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ANGELA 
KOLDEN
Editor

The Cass County Reporter welcomes letters up to 600 words. Profanity, name calling or personal attacks will not be 
published, nor will letters deemed to be in poor taste. Libelous or slanderous statements will also not be published.  
Letters to the editor must be clear, accurate and signed by the author. For verification purposes, letters to the editor 
must include full name, home address, and day and evening phone numbers. Contact information is for our purposes 

only  – we will not share it with anyone else. Anonymous letters and letters written under a pseudonym will not be 
printed. Letters may be edited for length, grammar and accuracy. Letters will be published on a space-available basis, 

and there are no guarantees they will be published the week they are submit ted. 

The Cass County Reporter will not accept letters to or about political candidates within 30 days of an election.
*Letters to the editor are not the views of the Cass County Reporter staff – they are solely the opinions of the author. 

To submit a letter to the editor, send an email to angela@ccreporter.com

Letters to the EDITOR

I’ve been to 
many events 
in the past six 
weeks: North 
Dakota legislative 
sessions, state 
conventions, 
retirement par-
ties, graduations, 
and end-of-year 
gatherings. The 
common thread 
among all of 
them is people — 

lots of them, often 
individuals I don’t see regularly. 
This means either new introduc-
tions or catching up after some 
time apart.

This might come as a surprise 
given my profession, but I’m not a 
social person, and I dislike small 
talk. However, both are seemingly 
required for my current role, so I 
suck it up and discuss the weather, 
construction, or anything else I can 
think of to avoid awkward silence. 
This year, likely because I’ve 
attended more events than ever 
before, I’ve been asked about my 
work far more often. The question 
is frequently just two words: “Why 
newspapers?”

I understand the confusion in 
their voices shouldn’t shock me. I 
live in a world where newspapers 
are life, and for people not to grasp 
that feels like asking why the sky 
is blue. Most people don’t share 
that mindset. So, over the last few 
weeks, I’ve refined my response 
to that question. My initial reply 
was “why not,” but the real reason 
behind my love and passion for 
newspapers probably isn’t as com-
mon sense as I perceive it to be.

Newspapers are a primary 
source for connecting our small 
communities. We focus on hy-
per-local content that isn’t covered 
by larger TV and radio stations 
or national media. While small 
towns might occasionally land in 
the spotlight for a major story, the 
smaller, everyday stories are only 
covered here.

As community newspapers, 
we report on local issues and 
encourage engagement in our 
local governments, school boards, 
and events. Newspapers serve as 

watchdogs for local transparency 
and accountability, and while that 
part of our job can be difficult, it is 
necessary. We may not always be 
popular, but our goal is to be an 
accounting of communities — the 
good, the bad, and the ugly.

While these are the basic goals 
of every community newspaper, 
there are many other reasons I 
personally love newspapers and 
devote my time and energy to 
them. No one enters the newspa-
per business to get rich. We do it 
because we believe in our com-
munities. We believe in creating a 
tangible record for history, so that 
even when we are no longer here, 
we can continue to be a trusted 
resource for those who want to 
know what has happened in our 
communities, just as we look back 
at newspapers from 50 or 100 
years ago.

I’ve attended many graduation 
and retirement parties recently. 
At nearly every one, there were 
newspaper clippings showcasing 
the accomplishments of the life we 
were celebrating — a tangible re-
cord that will always exist in print, 
not lost in cyberspace or merely 
scrolled past. Over the years, peo-
ple have clipped these memories 
from the newspaper and saved 
them to hold onto and display to 
others.

As newspapers, we’ve had to 
adapt. Printing is far more expen-
sive these days, postage has sky-
rocketed, and public support for 
newspapers, in both advertising 
and subscriptions, has declined. 
Yet, we are still here, doing what 
we can to remain viable for our 
communities. We hope to create 
an edition each week that informs 
readers, supports our advertisers, 
and offers transparency — some-
thing you will pick up for the 
special things, even if you don’t 
regularly subscribe.

I believe the value of print 
journalism ensures our communi-
ties survive and thrive and I hope 
that the next time you hold a local 
newspaper, you consider the sto-
ries it tells, the history it preserves, 
and the community it connects 
because that is why I choose news-
papers.  

Why newspapers?

KELSEY
MAJESKE
Publisher

Letter to the Editor
Dear Letters Editor: 
I was wrong about the sales tax percentage in Casselton going up 

to 8.5% due to the recent vote. The vote meant that the current 7.5% 
will be maintained rather than revert to the previous 6.5%, if my un-
derstanding is finally correct. Accuracy is important, and I regret my 
error.

Ross Nelson
Casselton, ND

Out of My Mind: Graduation
It’s been 

an emotional 
couple weeks. 
And, I don’t 
see any relief 
in sight. 

My son, 
who I had late 
in life, grad-
uated from 
high school 
on May 18. 
He leaves 

June 16 for Ma-
rine Corps recruit training in 
San Diego, Calif. 

It’s a 13 week program de-
signed to “transform” recruits 
into Marines through intense 
physical, mental and moral 
training, while also breaking 
their mother’s hearts with a no 
contact rule. 

When I tell people my son’s 
plans, they respond with con-
gratulations and tell me how 
proud I must be. I am, but I am 
more concerned than proud. As 
his mother, hearing about the 
‘transformation’ of my son into 
a Marine is difficult. What does 
that mean, exactly? 

I’m sure the rigorous training 
will push him to his limit. It 
will, if the U.S. Military suc-
ceeds in its mission,  break him 
so that he can be built back 
up into a version that is more 
disciplined with stronger core 
values like honor, courage and 
commitment. 

Those are admirable attri-
butes. And, if he doesn’t see 
combat, his transformation 
may end there. All will be well. 

My primary fear is that the 

son I raised will be erased in 
the process. If not during basic 
training, certainly if or when he 
sees combat. 

Will there be room inside 
this new soldier for everything 
he will become to co-exist with 
who he is already? 

Can a man who is strong 
enough to become a Marine 
retain the gentleness that occu-
pies so much of who he is now? 

Will the hand and mind that 
learn to use the M16A4 rifle, 
machine guns and grenade 
launchers still remember the 
gentleness required to pick up 
a newborn kitten and return it 
safely to a worried mama cat? 

Will he remain emotionally 
intuitive? Will he still be able 
to see when someone is hurting 
and will he still instinctively 
want to help heal the hurt? I 
worry about a boy with a heart 
like his seeing what it poten-
tially will. If called to duty, 
what will he see? And even if 
he survives physically, will his 
beautiful mind?

This Memorial Day, as I 
attended the services in Cas-
selton, I intently listened to 
Colonel Christopher Domitro-
vich’s address. 

As part of it he asked that we 
remember wounded warriors—
the physical and non visible 
wounds. Even without my son 
having yet endured either, 
knowing the potential exists, 
feels like a sharp blade is being 
held against my throat. 

Graduation from high school 
was a milestone for my son. He 
was not an easy child to raise. 

Since inside my womb he was 
challenging. He was breach and 
often stomped on my bladder. 
Being pregnant with him felt 
different than with my daugh-
ter. He was anxious to get out, 
even while still developing. He 
was born to do. Never content. 
Always ‘pressing the limit’. Not 
surprisingly, he is a runner. 
Cross country and track. It will 
serve him well as he enters 
basic training. 

As he prepares to leave home 
for the first time, my heart is 
also preparing. My prayers will 
be what they have always been; 
for his safety and success. I 
hope he finds the career he is 
searching for and that it brings 
him health and happiness. 
I hope he finds the balance 
between fighting for his coun-
try and remembering all the 
reasons he wants to. 

As I wait for my son to be 
“transformed” into a Marine, I 
urge us all to heed the advice of 
Colonel Domitrovich.

“Acknowledge and commend 
veterans’ service by honoring 
their legacy by living a life of 
courage, integrity and com-
passion. Strive to be worthy of 
the sacrifices they made on our 
behalf.”

Like all things, I thought I 
understood and respected the 
sacrifices veterans have made 
for us. My grandfather, dad and 
brother were military. But not 
until the sacrifice is my son, do 
I fully comprehend it. 

Remember—every soldier 
was first, before they became 
anything else, someone’s child. 


