
On May 10th, 2015, which also happened to be mothers day I decided to leave the corn and bean fields of 
Ohio behind and move to the tall white buildings of Washington, D.C., the Nation’s Capital!  Never living in 
a city I was unsure of how this would turn out, but I was excited for the new experience.  Just a few months 
prior to this date, I was in Washington, D.C with Wilmington College lobbying against climate change, where 
I was asked to come work at the William Penn House, a Quaker facility. 

After arriving in the big city, the first thing I decide 
to do is get lost! After a view phone calls I finally 
found my way to the William Penn House where 
I met Hannah, the other intern from the college.  
We took our bags in a waited until Brad, the boss, 
arrived and gave us a little pre-orientation and then 
we moved our bags up to the fourth floor where we 
would be staying together for the next three months. 
I’m so excited that I am actually here in the Nation’s 
Capital!! Unpacked Hannah and I decide to go on a 
little adventure out in the city, where of course we 
got lost in the middle of nowhere.  The first two 
weeks of working here we trained. We learned how 
to run the office and do all of the hospitality of 
running the house, cleaning, reservation, and taking 
care of the guests.  And we also did programming 
training, where we went out with Brad to local residents houses and talked about the gardens. Lucky for me 
I did this sort of thing back home and knew what I was doing.  After getting trained it was exciting, except it 

quickly began to be nothing that I thought it was going to be. 
The people that I work with are lazy and rude; because Hannah 
and I are new they think they can throw everything onto us. The 
work was nothing that we learned in orientation and every was 
way too liberal for me. I grew up on more of the conservative 
side, but decided to go to a liberal arts school, thankfully the 
one year there helped me grow out of my comfort zone with 
some things, but here everything I had to say tuned into an 
argument and that I had the wrong thoughts. 

Also, we were told that we would be working a solid 40 hours 
a week, but Hannah and I quickly learned that we wouldn’t, and 
we would have to “fluff” a couple hours in every week.  We only 
worked to hospitality shifts a week, and would work about 3 
days of programming. Therefore, on our days off we would go 
explore the big old city. Trying a bunch of different places to 
eat across the city, some good and some not so good. We went 
to the Library of Congress where we got our official cards, and 
went to all the normal tourist things.  Time is flying by, and I 
am slowly but surely getting adapted to the environment, I am 

driving around the city and I completely know the metro! So if you want to get to the house from Ronald-
Reagan Airport, take the yellow line all the way to La’Fant Plaza and then switch to orange/grey/blue line to 
Eastern Market where we are! See, I am a pro!  There would be nights where we would go up on the roof and 
watch a movie or socialize with the other interns, and watch the breath-taking view of the city, especially the 
Capitol.
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For myself personally, the programming is what I enjoyed the most. Since I am an agriculture major, I love 
getting my hands dirty and planting some vegetables. We planted over 50 garden boxes for less fortunate 
families or people or people who may not have/know about the resources. I learned that there are actual 
people here who struggle and it’s not just the tall white buildings and where the president lives.  The smile on 
someone’s face because I just planted a garden for him or her just warmed my heart. I wanted to grow this 
program into something huge and great, but I was only here for a short amount of time so I only put a dent 
into it.  We also held work camps with local schools and children in the city and taught them about the issue 
that has arisen and allow them to help make a difference. 

After being in the city for just over two months it was time for me to leave for the Pine Ridge Indian 
Reservation in South Dakota! This is what I have been looking forward to the whole summer! I board my 

flight and leave! I am so ready to leave the city on this two-
week adventure back into my home, the middle of nowhere. 
After a two-hour drive in South Dakota, and on the dirt 
roads we arrived to our first destination. The first week 
were staying with a lady by the name of Shannon Freed, 
and we built straw and clay houses, and helped clean up the 
property. We were living in tents and we lucky to shower 
through out the trip. The first night there, one of the little 
girls brought us her brand new puppy to show us, and after 
talking to her for a little while, she left to go to bed and 
left the puppy down at our tents!! I wasn’t sure what to 
do, because it was late and I didn’t know where to go, so I 
kept him with me in my tent. Well the meant no sleep for 
me, he cried all night and peed in my tent a couple of times. 
But. What I didn’t know is that was a start to a wonderful 
and precious relationship. The next day I found out that it 
was the puppy’s first night with Raven, the little girl, but 
really it was I. We woke up and had a little orientation of 
the property and what we would be working on the next 
week.  We started working on the first straw and clay house. 
Boy this was not as easy as I thought it would be. They clay 
had to be a specific paste and the straw couldn’t stick out, 
but there couldn’t be a hole.  With the puppy, Dash, always 
beside my side because he now thinks I am his owner, I 
am trying to work and take care of him. And that is when I 
get my first nickname “Daddy Dillon”, just what I want as a 
college student. <Insert sarcasm>.  When we weren’t working 

on the house, we were helping fix up the cook shack and cooking meals and taking care of the children 
because Shannon was super busy. Our normal workday started at 8am and we would break at noon for lunch 
and then have an extended break until 3pm because that was the hottest period of the day and then we would 
work again until 6:30pm. Not too bad, after we were done for the day it was free time. We ate dinner and 
then mostly we would play cards, I learned two new games: hearts and Oh Hell.

Shannon had two actual tee pee’s that were available to stay in so when it wasn’t raining one night a few of 
us stayed in them and then other nights that it didn’t rain we slept on top of the cook shack. That was the 
best, because then we are waken up by the sun and we could watch the sunrise! By the way, that is most 
amazing view every morning. They also had this mean, protective goose named Massacre who would charge 
after you and guard the door to their house.  
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Almost a week in with Dash, and I was thinking of ways I can bring the puppy back home with me, I was even 
willing to pay the money to fly him home with me, but I knew it wouldn’t work once I got back on campus. 
After spending a week with Shannon and her family in Manderson it was time to go to our second place of the 
trip, the Sundance ceremony.  On our journey over there we stopped at Oglala College where I thought about 
going for grad school… But that probably would not work out. We also went to Red Cloud School, which is 
the best boarding school on the Res and it was catholic. We also went and saw the site of the Wounded Knee 
Massacre, not much there to see but the story told it all. We finally got to the property where the Sundance 
was going to be held! WOOO! 

We pull into the driveway, which is more of a road because it was four miles long…. After two gates and 
many potholes, we made it! A big green grass area, with an arbor, and a little shack. How was this going to 
be the Sundance? No one was here yet except for the ten of us that came together. We start working and 
learning the ropes, more and more people start showing up and it starts feeling like a Sundance. The dancers 
start showing up and they are very welcoming. I meet many new people and its like one big family.  The dance 
dancer and his wife asked me 
if they could adopt me into 
their Indian family, and of 
course I said yes! Sleeping 
in a tent for two weeks 
though was killing my back. 
The views, the weather, the 
food.. EVERYTHING was 
pure amazing! Except.. the 
showers they were a little bag 
that we let sit out in the sun 
all day to get warm and then 
we hung them in the trees and 
that is how we showered. A 
week goes by and we have set 
up almost everything ready 
for the dance. The one last 
HUGE thing that we needed 
to do, was sit up the tree. 
The dancers have had a tree picked out for years now, one that they thought was perfect. We all had to cut it 
down and carry it to where the Sundance was going to be. Now I thought that I have done hard work in my 
life, this was a struggle. It took over 40 people to carry it without it touching the ground. We finally had made 
it to the hole where it needed to be put in the ground. It was time for the dance to start, the next three days 
would take another five pages to write about so I am going to keep those amazing memories and stories in my 
head, but I will say that this was one of the best times of my life, and I CANNOT wait to go back. Except, for 
the fact that I got poison ivy, SUPER BAD. Two hospitals later, bleach, and a shot, I am still not better. It was 
time to pack our bags and head to the airport. This was the hardest day to do, I was leaving my friends and 
family, but I refused to say good-bye, I said “See ya later” because I will. 

I would like to say thank you Issac Harvey Fund, because you make amazing 
opportunities, and memories like this POSSIBLE! 
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