EACH ONE A PATH

Her parents would never know. They were so proud to see her go off
to college as had so few others, both young men and women, in the years following the
war. Most of the young men who came back from the trenches of Europe, who had
escaped the gas attacks and waves of German soldiers, settled into helping with the
family farms or working at the local mills that gave their small town substance. But
Cathy burned with the desire to go off in search of both excellence and adventure. Her
father owned one of the local mills and begrudgingly consented to let his only daughter
go off to the state capital to receive a quality education in business and eventually law.
She would pursue lifelong dreams.

Once there she quickly met someone special- an ex-soldier. He seemed to deeply care
and was always fresh and exciting to be with. Before she knew it, she was pregnant and
he was gone flunking out in barely two sessions. He walked away from her as if she
were just one of his failed classes. It was all very shattering! But she had survived and
would move on in her life. Drawing on her faith cultivated as a child in Sunday school at
the tiny Baptist church, unknown strength welled up and she decided to stay in school
while letting the pregnancy run to full term. She decided through prayerful weeks to
adopt the baby out through a local discreet agency that helped low income women in the
poorer side of the city. A Christian friend helped her through the turmoil on following
through with the decision. The friendship was a breath of new life when she needed a
friend the most. The young women swore to secrecy, a promise severely tested in the last
few months.

A week into June she delivered not one, but two babies. She was barely nineteen with
almost one year of college completed and the mother of twins. She went alone to sign the
papers finalizing the experience. The agency had paid for the medical expenses and she
in turn was given flat assurance the children would be placed in loving arms within
wholesome environments.

Cathy sat on the train heading home only days later, recounting the year. She had not
only grown quickly as a young woman, but a much wiser one. Her faith in a Sovereign
God had proven solid in guidance and in keeping her sanity. In spite of her failings, she
knew within she was loved and being sustained spiritually. Yet, her choice was to bury
the secret as she launched into helping her father at the mill while preparing for the next
term at the college. Her parents were always proud of their daughter.

The two babies, whose destinies were wound within Cathy’s youthful choices, went in
two very separate directions. As promised by the agency, loving families were lined up
to raise the children as their own. One was sent to the south of the state near San Diego;
the other went to live in a very isolated area north of Fresno and not too far from the
spectacular wonders described by John Muir.

Katie was found in the mutual embrace of both parents and nature. As a child she was
carried like a papoose on week long hikes in the forests and river valleys of Northern and
Central California. Her parents thrived on the natural beauty of the earth and instilled in
her a love for the same. Katie’s father worked for the State of California in the Resources
Department in the dual role of evaluator for the logging industry as well as monitor for
those who measured the need to protect the areas in and around the breathless Yosemite
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Valley. Her mother worked alongside her father in documenting the vast information
they harvested. She also wrote beautiful poetry lifting up the delight springing from the
earth in this rather dramatic part of California. As a young child, Katie learned to keep
her own journal writing down her many discoveries from her fresh, excited perspective.
Her impressions as a seven-year-old sitting in a creek bed’s natural bath tub on a hot, hot
day filled an entire page. Everything from the cool water swirling through her fingertips
to the small rock slide further along the creek bed was detailed. Her little sister played
copycat with Katie adding to everything. Giggling and laughter ruled that place.

Young James had a much different story. His adoptive parents near San Diego enjoyed
the windfall of wealth the privileged few enjoy as the spoils of war, often whether the
country wins or loses on the battlefield. James’s grandfather had been a shrewd
speculator. He juggled commodities and used the huge profits to build a larger fortune in
housing and commercial development, especially with lucrative government contracts.
James’s father continued the pattern in the boom of naval housing and office and
administration complexes that supported the huge military presence in Southern
California. His early years included the finest in housing, special tutoring and sailing
which he eventually became very good at, showing an ability far beyond his years. He
always dreamed of winning international cup races on his personally designed sailing
rigs.

Along with sailing, he showed a talent for music as a violinist and took pleasure in
visiting art museums with his mother who was involved in local galleries and the finer
culture of Southern California. She was an excellent small canvas painter in her own
right and enjoyed a measure of genuine respect even among the local grass roots beach
artist community. James would stand near her as a toddler with his own easel and paints,
scribbling and coloring out various “seascapes”. She always encouraged him as did his
father, whenever he was free of business demands.

Each child grew stronger in lives rich and full in different ways, yet nevertheless full
and rich. Katie’s discoveries were in the endless natural beauties, the amazing details of
the earth and sky woven together miraculously. She eventually studied what she could
find about all the Native People who lived in and around the Valley as it was reverently
called by her parents. Mystical spiritual harmonies could be understood as one
understood the “voice” of all that was created. The “higher wisdom of the fathers” was
within the grasp of those who would seek it and live within the teachings. Katie was
drawn easily into the animism but was shocked by the gross injustices done to these
Native Peoples by the whites and their insatiable greed and lust to control and own. She
laughed along with an old Native woman once about the Whites tricking themselves by
believing they could control or own anything that belonged only to the earth that would
one day own their bodies. It was all very funny, yet tragic as the poverty and abuse of the
Natives, and sometimes by the tribes against one another, only increased from year to
year before young Kate’s eyes.

Once, while walking along the river that flowed through the Yosemite Valley after
tumbling down several cliffs placed as giant stepping stones, she decided to do something
to help these people who were being devoured and scattered, these ones who had lived
for centuries as caretakers of this majestic land in the heart of California. Somehow she
determined to get to a place in the White dominated society to make a difference for the
poor Natives who were literally being robbed of everything, their sacred places and lives
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trampled by voracious, insensitive America! Katie’s anger mounted and burned. Even
her mother had difficulty soothing her passion. Yet, it was her mother’s involvement
with the local tribes that stirred her spirit originally.

As part of the monthly supply run to Fresno, Kate’s mom would stop at a charity office
and pick up bundles of warm clothing. Later in the week she would travel with Kate
along the final rutted lumber road to where the local tribe now lived in rows of simple
wooden buildings or shacks, as her dad called them. There they would pass out the
clothes and blankets to grateful women. When they were done, it always seemed like so
little compared to the needs. Her mother would pray and sing hymns on the way home,
but Kate grew angry at a God who would let these beautiful, simple people just waste
away as though they had no value. Even her mother’s answers could not help the inner
hurt she began to feel. She grieved and made youthful commitments in her hearts.

In his life, James also grew up with a deep, agitating restlessness. It was an unsettled
feeling that often seemed to rob him of the pleasures of his life just as he took hold of
them. The many early successes seemed to always quietly unravel within as an elusive
liquid flowing right through his fingers. And he was secretly perplexed.

Even the excellence in cup racing, or the academic awards in the private schools
attended, did little to soothe him. The early attention with his artistic talents did little
other than place him on a roller coaster of achievements and praise followed by a
troubling dissatisfaction. Something in his life was missing or out of balance, but he had
no idea what, let along how to get whatever it was!

The trust funds given him by his wealthy parents enabled James great creative freedom.
While studying business management and banking at the university, he also doubled in
the humanities with a burning desire to understand civilizations and the development of
Europe and the Americas. He took much pleasure in anthropology. Summers between
classes he traveled to South America often researching Native people groups marveling at
the ancient history of these nations right on the USA doorstep. Because of the growing
numbers of Mexicans in California, he also delved in the Mayan-Spanish culture, their
rise and fall. He became more and more fascinated by the beginnings of People Groups
and their relationship to the United States. He also marveled at the endless forms of
cultural art work.

Along with everything else, he set up a local artist’s fund, a grant agency to subsidize
local artists of merit. This included a local gallery where diverse artists could display and
sell their works in an affluent setting where customers abounded. As he encouraged the
works of more and more of these artists, sculptors and the like, his own painting took on
less and less meaning. He enjoyed stirring and promoting the talents of others. He had
more than enough opportunities to be successful creatively in his own life. James found
some satisfaction at last in helping others achieve a measure of success in their lives and
work.

Katie, meanwhile, heard a different voice of intuition, of yearning and desire. To her
parents’ surprise and pleasure, she became more and more outspoken and aggressive in
defense of the Native tribes in the area and their rightful territories including the majestic
valley of waterfalls and almost mystical beauty. Her father quietly researched an avenue
for his daughter to constructively express her zeal; and, to his wife’s consternation, made
contact with old friends in the Sacramento area who could help open a door for Katie to
enter law school. When the way was set, he channeled her in the direction of an unusual
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