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Indian Letters

Mother and Father,


How are you? My first week isn’t going to well. It is hard adjusting to the new customs and ideas of the white man. They made us cut our hair short even though we aren’t mourning anything. They also took our blankets and made us wear amy uniforms! They seem to be trying to take away our identity and make us into white men. They have been trying to teach us English, which is completely different than our native tongue. Reading and writing English has been extremely difficult. Lately they have been trying to get us to talk exclusively in English, taking away the last thing we had left, our language. They have been teaching us about their religion and sciences. They keep insisting that our god’s are false and that we aren’t worshipping correctly. They get upset if we don’t do what they say. They teach bazaar things about science and the earth it is really hard to understand. The mathematics is the hardest, I don’t see how this could ever help me hunt or become a man. They have recently started telling us terrible stories about how our people are murders and felons who just kill and destroy. They have been teling us all the things we’ve done wrong and blaming us for problems they have, without a single mention of the terrible things they’ve done to our tribe. Are these stories true? I look forward to getting to see you eventually, I wonder if you will recognize me. I hope I make you proud, 




Your Seabear, (or as they call me Percival)

Dear Friends,


When I finally arrived home, no one recognized me. I tried to ask for directions but I had completely forgotten our language. No one could understand where I was from, some didn’t even believe I was from the tribe because of my clothes, language and hair. After some searching I found my parents, who were very happy to see me. I had to signal almost every word because I could not remember the language. I got the evil eye from many of the tribes people; they believed I had betrayed them and had “gone white”. They looked down at me when I couldn’t hunt or speak the language. I may have to leave the village soon. People are starting to blame my parents and shun them because of me. I have to leave, how would I survive without being able to hunt? I am thinking about moving back into the city and getting a job. I hope things are going better for the rest of you.



Your Friend,



Percival

