
Reflection for Divine Mercy: 
 

Therefore, since we have a great high priest who has passed through the 
heavens, Jesus, the Son of God, let us hold fast to our confession. For we do not 

have a high priest who is unable to sympathize with our weaknesses, but one 
who has similarly been tested in every way, yet without sin. So let us confidently 
approach the throne of grace to receive mercy and to find grace for timely help. 

- Hebrews 4:14-16 
 

The famous English journalist and Catholic apologist, G.K. Chesterton, was 
once asked why he became a Catholic. He summed it up in just six words: to get 
rid of my sins. In all his spiritual quests and seeking, he could not find a place 
apart from the Catholic Church, where his sins could be truly and manifestly 
forgiven.  
 

Indeed, Chesterton discovered what countless others have in the last two 
thousand years: that Jesus was different from other prophets or healers who 
would travel through towns. He came to forgive sins – this is the summary of His 
mission. Even the physical healings during our Lord’s ministry were intended to 
be signs of this mission of spiritual healing; this is beautifully demonstrated in 
Matthew 9: 
 
He entered a boat, made the crossing, and came into his own town. And there 
people brought to him a paralytic lying on a stretcher. When Jesus saw their 
faith, he said to the paralytic, “Courage, child, your sins are forgiven.” At that, 
some of the scribes said to themselves, “This man is blaspheming.” Jesus knew 
what they were thinking, and said, “Why do you harbor evil thoughts? Which is 
easier, to say, ‘Your sins are forgiven,’ or to say, ‘Rise and walk’? But that you 
may know that the Son of Man has authority on earth to forgive sins”—he then 
said to the paralytic, “Rise, pick up your stretcher, and go home.” He rose and 
went home. When the crowds saw this they were struck with awe and glorified 
God who had given such authority to human beings.” 
 

In one of his addresses to priests, Pope St. John Paul II appealed to the 
story of Jesus and Zacchaeus, to express this central mission of mercy and 
conversion. The familiar Scripture story begins with the curiosity of Zacchaeus, 
who climbs up a sycamore tree in order to get a better view of Jesus. Initially, 
Zacchaeus had planned on being an anonymous spectator. He was going to let 
Jesus pass by him in the crowd. But the Son of God does not allow us to remain 



anonymous for very long! He was not going to simply pass by this man’s life; He 
was going to enter into it. His desire is no different with each one of us. He 
wants to plunge into the deepest recesses of our life, where we never want 
anyone to go, for fear that we might be a little less loved as a result of their 
discoveries. But that is precisely where our Lord wants to dwell, and to change 
us from the inside out. 

 
“Zacchaeus, come down quickly, for today I must stay at your house.” 
 
We don’t know how long the silence was between Jesus’ request and 

Zacchaeus’ reply. It might have been little more than half a minute, but it was 
enough time for Zacchaeus’ entire world to be turned on its side. He forgot 
about the money and papers sitting on his desk. He dismissed thoughts of his 
to-do list, and brushed off the temptation to think about how hungry, hot and 
dusty he was. With thundering precision, the Lord broke through the defenses of 
this man from Jericho. One penetrating gaze might have been enough to 
accomplish such a conquest. Can you imagine what it must have been to look 
into the eyes of Christ? If you looked long enough, maybe you could see the 
stars themselves, playing in the light of His eyes. 

 
...every encounter with someone wanting to go to confession, even when the 
request is somewhat superficial because it is poorly motivated and prepared, 
can become, through the surprising grace of God, that “place” near the 
sycamore tree where Christ looked up at Zacchaeus. – Pope St. John Paul II 
 

But what has to happen before the Lord comes to stay at the tax 
collector’s house? Before we hear him say anything else, Zacchaeus confesses 
his disreputable ways to the Lord, and makes a promise to “repay…four times 
over” (Lk 19:8) all those he swindled. Even in this brief story, we witness the 
movement from the encounter with the Incarnate Word, to the gesture of Jesus’ 
declaration, and finally to a transformation of the interior life. We’re getting a 
glimpse of an early form of the rite of confession.  
  
 Many personal testimonies – maybe even your own – speak about how an 
experience of God’s loving mercy can so often be the turning point in the 
spiritual life. When Zacchaeus climbed up that sycamore tree to get a clearer 
view of the Lord, he got a clearer view of his whole life. He started to see himself 
as Christ saw him – and, truthfully, not all of it was pretty. All there was left to do 



was to come down from the tree – quickly! - and be reconciled with Christ. Let 
us, too, be reconciled with Christ and with each other! 
 

* * * 
 
The Marians of the Immaculate Conception shared these words regarding 

the beautiful refrain of Divine Mercy, “Jesus, I trust in You”: “Trust in Jesus is the 
essence of the message of mercy...Trust means that we agree to let God be 
God, instead of trying to be God ourselves…It means that we agree that God 
can write the script of our lives, instead of insisting on our own script. It means 
that we agree with the great pledge we make in the Our Father: “Your will [not 
mine] be done on earth as it is in heaven.” 
 

I love that: trust means that we agree to let God be God.  
 
In His visits to St. Faustina, Jesus made it clear: “mankind will not have 

peace until it turns to the fount of my mercy.” Let us together, then, turn to the 
fount of Divine Mercy, and entrust ourselves – today and all days – to our loving 
Lord. 
 
What follows is a meditation on “Jesus, I trust in You.” (the words given by Our 
Lord to St. Faustina, to be inscribed at the bottom of the Divine Mercy image). 
This meditation is meant to be slowly and intentionally taken one word at a time 
– building up to all five words: Jesus, I trust in You. 
 
Jesus... 
We start simply with Jesus. Our refuge, our savior, our hope. This name of Jesus, 
the name above all names, which has been spoken by so many billions of men 
and women. In their joy and in their sorrow. By scholars and farmers, teachers 
and prisoners. Little children learn this name as they are learning how to speak. 
While others – on their deathbed – utter this holy name with their last breath. 
Jesus. He who has never stopped searching for us, even as we stopped 
searching for Him. He has never for one moment stopped pursuing, even as we  
try to keep Him at arm’s length. Jesus. 
 
The comma: 
It represents a small pause – just long enough to take a breath. 
We’ve said the name of Jesus – and it’s so big and vast and meaningful, that all 
we can seem to do in response is take a breath. Soak in the wonder and power 



of His name. In this little moment between words, we look up at our Lord, and 
extend our hands, before we continue. Moving forward in trust and in hope. 
 
Jesus, I... 
Those two words are so close – yet separated at times by such distance. Jesus, I. 
Jesus over here, and I am over there. But Your grace and mercy, Lord, keep 
leaping across that distance; You have gone to such lengths to bring us into 
your heart. To keep us together, You and I. Move us to the sacraments, Lord – 
move us to those places where You and I – heaven and earth – can meet. 
 
Jesus, I trust... 
...but do I? Do I trust? Am I willing to set aside my own plans and to have 
confidence in God’s plan for my life? Do I have a grateful heart, Lord? One that 
moves me to trust. When all goes silent and still, and I have a chance to 
remember what – and who – is at the foundation of my life, the very ground that 
I stand on, do I trust that that ground will not give way; that I stand on rock and 
not on sand? 
 
Jesus, I trust in... 
What do I trust in? In whom do I trust? Where does my hope and serenity come 
from? Where do I turn when I have no answers but a hundred questions? Where 
does my heart find its lasting home? What distractions pull me away from this 
place? What prevents me from completing this sentence with You at the end of 
it? Do I place that trust in smaller, lesser gods and idols? 
 
Jesus, I trust in You... 
It all comes together now! I stood there helpless – an aimless “I” – until my heart 
was opened to the flood of your divine love. I choose to stay here. To place my 
trust in Your precious hands. To throw my sins at the foot of the Cross, where I 
trust that they are swallowed up by the glory of Your saving Love. I bind my will 
to your own holy will, so that I may be a small, but shining sign of your mercy in 
the world. 
 
Jesus, I trust in You! 
  


