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We received more miracle reports when Joan Hunter was a guest 
on It’s Supernatural! than from any other interview. She has 
much to offer in helping you receive your healing. —Sid Roth

 Host, It’s Supernatural! TV 

Everyone…absolutely everyone…has experienced a “dark time” 
and wondered when—or if—it would ever end. Joan Hunter 
knows that feeling all too well. In Healing the Heart, she shares 
the pain of marital betrayal and the shocking discovery that 
her own husband was gay. This book doesn’t pull any punches; 
it’s an honest, revealing account of how one woman arose from 
deep despair to live in ultimate victory. Read her story and find 
triumph for yours! —Marilyn Hickey

Founder and President, Marilyn Hickey Ministries

Joan Hunter is an amazing blend of strength and vulnerability. It 
is impossible to read her story without being inspired, challenged, 
and encouraged. Healing the Heart is a must-read for everyone 
who is experiencing crisis in their marriage, health, or finances. 
Joan overcame all of these and now reveals how she did it. Her 
book is a catalyst for conquering defeat. —Tamara Lowe

Cofounder and Executive VP,  
Get Motivated Seminars, Inc.

Wow! This new book by Joan Hunter will change your life. In 
this powerfully transparent and real-life testimony, you’ll be 
moved beyond words as you read how she overcame unthinkable 
circumstances through the healing power of forgiveness. Joan 
shares key strategies of how we and our families can get free 
from our circumstances and stay free. This book is a must-read 
for all who work as counselors or advisors and for those who find 
themselves in similar circumstances. —Jeff Jansen

Evangelist / Revivalist,
Founder of Global Fire Ministries

Many have been given hope to believe God for their own physical 
and spiritual miracles as Joan has shared the heartbreaks and 
the miracles of her life.  —William Mark Bristow

Pastor, Grace Fellowship, Monahans, Texas 



Joan Hunter is a dynamic teacher, compassionate minister, and 
anointed healing evangelist who has devoted her life to carrying a 
message of hope, deliverance, and healing to the nations.

—Dr. Don White, D. D. 
Senior Pastor, Living Stones Church, Magnolia, Texas 

Awesome! From the very onset of Healing the Heart, there is 
the ever-painful reminder of the horrendous effects of betrayal. 
Closeted homosexuality, also known as “living on the downlow,” 
is a destructive, cancerous spirit that often leaves families 
disillusioned, devastated, and ultimately destroyed. But, thanks 
be unto God, not Joan Hunter or her children. Not only does Joan 
passionately give her readers the intimate details of her journey 
to restoration and healing, but she also gives insightful principles 
for the same healing anyone can receive—a supernatural healing 
from God—a healing of the heart!
 —Pastor Michael A. Stevens, Sr. 

Author of Straight Up: The Church’s Official Response to the 
Epidemic of Downlow Living

What a joy to see the Lord’s powerful redemption in Joan’s life! 
Because she has overcome, she now has a deep well of compassion 
and anointing from which to minister to broken people. Read on...
these pages will inspire you to arise from your ashes and see what 
God will do with your redeemed life! —Melva Lea Beacham

Director of International Development,
Christian Friends of Israel-Jerusalem

Joan Hunter is anointed, competent and dedicated to seeing 
people set free and launched into all that God has for them. 
Her authenticity is a true blessing to ministers, families, and 
congregations everywhere. —Reverend Ryan M. Miller

 Senior Pastor, Greenwood Assembly of God, 
Fayetteville, Pennsylvania

Joan Hunter’s heritage and her ministry have equipped Joan 
to release believers from the obstacles that keep them from the 
freedom of the Lord. I highly recommend Joan Hunter’s books for 
all who want to shift out of the ordinary and into the extraordinary 
life that Jesus has made available! —Barbara Wentroble

 Founder and President, 
 International Breakthrough Ministries
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Dedication

This book is dedicated to my four wonderful daughters, 
Charity, Spice, Melody, and Abigail.

If it were not for them and the grace of God,  
I would not be here today.

When I thought I had no reason to stay on this earth,  
they gave me reason to live—them!

I love them more than words can say. The Word says, 
“Children are a gift from God”! 

They truly are my gifts from Him!
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Naida Johnson, RN, CWS, FCCWS, for her devotion to this 
book. A special thank-you for the many hours she spent in 

the compiling and editing of this book.

Special thanks to my friend Bill Johnson for his help with 
the cover of this book. It truly shares my heart,  

that God heals and cleanses our hearts through the 
washing of the water of the Word, as it says in  

Ephesians 5:26, “That He might sanctify and cleanse  
her with the washing of water by the word.”



A Note from Joan 
Since we all interpret situations through our previous 

individual experiences, other people involved in my life may 
view the specific details a little differently than I have shared 
within these pages. 

In this book, I have shared from my heart about how I 
felt during this time. Within the following chapters, you will 
read about my fears and my pain, as well as my victories as 
I share how God brought me through. 

One night, I got home late, went straight upstairs, 
and got ready for bed. Following my usual routine, I had 
my prayer time with the Lord and read my Bible. From my 
“personalized” Living Bible, Exodus 13:3 reads, “Then God 
said to Joan, ‘This is the day to remember forever—the day of 
leaving Egypt and your slavery; for the Lord has brought you 
out with mighty miracles.’” 

I thought that was an absolutely awesome Scripture. I 
received exactly what God wanted me to receive. Just that 
one Scripture gave me peace beyond anything I could have 
imagined. And I thought, God, You brought me out of slavery. 
Now I can share this with others, and You will bring them out 
of bondage. You will bring them out of slavery.

This verse should be yours to claim as your own after 
you finish this book. You will be able to claim it and expect 
the mighty miracles He has waiting for you. 

Know that He is waiting for you as well as for me. He has 
great things in store for each of us. Why? Because He is our 
Father. He loves each and every one of us.

…And He can and will bring you through, too!
—Joan 
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Foreword

In this day and time when women are juggling how best to 
secure their place in the home, the workplace, and in the 

body of Christ, this incredible book, Healing the Heart, offers 
a God-inspired road map. Joan Hunter offers a frank, testi-
monial-style, grass-roots narrative to women and girls of all 
ages––presenting us with a timely model on how to heal from 
life’s hurts and move on to reach our full potential. 

During the course of reading this book, you may find it 
difficult to put it down, as it will definitely evoke a myriad of 
emotions—anger, joy, resolve, and glee among them.

Joan’s clarity of purpose and commitment to doing the 
will of God in the face of adversity and hurtful circumstances 
rings out loud and clear from the opening page all the way 
through to the final paragraph. Through the Holy Spirit, 
she has provided us a powerful, life-changing book designed 
to bless any and every one who reads it.

Healing the Heart is a must-read for all women from var-
ious ethnic backgrounds, denominational affiliations, and 
strata of society! 

—Vivian Berryhill 
President and Founder,  

National Coalition of Pastors’ Spouses 
www.pastorspouses.com
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Introduction

On September 9, 2003, I had the privilege of going to  
The Master’s Touch Church just outside Orlando, 

Florida, to hear Mark Chironna. At the end of the service, 
he called me out to prophesy over me. He knew I was Charles 
and Frances Hunter’s daughter (he had ministered with them 
years ago), but that was all he knew.

We had never met before that day. He laid his hands on 
me and began to weep, overwhelmed with compassion.

He said, “My God, my God, the pain...the pain that you 
have been through.”

It was as if my pain had been transferred into him. I 
understand now what that feels like, because when I pray for 
people sometimes God lets me feel their pain. (I am able to 
pray with greater compassion with this overwhelming feel-
ing.)

He was crying, “The pain. The pain.”

I said, “Yes, I have been through hell.”

Then he said, “You had to go to hell to get the keys to 
help open the doors for others to get healed from their own 
hell.” He continued on with an incredible prophetic word 
about the calling of God on my life, and did I ever need to 
hear that word from the Lord.

Within the pages of this book are the keys that God gave 

me to help set you free of the pain of the past.
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Chapter One

When Your Darkest Hour 
Lasts Longer than Sixty Minutes!

I got home from work to discover a message on the cell 
phone. What I heard sent me into a total state of shock. I 
began to shake as confused thoughts whirled through my 

head.

Did I hear him right? Did the message really say what I 
thought it said? Or am I trapped in a nightmare? God, please 
let this be a bad dream. This can’t be happening…not after 
twenty-five years. Not again. 

I had forgiven him once, years before. I didn’t understand 
why then, and I didn’t understand now. All I could think 
was, What did I do? What didn’t I do? I love him. Wasn’t that 
enough? 

Besides my own pain, I had to think about what our chil-
dren would say and how this would affect them. I knew they 
would be devastated. He was not just their dad—he was their 
pastor. And then there was the question of how we would 
make it financially.

We had grown up together. If anyone had asked, I would 
have told them we were each other’s best friend. But best 
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friends don’t do this to each other. I gave him twenty-five 
years of my life. How could he do this?

God help me! What should I do?

Who else knows about this? Who else was involved with 
him? How long has this been going on?

He had been a pastor for eighteen years. What would 
our church friends and previous members say? Had he ap-
proached anyone in the church? He had counseled numerous 
people throughout the years. What did he tell them? How 
could he help others while he himself was doing this? How 
did he keep it so well hidden? What were they going to think 
now? What were they going to say? They were going to be so 
disappointed. They were going to think we were pretending 
to serve God. But I wasn’t pretending. I really wanted to 
serve God and minister to His people with my whole heart. 
How could he be doing those horrible things while minister-
ing at church under the pretense of being a fine, godly man? 
All the messages that he gave about a godly marriage and 
the marriage covenant, were they all lies?

All those years we traveled around the world with Mom 
and Dad. In his betrayal, there was a potential of hurt-
ing their worldwide ministry. What would they do? They 
trusted him implicitly and this is how he acted. He was liv-
ing his dream of ministering, singing, and traveling around 
the world, but at whose expense? I couldn’t believe it was 
true.

I thought he loved me. I thought he loved the girls. How 
long had this been going on? How much of our marriage was 
a sham? How much of it was a lie? Will I ever know? Will 
I ever understand? Will I ever feel good again? How will I 
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make it? Will I ever laugh again? Will God ever use me again 
to do anything for Him? I just want to die.

I had no idea what was going to happen next. I depended 
on him for everything. I didn’t know how I was going to sur-
vive financially with three of the girls in college. I needed 
him. How could I face another day, another moment? My 
whole life revolved around him. Where could I go now? What 
was I to do without him? He could do everything. He taught 
me how to cook, to decorate the house, to do everything. He 
was my identity. Without him, I was nothing.

My life was devastated, ripped apart at the seams, shred-
ded into nothingness. I was afraid to face life alone. I would 
have no husband to help me, love me, or hold me. No one to 
walk with, talk with, or share things with. I have never liked 
being alone. How would I cope? Our girls were older and 
leaving home to start their lives on their own. 

My heart hurt, my chest ached, and my head pounded. 
I couldn’t see through my tears. My arms and legs didn’t 
want to work. I know I should eat, but the thought of food or 
drink nauseated me. Every system in my body was scream-
ing, “Stop the pain!”

Who could I talk to? Who would understand the pain I 
was feeling? No one! I recalled so many hurting people that I 
had counseled through the years. Was this the pain they felt? 
No, they couldn’t possibly have felt the stabbing, throbbing 
pain I felt throughout my body. Every cell hurt, every inch. I 
wasn’t sure I wanted to take another breath. I didn’t want to 
open my eyes. I didn’t want to see the empty house, the empty 
space in the bed where he used to sleep. Everything I looked at 
screamed his influence, his plans, his creative talents, him!
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I couldn’t stop all these thoughts from running through 
my mind. I was a completely different person from the day 
before. That instant in time had shaken my world and my 
identity to the core. What happened to the smiling, happy, 
cheerful Joan? When I looked in the bathroom mirror, the 
person staring back was not the same person who used 
to look back at me. The person I had become had a puffy 
face and blank, dead eyes staring at nothing. She reeked 
of failure, pain, agony, frustration, worthlessness, deser-
tion, and devastation. She was not beautiful, but ugly. She 

looked like a poor, lost soul who 
was more dead than alive. Yes-
terday’s Joan would love her, 
encourage her, and pray for 
her. Somebody needed to help 
her, but I just couldn’t do it. I 
couldn’t help anyone anymore. 
I felt dead inside. My heart had 
been ripped out, and my life 
had fallen apart.

In the next few days, the phone seemed to ring off the 
hook. I couldn’t answer it. I didn’t want to talk to anyone. 
Most of the calls were from people whom he had hurt, want-
ing to tell me something terrible about him, something that 
he had done to them. I had no answers for the people who 
were calling. They were just adding to my pain. All I could 
do was cry. Phone, please stop ringing!

I told myself that somehow I had to be strong. But how 
could I, when I felt weaker than a newborn kitten? I had no 
strength. I knew nothing would ever be the same again. My 
whole world had changed. My whole life had fallen apart. 

My heart had  
been ripped out,  

and my whole life had  
fallen apart.
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Not only my life, but the girls’ lives, too. They would have so 
many questions. How could I even begin to answer them? I 
didn’t know. I was so afraid for them as well as for myself. 

I tried to put on a mask and hide what was happening. 
But makeup wouldn’t cover up the hurt inside. I had hid 
behind the mask of smiles and laughter before, when others 
hurt me, but this time was different. I couldn’t even fake a 
smile. Maybe I can smile again someday. I just don’t under-
stand what went wrong. 

In the days that followed, I tried to figure out how I could 
have fixed our marriage. But always the thoughts came back: 
Who am I kidding? There was no way I could have satisfied 
him and his desires, but how could he do this to his children? 
He loved them so much. He loves me….No, he loved me….No, 
he never did. What is the truth?

I kept remembering what he had said. It was all an act. 
He said he was just a very good actor. Our marriage was 
just a front. He was using me and our marriage to hide his 
real feelings and his secret life. Was our life together a sham, 
nothing, worthless? Did it mean anything to him? I was just 
another rung on his ladder toward his ultimate goal. Was I 
just being used? I was a convenient presence in his façade of 
the ideal Christian family portrait. A portrait he could obvi-
ously walk away from without regret. 

I knew I was going to lose the house. I couldn’t possi-
bly pay for it. On my income, I couldn’t even maintain the 
utilities. He certainly wasn’t going to take care of me any-
more. This house had been my haven, my nest, for over 
eighteen years. How could I turn my back on it and leave? 
The memories, the fun we had here. The children grew up 
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in this house. Our friends and family gathered here weekly 
for great Christian fellowship. The laughter and joy of ex-
cited children, church members, and Christian friends from 
around the globe echoed through the halls. Our beautiful 
house. And now it was so silent. Except for the sound of my 
uncontrollable sobbing.

Oh, how dumb I was! I was so blind. Why couldn’t I see 
what was really going on? I believed all his lies. Even when 
I questioned him, he was so good at making excuses, and I 
was so gullible that I believed him. The house, the bills, the 
children, our friends, the dog…oh, no, the dog. She adored 
him with blind devotion. She was always his dog. How was 
she going to survive his leaving her? 

I pleaded with God, Please, let this be a bad nightmare! 
Let me wake up and cry for joy because my life is so close to 
perfect and normal! Please let my family still be intact and 
following our dream of working in the ministry together and 
serving God, hand in hand, throughout our lives. 

He was out there feeling nothing for ripping apart the 
home we built together. He thought what he had done was 
okay. He could see nothing wrong. How could we be so close 
yet so far apart? What of the last twenty-five years was real?

All I felt was pain! I had to do something, but what? My 
reason to live was gone. I lived to serve and please him all 
these years. Our children were grown and didn’t need me. I 
knew they could make it without me. I didn’t really have any 
reason to get up anymore. I didn’t want to fight anymore. 
I felt like hell had surrounded me, and there was no exit. I 
wanted to go to sleep and not wake up to another day of this 
pain and fear. 
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I knew I couldn’t survive crying all day and all night. 
I had no strength, no hope, and no energy. I didn’t know 
how to get out of this very dark, very deep pit of despair. It 
would be so easy to just die right now and not have to face 
another minute, another person, another phone call, or our 
children. I didn’t want to deal with the pain of my physical 
body, the emotional torment raging through my mind, or the 
spiritual questions of “Why, God, why?” I knew I should talk 
to someone, but who could possibly help me or know what I 
was experiencing? Nobody could. My life was a mess, and I 
was falling apart. I had lived with a lie and now I had to bear 
the pain. 

I feared that the whole world would know what was 
wrong with me and my marriage. They would look at me 
with contempt, hatred, or pity. They would know I failed. 
After all was said and done, I was still that worthless, stupid, 
ugly person who had done nothing right since birth. My bio-
logical father had abandoned me and now my husband had 
abandoned me. All those voices from long ago were right. I 
was not worth anything to anyone. I had been used and now 
thrown away like an old shoe. 

“God, help!”


