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After [Jesus] had said this, he went on ahead, going up to Jerusalem. When he had come near 
Bethphage and Bethany, at the place called the Mount of Olives, he sent two of the 
disciples, saying, “Go into the village ahead of you, and as you enter it you will find tied there a 
colt that has never been ridden. Untie it and bring it here. If anyone asks you, ‘Why are you 
untying it?’ just say this: ‘The Lord needs it.’” So those who were sent departed and found it as 
he had told them. As they were untying the colt, its owners asked them, “Why are you untying 
the colt?” They said, “The Lord needs it.” Then they brought it to Jesus; and after throwing their 
cloaks on the colt, they set Jesus on it. As he rode along, people kept spreading their cloaks on 
the road. As he was now approaching the path down from the Mount of Olives, the whole 
multitude of the disciples began to praise God joyfully with a loud voice for all the deeds of 
power that they had seen, saying, 

“Blessed is the king who comes in the name of the Lord! 
Peace in heaven, and glory in the highest heaven!” 

 
Some of the Pharisees in the crowd said to him, “Teacher, order your disciples to stop.” He 
answered, “I tell you, if these were silent, the stones would shout out.” 
(Luke 19:28-40, NRSV) 
 
 
Ever heard this old phrase before: “It’s all over but the shoutin’”? Know what it means? I first 
heard it when I was in college at Vanderbilt. As most of you know, I grew up an Auburn fan 
(because my Dad went to Auburn), and those of you who appreciate such things know that I 
grew up with enough joy and heartache to go around … You could call it general optimism 
without a sense of entitlement. 
 
But because of this background, I was unprepared for my experience of being a Vanderbilt 
student, looking ahead to football Saturdays. Oh sure, we could feel pretty good about Western 
Kentucky or Middle Tennessee State, but Florida … LSU … Georgia? (Or Auburn for that 
matter?!) It was, as one of my favorite journalists Rick Bragg put it, “All over but the shoutin.’”   
 
I didn’t quite know what the phrase meant when I first heard it (and in connection with 
football), though I figured it was bad, seeing as it wouldn’t get used if Western Kentucky or 
Middle Tennessee State was involved, but always seemed to get trotted out the rest of the 
time. 
 
It’s the opposite of another time-honored phrase “It’s not over ‘til it’s over.” It really IS over, 
even if it’s not technically over. For centuries, in England it was common practice to call an 
assembly of townspeople to decide matters of local concern with a simple voice vote – rather 
than hold formal elections. The assemblies themselves were known as shoutings. Sometimes 
the eventual result would be in doubt, but other times, everyone knew exactly what was going 



to happen, and the shouting, the assembly, merely made official what was already understood 
as a foregone conclusion. And hence, a matter being described as “all over but the shouting.” 
 
As I was reading over the gospel passage in preparation for today, that phrase “All over but the 
shouting” kept popping up in my head … because if ever something in the Bible was all over but 
the shoutin’, it was this – Jesus’ going to Jerusalem. Of course, we know how all this pans out, 
but then we have it all written down. But you could also say that for each of the parties in this 
story, Jesus’ entering Jerusalem had a clear conclusion – though which conclusion was 
understood to be clear varied.   
 
Luke’s gospel presents Jerusalem as Jesus’ ultimate destination – where his ministry and 
mission would be fulfilled, where he would meet his destiny. And all along the way, Jesus drops 
not-so-subtle hints that this trip would be fatal … that it would be his last. But the disciples 
don’t quite seem to get it. They seem unable to hear him, probably because they simply don’t 
want to. 
 
The true significance of this journey to Jerusalem was lost on them, because they came more 
and more to be carried away with a joyful exhilaration as they drew closer. To these first 
followers of this carpenter from Nazareth, he was already more than a carpenter. But oh, to 
learn that he really was the one!  
 
And so, they felt they knew how this campaign would end (a campaign for which they had 
already left everything behind): it would lead to Jerusalem … and end in glory! They could taste 
it! And so, as Jesus enters the gates of Jerusalem on a donkey, in conscious Messianic imitation 
of the words of the prophet Zechariah, they and others could only shout out in joy: “Blessed is 
the King who comes in the name of the Lord!” 
 
For them, Jesus’ glorious triumph is “all over but the shoutin’” – it is going to happen … it is 
happening! God is restoring the people of Israel and setting them free from their oppressors! 
The revolution has begun! 
 
Which is exactly what the Jewish leaders in our text are afraid of. No doubt they are grossly 
offended by the suggestion that this Galilean was a king of anything, and certainly unworthy of 
any praise or adulation. But it’s more than just offense. They too see an “all over but the 
shoutin’” conclusion looming, at least if these hicks keep up their cheering.  
 
You see, the Jewish elites – a tiny percentage of the Jewish population – had an understanding 
with the Romans. That in return for paying the annual tribute and for keeping the peace, these 
leaders had the assurance that they would be left alone to lead. The Romans couldn’t have 
cared less what the Jews believed or didn’t believe, but they did care very much about threats 
of insurrection … which meant that the Jewish leaders cared very much about threats of 
insurrection, for fear that if things started to get out of control, then things would end very 
badly – for the people and, most notably, for themselves. It would be “all over but the 
shoutin.’” The Romans would see to that. 



 
And then, there is Jesus himself. Jesus knows what is going to happen. He knows that the 
moment he gets up onto that donkey and rides into Jerusalem to the shouts of his followers 
hailing him as the coming king, that his fate is sealed. The twin threats of Roman imperial 
power and the Jewish authorities’ instinct for self-preservation are, together, invincible. He 
knows that this confrontation will cost him his life. It truly is “all over but the shoutin.’” The 
terrible events of the following Thursday and Friday – the shouts of “Crucify him! Crucify him!” 
– would be “the shoutings” that seal it, make it official … but he knows that the outcome is 
certain.  
 
But he goes forward anyway. He rides forward to his death with both eyes open because he 
trusts in something else that to him is equally certain. And to this, he bears witness. 
 
The late scholar Marcus Borg showed us that there were actually two processions into 
Jerusalem that day. The one which came in from the east we already know about. But one also 
came in from the west. It was the procession of the Roman governor Pontius Pilate, draped in 
the gaudy glory of imperial power: horses, chariots, swords and spears, gleaming armor, golden 
eagles mounted on poles.  
 
He moved in with the army at the beginning of Passover week to make sure nothing got out of 
hand. Insurrection always seemed to be in the air with these people – recall that the Passover 
festival itself re-lives God’s liberation of the Jews from an earlier empire! – and so Pilate would 
take no chances. It was a procession meant to intimidate, to overwhelm … to proclaim the glory 
and invincibility of Rome and the lordship of Caesar, the one who had brought “peace” to the 
earth – at the point of a sword. 
 
From the east came the other procession, a procession of peasants, with Jesus in an ordinary 
robe riding on a young donkey. The careful preparations for it suggest that what Jesus had 
planned was a highly symbolic, prophetic act. It had in mind a prophecy of Zechariah – of the 
coming of a new kind of king, a king of peace who will dismantle the weaponry of war: 

 
Rejoice greatly, O daughter Zion! Shout aloud, O daughter Jerusalem! 
Lo, your king comes to you; triumphant and victorious is he, 
humble and riding on a donkey, on a colt, the foal of a donkey.  
He will cut off the chariot from Ephraim and the warhorse from Jerusalem; 
and the battle-bow shall be cut off, and he shall command peace to the nations; 
his dominion shall be from sea to sea, and from the River to the ends of the earth.  
(Zechariah 9:9-10, NRSV) 

 
What’s essential to understand is that Jesus’ procession deliberately counters what’s happening 
on the other side of the city. Pilate’s procession embodies the power, glory, and violence of the 
empire which rules the world. Jesus’ procession embodies an alternative vision – that of the 
Kingdom of God … a vision of justice and equity, of non-violence and healing and peace … God’s 
own dream for this world. 



 
And so, this story is finally a tale of two kingdoms, of two sovereigns: the sovereignty of Caesar 
and a “peace” rooted in violence and oppression, versus the sovereignty of God and a peace 
rooted in God’s justice and all-encompassing love. And when these kingdoms clash in Jesus’ 
entry into Jerusalem on that fateful day, there is no question, for Jesus, what will happen: 
unarmed Love will meet Violent Power itself, and love will be crucified. In that respect, from the 
moment his procession entered the city, it is “all over but the shouting.”   
  
As with Jesus’ time, so with ours. When we consider our own world, it may seem like Love 
doesn’t have a chance. Candles of courage and beauty are snuffed out every day in the face of 
violence, injustice, and evil. The innocent suffer at the hands of the heartless and cruel. Just in 
the last few weeks, and even the last few days, we have seen what ruthless power can do. We 
have seen the bodies of Ukrainian men, women, and children, murdered by Russian soldiers … 
mass graves dug and filled in front of a church … the train stations and the apartment buildings 
and so much else destroyed by Russian missiles – all spurred on by nationalistic lies and justified 
by a church and its Patriarch that reject Christ even as they claim his name. 
 
Of course, the saddest part of all is that none of this is new. This has been the way of the world 
for a long, long time. We know this is true, and we plead to Heaven, “Why?” There’s no one 
who doesn’t ask that. Perhaps we may even harbor an unspoken fear that in the end, the 
Darkness is all there is.  
 
And yet, there is something in the heart that resists … That this is not all that there is … That 
this is not the end of the story … That it’s not all over … That violence, injustice, and evil do not 
have the final word as we face the mystery of life and death. Perhaps you know the longing that 
tears your heart in two as you grasp on to hope that, somehow, Life and Love will somehow 
finally prevail. This faith business is not for the faint of heart.   
 
Jesus, better than anyone, knew what was going to happen as he rode into Jerusalem. He was 
entirely realistic. But he also bore witness to that still deeper truth, something that his disciples 
would come to know in time: that it is precisely this self-sacrifice of Love which is the vehicle of 
its final victory. In his Narnia series, C.S. Lewis called this truth the “deeper magic from before 
the dawn of time.” Love’s temporary defeat is the means of its victory. In an act of ultimate 
trust, Love ever stands strong and true, and even in the face of death, it carries on and so rises 
beyond the grasp of death, because it rises beyond the grasp of fear.  
 
And so, when Jesus is told to order his disciples to stop their shouts of praise to the coming 
king, Jesus responds, "I tell you, if these were silent, the stones would shout out." This amazing 
line hearkens back to the prophetic warning of another Old Testament prophet – Habakkuk – 
who condemned wealthy elites of his own day who callously exploited the people, 
 

Alas for you who get evil gain for your houses,  
setting your nest on high to be safe from the reach of harm!  
You have devised shame for your house by cutting off many peoples; 



you have forfeited your life.  
The very stones will cry out from the wall, 
and the plaster will respond from the woodwork. (Habakkuk 2:9-11, NRSV) 

 
The stones themselves would bear witness to the injustice to come! But the stones themselves 
would also bear witness that injustice and evil will not prevail in the end! The very stones of the 
house built on corruption "will cry out from the wall," and in that day – in certain anticipation of 
that day – the stones’ shouts of protest give way to shouts of praise, bearing witness to the final 
triumph of God.  
 
This is the spirit in which the closing benediction today – a “Prayer for Ukraine” – is offered, as a 
word of defiant trust and faith. It is this faith that we would live into in these dark days: that in 
defiance of the powers of this world to hurt, kill, and destroy, that God’s victory is certain … the 
final victory of God’s love, justice, and peace is certain … and that we may therefore face the 
future with courage, knowing that it really is “all over but the shoutin,’” and that’s something 
worth shouting about! 
 
Blessed is the king who comes in the name of the Lord! 
 
To the glory of God! Amen. 
 


