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The first European explorer in the area was Jonathan Carver in 1767. He explored and
mapped the Northwest at the request of Major Robert Rogers, commander of Fort
Michilimackinac. [...]
More than one hundred years after the Carver expedition, a United States Government
surveying party passed through the Wahpeton area. With the Civil War over, the
government wanted to encourage development in the West. J. W. Blanding, a member of
the expedition, was so impressed by the fertile river valley that he returned to his
Wisconsin home determined to move his family and belongings to the Dakota Territory.
Blanding so influenced other Wisconsin settlers that many of them had arrived and
homesteaded in the Wahpeton area before Blanding arranged his return.
The first settler was Morgan T. Rich. His plow turned the first furrow of rich black
bottomland in 1869. When other settlers arrived, they formed a tiny community and
named it Richville, commemorating both its founder and the fertile quality of the soil.
In 1871, a US post office was opened. At the same time, the town's name was changed
to Chahinkapa, a Lakota Sioux word meaning "the end of the woods". Two years later,
the county was organized and named Chahinkapa County.
Later that year the county was renamed as Richland County and the town of Chahinkapa
renamed as Wahpeton, an adaptation of the Dakota name of the local band of Dakota
Indians, the Wakhpetonwan. The name in Dakota means "leaf dwellers." They adopted
this name at an earlier time when they lived in the vicinity of Lake Mille Lacs, before they
were displaced by the Ojibwa and pushed to the west.
In 1889, the Red River Valley University was established in Wahpeton; it later was
renamed as the North Dakota State College of Science.

"

Wikipedia contributors. "Wahpeton, North Dakota." Wikipedia, The
Free Encyclopedia. Wikipedia, The Free Encyclopedia, 2 Apr. 2017.
Web. 5 Apr. 2017.

POETRY

Life in Wahpeton
By Josiah Ferguson: NDSCS Student.
Life in the Wahpeton
It's starts in early August,
When the sun is still clearly visible and high in the sky,
And you end every football practice in sweat as the days go by.
Until finally the day comes when get to see new faces,
Besides those you have seen every day as you tie your cleat laces.
At first your not sure what to expect,
But then you realize anything is better then the smell of 250+ lb men drenched in sweat.
By this time you have figured out whether you like your roommate or not,
And if you don’t by now you probably want to bake them like a tater tot.
When classes start in late august time begins to fly,
And within a month you start to notice a change of color in the sky.
Soon you start to believe that every time you walk outside the person in front of you
farted,
But eventually you will find out that the smell has some thing to do with the sugar beet
harvest.
Shortly after mid terms have passed and Halloween is here,
And NDSCS puts on haunted house to bring out a little seasonal fear.
Before you know it the end of the semester approaches and finals are coming up,
Everyone is ready to go home for break and drink from their favorite hot cocoa cup.
That’s all I can tell you about Wahpeton thus far,
I'll have more to say after winter break when I come back in my new car.

Janine Viken Pacheco: NDSCS Alumna.
I just think it is so sad, that everyone is always so mad.
I have to say it's irritatin' how everyone's so bent on hatin'.
I wish that everyone could see, that it's nice we need to be.
If only we would think of others, brothers, friends ,dads, kids and mothers,
If only we would try each day, to help each other in some way.
It really is not hard to guess, that we could show more thoughtfulness.
We have to change, we have to try, There's too much hate, I don't know why.
We have to show a bit more love, we have to help, we need not shove.
We need to show the next generation, that there's still hope for this great nation.
It's up to you and up to me, to do our best, to live in harmony.

Timothy Bowman: NDSCS Student.
They say it’s hard to be a found man
Always knowing always sound
I’m not empty I’m not void
I’ve got my compass I’m going home
They say it’s hard to be a kind man
Always gentle always warm
I’m not harsh I’m not cold
I’ve got my love I’m going home
They say it’s hard to be a wise man
Always knowing always guiding
I’m not rash I’m no fool
I’ve got my thoughts I’m going home
They say it’s hard to be an honest man
Always decent always good
I’m not hiding I’m no coward
I’ve got my truths I’m going home

They say it’s hard to be a witty man
Always ready always cunning
I’m not rude I’m not snobby
I’ve got my humor I’m going home
They say it’s hard to be a modest man
Always quiet always “them”
I’m not boastful I’m not proud
I’ve got my truths I’m going home
They say it’s hard to be a brave man
Always strong and always firm
I’m not scared I’m not shaky
I’ve got my wits I’m going home
I may be many things
But I am not all things
I’m just a man, nothing more nothing less
I can’t solve world conflict I can’t solve starvation
I can’t hold every child and clothe every orphan
I can’t light every room and fix every problem,
But
I can be found,
I can be kind,
I can be wise,
I can be honest,
I can be witty,
I can be modest,
I can be brave, and
I can be me

FICTION

Some of Creation
By Isaac Summers: NDSCS Student.
He knew the scoundrel by name. He never told me what the name was, though. He would have me ask the
bishop so I am forced to fall at the alter. I know better. I will never go back to that alter; even if the rugged
doe wants to be held again.
If you wind your way around the top of my tree, through all the knots of branches and spurs, the latter drawn
down from mountains for my health benefit, whose jaws laugh at kindled flower fulcrums for their pained
moping, you come upon my trap (2). I trust you because of what you forgot you once did for me before, before
the mill worker did his job for the clergy and made you lose your memory, so you may hear me tell this now. If
you tell others, I won’t fall ill from hurt. The doe already tore at my heart, and there is no healing if one of
them breathes into your skin. It is not a situation of protection to disguise the existence of the trap, either.
The priest will take note of my absence and find out about the doe before Lady Shroud can come to our aid.
The trap will only open upon you if you experience a lapse in judgment and refuse to bark. The bark of the
tree identifies instantly with this, and the trap will momentarily cease. You will know the trap by the burning
sensation in your lungs. Once you are through, locate the water spout. Go before you lose your sense of self
again. I will meet you there.
The boy was left alone. As soon as the King was welcomed into the leaves surrounding, the young
one’s strength failed. He could see the falling of his lord from grace, the ruler of papacy proclaiming
the sovereign had broken his vows to God and refused to recognize His presence in the kingdom. The
fall keeps on going down, down. Have you ever heard the screams belting from the castle’s moats at
night’s late token of sky musk (4)? Those are the captive female does crying for the late mate to
relieve them. He only takes one mate per new moon. The people know the danger of letting the
females loose; the male must have only one mate (1). Children are not told why until they are
welcomed into adulthood. Does must always be kept locked in seclusion, for there is the worry if they
were all the other days to roam free that one will sneak away every moon as, or before, they are
marched to the moats.
The scars on the back of the tot’s head were not yet healed. When the apprentice would ask his
master what the voices he heard meant, the master would not know. After a time of this asking, the
master requested that he quit it (3). But the voices never went away, except whenever he left the
village grounds and approached the forest, where they would all abide in silence. It was never in a
tongue he understood, save when they wanted him to, which was rare. This time, as he lay where the
King went his way, the ones who spoke were glaring from somewhere. They were not glaring at him,
though. Something was taking their attention from a distance. He could not move, the weight of their
minds pressing in on him their anger. One noticed him again after quiet reflection, the oldest and
faintest of voices. “Raft kra ful.” The wind knew those words better than anyone. The trees moaned
and croaked. The boy in the hours spent on the ground had lost a year in age. All he remembered was
the voices crawling through his head and raking his brain with their claws. A younger and raspier
utterer, “Boy, remember us the Vocals. You are our son, but you have no mother. Chance the spires of
the Crematorium, and deliver to us again our box.” The trees moaned again; this held no more
meaning to the Crow of Saul, for it had fled from razor passions. “Bring the King his sword so he may
note his subjects of its worth without subtext.” The trees nearest buckled and bent in fear as the boy
took one’s branches. “There was a command from someone else, I am sure. I am to climb up
somewhere.” The claws left his brain and clutched his lungs. “We seek shelter, foolish child. The trees
have nothing of worth. Begone with you, ye wretch. WE WILL FOLLOW WITHIN TO DINE ON YOUR
FAILURES.” They pushed their way into his mouth and spun down to the soles of his feet. The leaves
drowned in the comfort of their parents’ remains of smoke.

The bishop dipped his hands in the baptismal font. They were to perform God’s miracles, and the task
of castrating the deer certainly required one. A doe had spread influence under the moon to a sinner,
a royal sinner, and he to them. None could mate. They were now tainted by man’s hand, and only a
holy man’s might sent from Heaven could purge and nurse the moon back to health.
The fall of the trees of the forest was as if sent by thunder, the King believed to be dead. The tainted
doe would know and fight. Magic had failed the kingdom, purity a scarce resource grown in number
only by the allowance of God. “The Deer, God’s graces, bring forward, to please, yes, for another
direction to deal oughtn’t but mine.” The shackles extending from one weary leg to the other clanked
when the possessor was escorted in. A crowd teemed on the steps outside. The bishop slithered past
the deer, a healthy elk, to address the onlookers. “A bishop is but a priest, so see me. No more will you
fear the secrets of the forbidden tree. This,” gesticulating to the animal, “our filthy health, is but
fragile. God is strong, and He will not fail us. The secular rulers of this land relied on the beasts to fill
our hearts with love; one such ruler has now broken his ties to God and showered his sin on us from
above, obscuring and tainting the light given from on high. He has broken his covenant with God’s
people, with his minister, with the Lord divine (8). We are all jackals and FOOLS to listen to his word
before our God’s. With this anointing we break all ties to the Devil. May the sun rise again before the
Rapture, or our souls will not be given pardon by the Holy Ghost. Close doors!”
Once the portals were shut, men lowered the elk to kneel at the feet of the ordained. A knife surfaced
from a concealed scabbard behind the mission’s Cross. Red fire simmered within. “The blood of Jesus
rescues you from women’s files.” “Baa!” Done. The priest was efficient, as if he had done this before
or God had guided his hand. Disciples called, “Praise be to God! A sound mind delivers us.”

The Crematorium near the graveyard had tiny notches built into the side, which were easy for the boy
to ascend. Flames were not spewing, and all he felt was the cold of the world. The top was made of
brick and dirt, tiles shooting out and down existing sides and lengths. One such was loose, and below
was a tiny box. His hands of their own free will guided it to his mouth, and there at the opening it
stopped and held. The boy descended and went on his merry way to the castle, the box emanating
from the front of his face. “Lower your arms and part the doors,” they told through the box to the
guards. No question or resistance was made to this. Along the halls men gathered to salute this boy of
no worth. Up the palace floors he went, arriving in King Saul’s bedchambers. Queen Ahinoam gave up
the sword, her heart aflutter.
The people of the castle and the villagers below followed the young apprentice out to the forest, he
wading through the remaining leaves to sit where the King’s tree once stood. There was no trap, for
the trap had went out and sought after its victim. Saul arose from the dust and stood before the
reckoning. The priest had men trailing behind, the ill doe biting and hissing between them to be let go
from the net cast over her. “Why have you broken your covenant with God, Saul?” called the bishop.
“Why did you pour your heart out to a beast?” Saul said no word. His wife Ahinoam cried to him, “Do
you not stand by me in either life? Do you not love me?” Saul’s eyes filled with tears, yet he said no
word. The Vocals spoke, “We know you bark as we do, our liege.” Here the boy both curtsied and
bowed. “We only ask that you take your sword back from us, as the sword is the only thing that can kill
your betrothed, and we would not have you maim her.” The arm of the man met the arm of the boy on
the hilt, and here unspoken words passed from young to old. Saul took back his sword and there stood
before his kingdom, his subjects.

The gleam of the rising sun fell on the blade, and from this beam notice reached the doe. The men
were not able to hold her. She dragged them behind as she ran to her steed, the priest screaming to
not let her escape. The Crow descended from the sky and perched on the King’s shoulder, wings
extending and moving forward to form a shield made of glass its master’s unarmed arm coursed
through the straps of. The sword hid behind the shield just as the doe flung herself upon him. She tore
at his flank with her teeth, he combating her with the shield and attempting to keep the sword away.
“If you would like my help, call on my name.” Saul trembled under the weight that pressed down on
him and managed to gasp out, “My old friend, you saved me from the wrath of the Philistine dragon. I
do not know how much more I can ask from you.” “I told you I was a humble servant of God and would
follow in His King’s service. As you are of God, so shall I do your bidding.” “My loyal and- and faithful
David-” He had no breath left in his body, the final gasp sputtering out, “Help me.” David tore the doe
off the King and broke her neck with his tiny but monstrous hands. The King lay sprawled out on the
ground, his eyes wide and mouth open, body numb and stiff with shock. David left him there, walking
away to the church on the horizon.
By order of the bishop, Saul was stripped of all his gallant attire in the marketplace square on a
pedestal, the people laughing at his bare body. “Look at you, oh prestigious man of the prized and
noble!” they chortled. “Shall we bring you our cattle to make love with too?” “Oh look at that pale ass
of his!” called a woman. “I don’t think he has actually raised it from his heady throne a day before now
in his miserable old life!” With this, she fell into a bread stand in hysterics, loaves flying out onto the
street, for which starving children quickly dove. “His sword was no match compared to the strength of
a child!” said another. He let no word out for the remainder of the given five hours that he was given
to face for being weak in the sins of the flesh.
Night came, and it was a pleasant night. The people were asleep, as was the King, who was allowed to
remain in his position until the Church had reached a decision. Lady Shroud arrived from the water of
the river, her body dry as she entered upon shore. With her came three swans, each with a head
covered in blue wool. They notified the guards of their presence, and so they woke the King to hold
small council with him.
The next day broke, and the bishop went to see the King. Upon entering the bedchamber he found
Saul in a pool of blood, his sword skewered through the chest. Ahinoam alone sat nearby on a bench,
staring into space. The priest approached and asked her what had happened. She would not answer,
so he shook her and pleaded to know. Her head raised to have her eyes meet his, hers glowing with
triumph. “He would have David as King.” This is all that would escape from her lips.
Word spread that King Saul had committed suicide, ashamed and afraid of what had become of his life.
King David soon was granted the throne, the young boy to have Queen Ahinoam as his wife. The
Church approved of his ascension, and all who looked upon him remarked how the Sword of the King
seemed to belong to him, his word strong and mighty in the ways of the Lord. The box he had fitted on
his face was tucked behind the throne, three swan feathers lying inside. The Vocals were never again
heard emanating from his mouth; the does were freed from the moats. The castrated elk was King
David’s steed, a sign of the throne’s purity and freedom of sin through God. So his kingdom reigned
eternal, he never dying as his subjects withered and passed away. The new moon no longer promises
security, never promotes bloodshed. The crows yield to noone, and the forest never grows. The
Church and the rule are one, and the people grow restless toward the peace. Is David God made in the
flesh? Is he Jesus come again? If you listen to the wind closely enough, you may hear a faint answer
from ages past: Raft kra ful; From all to one.

Outside City Limits
By Isaac Peasley: NDSCS Student.
The town of Lephteer; there probably wasn’t more than 150 people that lived in this town. There had
been talk of a ghost or a spirit that had taken over the people’s minds to make them think that
something bad was going to happen and it was going to happen soon. Most of the citizens were
affected by this, but there were a few that were immune to their powers. A man that goes by the name
of Dwayne and a woman that goes by the name of Rose.
Rose and Dwayne tried to find the source of the spirit to try and stop it from harming and scaring the
villagers. They searched day after day and they couldn’t find any trace of spiritually activity going on.
Dwayne suggested if they try going at night they might find something because they haven’t found
anything during the day. After a long night of searching nothing came about. As soon as they were
about to call it quits, they heard a rustle in the grass. They turned and saw a mysterious looking cave
with drawings and it looked like there had been some witchcraft involved.
As Dwayne entered the cave the witch noticed their presence and started to scuffle around trying to
leave her own house. It turned out that it wasn’t a ghost or a spirit it was a witch who put an insanity
spell that made everyone in the city go bat shit crazy. Dwayne and Rose weren’t affected by it because
they were out of town trying to solve crimes and other mysteries.

Delete Your Social.
By Austin Le: NDSCS Student.
He would consider himself an introvert, yet, he yearned to socialize. When he was just a boy, he vividly
remembers the shooting pain in his heart, when he would see his classmates making plans that
certainly did not include him. He has had Facebook since he was 13-years-old, as well as other
miscellaneous social media accounts predating Facebook. This boy has always felt inadequate, and he
has found a medium to which he can make himself feel even more inadequate. He would stay up late,
weekends, even school nights. Scrolling, through picture upon picture of his acquaintances and peers
on Facebook, asking himself questions of self-doubt and insecurity. “Why don’t they ever invite me to
things?” “Are they even my friends?” “Where do I fit in these pictures?”
He was never anti-social when it came to life beyond the computer screen, he even felt that he had
very strong relationships with his fellow classmates. However, his perceptions of having these “strong
relationships” with classmates, only solidified his insecurities, when he would see the peers that he
would consider himself closest to in school posting pictures of social gatherings that just didn’t seem
to have room for an extra lonely soul. His body would physically ache when he would become aware of
all the social connections he was missing out on, yet he would continue to scroll in agony. Hoping that
maybe leaving a comment or giving a like, would eventually catch himself an invitation to one of these
coveted social gatherings.
This went on for years, extending even into adulthood. He scrolls and scrolls, through pages upon
pages of unrealistically high standards for human life. Never feeling proficient. One day, an epiphany
dawned upon him. He had come to realize, after all these years of flipping through pictures on the
internet, these pictures, these posts, are only the highlights of these user’s lives. He had but one
inquiry, “How am I ever supposed to measure up to the amount of greatness these people have in their
amazing, adventurous lives?”. The answer is, he is not supposed to measure up. The best way to put
this is this, the grass will always seem greener on the other side. However, if we can learn to not worry
about how green the grass is on the other side, and solely focus on the grass that is given to us, well
maybe the grass on our side will turn out to be pretty damn green after all.

COMMENTARIES/NONFICTION
Nathan Johnson: NDSCS Student.
Many many times during your days at college, whether it be here at NDSCS or at
another college, you will hear people say “I can’t wait to be done and in the real world
making money.” As much as that may be nice, to be working and making money, learn
to slow down the pace and enjoy where you're at in life. There are so many great
things to enjoy and memories to be made during your college years. Letting them rush
by and be over with is a waste of a great period of your life. Slow down and enjoy each
day for what it brings. The time will come that you're working full time for the rest of
your life until retirement and you will have plenty of time to enjoy those years. Life
itself is quite short. When you are at college take every opportunity to seek out new
things and get out of your comfort zone. If you're like me, it takes a lot to make you
finally try something new. It wasn't until college that I started trying new things and
sculpting the kind of person I am today. College is a place where you do most of your
development. You can’t grow unless you push yourself to the limit. The day will come
when you look back on your days at college and wonder where the time went, so to
sum it all up, slow down, enjoy every moment, and have a great time here at college.

Little Brandon
By Brandon Brooks: NDSCS Student.
Once upon a time, many years ago, there was this young boy named Brandon who
loved to play football. Ever since he could remember, he always dreamed of playing the
sport. He grew up around all his older cousins that played and even his father played
when he was younger. Most of them ended up finding great success from playing and
this inspired him to be just like them. So, one day he heard that his local pee wee team
were having tryouts and he was invited by one of the coaches to come. He was
bursting with joy when he heard the news and couldn’t wait to tell his mother. So, one
he got home, he ran into the kitchen to tell his mother the news. He slowly started to
feel sad once he saw how his mother reacted after he told her about the football
tryouts. She felt that he was too young to start playing and that football is such a
dangerous sport. She told Brandon that she would have to think about it and she would
let him know later. He ran to his room and started to bawl. He had been waiting for this
moment his entire life and now it had arrived. But he was almost positive his mother
wouldn’t approve by the way she responded and that his dreams were ruined. It turned
out to be true. She sat down with him to tell him that he would have to wait until next
year. Even though he could not play that year it kind of cheered him up because now he
knew he would be able to play next year. When his time had finally come, he went on to
be the star player on his team every single year. By the time he had made it to high
school he was one of the top players in his country. Little Brandon had finally started to
achieve his childhood dreams. The end.

Mikel White: NDSCS Student.
During my first year being a student athlete I have learned a lot. With being a student
athlete there comes a lot of ups and downs. During my time as a student athlete at
NDSCS I have learned to appreciate the opportunities where I came from. There is a lot
of work that comes into being a student athlete and I feel that we should be rewarded
financially for it. There is a lot of time and effort that goes not only into our respective
sports but also our various academics as well. The usual hard working American works
on average 40 hours a week off a slaving 9 to 5 job, while us unpaid student athletes
sacrifice around the same amount of time with no financial reward. In addition to giving
up lots of time and effort us student athletes also willingly sacrifice our bodies for the
love of the game. If you really sit there and think about it there is no good explanation
for why us student athletes should not get paid for our craft. Most of the people
working dead end jobs are older and experienced but as for us student athletes we are
just getting our first gimps of the real world and there is no telling how it will treat us, it
would be very helpful to us if we could get some assistance financially. I personally
don’t see why it should be a problem for student athlete to get paid

Malik Gaillard: NDSCS Student.
I walked to my first practice ecstatic for a new season. I was expecting to
see the best competition I’ve yet to see. I heard multiple times that the practice and
game speed would be faster and more complex. I also heard that everyone will be well
coached, so I’d have to out think my opponent. I thought I’d see huge players that can
move like small skill players. I pictured stereotype division one players; enormous but
still light on their feet. Players that put in a lot of time in the weight room. What I
actually seen was a number of huge players. Just as I expected all along, but most of
them had one unique flaw. There were some undersized eager players also; Me
included in that group. I'm not short by any means. I am five foot eleven, but the
minimum height for an ideal quarterback is around six foot two. So technically I am
undersized for my position. Height didn't hold back the players that played with a
purpose. I noticed that first day that size can give u an advantage, but has nothing to do
with your talent or drive. There were some huge players that that can move very
fluently and efficiently to get the job done. There are also some big players that are
lazy. They lacked the gritty personality it takes to survive among dogs. Or they lacked
basic techniques it takes to play their position, but their size helped them get away with
not going one hundred percent every play. There were small players that put in
everything they had every single play because they have more to prove just because
they don't have the ideal size coaches look for. Overall I noticed that the effort of the
player sets players apart. No matter where you came from, or what you have
accomplished before. The attention to detail. How much you study your own strengths
and weaknesses and correct yourself on the daily basis. You have to strive to better
yourself at your craft. Give yourself an edge to surpass the person ahead of you. That's
what makes a division one player; it's not about the size of the athlete at all. It's about
the heart of the player.

Why I Think it is Beneficial to go to Social Activities here at NDSCS.
By Trenton Erickson: NDSCS Student.
Here at NDSCS, the Campus Activities Board puts on many different events that
everyone can go to. There are also many other events that happen here as well. I
personally believe it is very beneficial to go to as many of these events as possible, and
here are some reasons why.
My first main reason, and probably the most important is, you get to meet a lot of new
people. What isn’t more important in life then having good friends to hang out with and
rely on. If you go to most of these events, you are bound to meet new people and make
many new friends.
Another reason to go to these events, is to get away from reality for a little while and
enjoy yourself. I know that education here is very important, but every now and then,
people need a break from their everyday life. I find it helpful if you take a break from
school and homework to loosen your mind up.
My last reason to attend all of the events that go on here at NDSCS is, they are free.
First off, who doesn’t like free stuff? Second off, who doesn’t like getting free stuff at a
place where you got in for free? I think to college puts these activities on to get their
students up and active during the school year. Deep down, they truly know that these
events aren’t just for students’ enjoyment, I think they know it helps them by relieving
tension and stress.

Survival of the Fittest
By Lindsey Lorenz: NDSCS Student.
College is a long road of ups and downs, twists and turns. You truly never know what
is going to be around the next bend. People commonly feel like a fish out of water;
they can see the water but just need a little encouragement and support to make it
back to safety. That encouragement is what all college students need. To survive at
any college or school you need friends. You need faculty that care about you and have
your best intentions, the ones that take the time to learn your name and say hi in the
hallway. You don’t go to college because you think it’s going to be easy and cheap, you
go because you want to better your education and be able to get that dream job you
have always wanted. To get through the hard times you need a few items to survive.
All colleges students need a survival kit. The main thing you need is coffee or energy
drinks for those nights you only get a few hours of sleep or no sleep at all. They say
you need a healthy diet to keep your energy levels up, but when you are as stressed as
a baby deer trying to run on ice you know you need something unhealthy that is going
to make you happy for a moment. For those moments I highly recommend glazed
doughnut or a bag of chips. With all the twisting roads and mysteries that come with
college you need to be in your prime and ready to fight to get that degree you always
dreamed of.

Trump: Good or Bad President?
By Cassidy Church: NDSCS Student.
Throughout the past year, everyone has been talking about whether Donald Trump is
going to be a great president for the country or not. There has been some talk saying
that he is going to be a great president, due to the things that he had told people during
his campaign. So far, there have been some people who write on Facebook saying,
“Trump is not my president”. That’s not something that we can really control, because
the country had elected him our new president. Honestly, I think he will be a great
president only because he is not only trying to help the country be better, but he is also
going to help the citizens which live in the United States. He is working better to
contribute to our country, and is not going to lie to us like a lot of the other presidents
have done. He’s even started on his promises that he had made, and he’s not even in
office yet. He’s raised millions of dollars for our Veterans, and that is a huge
accomplish. He wants to make America Great Again, and with him being president, we
will accomplish just that. Donald Trump has said a lot of racial things, yes, but he just
wanted to prove a point. Especially from our past experiences with terrorists and such,
he wants to make sure that situations like that never happen again. No one should have
to go through the agony of laying their family members down, due to a terrorist attack.
And for that, I thank Donald Trump for being our President of The United States, for the
next four consecutive years.

Dangerous Driving
By Logan Meyer: NDSCS Student.
If you are new to the area, you probably haven't had to experience the winter driving.
I've grown up here all my life and am quite used to the winters. Here are a few helpful
tips and suggestions about driving around Wahpeton in the winter. First, if you don't
think you should be driving, you shouldn't be. I'm sure most people will experience at
some point, driving in a blizzard. If you are driving and think to yourself it's to bad to be
driving, you shouldn't be driving. Second, please have patience. Most students here at
NDSCS have big pickup trucks. Those of us that have little cars, well sometimes we
spin our tires before getting traction. Please don't laugh and don't get annoyed. Third,
invest in an extension cord if you can. If your car is parked outside over night, it's really
helpful to have it plugged in if available. Fourth, you're going to want to leave for class
just a bit earlier. To many times has it happened that I've left for school at 8:15 a.m. and
found my car completely iced up. Leave earlier to have time to let your car warm up
and scrape ice off the windows. Lastly, always carry a tow rope. Even if you have a
little car like me, it's always nice to have a tow rope. If you get stuck in town, odds are
someone is driving around in a truck. People around here are nice, they'll pull you out.

Four Years a Wildcat
By Dakota Kleinsasser: NDSCS Student.
I’ve been at the North Dakota State College of Science for four years now. When people
hear that I get “Why are you still here?!” and people asking me if I failed classes. The
reason I have been a Wildcat for so long is I saw a chance to get two degrees that I feel
are worth more to my future than most four year degrees that I could get. NDSCS has
become a second home to me while I’ve attended. I’ve made countless friends and
memories, grown spiritually and mentally, and I am on my way to having two degrees
that will help build my future. My first degree was Heating Ventilation and Air
Conditioning my second construction management. With these degrees and knowledge
that I have gained from leadership on campus I feel I have been prepared for a great
future in the construction industry.
If I had the chance to have my college experience all over again, I would pick NDSCS in
a heartbeat. However, I would take my first year a lot more seriously. I feel as if I
missed an opportunity early on to become involved on campus. Most everything else I
would keep the same. The staff at NDSCS has been amazing in helping not just myself
grow but also people around me. Staff like the President of the college to the dorm
cleaning staff, from the instructors to the maintenance crew on campus. Even alumni
have made a great difference in how I view life after college now.
Being at NDSCS longer than the average student has given me a different college
experience than most, but one I wouldn’t change for the world. After May, I will no
longer be a student at NDSCS, but I will always have a special place in my heart for the
school and community that has shaped me into the person I am now.

ETC.
Zachary Grunewald: NDSCS Student.
As a single working mom her life was a bit rushed but she took it all in stride. Life was
good and she loved her son John more than anything else in the world. When John was
just a baby he sucked his thumb. By age two he became attached to the soft edge of his
baby blanket. Rather than carry that heavy blanket everywhere his mom made soft toys by
wrapping white fabric around a rubber ball and securing it with a rubber band. John
immediately became attached to this toy. One advantage of having this toy was it could
easily be remade in case he disappeared.
When John was about four years old mom made plans to eat at her favorite restaurant
Burger King. It was not often they could afford to go out but you have to treat yourself
once in awhile. She made sure John was well rested so there would be no fussiness in
public. John invited his toy to dinner. Even though he was never hungry. (Because he was
a toy!) It was a fine meal – cheeseburgers and nuggets all around.
With bellies full and the sun sinking below the horizon, mom strapped John into his car seat
and home they went. About two miles down the road John asked, “Where’s my toy?” “Oh
shit! We must have left him at Burger King!” his Mom said. She quickly turned the car
around. Back at the restaurant they both ran up to the man standing behind the counter
and asked in unison, “Have you seen a toy around here!?” As the blood drained from the
man’s face a waitress overheard and came running over with the toy in hand. “I knew
you’d be back,” she said with a smile. Little Johnny was as happy as he as ever been. The
day was saved! You thought this story would end badly, didn’t you?

Tanner Bernhardt: NDSCS Student.
One time I had met a kid named Jin. I had always sensed he was kind of an awkward guy,
but it seemed like he had some sort of important purpose. The first time I had seen Jin I
was in Starbucks catching up on some homework and checking emails. Jin was in line to
get whatever he was getting to drink when a man bumped into him. Jin did not take the
man very lightly he started screaming at him and the other man was getting really scared. I
was just about to get up and calm things down, but as soon as I got up Jin took off
sprinting out of the store. I was really weirded out, and honestly it was kind of funny. The
very next day I had seen Jin in the the computer lab so I sat by him. The first thing I said
was “How was Starbucks yesterday?” Jin laughed, and went on with whatever he was
doing. I asked him what he was doing on his computer, and he didn’t reply at all. So, I went
on with my day and didn’t think anything of it. About a week after the computer lab I had
been experiencing some crazy things going on my computer, like viruses and such. I took
my computer to the technician on campus, and said I had been hacked. I immediately
thought of Jin when the technician had told me this. When I finally found Jin I ran up to him
and frantically asked him if he had hacked my computer. He smirked at me and said “Got
you.” I suddenly got super pissed and started punching him. He said to me it will all work
out in the end, and one day I will forgive him. I am still waiting for that day.

Tips for Collecting
By Kellie Hansen: NDSCS Student.
When I was younger I always tried “making a collection”. The first one, of course, was
stuffed animals. The main one I remember was skipping rocks. I laugh at myself for
doing such a thing - I didn’t do so well with it. Basically, I told my mom one day when I
was about 7, that I wanted to start collecting them, so I went and found about ten really
nice, flat rocks, and told myself I had a collection – sad, I know. Anyways, after like a
year of having those rocks in my room, I got over that. Back then, I was just a rookie, but
now that I know a little more about what I’m doing, I get it done the right way.
For starters, you have to know/decide what it is you’re going to collect. Maybe you’re
really into baseball and want to collect some cards or maybe you absolutely love music
and concerts and start collecting t-shirts from tours. Regardless of what it is that you are
collecting, to be a good collector, you have to know about what it is. Take my sister for
example; you could say she collects wine bottles. She has a good 100 bottles above her
cupboards at her house and she knows quite a bit about each bottle. Lastly, if you really
want to feel like a pro, you must know how to display your collection in a unique way.
Like my sister, she has them all lined up in a certain way and for everyone to see. Now
whether or not you want to keep it private is your decision, but it’s still nice to have it in
an awesome looking display.
So, now that you know the low-down of collecting, you can get started with yours today!
Remember to have fun with it and make it something you are really passionate about!
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