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Westminster Presbyterian Church Knoxville, TN 
July 19, 2026 
The Eighth Sunday after Pentecost   
The Rev. Dr. Richard Coble 
Sermon: “Drip…Drip…Drip…” 
 

 
Job 19:13-27 (NRSVue) 
 
13“He has put my family far from me, 
    and my acquaintances are wholly estranged from me. 
14 My relatives and my close friends have failed me; 
15 

    the guests in my house have forgotten me; 
my female servants count me as a stranger; 
    I have become an alien in their eyes. 
16 I call to my servant, but he gives me no answer; 
    I must myself plead with him. 
17 My breath is repulsive to my wife; 
    I am loathsome to my own family. 
18 Even young children despise me; 
    when I rise, they talk against me. 
19 All my intimate friends abhor me, 
    and those whom I love have turned against me. 
20 My bones cling to my skin and to my flesh, 
    and I have escaped by the skin of my teeth. 
21 Have pity on me, have pity on me, O you my friends, 
    for the hand of God has touched me! 
22 Why do you, like God, pursue me, 
    never satisfied with my flesh? 
23 “O that my words were written down! 
    O that they were inscribed in a book! 
24 O that with an iron pen and with lead 
    they were engraved on a rock forever! 
25 For I know that my vindicator lives 
    and that in the end he will stand upon the earth; 
26 and after my skin has been destroyed, 
    then in my flesh I shall see God, 



 2 

27 whom I shall see on my side, 
    and my eyes shall behold, and not another. 
    My heart faints within me! 
 
 
I had forgotten about this:  
 
Do you all remember, from the 1990s – so, going way way back, before the turn of 
the century, folks. 
 
Do you remember the chant from the Jerry Springer Show? 
 
Jerry, Jerry, Jerry!1 
 
Any time there was a paternity test  
 
Every time a, clearly staged, fight would break out on the stage. 
 
You’d hear the audience chanting: Jerry, Jerry, Jerry! 
 
So, I was a pre-teen, when that show was on.  
 
And from what I can remember, Jerry Springer was on every day; multiple times a 
day.  
 
So when I stayed home sick from school, I learned a lot about the world.  
 
Jerry, Jerry, Jerry! 
 
Anyway, I was reminded about the chant, from Kate Bowler’s new book, Joyful 
Anyway.2  
 
You probably know who Kate Bowler is by now.  
I reference her, up here, a lot.  
She’s the Duke Divinity Professor, turned podcaster.  
 
In the book, she talks about her dad, Jerry.  

 
1 Jerry Spring Chant: https://youtu.be/tbD6UwOK65o?si=EqmEKHBlv94OJqig 
 
2 Kate Bowler, Joyful Anyway: Cultivating Delight in the Hard Seasons (New York: Convergent Books, 2025). 
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Not Spinger.  
Jerry Bowler.  

 
He was a religion professor, like she is.  
But not quite, like she is.  
 
Because, he really struggled in his career.  
He never landed a full time, tenured job.  
Instead, he had to string together an adjunct position here.  

An visiting position there. 
His career never took off.  
 
Frankly, alot folks struggle, trying to make a career in high ed.   
I know that personally. 
 
Anyway – that struggle, and also probably some clinical depression, just wasted 
Kate Bowler’s dad away. 
 
She remembers, Jerry mostly sleeping, all day, when he wasn’t working. 
 
Her mother would constantly remind Kate and her sister,  

You’ve got to be quiet. Dad’s sleeping.  
 
Kate didn’t realize, ‘sleeping,’ meant, ‘Dad’s so depressed he can’t get out of bed,’ 
until later in life. 
 
But she tip-toed through her childhood.  
 
Some of us might not understand that, right?  
And some of us do.  
 
Depression…is real. And heartbreaking.  
And it looks, sometimes from the outside, like somebody who sleeps all the time. 
But in reality, it takes, a Herculean effort, for some folks, just to get out bed. 
 
And some days, Jerry didn’t get out of bed. 
 
But other days, Kate would hear, like, the shower turn on.  
Or, the drip – drip – drip, of the faucet, as her dad got up to shave.  
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And, maybe to rouse himself – maybe to summon that energy, that those of us 
without depression, will never know how impossible it is to summon – Jerry 
Bowler would chant that dumb, Jerry Springer chant to himself: 
 
Jerry, Jerry, Jerry 
It would follow the percussion, of the faucet:  
- drip, drip, drip. 
Jerry, Jerry, Jerry 
  
As Jerry Bowler would get up for another day.  
And, on those days, Kate would breathe a sigh of relief.  
At least for a little while.  
 
Here’s a question, even for those of us, not living with depression: 
Where does that come from?  
Where does the effort to keep going,  

to try again,  
to make something meaningful out of a hard time,  
or out of the monotony,  
or out of the weight, even of everyday life  
– where does that come from?  

 
Because sometimes it’s really heavy, right?  
What keeps you going?  
 
That’s a question I have for Job too.  
 
Granted, Job is a bit of an extreme case:  
Remember, he is the man cursed by God.  
His family decimated. 
His skin breaks out in boils. 
 
God has put my family far from me, 
 And my acquaintances are wholly estranged from me.  
 
By the way, I love that one line, we just read: 
My breath is repulsive to my wife.  
 I mean, who hasn’t been there? Right?  
But for Job, this is not morning breath – it’s the stank of disease, because his body 
is rotting from within.  
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My bones cling to my skin, he says.  
 
Job’s good friends come near, but only to blame him for his own predicament:  
Well, you must have done something wrong Job! 
 
But Job is insistent: 

No, this is not karma.  
This is not cosmic justice.  
Something has gone wrong with the world.  
I don’t deserve this.  

 
If you read the whole chapter, here, Job is pretty much cursing God throughout.  
And, rightly so. You can see where he’s coming from. 
 
I say all this, to make sure, we don’t take the second half of our reading, as, like, a 
sudden awakening of true faith and piety in Job. When he says,  

I know that my redeemer lives.  
 
It’s not like Job suddenly said the sinner’s prayer and gave his life over to Jesus 
Christ.  
It’s not like that.  
 
This is not faith like an ever-flowing stream. 
It’s more like… a drop in a desert, type of thing.  
 
It’s a small and yet stubborn, refusal to give up. 
 
I know that my redeemer lives, he says.  

Wherever this redeemer may be.  
Should would be great, if this redeemer, would show up! 
Any time God! 
Any time would be great!!! 

 
This is a gift of the Book of Job, by the way.  
Sure, there’s no rosy, Sunday morning sermon, coming from Job. But because of 
that, to me, it just rings true. 
 
Not because I’ve ever been cursed by God, in the way Job has.  

- Which, by the way, If there was ever a moment for a preacher to knock on 
wood, I think this is it.  
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But because it is true, to the life of faith. Because you and me, will at some point 
along the road of faith, will inevitably have our moments, when we cry out:  

God, Where are you?  
And you get back silence. 

 
You’ve probably already been there.  
I’ve sure been there.  
 
The gift of the Book of Job is in showing us, that this cry, and even the silence that 
follows it, are not faithless. 
It’s the opposite.  
It is the stubborn refusal give up faith. 
 

• It is the: drip, drip, drip – from the drain, of someone gets up to shave, for 
the first time in a week. 

• It’s the question of Why? Or when? Or how long, God?  
o When the unthinkable happens. 

• It is the next step forward, when you’re on a road, or you’re in a life, you 
never thought you’d be living, but you take the step anyway. 

• It is the hum of the everyday, when the everyday starts to feel like you’re 
just going through the motions, and you’ve forgotten the reason why. But 
still, you get up and you go.  

 
Why? 
Where does it come from?  
 
And, this is the message of Job: 
It comes from faith.  
It comes from faith.  
 
I mentioned to you all last week, that we are in a 3-part sermon series on Freedom 
Songs.  
 
Don’t worry, I’m not about to sing to you, again.  
 
But in line with that theme, I heard an interview a few weeks ago with the Civil 
Rights lawyer, Bryan Stevenson.3 Some of you may know Bryan Stevenson from 

 
3 Ezra Klein, host, “The America That’s Still Possible,” The Ezra Klein Show, featuring Bryan Stevenson, podcast 
audio, July 3, 2026, The New York Times, https://www.nytimes.com/2026/07/03/opinion/ezra-klein-podcast-bryan-
stevenson.html?unlocked_article_code=1.zVA.aGWh.AaQoizjaMBb6&smid=url-share 
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the slavery and lynching memorials in Montgomery, or his book, turned movie, 
Just Mercy.  
 
The interview was for the occasion of the 250th Anniversary of the Declaration of 
Independence about the stories we tell about this country.  
 
And Stevenson mentioned, that, in the museum and monuments in Montgomery, 
quite on purpose, there isn’t much talk about Abolitionists, like Federick Douglas, 
Harriet Tubman, William Lloyd Garrison, eventually Abraham Lincoln.  
 
Why?  
 
Because, he says, when we talk about slavery in this country, that tends to be all we 
talk about: a handful of heroic people who helped put an end to it.  
 
But you have to remember, chattel slavery in this land, went on for 250 years. 
There were 10 million slaves in this country.  
 
The abolitionists are just a small piece of that history.  
 
For most slaves in this country, slavery, not abolition, was all they knew.  
 
The writer Ta-Nihisi Coates has often said, if you were a slave, in the middle of 
that 250 years, then your parents, grandparents, great-grand parents, great great-
grandparents were all slaves. And also your kids, grand-children, great grandchild 
would be too.  
 
It was all they knew, or would ever know, in this life.  
 
So, what Bryan Stevenson says, is, we have to tell more stories, than just abolition.  
 
However, that doesn’t mean that there aren’t other stories of hope either.  
 
Think about this, he says:  
How easy would it have been to give up, in the middle of all that? 
Say, you were a slave and a mother of a child.  
Wouldn’t it make sense, not to get too attached to that child?  
Who could easily be sold away, and you never see him or her again? 
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And yet, in countless situations, that’s not what happened.  
There was still love. Still love. Between parent and child. 
Talk about faith, right?  
 
Think about this too, he says:  
In a lot of cases, it was illegal to know how to read as a slave.  
And yet, we know of so many cases, where slaves learned how to read. 
Taught each other how to read. 
 
Bryan Stevenson says, that his own Great-Grandfather, was a slave in Virginia.  
He could have lost his life, learning to read or write. 
He did it anyways.  
 
His grandmother says, that after emancipation, she would watch her dad, reading 
the newspaper, to formerly enslaved people, “whom he would invite to their house 
once a week so they would know what was going on.” 
 
Bryan Stevenson’s grandmother told him, that when her father would read, she 
would go up to him, and just hug him, just cling to him, because she thought, that’s 
how you learned how to read. - by touching someone while they’re reading.  
 
Eventually he taught her. 
And she taught her children. 
And that value for education, in that family, eventually went on to produce Bryan 
Stevenson, one of the foremost activists for Civil Rights, today.  
 
But let’s not get too caught up in that redemption arch.  
 
Remember, where it started: With a teenager, who was a slave, in the 1850s, 
teaching himself to read.  
He didn’t know the Civil War was coming.  
He didn’t know emancipation, and eventually Bryan Stevenson, were coming. No 
way he could have known that.  
 
Instead, what he had was just a spark of hope, in the darkness. 
Just a drop of grace, in the desert.  
He was Job saying, I know my Redeemer lives, 
 When there was scant evidence, that redeemer was alive.  
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I heard a sermon, several months ago, by my old pastor, Dr. Dave Davis, at Nassau 
Church in Princeton.4 It was beautiful. This is how he closed it: 
 
He was talking about a baptismal font, he had seen, in a church he had visited, that 
was connected to a water pipe in the floor. And, when it actually working, the 
water would just flow up, like a fountain, into the font. An ever flowing stream.  
 
But, when Dave visited, it was broken.  

Sometimes things break in church. 
There was no stream of water.  
Instead, coming out the faucet was just a drip of water.  
 
Just a drip…Drip…Drip.  

More a leak than anything, else.  
 
And Dave said, ‘well, sometimes that’s grace for ya.’ 
 
Not a flowing stream.  
More like, just a drop in a desert.  
 
I think about the drop from the faucet, when Kate Bowler’s dad, found what he 
needed, to get up in the morning. 
I think about that stubborn teenager, who learned to read when it was illegal.  
I think about Job.  
And I think about you.  
 
I’ll echo Dave’s words here: 
Give us that water, oh God.  
When the land is parched. 
When our souls thirst… 
Give us, just that drop of grace.  
 
Enough to sustain us.  
On whatever road we have ahead.  
 
Friends, listen…listen…listen…. 
Can you hear it?  Drip. Drip. Drip.  

 
4 David A. Davis, “Give Me This Water,” sermon on John 4:1–42, preached April 26, 2026, Nassau Presbyterian 
Church, posted May 4, 2026: https://nassauchurch.org/2026/05/give-me-this-water/ 


