
 
 

 
 

Where Is the Joy? 
A Letter to a Brave Healer 

 

 

Jeffrey E. Hansen, Ph.D. 

 

Dear “Grace”, 

I’ve been thinking about you lately—about your courage, your unyielding stand for truth, and the 

tremendous burden you’ve carried in the face of relentless opposition. You’ve reached the highest levels 

of professional achievement in medicine and advocacy. You’ve used your voice to defend children’s 

well-being, even when doing so meant pushing back against powerful ideological tides and medical 

trends that too often overstep their bounds. You’ve spoken when others stayed silent. You’ve stood for 

reason and responsibility in a time when both have been under siege. 

But I know this fight comes at a cost. Recognition doesn’t insulate the heart. Accolades don’t shield you 

from the pain. They don’t silence the criticism, the smears, the isolation, or the quiet hours of 

wondering—Is it worth it? Where is the joy in this battle? 
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I’ve asked that question myself. 

Years ago, I ran too hot for too long—caught up in the stress, the striving, the relentless drive to fix what 

was broken in the world. Cortisol and dopamine surged as I lived in survival mode, always braced for the 

next blow. Eventually, I collapsed. I didn’t have the reserves when the bottom fell out. I lost my joy. 

That crash—nearly two decades ago—forced a reckoning. And it was in that valley I encountered Jesus 

in a new way. Not just as Savior, but as rest. As peace. As the One who restores what striving cannot. 

“Come to me, all you who are weary and burdened, and I will give you rest.” —Matthew 11:28 

That healing journey gave me the strength to survive the more recent loss of my twin brother. The grief 

runs deep. It still does. But it did not undo me—because joy and peace had already begun their quiet 

work. I had found another path, and by God’s grace,  I stayed on it, even in the sorrow. 

That’s what I want to share with you. 

When we fight these battles, we live in a heightened state—flooded with stress hormones, 

hypervigilant. And for a time, we need that. But over time, it wears us thin. It steals from us the 

chemistry of presence—the oxytocin, the serotonin, the grounding “here-and-now” molecules that 

researchers like Daniel Lieberman speak of. These are the chemicals of connection, of rest, of trust. They 

are God’s gift, and we need them desperately. 

“You make known to me the path of life; in your presence there is fullness of joy; at your right 

hand are pleasures forevermore.” —Psalm 16:11 

So as we fight for truth, we must also learn to pause. To lay it down, even for a moment. To laugh with 

our families. To share a meal with a friend. To feel sunlight, music, the Spirit. Not just as a means of 

recovery—but as a return to joy. 

That’s why, in our little group of like-minded souls, I often veer personal. I treasure the mission. I value 

the science. But even more, I value the fellowship. The honest, Spirit-anchored connection that helps us 

endure the weight without becoming crushed by it. 

You and others in this circle have shown me something rare—truth and tenderness. Courage and 

kindness. When you’ve opened your heart, it’s stirred something in mine. It’s helped me believe that the 

battle hasn’t hardened us, not entirely. We can still feel. Still care. Still love. 

I often say I’m a bit of a hot mess. But in the hands of God, even the mess burns bright. Not just with 

conviction, but with compassion. Not just with outrage, but with mercy. That’s what I want to be—a 

flame lit by love. 
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So yes, the joy is there. Even now. Even here. It may come softly, like a whisper, but it is real. It lives in 

the sunrise. In a kind word. In the unexpected text from someone who gets it. It lives in the legacy 

you’re leaving behind, and in the grace that carries you still. 

“Those who sow in tears will reap with songs of joy.” —Psalm 126:5 

“Let us not grow weary in doing good, for at the proper time we will reap a harvest if we do not 

give up.” —Galatians 6:9 

You’ve been a warrior. You still are. But my prayer is that you also know you are deeply loved, and 

invited—freely—into joy. Not because you’ve earned it. But because He delights to give it. 

With deep gratitude and love, 

Jeff 

*Name has been changed to protect confidentiality.* 

 


