
DISPATCHES FROM 

STANDING 
ROCK

THIS FALL, INDIGENOUS PEOPLE AND THEIR ALLIES GATHERED  
AT STANDING ROCK INDIAN RESERVATION IN NORTH DAKOTA AS AN  

ACT OF SOLIDARITY WITH THE STANDING ROCK SIOUX TRIBE. 
FIGHTING AGAINST THE CONSTRUCTION OF THE DAKOTA ACCESS 
PIPELINE, THE PEACEFUL PROTESTS INCLUDED SEVERAL DESERT 
LOCALS WHO ENGAGED IN ACTIVISM WITH A COMMUNITY THAT 

WAS NOT THEIR OWN. FOR MANY, THIS WAS NOT A JOINING OR AN 
ENTWINING. IT WAS AN ACT OF STANDING ALONGSIDE.

AS TOLD TO KRISTIN SCHARKEY
PHOTOGRAPHS BY RODNEY WHITE,  THE DES MOINES ( IOWA) REGISTER
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Anthony 
Andreas III 
AGUA CALIENTE BAND OF  
CAHUILLA INDIANS TRIBAL 
COUNCIL MEMBER

I went in September with my 
wife and my daughter, and her 
cousin and his fiancé. I wanted to 
present our tribal flag and meet the 
chairman. When you come over the 
hill, the main camp is impressive. I 
joked with my wife, “This is what 
George A. Custer must’ve saw when 
he came over the hill,” because 
you see nothing but teepees and 
tents and people out there. He saw 
all that and still decided to attack! 
What was really interesting is as 
we were parking, a lady came from 
the Southern California kitchen, 
the SoCal Kitchen. It was the 
reservations that included Rincon, 
Cahuilla up in the hills, Soboba and, 
of  course, the California Indian 
Basketweavers Association were 
all in that little cooking camp. The 
main kitchen is overwhelmed with 
people, so these little kitchens were 
just popping up all over the camps 
and feeding whoever. We pulled in 
with ‘Agua Caliente’ on our car and 
they said, “Hey! You spending the night? Come camp.” They 
got us a parking spot by them.

I decided to take our flag to the main arena area, and there 
was a guy up front with a microphone. After I gave it to him, 
he’s like, “Agua Caliente is here from Palm Springs, California! 
We’re going to put their flag up!” It was very exciting. They 
told us guys were putting flags up down by the road because 
there were just so many boxes of  them, so we went and helped 
drag a bunch of  flag poles to them and then watched them put 
our flag up.

Later, we went up to Facebook Hill – which was the only place 
where you could get service – and we could see all the media 
crews up there. We also see Chairman Dave Archambault II. I 
presented him with a gourd rattle, made by my cousin with our 
tribe’s name on it, in a bag made by my wife. And I gave him 
a tribal pin that we wear on our lapel, as a reminder that we’re 
friends forever now, and a big hug. He loved it. He was a little 
shocked, I think, because everybody that was talking to him is all, 
“I want something from you. I want your opinion. I want a why. I 
need this now. Tell me, tell me, tell me, take, take, take.” And here 
I was not really asking for anything. I was just like, “We’re here. 

We’re here to help out. We’re here to spiritually uplift you. We’re 
here on your behalf. We’re visitors here, so I’m bringing a gift 
for you.” 

At the main fire, they make announcements, like “In the 
morning we’re going to have a sweat down by the river. You’ll 
see the tents, everybody’s welcome. Men, women, if  you’re 
not familiar, come with us. Sweat. Pray. Spend time with other 
people.” One time, we were sitting down by the campfire and the 
elders said they’d been asked by the Nisqually tribe if  they could 
present their music and tradition, and get everybody in a festive 
mood. Everyone’s like, “Yeah let’s do it!” So they came out with 
their drums and they had some young guys dancing out there 
and they were saying, “Come on out, learn the dance. This is a 
social song, come out and have fun with us.” Then, there were 
other Nisqually tribal members walking through the crowd giving 
little gifts. 

From a tribal aspect, the thought of  that many tribes 
supporting that tribe was amazing – all those tribes, who normally 
don’t talk to each other even though they’re all kind of  related to 
each other, coming together for this one battle hasn’t happened 
in 150 years. They were all camping together, had one vision 

together, and were not arguing or fighting or disputing anything. 
They were all one mind. And to see other people come out 
there that weren’t tribal, that were in full support of  the tribe 
and willing to do anything, whether it was moving firewood to 
another camp, helping cook, cleaning up, just whatever it took to 
keep the camp functioning in that positive manner. Everybody 
was in agreement. It was a true village running on its own.

We’re fighting alongside. We like to think we’re a part of  that 
community because the fight is long. And we didn’t start the fight, 
we’re just hanging on the coattails of  the tribe to do it. But we’re 
pulling ourselves up close enough to where we’re going to fight 
side by side with them, hopefully. It’s a long road for them. 

Spencer Keizer
JOSHUA TREE MUSICIAN AND PAINTER

When I was out on tour in September, I found out about what 
was happening at Standing Rock. I couldn’t stop thinking about 
it. My grandmother is from South Dakota and a lot of  her family 
was raised out there. So, I played the Joshua Tree Musical Festival 
and then left two weeks later in November. We raised money by 

having benefit concerts – and I did some concerts on my own – 
and we had a yard sale with a bunch of  friends for supplies. We 
brought blankets, food, tarps and hand warmers. My friend also 
gave me a jar of  water that he got from Mount Shasta that the 
people of  Joshua Tree blessed at an art showing/Standing Rock 
benefit. Then, I got to take it to the Missouri River. It was our way 
of  bringing this source of  life to more people, and to pretty much 
say that we’re in. That we stand with you and we’re looking for a 
bright future and a stronger community future.

When we got there, we talked to the gate guy and the first 
thing he said was, “Welcome home.” It brought us right in. 
The next day, we went to orientation, which was very beautiful 
and powerful. They were expressing how to act in the camp. 
Listening was very key in what was going on, as well as doing 
what you were told, asking yourself  if  you were a help or just 
another mouth to feed, and to really protect the native lands. It 
was also important to ask for permission, take initiative, believe 
in yourself  and get the job done in a way that was good for 
the community.

I felt welcome, in a way, because I felt like they asked for us to 
be there. But I did not go there feeling that I was part of  the tribe 
or already part of  something that I wasn’t. I was there to be quiet, 
to work and pretty much be in the shadows. I mainly went to be 
of  service, not to go on a trip of  spirituality or to dive into their 
culture or to try to colonize. It was communicated that this was 
not a festival. It was not a party. We were there to protect the land, 
to stay in prayer and to not let anger get the best of  us because 
when it came down to it, they didn’t need anyone that was going 
to be violent in any way. 

I cooked, worked with kids and picked up trash. My buddy also 
had a tea yurt, so I helped clean it and served tea sometimes. Very 
respectfully, my friend and I played music in the background. It 
was a common ground of  relaxing, having a cup of  tea, warming 
up, expressing what you were feeling, getting out of  the cold for a 
moment and also getting out of  the chaos of  emergency mode.

With the kids, we played soccer, played with dogs or played 
music. There were Native American children, and children of  
volunteers. Everyone was a volunteer if  you weren’t native from 
that land. And I was listener. It was very easy for me to meet 
people and connect with people. I heard people express anger and 
remorse for the other side, for the police and the military.

Representatives of the Havasupai tribe from 
the Havasupai Indian Reservation in the Grand 
Canyon enter the Oceti Sakowin Camp near 
Standing Rock Reservation near Cannon Ball, 
N.D. in September.
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I started working in a kitchen serving 
mostly natives. The woman who owned 
it was a native woman, and we had some 
beautiful times talking about unconditional 
love, and how it’s very hard from the natives’ 
way of  life to find it. But she felt she had 
found certain unconditional love with the 
community coming out to help. 

Sometimes, I wondered if  I was supposed 
to be there – if  I was doing a good job and 
if  the natives wanted me to be there. In one 
instance, I was walking around picking up 
trash and then this native woman just walks 
up and she’s like, “I respect and appreciate 
what you are doing.” She thanked me and 
kept walking on. Things like that would 
happen, and that would keep me sane. 

I went to Sacred Fire every once in a 
while, but I was diligent on working hard 
and keeping strong on my well-being. 
Non-tribal members could participate in 
ceremonies, but you basically needed to be 
asked by a tribal member to participate. For 
actions, it was different. They were stewing 
over if  that was even the right term to use 
because the actions, especially in that camp, 
were all based around peace. There was 
always people being like, “We’re going on an 
action, come up here!” All you had to do was 
ask if  it was sanctioned and call people out 
on what’s going on. It was people wanting to 
help but not wanting to listen or respect exactly what was going 
on. That can get in the way, someone thinking they know better.

It’s been hard to dive back into this more comfortable life. Over 
there, you get comfortable with being uncomfortable. We have 
so many luxuries. But they expressed to us not to take the pain or 
the distraught feelings with us but to bring back that love in the 
community. It was one of  the strongest senses of  community I’ve 
ever personally experienced. It was the most on-the-surface, in-
the-moment love and respect, people taking initiative and strength 
upon themselves and really believing in themselves and dissecting 
their needs for what was best for the camp.

Keith Rice
MORONGO BAND OF MISSION INDIANS BIRD SINGER

All of  this is new to me. It’s a part of  my life now. I’m in touch 
with everything today. I was never like that before. I was lost in my 
drug addiction. My tribe knows where I’m from and where I’ve 
been. For them to ask me to be part of  that to deliver the goods to 
Standing Rock was an honor. It was overwhelming. At the time, I 
went home and cried about it.

Me, pastor Walter Holmes and two other guys took the 
supplies in September. We had a U-Haul full of  flour, beans, rice, 

canned goods, coffee, sugar, salt, blankets, sweaters, sleeping bags, 
water, paper towels. Everybody from the tribe chipped in. 

When we got to Standing Rock, we got an escort from the 
tribal police. When we came over the hill and it dropped down, 
you could see all these cars and tents. I get chills right now just 
talking about it. To be a part of  all that, it was like a movie. Like 
cowboys and Indians days. We got to ride in like warriors.

The camaraderie was awesome. They welcomed us with open 
arms and thanked us when we dropped everything off at the main 
camp. They helped us unload it, and we weren’t even there 10 
minutes and they asked us to come and sing some songs. I was like 
a little kid. We walked around the whole camp, starting from the 
middle and then going out to talk to people from all over, New 
York, Hawaii, all kinds of  people. Everybody was friendly. There 
was no alcohol or drug use. I live for that, not to use it. I guess 
I’m kind of  judgmental sometimes, like that don’t belong here 
because I know where I came from and it was wrong. I don’t like 
that no more. It was awesome to see that and talk to everybody in 
their own camps and they’re inviting us, “Oh, come to dinner in 
here,” “Come have coffee,” “Do you have everything you need?”

We went when it first started to get cold, and I wanted to 
stay there on the campground but I’m a big, old sissy. I took my 
tent and sleeping bag up there and didn’t use them. I gave it to 

the camp. We stayed at Prairie Knights Casino & Resort. Big old 
chickens. But I want to go back and take my wife and daughter. I 
didn’t know at first but that’s a big part of  history. 

It was awesome. I’ll just keep saying ‘awesome,’ because I love 
that word. To be with all those different types of  people. No hate. 
Everything was love and friendly. People were learning from each 
other. There were so many sweat lodges. The Creator was there.  

I didn’t expect to see white people – African-American, 
Mexican, Chinese, every race was there. That’s because water is 
life. It affects everybody. I thought it only affected native people. It 
was a good life lesson to be a part of  my recovery. To be there and 
be sober and not be out somewhere else, like be there but not be 
there. Being there in spirit and with a good heart is the only way I 
can describe it. It shows me that I can do more things sober than I 
can on drugs. 

Rachel Burgos
JOSHUA TREE HERBALIST

I went to be arrested. With the eviction, they said they were 
going to remove people. I went to be arrested instead of  a native 
person getting arrested, because I knew I had an advantage 
because of  the color of  my skin. I’m a white woman – even if  my 

ancestors aren’t white, I am now. But when I got there, I went to 
a meeting led by the women’s council, and they were saying they 
didn’t want any direct action. It had nothing to do with what the 
camp stood for because it was a camp of  prayer.

It was really powerful to hear directly from this oppressed 
community, to really listen and hear what they had to say. They 
wanted us to [expletive] work and respect and listen. It was like, 
“If  you’re cold, you’re not working hard enough. If  you’re not 
working, at least be in meetings.” They wanted us to decolonize 
ourselves. Most white people are raised in a culture where our 
ancestors have been able to go to someone else’s land and take 
the resources and land, and kill the people. We have this sense of  
entitlement. Decolonization is about reprogramming yourself  
so that you’re listening to oppressed cultures and not acting 
in entitlement. A lot of  people were respectful at camp but 
sometimes you’d get a white dude at dinner going to the table 
first. We’d be like, “No, elders first, then women and children, 
then you.” I felt like people were really holding everybody else 
accountable to respect the wishes of  the native people. 

I thought I’d be working in the herbal tent but I actually ended 
up in a kitchen. I’m also a professional cook; I go to primitive 
skills gatherings and cook in pop-up tents. It was pretty rough and 
great. You’re scraping snow for dish washing. 

As a volunteer, it’s not about you. It’s not about who you’re 
helping. Sometimes, I felt myself  doing work in the kitchen and I 
was like, “I want people to like me doing this.” And some people 
would just be like, “Whatever, white girl, whatever.” And that’s 
totally fine. But I saw even in myself  wanting people to thank 
me for cooking. And people did. They were so thankful and 
nice, but there were definitely times when people were angry at 
your presence or not happy to see you. Now, if  a white man said 
“whatever” to me, I’d be like, “What the [expletive]?” But in that 
situation, I totally get it. There’s a lot of  trauma there, and I think 
that it’s important not to expect anything from anyone – just be of  
use, be of  service and be there. 

Around the time that the blizzard came, I learned one 
of  my friends had disappeared in the Oakland fire. I was in 
complete shock and went to the herbal tent first because herbs 
are my emotional support. There is no alcohol allowed on the 
reservation, so they couldn’t make tinctures, but they had this 
amazing infrastructure of  teas and glycerides. They gave me a big 
rescue remedy. Then, they got me somebody from the emotional 
support teepee. There’s trained therapists there and they have a 
warm space with blankets, pillows and tea, and they’ll put you 
to bed and you can sleep there. It was essential. I can’t imagine 
what people must go through there. There were 10,000 people at 
Standing Rock when I was there, and not everybody is stable. Stuff 
comes up, whether or not it’s post-traumatic stress. I think a lot of  
people were also feeling guilty about their ancestors. 

Hopefully everything goes right and I don’t have to go back. 
Since the fires in Oakland, a lot of  stuff has happened since then. 
I would want to be super emotionally stable and strong. You don’t 
want to bring your nonsense crybaby ass out there because they 
don’t need that. If  I’m strong enough, I’ll go back out. 

Maryanne Quiroz with Kalpulli Yaocenoxtli of St. Paul, 
Minn. takes part in a traditional dance at the Oceti 
Sakowin Camp in North Dakota in October. The camp 
was ground zero during protests of construction of the 
four-state, 1,172-mile pipeline Dakota Access pipeline.
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