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“Rooted in Christ” 

 
In my six years working with the youth of St. Stephen’s, I’ve led three groups of high 

school students on pilgrimage in California. On each trip, we’ve visited Muir Woods, 

the grove of thousand-year-old redwood trees just north of San Francisco.  

 

I love the redwoods. The first time I saw them I was twelve-years-old, on a cross-
country road trip with my family, climbing in and out of our blue Dodge Caravan. My 

parents were not much older than I am now, and I suppose it was special to see the 

trees with them, how we were all children together in our wonder. 

 
I love returning to the redwoods, stepping into their timelessness. Years of my life 

pass and the trees don’t even notice I’ve been gone--the blink of an eye to them. 

Things that brought me great joy and sorrow I have since forgotten, and the redwood 

grove remains, as unchanged as anything this side of eternity. 

 
And while each tree lives one or two thousand years, the grove itself, like a living 

body, has stood for millions of years. And it really is one body. A redwood tree, being 

so tall, might be toppled by the wind were it not for its roots, which grow up to a 

hundred feet, not down into the earth, but towards other trees. Their roots intertwine, 

even fuse together. They survive together. Many trees, one body. 
 

I’m not usually moved by a crowd of people as I am by a grove of redwoods. In 

crowds, people often seem to be competing with one another, afraid that only some 

will get what they want. So I was not especially looking forward to the March for Our 

Lives yesterday, to being in D.C., surrounded by one of the largest crowds in the 
history of human beings.  

 



But I went, eager to accompany teenagers from St. Stephen’s, to support the cause 

that teenagers in this country are now leading, to end gun violence. And something 

happened. As we arrived at the Vienna Metro station and I saw the endless line of 
people, my heart--usually hardened by crowds--was caught in my throat. There was a 

woman, standing outside the station, with boxes and boxes of granola bars, just 

giving them to the strangers who walked past.  

 

Something about it broke my heart open. I felt myself on the verge of weeping. It 
seemed all out of proportion to the modesty of the act. But perhaps that small 

gesture of love gave a face to the crowds that were streaming past me into the Metro 

station, a river of love too great to comprehend but for something as simple as 

granola bars. 
 

I thought of the group of women here at St. Stephen’s who sent us off with granola 

bars. And clementines and peppermint patties, handwritten notes and Kleenex. I 

thought of the people who met us in the parking lot at 7 a.m. to pray with us. And I 

thought, much to my surprise, of the redwood trees. How they hold each other up. 
How there is, in fact, no other. Below the ground, where their life comes from, they 

are one. 

 

I’ve long suspected that this is true of us, too. I felt it yesterday. Our shared root 

system. The rich soil surrounding us. 
 

It’s a truth so big it overflows my heart, a truth so big my words won’t fit around it. 

And so we have the bread and the wine. I can’t tell you how eager I am to share this 

meal with all of you tonight. To be reminded that we are living members of the body 

of Christ, that beneath the surface of what our eyes can see, we are truly one. 
 
 


