
Luke 19:1-10 

   Jesus entered Jericho and was passing through. 2 A man was there by the name of Zacchaeus; he 

was a chief tax collector and was wealthy. 3 He wanted to see who Jesus was, but being a short man 

he could not, because of the crowd. 4 So he ran ahead and climbed a sycamore-fig tree to see him, 

since Jesus was coming that way. 

   5 When Jesus reached the spot, he looked up and said to him, “Zacchaeus, come down 

immediately. I must stay at your house today.” 6 So he came down at once and welcomed him 

gladly. 

   7 All the people saw this and began to mutter, “He has gone to be the guest of a sinner.” 

   8 But Zacchaeus stood up and said to the Lord, “Look, Lord! Here and now I give half of my 

possessions to the poor, and if I have cheated anybody out of anything, I will pay back four times the 

amount.” 

   9 Jesus said to him, “Today salvation has come to this house, because this man, too, is a son of 

Abraham. 10 For the Son of Man came to seek and to save the lost.” 

Text: Luke 19:1-10 (For the Worst, Peace Choice, August 13, 20170 

Theme: Savior-Sought.  Savior-Saved.  Savior-Serving 

 

Virtue (basic truth): The Zacchaeus account displays the Savior’s grace to save the lost. 

 

Malady (our problem): Even the formerly lost fail to rejoice in the grace that found us.  

 

Telic Note (goal): By means of this sermon, the Spirit of Grace fills our hearts with the peace of 

forgiveness as he works through the Zacchaeus account to direct us to our Savior. 

 

Propositional Statement (aim): Maybe we’re overly familiar with the account to the point we 

miss something beautiful . . . Jesus!  His activity in Zacchaeus’ life and in ours teaches us 

to delight that we are Savior-sought, Savior-saved, & Savior-serving. 

 

Specific Law in Text: “he came down at once and welcomed him gladly” (Luke 19:6). 

 

Specific Gospel in Text: “The Son of Man came to seek and to save what was lost” (Lk. 19:10). 

 

Doctrinal Thought: The fruits of repentance display a heart of thanks, not a work of merit. 

 

Sanctification Thought: “Amazing grace – how sweet the sound that saved a wretch like me; I 

once was lost, but now am found; was blind, but now I see. . . . The Lord has promised 

good to me; His Word my hope secures. He will my shield and portion be as long as life 

endures . . . Through many dangers, toils, and snares I have already come; ‘Tis grace 

has brought me safe thus far, and grace will lead me home. . . . When we’ve been there 

ten thousand years, bright shining as the sun, we’ve no less days to sing God’s praise 

than when we’d first begun” (Amazing Grace). 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Jesus made his mission objective clear: “The Son of Man came to seek and to save what was 

lost” (Luke 19:10).  In his amazing grace, his mercy and peace are for “the worst”. . . us.  Amen!  

 

Account is clear and there’s a good reason it’s one of the first taught in Sunday School.  And, it’s 

more than convenient the song we sang summarizes it (Peace: Zacchaeus was a wee little man; 

Our Saviors: Jesus Sinners Does Receive).  None here would deny or disagree with it.  In good 

Lutheran format, we’ve even wrapped the lesson with the sermonic-ly themed bow that is 

textually, Scripturally, doctrinally accurate: Savior-Sought.  Savior-Saved.  Savior-Serving.   

 

All that said, though, I never realized how the story of Zacchaeus is both strangely ironic and 

beautifully irenic.  Doesn’t mean I didn’t have amazing Sunday School teachers or Seminary 

professors who helped me understand it.  Not to say I never scoured the account for the Law 

which shows our sins and the Gospel which shows our Savior.  Both are there; and I did.  And, I 

know for sure, I’ve colored and crafted it with the skills of Michelangelo, sung it with a chorus 

of kids and studied in Midwestern classrooms.  Likely, you’re the same!  But it wasn’t really 

until this past week I realized how ironic and how irenic the Zacchaeus account really is.   

 

I mutter a bit when I talk, I know that, so let me clarify.  Luke 19 has a good level of irony.  In 

other words there are portions that appear simple but are beautifully strange and subtly sharp.  So 

as we review the lesson together, let’s make sure we grasp those ironic-to-the-eye nuances. Neat.  

 

The account is ironic but, at the same time, it’s wonderfully irenic, it’s extremely peaceful and 

grace-filled.  So, even in the face of the strange, the beautiful level of gospel leaves us with a 

profound appreciation for the amazing grace of our Amazing God; leaves sinners celebrating the 

Friend of Sinners who came to save.  The account is wonderfully irenic, wonderfully peaceful, as 

it illustrates and magnifies the mission of the Messiah who “came to seek and to save what was 

lost”  (Luke 19:10).  Let’s make sure we learn how to say thanks for that gospel truth today. 

 

So, yes we’ve learned it in Sunday School, colored it in VBS, and, parsed it out in Bible Class.  

But today, as the Spirit works through this portion of Luke 19, let’s celebrate the beautiful 

balance between the ironic and the irenic – between the beautifully strange and wonderfully 

peaceful – all which revolves around the Savior-sought, Savior-saved, Savior-serving truth.  

 

Remember the setting and scene.  Just before Passover and Jesus is en route to Jerusalem.  14 

miles northeast of that religious epicenter, there’s another town of Old Testament familiarity; it 

was walled in Joshua’s day and, by Jesus’ day, it was a lucrative metropolis on a major E/W 

corridor and trade-route.  Anyone recall the name?  Jericho!  Jesus approaches the city and 

there’s a blind beggar sitting by the roadside; that’s a really smart move by the beggar – sit by 

the town from which money and travelers flow.  Physically he had nothing and saw nothing. 



Jesus asks him what he wants; and, no surprise, the blind replies, “Lord, I want to see” (Luke 

19:41).  Jesus heals him with a word and the crowd adore God because of it. 

 

Enter Jericho and we meet the first bit of irony.  Outside was the physically blind, physically 

poor; inside is the financially opposite but conditionally similar.  All we know is that this chief 

tax collector is wealthy and short (Luke 19:2, 3) so he can’t see over the crowd.  His name, 

Zacchaeus, implies he’s a Jewish man; but the Jews despise him because he works for Rome.   

 

We’ll talk about his worldly prestige in a minute, but for now . . . anyone know what Zacchaeus’ 

name means?  It’s got Hebrew roots, meaning he was likely a Jewish man; but his name means 

pure, righteous, and innocent.   Irony number 2!  From all we know, he was the exact opposite!  

Pure?!  Hardly!  In fact, tax-collectors were known for being ruthlessly dishonest; and he was 

their boss!  Righteous?!  No way!  In fact, his unrighteous actions in a money-center city likely 

accrued his financial status.  Innocent?!  No chance . . . especially when we consider the 

confession he makes at the end of the lesson and unflattering reputation of “sinner” by which the 

crowd knew him!  Zacchaeus means “pure, righteous, innocent” but he was anything but!  

 

Maybe the only thing more ironic . . . is how similar we sinners still are to Zacchaeus.  How 

foolishly we too have pursued the sin our hearts crave – the wealth and lucre, the prestige of 

occupation; the selfish deeds by which we’ve earned our reputation, the life-ethic that seeks only 

our best interest.  Zacchaeus had all that; but strangely recognized he still needed to see Jesus. 

 

In theory, I could pound God’s righteous law on your hearts right now.  I could point out how 

even with the name Christian, our hearts are so often far from Christ.  And I could point out how 

even called “saints of God,” we’d blush if the crowds only knew our hearts.  I could and that 

Law’s important.  But A) you already know that; and B) it’s not quite the sermon-time for it yet. 

 

Next bit of irony takes place in what the short-statured one does.  Jericho was a big city and the 

road was well marked; at this time in the Jewish calendar it was obvious Jesus was Passover-

bound.  In theory, then, Zacchaeus had 14 miles to find a better spot to see the One who 

pardoned sin and welcomed the children, to behold the One who told the rich man to give away 

everything and who gave the blind sight.  And what he does next is why we know him best. 

 

Anyone remember what Zacchaeus does to see Jesus?  Ironically . . . he climbs a sycamore-fig 

tree.  A leafy tree with fruit that looked like a fig, but was of lesser value; sort of a fraudulent-

fruit tree.  How foolish that is for a grown man to climb at tree!  Unless he didn’t want to push 

his way to through a crowd to be front and center . . . unless he see but might not be seen. 

 

Even before the ironic turns irenic, before the strange turns peaceful, I’ll say it again: friends, 

isn’t it ironic how sinfully similar we are to Zacchaeus?  A name that he couldn’t live up to.  A 



pursuit of earthly blessings that somehow left him searching for more.  A strange logic that 

desires to see the Friend of Sinners but does so with its own convenience and interest in mind.  

 

It’s a sad, sad account if it ends with a short man in the low branches of a leafy tree.  And, if 

Jesus is in the salvation-game for only the “by nature good, pure and righteous,” Zacchaeus 

should have stayed in the tree.  And, if Jesus doesn’t care about hypocrisy or lies, he should have 

just walked on past en route to the Passover.  But Zacchaeus doesn’t stay in that strange pulpit, 

and Jesus doesn’t pass by the sinner.  Didn’t happen outside Jericho; doesn’t happen inside.   

Instead, the ironic turns irenic; the beautifully strange turns wonderfully peaceful.   

 

Smart as he was and insistent as he was on seeing Jesus; we’re only really told that Jesus saw 

him.  From the road and through the crowd, Jesus peered at him, sought him out.  And whenever 

Jesus locks eye contact, you wonder what went through Zacchaeus’ mind?  Did this Son of God 

know Zacchaeus’ heart of hearts?  Did Jesus know just how lost Zacchaeus was?  Yes.  Could he 

somehow look past all the wrong, all the envy, all the coveting?  Did Jesus know about all the 

lies, all the hypocrisy, all the falsehood?  He knew Zacchaeus’; and he knows yours.   

 

Of all the things Jesus could have said or done – a silent acknowledgment, a jarring nod of 

disapproval, a public humiliation, a pass-without-a-glance – he does the graciously amazing.  He 

calls a sinner to himself, he seeks the lost so the lost be found.  “Zacchaeus, come down 

immediately.  I must stay at your house today” (Luke 19:5).  No stern bark to that broken heart.  

No political rebuke to a civil servant.  No blow of the law to the embarrassed sinner.  Not even a 

crushing word to the man who knew himself to be a hypocrite and a liar.  Just a gentle invite.   

 

What Jesus’ sermon was, what they talked about over a meal, or that which they spirituality 

conversed, we don’t know; it’s neither right nor smart to pretend like we do.  But, while we don’t 

know the lesson, we do know that Jesus exposed Zacchaeus’ sin but shared with him why he was 

going to the Passover in the first place.  He went to die for our forgiveness and salvation. 

 

Sinners, you know your sin and shortfalls; you know how jarring and damning your own sin is; 

you, too, excuse it with culture, hide it with hypocrisy, casually keep a safe distance because of 

it.  As Jesus locks eyes with you, he sees and he knows; but as your heart aches for forgiveness, 

he is quick to offer it.  Ironic and strange that Jesus would do so?  No, irenic and wonderful that 

he does, that he says to you what he says to Zacchaeus.  “I came for you, too!”  For you, “the 

lost,” I have laid down my life.  For you, “my friend,” I became the Friend of Sinners.  For you, 

“sinner and struggler,” I took up my cross.  Come, spend time with me! 

 

Beautifully ironic.  For the worst, the Pure came; for even the vile, the Innocent died; for even 

the unrighteous, he proclaims forgiveness.  Friends, for the lost, the Son of Man seeks.  Ironic?   

No.  Irenic?  Absolutely!  Friends, God keep you in his wonderful peace!  Amen! 


