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The convention center in Washington, D.C. was packed with 15,000 

high school students. It was the summer of 1988. We were in the middle 

of a youth congress on evangelism, sponsored by Youth for Christ. 

Earlier in the week we had a visit from President Reagan. Music from 

Christian bands filled the air with good news. For many of us it was our 

first trip to the nation’s capital. It was an exhilarating experience. To top 

it off we had some of the best speakers you could hope for. One night a 

speaker named Buster Soaries brought the word of God to those 15,000 

high school students. 

 

 

Buster read from Acts 16 about Paul and Silas being in jail. He called 

our attention to the hour in which the story was set. It was midnight. 

Buster told us midnight was the deepest and darkest hour, the hour of 

despair and hopelessness. It was midnight, and Paul and Silas were in 

jail. What a terrible place to be. What a miserable existence. Cold, in 

chains, prisoners, in a dark and dank place, and it was midnight. Buster 

looked out all 15,000 of us and he asked what we would be doing if we 

were in jail and it was midnight? He gave us some time to think. I don’t 

know about the other folks in that huge arena, but I was pretty certain if 

I was in prison and the clock struck midnight, I would be scared and 

afraid and shivering and shaking and filling the air with whimpers and 

moans. Isn’t that what any of us would do if we were in jail and it was 

midnight? Looking out at that sea of faces Buster Soaries said words that 

still ring in my ears. They are words that inspire. They are words that 

speak of a faith that is deep and abiding, a faith that is enduring and even 

exciting. Buster looked us all in the eye and he said, “It was midnight, 

and Paul and Silas were praying and singing hymns to God.” And then 

Buster asked us to look deep within ourselves. Buster asked, “Can you 

pray and sing hymns to God when it is midnight?” 
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Julie was there that night. Julie heard Buster ask, “Can you pray and 

sing at midnight?” We all wanted to think of course we could pray and 

sing at midnight, but that is not always the case. Julie loves to tell a story 

learning to sing at midnight. It is a story that unfolds, that evolves, a 

story that develops. I am hoping you understand the midnight Buster 

was talking about is not just a certain hour of the night. It is more a state 

of the soul. Midnight can be a multitude of things. I’m sure if you give 

your mind any time to wander you can come up with many times when 

it is midnight. For Julie, one of the times it was midnight was when our 

youngest child Alex was just a baby. 

 

I want to be very clear, we loved raising our children. We loved every 

age and every stage of raising our kids. We loved when they were just 

babies. But boy, was it expensive, especially by the time number four 

came along. Part of our experience of midnight was trying to make ends 

meet on a small salary with a big family. Midnight can be when you 

don’t have much money and no matter how you try to stretch every 

dollar you never quite have enough. During those days Julie started a 

daily prayer journal. Every day she would write down her requests and 

give them to God. She was also listening for the guidance and direction 

of God. At one point, we had run out of baby formula for Alex, and we 

did not have money to buy any more. Even though we did not have the 

money, Julie was getting ready to go to the grocery store. As she put it, 

she was going to “Write a hot check.” Not surprisingly, God told her in 

her prayers, “Don’t write a hot check. Wait on me.” So, Julie waited. 

Later that day, a couple of hours later, our neighbor knocked on the 

door. Our neighbor said her friend was visiting from out of town. This 

friend was a representative for a formula company. The friend heard that 

the neighbors (us) had a newborn, and so she wanted to give us a case of 

formula.  

 

A few months later, that case of formula was gone. Julie was praying 

once again. As she prayed, she told God that the formula had run out, 

and she was going to have to buy some more. She explained to God it 

was not that she doubted God could provide, but we were leaving early 

the next morning on a college retreat and she did not have enough baby 

formula to feed Alex through the whole retreat. She patiently explained 

to God that we were leaving early in the morning, and if she did not buy 



3 

the formula that very night, Alex would not have food during the retreat. 

Again, God told her to wait. Julie listened. She waited. Late that night 

our neighbor knocked on the door. Our neighbor’s friend was back in 

town, and this time she had a three-month supply of formula. 

 

Three months later, that supply of formula was gone. As Julie prayed, 

she said to God, “I get it. I get it. I am supposed to trust you.” That day a 

package arrived in the mail. The neighbor’s friend had sent another 

supply of formula. Julie said she used that formula, and the day it ran out 

was the day Alex turned one year old, and he no longer needed formula. 

Sometimes something as tangible as baby formula is your midnight. You 

put some experiences like that together and you begin to learn how to 

pray and sing at midnight. 

 

Midnight can be many different things. Among the high school 

students who went with us to DC in the summer of 1988 was a beautiful 

young woman named Stefanie. Stefanie was so happy to be at that huge 

youth rally in our nation’s capital. She sang her heart out with those 

other 15,000 students. She heard Buster ask if she could pray and sing at 

midnight. I am certain Stefanie’s faith was strong and in her heart, she 

was telling God, “I will sing and pray at midnight.”  

 

When we got back to California, Stefanie began her junior year in 

high school. She was a bright and bubbly student, a star soccer player 

and a blazing track star. Her parents lived in a comfortable house with a 

big yard and swimming pool. It would have been easy to ask what does a 

young person like Stefanie know about midnight? Well, Stefanie learned 

plenty about midnight when early in her junior year a drunk driver 

crossed the center divider and hit her head on. She was in a coma for 

weeks. When she came out of the coma she had to learn to walk and talk 

again. She and her family wrestled long and hard with their faith in God.   

 

I wasn’t in Washington, D.C. about six years later, in the summer of 

1994, but folks say it was an incredible night. Thousands of kids had 

come once again for a conference on evangelism. That night a beautiful 

young woman got up to speak. She told how she had been through an 

accident that put her in a coma, and how she had to hold on for dear life 

as God slowly brought her back to life, and back to faith. It was a long 
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and difficult journey, filled with tears and heartache and trials. But God 

had been faithful. The young woman was our friend Stefanie. When 

Stefanie gave her testimony that night to thousands of high school 

students, there was no doubt she had learned to sing and pray at 

midnight. 

 

Buster asked the young people if they could sing and pray at 

midnight. Laurie was with us that night, a high school cheerleader with 

her heart set on attending Stanford University. Laurie got back home 

that fall to find her mom and dad were getting separated. She cried, 

because she loved her family, and it broke her heart. How many people 

have known the midnight of a separation or divorce, in their own life, in 

the life of their parents, or when children go through divorce. As if that 

wasn’t enough, that next spring, after being accepted to Stanford, Laurie 

found a lump in her neck. She graduated high school and then found out 

the lump was cancerous. In what can only be described as a cruel irony, 

Laurie went to Stanford that fall. But she went to the medical center, not 

the university. 

 

Laurie remained a dear friend. She stayed in touch as we moved away 

from Sacramento, coming to visit us both in Fresno, California and then 

even in hot and humid Houston. Her hair never completely grew back 

from her chemotherapy. Without complaining Laurie just put on a hat 

and carried on with life. Laurie went on to get a degree from Stanford 

and a doctoral degree from UCLA. More importantly, Laurie carried 

with her a faith that was rich and vibrant and an inspiration to all who 

knew her. Laurie knew how to sing and pray at midnight. 

 

Midnight comes in a lot of different ways. My dad had a progressive 

illness that slowly robbed him of his ability to do anything. I visited my 

parents one year around Christmas. All kinds of holiday decorations and 

Christmas music and fudge and candy canes everywhere you looked, but 

none of those things could mask the fact that it was midnight. I was 

sitting by my dad’s bedside that Christmas and I found a card a woman 

had written to my mom. The card was from Earl and Carol. I asked my 

mom who they were. Earl and Carol were friends of my parents from 

way back in the early 1950’s when my mom and dad met serving on a 

Navajo Indian Reservation in New Mexico. Carol told my mom she 
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shouldn’t ignore the interest my dad was showing in her because, “Carl 

is a diamond in the rough.” Here is what Carol wrote my mom that 

Christmas when it was midnight for our family. 

 

“Christmas is not all cheer and happiness.  It’s hard not to get 

zapped by the ghosts of Christmas past…that’s what faith is…trusting 

him…past showing us the present…this presence sustains us.” 

 

In a kind and loving way, Carol was telling my mom that she was 

sharing in her sorrows. The sadness of my dad’s failing health was a 

sadness that was shared, and my mom was not alone in her sorrow. Then 

Carol enclosed a prayer that she said was from a 1935 prayer book. 

 

“O God, who hath exalted the Crucified, thy Son, by a triumphant 

resurrection and ascension into heaven, may his triumph and glories 

so shine in our hearts and minds, that we may more clearly 

comprehend his sufferings, and more courageously pass through our 

own, for his sake who with thee and the Holy Ghost liveth and 

reigneth, one God, forever and ever, Amen.” 

 

I folded up Carol’s card and closed my eyes for several minutes. 

Carol was not famous. She had no pulpit. She published no books and 

was featured on no television show as a superstar in the Christian faith. 

But Carol was salt of the earth. Her kind of deep and abiding faith gives 

strength and sustenance to all with whom she comes in contact. In the 

midst of the difficult situation our family was facing, it brought me great 

comfort and confidence to know that God had sprinkled one of his salty 

people right where our family needed her, and right when our family 

needed her. God sprinkled Carol, the salt of the earth, on our family 

right when it was midnight. 

 

When we traveled to D.C. in the summer of 1988, we took our 

daughter Hayley with us.  For the longest time Hayley bragged to her 

siblings that she was the only one of our children who had been to D.C. 

The fact that she was only four months old and spent her time in a 

backpack sleeping and sweating in the muggy weather rarely got 

mentioned. 
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When Hayley was born, I was spending quite a bit of time visiting a 

young man in the hospital. His name was Scott. Scott had cancer. Scott 

was the first person I ever visited in the hospital, and I was a complete 

failure. I walked in his room, saw him full of tubes and connected to a 

respirator, and I turned white as a sheet. His mom Maureen was there. 

When she saw I was about to pass out, she grabbed me and helped me to 

sit down. She then spent the next few minutes taking care of me. She 

kept shaking her head and asking, “Are you sure you want to be a 

pastor?” 
 

Scott survived that scare, and his cancer went into remission. Then, 

right before Hayley was born, the cancer came back. It was midnight for 

Scott. One of my great concerns was that he had never talked about his 

faith. I would pray for him, but he would never join me in the prayer. He 

got worse and worse, and it was obvious he was close to death. During 

that time, when it was midnight for Scott, our daughter Hayley was born. 

Her birth was like a ray of sunshine on a dark day, and Scott was really 

excited she was born. It was one of the few things we could rejoice in at 

that point. 
 

But Hayley was born without a thyroid, and as we were coming to 

grips with that, she had to go through some major tests. I was afraid, like 

any parent would be. Scott sensed my fear. One day as I left his bed at 

the hospital, he asked if I was going to see Hayley. I told him yes, I was 

leaving his bed at the hospital and heading off to see her. In one of the 

most touching moments of my life, Scott said, “I’ve been praying for 

her.” I stopped in my tracks as the full force of what I just heard hit me. 

It was midnight. It was midnight for Scott as his days on earth were 

drawing to an end. It was midnight for our little girl Hayley as she was 

facing some scary tests. It was midnight for me and Julie, young parents 

who felt so helpless. It was midnight, and maybe for the first time our 

friend Scott was praying. 
 

A lot of things change in a person’s life when they become a 

Christian. But one thing doesn’t change. The clock in the life of a 

Christian still has midnight on it. The hour midnight does not magically 

disappear. The Christian clock does not skip past that dark and dreadful 

hour. Even though we put our faith and trust in God, the clock of our life 

still chimes midnight. 
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Buster had an important word for those teenagers that night some 

thirty years ago. He wasn’t going to let them get caught up in the hype 

of all the enthusiasm, good music, laughter and comedy. He wanted 

those young people to know that sometimes the clock hits midnight. 

Sometimes the night gets really dark, and lonely, and frightening, and 

discouraging, and painful, and sad, and scary. But the message Buster 

brought was not one of doom and gloom. His message was that you can 

sing and pray at midnight. And he was using Paul and Silas as his 

example. 

 

Paul and Silas were singing and praying at midnight. They were in 

jail. The jail was in Philippi. Maybe Paul learned a few things that night 

as he was singing and praying in Philippi.  When Paul wrote his letter to 

the church in Philippi, the letter we know as Philippians, Paul makes a 

resounding declaration of faith. Paul tells the people in no uncertain 

terms that Jesus Christ is the source of his hope and confidence. It is 

Jesus who gives the faith to sing and pray at midnight. In Philippians 

4:13 Paul writes, “I can do all things through Christ who strengthens 

me.” Friends, the Christian clock has midnight on it. Just like every 

other person who lives in this world, our clock strikes midnight. But the 

difference is that it is a Christian clock. When midnight comes, we are 

not alone. Jesus Christ is with us, and Jesus Christ is powerful. Midnight 

struck that night in the jail at Philippi, and Paul and Silas were singing 

and praying. Paul was singing and praying, because he knew, “I can do 

all things through Christ who strengthens me.”  
 


