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A Special Dedication


 


 


 


 


Even though you have ten thousand guardians in Christ, you do not have many fathers, for in Christ Jesus I became your father through the gospel. (1 Corinthians 4:15)


 


I have been in love with Christ and serving him for many years. Ironically, I have to say that the years have passed by and though the snow has fallen on my hair, my spirit is still young!


I can truly say that without the vision and obedience of one particular man of God, I would not be here. More than a half century ago, the Spirit of the Lord moved on the heart of a man and woman in a little town in Pennsylvania. David Wilkerson was possessed by a calling and became pregnant with a vision from the Holy Spirit. This vision and compassion pushed him into getting involved with one of the most violent and hopeless eras of the gang movement. It was as if he was being thrown into a lion’s den. I always wondered how this man could leave his wife behind when she was expecting a baby at any time. But the urging was so strong that Gwen, his beautiful wife, released David to come to New York City with God’s message of hope and forgiveness. He took all of the humiliation, rejection and punishment that I could throw at him, and still he continued to park himself two inches from hell, and go out to fish for souls.


I knew David Wilkerson to be a man of courage and of faith. I am a witness that everything he touched in his ministry life was blessed by God. In their hearts and in their actions, David and Gwen were always the most giving and generous people that I know. They refused to be possessed by a name, or a reputation, or by success. Then, in the 1980s, David was again compelled to return to NYC to establish the Times Square Church smack in the heart of Babylon.


I will always be grateful to David and Gwen for helping me when I was in great need in my ministry, too. His ministry, World Challenge, continues to support Nicky Cruz Outreach to this day. Many people say that behind every great man of God is a great woman. I don’t believe in that! The great woman is never behind the man; she stands beside him. Gwen Wilkerson is that great woman. 


Some people thought that David and I went our separate ways over the years. That is not true – we remained close. In fact, we grew even closer in the last few years before his passing. He continued, to the end, to give me tremendous advice and speak into my life as a father. 


For years, I have told people, and especially my family, that without David Wilkerson’s obedience to go into the pits of hell, I wouldn’t be here. Neither would millions of souls who have come to the Lord through Nicky Cruz Outreach, Teen Challenge and World Challenge. He told me that being in the ministry was rarely easy. One time I remember him telling me: ‘Nicky, I sometimes get discouraged. When I do, I think of the day of your conversion and the miracle Jesus did in your life. Thinking of that day would lift my spirits and I could keep going. That memory always makes me happy.’ 


David had such a sensitive heart for the pain of others. History will tell of the legacy that he has left behind and the millions of people like me that he touched whom nobody else would have gotten close to. David told me one time that what a man does for Jesus is never in vain. I was always so proud of him when I heard him preach. He was an awesome preacher. He was right on in his discerning of the times. Whatever people say, I can say that I really knew him. Coming from my background, I lacked the influence and guidance of a father in my life. He was that and more to me.


During the more than two years that it took to write this book, I had the opportunity to speak to David about its progress and subject matter. I, like tens of thousands of others, was saddened and heartbroken when I heard of his death just hours after his fatal accident. This man, who became my mentor, left his heart in my heart and that’s the reason I became an evangelist. Evangelism was the heart of David Wilkerson.


Son of God, husband, father, grandfather, evangelist, pastor, author, prophet, friend, confidant – my spiritual father and friend, David Wilkerson. The world has lost a truly great man.


Thank you again, David and Gwen, for loving my wife and children and for ‘begetting me through the gospel’ – I will be eternally grateful. Loving you both forever.


 


Nicky Cruz


 


Precious in the sight of the Lord is the death of his saints. (Psalm 116:15)










Part 1


 


Introduction


 


 


Be self-controlled and alert. Your enemy the devil prowls around like a roaring lion looking for someone to devour. 


(1 Peter 5:8)










Chapter 1


Know Your Enemy


A call to the Church


 


On the afternoon of 5 February 2009, I was in Guatemala City, enjoying a meal with friends and colleagues at the home of Roberto Lopez, my spiritual son. We were rejoicing over what had happened the night before at the stadium where I had preached. Thousands had responded to the invitation to receive Jesus Christ, streaming down to the front from their seats all over the stadium. It was no wonder that, the next day, we were all in a light-hearted mood, laughing and talking loudly.


Then the phone rang. Pastor Bobby Cruz Jr (no blood relation to me) answered it and let me know that the call was from my home office in Colorado. Bobby started joking on the phone with my assistant, Karen Robinson, but then his face fell and he quickly carried the phone into another room.


Right then I knew something was wrong.


When Bobby came back a few minutes later, his face was grave. ‘You’d better call your nephew Tato,’ he told me. Tato is the son of my younger brother Rafael in Puerto Rico.


‘Call my nephew? For what?’ I asked. Then I started crying. ‘Is my brother dead?’ Rafael had recently undergone a heart operation, and I was sure he had died.


Bobby started crying too, and I could tell he was bursting to tell me the news he had been given. But as I found out later, Karen had emphasised with him that I should get the facts straight from my nephew, because the information she had received might not be accurate.


‘Call Tato,’ Bobby repeated.


So I did. It took a while to get through to my nephew, and in my heart I was already grieving Rafael; but when Tato finally came on the line, he said it was my older brother Frank who had died. 


Frank had been murdered.


Martyr


Frank was four years older than me. He preceded me in moving to New York back in the 1950s, and it was his apartment I lived in when I first arrived in that city. He became a Christian not long after I did, going on to spend forty-two years as a pastor in New York and Puerto Rico. When he could have been retiring and taking it easy, he instead opened a rehab centre, Rock Christian Center, in our hometown of Las Piedras, Puerto Rico. He was very successful at weaning addicts off drugs and showing them a better way through Jesus.


As I learned, it was one of the addicts connected with the rehab centre who killed Frank. His name is Jomar Otero, and he was twenty-two at the time of the murder.


Some months earlier, Frank had tried to help Otero and had often spoken to him about the Lord. But the young man had dropped out of the drug addiction programme. Then, on the evening of 4 February, this young man suddenly showed up at the home of my brother and his wife, Mary. Otero said his car had run out of gas nearby.


Unbelievably, Otero spent a while sitting in Frank and Mary’s home and talking with them about the Bible. There he was, with this terrible plan in his mind for Frank, and he was happily discussing Jesus with them! It reminds me of Judas sharing the Last Supper with the Lord.


Finally, Otero asked Frank to take him to get more gas. Mary warned Frank to be careful. The streets of their neighbourhood can be dangerous at night, and driving around with a young man like Otero wouldn’t make them any less dangerous. But for most of his seventy-four years Frank had tried to help people and on this evening, the last of his life, he was still trying to help, thinking of others to his last breath.


What seems to have happened that night is this: Otero – perhaps with an accomplice, though none has yet been found – took Frank to a secluded location, beat him, then grabbed his belt and choked him to death with it. Then they threw his body in the trunk and used his car in a couple of robberies. They wanted to get hold of money to buy drugs. 


Police found the car abandoned near a river early the next morning. My brother’s body was still in the blood-soaked trunk, his face unrecognisable from the beating he’d taken as well as from the decomposition that was already underway in the intense Puerto Rican heat. It took forensic scientists to officially identify the body later that day. Only then did the awful news make its way to me in Guatemala via Colorado.


Was it necessary for Otero and whatever accomplice he may have had to kidnap my brother and kill him in order to carry out their robberies? Of course not. They could have stolen a car anywhere, with much less trouble and risk. Even if you take into account their drug-addled thinking, there is nothing reasonable about what they did. It’s a sad truth, but the only reasonable explanation for my brother’s brutal murder is this: the devil deceived these young men into taking out this servant of God for him. 


Our family had turned our backs on the devil, whom we previously served. For many years, we had been doing our best to take ground from him for the sake of Christ. And so – without  minimising the responsibility of the young men who committed the murder – I believe that my brother’s death was a case of the devil lashing out at us. Unexpectedly. And oh so painfully.


A former gang member, I had flirted with danger and tempted death many times. I kept thinking that if a murder had to happen to anybody in the family, it should have been me, not Frank. It seemed incredible to me that my gentle, loving brother – the soft-spoken peacemaker in our family – would have his life ended for him like this, a casualty of spiritual and earthly violence. But it was true. It had really happened. 


The press called my brother a martyr, and I believe they were right about that. He won many people to Christ in life, and he has won – and is still winning – more to Christ through his death. But this truth does only so much to make his loss easier to bear for those of us who loved him.


Dear, wonderful Frank. We played together as boys. We shared an apartment as young men. We served God side by side. We kept in touch down through the years, and our families remained close. He was my brother. And now he was gone. 


Score one for the dark side.


Thirst for Revenge 


Here’s another sad truth. Evil is not only out there. It’s also in here. It’s in our hearts. Even when we have been redeemed, our sinful nature is all too ready to co-operate with any scheme the devil might have up his sleeve. I was reminded of this truth when I returned to Puerto Rico later in the year to attend the court hearing for my brother’s killer.


While violence is common in my beloved homeland of Puerto Rico, the killing of an old man and a pastor outraged the community. The mayor himself got involved in expediting efforts to find the killer. And it wasn’t long before Jomar Otero was taken into custody and brought to trial. (His accomplice, if indeed there was one, has not yet been brought to justice.) 


And now I must confess to you that, before the hearing, I was struggling mightily with my sinful nature. The pain of my grief was unbelievable, almost unbearable. It hurt so much! And not surprisingly, I couldn’t sleep the night before the hearing. If it had been the old days – my gang days – I could have killed Otero without thinking twice about it. Now, I couldn’t seriously think about taking such extreme measures. But I was struggling with my human nature, feeling hate and wanting deep inside to get some kind of revenge. Thankfully, though, Jesus has control of our human nature!


The next morning, I fell into the arms of my nephew Tato and told him about the thoughts of revenge going through my mind. Three years earlier, God had used me in bringing Tato to faith (a story to be told in a future chapter). And now Tato was saying to me, ‘Uncle, you cannot do this. You have too much to lose. You have a God of justice. You have your family and your reputation. You must forgive.’


I knew he was right. I have often preached that, when you have been hurt by others, forgiveness is a choice you have to make, for your own spiritual well-being. And when we forgive, we give up our right to hurt somebody. We cannot retaliate.


Not long after, I admitted to interviewers from the secular media in Puerto Rico that I had been seriously considering how I could harm the man who had murdered my brother. But I also told them that, on the day I talked to Tato, I forgave Jomar Otero. And in fact, the same is true for everyone in my family – Frank’s widow, my other brothers, my sister, my nephews and nieces, all of us. We have all forgiven this young man. This testimony on TV made a big impact throughout Puerto Rico.


The judge ordered Otero to life in prison without the possibility of parole. He is in isolation so that none of the other prisoners will kill him for murdering a community leader. If I get a chance to speak to Jomar in prison (and I hope I do), I will tell him that I forgive him. And I will tell him that Jesus wants to forgive him too. It’s what Frank would want.


So, no, I’m not going to take revenge against my brother’s killer. But that doesn’t mean I’m not going to strike back against the real enemy. And who is that, again? The apostle Paul said it: ‘For our struggle is not against flesh and blood, but against the rulers, against the authorities, against the powers of this dark world and against the spiritual forces of evil in the heavenly realms.’1 


My brother’s blood cries out to me to tell the world about the danger of the evil that’s afoot in the world. In fact, the blood of all those harmed by Satan and his demons cries out for the truth to be known.


Satan must be unmasked. He is not a harmless caricature or a myth left over from humanity’s primitive past. He’s not a symbol of human wrongdoing. He’s not the personification of some generalised force. He’s a real being – and the most awful one we could imagine. And he is a hopeless case.


The Devil Has No Mother


There is an old Spanish saying that I remember well from my days as a child in Puerto Rico. It’s something that adults would often say when referring to a boy who seemed bent on evil and destruction – a child who lived in rebellion against authority. People would say, ‘Ese hombre no tiene madre.’ Translated, this phrase means, ‘This guy has no mother.’ I remember the phrase well . . . because adults would often use it when referring to me. I was a lost case! 


When I was a young man, my heart was filled with evil and rebellion. I ran amok in the streets of Las Piedras and then New York, looking for trouble and finding it around every corner. I was bent on destruction, constantly revolting against authority. And I knew what the people of my neighbourhood thought of me – I could see the disdain in their eyes. To my face, they cowered in fear. But behind my back, they whispered among themselves, ‘Ese hombre no tiene madre.’ I was like a child who had no mother.


The devil has that same problem: he’s hopeless. He lacks any soft spot. He roams the earth with nothing but hate in his heart, despising all that is good and wholesome, scheming to warp and destroy everything that God has made. His being is rotten to the core. 


This is our true enemy.


Ese hombre no tiene madre.


My friend, none of us is safe from attack by the devil and his forces. And it’s time we realised it.


Battle Cry


I’ve been an evangelist for many years now. Over that time, by God’s grace, I’ve visited numerous countries, travelled hundreds of thousands of miles and spoken before millions of people. And as you might guess, I’ve noticed many changes taking place. 


One of the most disturbing trends I’ve noticed within the Church in recent years is a growing blindness towards the reality of the devil and the enormity of the threat he poses. It seems that many of us have forgotten that we’ve got an enemy, one who hates us and would love to see us destroyed. 


Paul said that he and other early Christians would not be outwitted by the devil, because they were ‘not unaware of his schemes’.2 But that’s no longer true of us. We are unaware. We’re focused on our own problems, and on wars taking place in spots like Iraq and Afghanistan, but we’ve forgotten the more important war that’s going on in the spiritual realm. Mesmerised by world events and personal sagas, we’re desensitised to the devil. And as a result, we’re apathetic. Distracted. Naive. Gullible. Hardly a threat to the devil and his wicked plans.


This book is a message – no, a shout – to the Church: Wake up! The devil is real and active in this world, and we’d better understand what he’s doing before it’s too late. We need a knowledge of his power, as well as of the even greater power for good that is available to us, if we are to serve God faithfully as soldiers in the spiritual war that’s going on. And if we don’t regain that knowledge in time, then I fear that the devil may take control all over the world. He’s gone far enough as it is.


In this book we’ll take a deep and honest look into the tactics of the devil and see how evil works. I’m not the ultimate authority on the subject, but I’ve had more experience with the evil one than most, and I feel called to warn and educate the body of believers. Because of that, I plan to pull no punches. I’m going to be completely honest and transparent with you regarding the things I’ve seen and experienced. It’s information you’ve got to have.


Maybe you’ve heard accusing words in your mind.


Maybe you’ve struggled again and again with temptation.


Maybe you’ve been gullible to devilish lies.


Maybe you’ve seen disturbing manifestations of evil. 


Maybe you’re just aware that you need to know more about this topic of the devil. 


Whatever your experiences relating to personal evil, this book will explain to you what it means – and what you can do about it.


I wish I could tell you that, if you will read this book, you will be able to escape all the devil’s attacks and live in blissful freedom from harm. But it doesn’t work that way. Such bliss is to come for us only in heaven. In this world there is no place to run away from the spiritual war that’s taking place. There are no non-combatants, whether you are a believer or not.


But I can assure you that knowing the threat that faces you will make you better prepared to fight. In The Devil Has No Mother you will learn the limitations of the devil’s influence. You will gain confidence in the Lord’s ability to defeat evil. And you will learn how to take up the weapons God gives you to fight in his name. 


Some of the stories you are about to read about the devil may make you uncomfortable; they may even scare you. But I encourage you to stay with me. Don’t stop reading. This is a message God wants you to hear.


Also, keep in mind that we’re not just going to talk about the devil; we’re also going to discuss God’s magnificent glory and some of the incredible things he has done – in my life and in the lives of others. You’ll be both informed and encouraged by these stories. The overriding message of this book is one of confidence and reassurance. The devil has no mother, but we have a heavenly Father who gives us the victory as we continue to trust in him.


As you read, please know that I’ve already been in prayer for you, your family and your walk with God. I’ve prayed that he will reveal his power in you. Therefore I’m confident that, as you call on the name of Jesus Christ and the power in his blood, the demons will tremble before you. And God will receive all the glory.


 


Now it’s time to move on. We have to understand more about our enemy. Who is the devil? Where did he come from? How did he get to this ‘motherless’ state, the central player and chief instigator of evil? 


For those answers, we must go back in time – back even before the creation of the earth. Back to the origin of the spiritual conflict that has since caught up my brother Frank, me . . . and you.










Chapter 2


Dragon’s Fury


How the evil one got that way


His name was Lucifer. One of God’s most powerful and glorious creations. Beloved and honoured among the heavenly hosts. Full of light. Anointed cherub, charged to protect the holy mount of God.


Lucifer reigned supreme among the angels, stood exalted in the universe as a model of perfection, full of wisdom and perfect in beauty. Adorned with every precious stone conceived by God: ruby, topaz, emerald, chrysolite, onyx, jasper, sapphire, turquoise and beryl. His jewellery was mounted in pure gold, prepared for him on the morning of his creation. God loved Lucifer even before he was created, like a father loves a son. 


Heaven gasped in wonder as God breathed life into Lucifer’s chest, as his mighty wings twitched and unfolded, as God’s most magnificent creation came to life. God smiled as his beloved angel danced among the clouds, lighting the heights of heaven with his splendour. 


 Lucifer would reign at the head of God’s creation. He would stand guard over heaven and earth, command legions of angels in worship to God, bow only to the holy Trinity. Even Gabriel and Michael let Lucifer lead them in the celestial chorus.


In the beginning, Lucifer loved God freely. Like all of God’s creations, Lucifer was born with a mind that reasoned without restraint. The words of worship on his lips were his own. His love and loyalty to God were voluntary. He loved God out of desire, not obligation.


Heaven was at peace, living in harmony before the great and masterful Creator. 


A shadow lengthens in heaven


But one day something began to stir deep within the chief among angels. Something sinister, dark and forbidden. Feelings he shouldn’t be feeling. Thoughts he shouldn’t be thinking.


Lucifer was jealous.


During times of worship, Lucifer’s lips would shower God with praise. Standing at the head of creation, his hands would raise in reverence. His knees would bow in humility before the Almighty. But deep in his gut, envy was simmering. His love was turning to spite. Affection was transforming into anger. Adoration was giving way to pride and arrogance. 


Lucifer might still be walking before God’s throne, fulfilling the purpose for which God created him, if only he had reined in the envious desires within him. If only he had been able to overcome the evil thoughts that stirred. If only he had gone before God in repentance, asking for help, instead of longing to possess God’s throne. If only he had let his jealousy go.


But he didn’t. In the end, Lucifer gave in to the pride swelling within his being. ‘I will ascend to heaven,’ said Lucifer. ‘I will raise my throne above the stars of God; I will sit enthroned on the mount of assembly, on the utmost heights of the sacred mountain. I will ascend above the tops of the clouds; I will make myself like the Most High.’


Lucifer’s envy was no longer contained. For the first time in the history of creation the heavens prepared for conflict. Because God’s chosen angel was intent on living for himself rather than for God.


Leaving God’s sanctuary, Lucifer set out to incite dissatisfaction and mutiny among the celestial beings. He whispered and schemed, darting through the halls of heaven, stirring rebellion. ‘Follow me,’ he told those who would listen, ‘and I will make you great and mighty among all creatures. Bow before Lucifer and you will reign beside me. The throne of heaven will soon be mine, and in that day I will not forget your allegiance.’


The one who once summoned creation to worship its Creator now sought that worship for himself. The one who once shone with the light of God’s splendour and grace now flickered uncertainly, flirting with revolt.


Lucifer’s silver tongue soon gained a mighty following. A third of all God’s angels turned their devotion away from their Creator and took up a sword beside Lucifer. His lies of passion and flattery soon darkened legions of hearts within the celestial realm. His army was poised for battle. 


Lucifer the blameless one, the glorious cherub of God, had now become Lucifer the Dragon. Now there was no turning back. Creation was at war. 


The banishment 


Michael took up a sword against the great Lucifer, summoning angels from the four corners of the universe to defend the mount of God. The Dragon and his mutinous army fought back with fury. All across the heavens the battle raged as angels and archangels, celestials of all types, drew back swords and arrows against the Dragon’s insurgent armies. 


In the end, the Dragon’s forces were no match for God’s mighty army. Heaven held its ground against Lucifer’s fury. The victory went to Michael. 


Michael bound the Dragon’s hands and wings, stripping him of the gold and jewels that adorned him. In place of beauty, there was only blackness. Satan’s pride had turned his soul to ashes. So God commanded Michael to banish Lucifer from the heavenly realms. ‘Seize the Great Dragon and his legions of darkness and hurl them to the earth,’ he said. ‘There they will remain, until the last day, when they will burn in the lake of fire. No more will Lucifer shine in heaven. No more will he serve at the foot of my throne. No more will he be called an archangel of God, but “Satan”, the adversary. The deceiver. The sworn enemy of love and goodness. The prince of corruption will reign no more in my presence!’


So Michael did as God commanded. He hurled Satan to the earth, his fallen angels plummeting all around him. The once-glorious Lucifer now slithered on his belly in shame. The cherub of light was now the dark prince of earth. Satan the accuser, the doomed dragon of pride and deceit and turmoil, the enemy of God, now had a new throne – the throne of darkness.


Heaven was once more at peace. But the universal battle for human souls had just begun.


 


Woe to the earth and the sea,


because the devil has gone down to you!


He is filled with fury,


because he knows that his time is short.


Lucifer Unleashed


Much of the account above is speculation, of course, an attempt to frame what might have happened in heaven as Lucifer rebelled.1 Many of the details of Satan’s rebellion will likely remain a mystery to us this side of heaven. God created Lucifer to love him freely, just as he desires you and me to do, but Lucifer rejected him. The strengths that God lavished on him became for him a source of pride, leading to his downfall. 


He is described with thirty-three titles in the Old Testament and thirteen in the New Testament, including ‘the god of this age’, ‘the prince of this world’, ‘the evil one’, ‘the father of lies’, the one ‘who leads the whole world astray’, the ‘accuser’, ‘the ruler of the kingdom of the air’, ‘enemy’ and ‘serpent’. His titles are as plentiful as his hate for humankind. And he has only one agenda: ‘to steal and kill and destroy’ everything that God has created.2 


Ephesians 6:12 suggests that Satan has several layers of evil forces serving under his command, carrying out his bidding, wreaking havoc upon the earth. How many demons serve him has not been told to us, but Scripture implies that ‘legions’ of angels were cast down with him – perhaps a full third of all the angels in heaven.3 


We also don’t know just how much power and leverage God allows Satan and his demons to have, only that his methods of deception have turned many hearts away from their Creator. The Liar is a master of lies, and his tricks have proven very effective. 


But for all we don’t know about the fall of Satan, there is one thing we do know. God has chosen to use the human race – you and me – as vital players in his plan to advance his kingdom in heaven and earth, and Lucifer is just a pawn in that plan. The end of the story has already been written. Satan is a defeated foe, though still actively plotting to thwart God’s final plan, until he will meet his inevitable demise in the lake of fire.4 Like a caged animal on its way to slaughter, he scratches and yells and fights for freedom, but he will never gain it. He has no hope of surviving God’s ultimate plan of redemption for humankind.


Yet still he fights. Still he struggles to overcome. Still he wars against God and God’s creation. Still he labours daily to persuade us of his power, to deceive humanity into believing he is somehow equal with God. The deceiver can’t touch God, so he attacks those who were made in God’s image – you and me. He can’t win, but he has pledged to scrap and claw till his last breath. And humankind is caught in the middle. 


Taking Authority


So, where does that leave us? Are we doomed to suffer damage from the forces of evil arrayed against us? Far from it. 


Now I’m going to tell you something extraordinary, something you might have a hard time believing: We, as children of God, have authority over Satan. It’s incredible but true. Paul said, ‘The God of peace will soon crush Satan under your feet.’ James said, ‘Resist the devil, and he will flee from you.’5 And they meant it. We really do have such authority over the devil and his evil spirits.


It’s not because we are powerful in ourselves. The truth is, Satan is much more powerful than we are. Our fighting him in our own strength would be like a ninety-nine-pound weakling putting up his fists to fight the heavyweight boxing champ of the world. But as much as Satan is stronger than we are, so God is far, far stronger than Satan is.6 And it is God’s power we use to defeat the devil.


Jesus said, ‘All authority in heaven and on earth has been given to me.’7 And he passed that authority on to us – to those who follow him. When he walked the earth two thousand years ago, he specifically gave his disciples authority over evil spirits.8 He gives the same authority to all of us who believe in and walk with him.


Listen to this and believe it, because it is the scriptural truth: we are the Church of Jesus Christ, and the gates of Hades will not stand against us, because we have been given the keys of the kingdom. Through the delegated authority of Christ, what we bind on earth will be bound in heaven and what we loose on earth will be loosed in heaven.9 


Like in the days of Jesus Christ, we find ourselves in a mix of trouble. It includes poverty, pornography, drug use, child abuse, adultery, murder, rape and Christians struggling with their faith. There is no cure for all cancers and illnesses, but God does heal. Problems exist, but people are not defenceless, without the power to fight. We have no reason to fear Satan and his demons.
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