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  Foreword


  I can’t remember the first time I saw my father preach.


  Probably because, before he was a man of God at the altar, he was already a man of God in our home. And it was there, away from pulpits and microphones, that I came to know who he really was.


  People often imagine that faith makes life easier. That obeying God protects us from loss, injustice, times in the wilderness and misunderstanding. But the story you’re about to read proves the exact opposite.


  I saw my father being criticised when he was trying to do the right thing. I saw doors close. I saw people give up on him. I saw moments when everything seemed to be crumbling around him and, even so, he kept going.


  Perhaps that’s why this book has the title it does.


  Because sometimes loss is inevitable.


  What defines a man is what he chooses to do after a loss.


  Many people know the bishop. Few know the man who gave up comfort, reputation, personal dreams and even his own safety to follow God’s will.


  And no, it was never glamorous.


  There was fear. There was humiliation. There were days when carrying on seemed irrational. Days when any ordinary person would have chosen to turn back. But deep within him, my father carried a rare certainty: obeying God mattered more than preserving his own life.


  When I was younger, I admit I didn’t always understand that. Sometimes all I wanted was a father who was less busy, a more normal life, fewer changes, less pressure, less exposure. Just a little more peace.


  Today I understand that some people aren’t born to live quiet lives.


  They’re born to leave behind a testimony.


  And perhaps that’s what strikes me most about this story: it isn’t the story of a perfect man. It’s the story of someone who chose to keep going, even when he was broken, tired, persecuted and misunderstood.


  We live in a generation that gives up easily. One that retreats when faced with pain, criticism or delay. That is why this book is more than an autobiography: it confronts us. It forces us to ask: ‘What really sustains a person when everything is taken from them?’


  Money cannot sustain us.


  Fame cannot sustain us.


  Emotional strength cannot sustain us.


  Only faith can.


  And it was precisely when my father seemed to have nothing left that he discovered he still had what mattered most.


  God.


  Perhaps you’ll begin this book thinking you’re going to read the story of one man. But I believe that, by the end, you’ll understand something greater: God continues to write unlikely stories through imperfect people.


  That, to me, is the most beautiful part of it all.


  In faith,


  Cristiane Cardoso


  Note to the reader


  This edition retains all dates, ages, time periods and accounts exactly as they appeared in the original publication, released in 2012, thereby preserving the context and integrity of the work as originally conceived.


  Introduction


  There are two ways of looking at the past. The first is to revisit what we have lived through, agonising over the scars left by suffering and traumas that have never faded from memory, and becoming a slave to difficult and painful memories. The other is to look back, learn from what happened and bring those lessons into the present. It means drawing on biblical teaching to understand that tribulation produces perseverance, perseverance produces experience and experience produces hope (Romans 5:3–4).


  Inspired by God, the prophet Moses would remind the people of Israel of what God had done whenever they faced danger or uncertainty during their forty years in the wilderness. When laying down the laws for the Hebrews, he instructed them to tell future generations how God had delivered His people.


  
    When your son asks you in time to come, saying, ‘What is the meaning of the testimonies, the statutes, and the judgments which the Lord our God has commanded you?’ then you shall say to your son: ‘We were slaves of Pharaoh in Egypt, and the Lord brought us out of Egypt with a mighty hand; and the Lord showed signs and wonders before our eyes, great and severe, against Egypt, Pharaoh, and all his household.’


    Deuteronomy 6:20–22

  


  And so, I begin my first book by recounting memories from my life. The three volumes will recount the challenges at the beginning of this journey; the origins of the Universal Church of the Kingdom of God, the arduous work of building it over thirty-five years, and our history of battles and victories, marked by decisive and unexpected events. Above all, however, they will recount my spiritual experiences, never before revealed in such rich detail. Nothing to Lose is not simply a retrospective. I don’t live in the past. I look ahead.


  The book does not follow a precise chronological order; I wrote most of the chapters out of sequence, organising them by theme. I explore each subject individually, seeking to draw practical lessons from my belief in the Word of God, which I live out every day. Nor is this a conventional account of everyone I have met or everything I have done over the past few decades. As a result, many people—some close to me and others unknown to the public—do not appear in these pages. The main purpose of this book is to record, in my own words, the moments of conviction that transformed my life and that may help others find greater meaning in their own lives.


  Nothing to Lose is based primarily on my memories and those of Ester, my faithful companion from the beginning, as well as accounts from early members, church assistants and pastors, testimonies from family members, old documents, press reports and photographs from the time. In some cases, I had to rely on my memory alone.


  In the pages that follow, I have done my best to write about the lessons this journey of faith has taught me. I pray that my experience will help readers make decisions about their own lives, so that they may attain what matters most in this world: the eternal salvation of their souls.


  I thank the Spirit of God for the opportunity to share my story with each of you.


  
    Chapter 1

  


  My eleven days in prison


  No matter who gets hurt


  I take great pleasure in admiring the sky: the sun, the clouds, the moon, the stars. Together they form a flawless composition, a symbol of the sublime gift of perfection. The sky perfectly reflects the transformation of a planet that was once formless and empty.


  Wherever I travel, I spend hours gazing at the blue horizon and meditating on God. I sit alone in a chair, in silence, without reading, listening to anything or speaking to anyone. I usually do this at dawn. The sun warms my body. I meditate on God’s promises, His compassion and His will.


  I look within myself.


  It is my time with God. Jesus ‘would withdraw’ into the wilderness to pray. No one accompanied Him; He went alone to experience spiritual intimacy with God. It was food for His soul. I follow His example. Those moments of silence, contemplating the beauty of the sky, help me hear God. They make me think. And they bring back memories.


  The sky is also an expression of freedom. As a child, I was terrified by the thought of losing my freedom. I used to tell my siblings that I would rather take a few slaps from my father than be forbidden to leave the house. Confinement fills me with anguish. What human being can live happily without being free to come and go? Without even the simple choice of entering or leaving a place whenever they wish? These things may seem simple, even basic, but imagine, if only for a moment, living without control over your own actions.


  And it was my freedom that I sacrificed to see a radical change in the course of my life and in the future of the Universal Church.


  In 1992, while I was in São Paulo, I preached every Wednesday and Sunday at a small, welcoming church on Rua Promotor Gabriel Nettuzzi Perez, in the district of Santo Amaro. At the time, it was our largest temple in Brazil. I would normally go to the service with my wife, Ester, and my middle daughter, Viviane, who was seventeen at the time. She was the only one still living with us. Cristiane, the eldest, was married and doing God’s Work in the United States. Moisés, my adopted son, was also there.


  It was a bright morning in São Paulo. Sunday, as always, was special. I woke early to read the Bible and prepare for the service.


  The service lasted two hours. I spoke at length about the importance of maintaining a covenant with God and how we must trust Him above everything else and in all circumstances, because everything God does is good and works together for our good. Before ending the service, I prayed for everyone, asking that they return home safely and in peace and enjoy a happy week.


  The service had been wonderful. The message of salvation had been sown. The spirit of faith had been powerfully conveyed.


  But now it was my turn to be put to the test. It was my turn to show how deep my trust truly was.


  I left the altar, said goodbye to a few pastors and, as I usually did at weekends, invited my friends Laprovita Vieira and his wife, Vera, to have lunch at our house. Once in the car, I asked Laprovita to follow me.


  It was the early afternoon of 24 May 1992—1.30 p.m., to be precise. How could I ever forget that date and time?


  It was a period of attacks against the Universal Church, my family and me. Ever since our work began to grow, we had been targets. The Roman Catholic clergy called the shots in Brazil, even more than they do today. Influential politicians, businesspeople from the economic and social elite, intellectuals, judges, appeal court judges and other members of the judiciary made decisions under the influence of the senior Catholic hierarchy. The Roman Curia would not tolerate the emergence of a people free from the religious bondage it had imposed.


  But I never allowed any of that to distract me. My mission has only ever been one thing: to preach the truth of the Gospel to all who suffer.


  No matter who gets hurt.


  Even before we bought the Record television network in November 1989, we had already been subjected to many forms of abuse. The police had raided my flat, the Church’s offices and associated companies set up to support our evangelistic work. I knew the persecution would never end, but I never imagined that those attacks would culminate in my arrest.


  My name was dragged through the mud for years on end. To those who hated me, Bishop Macedo meant one thing: criminal. This is still true today. Many people don’t even know me yet wish me harm. So be it. God’s own Word had already warned me about this. Many who converted changed their minds once they saw the Church’s work up close and understood my intentions.


  I had no problem with that. Jesus Himself had faced the 
same thing.


  But I could never accept the idea that the Brazilian justice system might be swayed by the wishes of the Vatican or pressure from the media it manipulated.


  The Universal Church was already present on four continents and continued to advance. Souls were being won throughout the world. Thousands of pastors and church assistants had been raised up, and the number of believers had grown into the millions. Record had been purchased only three years earlier. We were still putting the company in order, but it was already poised for considerable growth. Everyone knew that the broadcaster was on course for sustained, irreversible growth, as indeed proved to be the case.


  And I paid the price for all of it.


  I had driven just a few blocks from the Church car park when, on Rua São Benedito, we heard a strange noise. The image remains frozen in my mind: dozens of police vehicles racing towards us. Ester asked whether I had committed a traffic offence.


  ‘No, Ester. I’m driving normally.’


  ‘Then what’s going on?’ she asked.


  Before I could answer, the police vehicles surged forwards with their sirens blaring, and the officers ordered me to stop. They gestured aggressively. Some stuck their heads out of the windows and shouted at me.


  The car was surrounded. Machine guns, revolvers and an enormous array of heavy weapons were trained on me and my family. What possible threat could my wife, my seventeen-year-old daughter and I pose? I could hardly keep count of all the officers. There were five police chiefs and thirteen civil and federal police officers.


  I stopped the car and raised my hands. I didn’t understand what was happening.


  ‘My God, what is this?’ I thought. ‘My God!’


  The scene looked more like a kidnapping than a police stop. I was soon told that I was under arrest and dragged towards one of the police vehicles. My Bible lay on the back seat, right beside Viviane. I offered no resistance. Nor could I have.


  Laprovita, who was a federal deputy at the time, tried to intervene and asked the police to remain calm. He showed them his parliamentary identification, but the officers threw it to the ground. There was no calm, only confusion and shouting on every side. I wanted to fight every one of them. I wanted to break free and protect my family.


  Before being put into the police car, I quickly glanced back. For a few seconds, I saw Ester and Viviane shouting and demanding explanations from the officers, but no one seemed to hear them. A small crowd gathered in the street. The police car sped away with me wedged between two armed agents.


  The despair on their faces has remained etched in 
my memory.


  Lord, where am I?


  That Sunday afternoon in 1992, I was on my way to prison. I didn’t know where I was being taken, only that I was heading for a cell.


  My legs were trembling. My heart was pounding, but I remained silent as the police vehicle sped along. Despite the chaos around me, I felt peace within. During a moment’s inattention, the officer to my left dropped the handcuffs onto my feet. They appeared nervous, tense and out of control.


  I couldn’t see properly. All I felt was indignation. I wondered where my family might be at that moment. I thought of Ester and Viviane, distraught in the middle of the street. I thought of the Church. I thought of our people. I asked God to keep me safe. I asked Him to protect my family and me.


  Who could face such a situation without God’s protection? A thousand may fall at my side and ten thousand at my right hand, but I will not be struck down. Even when he stood alone in what appeared to be a lost battle, the prophet Elisha had forces with him that were greater and stronger than an entire army under the command of the king of Syria. It was an army of horses and chariots of fire, visible only to spiritual eyes. What mattered was seeing the invisible.


  King Solomon’s proverbs reveal God as a shield for the upright. A shield. A defence. Help. Refuge.


  Sincerity has always been one of the pillars of the Universal Church’s ministry. From our earliest days of evangelisation in the late 1970s, I repeatedly told the pastors that the foundation of our faith must be honesty before the people and, above all, before God. I have always lived this way myself.


  I hate pretence, deceit and falsehood. I would abandon my ministry as a pastor or bishop if I ever had to play on people’s emotions or resort to hypocritical sentimentality to keep members in the Church. Some pastors cry at the altar simply to stir the emotions of those watching. They are real actors, ready to play any role: the hero one moment, the villain the next. It makes me furious. I really do get angry. Angry with those who use such cheap, sensationalist tactics merely to keep their church or congregation going.


  My ministry and personal life have always been, and always will be, guided by sincerity. I won’t compromise on that. Anyone who knows me personally knows what I’m talking about. The truth above all else. Whatever the cost, even if at first it means losses for the Church—members, offerings or anything else. It doesn’t matter. The truth sets us free, and sincere faith assures us that we will rise again. That is how it has always been throughout these decades dedicated to God’s Work.


  I walk in sincerity, as Solomon said. That is why I trusted in divine protection, even amid all the brutality of that unjust and cruel arrest.


  After I was arrested in the street, the police vehicle’s first stop was DEIC, the well-known Department of Organised Crime Investigations. The 20-kilometre journey took only a few minutes. I was wearing a grey suit, white shirt and red tie—the same clothes in which I had conducted the service in Santo Amaro. They pulled me from the vehicle and shoved me into the police building. During the few steps I took towards the entrance, I saw a cameraman wearing a TV Globo vest. It was the only press team there. Strange, isn’t it?


  Only once I was inside the building did they inform me that there was a warrant for my arrest. My mind raced: an arrest warrant? How could that be? What was the legal basis? How could a judge have authorised such a decision? What could possibly justify my detention? What had they come up with this time?


  So many questions remained unanswered.


  I spent hours sitting in one of DEIC’s investigation rooms. Silent. I could sense the constant activity around me. I, who had always made a point of paying my bills on time, who was terrified even by the thought of making a late payment, was under arrest. Handcuffed as though I were a dangerous criminal. Suddenly, other officers informed me that I would be transferred to the police station where I would be held for the following days.


  I arrived shortly before nightfall at
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