

  The Patrollers of Hades

  At Golgotha, Five Minutes to Three in the Afternoon

  Aldery Nelson Rocha, D.D.

  Hosanna International Seminary



The Patrollers of Hades
	The Patrollers of Hades
	Dr. Aldery Nelson Rocha
	The Reason for Being
	Chapter I — Simeon
	Chapter II — At Gethsemane
	Chapter III — From the Cross to Hades
	Chapter IV — The Encounter with the Saints After Hades
	Chapter V — His First Entrance into Glory
	Chapter VI — The Deliberative Meeting and the Heavenly Eden
	Chapter VII — The Holy Mount
	Chapter VIII — Pergamum, the Origin of the Demons, and the Throne of Satan
	Chapter IX — The Legal Ground
	Chapter X — The Ball of Fire
	Chapter XI — The Surge of Life
	Chapter XII — The Nature of Leviathan
	Chapter XIII — His Second Entrance into Heaven



  
    	
      Title Page
    

    	
      Table of Contents
    

  




The Patrollers of Hades

Dr. Aldery Nelson Rocha

THE PATROLLERS OF HADES

At Golgotha, Five Minutes to Three in the Afternoon

Discover the events that took place at five minutes to three in the afternoon — not witnessed by the evangelists at Golgotha — which were prophesied by David in the Psalms; discover also the events that filmmakers never imagined, such as the phenomenal struggle between Christ and Satan at the end of those three hours of darkness on the cross, and understand how the former great Day Star, though wounded, still exerts influence over the peoples and over the economy of the last days, until the days of the destruction of Leviathan.

Fifth Edition

THE PATROLLERS OF HADES

At Golgotha — Five Minutes to Three in the Afternoon

© 1991, 1999, 2016, 2026

Title of the 1st edition: Patrulheiros do Hades (The Patrollers of Hades)

Category: Devotional reading

Author: Dr. Aldery Nelson da Silva Rocha

Proofreading: Reginaldo Souza

Cover: Aldery Nelson Rocha Jr.

Graphic Design and Layout: Francisco Miranda, Aldery Nelson Rocha

Production: Soraya Pereira de Carvalho, Carolina Fernandes Custódio

The biblical texts in this work are taken from the

Version Di Nelson 2011 (Versão Di Nelson). Used by permission.

Copyright registration: Certificate issued under the seal of the Copyright Office in accordance with Title 17 — United States Code: TXU868-135, Library of Congress, United States Copyright Office.

This work is dedicated to devotional study and to collective study in Portuguese-language Seminaries and Theological Institutes. The reproduction of the texts recorded herein is prohibited, whether by means of photocopy or any other written or electronic means of communication, without the authorization of its Publisher.

Hosanna International Seminary Press

Rua Francisco da Veiga, 17 — Shangrilá, São Paulo – SP, 04852-055

The Word Bible Society

250 Hickory St #6203, Woodstock, GA 30188




Dr. Aldery Nelson Rocha

Dr. Aldery Nelson da Silva Rocha, a native of Belém do Pará, Brazil, was born in July 1962. From the age of seven he has preached the Word of God through the influence of his parents, Maria and Aldery. From the age of fourteen he was enrolled in the Amazonian Seminary, an extension of the Pentecostal Institute of Pindamonhangaba, and in 1978 he obtained his first theological degree, after which many others followed, such as his Bachelor of Theology from EPOE, from the GAMALIEL College, and from the Federal University of Pará, and his Master’s degree from the School for the Preparation of Evangelical Workers, Campo de São Cristóvão, 338, in 1980, and his first Doctorate in Divinity from L.L. College, Illinois, USA, in 1987, among others. He was always a missionary in the USA, yet he served as a missionary in Mexico for more than ten years. He wrote two best sellers, Horses of Fire (Cavalos de Fogo, 1991) and The Patrollers of Hades (Patrulheiros do Hades, 1994), and afterward other major works: “My Friend, the Holy Spirit,” “Temples and Tabernacles,” “Knowing God,” “Pirate Believers,” “The Ethiopian Woman of Moses,” “Clutch Yourselves with Love,” “When Consecration Is a Vow of Bankruptcy,” among others. Up to this date, June 2026, he has prepared more than seven explained and annotated Bibles, and has just finished translating them into Spanish and English. In nearly forty-seven years of arduous work he succeeded in completing the translation of the biblical texts of the Old and New Testaments, to which he added commentary on all 66 books of the Bible — a work that gave rise to the BRDN, the Revealed Bible, Version Di Nelson. Through the Theological Seminary, International Seminary Hosanna and Bible School, Corp., Florida, USA, he has graduated more than 30,000 leaders around the world. Today, Dr. Aldery Nelson ministers in many places throughout the world in great Conferences in which he teaches the books of the Bible, verse by verse, to hundreds of leaders who lodge at the Hosanna Mobile School, where for four days they learn how to interpret the Bible expositionally. The books of Genesis, Exodus, Nehemiah, Psalms, Job, Daniel, the Minor Prophets, Matthew, Mark, John, Acts, Romans, 1 Corinthians, Hebrews, Zechariah, Ephesians, and many others have already been studied. His courses are pre-recorded live at the convention centers, and thousands of leaders around the world have already enjoyed them through the websites www.meujesus.org and www.hosannabibleschool.org.




The Reason for Being

I wrote the book Horses of Fire, and I was glad to see the results it produced — and still produces — and I am aware of the open and wholly unexplored field that lies on the mental shelf of a great room called the heart, which still awaits bold and true information from the world of the Spirit.

I write for “madmen” and for people with no allegiance to titles or denominations, who live and know the normal things of God. To some it is utopia, and to others it is absent — which in fact proves its existence. I write for men and women who dared to think beyond the mystical theology of certain people who, unconsciously or even consciously, tried to lock down the Latin mind with the narrow gauge of their theological puritanisms, and who, in practice, brought about the moral depravity of their own minds — a fact that makes plain that they do not work either.

I write for Latins, Africans, and Asians — men and women who love their mission in the revolutionary manner of the Holy Spirit, who casts to the ground every kind of tradition and every spirit that rises up against all the knowledge of the Son of God. I do not write to please both Greek and Trojan. I write for a new generation that, through the renewing of its mind, will be a column of beauty in the steadfastness of the truth of the Gospel; I write to a generation that will yet see the return of our Lord Jesus, according to His promise.

I do not write for eschatologists, nor for researchers who cannot see beyond the letter that kills. I do not write for unbelievers, nor for skeptical ministers who, for the convenience of their denomination, let their children be lost in the triumphalism of their traditional and deadly slogans, covered by the bedsheet of legalism.

I write for those who, before me, dared to bring forth information that contradicted the lie, and who today are regarded as the Galileos of the science of spiritual resistance — the very ones who charted the guidelines, though with some flaws, yet dared to say what they sensed, and who in turn were the pathfinders of an unknown jungle called Spiritual Warfare. To them — whether individuals or ministries, dependent or independent, it makes no difference — a crown of praise.

Dr. Aldery Nelson Rocha




Chapter I — Simeon

Spring of A.D. 5

The path is dark. When someone passes by — whether angels or the souls they carry — the spiritual guards (fallen angels) uncross their swords. Then they cross them again. And so, in that region that reeks of death, where clouds of white smoke rise from within the rocks, one endures what is unbearable in the world of men. There the smell of death is no less intense than that of an open coffin holding a corpse three days dead. The odor is penetrating, far more than that of an inflamed body. Patrollers with the faces of lions and the tails of scorpions rode out from there, mounted on chariots of terror, shouting blasphemies:

“It is our hour, O little son of the Most High. Our time has come.”

“Be silent — let us ascend!” It was the voice of a demon of genderless orgy. It was a fallen angel. It hated the dignity of women; it hated manliness.

“Let us go!”

“Hwah!” The demons roared with laughter.

Angels would pass through there and feel humiliated. That was the domain of the fallen Day Star. The elect angels had to draw near in order to enter:

“Identify yourselves!”

It was written upon their garments that they were angels of God. But, so as not to be humiliated, they had to identify themselves.

“What do you bring?” said the demons.

“Simeon.”

“Ah! The prophet. He died an old man already. I would like to see someone get out of here; this is our kingdom.”

“You have come off badly; your empire is going to end, underling,” smiled the angels of God who were carrying Simeon.

“Be silent.” The chief of the angels commanded.

He drew his sword of fire, and the demon fell.

The meek angels of God do not play around on duty.

“Pass, pass. You people cannot take a little joke. Do you already know where to take him?!”

The angels of God looked at one another. They did not answer. The angels passed through and carried Simeon away. Up ahead, they turned to the left and ascended.

The righteous, after being examined, were taken to Paradise, the Bosom of Abraham. While they were entering, other angels of God would come (it was the same procedure) there at the gate, and would cast the ungodly souls into Hades, a closed and very well-guarded place. All who died before the death of Christ went there. No one left there without the authorization of God, and even then, only if he were to rise again. There was no other way out.

Sorcerers, mediums, ministers, angels, or powers never had the authority and power to take anyone out of there, neither before nor after the death of Christ. Whoever entered there would never leave, except by resurrection or by transfer to another spiritual place. From there, no one came out.




Chapter II — At Gethsemane

With the error of the Western calendar, we are almost at the year A.D. 31, and Jesus is already a complete man of thirty-three years. The Holy Spirit played the role of His human spirit. During the time He lived on Earth He was always God, always man. He, of Himself — that is, of His divinity (omnipotence, omniscience, and omnipresence) — could do nothing (John 5:19) unless He first saw the Father do it. The Holy Spirit had an exemplary role for all of us in the life of Christ. His Spirit was troubled at the occasion of Judas’s betrayal…

“My soul is sorrowful unto death,” said Jesus.

He goes out to Gethsemane with His closest disciples. He needed prayer and agreement. So He left eight of them farther off and three nearer, but alone He enters into the presence of the Father.

“Pray with Me,” He asked.

Not even for a single hour were they able to cry out and agree with Him. Sleep overcame them in the cold, dark setting of the famous garden. The bitter words that came out repeated themselves automatically. The Word ran short of words.

“Father, let this cup pass from Me.”

Without agreement, the Father could not accept, because there are some prayers that are devotional, but there are others that are collective.

“Then do Your will, not Mine.”

It was better to obey at Gethsemane than to sacrifice at Calvary. His sacrifice at Golgotha would have been worth nothing had He not first laid down His will at Gethsemane. Many offer their cruel sacrifice at Calvary without first passing through Gethsemane. But the Master was there, leaving His personal will on the altar of the Father.

The angels were flying over the city. A kind of vapor rose from the earth. The cup had reached its peak. Satan was proclaiming advantage. He had entered into Judas; this was his incarnation. In the original plans it was to have been Peter, but in him there was no legal ground, and Jesus prayed for him. Peter was more resolute, and Judas more reluctant. Yet only Judas, of the twelve, had given grounds with a legal basis for Satan to act in his life — he was a thief from the beginning.

There was a wall of angels around the cross. The bulls of Bashan — the heavenly regions where the fallen angels were temporarily cast — cruel demolishers, knockout-strikers, and executioners, ravaged the spiritual world. The spiritual eyes of Christ were opened, and He could see the two worlds. On the way to the cross, but still in Gethsemane, a few minutes before…

“Let me go out. We will die out here. Out here we will exterminate the enemy.” The soul of Jesus wanted to leave the body and decide right there at Gethsemane. The Tempter had returned, ever since that day in the wilderness…

“Be calm, my soul; why are you cast down? Wait on God.”

“It would be good if it could go out,” said an angel, on seeing so much suffering, being there, inert, unable to do anything.

The hour of the crucifixion had arrived.




Chapter III — From the Cross to Hades

In times past, the Canaanites would climb the hills to sacrifice, but Golgotha was a feared and accursed place. They called it so because it resembled a skull, and to this day it is called the “place of the Skull.” That was the very place of the battle between Heaven and Bashan, where the curse would be checked and overcome! The Lamb of the Jordan was walking toward it, but as a man He had limitations. The Father knew everything; the angels obeyed His orders, withdrew, and many times He was left alone.

Those nights were of great suffering for Pilate’s wife. She dreamed of all of it; she dreamed of the cross, and she was there in that suffering. She warned her husband to be careful; he was afraid.

The texts of messianic prophecy shone. Few understood them. There was not much revelation. In those days there was, in the porticoes of the temple, a secret group that gathered to read the messianic texts. Simeon was the head of the company, which little by little took shape. Later Anna, the prophetess, joined him. They led an upright and righteous life before God; they served God with love. They knew that the Messiah had already been born.

With the death of Simeon, the prophet, the prayer club of Anna and Simeon stalled, but there were still a few old men around who, in dark caves, searched the texts as for treasures, and discussed them. They had their codes. But among all the texts there was one verse never noticed, never seen, never illumined! It was the one that connected to Genesis 3:15!

“When the Almighty scattered kings there, it was like snow falling on Zalmon. The mountain of God is like the mountain of Bashan, a high mountain like the mountain of Bashan. Why do you leap, O high mountains? This is the mountain that God desired for His dwelling, and the Lord will dwell in it forever. The chariots of God are twenty thousand, thousands upon thousands. The Lord is among them, as at Sinai, in the Holy Place. You ascended on high, You led captivity captive, You received gifts for men, and even for the rebellious, that the Lord God might dwell among them. Blessed be the Lord, who day by day loads us with benefits; the God who is our salvation. Our God is the God of our salvation; and to JeHoVaH, the Lord, belong the escapes from death. But God will gravely wound the head of His enemies, and the hairy skull of the one who walks in his guilt. The Lord said: I will bring them back from Bashan, I will bring My people back from the depths of the sea; that your foot may plunge into the blood of your enemies, and that the tongue of your dogs may plunge into it as well” (Psalm 68:14–23).

They send Jesus to Calvary. There were other places, but nothing would be better than Golgotha. There, upon the skull, they dig three deep holes. The preparations were made quickly — a cross of raw wood for a tremendous carpenter. Its beams and spikes alone could hold up a body. The soldiers who carried it cut their hands, and their fingers bled. They looked at one another. A normal human being would soon be hanging there. All of it was but a mystery. The cross was a sword turned point-downward; it had been set the other way around. He knew everything.

On the way there are pains and sighs as He meets His beloved mother and the other Marys.

“Do not weep. Do not weep for Me.”

Then He says:

“They do not know what they are doing.”

They did not know what they were doing. Christ did not speak only seven sentences on the cross. He recited psalms, He sang psalms, He whispered, but only a few words were understood, because His mouth was swollen and His lips were thick from so much beating. Some words they understood wrongly.

Then He waited in silence for the outcome. That sword would be buried in the head of Satan — the hairy skull, full of guilt!

When He arrived there, accompanied by the Cyrenian, the soldiers were celebrating their revelries of slaughter; and lying there, before being raised upon the gallows of the Skull, He says:

“It is almost done. It is almost done.”

Satan had no idea what was going to happen to him. The demons prowled there, growling, roaring, barking.

It was then that the serpent bit Him on the heel. He cried out; it sank in. It was as though the serpent’s teeth had stayed there, embedded in the fulfillment of the golden prophecy (Isaiah 63:1,2), in His heel.

When the cross was raised, He was there upon the gallows. The angels cried out: “The head is wounded. The Skull has been struck.”

Satan feels the pain. At that very moment he brings his hands to his head. He falls. He hides. He screams. The hairy skull was struck mightily.

Jesus smiles in the instant the timber drops, in spite of the terrible pain. His body settles into the spikes between the skin of His back and the muscles, and the weight on His hands is eased.

“What happened, chief?”

“Do you need help?” the demons ask Satan.

“Get out of here, stand back,” — he was dizzy. They wondered what that could be, that pain…

But there was still much to happen.

No one saw Him. But He suffered the pain.

The carpenter was on the cross. It was the darkest and bloodiest hour. On the cross, Jesus hoped that at least the three who had been with Him at the Transfiguration would remember His glorious face and His resplendent garments, as well as the company of Moses and Elijah — so as to contrast with that terrible sight, which set Him between two thieves, with a disfigured face and almost naked. But the three were disappointed in Him, even though they had seen Him in glory, as He was before becoming flesh, in the glory of the Father.

While the blood ran down the wood of the cross, Mary wept far from Calvary. Many of the Jews were returning home, for they did not want to spend the sunset away from their families. All was fulfilled; the little lion, the Son of the lion, would now sleep; Shiloh at last had come, but without sin — all His teeth were still milk-white (Genesis 49:8–12). Here is the biological proof of His sinless life. All men have two sets of teeth; He had only one.

He never sinned. Calvary was virgin (Deuteronomy 21), and the Lamb had no blemish — the calf of three years of ministry and thirty-three years of pure life never bore a yoke. One had only to remember the face like the sun, the garments white as the dawn, and the prophets at His side, and to compare. That there was not the end. Yet a bandit accustomed to scenes of misfortune, who had never known of His miracles and His work, who had never seen Him in glory, nor beside the Law and the Prophets, had a vision. The cross was cruel. Moses and Elijah had already forewarned Him, for they had spoken about it at the Transfiguration.

“You will see the man carrying the pitcher, and you will tell your disciples to prepare the table there. You will also know that the donkey and the colt will be tied. Send for them; everything is prepared.”

The angels worked under the order of the Father. “When you see these signs, you will know that the Passion is near in the great city.”

Now He was on the cross, and the words of all the prophets were being completed. Between the two, the scenes unfold. One of the thieves was delirious with pain, and on the other side one of them cursed; the vision was of a King crowned with Glory. He looked and saw a throne, not a cross. He saw the angels who served Him as they would serve a majesty. The vision was brief. The angel of death zigzagged about.

“Ha-ha! The hour is coming, my little children,” — he ran the tip of his little finger over the faces of the two, but did not dare so much as to touch the Messiah.

The thief was impressed. He saw when the centurion placed the placard on the ground. He managed to read it, somewhat blurred: “King of the Jews.” It was confirmed. Was it delirium, was it what? People, as they are dying, have their spiritual eyes opened. The vision would not leave his mind, and he exclaimed desperately:

“Remember me when You enter into Your Kingdom!”

“You will be with Me in Paradise.”

Not expecting that answer, he goes on losing his life… There was a beginning of darkness. The sky quickly began to grow dark. On the spiritual side, the demons moved about, frightened. They were there in droves. They thought they would be able to carry the soul of Jesus to Hades. They had nothing to lose by waiting.

“That one is mine,” each one remarked.

“It will be a pleasure to lock that one up in Hades. I would like to see who is going to take him out of there,” they showed off.

The spirit of Balaam drew near, the most learned of the principalities in doctrines, very pessimistic, a knower of the law. Having once assisted an uncommitted scribe, he began to speak.

“I don’t know about that — whether you will be able to handle that one. There is something strange about Him that makes Him different. I still cannot understand it clearly, but I know that we have no legal ground to imprison Him in Hades. You had better get ready, for something strange is going to happen, and it is not far off.”

“Turn that mouth the other way, pessimist,” one of the chief’s assistants retorts.

“You will see.”

“Yes, I see that the spirit who used to work in Balaam is right. We are throwing quite a party, but in here I feel that something is going to happen against us. This ease does not smell good to me. I see that the chief is going to get the worst of it. We have the chief priests in our hands, and the scribes believe they are rendering a service to God.”

“But does the chief have legal power to kill Him?!” asked a spirit known as Arius, somewhat assertively.

“Of course; I have the legalist spirit with me,” said one of the governors of Jerusalem.

“So do I! The little chief has legal power to kill.”

“Do not be idiots! He has legal power to kill only sinners. Concerning this there is nothing to argue. He kills all sinners legally, without a problem, and the Creator cannot prevent it. But that one is innocent. He never sinned. If we kill that one, according to my knowledge, the chief loses his legal power to kill, and His innocent blood, once poured out, will still…”

“Con—con—con—condemn him!” all the principalities repeated together, their eyes bulging.

“Let us warn the chief.”

“He is inside Judas. There is no getting in.”

“How shall we do it?”

“He is going to kill Him,” replied the spirit of Balaam.

“I saw Him along the paths of Gethsemane.”

“Let us go after him,” said the controlling spirit that had worked in Jezebel.

“It is too late.”

An earthquake happens. People fall to the ground.

“My God, My God, why have You left Me for the Sabbath?”

Suddenly, everything was growing dark. It was night. But one could see very clearly the manifestation of the cruelty of the human being; on the other side of the coin there was an apotheotic struggle between light and darkness. There, before everyone’s eyes, were the two worlds. A few more minutes passed, and

































































































































































































































