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    To the Spirit of the Most High, who sustained me through the bitterest hours of my life and has brought me this far.

  


  
    I n t r o d u c t i o n


    A time to share confidences
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    I’m a woman of few words – and have always been. My public appearances are almost always limited to accompanying my husband in his commitments in Brazil and across the world. It’s been like this for the last forty years, since the Universal Church of the Kingdom of God was founded in 1977. From preaching alone in a bandstand and funeral parlor to events at crowded football stadiums and prestigious solemnities at the Temple of Solomon, I’ve lived it all intensely, yet discreetly. I enjoy my role as a faithful companion. But now, at 66, I’ve decided to write about how the role of a woman is as fundamental as that of a man, without having to impose her will, belittle the male gender or even appear too much. I’ve decided to reveal my memories. I’ve decided to tell, in detail, things that I’ve never told before – not only to show God’s greatness in my life, but also to show what He is able to do through an ordinary woman like me.


    It wasn’t an easy task opening old wounds, exposing my weaknesses, acknowledging my mistakes, revealing my private life as I’d never thought I would, and expressing my thoughts without restraint. Putting it all on paper has proven more difficult than I’d imagined. A Woman of Faith is an authentic and honest narrative. Those who expect to find a superwoman, endowed with extraordinary ability, will be disappointed. I too am subject to all sorts of weaknesses.


    I wrote some chapters out of sequence and more according to theme, to highlight my spiritual experiences. It’s not a mere retrospective nor does it follow a strict timeline. This series of reflections unfolds as I tell my story, in the hope of leading my readers on an edifying journey in time in search of knowledge.


    These are never-before-told stories about my marriage – not just the sweet and peaceful moments – but my inner conflicts, the lessons I learned as a daughter, wife, mother and grandmother, a woman’s role both in and out of the church etc. (I’d like to highlight the importance of a project that we currently coordinate that has helped millions of women, which is probably unknown to the general public.) And I’ll begin this journey into the past from the exact moment I met Edir for the first time, all the way to our much-awaited “I do” on the altar.


    In a way, pain has made me who I am today. And all told for the first time, from my own point of view: A mother who cried at the birth of her disabled child. The torment of someone who suffered, uncomplaining to keep the family intact, while her husband struggled to rescue the afflicted. A wife who grieved the fact that her husband, a pastor, was being rejected. The sacrifice of going beyond her limits to be the needed support for her husband while the church was growing. The thorns of a lonely life, far from relatives and friends, feeling homesick. A couple’s disappointment over the intolerance of people who they had expected to accept and welcome them. The sadness of making mistakes as a mother. A friend and counselor who missed her daughters. A grandmother who rooted for her distant grandchildren. The anguish for the loss of her parents. A loyal wife who faced prejudice, humiliation and attacks against the honor of her loved ones.


    And what has prevailed? A woman of faith who built her house, dedicated herself to the love of her youth, and today smiles at how the Spirit of God has guided her through a path of battles.


    This book will also reveal more about my husband – which explains the subtitle, “The secrets of the woman who changed Edir Macedo’s life.” Our marriage has changed us inside and out. There was a before and an after we exchanged our rings. Edir is also a main character in my story, even though he’s already spoken about his own journey in his best-selling autobiography, “Nothing to Lose.”


    I enthusiastically accompanied the successful path that my husband’s memoirs took, not because I wanted to show off or receive praise from anyone, but because our story is the story of many. God honors those who serve Him – He has always done and will always do so. I witnessed Edir’s literary trilogy top attendance records in more than ninety signing sessions in thirty-four countries across four continents, with special attention to places like the Paris Book Fair, international book fairs in the United States and Spain, as well as renowned bookstores in London, New York, Rome, Moscow and other cities in Europe, Asia, Africa and Latin America.


    As my husband’s number one fan, what struck me most was seeing him attend only one event in person: the book signing inside a penitentiary in São Paulo, side by side with hundreds of inmates. Each day, I admire him more for his continued commitment to have his autobiography distributed to needy communities, indigenous tribes along the waterways of Brazil, African villages and tribes, excluded minority neighborhoods in Latin America,rehabilitation centers, shelters for prostitutes, hospitals and hospices in various countries. Not because he wants to be known, but because his story is proof that God can transform anyone’s life.


    This is the man with whom I live twenty-four hours a day, with whom I have shared my life for almost half a century, and about whom this woman of faith will speak in an unprecedented way.


    This took more than forty hours of interviews with our loyal friend, journalist and writer Douglas Tavolaro, co-author of this book and Vice President of Journalism at Rede Record, who’s known us for fifteen years. I based my narration on personal archives and notes, the accounts of pastors and their wives who we are close to, the testimonies of my children and sons-in-law, as well as public records and reports published at the time. In some cases, I only had my memory to rely on.


    This book is based mainly on my memories and Edir’s, so there are some unnamed people we’ve been close to who may have been involuntarily left out, but this doesn’t lessen my gratitude to each one of them. I include personal photographs and documents in A Woman of Faith – two inserts with images from my past and present. A complete and original composition of my life. A record of everything I’ve seen and experienced.


    You may be asking, “What makes you truly happy right now as you record these memories?” Above all, the realization that no one will ever be able to say that my journey was the result of a woman’s abilities on her own. No woman could have withstood so much pressure by herself. None could have stood firm, and in silence, against so many difficulties on her own. No woman would be able to accomplish so much on her own merit. No woman alone could ever have idealized and built everything that the future held by her husband’s side. I’m living proof of the existence of the God of the Bible. This is my greatest achievement. This is my legacy.


    Thank you for the opportunity to share my story with each one of you, dear readers. May the love, trust, spirit of self-improvement, and above all, faith contained in the pages of this book be reflected on your life.

  


  
    c h a p t e r 1


    A love for life
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    An endless encounter
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    It wasn’t love at first sight.


    It wasn’t a magical moment of sudden passion like the ones we sigh over in romantic tales. But it was an unforgettable day. The first time I exchanged words with that skinny, smiley boy with thick hair parted to one side; his eyes were full of shyness but at the same time they were bright with vigor. I would never have imagined that that was the beginning of a story of faith that would change my life forever.


    The church was packed on Sundays, with a heavy stream of people. It was a youth meeting.


    “Hi, are you Edir?” I asked discreetly, as I approached him.


    “Yes. Nice to meet you… How’s it going?”


    A brief silence interrupted the conversation. He was staring at me in a different way.


    “Hello, I’m Ester. Aunt Lydia said that you teach math. I really need a math tutor. Do you think you can help me?”


    He didn’t seem to be listening to me.


    “That’s right, I teach math... I’m ready when you are,” he replied politely, with a broad smile.


    I didn’t know, but Edir had already been watching me in the meetings at our church – the New Life Church – in the former headquarters of the Brazilian Press Association (ABI), in Rio de Janeiro. It was the fall of 1971.


    I had just turned 21 and he was 26. I led a quiet life. I was dedicated to my studies and family, and my mother’s close companion. Like any young woman of that time, I wanted to find the man of my dreams. I liked taking care of my appearance, wearing new dresses, trying new fragrances and keeping my hair neat, but always with discretion. I learned to be discreet from my mother. And that’s what caught Edir’s attention without me even realizing it.


    He says that he’d noticed me for the first time eight years before I requested those private lessons. I was walking through the mezzanine level of the church when he saw me for the first time. He couldn’t take his eyes off of me then, just like when I asked him if he could teach me math. A thought troubled him at that moment, as if he could hear a voice saying emphatically, “That’s her. She’s going to be your wife.”


    “At that moment, I rejected the thought. I remembered the country girls from Minas Gerais, where I’d lived for most of my youth. At that time, the standard of beauty that I’d had was the ‘bombshell,’ the girl men ogle wherever she goes. I was wrong,” Edir recalls.


    Although he was very dedicated in the church, he hadn’t yet had a personal encounter with God.


    “Some time later, after I had already been converted and was looking for a woman to share my life, my sister Elcy casually commented about Ester. And so, I began noticing her more carefully. I had a different perspective. I’d been disappointed by what my eyes could see, so now I wanted someone who had a kind of unseen beauty. Though I thought Ester was a beautiful young woman, I was attracted mostly by her behavior.”


    I don’t remember this moment. My memories of Edir are from the time when I was already coordinating a volunteer evangelism group within the youth group. It wasn’t a group with lots of shouting, loud music and rowdiness. I never liked those kinds of things. I’d see him briefly there. A few years earlier, I made a quick comment about him.


    During the Wednesday and Sunday services, I used to sit with my mother in the back, on the balcony. And the whole time, I’d observe a skinny young man standing there on the mezzanine. But what really caught my attention was his attitude. Every time the pastor invited people to come forward to give their life on the altar, there would go that skinny young guy.


    “Who wants to give your life to Jesus?” the pastor would ask.


    There was that guy again, with his scrawny arm raised, walking toward the altar – a scene that repeated many times. One day, I said to my mother, “I feel so sorry for that guy. He doesn’t seem to understand anything. He never converts.”


    My mother didn’t say a word. She just smiled.


    Today, I understand that Edir was eager to find meaning for his life, something that would revolutionize his entire being, turning him into who he is today.


    Anyway, we scheduled our private class for a Saturday, just few days after we’d talked for the first time. We agreed to study at my house. I’d just received a certificate in Accounting and wanted to apply for a position at the Bank of Guanabara (later known as the Bank of the State of Rio de Janeiro, or simply Banerj). The competition was high, so I enrolled in a preparatory course near Rio Branco Avenue, downtown Rio.


    We agreed to meet there so I could show him the way to my house, a bus ride that took more than forty minutes to the neighborhood of Jardim América, on the other side of the city in northern Rio. On the Saturday of our meeting, I was ecstatic, and so I told a group of classmates that I’d no longer have difficulties to learn math because I was going to have private lessons. I left the building around noon, and as soon as Edir greeted me, he put his arm around my shoulders. I was so embarrassed in front of my friends who I’d just told that he would teach me math.


    “A tutor, huh? Right… what kind of tutor is that?” they’d said playfully in our following class.


    Embarrassed, I pushed Edir’s hand off of my shoulder, realizing that he had other intentions besides teaching me numbers and calculations.


    “You’re fresh, aren’t you!”


    To which he immediately replied, “I am.” And he put his arm back around my shoulders. I was immediately pleased with his determination


    and boldness. Those were precisely the qualities that were missing from my previous relationship. And that’s how we walked to the bus stop. From that moment on, he held my hands and didn’t seem to want to let go. I was tense because my father, who was very strict with his daughters, would follow the same route to the bus stop to make payments. We’d often go home together at that time on Saturdays.


    “If he shows up, I’ll explain. You don’t need to worry,” Edir assured me, sitting next to me on the bus, his hand clinging to mine.


    We arrived home without being noticed, to my relief. My mother noticed my awkwardness straightaway. Even though my parents didn’t know Edir very well, they were naturally friendly toward him because of his involvement in church activities. In the living room, I’d stare at my exercise book, my notes and the calculator, but the numbers didn’t seem to make sense. I thought about everything that had happened and wondered what this young man would be like as my boyfriend. Would he be the man of my life? How could I fall in love with him if I’d never noticed him before? Was he really of honest and faithful character, able to fulfill me as a woman? Might this be God’s answer to my desire to be a happy wife?


    “All right, Ester. Let’s call it a day,” Edir said, interrupting the lesson.


    “See you soon, Ma’am. It’s been a pleasure seeing you again,” Edir kindly said to my mother.


    As soon as Edir got home, he called me. He was straightforward. No beating around the bush. He said, “Ester, I want to date you.” I really want to go steady with you. I’ve been watching you for a long time. I’m going to talk to your father.”


    In those days, it was customary to start dating only after the girl’s father had given his permission. Until today we teach this principle to the younger generations. The Bible teaches that parents have authority to bless the lives of their children. I was impressed with the certainty of Edir’s decisions. There was no room for doubt. It was certainty after certainty – a full assurance of faith.


    “Dad, that young man who teaches me math wants to talk to you. He wants to date me,” I said before the service.


    “Edir? He seems to be a fine young man, sweetheart. I’ll see him in church,” he reassured me. He then asked me, “Are you sure you’re over the other guy?”


    “Yes, I am,” I said, without hesitating.


    Edir and I had just come out of relationships where we’d gone through bitter experiences that would later help us answer certain questions of the soul, as I’ll explain in the next pages.


    It was a quick conversation. My parents gave us permission to date. A week later, we went to the movies alone, and there we kissed for the first time. The only memory I have of the movie that was playing that very special afternoon, is its title – Love Story. We kissed the entire movie!


    We then began meeting at church and after his work. We’d spend hours chatting leisurely, like two lovebirds. We wanted to see each other every day, and so I’d travel to the city center to see Edir after his workday at the treasury department of the State Lottery of Rio de Janeiro (LOTERJ).


    Full of joy, we strolled around without a care in the world, trying to get to know each other more closely in romantic walks in the park. The things we said, our frustrations and secrets, revealed the thoughts we had. Two imperfect young dreamers with a sincere conviction, ideals, fears and differences, in search of a happy marriage and a fulfilled life. An affection so pure had come into us. It was as if we’d been looking for each other for a long time, and finally we had met – never to be separated again.


    But it wasn’t long until inner dilemmas and conflicts tried to hold us back from reaching the altar. Our trust would be tested.

  


  
    232 days, to be precise
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    Edir wanted everything fast. Already in the first weeks of dating, he spoke about marriage. I was just as persistent. Five months went by and we decided to announce our engagement. We were planning to get married in December of that same year. Edir suggested a family lunch so we could exchange engagement rings in the presence of our parents. Our families got to know each other more deeply on that day. The meeting took place on a Saturday in my house.


    “I consecrate these rings and I bless the union of Ester and Edir. May their path be enlightened,” my father prayed before the meal.


    My hands were still shaking when he put the ring on my right ring finger. It was a singular moment for me. Edir was very happy, and the table was perfect. Lunch was enjoyable, with long conversations and good laughs. For many years, Edir’s mother, Eugênia Macedo Bezerra, affectionately known as Dona Geninha, recalled that meeting and the unparalleled taste of the fish served. I helped prepare the dishes myself, including a delicious dessert. I wanted to show off my culinary skills to him.


    I found his initiative of bringing our families together for an engagement lunch admirable. Edir was taking a serious stance; he was showing that he was willing to make a genuine commitment and, at the same time, that he cared about family values. It only made my admiration for him grow even more though we were still getting to know each other more deeply.


    Meeting Edir’s family was a different experience. I was raised in an evangelical home, where my parents and grandparents meditated on the words of the Bible with us, prayed before our meals, and taught us about the importance of our life with God. We were not allowed to shout at home. The calm and peaceful environment of my home clashed with the customs of Edir’s relatives. As I started visiting with his family more often, I was shocked by his siblings arguing with each other in front of me, as if it were something normal. I heard that their father was strict and so they were used to demands and conflicts. I’d never seen or been through anything like that, and it made me feel a disconnect from what I really wanted. I confess that I was afraid to join that family.


    The first time I met Dona Geninha, I was already Edir’s girlfriend, and it ended up being an embarrassing situation. She’d always been a close, protective mother to her children – no one could deny it. At the end of a church service, she stopped me in the hallway to ask me a curious question.


    “What do you want with my son? What do you see in him?” she asked, as the other church members leaving the hall passed us by.


    I was alone at that moment. I said, “We’re still in the process of getting to know each other. We’re just dating.”


    “Be careful, don’t make my son suffer,” she said.


    A few weeks later, I accompanied Edir on a customary visit to his sisters. After lunch, as I was saying goodbye, one of them noticed my dress.


    “Wow, you really have different taste. Your clothes are so stodgy, you look like an old lady.”


    No one had ever criticized me openly like that. The dress had been made by my mother especially for that day.


    “My sister’s always been like that – very indiscreet. Never mind her, Ester,” Edir gently calmed me down.


    Obviously over the years, I’ve learned to understand and deal with Edir’s family. We’ve created a bond of respect and friendship that lasts until today. Dona Geninha became one of the greatest admirers of our marriage, and the one who supported me the most in my role as a mother and wife. In those days, though, I’d get shaken up by what my eyes saw.


    Alone in my bedroom, I’d reflect on our dating relationship. I was afraid. I was insecure about how to please my boyfriend and his family. Sometimes I found myself incapable of being the woman everyone expected me to be. My mother was the one who advised me with fearless words that were enough to lift me up:


    “Sweetheart, calm down. His mother’s reaction is a sign that he is a good son. And if he’s a good son, he’ll be a good husband.”


    But then I discovered something that made me even more apprehensive: Edir’s tempestuous temperament. At first, I appreciated his boldness in small actions, such as putting his arm around my shoulders on day one, and being willing to introduce himself to my parents right away; but his fiery temperament began to fill me with doubts. I wasn’t used to impositions. First, he demanded that I not use curse words. I’d never done that, yet he made a point of being emphatic about it.


    “I ended my last relationship because the girl said a curse word. Just one. So, be careful not to let one slip out, you got it?” he warned me. “And don’t ever leave me alone. I want you by my side at all times,” he added.


    I thought he was exaggerating, but I was wrong. Even in my house, if I went to the kitchen or to my bedroom and left him alone on the living room couch, he’d already be glaring at me. I had to be at his side, even if I was busy. He wouldn’t share me with anyone, not even with my parents or siblings. If I was ten minutes late for an appointment with Edir, I’d get a scolding.


    “It’s not fair! I’ve been standing here waiting for you,” he complained once, when he was waiting for me after work in downtown Rio.


    I tried to defend myself, saying, “Come on, I’m only ten minutes late...”


    Edir came from the countryside of Rio de Janeiro, from a large family that was used to hard work starting from a young age, especially for the men. His father had raised them with principles; he taught them to overcome life’s challenges with dedication, discipline and tireless effort.


    Contrary to Edir’s family, I’d never had to worry about waking up early, except when I studied in the morning sessions. I never had to work because I had the financial support of my parents. In addition, it was only natural that I’d still be emotionally immature. These differences in lifestyle inevitably led to clashes.


    “Mrs. Eunice, please, I don’t want Ester to stay in bed after 8 o’clock in the morning. She has to get up by 8am,” Edir would negotiate with my mother over the phone.


    “This is crazy. If he behaves like this as my boyfriend, what happens after we get married? What’s it going to be like, Mom?” I’d confide in her.


    At the same time, Edir won me over with his many virtues. Above all, the strict standards he held himself to with his faithful conduct before God; his Christian character, his integrity, his honesty, his commitment to work, his appreciation of family values, the affectionate way he treated me when we were together, and last but not least, his determination to have me as his wife. Besides, I always considered him a handsome and intelligent man. Edir knew how to make me happy.


    Our wedding date was already set for December 18, eight months after we started dating – exactly 232 days after our first conversation that year of 1971. But there was a week when doubts overwhelmed me, and so I decided to rethink some of my decisions:


    “Mom, I think I’ll break up with Edir. I really like him, but I’m scared. He’s strong-willed.”


    “Think about it carefully, sweetheart. He’s a good man, but be careful about this decision. You can stop the wedding even at the last minute, just don’t make the wrong choice. Pray, my dear,” she advised me with her soft voice.


    I asked Edir to meet me on the way to a church meeting, at Aterro da Glória. I wanted to let him know about my fears, but I didn’t feel that I had the right to hurt his feelings. I preferred not to say anything about the difficulties I was having with his temper.


    “I don’t think I want to marry you anymore. I’m scared. I’m not sure it’s God’s will for our lives.”


    Edir listened to me without saying a word. Suddenly, he held my hands firmly, and in a determined manner, he replied:


    “But I’m sure! I’m sure it’s God’s will!”


    Those words of assurance went straight to my core. His reaction immediately gave me faith and eliminated all my questions and uncertainties about my future husband. I received strength to carry on. It was as if God had answered at that moment that it was indeed His will. We started liking each other even more intensely. We were heading in the right direction – the one God had chosen for us. I barely knew it was that faith that would later transform me into a woman of faith.

  


  
    The Spirit that united us


    [image: ]


    We began the preparations for the wedding. Time was running short. We needed to be quick. The rush didn’t stop, not even for a day: from the wedding dress to the household items to the decoration of the church and the honeymoon trip. Money was tight. Our families were going through a time of financial difficulty. We depended solely on Edir’s salary as a civil servant. Our love, however, was above the circumstances, we wanted to build everything together.


    Enthusiastic about such an unforgettable date, we started inviting our wedding attendants. I personally sent the invitation to one of the pastors of the New Life Church of Niterói, a place we used to go before our whole family moved to Rio de Janeiro because of my father’s work. We had a particular appreciation for the pastor of that church because he’d always been very caring and patient with us. My mother had said that no other religious leader was as kind as he in our whole community. I arrived shortly before the main evening service.


    “Pastor, Edir and I have been dating and are now engaged.


    Do you know him?” I told him joyfully.


    He was speechless for a moment, and then he replied in a


    suspicious voice, “Edir? Of course I know him...”


    “I’d be so happy if you’d accept the invitation to be one of


    our wedding attendants.”


    “Yes, sure… all right,” he said without enthusiasm.


    I was about to leave when he called me, still holding the invitation in his hand:


    “My dear, I’d like to talk to you after the meeting.”


    At the end of the service, we had a private conversation in the church. The pastor was succinct.


    “Think well, Ester. This young man is not for you.”


    He then went on to detail the reasons why he had such a strong opinion. To him, Edir hadn’t had a stable love life, he couldn’t keep a relationship going, and as I already knew, he had a modest job as a civil servant. The pastor knew my father’s story very well, that he’d been a successful entrepreneur, and he understood that Edit would never be able to provide the comfort, well-being and prosperity that my father had.


    “Watch out, my child. You’re heading for a bad marriage.”


    I admit that I was frightened by his advice, but nothing could take away the faith that had been planted within me. The worst would come later: when that pastor would meet my mother in the church and ask to tell her a secret.


    “I had a dream about Ester, Mrs. Eunice,” he confided.


    “What do you mean, pastor? A dream about my daughter? I


    don’t understand,” my mother replied with great surprise.


    “Ester was in a very high place, sad and weeping bitterly.”


    The pastor tried to fill me with doubts to keep me from getting married. I was apprehensive and rather insecure. How could a pastor have such a vision? Was it a warning from God? Could he be making it all up? Our family never believed in the doctrines of prophecy or foretelling the future, a practice of divination adopted by some evangelical groups. That was when my mother remembered that this “clairvoyant pastor” also had a son.


    “Wait a minute. He’s told me many times that he’d like you to marry his son. He even said he always prays for that to happen,” my mother recalled.


    We solved the mystery. Indeed, the pastor had a son my age, who had dated a girl outside the church, and he wanted to find a faithful girl within our community for him. Edir learned about this story many years later, after we were already married.


    We both had just gone through the same painful experience: an engagement break-up. The end of our respective relationships left scars and taught us lessons. Edir had been engaged to a girl from the New Life Church when he broke up with her after hearing her say a curse word. One word. One small detail, seemingly insignificant to many, was enough to destroy his plans for the future. Like me, Edir was looking for someone who had the same values and principles of faith, and sometimes it’s the small details that show who we truly are.


    The same thing happened to me. Though I was already engaged, I persevered in my prayers, asking the Spirit of God to guide my choice for the man of my life. Our engagement failed because I saw no commitment to loyalty in my partner at the time. And one suspicious action led me to a definitive decision: to end our relationship immediately. It was as if the scales had fallen from my eyes.


    Even at that time, I could already see many girls my age getting themselves into disastrous relationships. Blinded with infatuation, they’d throw themselves into a relationship in desperation to wear a man’s wedding ring.


    The dream of the wedding dress, the party, and the new house quickly turned into a nightmare. They were diving headfirst off the cliff of emotion.


    I begged God to save me from a bad marriage. I was immature, too young; I didn’t even know how to separate feelings from faith, I didn’t understand the meaning of intelligent faith, but inwardly I both feared and was faithful to God. My sincerity in wanting a marriage according to God’s will made me take the right step.


    In my moments of meditation, alone in my room or praying quietly in church, I’d pour out my heart, asking God’s will to be done, not the will of my heart. I’d constantly say this prayer. As Jesus said, “Nevertheless not My will, but Yours, be done” (Luke 22:42).


    However long it took, I’d wait for the will of God to be done in


    my love life.


    I can clearly remember the nights I spent praying.


    “My God, I want Your will to be done. Even if I think I like one young guy or another, don’t let my will be done, ever,” I pleaded, fearing for my future.


    The negative examples in my family also warned me about the risks of a bad marriage. Since I was a child, I’d seen my aunt suffering because of her husband’s betrayals, and so I was extra careful. I’d get down on my knees before God and pray that it would never happen to me. Like me, Edir also saw couples in veritable war zones in his own family. Arguments and physical aggression damaged the union of some of his brothers.


    Even before we met, each of us had cried out to God for happy marriages while leading our single lives the best we could. And He united us at the right moment. I’m aware that this was only possible because I had found God eight years earlier.


    Even though I’d been born into a Christian family, I had to tread my own path to have a personal experience with my Lord.


    I was 13 years old when pastors from different denominations brought a missionary from the United States to Brazil for a gathering of faith at the Caio Martins Stadium, in Niterói.


    It was a sunny Saturday afternoon. I was accompanied by my brother and his girlfriend.


    The missionary preached about the fate of our soul and the dangers of not giving our lives to the Lord Jesus. I identified myself with every word spoken in that place. I sincerely desired to find the God of my salvation, but I had often considered myself sinless simply because I was born into Christian family. How wrong I was! That wasn’t enough. I had to see myself as a sinner, like everyone else, without any differences. I was born with inherited sin, just like any other human being.


    “Jesus came to save you. And today is your chance. Please come forward,” the missionary invited me in front of thousands of people. Slowly, I walked toward the altar in the center of the stadium. With my head down, I now seemed to understand how insignificant I was. The old hymn, sung in prayer, lifted my thoughts to the Most High.


    Softly and tenderly, Jesus is calling –


    Calling for you and for me.


    Come home, come home,


    You who are weary come home…


    Though I was still very young, I realized that I was a weary soul who needed to be filled with this unique love. The solitary prayer in the crowd. The repentance. The cry for forgiveness. The indescribable gratitude and inner joy. The assurance that everything would be different from that moment on – starting with me.


    The same Spirit who was with me at that stadium, giving me a reason to live and fullness of joy, united me to Edir and led us to a marriage that has lasted for more than four decades.
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