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Reader’s Note

Before you begin this autobiography, I would like to share something important with you, the reader.

This is not a linear story. It is not a book built solely on joyful moments, extraordinary spiritual experiences, or testimonies of victory.

This autobiography was written over the course of more than four years and portrays, honestly and deeply, one of the most intense seasons of my life.

Throughout these pages, you will encounter chapters that recount remarkable experiences I shared with Jesus. Then, without warning, you may find yourself reading about emotional battles, financial hardship, legal struggles, seasons of loneliness, anxiety, and profound inner exhaustion.

And that contrast is not accidental.

It reflects the reality I lived during those years.

In many ways, this book is an emotional roller coaster because that is exactly what the journey was. There were days marked by miracles, and there were days marked simply by survival. There were moments of profound spiritual peace, and there were moments when everything around me seemed to be falling apart.

I chose not to remove any part of that story, because the whole truth is also part of the testimony.

That is the essence of this book.

It is not merely the story of someone who overcame adversity. It is the story of someone who had to remain steadfast while still walking through the valley.

Those years were marked by an intense, difficult, and often incomprehensible process from a human perspective. It was a season in which God worked deeply within me—strengthening my faith, building my endurance, deepening my dependence on Him, and teaching me to trust Him even in the midst of life's greatest challenges.

For that reason, at times this book may read like a testimony. At other times, it may feel like a spiritual journal. And in many chapters, it may seem almost like a survival guide for those navigating difficult seasons.

Many of the experiences recorded here resemble the journeys of biblical figures—times of hiding, isolation, scarcity, waiting, refinement, and preparation.

There were seasons when silence, solitude, and the wilderness itself became instruments God used to strengthen me spiritually.

None of it was easy.

There were tears, anxiety, and moments of profound uncertainty. There were nights when I simply did not know how I would find the strength to move forward.

Yet through every season, Christ was present. He sustained me, strengthened me, guided me, and carried me through every stage of that journey.

And that is precisely what I hope you will see when you reach the final page:

God is real.

He is present.

He does not abandon those who persevere.

Perhaps, throughout this autobiography, you will see parts of your own story reflected here. Perhaps some of these struggles will feel familiar. Perhaps certain chapters will cause you to view your own challenges from a different perspective.

Because faith has that power. It does not necessarily make the journey easier, but it makes it possible to keep moving forward without giving up.

Faith changed my life. It changed the way I view suffering. It changed my destiny.

I often say that a relationship with God—whether through prayer, worship, or deep spiritual intimacy—is the doorway. But faith is the key that opens it.

And perhaps that is why, throughout this journey, many people came to know me as “the woman of faith.”

My greatest desire is that, by the end of this book, you will see more than just my story.

You will see the faithfulness of God.
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This story is based on real events—a profound journey of faith, transformation, and relationship between the Creator and His creation.

A journey that, in truth, began long before I understood what God was doing. Nearly ten years ago, I began walking through valleys that I could never have imagined would lead me where they ultimately did.

Before I take you through this story, however, allow me to introduce myself.

My name is Débora—a name chosen by my father and one whose significance I would only come to understand many years later, as part of something greater, carefully orchestrated by God Himself.

I am the daughter of a family of immigrants from northeastern Brazil who moved to the nation’s capital in search of a better life. They were simple people, yet marked by honor, dignity, and deeply rooted Christian values that shaped who I became and sustained me through every stage of my journey.

My parents’ sacrifices—leaving behind their roots, family, and friends—bore lasting fruit. All of their children earned degrees and built successful careers in education, law enforcement, and business.

It was in that last path that I established myself for many years.

Yes—my dreams were big for a girl growing up in a world where dreaming big was not always encouraged.

What I did not understand at the time was that God was already directing every detail of my life. He had been with me from the very beginning—guiding me, preparing me, and leading me, step by step, toward my purpose.

And that purpose was far greater than anything I could have imagined—far greater than my own dreams.

The nickname “Debbie” began in Brazil among close friends. Over the years—especially after my move to the United States—it became more than a nickname; it became part of my identity.

My story was written by the Creator in a way that, quite honestly, could impress even the most imaginative screenwriter.

Explanatory Note: Valley — A biblical season of testing and spiritual growth, where faith is refined and dependence on God is strengthened.
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Chapter 1 – Returning to the Past: Where God’s “Seed” Was Planted and Where It All Began
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From a very young age, something within me seemed to point beyond the reality that surrounded me. By the age of fourteen, I already carried a sense of urgency—an inner restlessness that found no echo in those around me. While many simply accepted the natural course of life, I saw possibilities that seemed to exist beyond what was visible.

My mother, a wise and perceptive woman, was the first to recognize that there was something different about me—a quiet restlessness, a constant desire for change. I was growing up in a modest environment where university education was rarely discussed. Yet there was within me a longing for more.

At the time, I did not understand it, but something was already stirring within me.

My parents never had the opportunity to pursue higher education. They were raised in the countryside of Ceará, in northeastern Brazil. Yet there was something remarkable about my father’s story: he never accepted stagnation.

He possessed a quiet determination—a refusal to remain in the same place for his entire life. At one point, he left the countryside and moved to Rio de Janeiro in search of better opportunities for himself and, above all, for his children. Even without a formal education, he was an entrepreneur at heart. He opened restaurants, pursued opportunities, fell, and rose again more than once.

Years later, as I reflected on my own life, I would recognize in that journey a quiet echo of what I had seen in him.

When I immigrated from Brazil to the United States, I too was embarking on a similar journey in my own way. Only later, as my walk with God matured, would I come to understand that certain family patterns can span generations, shaping decisions and life paths in ways that are not always visible at the time.

That understanding would unfold gradually throughout my journey and will be revisited later in this story.

Speaking of my father, I have never forgotten the morning I woke him before five o’clock and asked him to take me to one of Brasília’s most respected schools. At the time, I lived in a satellite city about an hour from the capital’s center.

The sky was still dark when he got up without hesitation.

That simple act became a quiet turning point in my life.

From that moment on, I began to pursue, more intentionally, a path of growth and purpose—one that I would later associate with the message of the prophet Haggai: restoration and promise.

I was accepted.

The commute was long—more than eighteen miles each day—and the routine was demanding. Early mornings, crowded buses, and long afternoons in the library. Everything revolved around a single goal: earning a place at a university and changing my future.

I studied relentlessly. I brought meals from home, and whenever possible, my father would give me a little money for a simple snack. The exhausting routine, combined with constant stress, eventually led to gastritis, a condition that would remain with me throughout my life—a silent reminder of those years.

My goal was to leave that environment behind and earn a place in higher education. Law was the first field that captured my attention. I wanted to become a judge.

But that path never materialized.

Years later, I would understand that God already saw me interacting with people from different nations and cultures, and that for my future immigration to the United States, a degree connected to the international marketplace would be more fitting.

And so began my journey into the world of business.

I discovered a deep interest in cultures, languages, negotiations, and international relationships. Without realizing it, I was being led into a world—and toward a life—that would extend far beyond geographical borders.

It was in that environment that my professional career began to take shape.

Years later, at the age of twenty-four, I purchased my first apartment in one of Brasília’s most desirable neighborhoods. Other properties followed, along with cars, international travel, and a life marked by material success and stability.

For approximately twenty-five years, my life was characterized by growth, prosperity, and professional achievement.

And yet, something within me continued to move.

Something I could not yet name.

Something that would eventually lead me far beyond anything material success could ever sustain.

And although many areas of my life appeared stable during that season, quiet changes had already begun.

Little by little, unexpected circumstances started to alter the course of my journey.

What had once seemed like a steady path of growth began to pass through seasons of instability, loss, limitation, and deep inner transformation.

Without realizing it, I was beginning to enter the valleys that would define the next ten years of my life.

Difficult valleys.

Processes that would break me down in profound ways—but would also lead me to the very place where God truly desired to meet me.

At the time, I could not understand it.

But my life was about to follow paths I could never have imagined.
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Chapter 2 – When My Life Took an Unexpected Turn
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The year 2015 was marked by a profound mix of emotions that would transform my life irreversibly.

That year, I experienced the fulfillment of one of my greatest dreams: I became a mother. At the age of 41, I was blessed by God with the arrival of my son—a beautiful, strong, and healthy boy whose presence filled my heart with a joy I had never known before.

My pregnancy progressed peacefully, surrounded by faith, care, and expectation. Every heartbeat of his small heart reminded me that something divine was unfolding—as if heaven itself were touching the earth in that moment, but while I was living that miracle, another reality began to emerge quietly and gradually.

After so many years building a solid career, with relevant experience and successful projects, I began to notice a shift in how the market perceived me.

Motherhood, combined with age, started to be seen not as maturity or experience, but as a limitation. Opportunities that once came naturally became increasingly scarce, and my professional path no longer seemed to carry the same weight in a new and shifting environment.

It was not only a technical or market change. There was also a subtle shift in perception around me—a more restrictive environment, less flexible, with increasingly narrow expectations.

What I had once seen only as something distant or discussed in general terms became a lived reality in my own experience. Not only as a woman, but as a mature woman with a young child.

Many “no’s” came. Silences that spoke louder than words. Doors that never fully opened. All of this within an already unstable economic context, which made the situation even more challenging.

It was a difficult season—marked by pain, reflection, and gradual internal restructuring.

Over time, I began to understand that this might not have been only a professional shift, but something deeper: a need to reassess direction, rethink paths, and allow life to be reorganized from a new perspective.

This realization did not come at once. It formed slowly—through quiet days, restless nights, and steady prayers that held my faith when no answers were visible. Little by little, it became clear that something greater was unfolding—not as a sudden shift, but as an inner realignment.

A silent call to reassess the future—an opening to possibilities not yet formed. In that space, I began to accept that life might lead beyond my original plans, where the unknown is not a threat, but part of what is still unfolding.
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Chapter 3 – When My Path Began to Quietly Shift
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I remember deciding not to push myself so hard during that period. I had a solid financial cushion, and in August 2018, I chose to travel to the United States.

It was something similar to what I had allowed myself years earlier, when I took a sabbatical year in Australia to rethink my direction and explore new possibilities.

I had already been visiting the United States for some years. Certain aspects of life there deeply resonated with me. The American lifestyle stood out—the organization of the cities, the sense of safety, the well-maintained public spaces. I genuinely appreciated the way things worked there.

Professionally, I was already familiar with working alongside American companies and professionals. Many of the largest projects I had been part of were developed in collaboration with organizations based in the United States.

It was during this time that the idea of a possible redirection slowly began to take shape—not as a formal decision to immigrate, since I still needed to understand the legal pathways required to live and establish myself there.

Having a child also weighed heavily on my heart, because that country seemed to offer more opportunities for him than my country of origin. It was a difficult but honest perception. And quietly, God was already beginning to prepare paths not only for me, but for him as well.

At that time, I did not yet know that my son was a gifted child. That discovery would only come years later. But looking back, it becomes impossible not to see that divine providence had already been in motion long before I fully understood the purpose of everything unfolding.

All these elements carried weight, yet nothing was fully clear or defined. It was, in truth, a season of discernment—a silent transition between what I already knew and what had not yet taken shape.

Meanwhile, life continued to demand practical decisions, responsibility, and faith to move through uncertain days. And it was in that context that I began to realize that not all change begins with a formal decision. Some begin with an inner discomfort—a quiet movement that slowly reshapes the way we see the future.

During that period, I still did not know where all of this would lead me. But something within me was already beginning to change, guided by the hand of God, who had always been ahead of everything.
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Chapter 4 — The Valley and the Voice That Sustained Me
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Between 2018 and 2020, my life in the United States went through different adjustments and phases of adaptation within the legal processes required for remaining in the country properly.

More than external changes, that period represented a profound life transition for me—a time of uncertainty, reorganization, and constant dependence on God.

I sought to remain in compliance with all legal requirements while my personal and family life was being rebuilt in a new country, a new context, and under a new level of challenges.

It was a season of quiet learning, where every practical decision also carried significant emotional weight.

And although I did not fully understand all the paths at the time, I sensed that something greater was guiding everything—a journey of preparation that continued to unfold silently.

As time passed, beyond the external challenges, I began to experience an increasing internal weight.

I was in a new country, in a phase of adaptation, carrying nearly all daily responsibilities and drawing from financial reserves built throughout my previous years.

The exchange rate differences, combined with the natural demands of that environment, began to create a constant sense of pressure.

More than a financial issue, it was a quiet emotional burden—the feeling of holding everything together alone in an unfamiliar place, without a support network.

A combination of factors led me into a deep process of reflection. I realized that, over time, I had become internally distant from something that had once been central in my life: my spiritual life.

It felt as though I had adapted to a reality that was not fully mine. There was a void I tried to ignore by focusing on daily demands, but it remained there—silently calling my attention.

I began to see that certain areas of my life needed to be reorganized—not only externally, but within me.

And it was in that context that, in March 2020, facing a situation that was already challenging not only financially but also emotionally and spiritually, God intervened.

A separation came that, at first, I did not fully understand. I did not have all the answers, but there was a quiet conviction within me: God needed to prepare me for something far greater than I could imagine, and isolation would be part of that process.

God grants us free will, and often deviations become part of the human learning process through trial and error. Even so, He always finds a way to guide circumstances back toward the path He has written for our story.

It is normal not to understand everything immediately, but I began to realize that there is always a purpose behind the movements of God.

It was then that I surrendered myself completely to Him.

What I did not know was that this would become the starting point of a deep reconnection with my essence—the woman God had called me to be. A spiritual connection was being restored, one that would begin to lead me toward the direction He had truly intended for my life.

That season was intense in every dimension.

A global pandemic began to spread across the world.

And I found myself alone with my five-year-old son in a foreign country, with no family nearby.

It was a moment of deep vulnerability—a true valley, as the Bible describes seasons of hardship.

And it was precisely in that context that my spiritual life began to be profoundly transformed.

It was also during that time that I had applied for a visa more aligned with my professional profile. Although I had received authorization to work, the pandemic—which initially seemed temporary—began to extend and deeply impact everyone’s lives.

Habits changed as news of deaths and the spread of the virus increased. We began living in isolation at home, afraid of contracting the unknown disease.

Americans were losing jobs. Companies were shutting down. And I, as an immigrant trying to establish myself professionally in that market during a crisis, also faced enormous difficulties in positioning myself.

My focus then turned completely toward God.

Something that had weakened over the years within me began to be restored in that place of dependence.

I began to pray as never before.

And it was in a silent early morning, while listening to a sermon, that I experienced the most profound encounter of my life with my Savior, Jesus Christ.

At one point, the preacher said:

“You can pause the video now and talk to God. Speak about your difficulties and your anxieties.”

I was lying down with my son sleeping beside me. My phone was near my ear, and I did not want to touch it for fear of disconnecting the broadcast.

Then, in a supernatural, clear, gentle, and absolutely undeniable way, everything became silent.

“I will continue to strengthen you, and no matter what you go through, you will remain in joy.”

Everything was spoken in Portuguese, my native language.

However, that final word—or sensation—kept echoing within me differently, because something in my spirit registered a perception far beyond a simple emotion. It was not just joy. It was not just anointing.

At that time, I did not even understand the meaning of the English word “joy.”

Later, seeking understanding, I learned that “joy” is often translated as happiness, but not a common or circumstantial happiness. It refers to something far deeper: a joy that comes from the very presence of the Divine.

Those words pierced my soul—and would continue to echo through the years.

I would never forget them.

“I will continue to strengthen you” became, for me, a true gift from heaven. It was as if I was realizing, for the first time with full awareness, that everything I had lived until then had been sustained by Him.

All the prosperity of my youth.

All the strength to start over.

All the courage to seek something better.

Everything.

Absolutely everything came from Jesus, not from me.

They were not just words.

They were sustenance, direction, presence, and revelation.

In that moment, I understood something I had never experienced in that way before.

I had never been alone.

There had always been a spiritual reality sustaining my life.

God had been with me all along.

And even without knowing everything that would come next, something within me had been completely reconfigured in that moment.

The fact that He came in that way also carried another meaning: it was confirmation that great things were still ahead.

And paradoxically, that is where the most difficult years of my life would begin.

Because I would begin to live one of the greatest spiritual truths of my journey and learn, in practice, that behind great purposes there are always great processes.

There is a proportion.

And that is exactly why He came.

He knew that in the most difficult days, it would be the memory of His voice that would keep me going.
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Chapter 5 — A New Restart Within the “Valley”
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That experience with Christ remained alive within me. I found myself thinking about it daily. He had come when I needed Him most. The experience continued to echo within me like a constant presence. I remembered every detail—the tone of His voice, the calm with which He spoke, the peace that filled everything. And I remained there, sustained by that voice, by that quiet certainty that had been placed within me.

Even amid the practical demands of life—including the need for a physical move in September 2020—I was no longer the same. It was as if a switch had been turned inside me. The sense of His presence had become my daily support.

I knew I would need to leave that house and step into a new season. I also knew that this transition would require everything from me, both emotionally and practically: cleaning a large home, organizing every space, packing up an entire life, and handling it all alone while caring for my young son.

And I did.

It was during that period that I began to understand that my decisive nature, my practical strength, and my independence were not merely personality traits. There was something of Christ sustaining all of it within me. And witnessing His work in the smallest details became a constant awareness.

It was also during that time that God provided the first earthly “angel” in my journey, whom I will refer to as LC, preserving her identity.

LC offered me a comfortable space in her home, located in a city about two hours from Orlando. It was only for a few months, but long enough for us to build a genuine support system in the middle of the chaos the world was going through at that time.

There were four children in the home, all under ten years old, making it a place full of life, movement, and joy. There were also two dogs, completing the picture of a house where, despite external difficulties, we were still able to find lightness, gratitude, and small moments of relief.

On some occasions, LC would take care of my son so I could work. At other times, I would care for her children when needed. We developed a sister-like relationship—simple and deeply meaningful—a true blessing in the middle of the storm that period represented.

The amount she charged me to share the house was very reasonable, which allowed me to keep my expenses and my son’s needs relatively stable during that rebuilding season.

And it was there, in that new city, that I began to reorganize my life.

The pandemic was still impacting the world. What was expected to last a few weeks had already stretched into many months, bringing fear, closures, and widespread uncertainty.

Although I had work authorization, I began to struggle to reestablish myself professionally as the market shifted, companies went remote, and hiring slowed significantly.

Meanwhile, I kept trying.

I searched for opportunities, sent résumés, attended interviews, and did my best to maintain emotional stability in the midst of a deeply unstable environment. But gradually, I began to notice that things were not flowing as I had expected.

There was a growing sense of blockage.

At that time, I did not yet have enough spiritual maturity to fully understand that even this cycle of attempts, rejections, and frustration was part of the process God was using to shape me.

It was a season of quiet persistence.

Even without clear answers, I kept moving forward one day at a time.

There were countless interviews—perhaps more than a hundred. Most were online. I organized myself however I could: in libraries, cafés, or even inside my car. I did whatever was necessary. I never stopped trying.

But I watched the rejections begin to accumulate.

Still, something within me remained standing.

The voice of Jesus kept echoing in my memory:

“I will continue to strengthen you.”

And He did.

After about eight months living with LC, she sold the house and accepted a job in another city, marking the beginning of a new season.

As had become a pattern in my journey, Jesus had already prepared what came next before the previous season ended.

While still living there, I joined a prayer group where I found acceptance, warmth, and new friendships during a very delicate time in my life.

There I also met one of the people I came to call earthly angels: LS.

What followed would unfold in the next chapter.
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Chapter 6 — In the Valley of Waiting: Faith, Challenges, and a New Home
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LS, a noble-hearted woman approaching 70 years of age, was born in the same country as I was, but had been living in the United States for more than three decades. When I mentioned that I would soon need to leave LC’s home, she immediately said, without hesitation, that I could stay with her until I was able to reorganize my life. It was meant to be a short stay. My son and I remained there for three and a half years.

Looking back now, I believe we each played an important role in one another’s lives during that season. We provided companionship for her, and she became the solid and welcoming foundation we so deeply needed while transitioning, trying to establish ourselves in a new country while facing profound challenges.

Sharing the same space was never simple. Our rhythms, habits, and preferences were naturally different. Still, we were able to maintain a respectful and balanced coexistence. It was a home where there was peace of mind. God was at the center for all of us, and when He is at the center, things find their alignment. The environment was quiet, light, and free from unnecessary conflict.

The apartment was pleasant and had a balcony overlooking a lake. Many times, my son and I would sit there watching the water shimmer and the ducks living in that place. Even amid internal struggles, that scenery allowed me to breathe hope.

During that season, I divided my time between caring for my son—who depended entirely on me in nearly every aspect—and trying to establish myself professionally. I sought opportunities aligned with my previous experience in Brazil, attempting to remain active and relevant within the field I had built throughout my career.

Some opportunities arose, but none brought real stability. Nothing felt definitive. It was only what was necessary to keep moving forward in that season of life.

I remained completely dependent on God, using creativity, sensitivity, and faith to recognize small possibilities around me.

It was also in that apartment that I experienced the majority of the challenges related to my immigration process. A process that had begun in 2020 and that, at first, I believed would last no more than two to two and a half years. In reality, however, it extended far beyond anything I could have foreseen.

In July 2023, unexpectedly, a decision made by an immigration officer significantly altered the course of my journey. A key part of my application was denied. At that moment, I did not yet grasp the emotional, financial, and structural consequences that this decision would produce in the years that followed.

It was also during that period that the cost of living in the United States began to rise rapidly. Inflation reached very high levels, and my financial reserves from Brazil—though managed with great care—began to decrease significantly.

Naturally, this became yet another source of concern.

I found myself daily trying to secure the basics: food, safety, stability, and dignity for my son.

In light of that reality, I also sought legal avenues related to child support, because the practical imbalance of the situation was evident. Beyond caring for the child full-time, I was responsible for nearly all of his expenses. And that carried a very heavy emotional weight.

Living under so many simultaneous pressures, it was natural that my health would eventually be affected.

My body began to feel the weight of years of tension, responsibility, and accumulated stress. The back pain became constant. And the pain in my feet—first starting during the transition from Orlando to the new city, when I had to handle nearly everything on my own—began to intensify more and more.

The denial in my immigration case was a profound blow.

I still tried to appeal the decision, but without success. The only remaining option was an extremely costly appeal with a very low chance of approval. I confess that this was one of the most emotionally difficult seasons of my life. At times, I thought about giving up.

I asked God why all of this was happening. How long it would last.

But even without understanding the path, I continued to trust.

There was a quiet certainty within me that none of it was outside of God’s control. It was as if I kept hearing, repeatedly, in my spirit:

“Stay focused on Me. It is not yet time. Trust Me.”

The number of problems to solve was overwhelming. Still, it was precisely the awareness of God’s presence—opening unseen doors, strengthening my faith, and sustaining every step—that kept me standing.

And I continued to believe that, in the right time, He would place me exactly where He had prepared for me: a place of purpose, stability, and impact.
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Chapter 7 — Living Joy Within the “Valley”
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I was living proof that even while going through deep valleys, unexpected joy can still emerge. And it was precisely during that period that I experienced one of the greatest joys of my life: I discovered that my son was a gifted child.

From a very early age, still in Brazil, he already showed signs that caught my attention. At just a few months old, he would spontaneously organize toys by color and shape. I observed it quietly, without fully understanding what it meant. As a first-time mother, many things were still new to me.

My father, however—a very experienced and highly observant man who had raised five children—was one of the first to notice that something was different.

As time passed, the signs became increasingly clear. In his second year at school, the indications became more evident. His teacher quickly realized he was performing above average and suggested he be placed in an advanced group. Even in that new environment, he continued to stand out.

We then decided to proceed with testing.

And the answer came clearly, without any doubt: yes, he was gifted.

Receiving that confirmation brought an intense mix of emotions. I felt relief, gratitude, joy, and at the same time a deep sense of responsibility. I was living through one of the most difficult seasons of my life—surrounded by emotional, financial, professional, and immigration challenges—yet still able to see God guiding every detail.

Over time, I began to understand that even this extraordinary intelligence was part of a greater purpose. Perhaps it was even one of the reasons God had led us to the United States. Here, my son would have access to opportunities, stimulation, and paths he might not have had in our country of origin.

It was impossible not to reflect on that.

In the United States, he was seen. His potential was recognized, valued, and encouraged. And that deeply touched my heart as a mother.

Despite everything we were going through, my son remained a sweet, sensitive child with an exceptionally gentle temperament. Many times, without even realizing it, he was the one who strengthened me during my hardest days.

One afternoon, when I picked him up from after-school care, he handed me a small note.

On that paper, there was a sentence written in English that, translated into Portuguese, said:

“Be strong now, because things will get better. It may be raining right now, but it will not rain forever.”
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When I read those words, my heart was overwhelmed with emotion.

To many, it was just a simple phrase. But to me, in that context, it felt like an embrace from God reaching me through my own child.

In that deep valley, God found gentle ways to remind me that He was still with us.

And I would keep that note forever.

I kept that piece of paper as one keeps a treasure. It was God speaking to me once again—this time through my own son.

Even while going through extremely difficult moments in every area of my life, I always made an effort to protect him from my struggles. I avoided talking about my problems and did everything I could not to show distress in front of him. I wanted to preserve his childhood, to allow him to grow up with lightness, away from the weight I carried silently behind the scenes.

But when I read that note, I understood something profound: children perceive far more than we imagine.

Even without words, he could feel it.

That message was beautiful, but it also carried a quiet sorrow within me, because despite all my effort to hide my pain, at some point it had overflowed.

And he had noticed.

Seeing those words coming from him broke my heart and, at the same time, strengthened me deeply.

It was as if God, through the purity and sensitivity of my son, was saying to me:

“I am with you. And so is he.”

Life continued, still surrounded by challenges, processes, and lessons.

In the following year, I continued to carefully follow his development with attention, care, and love. I sought out ways for him to receive the support he needed, always trusting that God would guide every step of our journey.

Even in the most difficult seasons, there was something that remained intact within me: the certainty that God was still writing our story with purpose, care, and faithfulness.
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Chapter 8 – Living in Sadness in the Valley: My Father’s Passing
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The valley, in itself, already carries the idea of pain, trial, and loss.

Still, there are sufferings that penetrate the soul more deeply.

And that would become, possibly, one of the most painful seasons of my entire journey.

Faith and sorrow coexisted within me in a way that is difficult to explain.

To deny what I lived would not be honest.

At the end of 2019, my father suffered a stroke. He received good medical care, but his advanced age and later complications, such as pneumonia, made recovery difficult. By God’s grace, he lived for almost two more years after that event. But on August 20, 2021—Father’s Day in the United States—my father passed away.

That date would remain marked on my soul with the pain of farewell.

During that period, I was still waiting for the final documentation in my immigration process. Although I had permission to travel, my attorney made it very clear that there was no guarantee of re-entry into the United States. The real risk of not being able to return left me paralyzed.

In addition, I constantly thought about my son. How would it be for him to see his grandfather bedridden and unable to speak after so long? What emotional impact would that experience have on such a young child?

Faced with all of this, I chose to remain.

I wrote a letter to my father.

A farewell written with all my heart.

I spoke mainly about gratitude and about how much of an honorable, honest, wise, and present man he had been.

I could not embrace him physically, but I could honor him in another way.

My mother read that letter to him.

And he became deeply emotional.

It was as if, in that moment, we both knew we would not see each other again on earth.

For a man of such integrity, that farewell—even at a distance—carried profound meaning. I believe few things would have mattered more to my father than hearing sincere words of honor, love, and gratitude. And I did so guided by the commandment and promise of God:

“Honor your father and your mother, so that it may go well with you and that you may live long on the earth.”
Ephesians 6:2–3
Although we did not say goodbye in person, I carried within me the certainty that we would meet again in eternity.

I also found a certain relief in realizing, through his reaction, that he had understood everything. I often thought that, if he could speak, he might have asked me not to go. After so long without seeing each other, meeting him in that condition, unable to communicate, would likely have been just as difficult for him—and, of course, for me and my son.

Despite the sadness of that farewell, there was a beauty that is difficult to explain.

My father was a deeply spiritual man, and I believe that, in that moment, his soul was at peace.

After that goodbye, I carried a deep serenity in my heart.

I remember something very special that happened on the same day I learned of his passing. I went to a church to thank God that my father had not been taken without me having the chance to interact with him one last time.

I stood by a lake outside the church, reflecting on life itself and on the appointed time for each person on this earth. I thought about my father, about how much he had helped me in decisive moments, and about how faithfully he had fulfilled his role as a father.

At times, I would think:

“God... what a situation. I did not get to see him.”

But despite the pain and absence, I felt God with me.

It did not destroy me.

On the contrary.

It was His strength that sustained me and allowed me to keep moving forward.
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Chapter 9 – Voices in the Valley That Help Along the Journey
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The valley was a place where pain echoed loudly, drowning out any whisper of hope. It was dark, silent, and lonely, yet paradoxically, it also became the soil where something deeply rich was taking place. It was in that unlikely environment that I began to develop a different level of fellowship with God and to reach a spiritual maturity and understanding I could never have imagined experiencing.

In that setting of apparent fragility, I began to perceive more deeply how God sustained me. Not only in silence, but also through words that reached me as life in the midst of exhaustion. They were not merely human words—they were directions that strengthened my faith and kept me standing.

During those difficult years, between 2021 and 2025, God sustained me in ways I could never fully explain. He reached me through messages, prayers, and words that often came like balm over a weary soul. Each one felt like a beam of light breaking through darkness.

In that season, many people became instruments in the hands of the Potter to help me continue on that challenging spiritual journey. There were countless words spoken over my life, many of them playing a profound role in strengthening my faith. Men and women of God, prophets of the Lord, whom I have chosen not to name out of respect and privacy.

I held on to those words like anchors in the midst of a storm. They were not just encouragement. They were quiet confirmations that God remained with me, even when everything around me felt uncertain.

On my hardest days, those messages arrived like a gentle breeze, reminding me that I had not been forgotten. Many times, I felt as though God Himself was embracing me through them, strengthening me to keep moving forward.

During that time, I began carefully recording everything I experienced spiritually: dreams, notes, impressions, experiences, and guidance. It would be impossible to count the hours I spent in prayer, listening to sermons, seeking understanding, and remaining in the secret place with God.

I lived by faith—not by what my eyes could see.

And that is how I began to experience the supernatural reality of God in an increasingly tangible way. Not merely as someone observing from a distance, but as someone being sustained daily by His presence.
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Chapter 10 – The Righteous Judge in My Immigration Case
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I was going through so many things at that time that it was difficult to organize my thoughts for this book.

There were so many spiritual experiences, emotional battles, and silent miracles unfolding all at once that it felt almost impossible to bring everything into order. But some experiences did more than mark my journey—they truly changed the course of my life.

Being rejected in my immigration process shook me deeply. I did not deny that.

I remembered it was a Saturday, at the end of June 2023, when I attended a consecration service at the “Luz do Mundo” (Light of the World) church. There were only a few people present. I was truly discouraged and did not even intend to mention what had happened. But at the end of the service, we formed a prayer circle, each person interceding for one another, and I felt the Holy Spirit prompting me to share my situation. So, I told them what had happened, and they prayed for me.

I went home determined: I would no longer move forward with that process.

The lawyers I had spoken to had completely discouraged me. They said it would be a waste of money, that the chances of success were minimal, and that immigration rarely overturned decisions like that on appeal.

At that moment of extreme financial limitation, I thought:
“I was not going to spend nearly two thousand dollars again just to hear another ‘no.’”
I believed God would show me another path toward legalization.

Three or four days after that service, on August 2nd, something happened that would change everything.

That night, I went to bed very early with my son—something unusual for me. Normally, I put him to sleep between 8:30 and 9:00 p.m., and then stayed awake reading, praying, and applying for jobs... my mind never slowed down.

But that night was different.

A deep, overwhelming sleep came over me—almost impossible to resist—and I fell asleep easily, which was rare for someone who lived in a constant state of worry. My sleep was extremely light, and at times I even needed medication to be able to rest.

That is why what happened next was even more striking.

It was around 4:40 a.m. when I was awakened by what I still called a “spiritual slap.”

“GO ON YOUR OWN!”

I had never found another way to describe that experience.

It was so intense that I could still remember the exact sensation. It felt like being in a deep sleep and suddenly being jolted awake by the violent slam of a door right beside me.

The most striking part was that I was no longer thinking about that process. I had not even considered continuing that appeal on my own.

I had hired an excellent professional—someone who wrote beautifully. How could I, who was not even a lawyer, prepare something for such a serious case?

And what was most remarkable was that, in the very same second, I knew exactly what the Holy Spirit was referring to.

Immediately, my eyes turned to the bedside table where I kept my altar—my Bibles, the Transfiguration image of Jesus, the candles of the Holy Spirit and of Jesus, and a small acrylic angel.

In that moment, I understood:

I was standing before the most powerful Advocate in the world.

And from that point on, I had no more doubt about what I needed to do.
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