
Zacchaeus
Beginning 

Find a comfortable position in which to sit 
Spend a few minutes settling down 
Ask God to help you be open to what God wants to give you today 
As you invite the Holy Spirit to pray in you afresh, allow your breathing to slow down and 
become deeper 

Reading 

Read Luke 19:1-10 slowly, a couple of times, savouring each word 
You may find it helpful to read out aloud. 
Read with an open mind. 

Meditating 

Read the passage slowly once more 
When a particular phrase or word resonates with you, lights up or jumps out at you, don’t 
read on. Take this word or phrase and chew on it, meditate on it. 
Repeat the phrase again and again - not in a mechanistic way but in a gentle and open way 
responding to it intuitively. 
You may find that by this stage the phrase you started with has been shortened to one word. 

Prayer 

After a while you will want to move on to responding and talking to God 
Share with God your responses to the word or phrase you have been meditating on. You 
may want to ask him questions. 

Contemplating 

At some point you may want to move into wordless silence as you experience the gifts and 
grace God has given you, as you experience being drawn to and being in Christ. 

Ending 

After a period of time you may find your mind wandering to other things, or find distractions 
entering your mind. Close your time of prayer with thanks, or with the Lord’s Prayer. 

Looking back over the last year what do you want to give thanks for? 
Where did you walk closely with God? 
Where did you wander or get lost? 
What it has meant to you to be found and restored by Jesus?  
What is God’s invitation to you at this time? 
How do you want to respond? 
You might like to use the labyrinth in the Abbey grounds or a finger labyrinth as you pray with 
the story of Zacchaeus 
You might like to explore the story of Zacchaeus through collage or prayer stitching 



Zacchaeus

Beginnings  

Beginnings— 
just tiny stirrings 
which disturb our even surface, 
prodding us into new and different shapes… 
claiming their place 
on our horizons— 
stretching us 
where we would not go— 
yet we must. 
Driven by life forces 
deeper than our dreams, 
we dare to rise 
and grasp towards 
the new young thing— 
not yet born— 
but insistent— 
like a tight seed bursting 
for life, 
carrying within it 
all the power 
of a woman's 
birthing thrust. 

 
From Edwina Gateley, There Was No Path So I Trod 
One (1996, 2013) 


