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	In general, a Christian — whether Evangelical,Catholic, or anyone who believes in Jesus Christ,has declared and confessed Him as their Savior,recognizing that He died on the cross to redeem thesins of the world and rose again on the third day —besides knowing and studying the Bible with the aimof living according to Jesus’s example, has repentedof their sins and undergone a complete change ofmind (metanoia). This Christian, now “Saved inJesus Christ” and having Him as Lord, should havethe opportunity to understand the forces that opposetheir Master and accompany us throughout our entirewalk in life.

	Other people who do not fit this description —such as those who call themselves Catholic only inappearance, who do not attend Mass or, even whenthey do, never study the Gospel and live ordinarylives without recognizing that they must imitateJesus Christ, seek sanctification, repentance, and transformation—must also reflect. There are many: Atheists, Spiritists, practitioners of Umbanda and Candomblé, and even Evangelicals who, though they have declared and confessed that Jesus Christ is their Savior and have been baptized, still live just as they did before surrendering their lives to Him. They, too, should devote themselves to this reading, understand its message, and allow it to spark necessary adjustments and changes in the direction of their lives.

	In short, it is important that all of humanity — regardless of their beliefs or lack thereof — have the opportunity to read this work, reconsider their lives, and understand that we live each day solely by the will of God. Life only finds true meaning when it is lived for, and along, the straight path of the Master Jesus Christ. After all, the world lies under the power of the evil one, and the pleasures of the flesh and of the world draw us away from the spiritual things of God.

	It is of utmost importance that we turn our attention not only to God, but also to the forces that surround us: angels and demons.

	As for the angels, there is no need for concern, but it is essential to understand their structure and the way they operate. I say we need not worry — only understand — because they respect our free will and do not interfere unless by God’s command or through an act of intercession.

	Angels do not hover around us twenty-four hours a day, nor do they stand at our side to protect us. They have many other duties, and, in a way, we must allow ourselves to encounter evil so that our spirit may be refined and not deceived.

	Demons, on the other hand — those truly do surround us at all times, some more than others—and in many cases, they interfere in our lives of their own accord, out of sheer malice or to fulfill someone’s request.

	In practice, the evil that surrounds us and interferes with our lives is necessary to cause discomfort, loss, illness, changes in behavior, and other situations — always with God’s permission, as He uses such means to shape our spirits. This is extremely necessary, since on our own, we fail to recognize this essential need.

	Now, with that said, how can we escape the devil’s traps and those of his demons, and use this knowledge to our advantage? That is why I write this book: to share our experience. And to ensure everything is clearly understood, we will recount our encounters — facing evil, darkness, the devil, whatever name you choose — and for that, we shall begin by portraying everything from the very beginning.

	But before anything else, I want to make one thing clear: I am nothing. I have never been anything in life, and I remain nothing, despite having a message and having been instructed to pass it on to you. Because God is everything.

	At this point, you might be wondering whether you should keep reading this book or not. “The guy starts off talking about the Bible — obviously he’s a 

	Christian, a die-hard believer.”The answer is: I was never that. In the past, any conversation in which the word “God” appeared felt unbearably dull to me. I didn’t care much about it. I thought believers were terribly uptight, as if they didn’t enjoy life, always walking around with a Bible under their arm and trying to save souls. I couldn’t understand such stubborn devotion.

	Yet something inside me — whenever I heard anyone speak about Jesus Christ or watched films depicting His life — made it impossible for me to hold back tears. The emotion and the affection I feel for Him overflowed.

	I believe many people are like that: they don’t give importance to what, in truth, is the only thing that matters. But that comes with time. What matters most right now is allowing yourself to give this book a chance — letting it touch your heart and opening your mind to something remarkable and transformative.

	The purpose of this work is not to establish a doctrine, but to share our experience, our knowledge, our testimony — and, through it, allow you to marvel at how immense God’s love for you truly is.

	It is not about me, and it is not about us. What I present here are the wonders God performs through us. It is about Him — that is what matters. To Him be all honor and all glory.

	God loves you, regardless of your love for Him. Just as it was in my own life, until not long ago.

	“There is no meaning in life, and life is not worth living unless you have God in your heart and seek to follow the righteous path of Jesus. Without that, life has no value, no meaning at all, for you will not attain eternal life after the first death.”

	Image and Description of Jesus

	The best-known Roman description of Jesus is the Letter of Publius Lentulus, an apocryphal document portraying Him as a beautiful man with a solemn expression, hair the color of ripe almonds, and bright blue eyes — capable of inspiring both fear and love. Lentulus also praises His wisdom, modesty, and teachings, noting that Jesus never studied yet is admired by all. Some people consider Him divine; others see Him as an enemy of the emperor.

	Physical Characteristics:

	General appearance: Considered the most handsome of men, His features closely resembled those of His mother.

	Hair and beard: Almond-colored, with a part running down the center of His forehead, in the Nazarene style. Below the ears, His hair is wavy, shining, and falls to His shoulders.

	Face: Full and serene, with a clear, moderate complexion, free of wrinkles or blemishes.

	Eyes: Grayish-blue, bright and luminous.

	Lifestyle: He walked barefoot and bareheaded, which caused some to laugh at Him.

	Character: Marked by a cheerful solemnity, showing modesty both in His presence and in His speech.

	Intelligence: Possessed great wisdom and knowledge of all sciences, though He never studied.

	Communication: His voice was deep, occasional, and modest — yet it captivated and instructed many, even when He spoke rarely.

	Reactions: His presence inspired fear and admiration, as well as love and tears.

	Actions: No one ever heard of Him doing harm to anyone; on the contrary, those who knew Him testified to receiving great blessings and healing through Him.

	Context and Reception

	Public perception: Many consider Him a divine man, while others see Him as a threat to the law.

	Roman reception: Lentulus’s letter was sent to Emperor Tiberius Caesar, who is said to have shown interest in the figure of Jesus.

	Historical Importance (with Caveats)

	Although the Letter of Lentulus is often cited as a relevant Roman document, it is an apocryphal text — meaning its authenticity has never been proven. Even so, it had a significant influence on how the image of Jesus was disseminated in Rome.
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	Well, I believe we should start with my life, sinceRosana is rather reserved. Perhaps in a future editionof this book, she’ll have changed her mind and willshare a bit more about herself. Let’s wait patiently.

	The total lack of planning behind my birth:

	My mother, Judith Fasolari, moved to Rio de Janeirobecause of her bronchitis. Living close to the seawould help improve her health.

	Besides that, she worked in radio, and Rio offeredmore opportunities in that field. She used the stagename “Noely Mendes.” She was famous at the timeand dressed very well — she even owned a fur coat.

	As radio was expanding and Rio de Janeiro wasbecoming its main hub, my future father, NewtonPrado, left São Paulo and moved to the State ofGuanabara, as it was called then, to live and workthere.
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	On the other hand, when my father learned about the pregnancy, he suspected the child was his, but he treated my mother with distrust and began rejecting that baby — who, in this case, was me — from the very beginning. And he carried that feeling for the rest of his life.

	Well, by then I had already been born, and the three of us moved into the small apartment my mother had rented when she was single. The place was almost unfurnished. I remember her telling me that the wardrobe was made of stacked produce crates. The home was nothing but simplicity.

	Another episode my mother told me about was that my uncles, Léo and Ivan, used to visit my father from time to time. During one of those visits, they went out drinking at a bar in Rio and took me along in my stroller.

	Drink after drink, they ended up leaving me — with the stroller — under the table. The tablecloth was long, reaching halfway down. They talked, drank, smoked, and laughed a lot — it was a moment of relaxation for my father, who was seeing part of his family again.

	When they finally decided to head home and arrived at the apartment, my mother asked, “Didn’t you forget something?” One looked at the other, the other looked back, and they shouted, almost at the same time, “We forgot little Newtinho!”

	And yes… they ran back to the bar, lifted the tablecloth, and there I was, sleeping peacefully under the very same table. I was rescued — and that’s why I can tell this story today.

	[image: Desenho animado de basquete

O conteúdo gerado por IA pode estar incorreto.]

	Pasado algún tiempo, en otra ocasión, mi padre — muy romántico — llevó a mi madre a aquel mismo bar, para beber y conversar. Durante el encuentro, mi madre notó algo extraño colgado en el bar. Miró con atención, lo reconoció y le preguntó a mi padre: “¿Qué está haciendo eso ahí?” Él respondió con naturalidad: “Se lo di al dueño del bar para pagar la cuenta.” El objeto colgado era el abrigo de piel gris de mi madre.

	Un año después, mi madre quedó embarazada nuevamente, y nació mi hermana June, en el mes de octubre.

	Con los puntos aún sin cicatrizar del parto de June,mi madre regresó en autobús a São Paulo, pues mi padre había conseguido un trabajo en la ciudad. No hace falta decir que los puntos internos se abrieron, y ella convivió con esa adherencia por el resto de su vida.

	Por lo que sé, desde nuestro nacimiento, mi padre no permitió que mi madre volviera a trabajar. Ella quedó dedicada exclusivamente al cuidado de los hijos.

	Mi hermana June siempre fue la consentida de mi padre. Era lógico: él estaba seguro de que realmente era su hija. Yo, en cambio, siempre quedé en segundo plano.

	Fuimos a vivir con mi abuela, madre de mi madre, en el barrio de Gopoúva, en la primera casa de la entrada de un cortiço. Poco después, la casa de al lado quedó vacía — también la primera de la entrada del cortiço —, y nuestra familia se mudó a ella.

	Frente a la casa había un campito de tierra, y recuerdo que yo jugaba mucho por allí: jugaba a las canicas, al cuchillo, hacía y remontaba cometas, y construía carritos de rolimã para bajar por la calle asfaltada. El espacio era enorme.

	Pero lo que más me entusiasmaba era conducir el carro de basura. En aquella época, era una carreta gris, tirada por cuatro caballos. Yo adoraba ese momento. Los basureros nos dejaban subir un poco y permitían nuestra diversión por algunos instantes. Me parecía lo máximo.

	Recuerdo también que no teníamos televisión, y que en una de las casas, bajando por el cortiço, había un televisor en blanco y negro. De vez en cuando, pasábamos frente a la ventana para intentar ver algo.

	Me vino a la memoria que, a los cuatro años, mi madre enfermó y quedó postrada en cama. Recuerdo bien haberla cuidado y haber hecho sopa para que comiera. Creo que era para ella, para June y para mí. En aquel tiempo, mi abuela ya se había mudado a Guarulhos, así que estábamos solo nosotros — nuestra pequeña familia.

	Creo que, ya con cinco años, hice algo que desagradó a mi padre. Llegó del trabajo alrededor de las 5:00 de la tarde, discutió conmigo y me mandó subir a un árbol que había en nuestro pequeño patio, en la entrada de la casa, y quedarme colgado allí hasta el día siguiente. Después de eso, se fue a otro trabajo que tenía por la noche, como locutor de radio.

	Sé que anocheció, y yo permanecí obedientemente encima del árbol, hasta que mi madre finalmente vino a hablar conmigo y me pidió que bajara. Recuerdo que no quería hacerlo, pues mi padre había dicho que debía quedarme allí hasta el día siguiente. Solo sé que me convencieron y terminé bajando de ese castigo.

	Ahora me pregunto: ¿qué padre impone un castigo así a un niño? No recuerdo el motivo por el cual fui castigado; solo recuerdo la pena dictada por el juez.

	Yo era muy tímido y tenía un pequeño grupo de amigos fuera de ese campito, y uno de mis amigos era un niño llamado Franklin. Siempre me engañaban y se burlaban de mí, al punto de que sus hermanas venían en mi auxilio, debido a los excesos que cometían.
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	At the mature age of five, we moved to Rua do Campo, number 10, in the Tucuruvi neighborhood of São Paulo. It was a house with a backyard behind it, perched above a slope, surrounded by trees and even a chicken coop — truly wonderful for a child.

	My mother tried to enroll me in Externato Santa Cristina, whose principal was Mrs. Dalila. The school was in the same neighborhood, close enough to walk from home. However, at the time, you had to be six years old to begin studying there. I know I insisted a lot, and we managed to get permission for me to attend classes as an auditor.

	I did so well that, after attending diligently for the entire year and earning excellent grades, the principal began showing my notebook to the whole school. At the end of the year, she called my mother in for a meeting and said she didn’t have the heart to hold me back. She showed all my results and, on merit, I was approved to move on to the first grade.

	I also remember that at that age, I would go out with one of my friends to collect wires, cans, scraps of metal, and aluminum thrown around the neighborhood streets — all of them dirt roads, except for the main street where my school was located: Avenida Guapira.

	After our little “collect-and-sell” routine, my friend and I would take whatever we found to a nearby scrapyard. We sold everything, and when I got home, I handed the money to my mother. As far as I can remember, I did that many times.

	From that period in my first school, four memories stand out.

	The first was of my “girlfriend.” A girl my age, five years old. I started “dating” her because her father had a green Jeep — and I thought it was the coolest thing in the world. A relationship driven purely by interest, I admit.

	The second memory is one of deep embarrassment. I was standing on the sidewalk in front of the school, waiting for my mother to pick me up outside the usual time. I had soiled my pants and was wearing a charcoal-gray raincoat… on a perfectly sunny day. Imagine the shame of that child.

	The third memory was of a lonely game in our backyard. I climbed an avocado tree and, when I was about six feet off the ground, I slipped and fell, landing on my back against a large exposed root. I tried to scream for help, but no sound came out. I was completely paralyzed, unable to move or speak. 
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