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*PRAY 
 

Until today, I had never titled a sermon after a song by Elvis Presley. 

Interestingly, I have previously titled one after a famous prison, Folsom Prison to be 

exact, which was referred to in a song by Johnny Cash. But this morning’s scripture 

reading really did seem to fit the hit 1957 album by the “King of Rock and Roll”, 

“Jailhouse Rock.” 

Perhaps you remember “Jailhouse Rock.” It’s about a group of convicts who 

throw a party in the county jail with good ’ole rock-and roll music, and they have so 

much fun they don’t want to leave. The song featured some memorable lyrics like:  

“Number forty-seven said to number three: 

You’re the cutest jailbird I ever did see. 

I sure would be delighted with your company, 

come on and do the jailhouse rock with me.” 

And our text for today finds Paul and Silas, in Philippi where they have been 

savagely beaten and thrown into jail, doing their own “Jailhouse Rock.” This is not an 

unusual circumstance for these early disciples of our Lord. They knew what it was to 

face all kinds of adverse circumstances for their faith. But they learned to handle these 

circumstances in a magnificent way.  

The storyline is simply this: Paul and Silas are thrown into jail. But instead of 

wallowing in self-pity or sorrow, they sing hymns. And if that idea alone intrigues you, 

you should join our summer choir.  
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While they are singing those hymns, an earthquake occurs that is so powerful the 

chains that are holding the prisoners in place come loose. The jailor assumes that the 

prisoners have fled, and he prepares to kill himself rather than face the punishment that 

is sure to follow. But Paul stops him and says: “Do not harm yourself, we are all here.”  

The jailor checks and sure enough, all the prisoners are there. Then–and this, to 

me at least, is where it gets interesting–the jailor, overcome with emotion, says: “What 

must I do to be saved?”  

While those in the evangelical community would have us believe that this is only 

about a conversion in the dark of night, I think it’s something deeper. I believe that this 

is a story about those moments in our lives when the foundation beneath our feet 

begins to shake and we ask ourselves: “How do I save myself?” How do I save 

myself from the bankruptcy? How do I save myself from the divorce? How do I save my 

broken relationship with my child or grandchild? How do I save myself from the pride of 

my stubbornness? How do I save myself from the fear of my illness? How do I save 

myself from the grief that I did not know could hurt this much?  

Have you ever felt the foundation begin to shake beneath your feet, causing you 

to cry out to God: “How do I save myself?” I have. And I hope that you will find the 

courage this week to tell someone your authentic story, because you never know when 

it will inspire someone else. 

Floyd Martin lives in Atlanta with his dog, Gigi, and doesn’t have children of his 

own. He does have over 500 houses worth of kids that he spent six-plus hours with 

every weekday for 34 years as he delivered the mail in a section of Marietta, Georgia. 

Floyd retired on May 22 of this year, and on his last day the community surprised him 
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with a block party attended by over 300 people, and a GoFundMe page to help him 

realize his dream of going to Hawaii.  

They decorated their mailboxes with ‘Mr. Floyd’ tributes and said their warm 

goodbyes. “When we met Floyd,” said one neighbor, “it was like he was an old friend.” 

Another said: “He always had a smile, always had a wave.” 

Kids on his route love Mr. Floyd. This includes Mae Bullington, who dressed up 

as Mr. Martin for her school’s career day.  

When he was asked if he wanted to respond at the party, he simply told the 

crowd this: “Thank you for caring about me…we’ve gone through good times and bad 

times together. You were there when I needed you, even if you didn’t know it.” And then 

he concluded by saying: “…Continue to take care of each other.”  

If that is not the gospel, the good news, I don’t know what is. “Continue to take 

care of each other.” Paul and Silas took care of each other. And they took care of the 

other prisoners after they were arrested. After the earthquake, the community within the 

jail took care of the one who was charged with keeping them imprisoned. And then he 

cried out, as his very foundation shook beneath him: “How do I save myself?”  

And as we approach this holy table today, may we be nourished and never forget 

that God is leaning in and listening for our cries: “How do I save myself?” Perhaps as 

we take the piece of bread and drink from the cup, we will hear God remind us: 

“Continue to take care of each other.” Because that is how lives are saved, grace is 

lived, and love is spread.  

 

 
 


