1. This amazing photograph, with the halo of fire resting above
William Branham's head, was taken by a Mr. Ayers, a photog-
rapher who was taking pictures for a hostile clergyman, who was
opposing Brother Branham's ministry in Houston, Texas. When
the photographer developed the negative he was so amazed
that he brought it at once to the hotel where Brother Branham
was staying. George Lacy, Investigator of Questioned Documents
carefully examined the negative in his laboratory and pro-
nounced it absolutely genuine.



Photostat of George Lacy’s Statement concerning the photo with a supernatir&lrig
exact reproduction of the letter from Mr. Lacy, authenticating the phenomena.



A Man Sent From God

Introduction

The story of the life of William Branham is so out of this world and beyond the ordinary
that were there not available a host of infallible proofs which document andtattest i
authenticity, one might well be excused for considering it farfetched aretlibler. But

the facts are so generally known, and of such a nature that they can be so efsdy ve

by any sincere investigator, that they must stand as God's witness to kignegls and
purpose to reveal Himself again to men as he once did in the days of the prophets and the
apostles. The story of this prophet's life for he is a prophet, though we infrequently use
the term indeed witnesses to the fact that Bible days are here again.



The writer is keenly conscious of his own lack of literary qualifications to gsoper

depict and tell the story of this great ministry. However, he is aided coaisigén that

not a little of the narrative has been told in the words of Brother Branham hiamseby

certain others who have been associated in this ministry. The clear, singl& fgv.

Branham possesses its own charm, and though he himself boasts no cultural advantages,
this style, though at times rugged, is always dramatic and has a distincti®owhit

To know Brother Branham is to love him. His nature is tender and kind and his
sensibilities react deeply to the suffering and pain of others. So greatemasive
compassion for the sick and afflicted, that he permitted his own health to suffer whil
praying long hours for endless lines of sick. For a time he carried, agittiverweight

of a suffering world upon his frail shoulders, until God made it known to him that this
responsibility must be shared by others. Since he has returned to the field, he has
complied with the requests of those who labor with him to conserve his strength, and not
to go beyond what his constitution will stand. Divine healing does not make a man
immortal in this life, and even Jesus bore the weight of weariness.

It is true that Brother Branham lives in a different world than that of thegevera

Christian. In the affairs of this world he is admittedly unsophisticated and seymred

to match wits with those who too often seek selfish and subtle advantage of him. On the
other hand, in that world in which he truly lives, his spiritual senses have been quickened
to a point that has enabled him to move farther out into God, and has caused him to be
more conscious of heavenly realities, than perhaps any man now living. Itasnidusng
spiritual sensitivity that has caused his ministry to be so revolutionary. Hedihdiegs

no new doctrine to the church, but rather a fresh revelation of the reality of the power of
God and the intrinsic truth of the miraculous in the Scriptures.

Together with this spiritual acumen, there is another characteristic rofriigry that
makes him so intensely loved by the multitudes who hear him it is his simple kumilit
Nobody is jealous of the successes of the little man who for long years fdoghitcga
battle with life one who through much of his life has known nothing but the pangs of
poverty, hardship and crushing sorrows, a man who has had even the little of life
wrenched from his grasp, until his very soul was left bare, and it seemed aseif hea
itself had conspired against him. We may thank God for the compensations Divine
Providence has given him since, and rejoice with him in his victories. Perhaps in the
ministry of no other man has death in this life been so strongly symbolized; this, of
course, to the purpose that God may show forth to His people, the new or resurrection
life.



Brother Branham fully recognizes his limitations, and frequently apmedo his
audiences for his lack of cultural qualifications. Readily he tells of his huonigie, his
long struggle with poverty. There are no pretensions. Only when it comes tottbeagha
his own call is there no doubt or hesitancy. Of this he must speak to fulfill the
commission which has been given him. His message and the exercise of his difé must
made known to the world.

When it comes to the consideration of doctrinal points, it is a different matter. Ble doe
not consider himself a theologian or an arbiter of theological controversigsteD@s

great influence with multitudes of people, he does not lend that influence to press home
his own views on doctrinal points. Some unauthorizedly have attempted to use his name
as a means of promoting their own personal views. He has been forced to kindly but
firmly repudiate such attempts. His mission is to unite the people of God, not ta furthe
divide them in doctrinal controversy. "Knowledge puffeth up but love edifieth”

It is this simple humility that has charmed his audiences wherever hedms'heugh
the fulfilling of his calling demands that he minister to the great crowds,rnusrsi
desire is to preserve the simplicity of his life. He knows full well thadtgreen of God in
the past have found that both their power with God and their anointing were lacking
when they lost the simplicity of their Christian experience and the spirit ofibuthey
once possessed.

That he withdraws himself from the throng is not because he shuns people, but rather
because he finds that is the only way he can possibly continue his ministry. He has found
that all his time and more would soon be taken up by the countless people who wish to
see him, confer with him, give him advice, or seek his counsel. There would be no time
left to wait on God, and he well knows that he, of all men, is most dependent on the
anointing of the Spirit. Without that anointing he is helpless. He does not have natural
talents that he can fall back upon if that all important element should be missing. Some
people, of course, misunderstand this and are greatly disappointed when they are not
permitted a personal interview. Scarcely a day passes in which there soeneotvho

feel that they have an urgent message to give to him, that only they can convey.

But though he must live in a different world, so that he might bring inspiration and
blessing to his fellow men, there is no one who is more human and understanding than
Brother Branham. He intensely desires to please all, and he longs to do any favor that
comes within his power. Indeed, on this one point he cannot trust himself, for he knows



that his desire to please may lead him into making commitments which there wowld be
possibility of fulfilling. Nothing could distress him more than to know that he was unable
to keep his word. Thus he has placed his business arrangements into the hands of his
associates, so that they may carry out in orderly fashion what mutual agresesents
necessary in the conduct of his campaigns.

To understand Brother Branham, one needs to know something of his background. As he
himself tells the story, his family was the poorest of the poor. At the time ofdrisage,

his living was precarious. For a long time he was unable to afford the mostrrakage
household conveniences. Once he lost to a finance company an easy chair, not being able
to keep up the payments. He preached in his own tabernacle for years, not accgpting an
compensation, believing that his congregation was too poor to keep up the expenses both
of the church and his family. To pay expenses he worked as an Indiana game warden, but
was too kind hearted to impose fines, although that was his only source of income as a
game warden. Consequently (and it does sound fantastic, but it is true) he had to work at
still another job, that of patrolling the high lines work he could do in connection with his
game warden job in order to make a living for his family. But in his own battle he was
brought in intimate touch with the suffering and sorrow of humanity. And in the honored
position that God has now called him, he is still able to feel intensely for those who als
must tread as he did, the dark and lonely path of sorrow.

There was another reason why God chose William Branham for the gkeat tadling

His people to unity of spirit. The Lord knew that he would never attempt to start another
organization of his own. This he could have done. But to such suggestions he never gave
one moment of consideration. His message was not to bring something new to the
Church, which would involve the creation of a new organization. That was not his vision
or desire rather it was that the people of God who had separated themselves one from the
other, would now recognize the fact that they were of one body and become united in
spirit in anticipation of the return of their Lord Jesus Christ. He sought not only the
healing of the physical bodies of believers, but also the healing of the Mty of

Christ which is His Church. One is reminded of the Apostle Paul who pointed out that the
cause of so much sickness and premature death in the Church was due to their "not
discerning the Lord's body. For this cause many are weak and sickly amoagd/

many sleep.” We know that this scripture refers primarily to the phyBady of Christ,
symbolized in the Broken Bread of the Lord's Supper. But the passage must also have
reference to the Mystical Body of Christ, for immediately Paul beginsshstg this

subject, and indeed the theme occupies a large part of | Corinthians. He concludes this
discussion by showing the solemn urgency of the members of the body of Christ to
properly recognize each other's place in the body. "And whether one membes aliff

the members suffers with it; or one member be honored, all the members rejbiite wi

Now ye are the body of Christ and the members in particular.” The Church, or Body of
Christ, is sick because its members are out of harmony one with the other.



Now speaking briefly concerning the ministry of William Branham no longemgts to

pray for all that throng his meetings; he has found that the limits of his plhstseragth

makes this impossible. He has to restrict his ministry to ministering taitadi number

each night. But that does not mean that all cannot receive healing in his méétangs

sick in the audience are encouraged to reach out in faith and receive their hedéng whi
their seats. And indeed, as a result of this instruction, the number of testimonies being
received of those who are thus healed is astonishing. Such healings do not involve merely
minor ailments, but deliverances are just as apt to be from organic ailmemessuc

cancer, tumor, tuberculosis and so on. Time after time Brother Branham has, by the
operation of his gift, discerned such diseases and announced the deliverance, though the
person receiving healing may be seated well back in the audience.

Another great purpose of the Branham meetings is to bring inspiration to theyministr

not to encourage a great number to attempt to conduct vast campaigns, but that many
with new inspiration will go back to their own churches and begin a real ministry of
deliverance. Too long have substitutes been used to draw people to the church, until
worship in many of our congregations has been submerged to a purely human level with
the element of the supernatural completely gone. The healing minidteyBslile way at

last to reach the multitudes for God. What wonderful ministries have been born in the
lives of some we know, who, after attending the Branham meetings and returnieg hom
have locked their doors and refused to emerge until they had heard from heaven!

As for the Christians themselves, how their lives have been enriched as theghealde
before their very eyes, often for the first time, the working of a mir&td& skepticism

and unbelief have been challenged and put to flight! God is no longer a vague and distant
God, but One Who is nigh and ready to reveal Himself to the sons of men! When
Modernism with its blighting unbelief meets this challenge, it is put to instant rout. N
honeycombed words or cunning oratory can fool a normal person who has seen God
work before his very eyes. Men as never before are brought to the realizatitre that

Bible is true, God's power is real, Heaven and Hell are real!

In another sense these great meetings have a missionary charackargd pepulation

in the country rarely touched by Full Gospel meetings is reached in the Branham
campaigns. The altar calls are made up of many of these people. Although they do not
return to swell the numbers of the local churches, they are, nevertheless|espri

addition to the kingdom of God. It goes without saying, of course, that many from the



cities are also converted and become candidates to increase the comggegati
enterprising pastors who have the initiative to follow up and encourage these converts.
One pastor told us that immediately after a Branham meeting in his towrehedeane
hundred new members into his church. Of course, the whole campaign is a mighty
witness to the entire community of the truth and reality of the Full Gospebgeess

The personal testimony of the writer is that the ministry of William Bxanhas

powerfully affected his own. Though he practiced the ministry of healing and his own
church enjoyed the benefits of this glorious truth to a large degree, yetnbivastil

after he had witnessed the ministry of Brother Branham that he receitretbfaiinister

to the deaf, the dumb, and blind, and see immediate results. In such meetings that he has
conducted, he has been gratified by the considerable success he has experignced, an
would no doubt he fully engaged in his own campaigns at the present time, having many
calls, were it not for the fact that in the Providence of God, as editor of THE VOFCE O
HEALING, his time and strength seem to be demanded in the coordination and
encouragement of those engaged in this great visitation that has come to the land. That in
this work he has the honor to be associated with William Branham, he considersca rewa
in itself.

Looking back to the beginning of this visitation, we may point to May , , when the angel
of the Lord speaking to William Branham in person told him that if he would remain
faithful, this great spiritual move would shake the world. We are seeing thattpmedi
fulfilled. But speaking for us all, as well as our beloved Brother Branham, anddpaki
step farther beyond frail human instrumentality, we see the inscrutable paffbse
Almighty, Who so loved the world that He gave His only begotten Son. How
unsearchable are His judgments and His ways past finding out! To Him begitithe

Gordon Lindsay
February



CHAPTER 1

A STRANGE CHALLENGE

The doors of the great municipal auditorium of the City of Portland, Oregon, were

opened early that November evening of the year . At six o'clock many peopledsaty al

stood in line for a long time awaiting opportunity to enter and secure a choice beat. W

the caretaker at the appointed time went his rounds to unlock the doors, he was somewhat
puzzled to find such a large crowd awaiting him. It was a little strange, bevetdsfor

there had been no unusual advertising, and religious services, even when extensively
advertised, as he remembered, rarely attracted enough people to fill nmoadfitaetion

of the auditorium.

The caretaker could have noticed also that the people did not follow the common custom
in church services of filling up the center and rear pews first, but rathedrisiaard to

get the seats nearest the front. But soon these were gone, and those toward therrear and i
the balconies were occupied also. Once more the caretaker had reason to taée note, f
firemen assigned to the routine duty of seeing that city ordinances regardirgspifedty

were observed sent word to him that the building was full and that he must at once shut
the doors and see that no one else entered.

There was, perhaps, more than one unusual feature to this meeting. Ministers from the
ranks of many denominations occupied a large section of seats on the platformhéf al
were in the auditorium were counted, they undoubtedly would have numbered several
hundred. Such a gathering of local and out of city ministers to a revival servieeraras
occurrence in the city, and no doubt had never been witnessed on such a scale before.

What was the attraction that had brought together this large concourse of people? |
not the singing or the special music. For although both were excellent and ingaitirtg,
was evident that the people were waiting with restrained impatiencehantil t
preliminaries would be concluded in anticipation of what was to follow.



The cause of this large gathering could be stated in few words. It had been toleeover t
city that a man by the name of William Branham was coming to town and would speak in
the Municipal Auditorium. Concerning this man, it was said that an angel had apgeared t
him in a special visitation, and gifts of healing were being manifest in histmyi For,

believe it or not, despite the trend of materialistic thinking that has engulfed the
intelligentsia and the schools of learning of our day, it is evident that deep ddwven in t
heart of the human being there does and always will exist a longing for the statnoin

of the power of the supernatural. Man lives a fleeting fragile life in a woalked

everywhere by decay, disintegration and death. Materialistic and modetinéstiogy,

which have nothing to offer man one moment after his death, cannot satisfy the inherent
longing of the human soul for survival. In the world confused by a thousand conflicting
voices, each claiming authority and clamoring for recognition, it is not unh#tatanan
should long for some visible manifestation of the power of God to confirm and attest to
the genuineness of the message of those who speak. Jesus did not deny this fundamental
urge and desire of the human soul, for He declared,... "I am the Son of God. If | do not
the works of my Father, believe me not. But if | do, though ye believe not me, believe the
works: that ye may know, and believe, that the Father is in me, and | in Him."

The services of the first two nights aroused tremendous interest; and now on the third
night the building was filled with people waiting again for the speaker to apfiear
writer, who was directing this brief campaign, in preparing to turn the servicéootres
evangelist asked the people to stand to their feet and sing the chorus, "Only, balgve
believe, all things are possible, only believe." While the great congragatng, a slight
little man with modest demeanor and a friendly smile entered, then came@aad st
behind the pulpit. The singing ceased, and a hush fell over the audience as d listene
intently when he began to speak. As he proceeded, it was apparent that the isstemers
impressed by the graciousness of the speaker as well as his evideitysander
humility. The evangelist, taking the thought of faith inspired by the chorus that had bee
sung, began the theme of his message. "Yes," said he, "All things are possibléhat him
believeth. There is nothing that can stand before faith in God, and if the people here
tonight will believe God with me, we shall see that God will honor that faith and confirm
it before the eyes of this entire congregation."

A.MAN.SENT.FROM.GOD. MANSNTFM.GOD

As the audience listened with rapt attention to the slight little figure golaktferm,
perhaps only one anticipated the startling drama that was about to unfold. Cén&inly
director had no such intuition, and the interruption which was about to occur could not
have been more unwelcome. For suddenly our attention was directed to a man far back in
the building who was making rapid strides, apparently in the direction of the platform. A
first we supposed that some emergency had arisen; perhaps someone hadrfaaded
taken seriously ill in the auditorium. But as he drew near, we observed with no little
misgiving that his countenance bore a demoniac grin, as to suggest that the man was
demented, or violently insane, and apparently had broken away from those who had him
in their care. We were to learn later what indeed would have been more disturbing had
we known it at the time, that the man was not insane, in that he did not know what he was
doing, but was a notorious and vicious character who had previously run afoul of the law
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for disturbing and breaking up religious services. Jail sentences had not taught him a
lesson, and now seeing his opportunity to cause a large commotion and again break up a
service, he had come forward for that purpose.

Up the steps he strode without pausing. Now he was on the platform assuming a
menacing attitude that by this time was attracting the attention of tihe eoigregation.

Two sturdy policemen standing in the wings, becoming aware of the distractien, wer
about to come forward and lay hands on this disturber, but we could see that this would
result in a scuffle and the excitement created could well ruin the serviceoir, the
evangelist had apparently put himself on the spot for he had just declared thagall thi
were possible to him that believed, and that God would always back up His servants who
put their trust in Him. Indeed, the meeting had reached such a high state ohtompect

that reliance on the officers of the law, though perhaps entirely justifiatile present
instance, did not seem to be the Divine order. We knew nothing else to do but to hastily
wave the officers back, and call attention to the evangelist as to what was takieg pl

But he himself was already conscious that something was wrong. Speaking tguiied
audience and requesting that the people unite with him in silent prayer, he turned to me
the strange challenge of this evil antagonist.

As he did so, the man with the evil gleam on his countenance, which reminded one of the
hideous grins the heathen engrave on the faces of their idols, began to impudently accuse
and curse the speaker. "You are of the devil, and deceiving the people,” he shouted, "an
impostor, a snake in the grass, a fake, and | am going to show these people that you ar

It was a bold challenge and every one in that audience could see that it was not an idle
threat. As the intruder continued to revile the evangelist, hissing and spittingdee m

motion to carry his threats into execution. To the audience it appeared to be an evil
moment for the little figure on the platform, and most of them must have feltdixgle

sorry for him. The officers attempted again to come to his aid but were wavegdaamslay

now in rejecting their assistance the speaker had deliberately attepthallenge of

this wicked antagonist whose size and fierceness had convinced the audience #sat he w
well able to carry out his boasts. No doubt, critics who had slipped into the auditorium

out of curiosity expected a swift and pitiful conclusion to the unexpected dramaathat w
now coming to a climax. Certainly they could see that there was no room forytricke

The man on the platform would have to have the goods or else take the consequences.

In the moment of suspense that followed, one could not help being reminded of the story
of the challenge of long ago, when the bold Goliath cursed little David in the name of his
gods, and boasted that he would tear him limb from limb. The startled congregation, as
the hosts of Israel must have been in their day, looked on the scene with wonder and
amazement, hardly knowing what to expect next, but fearing the worst. The gattiering
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ministers on the platform reviewed the situation with no little dismay, knowing tha

unless God did a very unusual thing and backed up the speaker in a supernatural manner,
the evil intruder, who had successfully broken up religious services in the past, would

now do so again. Some were much disturbed that the policemen had not been permitted
to take charge of the situation and believed that this error of judgment would allow this
demon possessed man not only to ruin the meeting and thus bring reproach on the cause
of Christ, but also might actually result in physical injury to the speaker.

The seconds passed, however, without the awaited climax happening. Presently it
appeared that something was hindering the challenger from carrying ovil bissggns.

For some reason he was not proceeding with the execution of his boasts of physical
violence, but was rather contenting himself in hissing and spitting and utteringshe m
fearful imprecations. Softly but determinedly the voice of the evangelistoald be

heard rebuking the evil power that dominated the man. His words, spoken so quietly that
they could be heard only a short distance, were saying, "Satan, because you have
challenged the servant of God before this great congregation, you must bow beflore me.
the name of Jesus Christ, you shall fall at my feet." The words were kgesatzal

times. The challenger ceased to speak, and it was evident that it was now he who was
laboring under a strain. Strong as he and the wicked forces were that controlled him
strengthened by every evil spirit in the building, apparently they wedeiglig

succumbing to another Power that was greater than they, a Power that respdmeled at t
whisper of the Name of Jesus! Soon it was evident that the man realized he was being
overcome, but nothing he could do apparently could reverse the situation. A tense battle
of spiritual forces now summoned every bit of strength that he had in him. Beads of
perspiration broke out on his face as he put forth a last desperate effort ta Braviil

was all to no avail. Suddenly he who a few minutes before had so brazenly defied the
man of God with his fearful threats and accusations, gave an awful groan and slimped t
the floor sobbing in an hysterical manner. For quite a while he lay there writhting i

dust, as the evangelist calmly proceeded with the service as if nothing haddthppe

Needless to say, the great congregation was awed by the scene thatdpae tréefore
them, in which God so signally vindicated His servant, and loud praises to God filled the
spacious auditorium. The policemen too, startled by what they had witnessed, openly
acknowledged that God was in their midst. Need we record that in the healing service
which followed, a wave of glory was manifest that will never be forgottehdsetwho
were present. Many miracles of healing took place that night as a multitudepteé pe
were ministered to in the prayer line.

But who was this little man who spoke with such words of authority and whose ministry
had been confirmed by such a remarkable demonstration of Divine power? His name was
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William Branham, of Jeffersonville, Indiana, and his ministry was to haver\art

wider reverberations until, at the time of this writing, the effect of it bashed

throughout the world. Many in the City of Portland that night glorified God, for they

knew that He had again visited His people. Many ministers too, realized that &od ha
come into their midst in special power. They believed that what they had witnessed w
token of greater things that God was preparing to do for His people. Some, indeed, had
their ministry revolutionized. Among these was a young preacher, whose dife ha
witnessed the bold challenge of the demon possessed man. She persuaded her husband to
attend on the last night. As he sat and watched a little deaf-mute childpeaesl so it

could hear and repeat words, God spoke to him, and said, "This is the work that | have
called you to do also." The next day he turned the responsibilities of his church over to
certain members of his congregation and locked himself in his room, determining to
remain there until he was sure God's will had been revealed to him. Out of a period of
earnest soul-searching was born a ministry that was to result in thesabfatiousands

of souls and was to be accompanied by a multitude of signs, wonders and miracles. This
young man was Evangelist T. L. Osborn.

Strangely enough, as the campaign concluded, we heard that a few doubted. Why would
God choose a man of such unpretentious background, who had such a limited knowledge
of this world's wisdom? Nor could they understand the principle which Paul spoke of in |
Cor, where he said, "For ye see your calling, brethren, how that not mangnessafter

the flesh, not many mighty, not many noble, are called: but God hath chosen the foolish
things of the world to confound the wise; and God hath chosen the weak things of the
world to confound the things which are mighty; and base things of the world, and things
which are despised, hath God chosen, yea, and things which are not, to bring to naught
things that are: that no flesh should glory in his presence.

But by far, the majority believed and rejoiced. Although it was physically isiiplesfor

the evangelist to minister, other than in the briefest fashion, to the thousands & diseas
ridden bodies who sought healing, yet it was remarkable the number of wonderful
testimonies that came out of that meeting. And if those who allowed doubts to come into
their minds did not profit to the extent that others did from the meeting, the many who
did believe to this day point to that brief campaign in the City of Portland as an hour of
visitation never to be forgotten.

But perhaps it is time for us to inquire further as to who this man, William Brankam, i
From whence did he come? What was the manner of his special visitation from God and
his commission to heal the sick? To the answer of these questions we shall nothelirec
reader's attention.
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CHAPTER 2

PECULIAR BIRTH AND CHILDHOOD

It was breaking dawn of a beautiful April morning in the hill country of Kentuckyanrot f
from the place where Abraham Lincoln was born almost exactly one hundred years
before. In a humble cabin the light began to creep through the window over a small crude
bed, when a baby's voice was heard. Two little hands of a five pound infant were stroking
the cheeks of its fifteen-year-old mother. Standing near the bed was thefgtihang
Charles Branham, with his arms folded in the bib of his new overalls, dressed up a bit, for
mountain folk for this special occasion. As the day dawned, the birds had already begun
their singing, and it seemed to the father that the morning star shone aigtiteiThe
little one cried again as its tiny hand brushed against his mother's face.

"We'll call his name William," said the father, as he gazed happily down on his mewbor
son. "That will be well,” said the mother, "for then he will go by the name of. Bill

Little did the mother know that the hands of this little child, that were touching her

cheeks would be used of Almighty God for delivering His people from sickness and
bondage. No one in that part of the country would ever have thought that this little
humble born mountain baby would carry the message of the Gospel over the world. Of all
the mountain folk, the Branham family was the poorest of the poor. However, God's ways
are past finding out! How could these people have believed it, if someone had told them
that God, through those hands someday would cause the demons to go out, the blind to
see, the deaf to hear, cancers to vanish, and thousands upon thousands to fall prostrate at
altars in tears of repentance? Nor could they have believed that airplassisg the

continent at high speed would fly the sick to him. Or that trains and busses loaded with
sick would be brought to him for deliverance. That they would come from the East and
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the West, the North and South, to hear him tell the story of Jesus Christ the S&igor i
simple, humble way.

As the neighbors gathered in to see the new born babe, there seemed to be, so it is told, a
strange feeling of awe in the room. Who can say that it was not the presence gkthe an
who, under the direction of God, has guided William Branham in many of the events of

his life, and who later was to speak to him in person?

It was just two weeks later that the father and mother carried their baby li®wreek

to the Lone Star meeting house a little old-fashioned Missionary BaptistiCmade of
logs and clapboard shingles, with a dirt floor and seats made of boards lying across
blocks of wood. It was little William Branham's first visit to a church!

CHILD AND MOTHER PROVIDENTIALLY ESCAPE DEATH

Inasmuch as the father was a logger, it was necessary for him to b&é@wdnpme

much of the time, especially in the fall and winter months when the weather would be
bad for travailing. During these times the mother and the babe would be leftlialoas.

at one of these times that circumstances conspired to almost take thédth tfe

mother and son.

So it happened that at this time when the child was about six months of age, and the
father was away from home, a terrible storm came, and the whole country was
snowbound for days. There was little to eat in the cabin and soon the mother ran out of
both food and wood. She wrapped her feet in burlap sacks, went into the woods, and
chopped small saplings, then dragged them to the cabin, trying to keep fire. Fipally s
grew weaker and weaker and had to give up. With no food or heat the mother took all the
bed clothing, wrapped herself and the child in bed, and waited for the end. It was then
that God sent His protecting angel and spared their lives.

A neighbor lived at some distance from them, though in sight of the Branham cabin. For
some reason he had a strange foreboding concerning the circumstances irethat littl
humble home. Time after time he would gaze away toward it, and each time he would
become more disturbed, especially as he failed to see any smoke asinipdrchimney.
When several days had gone by, the conviction so deepened within him that something
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was wrong that he determined to make an investigation, though it meant wadirgthrou
drifts for a considerable distance.

Arriving at the door, his fears were confirmed, for there was no responsehfreen t

inside, although the tracks outside showed that no one had left the vicinity, and the door
was barred from the inside. He decided to break into the cabin and when he did so, he
was startled by the scene before him. Mother and child wrapped in their bed cletbes w
near death from starvation and cold. The kindhearted neighbor quickly secured wood and
started a blazing fire that soon warmed the cabin. Then he went back to his own house to
secure food. His deed of mercy was accomplished just in time. The mother and child
revived and soon were on their way to health again.

Not long after this the family moved from the state of Kentucky to Indiana, where
father went to work for a farmer near Utica, Indiana. Then a year th&gmoved again
farther down in the valley near Jeffersonville, Indiana, a moderately stgedisich was
to become William Branham's home town.

GOD'S FIRST MESSAGE TO THE BOY

Several years passed and the boy was about seven years of age, havier@dt e
school in a rural section a few miles north of Jeffersonville. It was at itiesthiat God
first spoke to the lad. We will let Brother Branham tell the story of this @eou8itation
in his own words:

kkkkk

| was on my way one afternoon to carry water to the house from the barn, which was
about a city block away. About halfway between the house and the barn stood an old
poplar tree. | had just gotten home from school and the other boys were going out to a
pond to fish. | was crying to go but dad said that | had to pack water. | stopped under the
tree to rest when all of a sudden | heard a sound as of the wind blowing the leaves. |
knew that it wasn't blowing any other place. It seemed to be a very stilicdte |

stepped back from the tree and noticed that in a certain place about the sizeadf a barr
the wind seemed to be blowing through the tree leaves. Then there came a voice saying
"Never drink, smoke, or defile your body in any way, for | have a work for you to do
when you get older.”
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It frightened me so that | ran home, but at that time | never told anyone abovyirnigy Cr

and running to the house, I fell into the arms of my mother, who thought | had been bitten
by a snake. | told her that | was just scared, so she put me to bed, and was goirgy to call
doctor, thinking | was suffering from nervous shock. | never did go by that treecasy m

| would detour down the other side of the garden to avoid it. | believe that the angel of
God was in that tree, and in later years | was to meet him face to facékanithtdoim.

Because of God's strange dealing with me | could never drink or smoke. Oneatay | w
going to the river with my dad and another man. They offered me a drink of whiskey, and
because | wanted to find favor with the man so that he would let me use his boat, | started
to take the drink. But as positively as | am speaking today, | heard that sound like the
blowing of the leaves. Looking around, and seeing no sign of the wind blowing, | put the
bottle to my lips again, when | heard the same noise, only louder. Fear swept over me as
before. | dropped the bottle and ran away, while my own dad called me a "Sidsyw/
that hurt! Later on | was called a "sissy" by my youthful girl frierfiew | told her |
didn't smoke. Angered by her mockery, | took the cigarette and was going to $moke i
anyway, when | was arrested by that familiar sound causing me to throw down the
cigarette and leave the scene crying because | could not be like other peopléhevhil
jeers of the crowd rang in my ears.

There was always that peculiar feeling, like someone standing near img forgay
something to me, and especially when | was alone. No one seemed to understand me at
all. The boys that | associated with would have nothing to do with me, because | wouldn't
drink and smoke, and all the girls went to dances, of which | wouldn't partake either, so it
seemed that all through my life | was just a black sheep knowing no one who understood
me, and not even understanding myself.
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CHAPTER 3

HARDSHIPS AND POVERTY IN THE BRANHAM HOME

It has often seemed in the Providence of God, that His chosen vessels have been
ordained to live their early lives in circumstances of hardship, and in some @sstanc
extreme poverty. Sometimes they have been permitted to taste deeply the cupiof sor
No one knows how to feel for another in distress or affliction unless he has gone through
similar trials himself. Rarely have those who have received an unudiiad éam God
been reared in homes of the rich, or have come from aristocratic families.vibe Sa
Himself was cradled in a manger. On the eighth day at the time He wamcised, the
family could afford for the sacrifice merely turtle pigeons, which weree offered only
if the parents were too poor to afford a lamb. Critics during Christ's migiséstioned
the authority of His forerunner, John the Baptist, because he appeared in such rude
garments, and his preaching was rugged, lacking the polish and the style of the
ecclesiastical schools of learning of his day. But Jesus said of John, that none born of
women was greater than he. And He asked the critics rather pointedly, "Buvevrtiaye
out for to see? a man clothed in soft raiment? Behold they that wear soft clothimg are
king's houses." In other words the Lord was showing them that they should not look for
prophets of John's stature to emerge from an environment where they had been pampered
and sheltered from the stresses of life. Humility and sturdiness of avaaeetdeveloped
best amid the rugged life that comes from hardship and sometimes suffering ang povert
But we must now let Brother Branham tell something of his home, his childhood days,
and his father's struggle against poverty.

*kkkk

| was sort of a daddy's boy when | saw those great muscles as he rolleclgeVve, |
said, "Oh my! Dad will live to be a hundred years old." My father had great mfisutes
rolling logs in the woods. It didn't seem to me he could ever die. But he was only fift
two years old, still an un-grayed, curly haired man, when his precious heanlday my
shoulder and God took him home.
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I've seen dad come from the log woods so sun burnt that mother would take scissors and
cut his shirt loose from his back. He worked hard for seventy-five cents a day tausnake

a living. I loved my father, even though he drank. Sometimes he gave me a whipping, but

| never got one but that | needed another. He used to keep the Ten Commandments on the
wall with a large hickory switch over them. | got my education out in the woodshed whe

| did wrong. But | loved my dad. Years later he gave his heart to Christ and got saved,
just a few hours before he died in my arms.

POVERTY IN THE HOME

| remember how dad had to work to pay the bills. It's no disgrace to be poor. But it is
hard sometimes. | remember that | didn't have proper clothes for schoat dnee

whole year without even a shirt to wear. There was a rich woman neariggateame a
coat with a sailor emblem on the arm. | would button the collar up and it would get so
hot. The teacher would say, "William." | would say, "Yes, Ma'am." "Welly don't you
take that coat off.” But | couldn't; | didn't have any shirt on. So | would fib andlsa
chilly." She would say, "All right, sit over over by the fire." And | would sitréhehile

the perspiration would run down on me. Then she would say, "Aren't you warm yet?" |
would have to say, "No, Ma'am."

Well, it was pretty hard going. My toes would stick through my shoes like turtle.heads
Then a little later | got a shirt.

I'll tell you what kind of a shirt it was. It was a girl's dress whiclohgéd originally to

my cousin, and had a lot of curlicue stuff on it. | cut the skirt part off, and aftertiquut i
you should have seen me strut going to school. Then the children got to laughing at me,
and | said, "What are you laughing at me for?" They said, "You've got onsadga$s.” |

had to fib again. | said, "No | haven't; that's my Indian suit." But they didiévieaine

and | went off crying.

There was a boy that lived near us, who was selling those little PATHFINDER
magazines. In so doing, he was given a prize of a Boy Scout suit. My, how | liked that
suit. It was wartime then and everybody that was big enough in those days was i
uniform. | always wanted to be a soldier. | was too little then. Even in this last wa
wasn't large enough to go. | have four brothers that went. But God has given me a
uniform anyway the armor of God so | could go out and fight against sickness and
disease that is binding people.
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But how | admired that Scout suit, with its hat and leggings. | said, "Lloyd, ywthen

wear that suit out will you give it to me?" He said, "Yeah, I'll give itdo,\Billy." But

my, that suit lasted longer than anything that | ever saw. It seemed to me he/oade

wear that thing out. Then | missed it for a while and so | went to him and | skoyd;'L

what did you do with that Boy Scout suit?" He said, "Billy, I'll look around home and see
if I can find it." But when he looked for it he found that his mother had cut it up to make
patches for his dad's clothes. He came to me and said, "l can't find any of it but one
legging.” | said, "Bring me that." So | took it home and put it on. It had a drang sin

it, and | pulled it up, and I thought that | was a real soldier. | wanted to wear litdol sc

and | didn't know just how to do it. So | pretended that one of my legs was hurt and | put
that legging on as if | were protecting my injured leg. But at school the tesarfitame to

the blackboard. | tried to hide my leg that did not have a legging, and all the chiddiren g
to laughing at me. | started crying and the teacher made me go home.

| remember when we went out in the old buckboard wagon about twice a month to pay
the grocery bill. The grocer would give us some sticks of candy. All of us lityie bo

sitting on blankets out there, would watch that candy when dad brought it out, and every
little blue eye would look close to see that each of those sticks were brokéy exan,

that each one would get the right amount. | could go out this afternoon and get a whole
box of milk chocolates, but it would never taste like that candy did. That was real candy.
Sometimes | would suck on a piece of it, then wrap it up in paper and put it in my pocket.
I'd wait until about Monday and then suck on it again a while. My brothers would have
eaten their candy up by then, and they would want to suck on my candy too. Sometimes |
would make a bargain with them and let them lick it a couple of times, if they would
promise to help me with the chores.
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CHAPTER 4

CONVERSION OF WILLIAM BRANHAM

William Branham, the boy, though he had received these remarkable maoifissbht
Divine providence in his life, nevertheless was not yet converted. For a tistié he
resisted that call. At the age of fourteen he was seriously wounded while hunttingch

to spend seven months in the hospital. God dealt with him but still he did not take heed.
Nevertheless, the urgency of the call became more and more conscious to $nmucha

as his parents were not Christians he did not get any encouragement there, and as he
became older the enemy tried to get him to stifle that still small vieateever was

speaking to his heart.

HE GOES WEST

When the lad reached the age of , he decided that he would go out West to work on a
ranch. On a September morning in the year , he told his mother that he was going on a
camping trip to Tunnel Mill, a locality about fourteen miles north of Jeffersenvilé

said this because he realized that if his mother knew of his plans to go West, she would
plead with him not to make the trip. But when his mother heard from him again, instead
of being in Tunnel Mill, he was far away in Phoenix, Arizona. In reality, down in his
heart he knew that he was running away from God. He enjoyed the ranch life for awhile
and the novelty of the West, but like all the other pleasures of the world, it soon got old.

Of his experiences in the West and the call of God which was ever upon his heart he
says:

"Many times have | heard the wind blowing through the tall pines. It seemed abk thoug
could hear His voice calling away out in the forest, saying, 'Adam, where art o

stars seemed to be so close one could pick them with his hands. God seemed to be very
near.
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"One thing that | remember so well about that country is the roads in the tfesse

ever gets off the road he gets lost easily. Some times tourists Isedelttrt flowers and

go off the highway to pick them. They wander off in the desert and are lost and
sometimes die of thirst. So it is in the Christian way God has a highway. Hes gjféia

in Isaiah. It is called the "Highway of Holiness." Many timesditileasures of the world
draw one off the highway. Then he has lost his experience with God. In the desert when
one is lost there sometimes appears a mirage. To those who are dying of thingtaglee
will be a river or lake. People run after it and fall in, only to find that they are ynerel
bathing in hot sand. Sometimes the devil shows you something that he says is a good
time. That is just a mirage; it is something that isn't real. If you listenwil find

yourself heaping sorrows on your head. Don't heed it, dear friend. Beliexe\Wes

gives living water for them that hunger and thirst."

A SAD MESSAGE

One day the young man received a letter from home informing him that one of his
brothers was very ill. It was Edward, the one next in age to him. He did not think the
illness was serious and believed everything would be all right. However, onageaeni

few days later, he returned to the ranch from the city, and as he was coming through the
mess hall, there was a message given him which read, "Bill, come out to the north
pasture. Very important.” He immediately walked out to the pasture and the famh pe

that he met was an old Lone Star ranger whom they called "Pop." He had a sad
expression on his face and he said, "Billy Boy, | have sad news for you." Antlee sa

time the foreman came walking up. They told him that his brother, Edward, had died.

You can imagine the shock this was to the lad as he realized that never again would he
see his brother alive in this world. Events began to move swiftly from then on. Each tim
he resisted God, tragedy or sorrow of some kind would come to him. When he yielded
and obeyed God, the Lord would bless and prosper him. Undoubtedly, that same lesson
must be learned by every living person. Would that we all could learn by what others
suffered, rather than by our own bitter experiences.

We again turn to Brother Branham as he relates the effect of this news upon him, of his
sad trip home, and the events that followed, which finally resulted in his conversion to
Christ:

*kkkk
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When | realized the news of my brother's death, for a moment I could not move. It was
the first death in our family. But | want to say that the first thing | thoughtast

whether he was prepared to die. As | turned around and looked across the yellew prairi
tears ran down my cheeks. | remembered how we'd struggled together wherewe wer
little lads and how hard it had been for us. We went to school with hardly enough to eat.
The toes were out of our shoes, and we would have to wear old coats pinned up at the
neck because we had no shirts on. How | remembered also that one day mother had some
pop corn in a little bucket for our lunch. We did not eat with the rest of the children. We
couldn't afford food like they had. We would always slip over the hill to eat. | rermembe
that the day we had pop corn we thought it was a real treat. So to be sure | got my share
of it, | went out before noon and took a good handful before brother got his share.

Standing there looking on the sun parched prairie | thought of all those things and
wondered if God had taken him to a better place. Then again God called me, but as usual
| tried to fight it off.

| made ready to come home for the funeral. When Rev. McKinney of Port Fulton

Church, a man who is just like a father to me, preached his funeral, he made mention that
"There may be some here who do not know God,; if so, accept him now." Oh, how |
grasped my seat; God was dealing again. Dear reader, when He calls, answer H

I'll never forget how poor old dad and mother cried after the funeral. | wantedotc
to the West but mother begged me so hard to stay that | finally agreed to il Fiooul
work. | soon got a job with the Public Service Company of Indiana.

ILLNESS

About two years later, while testing meters in the meter shop at the Gas iWhikks
Albany, | was overcome with gas, and for weeks | suffered from it. | welittteea

doctors | knew. | could get no relief. | suffered with acid stomach caused frorfietitts e

of gas. It grew worse all the time. | was taken to specialists in itejKentucky. They
finally said it was my appendix and said | had to have an operation. | could not believe i
for | never had a pain in my side. The doctors said they could do no more for me until |
had an operation. Finally | agreed to have it done, but insisted that they use a local
anesthetic so that | could watch the operation.
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| wanted some one to stand by me that knew God. | believed in prayer but could not
pray. So the minister from the First Baptist Church went with me to the operadimg
When they took me from the table to my bed | felt myself getting weaker and vedlaker
the time. My heart was hardly beating. | felt death upon me. My breath wiag get

shorter all the time. | knew | had reached the end of my road. Oh, friend, waitauntil y
get there, then you will think of a lot of things you have done. | knew | had never
smoked, drank, or had any unclean habits, but | knew | was not ready to meet my God.

If you are only a cold, formal church member you will know when you reach the end
that you are not ready. So if that is all you know about God, | ask you right here to get
down on your knees and ask Jesus to give you that experience of being born again, like
that He told Nicodemus about in John, and oh, how the joy bells will ring Praise His
name.

GOD SPEAKS IN THE HOSPITAL ROOM

It began to grow darker in the hospital room, as though it were a great woods. | could
hear the wind blowing through the leaves, yet it seemed a great way off argbe ¥ou
have probably heard a puff of wind blowing the leaves, coming closer and closer to y
thought, "Well, this is death coming to take me." Oh! my soul was to meet Gat tdri
pray but could not.

Closer the wind came, louder and louder. The leaves rustled and all at once | was gone.
It seemed then that | was back again a little barefooted boy, standing enihanider

the same tree. | heard that same voice that said, "Never drink or smoke." Asalvteell
heard were the same that blew in that tree that day. But this time the vdjc¢ called

you and you would not go." The words were repeated the third time. Then | said, "Lord,
if that is you, let me go back again to earth and | will preach your Gospellsom t
housetops and street comers. I'll tell everyone about it!"

When this vision had passed, | found that | felt better. My surgeon was still in the
building. He came and looked at me and was surprised. He looked as though he thought |
would be dead; then he said, "I am not a churchgoing man, my practice is so great, but |
know God has visited this boy." Why he said that | don't know. No one had said anything
about it. If I had known then what | know now, | would have risen from that bed shouting
praise to His name. After a few days | was allowed to return home, but | Wakkti

and was forced to wear glasses because of astigmatism. My head shookaoked bk
anything for a moment.
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CONVERSION AND CALL

| started out to seek and find God. | went from church to church trying to find some
place where there was an old-fashioned altar call. The sad part wad fieduione.

One night | became so hungry for God and a real experience that | went outltb the
shed back of the house and tried to pray. | did not know how to pray then so | just began
to talk to Him as | would anyone else. All at once there came a light iinédeasd it

formed a cross, and the voice from the cross spoke to me in a language | could not
understand. It then went away. | was spellbound. When | came to myself agaiyed,pr
"Lord, if that is you, please come and talk to me again." | had been reading ray Bibl
since | had been home from the hospital and | had read in | John , "Beloved, believe not
every spirit, but try the spirits whether they are of God."

| knew that something had appeared to me, and as | prayed it appeared again. Then it
seemed to me that there had been a thousand pounds lifted from my soul. | jumped up
and ran to the house and it seemed as though | were running on air. Mother asked, "Bill,
what has happened to you?" | replied, "I do not know but | surely feel good andlilight.
could not stay in the house any longer. | had to get out and run.

| knew then that if God wanted me to preach he would heal me, so | went to a church
that believed in anointing with oil, and | was healed instantly. | saw then that tipedisc
had something that most of the ministers do not have today. The disciples were baptized
with the Holy Ghost and so could heal the sick and do mighty miracles in His name. So |
began to pray for the baptism of the Holy Ghost. One day about six months later God
gave me the desire of my heart. He spoke to me in a great light telling madb prel

to pray for the sick and He would heal them regardless of what disease thethkead. |
started preaching and doing what He told me to do.

From time to time people have asked me if | have received the Baptism aflthe H
Ghost. This has always struck me as a strange question. For it is impossiate/tHaly
Ghost gift should function freely, unless the individual who possesses the gift should
have received the Giver also.
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CHAPTER 5

A HAPPY MARRIAGE AND A FATEFUL DECISION

After his conversion and call to the ministry there began a happy period of hikdife
God's blessings rested upon the young man, and everything seemed to go justright. H
began a tent meeting in his own home town in Jeffersonville, and for a young preacher
twenty-four years of age just entering the ministry, the campaign weskably

successful. It was estimated that as many as three thousand attendes sesimgg and

large numbers were converted. At the baptismal service which followed thalysame
persons were baptized in water. It was at this time that a heavenly lightegpéove

him as he was about to baptize the seventeenth person, This was witnessed by the vast
congregation that stood looking on, by the banks of the Ohio River.

That fall the people of Jeffersonville who had attended his meeting built him a
tabernacle, which to this day retains the name of "Branham TabernadweneXt few
years was a fruitful time in which God's blessing rested upon him, and he received
several visions of things which he did not fully understand until years later, wherea m
complete revelation of God's will for his life was made known unto him.

MARRIAGE

It was during these years that he met an excellent Christian girl, wahosewas Hope
Brumbach. After some months of courtship, the young lady accepted William Branha
proposal and the two were married. We shall let him narrate in the simple, bus alway
dramatic, style he has used in the pulpit, the story of his bashfulness, the proposal by
letter, his marriage, and events which followed:

*kkkk
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| was just a little country boy and was real bashful. Considering how shg; yaua
probably wonder how | ever got married.

I met a fine Christian girl. | thought she was wonderful. My standard famaan called
for one that didn't drink or smoke cigarettes. It was hard to find such a girl thenisand it
worse than ever now. | loved this fine girl and | wanted to marry her, but | didn't have
nerve enough to ask her. But | knew | had to ask her soon she was too good a woman to
waste time with me she would get someone else. | only made twenty cents amchour a
her daddy made several hundred dollars a month. Every night when | would see her, |
would say, "I am going to ask her tonight." And then a great big lump would come up in
my throat and | just couldn't do it. | didn't know what to do. You know what | finally did?
| wrote her a letter and asked her.

Well, that letter had a little more romance in it than "Dear Miss." | did mylwest to

write a good letter, although I'm sure it was poor. So in the morning | got kepdy it

in the mailbox. But then the thought occurred to me of what would happen if her mother
got it. But | was afraid to hand it to her. Finally | got up enough courage to put it in the
mailbox on Monday morning. Wednesday night | was supposed to meet her and take her
to church. All that week before Wednesday | was really nervous. Wednesdalywaagtit

to see her. And as | went | thought of what would happen if her mother came out and
said, "William Branham!" | knew | could get along all right with the gt | wasn't so

sure of the mother.

Finally I went to the door and called for Hope, the girl's name. She came to threndoor
said, "Will you step in?" | said, "If you don't mind I'll just sit on the porch.” densure
that they wouldn't get me inside. She said, "All right, I'll be ready in just ani@utes.”

| had an old model T Ford, but she said, "It's not far to church, let's walk." Thrsedlar
me and | was sure something had happened. We went on to church but she didn't say
anything. | was so nervous that night | didn't hear what the preacher alidrau know

a woman can keep you in suspense.

After we left the church, we started walking down the street it was a rhomfit. But
still she didn't say anything. At last | decided that she hadn't gottegttdwe This made
me feel better. | thought that perhaps the letter had been misplaced by thenpasitn
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soon | was my old self. Then she turned to me and said, "Billy, | got your Iétard' to
myself, "Oh, what am | going to do now?" Finally | asked, "Dddid you read it€'s8id,
"Uh huh." I got more nervous than ever. We were getting near the house. | sdigotDi
read it all?" She said, "Uhhuh.” Now we were at the steps. | wondered if sigpiwggo
lead me in where her mother was. | said quickly, "What did you think about it?" She
answered, "It was all right.”

Well, 1 didn't ask her mother, but | knew that | was going to have to ask one of her
parents. So | thought that | would ask her dad, as we got along pretty well.gbhe ni

went up to where he was sitting in his Buick. You remember | had a model T Ford. So |
said to him, "Say, that is a fine car you have." He answered, "Yes, you haecFardc

too." So | said, "Wellwellwell" He looked at me and said; "Yes, Billy, yaultave her."
Well, that was a relief. But | said, "But you know | can't make the liviiag) you can

give her. You know that | only make twenty cents an hour, digging ditches. But | will do
everything that | can for her; I'll be true to her and love her with all my.héaxd he put

his hand upon my head and said, "Billy, | would rather you would have her than anyone
that | know, because | know you will be good to her, and you will love her."

We were married and | don't believe that there was any place on eartlashaty

happier than our little home. It was wonderful. We didn't have much furniture in that
house a folding bed, an old rug and breakfast set, an old stove that | bought from a junk
dealer and put new grates in it. But, friends, it was home, and | would rather live in a
shack and have favor with God than live in the best house there is.

Everything went lovely. My wife saved her pennies to get herself a gmdhess. | felt
so good when | could do something for her. After two years a little boy came into our
home little Billy Paul. When 1 first heard him cry in the hospital | seemed to kinawvhe
was a boy, and | gave him to God before | even saw him.

HE ATTENDS A FULL GOSPEL CONVENTION

A little later | had saved up enough money to get a fishing outfit and | went ugeo La
Pawpaw in Michigan for a few days. My money didn't last very long, and | hatlita.re
On my trip back as | crossed the Mishawaka River | saw a great number of people
gathering for a meeting. | wondered what kind of people they were and decitded tha
would go into the meeting. That is where | got acquainted with Pentecost.
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| found out that the people had gathered for a convention. They were quite
demonstrative, and all this was a little new to me. But they began singingwlikwas

the blood, | know it was the blood." Everybody began clapping their hands and | said, "I
wonder what kind of people are these." Pretty soon a bishop got up and began to preach
on the Baptism of the Holy Ghost. The longer he preached the more convinced | became
that maybe there was something to this. | decided that | would stayhenfidliowing

day. | didn't have money for a hotel room, so | went out in the country and parked in a
cornfield that night and slept. Next morning | got up early and returned to the church. |
had bought some rolls and milk, so that my money would hold out. When I returned to
the church, quite a number of people had already gathered for morning worship.

That night there were a large number of preachers sitting on the platformadae le
said, "We haven't time to hear you all preach so we are going to ask each tmeggtis
up and tell us your name." So when they came to me | got up and said, Evangelist
William Branham," and sat down.

The following afternoon, they had an old colored man get up and preach. He was rather
decrepit and | was a little surprised to see them choose such a fellow to pfeaehhas

great congregation. He preached from the text, "Where were you when | laid the
foundations of the earth, when the morning stars sang together."” Well, that old fellow
picked up about ten million years before the world was ever formed. He just about
covered everything in heaven, came down the horizontal rainbow and preached on
everything on earth up till the Second Coming of Christ. By the time he had finished he
was as spry as a young man. In fact he said, as he went down from the platform, "You
haven't got room enough for me to preach.” | realized that God had done something for
that man that He hadn't done for me. When he started preaching | was sorry for him, but
when he got through | was sorry for myself. These people had something that | didn't
have, and | wanted it.

That night | went out in the cornfield again and slept. In the morning, since | supposed
nobody knew me, | decided that | would put on an old pair of seersucker trousers. My
other pair had gotten rather creased from using them as a pillow. This iest tthey

that | could stay as | only had enough money left to buy gas to go home. | went back to
church and when | arrived the people were singing and shouting. | wanted thssrBaipti
the Holy Ghost if God would give it to me.

ASKED TO PREACH AT THE CONVENTION
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The minister in charge got up and said, "We have just had the testimony service led by
the youngest preacher here. The next youngest minister is William Brafham
Jeffersonville." He said, "Come forth, Rev. Branham, if you are in the buildvfogt"

may be sure this startled me. | looked down and saw my seersucker trousgust Satl|

real still. In fact, | had never seen a public address system before, atairlg, didn't

want to get up there and preach before all those powerful preachers. Thdyagain,

"Does anyone know the whereabouts of Rev. Branham?" But | only crouched down in
my seat lower than before. The call was repeated again. The colored mgrbeitide

me turned around and said, "Do you know who he is?" | couldn't tell a lie, so | said, "Yes
sir, | know him." He said, "Go get him." | said, "Listen, I'm BrothearBram, but | have

on these seersucker trousers and | can't get up on that platform.” But thd owdore

said, "These people don't care how you are dressed. They care about what's in your
heart." Well | said, "Please don't say anything about it." But the colorediida’t wait

any longer. He shouted out, "There he is! There he is!" My heart Sank; | didn't know
what to do. But the night before out in the cornfield | had prayed, "Lord, if these are the
people that | have always wanted to find, that seem so happy and free, you gaw@me f
before them.” Well, the Lord gave me favor with them, but | hated to go up before the
crowd in the seersucker trousers. But everyone was looking at me and | had to do
something. So | went on up to the platform. My face was red, and as | turned around |
saw the microphones and | thought to myself, "What are those things?étptagrd, if
You ever helped anybody, help me now."

| opened the Bible and my eyes fell on the verse, "The rich man opened up lis eyes
hell." And | preached on the text, "And then he cried."” "There were no Christiaes the

and then he cried. There was no church there, and he cried. There were no flowers there,
and he cried. There was no God there, and he cried." | had been a rather forrharpreac
but as | preached something got hold of me and the power of God came down upon the
congregation.

THE BRETHREN ASK HIM TO CONDUCT REVIVALS

After the service was over it went on for about two hours | walked outside. A preache
came up to me. He was a great big fellow with cowboy boots, and he came up and
introduced himself to me. He said, "I'm from Texas and | have a good church down there;
how about holding me a two weeks' meeting?" Another preacher from Florida came up to
me and said, 'How about coming over and holding a meeting for me?" | got a piece of
paper and took down names and addresses, and in a few minutes | had enough revivals
lined up to last me throughout the year. Well, | was happy. | jumped into my littld mode
‘T" Ford and down through Indiana | went. When | reached home, my wife came running
out and threw her arms around me; as she looked at me she asked, "What are you so
happy about?" | said, "I have met the happiest bunch of people | ever met in my life.
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They are really happy, and they are not ashamed of their religion. Jsdawtthing has
happened to me since then. These people had me preach up at their convention, and
what's more, | have received several invitations to preach at their chtiidbesl said,
"Will you go with me?" She answered, "Honey, | have promised to go with you
anywhere until death separates us." May God bless her loyal heart.

So | decided to go up and tell mother. When | got there | said, "Mother, | have
something to tell you." Then | told her about the invitations. She asked, "What are you
going to do for money?" We only had seventeen dollars between us, but we felt the Lord
would supply. She put her arms around me and blessed me. She still prays for me. She
said, "Son, we used to have that kind of religion in our church years ago, and | know it's
real.”

A FATEFUL DECISION

And friends, what | say now, let it be for your education. Let my mistakes nesoiur
blessing. Friends and relatives warned me against accepting what Wase@dod's call

to me. Some said that the people | had met at the convention were trashy people. | late
found out, and | say it reverently, that what was called "trash," was the "of¢bm

crop.”" | was told that my wife would not get enough to eat, that she would eat one day
and starve the next. Others told me that it was my job to stay there and lookeafter t
work in Jeffersonville. | listened to them and finally decided not to leavee Wil either

| or my friends realize then that in eight months the Ohio River would overflow its banks
and my family would be caught in the tragedy of the awful flood.

It was at this time that the anointing of God which had come upon me left me. It never
really returned until five years later. My church, up until that time had been angrow
prosperous church, but now it began to drop off. Everything went wrong. With my
church going down, | didn't know what to do. Then began the dark period of my life
when the Ohio River flood that took so many lives, came, and was responsible for the
death of two of those that were the dearest to me in all the world.
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CHAPTER 6

THE GREAT OHIO FLOOD OF

The winter of was especially severe over the entire nation. Unusual snlowsHel
Northwest and blanketed the country for many days. But it was in the Easatjeatyt

really struck. Heavy and protracted rains fell steadily for weeks,rfgede many

tributaries that flow into the great Ohio River which drains the large arstzofvihe
Appalachians. Gradually the level of the river passed the flood stage.dapgkations

living on the banks of the Ohio noted this with no little apprehension and alarm, yet they
saw no sign of abatement in the flood of water that sought outlet down the valleyy Day b
day the waters continued to rise. Dikes and levees were strengthened, but the peopl
knew that a breakthrough need occur at only one point to allow the water to fan out and
flood the vast areas of farmland and even the cities that had been built along the river.

On the north bank of the Ohio, opposite Louisville, Kentucky, is the city of
Jeffersonville, Indiana. Of all who lived in the city, to none perhaps did the ominous
threat of a flood appear at a more inopportune time, than to William Branham. His wife
had contracted a serious lung infection while shopping across the river at Louisville
Because of this circumstance, his whole attention and interest was cemtéred

recovery. But now news reached them, as well as the other inhabitants of the town, tha
the crest of the flood was slowly moving downstream, and to all appearancesehedsoft
levees could not take much more. It appeared that Jeffersonville was doorhewrstil

of the people stayed on.

As night fell, William Branham was on duty, working with the rescue squad as they
patrolled the angry waters of the rising river. At midnight their worstfe&re realized.

The whistles began to blow, warn