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I don’t know if you’ve noticed, do try to contain your shock…but I am a giant of a person. This 

is a large sanctuary so the perspective can be deceiving, but trust me when I say, I’m a large 

man. So, I do struggle to relate to Zacchaeus having to climb a tree to see Jesus over the crowd.  

I actually get asked all the time by my more vertically challenged friends to scan the crowds to 

find people certain people, so I relate more to the tree than I do Zacchaeus.  

Don’t get me wrong, I enjoy being huge and it has its advantages. I can reach high shelves, 

people can find me easily, and people in general don’t bother messing with me. There was one 

time when I worked for Prayer and Action that I was searching for a park ground in Lawrence 

for a picnic spot. And having gone to K-State (even though I was in Jayhawk country), I was 

decked out in all purple with a big powercat on my chest. I was walking down a path and some 

guys geared up in crimson and blue were walking towards me.  I saw one of them nudge the 

other one, with a look that said, “get a load of this guy, he’s in the wrong town, let’s give him 

what for.” But as the distance between us closed, the other guy nudged back and shook his head, 

and as they passed, I gave them a little nod, and I overheard him say, “Nah, dude, his legs are 

like tree trunks.”  Had I been a smaller man, I don’t think that would have gone over so 

smoothly. But not only am I physically large, I’ve got a personality to match.  I’m loud and 

boisterous. If I’m in a room, you’ll know it.  I’m just an all-around big guy.  

But even with my height, my perspective is still limited.  I cannot know what is going on in 

everyone’s life. I do not know what all is even going on in my friends and families’ lives, I can’t 

read souls. Half the time, I don’t even know what is going on in my own life and why I do what I 

do. Whenever I go to a major airport, I get this overwhelming sense of awe. I look around at the 

hundreds and hundreds of people from all over the world, each with their own lives, each with 

their own struggles, each with years and years of unique experiences.  And that’s just the 

hundreds of people in that airport. There are 7.7 billion people on the planet, each with their own 

story, a unique story. I could spend my whole life watching and recounting because it isn’t just 

events that took place, but also the emotional, intellectual, and spiritual impact of those events. 

It’ll make you feel small, and maybe like your story isn’t the most important one. And then I go 

outside at Prairie Star Ranch where there is less light pollution and I look up at the stars in the 

sky, billions of suns lightyears away… each with their own planets and comets, all spinning 

around in the arm of a giant galaxy, hurtling through space alongside other galaxies in the 

vastness of the universe that has been going for almost 14 billion years. And here I am, 

essentially a spec of dust on the cosmic scale… it really makes you think.  My life can seem oh 

so important, so critical, because I am surrounded in it all the time, but in the grand scheme of 

human existence, and in the grander scheme of the cosmos, I am nothing.  And then our first 

reading starts with the line “ Before the LORD, the whole universe is a grain from the balance or 

a drop of morning dew.”  If I am a spec to the universe, and the universe is a dew drop before 

God, I suddenly don’t feel so big or important anymore.  

St. Therese of Lisieux, Doctor of the Church, which means the Church considers Therese one of 

her top theologians, referred to herself as a little dew drop, and very much saw herself that way.  

For those who haven’t read her autobiography The Story of a Soul, I would highly recommend it, 

but she speaks of her spiritual journey as one of smallness. She trusted in God’s great love and 
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mercy for us so much that she, like a little child, turned to God as a loving parent with open 

arms.  She saw that life can be hard, and she was not perfect, so she recognized that she couldn’t 

be holy, no matter how hard she tried, so she just turned to God, and like a little toddler tired 

from walking, just sat down and said, “UP” I can go no farther, “Lord, pick me up and raise me 

to the heights where you want me to be”. Therese claimed that when she died, she would appear 

before God empty handed, because it wasn’t about how important she was or what she did, but 

how willing she was to let God love her and love others through her. She, a spec, a dew drop, 

The Little Flower, trusted when Christ said, “Amen, I say to you, unless you turn and become 

like children, you will not enter the kingdom of heaven.” 

She trusted because she knew that even though she was small and insignificant, that God still 

loved her immensely.  As our first reading says, “God loves all things that are and loathes 

nothing the He has made; for what God hated, He would not have fashioned.”  If God didn’t love 

you and want you to exist, you wouldn’t exist.  But you exist, ergo, God loves you.   And it’s not 

as though He loved you when He made you and that now He regrets His decision; Wisdom 

continues “How could a thing remain, unless God willed it? Or be preserved, had it not been 

called forth by Him. God spares us, because we are His.”  Do you think mothers love their 

children because they are perfect little angels all of the time? Of course not! But as God’s 

children, He is patient with us, He gives us time to grow and to learn. He overlooks our 

sinfulness so that we can repent, He doesn’t hold it against us. But rather, He rebukes us, 

reprimands us in little ways, warning us and reminding us that by our sins, we distort and 

disorder the good world that He made. He desires that we recognize our sinfulness and reject it, 

turning to the Lord in reconciliation. 

But even the best of children feel shame and are hesitant to apologize, and who can blame them, 

especially if they fear retribution. But parents, consider your own children.  Imagine how you 

respond when you come home to a mess and the kid is standing there covered in goop. Imagine 

how you respond if they ran to you and said, “I’m sorry, It didn’t work like I wanted it to, and it 

got everywhere, help” verses them continuing to play in the filth and when you ask them what 

happened, they say, “I don’t know, Dog did it?” If you can be merciful to your children, and you 

are not perfect in love, imagine just how merciful our perfect, heavenly Father is. 

So, no matter your physical stature, be small like Zacchaeus.  Seek out Christ, no matter your 

situation, approaching him humbly, as a child who just made a mess in the kitchen.  God’s love 

is so strong, that not only will He forgive you for the mess, He’ll take your misguided efforts and 

make something beautiful out of it. I once saw a wall that had been drawn on by a kid with a 

permanent marker.  His artistic father ended up using the lines the child drew as part of a larger 

mural He painted. So too will God take your efforts, whether they be good or bad, and use them 

for His greater glory.  It’ll be a prettier picture though if we work with God rather than against 

him though. Turn to prayer, brothers and sisters, and ask God to raise you up, for He is a good 

and merciful Father who Himself came to earth as a little child in order to seek out and save His 

lost children. 


