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Living on the reservation actually does have some benefits such as getting good grades, participating, and being more involved in my culture. While going to school on the reservation, I hardly thought about foolish attitudes. It was the grade that counted, not the clothes, styles, or whose parent had the “coolest” car. Not having a drivers license was perfectly normal, or not even having a car at all.  The popular thing was to be involved with your family, school, and with traditions. Sure it may seem strange, but truly it’s something my family members and I did. Then I moved to Salt Lake City, Utah.
While living in Salt Lake I began to notice that kids with the same heritage as mine were totally different: they didn’t get good grades, weren’t involved in their culture, and never dared to participate. The “cool” thing was not to participate at all. I soon found myself partaking in this same attitude: disrespecting my family members, running out late at night, and avoiding lectures from my elders. Not realizing I’d be hurting myself more than anyone, I was staying away from home for four days or more. I’d also come home at very late hours hoping my aunt wouldn’t hear me.  
Staying in the city changed the way I look at things and made me realize the importance of my culture. Now I think before I go anywhere, listen to my elders, and don’t hang out so late - if so, I call home. When I moved in with my sister in Salt Lake, I learned how to take care of myself and spend my money, learned what was proper to wear, and what to do, or say. I also made the promise to my mother, father, sister, brother, aunt, uncle, niece, nephew, and grandparents that I’d go to college. That really struck me and made me realize that what really put me back together was my heritage, language, and culture. 


We as Native Americans really are losing all our culture by the minute. My generation now thinks that everything we want, we get. But what I heard from my parents, grandparents, aunts, uncles, and sisters, is that I have to work at it.  Taking advice from my uncle who is twenty years older and more experienced, is something I can’t refuse. Listening to my parents, grandparents, or any other elder isn’t always a lecture. Just shutting up and learning to listen changed my attitude, my listening ability, and my perspective on life.

 I honestly know now that I want to go college, not for myself but for people who aren’t able to go, and for those who cried over it. I want my generation to know that there is more to life than parties, girls, guys, clothes, and cars. Now today, there are so many opportunities for kids. I’ve heard stories from my mom about how she wanted to go to college but was unable because my grandmother needed help around the house with all nine of her kids and because she was just too afraid.  But for me, I really want to go to college so I can learn my language, learn how to write, and actually be able to talk to my mom.
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