Together:  Friends Forever, Pals Always
Jones Gulch 2008

Dancing Buffalo, Navigator of the Sierra Expedition

Looking back at the stories told at this fire by those who came before me, each of us at heart is here for the same reason: To make sure that all of you, our princesses, know how special you are and how important you are to us, to our families, to your friends, and to your community. We are here tonight, because more than anything else in the entire world YOU are important to us.  
This has been a very difficult year for most grown-ups, and at the same time several things have happened to some of the kids in our community that make us sad or worried. This can make it both scary for kids and sometimes hard for them to get as much time with mom or dad as they want or need. THIS is the time when having a friend, being a friend, and being part of a community matter most, and requires the most effort.  

Friends are most important when times are tough, and being a friend really matters when it is not easy. Tonight we are all here as families, as the Sierra Expedition, and as Friends Forever with our girls. We are “Together” both as friends, dads and daughters, and as a group, called the Sierra Expedition.  People are always better and happier when they are “Together” either as a friend or as part of a group.
Many of you know that a local girl, Erica Rix, was terribly injured recently. She has been on the news and in the papers because of the damage to her hand. Did you know that she is one of the newest members of the Ponderosa? She was with us at the Spring Roughout at Manresa, and learned our songs and went through the ceremony. Our first Circle Meeting was a few days after the accident, and when we found out, our girls made cards and paper flowers to make her feel better and to let her know we missed her.
When I delivered the gifts, I expected to hear that she would not be able to join us this year while she recovered. Instead, her dad told me that she had been talking about the Adventure Guides for weeks and had been singing the song to herself over the past few days and could not wait to join all of us as soon as she could! (May be modified if she is able to attend).

She is not able to join us here tonight, but will be with us at the other events throughout the year. She is part of us, the Ponderosa, AND the Sierra Expedition. She is part of our COMMUNITY. Girls are already offering to carry her books at school and to help her study. This is what friends are for! This is what community is all about! While her parents take time to help take care of her, people from all over have come to bring food they have made for breakfast, lunch, and dinner. They help to clean and shop and play with her little brother, all so her parents can take care of her.

You, too, are part of our community, and we all care about you just the same. If you need us, we will be here. Sometimes people need help because of something awful or scary. Sometimes, they just need a friend to cheer for them, to talk to them, or to cheer them up. Do you know anyone who needs a friend right now?
Tonight, my story is called Together. It is about friends, pals, and community.

Flying Oppossum walked through the forest near her village, with her father, Dancing Buffalo. She was singing quietly to herself and watching as several grownups carried pieces of meat from the hunt to the big fire and several women began working to make leather from the hide. 

As a very small child Flying Oppossum had quickly discovered two things: she loved to sing and she could run VERY fast. In fact, she sang so well and ran so fast that as she grew older she became well known amongst even the other local tribes. 

Every year there was a gathering in the nearby foothills of several tribes, where goods were exchanged, information passed on, and many celebrations. During the celebration there were several games and contests between members each of the tribes. Each tribe or village had contests to decide who would represent them at the next big gathering.
There were many contests, some for grown-ups and some for children, but all were taken very seriously and the winners were carried through a great parade, singing the songs of their tribe.
There were several races, but even the children’s events were for people much older than Flying Oppossum. However, she was so fast and sung so well, that she was now on her way to compete for the honor of representing her tribe at the big gathering.

As they walked, she asked her father why so many of the grownups had sad looks on their faces. “Because, my dear, our hunters have returned, and only your brother and two others were successful.”

“Hurray!” Beamed the little girl, “that means we’ll have LOTS to eat AND mother can make my new moccasins!”

Her father looked down with a sad expression and said “no, my princess, that means we will have barely enough to eat, and just enough leather to fix our shelters. There will be no new shoes for anyone, but at least we will survive.”

“But why?!” Asked the little girl. “Our family has a buffalo of our own, you said so!”
“Because we must share all that we have with all of our tribe, so that everyone will survive the winter”, said Dancing Buffalo. “If we do not, they will starve.” “Without them, your brother would not have been able to carry the meat or the hide of the buffalo, there would be no one to help cure and store the meat, and very soon, we would have no food ourselves, as if your brother had not gone hunting at all.”

“You see, together, we are able to do things that we can never do alone, killing and carrying the buffalo, cutting large trees, building our homes. In exchange, we share all that we have with one another to be sure that we all have what we need all of the time. On one hand, when we have plenty and share, it means that we have less, on the other, when we have none, there is someone there to share with us.” 
That is what it means to be part of a tribe, part of our community. It is easy when you need help, it is difficult when you must give up some of what you have, especially when times are tough. Giving to the community and supporting others is one of the things that makes people special.”
As they walked along, Flying Oppossum considered what her father had said. As they passed a friend’s home she saw the family together looking sad as the father explained that they had not brought home any buffalo. Her friend had already worn a big hole in a moccasin, and it would be a long time before it was fixed now.

 Suddenly, she understood what her father had meant. As quick as she could she ran up to her friend, Dancing Pony, and said “quick, quick, come to my home and help me bring the meat for your fire and a I have a big piece of leather for you to make new shoes!” The look in Dancing Pony and her parent’s eyes made her far happier than even new shoes!

That night when she returned home, her father wore a huge grin and gave her a big hug. “I have always been proud of you as a daughter, as a runner, and a beautiful singer”, said Dancing Buffalo. And, she remembered him beaming and smiling each time she sang, and giving her a big hug each time she ran a race, whether she won or lost, ever since she could remember. “Today, I am proud of you for being a friend and am proud to have you as a member of our tribe.” Flying Oppossum suddenly felt just a little taller, a little stronger, and somehow a little more grown up.
The next day was the big race. Flying Oppossum softly sang a song she had made up a year earlier, and which made her happy and relaxed before she ran. As she walked to the line to start the race she sang her little song to herself. Suddenly, she heard something else. SOMEONE ELSE WAS SINGING HER SONG! Behind her stood Dancing Pony, her brothers and sisters, and some of the other children from the tribe… AND THEY WERE SINGING HER SONG and smiling at her, ready to cheer her on during the race.
It was time. The rope dropped and the race started. Flying Oppossum ran as fast as she could. She could see the finish line in front of her and she ran to it as fast as she could. 
There we bigger kids in front of her. 
They were faster. 
She finished third. 
All that work, and trying as hard as she could, she would not be running at the big gathering after all. As the winner was carried away by his friends, she looked at the ground and started to feel the tears filling up her eyes.

Just then, she heard a noise. As she looked up, in front of her was her father, with his big warm smile, and Dancing Pony and her friends, and they all began to sing her song, loudly. 
Dancing Buffalo picked up his princess and carried her away in the midst of her friends while they all sang her little song.

Flying Oppossum was not sure how it would have felt to win the race, but she did not think it was any better than she felt with her friends, her tribe, and her father.

“Remember,” he said, “there will be more races, and songs and hunts will come and go, but friends and your family are forever and they will be there for you when you win, or when you lose. When times are tough they will be there for you, when times are good always remember to be there for them.”

We are here tonight, because we are your dads, and you are our princesses, and we love you very much. We will always be your family and we will PALS ALWAYS, even when we get busy, or distracted, or even angry. We will be your Friend Forever, no matter what, and we will be there when you need us, when you win, and when you lose.
Waynoon! 
Let’s all stand up and do the Adventure Guides chant together.

