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How to Use This Book in 12 Minutes a
Night

You are holding twenty-one nights. Not a program, not a challenge,

not something to keep up with — twenty-one nights, in order, with

the same four steps every time. Anxiety tends to answer to rhythm

more than to new information, and rhythm is what this book gives

you: the same gentle sequence, night after night, until your body

starts to expect it.

1. Breathe — 1 minute. Put your hand flat on your chest. Breathe in

for four counts. Hold for four. Out for six. Three times. On the last

breath, say the night's anchor phrase quietly — you'll find it right

there in the Breathe section of each night. That's the whole step.

You are not trying to clear your mind. You are giving your body a

signal: we are done for today.

2. Read — 2 minutes. One verse sits at the top of every night, in the

King James Version — public domain, words people have been

praying with for four hundred years. Read it twice, slowly. The

short comment underneath is there to open a door, not to explain

everything. If nothing lands, the verse still landed; it doesn't need

your agreement to work.

3. Pray — 5 minutes. Read the prayer out loud. Not silently — out

loud. Your own voice slows you down, and hearing your own words

makes them yours. If a line doesn't fit tonight, skip it. If none of

them fit, read it anyway, and let borrowed words carry you until

your own come back.



4. Rest — 4 minutes. Take the promise of the night — one sentence

— and write your two lines by hand. Paper, phone, the back of a re-

ceipt: the handwriting matters, because your hand moves slower

than your mind. Then set the book down. The rest of this step is ex-

actly what it sounds like: you lie there.

Twelve minutes is not much. It is less than one episode of any-

thing, less than one long scroll. And it is the difference between ly-

ing awake with your own thoughts and lying down with a lit lamp

and a page you already know by heart. Do this for twenty-one

nights, in order. Some nights you'll feel something; some nights

you'll feel nothing at all. Both count. If you miss a night, don't

restart the book — just take the next one. The only real way to fail

here is to decide that twelve minutes isn't worth it.
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When You Can't Pray

Some nights you'll reach the Pray section and the words will sit in

your mouth flat and borrowed, like a note passed in a language you

used to speak. You'll think: I don't believe this tonight. That is a nor-

mal night. It is not a failed one. Paul wrote that we don't know what

we should pray for as we ought — and he was writing to people who

had been following God for years, in letters that became part of the

Bible. If he could admit that out loud, so can you, at 11:40, in the

dark, with nothing stirring inside.

On those nights, do the parts you can. Breathe. Read the verse

once. Let the written prayer be someone else's voice saying the

thing you haven't been able to say yet. There is no minimum

amount of feeling required, and no one is grading your warmth.

You are allowed to pray dry, pray short, and pray on autopilot while



your mind wanders off to the dishwasher. Bring the wandering

back, gently, the way you'd bring a child back to the table. There

has always been room at this table for distracted prayer.

And if all you can manage is one sentence, make it this one: God,
I'm here. That has always been enough to start with. Showing up at

the door counts. You don't have to arrive with a speech.
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The Prayer That Quiets the Racing
Mind

“Be careful for nothing; but in every thing by prayer and supplication with
thanksgiving let your requests be made known unto God. And the peace of
God, which passeth all understanding, shall keep your hearts and minds
through Christ Jesus.”

P H I L I P P I AN S  4 :6 –7  ( K J V )

B R EAT H E .

Put your hand flat on your chest. Not to check anything — just to

feel that you are here. Breathe in for four counts. Hold for four. Out

for six. Do it three times, and on the last breath, say quietly: "I am
not alone in this room."

R EAD .

Read the verse above one more time, slowly. Notice the word Paul

does not use. He does not say stop feeling anxious. He says be careful

for nothing — and then he gives a place to put the care. Anxiety is

not a failure of faith. It is weight. And weight needs somewhere to

go.



P R AY.

Father, my mind is moving faster than my body tonight. I have been
carrying tomorrow before it arrives, and I am tired. I am putting down

what I cannot hold: the conversation I keep rehearsing, the thing I
cannot control, the fear I have not said out loud. I am asking for what

Paul asked for — not that I would understand everything, but that
Your peace would stand guard over my heart and my mind while I

sleep. I am not asking You to explain. I am asking You to stay. Amen.

R ES T .

Tonight's promise: the peace of God… shall keep your hearts and minds.

Not your circumstances. Your heart and your mind — the two

places where anxiety lives.

Write two lines, in your own handwriting:

The one thing I am putting down tonight is ____________.1.

Tomorrow I will pick up ____________ (and nothing else).2.
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When You Wake at 3 A.M.

“He will not suffer thy foot to be moved: he that keepeth thee will not
slumber. Behold, he that keepeth Israel shall neither slumber nor sleep.”

P S AL M  1 21 : 3 –4  ( K J V )

B R EAT H E .

Keep your hand flat on your chest and leave it there. Nothing has

gone wrong. The house is quiet, the clock is glowing, your eyes are

open — that is the whole event. In for four. Hold for four. Out for six.

Three times. On the last breath, let one sentence rise: Someone is

awake with me. Not awake downstairs. Awake in heaven. This night

is not yours to keep alone.

R EAD .

Notice what the psalm does not say. It does not promise that you

will never wake at three. It promises something steadier: the One

who keeps you does not slumber. Read it once more — he that keep-

eth thee will not slumber. You are awake and He is not, and that is

not an accident and not a punishment. It is simply what the verse

says. This is a traveler's psalm, sung by people walking after dark

on a road they could not see. Its point is not a doctrine; it is com-

pany. The keeping never stops — not at three, not ever. The night

feels endless because you have been facing it alone. You have not

been facing it alone.



P R AY.

Father, it is the middle of the night and I am awake again. My body lay
down and my mind clocked in. I keep reaching for the same worries,

picking them up, setting them down, picking them up. I have been
awake long enough to solve nothing; the list is still exactly the list.

Your Word says You do not sleep, and tonight I would rather believe
that than the numbers on the clock. Stay near this bed. Keep my foot

from slipping. Whatever is waiting at sunrise, it can wait — You will be

there when it arrives. I am handing You these hours I cannot use, and
the morning I am not strong enough to carry yet. If I fall asleep mid-

sentence, finish it for me. Amen.

R ES T .

Tonight's promise: he that keepeth thee will not slumber. Not a prom-

ise that you will sleep straight through — a promise that you will

not keep the night alone.

Write two lines, in your own handwriting:

The hour I most often wake is ____________.1.

What I want to set down before I fall back asleep is ____________.2.
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The Weight You Carry for Others

“Come unto me, all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and I will give
you rest.”

M AT T H E W  1 1 :28  ( K J V )

B R EAT H E .

Put both hands on your chest this time — the whole palm, the

whole weight of them. Breathe in for four. Hold for four. Out for six.

Three times. On the last breath, say: I was not meant to carry this

alone. Notice the hands. They have been gripping since morning.

Open them. The people you love will still be there in the morning;

for the next twelve minutes, you are allowed to set them down.

R EAD .

Jesus is speaking to people who are tired in the way you are tired —

not lazy, not faithless, simply loaded. He does not begin with in-

structions. He begins with an invitation: Come unto me. And then

He names the very condition He is addressing: all ye that labour and
are heavy laden. He does not promise the load will vanish tonight.

He offers something He calls rest, and He gives it away Himself, to

the loaded rather than the finished. Rest, in His hands, is not es-

cape from your life. It is a way of carrying it that does not break

you. You do not have to finish everything first in order to receive it.



P R AY.

Father, You know who I carry. I can say their names in my sleep — I
have, many nights. I carry my daughter, my mother, the friend who

called last month and hasn't called since. I have been holding their
problems like answers I was supposed to have come up with. When

they call at midnight, steady me before I answer. When I cannot fix it,
stop me from pretending I can. Tonight I am bringing them to You

instead of to my bed. I cannot live their lives for them, and I was never

asked to. Love them where I cannot reach them. Give them what my
worry cannot give. And give me rest for the one life that is actually

mine. Amen.

R ES T .

Tonight's promise: I will give you rest. Not a reward for carrying it

well — a gift, handed to everyone who shows up heavy.

Write two lines, in your own handwriting:

The person I am carrying most heavily tonight is ____________.1.

The part of that weight that is actually mine is ____________.2.
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Breathing Through the Panic

“In the multitude of my thoughts within me thy comforts delight my soul.”

P S AL M  9 4 : 1 9  ( K J V )

B R EAT H E .

When your chest tightens, the breath is the one thing still yours to

move. Hand flat on your chest. In for four. Hold for four. Out for six

— the out-breath is the long one, always. Three times, slower than

feels necessary. On the last one, say: This is a wave, and waves end.

You are not fixing anything right now. You are counting, and count-

ing is enough for the next minute.

R EAD .

The psalmist does not pretend the crowd isn't there. In the multi-

tude of my thoughts — he names it plainly: it is many, it is loud, it is

inside him. What he reports next is not that the thoughts left. It is

that comfort came and delighted the soul that was holding them.

Notice the order. First the multitude, then the comforts. Comfort,

here, is not an argument and not a lecture. It is closer to a hand be-

tween your shoulder blades — something that reaches the soul be-

fore it reaches the mind. You are allowed to be standing in the first

half of this verse and still be headed for the second.



P R AY.

Lord, it is on again — the rush, the tight chest, the mind running
ahead of everything. I have felt this before and it passed; I am holding

on to that. I do not need You to explain it to me. I need You in the
room. Breathe with me, four and four and six, the way I am breathing

now. Quiet the multitude — or, if You will not quiet it, stand in the
middle of it and speak. My soul is small tonight and easily frightened,

and Your comforts are the only thing that has ever steadied it. Give me

the next sixty seconds and I will not ask You for the whole night. Stay.
I am here, I am breathing, and I am not alone in this. Amen.

R ES T .

Tonight's promise: thy comforts delight my soul. The multitude is real

— and it is not the last word about you.

Write two lines, in your own handwriting:

The thought arriving loudest right now is ____________.1.

One small true thing about this exact moment is ____________.2.



N I G H T  5  O F  2 1

The Thought You Can't Stop
Replaying

“Casting down imaginations, and every high thing that exalteth itself
against the knowledge of God, and bringing into captivity every thought to
the obedience of Christ;”

2  C O R I N T H I AN S  1 0 :5  ( K J V )

B R EAT H E .

Hand on your chest. In for four, hold for four, out for six. Three

times. On the last breath, whisper: I can set this down for one minute.

One minute is not betrayal. One minute will not change the out-

come of anything that already happened. The scene can wait out-

side the door of these twelve minutes; it has waited there before,

and it will still be there if you decide you want it later. You won't.

R EAD .

Paul's picture is a soldier's: thoughts are taken captive, lined up,

made to stand where they belong. He is not describing a mind with

nothing in it. He is describing a mind that has stopped taking or-

ders from every passing thought. You know the scene — the con-

versation, the look on someone's face, the sentence you should

have said differently. It plays because nobody ever told it to stop.

There is a difference between a thought that visits and a thought

that has been given a chair, and what keeps this one in the room is

not the memory. It is your consent, renewed every time the scene

starts. Tonight somebody says stop — in the dark, before the first

line gets spoken.



P R AY.

Father, I have watched that scene so many times I could direct it. I
know the lines, the pauses, the places I would say it another way. It

has cost me hours I will not get back. I am asking You to take it captive
— not to pretend it never happened, but to stop letting it run me while

I lie in the dark. If it comes back before morning, catch it at the door
and send it to tomorrow, where it belongs. Bring into captivity every

thought, mine included, and let it wait its turn. I do not want to spend

my rest rehearsing. I would like to sleep inside my own head tonight.
Amen.

R ES T .

Tonight's promise: bringing into captivity every thought. The replay is

a thought, not a truth — and a thought can be held.

Write two lines, in your own handwriting:

The scene my mind returns to most is ____________.1.

What I will tell myself when it returns tonight is ____________.2.
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When Prayer Feels Empty

“Likewise the Spirit also helpeth our infirmities: for we know not what we
should pray for as we ought: but the Spirit itself maketh intercession for us
with groanings which cannot be uttered.”

RO M AN S  8 :26  ( K J V )

B R EAT H E .

Some nights the hand on your chest feels like nothing at all. Keep

it there anyway. In for four, hold for four, out for six. Three times.

On the last breath, say: Empty is still a place. You showed up — that

is the entire requirement tonight. The breath does not care

whether you feel spiritual. It goes in, it comes out, and so do you.

R EAD .

Paul, who wrote most of the New Testament, admits something

generous here: we know not what we should pray for as we ought. He

is not talking about new believers. He is talking about everybody.

And the help he describes is not better vocabulary — it is groan-

ings, wordless sounds the Spirit carries when we have run out of

sentences. If all you have tonight is a sigh, you are not praying

badly. You are praying at the edge of language, which is where a

great deal of real prayer has always lived. The emptiness you feel is

not an obstacle sitting in front of prayer. At the moment, it is the

raw material of it.



P R AY.

Father, I have no words tonight. I opened this book and nothing rose
to meet it. I am not going to manufacture a feeling I do not have. Here

is my silence — hold it. Here is the flatness, the tiredness, the sense that
I am speaking to a ceiling. I would rather arrive empty and honest

than full of words I do not mean. You said Your Spirit would help me
when I don't know what to pray, and I am taking You up on that. If

something is meant to rise tonight, let it. If nothing rises, carry it for

me. Pray what I cannot. Carry what I cannot say. I am here, and being
here is the whole of my prayer. Amen.

R ES T .

Tonight's promise: the Spirit itself maketh intercession for us with

groanings which cannot be uttered. Wordless is not faithless.

Write two lines, in your own handwriting:

What my heart wants to say and my mouth can't find is

____________.

1.

Tonight I am bringing God my ____________ (a single word is

enough).

2.
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A Night of Rest

“I will both lay me down in peace, and sleep: for thou, LORD, only makest
me dwell in safety.”

P S AL M  4 :8  ( K J V )

B R EAT H E .

Seven nights in, and there is nothing to solve tonight — just the

breath. In for four, hold for four, out for six. Three times. Hand flat

on your chest, feeling the ordinary machinery of it. On the last

breath, say: I have done enough for today. Not "I have done every-

thing." Enough. David wrote this verse in the middle of people who

wanted him gone, before anything was finished. He lay down

anyway.

R EAD .

Read it slowly: I will both lay me down in peace, and sleep. The deci-

sion comes first — lie down — and the sleep follows it. He does not

say he waited until he felt safe. He says the LORD is the one who

makes him dwell in safety, and on that basis he lay down. You have

spent six nights with a racing mind, a 3 a.m. room, a load of people,

a surge of panic, an old replay, and a dry prayer. Tonight the assign-

ment is only this: get into the bed, and let it be enough. Nothing

else is scheduled. There is no lesson waiting on the other side of

this page, and no part of you that has to perform its way to sleep.



P R AY.

Father, I am at the end of the first week, and I am tired in a better way
than I was. Thank You for the nights I felt nothing and for the nights I

felt something. I am laying the week down — what went well, what
didn't, what I will still be sorting out next month. I am not asking for

answers tonight. I am asking for what David had: a place to lie down,
and the sense that Someone larger is holding the room. If my eyes close

before I finish, that is answer enough. I am learning, one night at a

time, that lying down is not the same as giving up. Let me sleep. I will
pick the rest of it up tomorrow. Amen.

R ES T .

Tonight's promise: I will both lay me down in peace, and sleep. Peace

first, sleep after — and both given, not achieved.

Write two lines, in your own handwriting:

One thing I did this week that I can leave standing as done is

____________.

1.

The first small task of tomorrow is ____________ (and it can wait

until morning).

2.
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Continue the Journey

These first seven nights are the opening arc of The 21-Night Peace
Prayer — the one that quiets the body before sleep.

The journey continues with fourteen more nights: the arc of trust,

and the arc of rest. Night 8 begins the part that changes the most

— the things you cannot fix and the fears that arrive at 3 a.m.

The complete book, and its Audio Edition, are available from Peace

Prayer Daily. Find the current link wherever you follow us:

@peaceprayerdaily.

Until then — sleep as someone who is not alone in the room.
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