
Giving Trees 

My first experience of St. B’s was the walking path behind the church. In addition to the 
Stations of the Cross and the dispensers of hot pink plastic baggies for dog poop (a 
winning combination for this praying dog lover), the path is lined with gingko, bald 
cypress, dogwood, maple and magnolia trees. Many of the trees have small placards 
with dedications to mothers, fathers, grandchildren, children. One placard cites Isaiah 
55:12: “For you shall go out in joy and be led forth in peace . . . and all the trees of the 
field shall clap their hands!” Every placard ends with "given by" and lists names of St. 
B’s members. Tree after tree, given for this place, for this beloved person, by someone 
in the St. B’s family.   

Sometimes when I couldn’t pray, I would read these small records of gratitude and love 
and be moved by how these trees, planted to honor beautiful lives, added joy to mine. 
When Jesus’s radical generosity felt like too much to bear or too abstract to 
comprehend, these very solid trees bore silent witness to the way giving creates 
connection, encouragement, and hope. Alone on the path, at a time in my life where I 
could only see one step ahead, I felt accompanied.  

We say that our lives are hid with Christ in God. Sometimes I picture just me and Jesus 
hiding out in the cleft of the rock of God’s love. I forget that all of us are there, packed in 
tight like kids playing Sardines, inextricably linked whether we acknowledge it or not. 
When we do live out this reality, when we give what we have with self-abandonment 
and fearlessness, something beautiful is created that would not otherwise be. Someone 
who is tired and ready to stop walking, breathes, takes heart, and keeps going.  
To cultivate and care for our communal life, we give some of our income to St. B’s. 
Please consider doing this. Our church needs all of us who are able to give what we 
can, so that, together, we keep going.  
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