprisingly, in a relatively small 
Korean city, there was one reliable couch surfer and that was a Canadian. I wrote him: "Hello. I am 
currently at a bus from Busan to Gurye. My friends and I planned on hiking tomorrow but hey 
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skipped a bus and I don’t have a tent now and place to stay night at. Would you be able to host me 
for one night? It is a really urgent question but I really do hope there is such an opportunity! I am 
Nastya from Far Eastern Russia who decided to get some adventures before being back home on 12th 
of August". This is an actual citation. There are no options, there are no more hopes. But he 
confirmed! I almost couldn't believe it. The experience of staying with the locals is the first for me, the 
city is unknown, the time is late. There is really an unknown thicket here, well, this situation itself is 
strange. He met me at the station and since the beginning I felt like we got sister-brother relationship. 
He took care of me giving  umbrella. I asked Joe about the nearest corner shop to buy something 
delicious to nibble, well, and dress up. I will 
omit the details of the second one, but after 
this campaign, Joe experienced the essence 
of the phrase "You live, you learn" when he 
had to learn very specific things in Korean 
(because almost no-one in that village does 
not speak English). I don't even know 
whether Joe's presence by himself and his 
English - speaking speech, which is so rarely 
heard in Korea, or the view of the streets in 
general, or maybe both, gave the impression 
that I was in Australia. And besides, there are 
a lot of Koreans in Australia. Nice, nice. To 
add confusion to the columbine, I note that 
while still on the bus, Murad got in touch 
and it turned out that we arrive at the same 
time...and I have already agreed with Cauch 
about the overnight stay. It's an awkward 
situation to get a bundle from such a young 
surfer and my friend, whom I knew only one 
evening, especially if your apt capabilities 
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allow you to accept only one. Fortunately, Joe's apartment was very close to the bus terminal, about a 
10-minute walk away. Yes, Joe agreed to accept Murad as well, although this really confused him. The 
idea of spending the night at the train station, especially in Korea, was certainly not the worst, but 
being in the same place at the same time with a person who has crossed Canada twice on a bicycle 
and plays the piano wonderfully is even better. 

By bedtime, we had already talked more or less, Joe told us about what he was doing. We three made 
friends and the next day we started to hike and we made that. But it is a whole different story.  
 After my successful South Korea experience, I still have been getting lots of negative reviews 
from friends. That is why when I was coming to United States, the couch surfing experience was far 
from my priorities during trips. In such a diverse country, on the contrast to South Korea. It for sure 
can be more dangerous especially in remote areas. But as soon as my time for travelling came over, I 
forgot about these concerns and started to rely on my intuition to find a potentially interesting and 
safe person to stick with. So, the most recent experience I have go, is the one with Brandon in 
Denver. It has also been a decent one, maybe because I am a good surfer and find the right waves. 
 Hopefully, I will be off to the new experience soon, if I get to go to New Mexico. Remote 
position from Denver definitely puts its own limits to any trips we take, because financially it is hard 
to afford Greyhound all the time you go somewhere taking into account the fact that we are 
prohibited to legally work and the funding is just $125 / month. If I make it to the Balloon Festival and 
have this couch surfing experience, I will definitely write about it. So far, I am staying with the flow of 
all surroundings.  

Joseph, the Couch
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CHAPTER 4: FEELING', TOUCHIN', SQUEEZIN’ 

“How do I feel in Laramie?” - they might ask.  

And I might answer: 
 

“ During our first meeting with Laramie, as soon as a plane landed and I stepped out to this 
completely different world, I felt home. This feeling has not been lasting very long but it has been nice 
to experience this in general. In contrast to hot and stuffy Colorado weather, the area nearby airport 
hugged me with fresh air, views of endless lands & open-minded people.  

 That is exciting to catch such associations because in these moments the world seems 
smaller and you realise that things are a way more interconnected than they seem to be. Even if the 
scenes and views of places vary, something like smell or sound can make you feel like this place is 
familiar to something you have been to before. Also, smells and sounds are strong triggers for feelings 
and memories in general, which are associated with a particular place.   

 The more I explored this place called Laramie and its surroundings, the more I started 
to understand it. In a way, there is something really pleasant in the fact that I take a chance living in 
the heart of Laramie, walking around the college town.  
You wake up, leave your dorm room, see lots of faces 
who are in the same boat as you are, motivating you, 
making laugh, sharing things in common. Firstly, you 
breath in the different flavours of Washakie center, that 
surprises us every day with new things from different 
countries. Then you might take a stroll around Prexy’s 
Pasture, which is surrounded by conifer trees. Most 
likely, you will notice that the ground is still wet from 
the rain that has been shortly pouring at night. It ends 
top quickly, so that no-one ever knew about its little 
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pranks. For me, it is still surprising hearing English speech since the early morning, that is why each 
day I get unusual feelings of a new place, even though I should already be quite used to it.  

 When you go down the Grand Ave or Ivinson Ave, the downtown give you its own 
vibe. Western-like low - rise buildings with engraved tables, specific fonts, like, for instance, 
Carnivalee Freakshow. Colors of the buildings, trees are also very diverse and none of them look 
alike. When I was in Denver’s suburb, many buildings looked the same, cookie cutter ones. Smell 
combines something about field flowers, bbq smoke, dry air, coffee. There is silence between 
buildings which is also talking to you. Sometimes motorcycles 
passing by, a deep heavy voice of strangers reaching you 
from the distance borders of a city. Of course, ravens and 
crows, cyclists, wind. From the night time, sounds from bar 
and cowboy dance events are echoing. It is hard to 
understand, whether a city is actually moving or it is 
standing completely still. What also strikes your attention - 
unusual names of places. Garfield, Night Heron, “Earth, 
Wind & Fire”,  Turtle Rock, Sweet Melissa, LaBonte…My 
favourite one - Coal creek. For some reason, anything that 
contains the work creek (noticed that in Denver when I have 
heard of Cherry creek), brings me this Western feeling. Quite 
enjoyable. A long time ago I have noticed that when it 
comes to a particular city, the facture of building and 
infrastructure is essential for me: colors, details (paintings, 
house decorations, signs), music, fonts, lightening, all of the 
empirics of it. I wish, we could be closer to horses and some 
farms at this point, but they are reachable.  

 I also quite like to attach the music to the 
places and events, people sometimes. I do not remember the 
track I have heard when firstly arrive to Laramie, but some 
songs are getting along with streets these days. So, first - 
“Come on Eileen”, matches well with Night Heron, Coal 
Creek and flat cappuccino. “Copperhead road” is for sure 
about line dancing and swing dance nights. “Send me on 
my way” by Rusted Root is emoting that you would want to 
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listen during the golden hour riding a bike across wide streets. “Piano man” is about us and our local 
friends, giving concerts in cars.”September” by Earth, Wind & Fire is an actual mood for the 
month.”The Chain” by Fleetwood Mac and “Blister in the Sun” by Violent Femmes feel like have been 
waiting for the moment all along the time in Russia. “One Crowded Hour” by Augie March is nice to 
listen within cosy walls of Honours house or Honours college. My kind of secret spot. Wondering 
now, how many songs you can listen when walking from Downey 
hall to the railroad drawing the border of a city.  

 What I also appreciate, is that there are lots of 
mountain and lakes areas. Even though fields seem borderless, 
these mountain ranges define your path somehow. When I was on 
my way to Hutton lake by bicycle, I found that interesting that I 
will find the views of endless fields comfortable. However, neither 
emptiness occurred to be comfortable, not the deep silence. Those 
are also aspects of America you sometimes would not wasn’t to 
experience. So far so good, if I hear, smell or see anything new, I 
will try to grasp. Autumn and winter is coming, so definitely there 
will be some space for diversity quite soon. 
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 CHAPTER 5: LOST & FOUND IN SPACE 
 

To see the soul of a place, it is important to take a glimpse into details. 
Streets, rooftops, infamous dishes, everything can speak. 

I was lucky to dive into locals culture straight from the first days. And I 
was lucky to meet people, who breathed in the air of Laramie in all its glory. This 
week I have managed to meet some people who managed to show me the most 
hidden places in the soul of a city.  

Past week was really intriguing in terms of small - big discovering. It all 
started from Alpacas farm. When I was visiting farmers market I saw a woman, 
who was selling some goods made from alpacas fur. I have always had a desire to 
see them in real life. And where there is a better chance to see them, if not on the 
lands of their ancestors. So, I just came over her and asked, whether there is any 
chance to see where all the production comes from. Surprisingly, the host was 
completely fine with inviting a bunch of Russian guests to her far. It seemed like it 
was even a pleasure for her to see how were are becoming a part of a process. 
We did not even have to explain much about the reasons why we wanted to see 
that, just quickly arranged a meeting and I knew I was going to take a lot of 
pictures.  

So, the friend of ours after giving a motorcycle ride decided to help us with getting to the 
farm. This was rather a vibey day, if I can say so, because where else if not in US to also try to ride a 
real motorcycle. On a farm there were different types of Llamas and alpacas, certain types of goats 
with the extremely long fur. Wonder how they can even see. We were 
also told that surprisingly Wyoming is the better place to breed these 
animals than the part of US they originated from. Primarily, because of 
climate conditions (during summer some alpacas get so hot that they 
actually take a bath in the trough they normally drink from). There are 
also some horses on that farm, that is why there is such a temptation to 
go and visit it just for couple of simple horse rides.  

In general, during last days I was lucky to find some surprises 
all around the city as well. A friend of mine has shown me some places 
like a rooftop on the opposite side of a Cowboy bar, some spots for 
catching a sunset & the place with the tastiest pumpkin ice cream 
(somewhere passing the Centennial). I am still going around and get 
inspired about honours college (for its look, atmosphere and people 
around there) & Night Heron coffee place, which brings either 
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unexplored tastes and majestic books about anything in the world. 
Eventually, even simple ride in a back side of a truck chased by some 
country music straight to the ongoing evening in a Cowboy bar with 
swing dance and everything. That is definitely something special about 
Western State. I wonder, how many people spend time dancing swing 
since childhood. For us, newcomers, it was really complicated. Though 
won’t deny, I has a case, when a 
cowboy tried to give me a hat. 
We all know what that means. 
Also quite a character…) 
These weekends I have also 
managed to become a part of a 
volunteering motion, which is 

called “Public 
Lands day”. I have 
spent around 5 
hours building 
some dumbs on a 
Pole mountain. 
They are supposed 
to serve as the 
means to prevent 
core trails from 
blurring. We had a 
chance to take a 
little hike before 
that because the 

place for dumbs is located on a certain height. It has been a refreshing experience, because required 
a significant amount of endurance & patience. There was no culture shock at this point, because the 
forest looked exactly like I had back in my hometown. When I got back after the work, it felt like all 
day passed though. 

There are some plans to explore more view points, which I do not know about yet, some 
dishes that I have never tried, some people that I have never met. Maybe this week I will be able to 
take one more motorcycle ride to Centennial, explore more history, see pumpkin patches, try a 
squash soup. Hard to take a guess, because plans are vaguely made when you are in United States. 
However, at this point I sometimes like to take risks and hope for the upcoming events. Studying sort 
of get me though, because studying in 3 time zones make your days mixed up, which is fair enough. 

Despite of this, I feel like so far I experience 
things in the best manner possible. Laramie and 
the surrounding area opens the different borders 
for me & it is extremely satisfying feeling. I think 
it feels right and that is how I was expecting my 
whole trip to be. I 
personally lose the track 
of time here and my 
emotions change day by 
day. Sometimes I feel like 
local waking up at the 
English speech, hearing 
people of all ages and 
going to the favourite 
places at about same 

time. I managed to make my own traditions here, define favourite spots, 
companies. Feels like I have always been living in Laramie or at least in the 
Wyoming state. I have not even experienced any culture shocks. Maybe I 
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have watched way too much series, films and shows about America that I could imagine the 
upcoming feeling? Hard to tell, but I am usually never mistaken in regards with my guesses about 
what I will feel in particular place. When I was a kid, there was an international forum in Australia 
that I was supposed to visit as a part of a school delegation from Russia. Many people had high 
expectations, however, I felt like Australia is not really uncommon and reminds of States, except for 
the shore line. When I was back home, I still had the same feeling and understood that my thoughts 
were justified.  

Here we are, some interesting observations about life-time experience, waiting for more to tell 
you, my family and my own discoveries. 
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Journal 6. Yellowstone: so close but so far. 

Well, let’s start with a pretty sad fact so that get over it better with special stories of mine from 
Yellowstone. Today as a part of my major trip I arrived to Fort Collins to make some film pictures with 
a professor from the University. However, as soon as we finished the roll of a film, started to put it all 
back, we figured out that all pictures were going to be spoiled because the roll got stacked and there 
was no other way to pull it back rather than opening camera, which meant that all pictures are won’t 
be possible to develop further. There were not that many pictures, but they were from quite different 
places: Laramie, Snowy Range, Fort Collins, with different people, you know. It is hard to accept such 
a failure but we are moving further and now I am going to show you the best moments that I could 
save from the Yellowstone trip. 
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The trip itself happened from 2nd to 4th of October. As you know, there were many attempts 
to make it. Because that place is so close but so far. I went through several stages of culture shock 
during this. Primarily, because Russian people tend to plan things more precise & barely people 
remind each other of their promises. Some people just refused to do this right in the last moment, 
writing back in the end of the day the trip is 
supposed to be happening.  

Luckily, we were able to meet group of 
people who consider a trip to Yellowstone as a 
thing which lies within their comfort zone. By 
this time, we became really nice friends, did lots 
of hiking , talks and anything what friends 
typically do. Feels nice to have a sense of 
belonging to a group of local people. What is 
more, those guys have never been in one before 
even though those are locals for a very long 
period of time. This is how zero - sum game 
works. Your interests either coincide or do not 
coincide. We has some famous Russian luck, so 
as soon as several days since our arrangement 
passed, we were on our way to Grand Tetons and 
Yellowstone. Essential to tell, how proud I am for 
my friends here now. The thing is that we were 
supposed to leave on Friday the 1st, but  guys 
realised they bought tickets for a concert in 
Denver. I think it was about Irish rock band. So, 
they were leaving at 4 pm from Laramie to 
Denver on Friday. Their concert ended up at 1am 
Saturday, they made it back to Laramie at around 
4:30 am and already at 6:30 am they were 
meeting us for the trip. Luckily, there were two 
people who could switch during driving, because 
non-stop one is really exhausting especially 
during the nighttime. We wanted to persuade them to sleep at least a bit more and leave closer to the 
midday but they refused.  

So, we started our journey basically with sleeping in the car. Things were tempting to see, so 
the ones who were able to sleep, tried to do their best to also support others later. It did not feel like a 
very long drive. Maybe 6-7 hours, but I am used to this interval of time: pretty often I travel from 
Vladivostok to Saint-Petersburg for studying, all these family holidays trips, breaks… 

We arrived on a midday, like 1pm, and started to drive around to find a spot for camping. It 
did not make sense to us to live in hotels or anything else besides wildlife. For this we were well-
prepared, so it not just an improvisation idea (I just tend to do spontaneous things, but I guess that 
was a moment which really needed a lot of attention: night temperatures, food provision, overall 
satisfaction). There were five of us, so our friends took care of the fact that we had enough sleeping 
bags, tents, blankets, jackets, boots and whatsoever. Literally, they decided to take half of their 
wardrobe or something. But we highly appreciated that later, because spare things helped to not get 
cold, fluctuation was rather significant. As girls, we made sure there are some nice dishes on our 
plates, bought some interesting snacks and ingredients for the core courses. Pop Corn Marshmallow, 
Campbell’s cream soups, sausages in a mango sauce, hummus with fresh veggies, lemon bars. 
Sometimes, guys surprised us even more. For instance, one of them brought the mixture for pancakes, 
scrambles and we literally made them on our way in the camp.  

So, as soon as we made sure that we have a place to get back (it was closer to Grand Tetons), 
we decided to follow the sun, try to catch the golden hour on one of the loops. That was the moment 
when we realised how huge the park is. We were driving for an hour to get to just to the Yellowstone 
border itself that is why the best we could do is to buy a pass & watch Old Faithful geyser. Originally, 
we wanted to make a whole small loop in this first day and hike Grand Tetons on the next day. But, of 
course, it is better to concentrate on one activity first to enjoy it in all colours possible. So, we got 
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back to our camp after catching golden hour, made a bonfire. I realised that this type of camping is a 
complete wildlife. There were some signs warning about bears, so that was important to put away to 
the car all the food waste, leftovers etc. First night in tent was not really convenient, even though 
could be worse. I realised that it feels really inconvenient and bothering for me to sleep in a sleeping 
bag. One more proof that I enjoy being in action and freedom of movements a lot.  

We woke up with the sunrise, had a nice breakfast, prepared lunch and headed off pretty 
early so that could cover the loop and walk around some pleases. Very touristic spots take time to 
explore so that you could find something new. 

For a whole list of places, we visited: 

- Old faithful where we met a golden hour;  
- Morning glory pool where we gazed Big dipper;  
- Grand Prismatic Spring where we saw mirror-like surfaces;  
- Yellowstone Lake, where we met some locals who gave us ginger cookies; 
- Yellowstone falls; 

The entire area we drove a circle around is called the 
Yellowstone Candera. 

There were no extraordinary stories about this trip, 
just the trip itself is already a story. Sometimes cannot 
rests going back to see the rest part of a park and the 
incredible nature.  
Overall, we have spent two nights in the camp but 
each waking up was an inspiration not just because 
we were with Yellowstone, but also because of the 
people we were there with, and foods:) 
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Journal 7: Improvisation 

This one I am starting to write right during my journey. Reflection is always good but there is 
also something about the flow right in the midst of a moment. So, what now? 

Currently, I am heading towards New Mexico, Albuquerque. There will be a balloon fiesta. I 
fish I could fly there in a ballon too though. However, if I ever did this, there would not be any 
moments like I have had during the past day. 

So, I do not really search for the simplest & easiest paths, that is why I decided to combine my 
arranged trip to Fort Collins with the route to New Mexico. The trip was about photo - shooting with 
my teacher from one of the classes in UW. He occurred 
to be a photographer and I really needed some of 
practice on my film camera (as you remember, 
eventually, it failed because film got damaged). But 
here we go, on 7th of September around 3pm I was 
there. We have been walking around downtown and 
some remote streets too. Awhile ago, I thought of this 
idea of going to ABQ from Fort Collins that is why tried 
to find a couchsurfer there because I had an early bus 
at 7:35 am on 8th of October. She messaged me her 
address saying: “I will be out in a dog park with my 
dog & buy some groceries, but you are more than 
welcome to enter, I do not close the doors”. This quite 
surprised me a lot, because in Russia we do not have 
such a level of trust between people. I left some 
clothes in the 2nd door of Oak street 420 on a second 
floor & decided to make a stroll around Lee Martinez 
Community park and McMurry Natural Area. It took 
me around 1.5 hours to take a big loop and get back 
home. What I found nice in there - lot’s of trees 
(especially beautiful now during the autumn), ranch 
right inside the city, huge playgrounds for kids, free 
bookshelves for exchanging books. The houses are also 
different, sort of reminding Laramie but feels more European. Especially, bars, pubs and other public 
places.  

When I got back, I started writing my assignments (took a laptop with me for the trip). Soon, 
Jennifer came and we started to spend time together. She occurred to be really familiar with Russian 
culture, she even has a Russian friend from Siberia. Jennifer occurred to be a pretty extravagant 
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person with the passion of languages (mostly German, but also some Spanish), species, music bands, 
humour in general, wild unstoppable lifestyle. We spent evening sharing rodeo videos, videos about 
Vladivostok, talking on Face Time with her Ukranian friend, listening to music and discussing local 
creators. 

Now I am approaching Pueblo but keep talking about today’s morning. It was hard to wake up 
because the alarm of a host never went off so I 
prepared things to myself & she agreed to give me a 
ride to the transfer bus station (around 8 miles from 
her house). Actually, I was not even surprised that 
one more time in my life the beginning of my major 
trips is messed up: I made it to the bus 3 minutes 
before departure. This bus brought me to Denver. 
Nice to meet you again, Denver! I had a transfer time 
for 2.5 hours, so had a chance to see Whole Foods 
(awesome pumpkin season offerings), complete some 
my assignments, get freaked out by a high man in 
females restroom. The Greyhound bus to 
Albuquerque was delated for around one hour and a 
half, so I kind of wonder, how late I will arrive and 
how scary it will be to walk from the station to the 
Motel I am staying and catching up with my friend.  

Just left Pueblo and then my improvisation 
suddenly ends.  

I arrived to Albuquerque around 10pm and was supposed to find my motel. The balloon fiesta 
which we were visiting with my friend coming from Maine was starting at 6am and walking around 
not safe ABQ would be a bad idea, but to be honest finding motel in the middle of the night even for 
30 minutes was even worse. However, I made it & managed to get some sleep. In the morning by 
some means we were able to find a taxi that could get us to the festival. It was bright & colourful, but 
the balloons never ascended due to the weather conditions.  
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We did not know how to get back after the festival and decided to approach a transportation 
service guide. He said: “Girls, I have a surprise for you” and took us to another Russian woman who 
was working on a festival. Her name was Olga, she came from Ukraine and she talked to us in 
general on how things were going in New Mexico. Then the guy out of a sudden decided that his shift 
was over and wanted to show us some surroundings, his family & friends around town. We had some 
times before leaving for Santa Fe (Rio Metro train was at 8:30 pm), that is why we agreed on this offer. 
We had some nice time around his family, he gave me a New Mexican truck licence plate as a gift, 
took us for dinner & shared many things about Old Albuquerque, ghost city. This person works as a 
project manager for Intel, local tour guide and a pretty famous person on a radio. Have mot managed 
to process pictures with him yet but next time I might show. Closer to the evening, he brought us to 
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the Native Americans museum after which we left for a train.  
 

This journal is better to divide in parts where I can share more on Santa Fe & Flagstaff 
separately because there were many interactions with locals during that time. Might even fit this in 
the journal where I am sharing perspectives of Americans on us.  



CHAPTER 8: THE GEMSTONE OF MY TRIPS, LAST BUT NOT LEAST 

 I bet it has been awhile since I have posted any journals. To be honest with you, it was not 
because I am a slacker or whatnot. “Time is my priority” and I preferred to give some time to my fresh 
experience to brew up before I share them. We study and share throughout our life and it is not about 
passing the deadlines. No one is keeping a score. I reckon, it is especially essential for this class, 
actually, for anything, that requires emotional attachment and expressing feelings.  

 So, I remember that in my journals 6-7 I have stopped somewhere nearby Yellowstone & New 
Mexico with Arizona. I mean, before coming to states I have not been thinking about this at all, but if 
I would, this would be a perfect thought to keep in mind. For me dreams are even more surprising 
when they become dreams on a spot.  That trip was bridged in between New Mexico and Arizona. 
The main goal of it was to try touch the Native culture and grasp as much as possible local echoes, 
smells and colours that would bring me back to the routes of people whom I see every day. These two 
locations came to my mind suddenly, I did not know much about neither New Mexico, nor Arizona, 
especially, Flagstaff.  So, I never knew much about New Orleans. What about New Orleans you may 
ask? I have gone there too. This city also came to me as an uninvited guest, just out of nowhere. I 
recalled some distant memories from childhood and felt that that was the place I wanted to be as 
soon as possible: Swamps, crocodiles, mysterious shades, jazz music from the computer game 15 
years ago. Yes, that was made me go there one morning. That is where my stories continue.  

 Almost everything that happened in New Orleans stays in New Orleans though. I mean, it is 
really hard to describe this experience just in one journal article, especially when these days so many 
things going on mind. Such trips worth separate chapters or books with stories. Better - the ones 
written right on the spot. In brief, my stay in New Orleans was also connected to Couchsurfing. This 
was one of the most exciting experiences so far. We had a chance to live in a studio of a local 
“multiartist”: he does pottery, photography, event management, writing, collaging. Waking up 4 days 
in a row with the closest person (who just during one evening decided to join me) seeing the rays of 
sun through the windows surrounding by paintings and albums, hearing the jazz reaching the house 

 



from the local cafe place that we also went  to every 
morning - what a nice feeling. We used to take bikes to 
ride around the town. Especially, I can recall the City park 
full of oaks with Spanish moss & French market. It was the 
first trip where I never hurried up anywhere and where 
there was no plans at all. Also, most of the city was just 
perceived empirically, through sounds, views & tastes. Of 
course, we tried rom bread pudding, gumbo, jambalaya, 
oysters. Oysters still are not different from the ones I was 
hunting for in the ocean back in my hometown. Fun fact, 
sometimes I used to wake up and go snorkelling to get 
some. Unfortunately, I do not have pictures transferred 
from the camera to show, but this whole trip was really a 
piece of art.  

The core things I brought back from NOLA: 

* It is full of different cultural traces, French, Spanish, 
Mexican. However, all these cultures can be easily 
distinguished, people do not lose 
identity and they are all respected.  

* Every person can find something 
for himself / herself. The case is that 
NOLA combines many things starting from gastronomy, theatre and music to parties around the 
streets.  

* This city respects old things a lot, antiques shops really worth visiting.  
 

* My internal vibe really aligned with the city, that is the place I would definitely come back to even 
get to know myself better because the town is full of things to nourish and bring in.  

* This city is rarely represented in various media, like movies or shows. I wish it would be more often 
because it reflects the important part of American culture pretty well.  

 

 



 

 

 New Orleans did not really stop there. Next stop was San-Francisco. I think I may told you 
before that my hometown was called Far Eastern San-Francisco because of resemblance. Landscapes, 
climate, people. One famous Russian historical leader called it this way - Khrushev. I really wanted to 
feel and experience this resemblance. And I managed to do that. He was right. Other have not 
believed me in vain. Another party of Russia is full of surprises.  
 What reminded me of home so bad?  

 Smells, lights, landscapes - everything. Passing along the streets I indeed felt not homesick but 
home. Me and my Russian friend also stayed with a host thanks to Couchsurfing. He did not have 
much time to hang around that is why we had a chance to enjoy walking around town and doing our 

own thing. Clam chauder on a pier, riding a local cable train, exploring hills (which are even more 
rapid than in Siberia), walking around Russian hill never meeting any Russians…Tried Russian food in 
Cinderella cafe. During the last day of our stay we went to Spanish district, Silicon Valley and 
Stanford. It was really dark when we reached Stanford though, no students were walking around 
(hoped to make some friends with locals), but still was nice to experience the shelter of knowledge 
and understand that famous people even from my field of studies (Paul Milgrom and Robert Wilson 
got Novel prize in the economics sciences) stepped there. Left on a pavement some local art as well.  

 

 

 



 I do not even know where to stop talking about these trips. I guess I just want to say that I left 
the most important things for a dessert and these 2 trips were the highlights because I know now 
where to come back.  It is really important to also choose a place where you feel yourself and get to 
know yourself better, the places that share mutual character with you. That is a good starting point for 
a successful trip.  

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER 9: WHAT LARAMIE THINKS OF RUSSIANS 

	 The next journals probably won’t cover any moments from my upcoming trip to Washington 
DC. This will be the trip when there will be no freedom for my thoughts and planning. Everything will 
be organised by the founders of our program: it will be the summit of YEAR finalists. In a nutshell, all 
the Russians scattered around the United States will gather in one place, discuss some cultural issues 
and share their Russia - US experience. At this point, there will be a great opportunity for me to also 
share Far Eastern Russian vibes as well as I do with you through journals. Frankly speaking, I am not 
really looking forward to it because most of the participants share roughly the same experience even 
though places are different. There are not many extremes or non-trivial observations of American life I 
could spot through what they have been sharing. It is surprising, how people enjoy relying on past 
experiences of people and trying to repeat those not creating the stories themselves. What I mean by 
this is that many people just used the same routes others took during previous years without trying to 
experiment or discover new aspects of exchange. Same things are being noticed, same steps are 
taken. I started to feel home here, in Laramie. It makes me want to explore every part of it so that get 
the most immersive experience. Instead of making short stops during whole US traverse, I would 
prefer to explore couple of places but as deep as possible, in a way that I could have my own really 
exclusive moments and stories. Made quite a lot of trips, but oh well, one more left I guess.  

 We are not talking about this summit now though. Where I wanted to come following those 
thoughts, is that I like to not form any expectations. It helps me to experience things without any 
prejudices. Maybe I am mistaken and I will learn something really mind-blowing during this meeting. 
There will be geographically different people of such an age-range, that there is still a possibility to 
surprise and be surprised. Surprise - is definitely something that I lack in my life. Unfortunately.  

 Even if I cannot be always surprised, I am sure there are people who can still experience the 
sense of excitement very vividly. This piece of journal is inspired by a routine task at the first glance. 
As a part of exchange program me and other Russians  we asked around locals what surprised them 
when they got to know us as Russian better. There were 2 questions we asked them:  

1) What was your opinion about Russians before meeting ones? 
2) How this opinion was changed?  

 In total so far we asked 5 people: 2 people from Honours House, 1 person from Washakie 
center, 1 English department persona and 1 friend from the random event. We were quite surprised 
with the act that generally one act stricken all of them - we are quite sociable and really active. Many 
of respondents thought Russians tend to be moody and depressive, reserved. Maybe we are just 
unique cases, but I would not think so. There was no surprise, however, that people around here did 
not have much of an opinion about Russian people, not many chances to meet ones in Laramie. Even 
though recently we got to know that there are more of us than we thought there were. In Russia 
people tend to think that Americans have prejudices towards as and that Russian person is like a 
trend. We could not observe this here, maybe because it is not quite central America where the mass-
media influence is stronger.  



 Opinion mostly was changed in the way that Russia is not so different from America and that 
even in Siberia normal infrastructure exists. Also, it occurred to be quite surprising that the 
technological progress in terms of banking systems and transportation is doing better even in the most 
remote regions back there. Overall, we can tell that now at least people know what to tell others 
around Laramie about Russians. Many interesting things in act - surfing on the Far East, Moscow as 
basically another world, this and that.  

 Journals 8 & 9 are entirely written in the walls of Night Heron. For some reason, I have only 
just realised how important that place for me is. There are places I hear my mind more clear within. 

 



CHAPTER 10: LIFE-HACKS WHAT TO DO IN LARAMIE 

 If you are a complete new - comer or a wanderlust traveller who visited Laramie not for a long 
time & afraid that would be able to take enough grasp - in this relatively short journal I am going to 
write about my highlights on how to experience Laramie the best way possible.  

 To be honest, the experience you may have highly dependent on the type of personality you 
are. What I do not quite like about mass guidelines or popular travel books - they are a way more 
generalised than sometimes needed. For instance, I am writing this journal being in Washington DC 
visiting for the Russian - America exchange summit. This summit is aimed at gathering all the YEAR 
exchange program participants from all across the Russia. It is an awesome event and a unique 
opportunity to see in real life the online friends we got 1.5 years ago when the program was supposed 
to be happening. Brief throwback - it was postponed for a couple of years because of Pandemic, 
which makes pretty much sense. Even though our schedule from 15 to 19 is pretty tight, I still wanna 
explore city because it is some sort of local Moscow, so I want to see how different the difference 
between the major city and the other states is. When I tried to see any guidelines which vary from 
field to field (like gastronomy, antique shopping etc.) I actually could not. All of those were a way 
more generalised than needed and too much focused on historical aspect. I know it is essential 
important but what I do not like - a relative skewness of the representation. I am sure there are many 
things local know about and that are not really translated to visitors. So far I am doing quite well here 
focusing on some natural sciences museums, perfume shopping and vintage clothes. Also, I do not 
mind to find any Russian stores because buckwheat which is sold in Laramie (SafeWay) is not the one 
a Russian want. The problem that it is grained and you do not really feel the texture, which influences 
the taste significantly.  

 So, in this journal I will try to cover as many aspects of Laramie as possible. I am fairly broad-
minded person who tried to be interested in different aspects of life within a city even it seems like 
this city does all the same things again and again.  

 To be comfortable, I will point out the observations framing them in different sections. There 
will be 6 of them: natural gems, study-friendly, bike - ride routes, escape from the city points, just try 
it, essentials. Some places will probably be repeated, just remember that in this case it is important to 
mention them as long as they are multifunctional and might be suitable for different purposes. 

Natural gems 

•Vedawoo: popular place that is hard to skip but which bring very different experience for everyone. 
It is possible to do everything around here, from a little walk to the long hike, or rock - climbing 
session.  

•Curt Gaudi: never been to this park but heard that it is good for kayaking and camping overall. 
Update: while I was writing this, I actually went for a hiking there to the hidden falls. Nice place for 
mountain biking & hiking with family.  

•Happy Jack trail: pretty simple hiking trail suitable for slow-paced walk.  
•Medicine Bow & snowy range: a large variety of routes with various level of complexity. There is 

also a nice lake in that area, possible to do canoeing, camping nearby. 
•Yellowstone National Park: not much to say here because no words are enough to express how nice 

this place is, better to do a road trip with some friends where you can spend time in a wildlife. 

Study - friendly points 

•COE library: free and very accessible library which is located right on the college territory. 
Computers and printers are available.  

•Night Heron: my personal favourite place for studying and inspiration. That is a coffee place mixed 
up with a book store. I wish there were more tables because sometimes I could find myself not able 
to find a spot. However, place is rather small and very cosy because of that too. I have made a 
couple of good friends there just because only people with specific mindset come here.  



•Coal Creek: the only one place that was able to make flat white for me , basically a cappuccino 
with the flat foam. I love the good attitude of the stuff all the time, the aesthetics of furniture, the 
quality of coffee and availability of charging spots. Music might be too loud for studying though, at 
least for calls or conferences.  

Bike - ride routes 

•Schoolyard: the special area for mountain biking, basically a canyon with some trails of several 
difficulty levels. If you are lucky enough, might see some wildlife during walking around.  

•Hutton lake: 30 miles-ish ride on a bike to the South using the road 34. Last time I tried to get there, 
it took me around 4.5 hours both directions total. The road is pretty sandy and you need to make 
sure not to swallow the dirt from the upcoming huge trucks (barely can meet one but it is still 
industrial area, so…), better wear a mask & sun-glasses at least you go by bike.  

•Walmart: accessible by bike. A little hill before, but manageable.  
•Safeway: as a nice way to spend evening doing groceries, nice parking lot to ride around.  
•The park on an observation hill (cannot specify name): address -  2161 N 22nd St. There is a bridge 

over there, suitable spot for catching a sunset.  

Escape from the city points 
•Lincoln monument: especially good when you get there on a Harley Davidson. I mean, the  
•The viaduct & the Optimist park: like Russian bridge connects Russian island and my hometown, 

same way the bridge across the railroad connects town with a decent place to ride a bike around or 
to walk around. It feels very remote out there because the park is surrounded by couple of little 
bridges, trees and Laramie river. Also incredible spot to catch a sunset.  

•Rooftop: not the easiest place to visit, because it is hard to find and you will probably need a help 
from someone to lift you up. Exact address - 215 S 3rd St. Inside that building if you enter from the 
back door on 2nd floor there is a window, you just need to open it and jump outside on a surface 
connecting you to the roof itself. Couple of ladders and you are on the point you need.  

•Curt Gowdy park: have not been there much but can tell that hidden waterfalls worth visiting. Good 
place for mountain biking & simple one-day hikes.  

CURT GOWDY STATE PARK 



Except for everything I mentioned, there are also nice places for gastronomical experience (Corona 
village - Mexican food, Sweet Melissas - vegan friendly, Freddy’s - good milkshakes), ice skating ring,  
sports complex on a campus, parks (Washington, La Bonte, etc.). I am sure there are some things I 
also do not know about and that are not less interesting. But always remember: wherever you go - 

people is the most important resource, which can give you the most of impressions & the most 
intricate, memorable moments*. 

SOMEWHERE ON A HAPPY JACK ROAD

THE VIADUCT ON THE WAY TO OPTIMIST PARK



*More about Laramie’s infrastructure: https://www.visitlaramie.org 

 

CAMPUS BIKE INFRASTRUCTURE 

HIDDEN WATERFALL IN CURT GOWDY 



 

CANYON NEAR CAMEL ROCK

HAPPY JACK ROAD 



CHAPTER 11: INCONSISTENT CONSISTENCY 

 I have heard lots of times that we are what surrounds us. It is quite a universal phrase to justify 
our misconceptions, misbehaviours. Explaining things by linking them to the events that could not be 
changed by us sort of transfers the guilt elsewhere. However, not always it comes to the sense of guilt 
but to the desire of being in a flow not eager to make decisions on our own. What makes people to 
do so? I believe, inner fear of making mistakes.  
 Also, this really depends on the perspectives you understand the statement from. Of course, 
on the early stages of our development it is essential to get experience and knowledge from someone 
or somewhere.  But as soon as person develops the capability to generate his or her own thoughts, 
opinions, things get more interesting. I would say, it helps a lot and makes life more engaging because 
you are the main player in the game, who write own rules. Or it can be compared to directing a 
movie.  
 I think I came from very far away to the exact topic I am going to touch in this journal. I want 
to share my mind on how I became or not became a different person during exchange program in 
United States. I know myself quite well and the topic of changing is pretty much explored. Looking at 
my life from a perspective, I can tell that I became very picky to my tastes and habits and can easily 
recognise even the minor influence. I am influenced only if I choose to be influenced.  

 Sort of hard to know where to start from. Probably, from showing on down-to-earth examples 
of different habits and tendencies in America that have not changed my decision - making process.  

•  Vulnerability to American marketing. I have never really been a subject for advertisements to 
influence. Even the large amount of advertising does not make me buy things here. On the 
contrary, it gives me another reason not to buy because I am not interested in common things and 
paying any money for something I do not need or something that has low quality; 

•  Beauty standards. Bright colours, excessive make - up and the lack of attention to the natural 
beauty and “dusty”, messy looks - never been my part and parcel. Still has not became. Even my 
outfits are sort of standing out because not bought in mass-market shops and those are not only 
urban - sport style ones; 

•  Talking about politics, religion and minority problems. ; 

•  Buying things in bulks & big sizes. I am quite used to buy products only in the amount that I 
need for the nearby future (cooking the dish, snacks for the single trip). Here, there is a tendency 
to sell things in bulks (sometimes only in bulks, like the majority of fizzy drinks & beer). I realise 
that it comes from active non-stop lifestyle so that to safe some time, also big families, but I have 
been buying in small quantities and I still do after 3 months; 

•        Fresh food and cooking in advance. The tendency for little snacks and semi-finished food is 
very obvious here. I am quite used to fresh food and complex meals, which made it hard to firstly 
adjust. If not our unlimited meal plan - it would be complicated. When I visit Washakie center, I 
fill containers with some fresh food to heat it up later; 

•        Attention to little details. That is one of the points I have always been different in from the 
majority of other Russians. For some reasons, in Russia people either love mass-market necessities 
too much (store them) or prefer minimalistic approach in consumption. However, I have always 
been storing simple little things like tickets, stickers, stones and whatnot. Many Americans do 
same, so here my habit became even worse - I even collect licence plates instead of postcards. 
No idea how to bring it all back home;  

•      Unusual applications of things. I enjoy water with lemons and mint. But in American canteen 
for some reasons lemons and mint are usually placed in salad bars and occasionally I come up 
there to put mint and lime into my water, not in salad. Once it almost resulted into putting meat 
into water instead of mint because it was so unusual to them, they did not know how to react. 



How many explanations I have heard from people on how smart I was to make this detox 
water…;  

 To add up, I love to walk whenever I can walk or ride a bike. For some people it is still quite 
shocking. Waking up early in the morning and planning in advance are also not the things common 
around many Americans. To admit, waking up early is pretty arguable because many students of my 
age told me that they would prefer going to bed relatively early. Eating toasts, croissants and bagels 
became a little tradition instead of chocolate with coffee. Unlike flakes, still do not eat much of them. 
And do not drink lots of sparkling water. As a final point, I remembered that I started to seek more of 
thrift stores and flea markets, in US they have a larger variety of worthwhile things in my opinion, 
people appreciate antiques even more here than in Russia.  

 There are some habits that I was able to spread around my friends here. As I have already 
mentioned, cooking in advance and using containers to bring whole meals not just snacks 
everywhere. As for others, waking up early and working during breakfast, having porridges boiled on 
milk, planning things in advance and not forgetting about those, making a lot of soups…Think those 
are all sufficient habits, which can increase quality of life.   

 This is a nice feeling to realise that even being miles away from home you have same habits 
and cherish same rituals. Those can get new forms and features but the core remains the same.  
Moreover, when you see that someone else starts to live the moments through the same way you do, 
it is a special feeling. Quite controversial though: we strive for space, uniqueness (especially, when it 
comes to consumerism), however, the sense of sharing things with a special person is also something 
we have in our nature.  

 This paragraph is inspired by my Thanksgiving time in Texas. By this time of my life I am really 
grateful for the personality I became (the one that I have built primarily myself), people that I 
surrounded myself with. I strongly believe that circumstances is something that we create first and not 
something that entirely shapes us. I guess, that is the main point. Next journal is dedicated to the topic 
of culture shock.  



CHAPTER 12: TO BE SHOCKED OR NOT TO BE.  
 
 Why have not I experienced culture shock even though there were strong reasons for this? I 
have been wondering about it for roughly all my time being in United States. Everyone around 
starting from my family to the YEAR program organisers (cultural exchange program funded by 
American government) were constantly wondering about my overall experience and asking to 
describe the culture shock that I for some reason must have got according to their opinion.  
 
 Well, I guess that is a time to answer this question. I mean, it is not the end of a program yet 
but I can definitely tell that it is coming to its end. Especially, I can feel it after Washington DC 
congress we had from 15th of November until 20th (that is the reason why I was absent, excuse me 
for not letting to know in advance). When you have been living around 4.5 months in the country, 
you definitely can give at least more or less explained answer to such wonderings. Well, where do we 
start?  
 
 Of course, from the main reasons that could actually cause the culture shock.  
 
1) One of the most common ones - food: even the most common products sometimes have a different 
taste here. There are definitely some products which you simply cannot find. Also, Americans not 
always specify full ingredients and tend to over-engineer adding up too many unnecessary salt, sugar 
or whatever else. Moreover, the diversity of semi-finished products and artificially flavoured water 
surprised me; 
  
2) Banking system: I was quite surprised about the fact that there banking system is quite competitive, 
because back in Russia there are couple of large banks with all this integrative applications which 
make transfers of money and withdrawing easier without any intermediaries (and it is not even 
connected with blockchain). Also, I got to realise how much less popular the topic of blockchain is 
among Russians; 
 
3) Transport: I will be short on this. Just may point out that the system in general is really badly 
developed. The case that in Russia we even have special programs and discount offers. With loyalty 
cards it is really convenient to arrange some sort of purchase plans for all sorts of ground 
transportation; 
 
4) Traditions and customs: wearing shoes at home, snacking culture, specific celebrations 
(Halloween, Thanksgiving) & activities (like going to pumpkin patches, sports involvement). We do 
not have much of it back in Russia. Instead, I would say people are not that much symbolic or mainly 
focus on historical events. Also, for some reasons US people love things in bundle or a big size in 
general, which can be considered as a specific habit; 
 
5) Attitude: getting to know Americans is a way more complicated because they do not really express 
much of their true emotions. Literally, I am a very straightforward person, and I never make up any 
false image of myself to make people perceive me differently. Many Russians are like that. This is why 
I notice the difference between us and Americans in this aspect;  

 In general, I have been travelling a lot before and may tell that for me the first impression is 
extremely important. There have never been any cases when I would spend some time in a place and 
reveal something unpleasant. Surprisingly enough I can even not to go to a particular place to realise 
whether I feel there this or that way. Sometimes, I admit, it makes me not experience some 
opportunities I cannot even think of, but time shows me that it is a fairly rare case. So, as long as for 
me culture shock is something consistent and striking at the first glance, I may clearly point out the 
features of event to become very surprising for me. To be shocked about something is to realise or see 
whatever I have not thought about before. As long as I can predict my emotions well based on what I 
learned or heard, to surprise me, I should have never ever be familiar with a thing. Moreover, 
coincidences surprise me a lot (when I travelled to ABQ, a person from Laramie I knew screamed my 
name from the truck, here I got persuaded one more time how small the world is and how actual 



borders are conditional, even cultural ones). Also, the place can surprise me if I see that I am willing 
to come there over and over again. I am quite a dynamic person but particular spots are like spirit 
places for me. Honestly, even Laramie feels like the town I would come over many more times. By 
my 20th, whatever weird it sounds, I want some stability in my life. When all your friends and the 
closes people are spread around the globe, it is complicated. Chatting through all the digital means is 
a one thing, doing all sorts of things together is a completely different one. So far, my best friends 
whom I feel like sister with are in Saint Petersburg. My closest man I have ever been to - here. I know 
that distance will trait us the way we trait it, but still it is sad.  
 
 I may tell that such an adaptability to things in my case appeared from the way I was growing 
up. My mom as a captain made me familiar with foreign things since I was a little kid. Also, I have 
learned to be extremely open-minded and understanding towards carious things on my own. That is a 
very nice skill because allows you to take things critically and make the decisions for yourself. Also, 
because my awareness of things is quite high (always been seeking things & wondering about them 
for the sake of being surprised), it is hard to get shocked about them.  
 
 The latest shock I experienced though was an unexpected one. It is something you cannot 
really adjust to, because there is no way for you to participate - Mexican Quinceañera. It is a 
celebration when a girl turns 15 years old. I do not know the exact reasons for such a tradition but 
apparently it is a huge celebration. All relatives are invited, dancers, decorations, lots of food. We are 
Russians and and we really like to celebrate as much as possible, but that was something.  
 
 I guess that is how it is. Occasionally, it must be fun to experience culture shock and feel the 
process of adjusting. I wish it happened more to me… 



Essay 2: Semiotic analysis on example of Laramie  
 
 There is no meaning in life until we create one. That is where the main thought for this 
essay starts and ends. Sounds like a rather complicated thing, but in fact the most complex 
things are built from the simplest parts. Symbols - the core instrument we use for creating 
meanings and generating emotions.  
 
 During the consumer behaviour class in University of Wyoming I had a chance to get 
to know such a useful method of analysis called semiotic analysis. The study of semiotics 
explores the ways of expressing things through the images, sounds and outlines. We have 
always been walking hand in hand with symbols but I could never imagine there is a whole 
study behind this. It made sense for me as a part of studies in marketing but the fact that it 
had a broader notion surprised me quite much. The way symbols influence perception of 
things, shape our mindset is indeed really important because we make conclusions based on 
our assumptions and emotions. Symbols attach both meanings and feelings to things. It was 
very interesting to talk to locals and see how the same things around town bring up various 
meanings. Then, compare my own observations and feelings from things as of a temporary 
visitor.  
 
 The group of people was not very big to assume that the majority has the opinion but 
even within people I asked, there are some well-defined patterns and common sense. So, 
local university students associate the overall image of a town with the cheaper prices for 
education & cars. Swing dance in Cowboy bar representing hanging out side of a character is 
the second most common trait. Adults primarily look at the town as at a very peaceful place 
with the opportunity to create a stable household. However, it is also negatively associated 
with the remoteness of transportation, which makes sense. The time that it takes to get to 
Denver to fly anywhere, sometimes feels like the trip as a whole.  As for me, many things 
correlate with an image of a town as the city, which is historically located by the railroad: 
low-storey buildings, the materials used as bricks, wood, smells, sounds from the Second 
Store book shop. It does not necessary bring me the feeling of overall poverty like it does for 
some people, however, it ultimately makes me think that the town is vibrant and you can 
meet any sort of people there, quite an unpredictable character. Art murals all around only 
give a boost to this feeling. Surprisingly enough, not always I can allocate the image of 
cowboys with this town. Probably, because too much of it comes from University branding, 
which sort of makes it if not losing but lessening its original meaning. Many people wear 
pretentious clothes, which makes it hard to define people who genuinely works on a yard. 
So, for me Laramie associates not with mostly a Cowboy town, but with a city held by 
craftsmanship in general. Seems like, there is a whole bunch of local producers involved in 
building wooden things, working with glass, agricultures. Outdoor activity spirit strikes me 
the most. Maybe because it is a big part of my life in general and we tend to notice things we 
are familiar with, but it is hard to deny this spirit: hiking trails managed by forest service, 
rental services, sports clubs and teams, recreational programs.  
 
 Eventually, every person brings his or her own meaning into things. There are many 
faces of Laramie because people view it from their own perspectives, pay attention to 
different symbols. As a city, it is all an imagine community, so you need to assign meanings 
to actually feel the belonging to the community. But even though Laramie is viewed 
differently, there are always bridges that connect people' attitudes towards things whatever 
they are - simple tastes, smells or the images of towns.  


