
The Zac Rap.
by Dave Hill.

Zacchaeus was a man who loved to gather money,
He wasn’t kind, he wasn’t smart, he wasn’t very funny.
But it wasn’t just the tax that old Zak would collect.
There’d be a bit for himself, the amount wasn’t correct.

So there weren’t many people who were very pro – Zak.
He didn’t have friends, in fact he had a lack!
But from time to time he would invite the whole town
To the house where he lived, but they’d often back down.

“Do you want to come to my house for lunch?
I say that, but perhaps with the whole credit crunch,
You could provide your own food and drink?
But I’ll let you sit down and wash up in my sink.
And I’ll...”

...“No thanks Zac,” the crowd would all say.
“We’ve got far better things we could do with our day.”

But later Jesus was walking that way,
And the crowd gathered round to hear what he’d say.
Zak wanted a look, he wanted to hear.
But unpopular Zak couldn’t get very near.
He tried to push in, tried to get close.
But the people didn’t like him,
And stood on his toes.

Poor Zak,
At the back.
Even though he was a pain,
It was a shame,
For old Zak.

But he had a cunning plan.
You see he’d always been a fan,
Of climbing trees.
Even though he was short, he always did it with ease.
His fingers were strong from counting denari,
He might ruin his robe which came from Armarni,
But he could always get another one.
This Jesus would soon be gone
So he shimmied up the trunk of a sycamore tree,
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Reached the first branch and one, two, three,
Swung himself up and perched happy as larry.
He had grand circle seats in this Jesus ceremony.

And thanks to the fact that tree was in season,
He could sit there all day, on the leaves with no reason,
To hurry away. They cushioned the branch.
It was like being at home or away on his ranch.
Only here he could hear all that Jesus was saying,
The stories he told with the branch gently swaying.
And he quite liked being just out of view,
Hidden from the people below who all knew,
That his love for money led to his demise.
But Jesus saw Him there and to the surprise,
Of everyone that day,
Said he’d like to have lunch at Zak’s, right away.
What an honour, what a shock,
Zak had eaten alone since he moved on the block.

So he shimmied back down from the sycamore tree,
The crowd making way, reluctantly.
And Jesus and Zak went behind closed doors,
Who knows what discussions would follow but sure,
All would be different, all things would change.
Zacchaeus would from now on rearrange,
His money,
Ain’t that funny?!

He came bursting out with money in his hands,
Giving back what he stole, the exact amount and
4 times as much.

Which was more than the bank was offering,
For a short term investment, you couldn’t complain.
And people became quite pro – Zak again!

“Hello,” he’d say, “today’s a great day,
So I’m having a lunch for all that can stay.
And don’t worry there’ll be no fee,
The cost is on me, it’s totally free.

So if you can, come to mine for a hearty
lunch, brunch, breakfast and dinner.
The food is so good, you won’t get any thinner!”

Since the day he met Jesus,
Zak changed in his heart.
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He no longer counted money,
Alone in the dark.
He would only collect what was right and fare,
And if he saw one in need, he would help then and there.
He learnt it’s better to give than to want and receive,
And a generous heart is one who believes,
That God owns it and shares it with us day by day.
And if we don’t grab and take and get in the way,
We’ll be channels of blessing and the blessing will stay.
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