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Preface 
 
 
Thank you for purchasing my ebook — for inviting me into your life to tell 
part of my story. There is much more to tell; this is merely an epilogue to 
the eight years our family spent in the country of Haiti… but that is 
coming later in a more detailed memoir. 
 
This book is divided into two parts: the first is a summary of my own 
journey through stress, adrenal fatigue, PTSD, panic, and other anxiety-
related issues. The second extends hope for healing through the spiritual, 
mental, and physical choices we each have the power to make. 
 
While this book is not meant to be a comprehensive treatment plan or a 
set formula for recovery, I pray that something I’ve learned about 
strength, courage, and God’s grace will be a catalyst to healing in your 
own life.  
 
Jennifer Ebenhack 
 
 
 

For regular Take Courage blogs, visit jenniferebenhack.com  
 

 



 
Introduction 

 
 

“The impulse to keep to yourself what you’ve learned is not only 
shameful, it is destructive. Anything you do not give freely and 

abundantly becomes lost to you. 
You open your safe and find ashes.”  

Annie Dillard 
 
How often have we wondered if others struggle as we do? How validating 
and encouraging it is to hear the stories of others — to discover we are not 
alone in our battle after all. When someone else comes alongside us, lets us 
glimpse their brokenness and tells us there is hope, our strength is 
renewed. But sometimes no one comes; no one shares. And we assume we 
are alone. 
 
For a season, I believed I was alone. I faced fear and panic. I fought 
anxiety. I battled symptoms of PTSD (post traumatic stress disorder). I 
struggled with derealization — sensing that the world surrounding me 
was unreal. I felt depressed and exhausted. I was diagnosed with adrenal 
fatigue. My journey with these dark companions lasted close to three 
years.  
 
While many have suffered on a far greater level than I, gaining wisdom far 
surpassing my own, this is my story thus far. What I’ve learned from this 
journey is priceless; I treasure it. If I do not share it “freely and 
abundantly” as Annie Dillard says, I will find a safe full of ashes. Rather 
than lose what I so value, I’d like to share it with you. Your story is 
different than mine — I know. No two are alike. But the bottom line is 
still the same. We are all desperately needy. We all need hope. We all need 
courage. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

PART 1 
 

My Journey 
 
 



On the Mission Field 
 

My husband Jarod and I had lived in Haiti for seven-and-a-half years. 
 
The adoption process of our three Haitian children was at nine years and 
counting. 
 
Our son, Jaden, had severe special needs. 
 
We’d evacuated once during a political coup, forced to leave our 
unadopted children behind. 
 
I’d given birth to two babies in Haiti just seventeen months apart. 
 
Our Cape Haitian home had been attacked by a gang. 
 
My husband had been shot at in our own yard. 
 
We faced the realities of voodoo on a daily basis. 
 
Kidnappings were a constant threat. 
 
Hurricanes and floods regularly throttled the island. 
 
And the Port-au-Prince earthquake of 2010 was only days away.  
 

The First Attack 
 

As my "Happy New Year" greetings traveled the airwaves between my 
bedroom in Haiti and my family's farm in Kansas, it hit: a tidal wave of 
irrational panic. In a cold sweat I hung up, unsure if I would vomit, pass 
out, or even die. Never had I felt so debilitated or confused. This wasn't 
me; I was typically strong and optimistic, not easily shaken. But in one 
moment, "normal" was history. As my heart pounded, I whispered a 
prayer for help. I splashed cold water on my face and tried to shake myself 
out of fear’s grip. The "attack" eventually eased, but I knew I was under 
some new, ominous cloud. I felt I’d been abducted into darkness. 
 

Coping 
 



I had no idea — other than a recent scuba dive — what could have 
prompted my episode. But my fear of nothing-in-particular spiraled into 
fear of fear itself.  
 
In the days following, I worked to discover the root of my panic; if I could 
explain it, perhaps I could conquer it. It was almost a year since an 
intruder had shot at Jarod in the darkness of our yard. The bullets had 
missed their mark, despite the crazy-close range of twelve feet, but the 
scare had been real. Maybe I was subconsciously reliving that trauma. 
 
Since then, a Haitian friend moved onto our property to escape the 
persecution of his voodoo-blinded family. He told us daily of dreams 
fraught with spiritual warfare. We prayed for him, supported him, and felt 
the weight of his struggles as well. Maybe his battle was also taking its toll 
on me.  
 
My ruminations presented plausible reasons for panic, yet did nothing to 
cure me. I was forced to go on with life: cleaning, making meals, caring for 
kids, clinging to my Solid Rock while quicksand threatened to pull me 
under.  
 
 When all around my soul gives way,  
 He then is all my hope and stay.  
 On Christ the Solid Rock I stand,  
 All other ground is sinking sand. 
 (Edward Mote) 
 
Though my perspective on life had changed, I knew the God of the Bible 
had not. And so I prayed; I asked others to pray. I opened God’s Word for 
promises, for reassurance every few minutes. I listened to music filled with 
truth and comfort. I was reminded that He saw me; He knew. While 
everything else gave way, He would not. 
 

Earthquake 
 

Ten days after my panic’s onset, the tremors of my soul were suddenly 
mirrored in “real” life. The kitchen table, chairs, shelves, and dishes 
clattered as the house shook. My mind jumped around for answers: Were 
my kids up to something wild? Could my husband’s work project shake a 
two-story house? I ran outside for Jarod’s explanation.  



 
He looked at me. “Did you feel that? That had to be really bad somewhere 
else.” 
 
It was. At least 220,000 were killed in the capitol’s 7.0 magnitude 
earthquake. 
 
Haiti would be changed forever. 
 
So would we. We just didn’t know it yet. 
 
Aftershocks followed. Everyone’s focus shifted to relief efforts. Jarod left 
for the Dominican Republic to assist in the shipment of critical supplies. I 
stayed home with the kids to face new fears. 
 
I received a middle-of-the-night call from an acquaintance in Port-au-
Prince. She was frantic and asking for prayer, having watched her 
children and grandchildren die in the quake. Now those who survived 
were cut off from food and water. Her desperation haunted me.  
 
While my panic continued to ebb and flow, another depressing reality rose 
to mind: the pending adoption of our children would most likely never be 
completed. With government buildings destroyed and a chaos which 
would take years to process, our paperwork would sink to the bottom of 
all priorities. The fate of our adoptions was almost insignificant in light of 
the nationwide trauma; yet, of course, it mattered greatly to us. 
 
I wept for Haiti — for the loss, for the despair. And I wept for myself — 
my loss of normalcy, my own despair of unanswered prayer. 

 
Miracle 

 
But with the kind of irony that defines God’s work throughout history, it 
was the darkest moment in which the miraculous happened. Ten days 
after the earthquake, I received the email:  
 
“The Consulate has issued visas. If you want to take your children out of 
Haiti, be at the Port-au-Prince airport tomorrow.” 
 
It didn’t make sense, but there it was — our nine-year miracle. In the middle 



of all that was disastrous and horrifying, we and hundreds of others who 
had been at the mercy of Haiti’s corruption were able to take the dry path 
through our “Red Sea” (Exodus 14).  
 
It was finally our time. 
 

The Journey 
 

We lived one hundred and fifty miles from Port-au-Prince and had one 
day to traverse the mountains that separated Cape Haitian from the 
rendezvous point. Since Jarod was still in the Dominican Republic, the 
responsibility was mine. Every bit of adrenaline my body had left was 
marshalled. I took care of our house and ministry affairs, packed 
backpacks, made bus arrangements, helped others in crisis, gathered 
important documents, and said goodbye to all our friends. I even got bit 
by a dog.  
 
Most distressing was the all-too-real possibility that my two biological 
children wouldn’t be permitted on the outgoing “orphan” flight. 
Additionally, my daughter, Daphne, became ill. Despite sickness, risks, 
and the stress they incurred, we left at 1:00 a.m. 
 
Due to recent gang attacks on supply shipments, armed guards were hired 
to protect our caravan of buses. For eight hours, we swerved and sped our 
way over treacherous mountain roads. Through the night, I balanced my 
sleeping children, shielding them from bumps and falls. These were 
conditions under which my newfound fears could flourish; yet, God’s 
promises came to me each time a new anxiety rose. I knew the prayers of 
family and friends were at work. 
 
As the sun rose, our route took us on the outskirts of the damage. Newly-
formed tent cities and traffic jams stretched for miles. Though the missions 
and clinics were hidden from view, I was fully aware of the countless 
volunteers and medical teams performing surgeries, treating wounds, and 
distributing nourishment. I also knew that the dead were being buried in 
mass graves. I was thankful we would not drive into the heart of the city 
where the dust and stench reportedly still lingered. My heart broke for the 
sorrow surrounding me. 
 
Our mission was to join our adoption coordinator and her group of eighty 



children at the airport by afternoon. I attempted dozens of calls to arrange 
transportation and confirm the designated meeting place, but due to 
downed phone towers, cell reception was sketchy. The theoretically simple 
assignment of meeting our contacts mushroomed into confusion and crisis. 
After hours on the cement runway outside the damaged airport, with no 
adoption coordinator in sight, the sun — and my heart — began to sink. 
As my cell battery was dying and my anxiety rising, my call finally went 
through. Thirty minutes later, we were united with our group at a 
neighboring runway, less than a mile away.  
 
At 11:30 p.m., by God’s grace, about a dozen caregivers and I, all five of 
my kids, and eighty other Haitian children flew to a new land and new 
lives. 
 

 
 

(Photo: Kansas 2010) 
 

Safe 
 

The most logical “home” for us was with my family in Kansas. We settled 
into a snowy life on the farm for our first few months. Our next year was 
split between two rent-free, small-town homes. We were blessed. We were 



safe. We were secure. Prayers had been answered; the adoptions were 
made official. Plans to return to Haiti were cancelled, due to governmental 
demands that simply could not be met. I had every reason to relax, to let 
go of fear, to be refreshed. 
 
And yet the panic would not stop. I suppressed the issue, talking about it 
only with those closest to me. I was in the public eye: sharing in churches, 
traveling around the U.S., visiting relatives and friends. But though others 
couldn’t see it, the anxiety was undoing me. I refused to drive, fearful I’d 
pass out. I hated shopping, dreading the feelings of derealization and 
disorientation. I became claustrophobic, making sure to stick close to 
exits.  
 
Life was surreal. I wasn’t sure I was truly living anymore. I wasn’t sure I 
wanted to. Life had once been an adventure — a chance to trust God and 
see His goodness. Now it was simply bizarre and frightening. "Floating" 
through my world as a dissociated spectator had me convinced I would 
soon be institutionalized. 
 

Questioning 
 

I found myself asking the big questions: Who am I? Why am I here? 
What’s the point of all this? The questions applied in the most literal way 
to my clouded life. As I worked to keep a grip on my identity and purpose, 
objective truths from God’s Word became my answers. I reviewed all I’d 
ever learned from the Bible. I questioned it: not out of skepticism, but out 
of a desperate need to be sure.  
 
Though I hated my circumstances, I became convinced anew of God’s 
existence, love, and power. I lived in His Word — longing for 
encouragement, explanations and instructions from the moment I awoke 
till the moment I went back to bed. Even as my mind swirled with 
irrational emotions, I knew I was in a precious season of growth. Jesus 
was real. I knew like never before I could trust Him and His Word.  
 

Counseling 
 

One year into my battle, I decided to seek clinical help. God had faithfully 
held me back from “the brink,” but I wanted to be proactive in as many 
ways as possible. While at first I’d thought counseling unnecessary due to 



the tremendous support of family and friends, I finally conceded that a 
professional might see things we were missing. 
 
In customary fear and trembling, I visited a Christian counselor. She 
assured me I was not crazy — my greatest fear — but rather responding 
in a natural way to the stressful events of the past eight years.  
 
From the PTSD workbook she prescribed, I learned the accumulation of 
stressors and traumas in my life preceding the earthquake were on their 
own enough to produce anxiety attacks. The events following the 
earthquake served to cement the conditioned response. I was fascinated 
by my newfound knowledge of the physiological changes made to the 
brain by PTSD, including the division between the brain’s two sides, 
making it impossible to discern a true emergency from a non-threatening 
event. 
 
Three months of counseling provided a deeper understanding of my issues 
as well as validation, hope, and some improvement. I continued reading 
and studying on my own, while trying to manage the rest of life’s 
responsibilities. 

 
A Doctor Visit 

 
Six months later, my continued bouts of derealization — that horrible 
foggy detachment from reality — and panic prompted me to seek further 
help. A book on derealization suggested use of a particular antidepressant 
to bring the brain back into normal operating mode. While it was my goal 
to avoid unnecessary drugs, my desperation grew. I compromised with a 
visit to a holistic doctor/chiropractor who practiced kinesiology, in the 
hopes he could prescribe a natural alternative. 
 
As I described my symptoms in his office, I braced myself for a psychiatric 
referral. Contrary to my expectations, he had a physical explanation: 
“adrenal fatigue.” 
 
My kinesiological check-up revealed an adrenal/hormonal train-wreck. 
My doctor informed me that eight years of “emergencies” had drained me 
of all natural tranquilizers. My body and brain were currently unable to 
return to their pre-fatigued state of calm.  
 



Following a lab analysis confirming adrenal depletion, my prescribed 
treatment was carefully monitored amounts of liquid pregnenolone and 
DHEA: “mother” hormones that would restore proper hormonal and 
chemical balance. I was assured that this and adrenal support supplements 
would yield gradual, but certain results. 
 
Through the following year-and-a-half, my symptoms eased. Our family 
moved to Florida — away from friends and relatives — to begin new jobs, 
ministries, church, and schools. Though the ability to worry, feel 
derealized, or experience momentary panic remained over the first several 
months, these former “slave masters” no longer dictated my life. The 
process of healing was undeniable.  

 
Today 

 
The marks of adrenal fatigue, PTSD, derealization, panic, and anxiety 
have faded to barely discernable scars. They’re a type of war wound, 
flaring up a bit when the "pressure" changes. I can’t pretend they don’t 
exist, but the scars remind me of battles survived.  
 
Today, I’m grateful for the ability to function normally, to share my 
journey with others without re-entering it, and to once again experience 
the joy of life. The dark path from which I've emerged has in fact provided 
a deeper understanding of true joy and eternal purpose. The truths and 
promises of God’s Word have been made real to me. I am no longer a 
spectator of God’s faithfulness; I know it. I am aware of my fragility. I see 
that life is just a vapor. I realize that sanity is a gift. I know that I am 
weak. But I also know that He is strong. 
 
“I sought the Lord, and he answered me; And delivered me from all my 
fears.” (Psalm 34:4 NASB) 
 
"For You light my lamp; The Lord my God illumines my darkness." 
(Psalm 18:28 NASB) 



 
 

(Photo: Florida 2012)



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

PART 2 
 

Courageous Choices



Taking Courage 
 

“Be strong and let your heart take courage, All you who hope in the 
Lord.” (Psalm 31:24 NASB) 

 
Take courage. We tend to equate these words with “Do not fear,” but I have 
to admit, I appreciate the difference between the two phrases. It’s possible 
for me to be afraid, yet to take the courage someone else extends.  
 
In reality, God Himself offers the gift of courage to me. I have none of my 
own — that much I’ve learned, but His courage is always in ample supply. 
I have a choice to make: I can cling to my fears, or I can reach out and 
take the courage that is offered.  
 
While the concept of receiving this gift is simple, it requires action: choices 
of faith. We take the courage our Heavenly Father extends through life-
giving spiritual choices, transformative mental choices, and wise physical 
choices. Though these bear no resemblance to the instant cures we long to 
find, the fruit of diligence in these decisions will be abundant and eternal. 
 

Life-giving Spiritual Choices 
 
Establishing a Personal Relationship 
Our step of faith, by definition, must begin with the spiritual. And the 
first, most critical spiritual decision we face concerns Jesus and His place 
in our lives. We are ill-equipped, actually completely incapable of handling 
life without Him. Admittedly, there are therapies and strategies for 
overcoming anxiety issues without Christ, but none will yield the “peace 
that transcends all understanding” (Philippians 4:7 NIV) that a 
relationship with Him provides. “His divine power has given us everything 
required for life and godliness” (2 Peter 1:3 HCSB, emphasis mine). “In 
Him all things hold together” (Colossians 1:17 NASB, emphasis mine). 
Our lives fall apart when we do not give our Creator control.  
 
He is the one, true God: “Before me no god was formed, nor will there be 
one after me. I, even I am the Lord, and apart from me there is no savior” 
(Isaiah 43:10-11 NIV).  
 
He made us: “You created my inmost being; you knit me together in my 
mother’s womb” (Psalm 139:13 NIV). “Through him all things were 



made” (John 1:3 NIV).  
 
But, we have turned our hearts away from Him: “There is no one 
righteous, not even one; there is no one who understands, no one who 
seeks God” (Romans 3:10-11 NIV). “All our righteous acts are like filthy 
rags” (Isaiah 64:6 NIV). “All have sinned and fall short of the glory of 
God” (Romans 3:23 NIV). This is reality. When the world spins out of 
control around us, and we think we deserve better, these are the facts laid 
out for us in God’s unchanging Word. We deserve nothing but 
condemnation. It’s harsh, but true.  
 
Also true is the astounding mercy shown by Jesus, the sinless Son of God 
who offered His life as a ransom for ours through death on the cross over 
two thousand years ago: “I lay down my life… no one takes it from me, 
but I lay it down of my own accord” (John 10:17-18 NIV). This is grace 
— this is favor that we couldn’t possibly merit “…that Christ died for our 
sins according to the Scriptures, that he was buried, that he was raised on 
the third day according to the Scriptures” (1 Corinthians 15:3-4 NIV). 
“For God so loved the world that he gave his one and only Son, that 
whoever believes in him shall not perish but have eternal life” (John 3:16 
NIV).  
 
When we admit we can’t possibly attain to the standards of a holy God, 
when we recognize our need for a Savior, when we acknowledge Jesus is 
as He Himself said, “the way, the truth, and the life; no man comes to 
Father except through me” (John 14:6 NIV), we have found hope. There 
is nothing we can do to earn forgiveness of sin or eternal salvation. We 
simply trust the One who died and rose again to deliver us. “Believe in the 
Lord Jesus, and you will be saved” (Acts 16:31 NIV). 
 
When we have surrendered our lives to our Creator — our Savior, we 
become His children, and His Holy Spirit lives in us, allowing us to be 
“strengthened with all power according to his glorious might so that you 
may have great endurance and patience…” (Colossians 1:11 NIV). “If 
anyone is in Christ, the new creation has come; the old has gone, the new 
is here!” (2 Corinthians 5:17 NIV). 
 
Becoming God’s child opens the door to infinite resources. His resources. 
While belonging to Christ does not guarantee a life of ease on earth — “In 
this world you will have trouble” (John 16:33 NIV) — it does guarantee 



the ultimate destination of Heaven, and for our earthly lives the “peace of 
God which transcends all understanding” (Philippians 4:7 NIV). “For He 
Himself has said, ‘I will never leave you nor forsake you’” (Hebrews 13:5 
NKJV).  
 
Living in God’s Word 
To claim God’s provision for our parched souls, we must seek Scripture 
like water in the desert. God’s Word is life. Drinking in the Psalms where 
David anguishes and worships reminds us that the grief, fear, panic and 
depression we believe to be unique to our own set of circumstances are not 
new to our God nor to mankind. “There is nothing new under the sun” 
(Ecclesiastes 1:9 NKJV). But God “knows our frame; he remembers that 
we are dust” (Psalm 103:14 ESV). And in His Word, He has provided the 
most precious of all resources to bring us courage. 
 
Philippians 4:6-8 provides a rock on which to stand in the darkness: 
 

“Do not be anxious about anything, but in every situation, by 
prayer and petition, with thanksgiving, present your requests 
to God. And the peace of God, which transcends all 
understanding, will guard your hearts and your minds in 
Christ Jesus. Finally, brothers and sisters, whatever is true, 
whatever is noble, whatever is right, whatever is pure, 
whatever is lovely, whatever is admirable — if anything is 
excellent or praiseworthy — think about such things" (NIV). 

 
In 2 Timothy 1:7 we see what God offers in exchange for our trembling 
spirits: “For God has not given us a spirit of fear, but of power and of love 
and of a sound mind" (NKJV). 
 
2 Corinthians 12:9 reminds us that our own strength actually disqualifies 
us: “My grace is sufficient for you, for my power is made perfect in 
weakness" (NIV). 
 
And Psalm 34:18 portrays the tender heart of our Father: “The Lord is 
close to the brokenhearted and saves those who are crushed in spirit" 
(NIV). 
 
God’s Word must be the air we breathe. He proves Himself to us through 
the record of His faithfulness, His promises, and the declarations of His 



love and purpose. “The eyes of the Lord are on the righteous and his ears 
are attentive to their cry” (Psalm 34:15 NIV). If we have trusted in Christ, 
our sins are forgiven, and we are now the “righteous” ones that He is 
listening to. “For the eyes of the Lord range throughout the earth to 
strengthen those whose hearts are fully committed to him” (2 Chronicles 
16:9 NIV).  
 
Focusing on Thankfulness 
As I struggled in my fear, one piece of wisdom in particular helped 
maintain my sanity: “Thank God. Don’t be generic; recount each blessing 
of the day — each tiny gift He brings.” 
 
So as I lay my head down each night, fighting the waves of panic, I 
thanked God for my pillow, my bed, shelter, warmth, the food I’d eaten, 
my husband, my children, my life, the Scripture I’d just read. Thanking 
Him took my focus off the darkness. I thanked Him until sleep took over. 
When morning came and my anxiety recommenced, I went through the 
list again: Thank you that I’m alive, thank you for the sunshine, thank you for a 
warm shower, thank you for my breakfast, thank you for my family, thank you that 
You’re still with me… 
 
More than a distracting mantra, thanks-giving is a sacrifice. We lay down 
our rights for “more.” Yes, we realize our neediness, and we remember 
that God knows too; yet, in the middle of suffering we take our eyes off 
ourselves and acknowledge all we already possess. “I will offer to You the 
sacrifice of thanksgiving, and will call upon the Name of the Lord” (Psalm 
116:17 NKJV). 
 
Furthermore, we are told that giving thanks “in all circumstances” is 
indeed “God’s will for you in Christ Jesus” (I Thessalonians 5:18 NIV). 
Gratitude is an act of faith; we are telling God we remember what He has 
done, we see what He is doing, and we trust Him with our future. 
“Without faith it is impossible to please God” (Hebrews 11:6 NIV), and 
without gratitude, it will be impossible for us to recognize God’s hand at 
work.  
 
Ann Voskamp, a New York Times bestselling author dwells on the 
principle of gratitude in her book One Thousand Gifts: A Dare to Live Fully 
Right Where You Are. Her discipline of recording God’s gifts to her in 
journal after journal completely changed her perspective on her life and 



circumstances — even traumas of the past. This is life-changing; 
thankfulness transforms.  
 
Take her dare! Carry a journal and record His blessings and gifts as they 
come. Dwelling on what is good  — finding what is good — brings joy. 
And “the joy of the Lord is your strength” (Nehemiah 8:10 NIV).  
 

Transformative Mental Choices 
 

Shaping Our Minds 
Changing our focus spiritually in turn literally changes our minds — a 
process scientific research continues to prove. Romans 12:2 says, “Do not 
conform to the pattern of this world, but be transformed by the renewing 
of your mind”  (NIV), which of course implies that we can actually be 
transformed. No wonder we are given such precise instructions in 
Philippians 2:7-8: “…whatever is true, whatever is noble, whatever is 
right, whatever is pure, whatever is lovely, whatever is admirable — if 
anything is excellent or praiseworthy — think about such things.” The 
things we think do, in fact, shape our minds. 
 
Dr. Caroline Leaf’s book Who Switched Off My Brain? Controlling Toxic 
Thoughts and Emotions explores the neuroscience behind this scriptural 
principle, offering effective strategies to renew and detoxify our minds.  
 
Dr. Leaf states that after we have gathered thoughts in our brains,  
 

…the information stays in the hippocampus for 24 to 48 hours 
constantly being amplified each time it swirls to the front. 

 
The amplification sets in motion a delightful string of events 
so magnificent that it can only reflect the work of our Creator. 
This string of events is our free will and decision-making 
ability, a true gift. 

 
This amplification means the thought is very conscious and 
becomes “labile” or unstable, which means it is moldable and 
can be changed. In fact, it must change. The science of 
thought demands that change must occur — either 
reinforcing the thought as it is or changing some or all of it. 

 



The memory cannot sink back as part of our attitude into our 
non-conscious mind without being changed in some way. This 
is marvelous news for us but emphasizes the responsibility we 
need to take for our thought life. No thought is harmless, nor 
does it stay the same — it constantly changes. 

 
This means the harder we think, the more change we can 
make. What is this change? Proteins are made and used to 
grow new branches to hold your thoughts, a process called 
protein synthesis. So, if we don’t get rid of the thought we 
reinforce it. This is quite phenomenal because science is 
confirming that we can choose to interfere with protein 
synthesis by our free will. If you say you “can’t” or “won’t,” 
this is a decision of your free will and will actually cause 
protein synthesis and changes in the real estate of your brain. 
Now “bringing into captivity every thought” (2 Corinthians 
10:5 KJV) starts to become a lot more important. Thoughts 
are constantly remodeled by the “renewing of your mind” 
(Romans 12:2 NIV). 

 
Seeking Knowledge and Wisdom 
The retraining of our minds happens as we tell ourselves what to think 
and what not to think, as we cover our thought life in prayer — “bringing 
into captivity every thought to the obedience of Christ (2 Corinthians 10:5 
KJV), and also often through the wise counsel of godly mentors and 
counselors. 
 
My counselor pointed me to Crisis & Trauma Counseling by H. Norman 
Wright from which I learned that “traumatized people have alterations in 
their brains” (Wright 204). Trauma literally breaks connections between 
the brain's two hemispheres. When those connections are lost, the brain is 
suddenly unable to discern between panic-worthy situations and harmless 
events. In addition, the brain’s amygdala (monitoring response to fear) 
becomes hyperactive, sending off inflated danger signals; the hippocampus 
is reduced, affecting memory; the frontal cortex doesn’t analyze properly; 
and the right side of the brain sends off alarms even when there is no 
threat (Wright 202-204).  
 
As we worked through The PTSD Workbook by Mary Beth Williams and 
Soili Poijula, I also learned about survivor’s guilt and the tendency to 



downplay one’s own trauma. I found myself unwilling to acknowledge the 
legitimacy of my issues; after all, so many others hadn’t survived the 
earthquake or were dealing with trauma far more substantial than mine. 
But in order to find healing, I needed to own what I had experienced. 
When I admitted that I wasn’t — and didn’t have to be  — strong enough 
to handle it all, I was freed to accept the help and grace God offered.  
 
Another discernable symptom of PTSD was a sense of foreboding; 
waiting for “the other shoe to drop.” My life had been unexpectedly 
shaken more than once, and I didn’t want to be unpleasantly surprised 
again. I tried to prepare myself for the worst. Though my children and I 
arrived safely in the U.S. following the earthquake, I was convinced 
Jarod would be killed in his subsequent weeks of relief work. Even after 
he joined us in Kansas, I couldn’t shake my sense of doom; I imagined the 
irony of criminals attacking us in our peaceful, rural setting, just after we 
had let our guard down. Any long drive, any trip by plane, any illness 
provided the opportunity for my mind to jump to a worst-case scenario. It 
was strangely reassuring to discover this was a “normal” reaction in the 
aftershocks of trauma; yet, it also opened my eyes to the fact that I needed 
to take charge of my imagination. It was going to be “normal” for me to 
expect the worst, but in order for me to heal, I would need to apply the 
biblical principles of renewing my mind.   
 
While my counselor could not single-handedly counteract my anxiety 
issues, the insights gained through her knowledge and recommended 
resources were key to my healing process. The understanding I gained for 
my own benefit and others was invaluable.  
 

Wise Physical Choices 
 

Understanding the Issue 
It is impossible to overemphasize the importance of being spiritually and 
mentally grounded in the battle against fear and despair; there is simply no 
treatment, therapy, or drug that can make up for those foundational 
issues. For two years I believed I would find gradual, yet complete healing 
through these choices. But the day arrived that the physical came into 
view as well. Discovering a physiological explanation — adrenal fatigue 
— was revolutionary.  
 
In The Hidden Link Between Adrenaline and Stress by Dr. Archibald D. Hart, 



adrenaline fatigue is explained:  
 

One of the purposes of the stress response is to say to the 
body, “Prepare for lots of action; get the fuel level up; we’ve 
got a battle to fight.” The stress hormones are powerful 
mediators in the conversion of stored sugar into energy. 
Stored sugar, known as “glycogen,” has to be converted to 
glucose before the body can use it. In response to a demand, 
the body uses its marvelous intelligence to decide how much 
glucose is needed. Adrenaline and the other stress hormones 
then act as the stimulating signals for the conversion.  

 
Adrenaline also contracts the muscular layer in the walls of 
the arteries. This, together with speeded-up heart rate, raises 
the blood pressure and stimulates increased respiration. The 
extra oxygen, carried in the blood, is needed for increased 
muscle activity. 

 
Normally, what goes up must come down… the level of adrenaline 
drops as the demand for it passes. At this time we normally 
experience the symptoms of discomfort or distress that come 
with the wear-and-tear of stress. While adrenaline is elevated, 
the body seems to be able to fight off disease and discomfort. 
But when it drops, the body returns all systems to a normal 
level of arousal. It is at this point that headaches, diarrhea, 
fatigue, illness, rapid heartbeats, skipped beats, depression, 
and generalized anxiety are felt. And again, this is part of the 
normal process of recovery from stress. 

 
However, when the adrenaline level remains high for an 
extended period of time, a state of “hypoadrenia” — 
adrenaline fatigue — can set in. The prolonged state of stress 
causes the adrenal cortex or outer layer of the adrenal gland 
to become enlarged, important lymph nodes to shrink, and the 
stomach and intestines to become irritated. The adrenal 
system eventually “crashes” and forces the victim into a state 
of prolonged and severe fatigue.  

 
Treating the Issue 
Dr. Hart goes on to prescribe careful management of stress and adrenaline 



usage for recovery: 
 

The remedy for all forms of adrenal fatigue is learning how to 
manage your arousal so as to allow for adequate recovery 
time after periods of high adrenaline excitement. This, of 
course, also means learning to control your addiction to 
adrenaline because this addiction causes you to crave the 
“high” it creates. 

 
By carefully evaluating the symptoms of addiction and fatigue 
and by heeding the warning inherent in all symptoms, we can 
turn our bad stress into good. Effective relaxation, improved 
sleeping habits, and, yes, even attention to our spiritual 
development and values will aid us in the quest for a balanced 
life. 

 
Many individuals have also found relief for adrenal fatigue through 
careful use of prescription drugs. Others, such as myself, have discovered 
more natural treatment. While I decline debate on the best choice for 
others, I remain grateful for help free of negative side effects or potential 
addictions. Pregnenolone and DHEA did indeed restore the balance of my 
adrenal system, simultaneously “re-teaching” my brain to produce 
correctly balanced hormones. Due to low dosage, tapered off over the 
course of three years, I am no longer dependent on this treatment. 
Doctors practicing traditional medicine have been known to prescribe 
these hormones in larger amounts, yielding more immediate and dramatic 
results, but creating dependence on the drops indefinitely.  
 
Further fields of research for physical help include regular exercise, 
relaxation techniques, diet change, lessened stress, rest, and even activities 
— such as piano playing — that activate both sides of the brain.  
 

Final Thoughts 
 

Trusting God's Timing 
There is no fixed amount of time in which healing of any kind happens. 
Your journey through depression, anxiety, PTSD, adrenal fatigue, or any 
other form of darkness may be shorter or much longer than mine; but, that 
does not define the “rightness” or “wrongness” of your treatment. When 
you are a child of God, the ability to trust in His wisdom and His perfect 



timing makes all the difference. He makes all things beautiful in His time 
(Ecclesiastes 3:11). 
 
Resting in God's Sovereignty 
As you consider conflicting healthcare viewpoints, remember that God 
knows all about your health insurance, your strained budget, your desire 
for healing, and your body’s needs. Surrender yourself to Him; ask Him to 
relieve you of pre-conceived ideas about an opposing point of view. Ask 
Him for wisdom, and He will grant it. Claim the promise of James 1:5: “If 
any of you lacks wisdom, you should ask God, who gives generously to all 
without finding fault, and it will be given to you.” You may never be rid of 
dissenters, no matter what kind of treatment you seek. But also know that 
God is sovereign, even over possible medical “mistakes,” and this decision-
making process is yet another area in which His grace can prevail.  
 
Finding True Healing 
Lastly, remember that physical healing is always determined by our good 
and all-wise God. While many preach the “health and wealth” gospel, 
insisting that a loving Heavenly Father has no intention of letting you 
suffer, the truth is found in the Bible. Jesus Himself said, “These things I 
have spoken to you, so that in Me you may have peace. In the world you 
have tribulation, but take courage; I have overcome the world.” (John 
16:33 NASB).  
 
In 2 Corinthians 12: 7-10, the great apostle Paul said the following: 

 
I was given a thorn in my flesh, a messenger of Satan, to 
torment me. Three times I pleaded with the Lord to take it 
away from me. But he said to me, “My grace is sufficient for 
you, for my power is made perfect in weakness.” Therefore I 
will boast all the more gladly about my weaknesses, so that 
Christ’s power may rest on me. That is why, for Christ’s sake, 
I delight in weaknesses, in insults, in hardships, in 
persecutions, in difficulties. For when I am weak, then I am 
strong.  

 
We are not guaranteed an easy life: happiness, health, “normalcy,” and 
safety. But should that bother you, as it does me, don’t forget Jesus’ 
words: “Take courage; I have overcome the world” (John 16:33b).  
 



This world is not all there is. Eternity with our loving Savior is ahead! 
 
Choose Him: Give Him your life, trust His Word, thank Him for His gifts. 
Choose peace: “The mind governed by the flesh is death, but the mind 
governed by the Spirit is life and peace” (Romans 8:6). 
Choose health: Make the best decisions you can to bring healing to your 
body that bears the marks of a broken world. 
 
And as you journey from darkness to light — whether that happens just 
around the bend, or whether it happens the day you finally meet Jesus 
face-to-face, take the gift He offers you… 
 
Take courage. 
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