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There has been a lot going on here at VGR over the past year, but the Voice of Revelation 10:7 will always be
our main focus. Even with all the extra work in 2010, we did not slow down with replicating and distributing
the Message that sets a foundation for everything else we do. Here are a few statistics that reflect part of the
work that was accomplished last year as a result of your prayers and support.
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The Lord was especially good to us in 2010. Not only did we continue with translating, printing, and
replicating the Message, but we also built a youth retreat, held youth camps all over the world, printed a new
translated CTV newspaper, expanded CTV into this full-size magazine, added the CTV Update to our mailing
list, printed the Cub Corner magazine, sent much-needed aid to thousands of believers in the devastated
countries of Haiti and Chile, posted hundreds of news articles and testimonies on two websites, loaded over
two-thousand translated sermon books on the www.branham.org website for anyone to download, continued
to load Gospel music sung by believers on the www.youngfoundations.org website, united young believers
around the world to listen to Brother Branham’s tapes on the www.youngfoundations.org website, developed a
new version of The Table, transferred all the English Message books into eBook format, developed applications
for smart phones to read Message books, and so much more.

Catch The Vision

is published by Voice

Of God Recordings, inc.

Dedicated to the ministry of God’s prophet, William Marrion Branham.

“But in the days of the voice of the seventh angel, when he shall begin to sound, the mystery of God
should be finished, as he hath declared to his servants the prophets.”
Revelation 10:7

Audio
w
w
w
w
w
w
w

3,186,400 sermons
591,300 CDs and DVDs
Translated The Deep Calleth To The Deep video in 6 new languages
4,000 DVDs of The Deep Calleth To The Deep
Finished going through 20,000 reel-to-reel tapes looking for better audio
104 newly-translated audio sermons are ready to be pressed onto CD
In the past 11 years, we have duplicated over 20,400,000 sermons on CD and
cassette.

Printing
w 8,029,662 Message books in Jeffersonville
w 905,358 Message books at overseas presses
w 308 different sermon titles
w 27 different languages
w 132,440 copies of CTV
w 25,000 copies of Cub Corner
w 416,700 copies of the CTV newspaper (9 languages)
w 77,554 copies of The Mother Opossum children’s book (8 languages)
w 85,261 copies of Footsteps Of The Prophet children’s book (8 languages)
Shipping to overseas countries
w 900,000 pounds of Message material shipped from Jeffersonville
w Shipped material to a total of 102 countries
w 1,600 MP3 players
w 240,653 CDs
w 6,500,000 Message books
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Testimony
Beloved, I thank GOD for the power found in the Message. Though the
prophet is gone, his Angel is alive. One of my convert’s father persecuted
him and poured kerosene on the sermon books to burn them. The fire
burned, but without consuming the sermon books. Glory be to God.
Pas Nso Peter, Cameroon

Prison Ministry

Prison Ministry

www.branham.org

Little time do I find to think
about prisoners. Maybe because
the word “prisoner” is a no-no
or some word that ought not
to be spoken. But if I’m not
careful of my circumstances and
surroundings, the enemy, which
at times can be myself, becomes
a prisoner of doubts and fears, a
prisoner of TV or computer. A
prisoner of idle murmuring or
negative and incorrect thoughts.
“Prisoner,” wow, what a word with
such impact. Only by God’s Grace
can I be set free from the above
things, and with God’s strength
become a Prisoner for Christ. To
serve Him, as each day is given
to me by the Lord Himself. To
become a prisoner of the very
thoughts of Christ, a prisoner
in which the Holy Spirit would
direct my every move, my every
step. Prisoner, which side are you
on?

I came to this ministry 2006,
August, after a guy came from
another prison and brought William
Branham’s books. I was in the socalled “Pentecostal” Church and
studied the Bible three times a week.
I now understand that you can read
the whole Bible from Genesis to
Revelation and still be lost. I had
lots of questions that needed to be
answered with Biblical answers. I read
in Acts 8:26-39 when a eunuch from
Ethiopia was reading from the prophet
Isaiah, but not understanding what it
means. Then here came Philip with the
Spirit of God in him and explained
what it was all about. So since I came
to this ministry, I know that according
to Amos 3:7, the Lord does nothing
unless He reveals his secret to his
servants the prophets. And I believe
that William Branham was a prophet
of God in this age… When we look
back, God always uses prophets to
bring His Words to the people. He is
the same yesterday, today, and forever,
and Malachi 3 says He changes not.
Since I read some of the books of
William Branham, I understand God
better.

Thank you so much for all the
wonderful testimonies of the Bride
from all over the world. I am addicted
to reading them. It is a bright spot in
my day! Sometimes, I feel ashamed of
myself complaining about my “little”
trials after reading what some folks
have to go through on a daily basis.

Anonymous

Jabulam, South African prison

contact us
If you have thoughts or comments about
anything at Voice Of God Recordings, we
would love to hear from you. We can be
reached at vogr@branham.org, or by mail at
PO Box 950, Jeffersonville IN 47131. For
more information, visit www.branham.org
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www.branham.org
People at this website keep talking
about the voice of God. What about
the Word of God? Jesus?
Anonymous

Jon

www.branham.org
(regarding the Letters From Prisoners
article) Someone told me the other
day that, “Brother Branham was good
in his day, but it would never work for
this day.” Too bad they wouldn’t read
some of these letters. God richly bless
you all! Amen.
Sharon, Canada

www.branham.org
God guided me to the Quote of the
Day. Most of the end-time Message
websites become man-made theory.
…As long as www.branham.org is
putting Brother Branham’s Message
as a Quote of the Day, the Bride will
see www.branham.org. Stay only with
Branham’s Message. Don’t try to put in
any manmade theory.
Thomas, India

www.branham.org
Wonderful! But shouldn’t the title
question on the front page be: “Who
WAS William Branham?” (The article
is titled “Who Is William Branham”)
Anonymous

My son, Grant, and I were sitting at
the supper table when he asked me
something that I couldn’t understand.
He’s only three years old, but he had
a question in his mind that needed an
answer. He then asked again, “Daddy,
dwa me a wulwin.” I didn’t quite get it
yet. Trying to explain himself, he said,
“Daddy, a wulwin like Bro Bran.” Then I
got it! He had heard Brother Branham
talking about the whirlwind at Sunset
and wanted to know what that was.

I drew him a whirlwind with a pencil and
a piece of paper, and told him the story
about how it ripped the rocks out of the
side of the mountain. I then went over to
the mantle and picked up my three-sided
rock from Sunset. I let him hold it and
told him about what happened when that
“wulwin” came down.
The next day, we received the Catch The
Vision magazine. What perfect timing!
Grant sat on my lap, and together, we
looked through the pictures, while I
read the stories.

The magazine was a perfect tool to
teach him those stories about Brother
Branham. Now I can see why Joshua
told the Israelites to teach their children
about those stones, and I can see why
Brother Joseph put this article in the
magazine. We should never forget what
God has done for us in this day.
Scott, Henryville, IN

CTV, Summer issue
(regarding letters to the editor) …
Because of the CTV, I write this letter.
I never claim to know much, and I only
have a grammar school education, but I
was grieved by one of the letters in the
CTV… has anyone stopped to think
what the money from the gifts (sold at
VGR) is being used for? Where is the
money going? ... It goes to help give
some poor ragged brother or sister who
is sitting far across the sea by a little
open campfire that don’t have much

other than a few grains of rice and a
kettle of water, with maybe five or seven
beans floating on top. But because of
the work at VGR, and many cheerful
givers, those poor people get to taste
this ever-living Word Message and live
on forever. How can anyone stand there
and criticize one word? ... Reminds me
of what Brother Branham said, “some
people ain’t got nerve enough to kill a
rabbit, but can eat a bellyful of it after
somebody else kills it.” … He spoke
also that Brother Branham said not
to sell the books, tapes, etc. That is not
true. Brother Branham sold the books
himself… He said that he hated to have
to charge, but he understood why you
had to pay some and he said you put
your money into a good cause...
Anonymous, Kansas City, MO

Answer: Most of the products sold from
VGR are sold at or below the cost it takes
to produce them. The vast majority of
the work we do is funded by free-will
donations.

CTV, Summer issue
Another A-1 product!

Even though I live in Tucson, there are
so many items that I didn’t know or
remember. Such a blessing.
I really appreciate the CTV magazine
and such wonderful content and
wonderful presentation. I think it can
be summed up by the scripture, “A
word fitly spoken is like apples of gold
in pictures of silver.” Proverbs 25:11
God Bless you all.

God always takes his man and God
moves on. God has always used a
man. Brother Branham introduced
us to Christ himself. My God is not
on a tape recorder.
Anonymous

Answer: God is using Brother
Branham’s Message just like He is still
using the Bible. The men who wrote the
Bible may be gone, but their Message
is with us for Eternity. God is in His
Word, whether it be on tape, or written
on paper.

William Branham
Has William Branham done more
for the church than Paul? The people
were healed by their shadows. Paul
raised a person back from the dead.
If Branham could heal so much, why
can’t he heal all cancer patients? He
was a false prophet.
Tim

Answer: There are thousands of former
cancer patients, and some previouslydead people, who would disagree with
you.

William Branham
Branham’s rejection of the Trinity
should be the first sign that
something is wrong.
Africa Center For Apologetics Research

William Branham

Joe, Tucson, AZ

William Branham
My mom got the Word through a
Spoken Word book of my babysitter
when I was three months old. I am 40
years old now, and mom and I are still
going strong for Christ and this Message.
Glory to God! Keep on printing and
getting out the Message God sent
through his prophet. We stand united.
Anonymous

William Branham

I just want to thank God for the
Message. I started to go to the End
Time Message in September, last
year, in Zimbabwe. Ever since, my
life has changed. I stopped drinking,
smoking, and also going to clubs.
I now believe the Message, which
was preached by Brother William
Marrion Branham. I’m now reading
the Spoken Word. Bless you.
Farai, Zimbabwe
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The Old Warrior

The Message began spreading in northern Congo like
wildfire. In 1986, the need for Message books and tapes
was so great that VGR began to look for a head librarian
to coordinate the enormous need for material in the
northeastern part of that country. Kisangani, the third
largest city in Congo, was the best choice because it is the
largest inland port on the Congo River, and an important
commercial hub for shipping.
Brother Ngonde became the librarian when a missionary
by the name of Alfred Tshibangu met representatives from
VGR in Goma, and suggested that his pastor would make
a great manager for the new library in Kisangani. Brother
Ngonde received a letter from Brother Joseph, and he
wholeheartedly accepted the position.
With Brother Ngonde it is always, “What more can I
do?” Not only did he faithfully pastor a large church, but
he also financed the library he was managing with the
profits from his earnings as a professional photographer.
His determination to spread the prophet’s Message was
proven over and over, until he almost paid the ultimate
price for his loyalty.
In 1998, Congolese rebels launched an offensive against
the government. This sparked what is often called “Africa’s
World War,” quickly engulfing eight African nations in
the fighting. The rebels, aided by neighboring Uganda
and Rwanda, marched on Kisangani and a bloody battle
ensued, killing thousands of civilians in the crossfire.
This opened the gates for bands of soldiers to pillage the
city. Some were determined to exterminate rival tribes
and others went from house to house, robbing what
valuables they could find, but all justified murdering tens
of thousands of innocent men, women, and children all in
the name of war.
Heavy artillery destroyed much of Kisangani, and what
was left was looted by mobs of armed men. Although the
Lord spared the VGR office, the believers were cut off
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from shipments of Message books and tapes because of
the fighting. We could not send containers, packages, or
even letters across the battle lines, so the believers there
were completely isolated. We did not hear from them, and
they did not hear from us. However, mail may not cross
battle lines, but prayers do.
True to his calling as a pastor, it broke Brother Ngonde’s
heart to see his people suffering, and he knew that the
only peace they could receive would come from the
Message of the hour. He had to make a way.
Back in Jeffersonville, it had been 18 months since we
received word from Brother Ngonde. Our prayers were
with him and the believers in northern Congo, but we
desperately wanted to hear from them. Then one morning
a few days before Easter, 2001, we received a phone call
at our office from a rental car agency at the Louisville
airport:
“There is a man here from Africa. He does
not speak English, and he has asked us to
contact this number for him. He has been
sleeping here since midnight, and the Red
Cross is going to take him to a shelter.”
Somehow, Brother Ngonde dodged the bullets and
rockets in Congo, crossed the border into neighboring
Uganda, received a visa to travel to the US, got a plane
ticket to fly across the world, and now needed a ride to
Jeffersonville. He wanted books and tapes for his library.
He informed us of the extreme conditions in his country
and helped devise a plan to get Message material into the
country through the north and eastern borders, rather
than attempting to ship through the fighting on the river.
We needed to get in touch with the believers, both in the
big city of Kisangani and throughout the countryside, to
help get the books and tapes into the country. This was no
easy task. Communication, even in the largest towns, had
been cut off for two years, much less the smaller towns
and villages where the libraries are located. We had tried
for over a year to
contact many of the
brothers in north
and northeastern
Congo’s war zone.
Letters written
to them would
not reach their
destination. Phone
service, a luxury
before the war,
was all but nonexistent now. We
again turned to our
old friend, Brother
Ngonde. “I will bring
the letters back with
Brother Ngonde about the time he made the trip from
Congo to Jeffersonville.

rother Ngonde’s life
changed in 1974,
when he read his first
Message book. The more
he read, the hungrier
his soul became for this
Gospel preached
by the American
prophet. The pastor’s
doctrine drastically
transformed from
the Pentecostal
denomination to teaching
a Jesus Christ that is alive and
among His people. Some of his members protested, and
many left. The uprising in his church did not faze the
faithful servant, as the burning desire in his heart to share
the Gospel grew stronger and stronger.

Kisangani was a war zone for more than a decade, until the war began
to slow in 2008. Thousands of refugees fled Congo during that time;
Brother Ngonde was one of them. He fled, not for his own safety, but to find
Message books and bring them back to his people. He found those books in
Jeffersonville.

me to Congo, and I will hand-deliver them. The brothers
will then spread the information by word of mouth to
others who cannot receive mail.”
Soon, the Message started trickling back into the Congo. It
was not long before Brother Ngonde was unloading a
20-foot container with brand-new Message books and
tapes for the VGR library in Kisangani. This distribution
hub then sent the books, tapes, and solar players deep
into the jungle, and finally, to the little churches that had
suffered for so long. As the pastors handed out the Message
books and tapes to each family, they saw that they were not
alone in their suffering. The Bride around the world was
behind them. What better words of encouragement could
they receive than those from the prophet himself?
The war wound to an end in 2008, with about 5.4 million
Africans losing their lives, most dying from disease
and starvation. Brother Ngonde’s efforts to spread the
Message resulted in tens of thousands of believers in
northeastern Congo receiving the comfort that only the
Word of God could provide during one of the most brutal
wars in history.
Before, during, and after the war, Brother Ngonde never
stopped spreading the Gospel. Even in his old age, he has
tirelessly gone into both the city streets and the equatorial
jungle to find more predestinated souls. In Kisangani, his

church has grown to more than six thousand members.
And the library and distribution center he manages for
VGR? You guessed it; it is the largest in the world, serving
more than 80,000 believers.
Today, the Kisangani library is vital for distribution of
Message material. Shipments for the eastern part of the
country leave our main office of Kinshasa by barge and go
up the Congo River to Kisangani. From there, the material is
loaded on trucks and sent to libraries in the rural areas, and
also to the neighboring countries: Rwanda and Burundi.
The work in Congo has grown more than anyone could
have imagined. Brother Branham first planted the seed
when he visited Leopoldville (modern day Kinshasa) in
1951. Over the years, the fertile Congolese ground has been
watered with Message books and tapes, and now has, by far,
the highest number of believers of any country in the world.
Our best estimates are about 800,000 believers in Congo.
The old warrior made a great mark on the battlefield of life.
Brother Ngonde saw a miracle of the grandest scale happen
in his country, but it cannot compare to the reward he
received on the morning of January 22, 2011, when he met
the One that he had served for so many years. The news
came to us while we were in the process of printing this
issue of CTV. We will miss our dear brother, and we look
forward to seeing the old warrior on the other side.
VOICE OF GOD RECORDINGS
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Perfect Strength
By Perfect Weakness
II Corinthians 12:9
And he said unto me, My grace is sufficient for thee: for my strength is
made perfect in weakness. Most gladly therefore will I rather glory in my
infirmities, that the power of Christ may rest upon me.

bout six inches of snow blanketed
the West Virginia hills. It was
cold: 19 degrees to be exact, and
the recent snow made the little
road tricky, especially when the
tire tracks we were following
took a right at an unexpected
fork in the road. Our Ford
truck slid to a stop on the
ice as we tried to get our
bearings from the directions scribbled on a piece of paper
during a phone conversation with Sister Jarvis.
Turn right on Valley Chapel Road. Some people
call it Freeman Creek, but the name is really Valley
Chapel. If the sign isn’t knocked down, it says
Freeman Creek. Go 8 miles to a three-way stop
and turn right on Right Fork, and follow that all
the way. It turns to gravel (which is the place we
thought we were at because the tire tracks revealed
a gravel surface). When the pavement turns to
gravel, you are on Squirrel Road. Some people call
it Elk Lick Road, but the name is really Squirrel
Road. If you can find the road, it might be covered
in snow, just keep driving. My house is at the end.

10

CATCH THE VISION

2011 VOL 1

Why were we on this icy trail, deep in the hills of West
Virginia? Ironically, it started in a prison in Florida. A
brother named Michael Sanders, who has dedicated his
life to spreading the Message inside the prisons of Georgia
and Florida, sent an email to our Prison Ministries
department and asked for us to send an inmate some
Message books. He said the 90-year old grandmother
who requested the material had been in The Deep Calleth
To The Deep meetings in Washington DC. After a little
research, we found that Sister Josephine Jarvis lived
in the hills of West Virginia under some of the most
primitive conditions that the United States has to offer. A
snowstorm was on the way, and the old sister might need a
little help making ready.
Without delay, Brother Joseph had a crew of three of us
on the road. We didn’t know what to expect, other than
she mentioned that her house was cold because of drafts
through her windows. Our mission was to help her get
ready for winter, and also get a testimony or two that
might be a blessing to other believers around the world.
After a few stops to get our bearings and digging through
the snow to make sure we were on a gravel road, we finally
arrived. The lonely old house was almost two hundred years
old, and what seemed like miles from the nearest neighbor.
VOICE OF GOD RECORDINGS
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The front porch was covered in plastic, something we later
learned that a kind brother from Ohio did to help keep
the cold air from blowing though the house. Most of the
windows had a thin sheet of plastic covering the hole that
glass once filled. A couple of the windows were completely
open, with nothing to stop the frigid air from freely blowing
through. We did our best to stay upright while skating on
the icy path to her back porch.
A dog barked from inside, announcing our presence.
“Hello brothers,” came out an uncovered window, and one
of the most precious little old ladies you could imagine
opened the back door.
Sister Jarvis was just shy of five feet tall and couldn’t have
weighed more than 80 pounds. She pulled her thin, red
sweater close to her and hurried us inside to get out of
the cold. She swayed back and forth when she walked,
and each step produced a faint mechanical “squeak.” The
sound came from a steel leg brace, a result of a bout with
polio decades ago. The age of the little house was obvious
from the moment we stepped inside the drafty back door.
Daylight was visible in many areas of the ceiling. There
was no furnace or central air. Gas space heaters glowed
throughout the house, which provided enough warmth if
you were close by, but after only a few minutes inside, our
feet were freezing cold.
She led us to a little kitchen table, where she had a freshbaked turkey, and mashed potatoes and gravy. When we
spoke earlier, she apologized that she wouldn’t be able
to feed us when we came because she hadn’t been to the
store in a couple weeks and was out of food. (It turns out
that Sister Jarvis doesn’t drive, and she depends on a kind
neighbor to bring her to town every once in a while, where
she can redeem her food stamps.) But she did have a few
potatoes left and a frozen turkey, so she graciously had a hot
meal ready for us when we arrived. We’ve all had hospitality
before, but nothing could compare with what we received
that snowy afternoon. She gave us everything she had.

The hills of West Virginia have some tough winters. We
arrived between two snowstorms. The temperature was 19
degrees and falling.

Before we knew it, Sister Jarvis had all the dishes stacked
up next to the sink and ready to wash. A rotten egg smell
filled the room as the water ran from the faucet. She must
have noticed our reaction and said, “It’s sulfur water. You
can’t drink it, so I just use it for washing. I get my drinking
water from the spring outside. My hair fell out for a while
from washing in that water, but the Lord let it grow back.
I’m thankful.”
While the other two brothers in our crew went outside to
start work on the house, I stayed with the hopes that I might
hear a testimony or two about Brother Branham. From the
moment I met her, I knew this little lady was something
special, but I had no idea that I would hear such a story.
She looked me in the eye:
It’s been a long, hard journey, but there has been a
lot of blessings that balanced out the heartache. This
Message is for real. There is no other life outside of It.

We wrapped the back porch in plastic
to keep the snow and ice out. Sister
Jarvis has to walk out the back door
and to the side of her house to get to
her drinking water from the spring.
The water inside the house is full of
sulfur, and not safe to drink.

I could feel the love in her heart when she mentioned the
Message. This was no lukewarm believer; this was the real
thing. She had only said a few sentences and I was already
at the edge of my chair, anticipating her next word.
I nearly died from polio when I was a baby. It crippled
me up real bad.
Both of my parents died when I was four. My father
was a sign painter and got kidney colic from lead paint.
My mother just didn’t want to live anymore and gave
up. She took TB and died.
That left me to go stay with my grandmother, and she
didn’t want me. She filled out a request and sent it to three
orphanages in South Carolina. She didn’t care which
one took us; she just wanted to get rid of me and my two
brothers. The Baptist orphanage accepted us, so we went
there. I had a real good home, the best. Better than a lot of
children that had parents. Except for one thing…

Below: The kitchen is where Sister
Jarvis likes to be. She had a hot dinner
waiting for us when we arrived.

Sister Josephine paused for a moment, raised her finger,
and looked down at the table in front of her. She tapped
the table a few times, unable to speak. She gathered her
composure, looked up at me and said,
…I didn’t have anybody to love me.
I was in the orphanage when the depression hit, and
they closed the home. They put me up in a hospital
building. That is when my testing time came. Having
polio like I did, I was just one of those children that
had a bad lot in life. I was crippled and had to turn
sideways when I walked.
I did my best to keep up with the other kids. I was
determined. The second grade school teacher decided
she was going to have a coloring contest. The teacher
had a son who had a pair of roller skates that he grew
out of, so she said she would give away those skates for
a prize. Most of the other kids had someone that would
come see them and bring them things, but I didn’t have
nobody like that. I wanted those skates so bad, so I
practiced and worked really hard. I did my best, and I
won that contest. But they wouldn’t give me the skates.
They told me that I was crippled so I couldn’t have
them.
I held back the tears as I looked across the table at what
was once a little crippled orphan. I briefly closed my eyes
and imagined how devastated that precious child must
VOICE OF GOD RECORDINGS
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have been. Her classmates had visitors and maybe even
a glimmer of hope that one day, they would return to a
loving home. This little girl had nothing, not even a pair of
second-hand roller skates. Now, after eighty-some years,
that wound was still fresh in her mind.
It got me depressed for a little bit, but I just made up
my mind that I could do as good as them. When the
kids would go skating, I’d borrow one skate for my
good leg. I was determined that I would keep up with
everybody in every way.
A smile started to form as she seemed to jab a little at those
that may have not been so kind to her while growing up.
I could read any book in the library when I was in
second grade. By the time I was in high school I could
play tennis as good as anyone. I played first base on
the softball team! It gave me a little bit of a haughty
attitude I guess, but I could do anything they could do.
When I was 16 years old, I did what all the rest of the
girls and boys did: I talked to the superintendent and
told him I wanted to be baptized. I didn’t know what I
was doing, it was just one of the rules of the orphanage.
So I was baptized, with the wrong baptism of course. It
didn’t mean anything to me.
Tears filled her eyes and her voice shook for a moment as
she continued.
But deep down in my heart, I knew there was
Something out there and some day I was going to find
It. It was the deep calling to the deep… but I didn’t
know what it was.
I always went to church. I knew that if I kept searching,
I would find It. I kept going to the Pentecostal
churches. It was back when Oral Roberts and all the
big-name preachers were on the field. And I went to
every meeting that would come up. I married Wayne,
and he would usually go with me.
We had a little apartment about 20 miles out of
Washington DC, and I heard that Brother Branham
was going to be in town. I caught the bus with
my children and got there real early, about 2:00 in
the afternoon. We sat on those big stone steps at
Constitution Hall with my three children, waiting
for the doors to open. When they opened, everybody
rushed in to get a seat. We went up into the balcony
where I could see real well. It was the first night of the
meeting, and Brother Branham preached a sermon
titled, “God’s Eagle Saints.” I don’t think it’s on tape.
He called a lot of people out that first night. There was
a woman near me that had a turban around her head
like the women used to wear. Brother Branham called
her out and told her she had a tumor on her head.
The next day is when he preached “The Deep Calleth
to the Deep.” She came back and the cancer had fell
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off. They sat two rows in front of us. She had that
cancer in a jar and people were coming up looking
at it. Course, I didn’t understand things back then
’cause I never seen anything like that. I went to Oral
Roberts’ meetings before. I even went through his
prayer line, but it didn’t do anything for me. I had never
seen anything like all those sick people in Brother
Branham’s meeting. It never left me because I knew
the Deep was calling that night. I thought about it and
thought about it. Then I thought, “Well, that’s what’s
calling out to me… If I could just find it.”
A little while after that, her husband left her (one of the
many times), and she moved to North Carolina. Little Sister
Jarvis almost came out of her seat when she began talking
about that fateful day when she finally found what she had
been searching for. She pounded her hand on the table as
she spoke, not about another great evangelistic meeting, but
about a five-hour tape her friend invited her to hear.
September 28, 1962 was the date. My friend told me,
“You know that thing we been looking for? Well, I
found it. Have you ever heard of William Branham?” I
told her, “Oh yes.” And I told her about when I was in
Constitution Hall in DC and heard him preach. She
came and got me and took me home with her. She told
me that she wanted me to sit down and hear this. She
warned me that it was about five hours long, and it
was by Brother Branham. I got all excited about that. I
listened and kept hitting on the table. I said, “This is it!
This is it! I found it! I found it!”
She was a school teacher, so she had money to get the
tapes. She made sure I heard the messages after that.
I knew my life had changed. But no matter how
hard I struggled to get to one of Brother Branham’s
meetings, I couldn’t get there. We went all the way to
Jeffersonville one time, thinking we would see Brother
Branham, but he went to Shreveport instead, and we
didn’t get to see him. I just wanted to hear more and
more of Brother Branham.
After being orphaned and given to an uncaring
grandmother, surviving a devastating battle with polio,
growing up with no one to love her, and moving time
and time again with her alcoholic husband, surely her life
would change now that she had the Message. Indeed, her
spiritual life changed drastically, but the worldly hardships
never slowed down. Sister Jarvis then began to reflect on
her family life. As she spoke, she didn’t blame others for
the hard times. She took it all in stride, and no matter how
desperate the situation, she always held to what she had
found that day in North Carolina.
When Wayne got drunk, whew! I’d run and hide with
my children. It got to where the Spirit of the Lord
would come on me when he would do those things,
and I’d raise my hands up and start praying in tongues.
(She smiled and nodded her head forward.) He’d run.

The house Sister Jarvis lives in has no glass in the windows, no central heating, and no insulation. There was six inches of snow on the ground,
but notice there was no snow on the roof. The lack of insulation allows the heat to quickly escape through the roof and melt the snow.

He had to drink because he was so tormented. Many
times, he just up and left me and the children with no
money or food. We never had a home. We moved all
the time.
We went to California. Wayne left me again on one
of those trips he took; left me in the middle of Los
Angeles with no place to stay, no money, nothing.
He had a bad habit of doing that, but the Lord never
failed to have somebody there to rescue me. My boys
were old enough to work, so they went to the junkyard
and got some parts to fix the old DeSoto car my
husband wrecked (he hitchhiked out of town). I told
them to go on, and I caught the bus back to Phoenix.
I got a job, then called Brother Fuller and Brother
Outlaw, and they found me a place to live. Brother
Branham came and preached “Harvest Time” while I
was there. My husband showed up and called us, and
my son took the car to go pick him up. He went to
that meeting with me.
God knew what he was doing, and I always knew that
I was supposed to stay with my husband. I can’t say
that God required it of me…
She didn’t finish her sentence, but I could tell she knew
the whole time that her husband would be saved one day,
and she didn’t regret a single thing. Again, her husband
left her to fend for herself, and this time she ended up in
North Carolina.

Wayne was gone for months on another one of his
jaunts, and I had a dream to call a phone number. So,
I called the number and asked if they knew where my
husband was. The woman said that she knew, but her
boyfriend told her not to tell. She told me enough to
track him down, so my son and I went down there and
found him. I’d always go find him and bring him back.
He was on a long drinking binge. My son told me to
leave him right where he was because I had enough
trouble, and I wondered if I was doing the right thing.
That night I had another dream. I dreamed I felt a
hand on my shoulder and I turned around and it was
him. He said, “Why did you take so long to come get
me?” I could see that hurtful expression in his eyes that
he wanted help so bad. So I knew I was supposed to
get him. We went and picked him up. When I got into
the front seat of the car, I felt my husband’s hand on
my shoulder, and I turned around to see his face just
like I saw in the dream. Sure enough, he said, “Why
did you take so long to come get me?”
I could see the love in her eyes as she thought about her
husband. No matter how many times he left her with
nothing or how many worryful nights she stayed up
wondering where he was, she still loved him. And in the
end, her testimony overcame the lure of alcohol to her
husband.
My son Ron had found this place in West Virginia and
we came out here.
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Wayne changed, he really did; he quit drinking. But he
never gave up smoking. He got to where he would lose
his breath so bad he couldn’t talk. When he was laying
there in the hospital with emphysema so bad, I asked
him, “Do you ever talk to the Lord when you are laying
there?” He didn’t say anything, just shook his head up
and down.
I couldn’t go to see him one day, so I called the nurse
on the phone. She put the phone next to his ear and I
said, “Honey, I didn’t get to come to see you today, but
I’m coming tomorrow.” He whispered “OK.” I said, “I
love you honey.” He said, “I love you too.” That’s the
first time he told me in years that he loved me. Those
are the last words he said. He died that night.
Two of her three children have also passed away, both of
them living rough lives, but finally giving their hearts to
the Lord. The third is still running, but Sister Jarvis firmly
insists that she has claimed him for the Lord’s Kingdom.
Through it all, she has experienced something over the past
few years that had always eluded her: Peace.
I used to pray when I was young that I wouldn’t live
past 50 years old. I just couldn’t imagine going through
the things I went through at an old age, but, you
know, the Lord gave me a break from it. I don’t have
to go through any of that now. He moved it all away
so I could think about the Word. I really believe that
I have been blessed knowing the Word like I have in
the peaceful solitude of being here by myself. All the
heartache I went through was for a purpose… (She
broke down for a moment, paused, wiped her eyes, and
continued.)
The Lord had something for me here. Just to talk to
Him. He gave me a prayer ministry. Any time I feel led,
I can just go in there in the room and pray. I can’t get
on my knees anymore, so I sit in that chair. I think He
understands.
Tears were streaming down her face as she spoke. Above
all the heartache, this was what meant the most to Sister
Jarvis.
That life is real to me. I couldn’t never replace what
God has done for me. I’ll listen to those tapes over and
over. I go to sleep listening to him, and I wake up and
he is still preaching. That’s my life.
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We spent two days doing our best to
make the house a little warmer. We
wrapped the back porch in plastic,
insulated the attic, plugged the
holes in the ceiling, fixed the open
windows,
and
filled
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1 her cupboards
with food.

I thank God for all the heartaches and all the
scourgings, because it brought me to the way of life
that I know Him. I know It is the Truth. Perfect
strength does come by perfect weakness. (She points to
her heart.) This has to be perfectly weak and completely
submitted to Him, and then you can be at rest. The
Lord knew that was the desire of my heart. I believe it’s
almost over with.
The greatest part of my journey has been in the last
few years, because I know that is when I have had the

greatest contact with Him. I can just sit and listen to
Him and think about these things. I was doing it all
the time really, but now… It is such a blessing to me
that I don’t have to worry about where I’m going to live
tomorrow or if I’m going to have a roof over my head.
(She looks down.) I never knew lots of times. I had to
worry about those things so much that I didn’t have the
time to do the things I do now.
I read the Catch The Visions over and over. I pray for
Brother and Sister Duarte (March 2009 issue) all the
time. Especially Sister Duarte. Bless her heart having
to live in a place like that. My heart goes out to her. I
pray for Brother John in Africa too (Sep 2009 issue),
and Brother Jefte (Summer 2010 issue) and his family.
I live like a rich person compared to the people in the
CTV. It makes me feel guilty when somebody brings
me a treat like strawberries. I also sure do appreciate
the free gas I get. The gas company has to cross my
property to get to one of their wells, so they give me
free gas. I don’t know how I would make it without
that.
When we asked how many people that she had introduced
to the Message, she rolled her eyes and started counting.
“Well, there’s Orpha, Frank and Melinda, David, Mary,
Mildred…” The list went on and on, and some of those
people are aunts and uncles or grandparents of people
working here at VGR in Jeffersonville! She may be isolated
to the backwoods of West Virginia, but this little sister has
done quite a work for the Lord that is reaching worldwide,
and she’s not finished. We brought her a replacement set
of MP3 CDs, because she passed hers out to some of the
only people that she ever sees: employees of the local gas
and timber companies. We also brought her a full set of
the new Missionary CDs so she can keep her MP3s for
herself.

The three of us stood in the kitchen with Sister Jarvis
when we finally had to say goodbye. She asked one of us to
pray. We responded, “Sister, thank you for allowing us to
spend the past two days with you. We all three think it has
been one of the greatest honors of our lives to come into
this consecrated home. Would you pray?” We knew exactly
what Brother Branham was talking about when he said,
“You could tell she’d talked to Him before.”
Lord Jesus, I don’t know why Brother Joseph sent these
brothers to the hills of West Virginia to help me. I’m
nothing. I didn’t think anybody cared about me, but
You showed me that You care…
The Bible says, “Inasmuch as ye have done it unto one of the
least of these my brethren, ye have done it unto me.” When
we left Jeffersonville, this Scripture was on our minds.
We were thinking that WE had the opportunity to
do something for one of God’s children. But now, our
thoughts are different:
Sister Jarvis, thank you for what YOU did for us. As you read
this article, you are probably sitting in your chair with the sound
of your heaters sputtering in the background. But you are not
alone. At this very moment, there are others wiping tears from
their eyes and thanking the Lord for the life that He has given
them. All the days that you were true to the call on your heart,
and when it seemed like there was no one who cared, you were
building a testimony that would encourage thousands of believers
around the world. Now is that time. Thank you Sister Jarvis.
The Catch The Vision Team (from left to right)
Samuel Borders, Chad Vaughn, Daniel Evans, and our good
friend, Sister Josephine Jarvis.

By the time we left, we had the roof insulated, all the
windows covered in plastic, the ceiling tacked up where it
was falling down, the spring outside fixed so the ground
wouldn’t be dangerously slick, the holes in the ceiling
plugged with insulation, and her cupboards filled with
food. One specific request was that we would wrap the
back porch in plastic so she could walk outside without
slipping on the ice. This was important, not only so she
could safely walk out to her spring, but also for another
reason that meant a whole lot to her.
You know, Brother Branham said the rapture could
happen between 6 and 9 in the morning. Now this
could be a little hidden desire deep down in my heart,
but I keep thinking that I’ll go out the kitchen door
and out on the porch some morning, and he’ll be
standing there. He’ll say, “Good morning friend.”
(The passion in her voice was undeniable.) It’s such a
wonderful thought! And just being here by myself like
I have been, I feel at peace.
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THE
FOREST
PEOPLE
The jungle is the only thing they
have ever known.

T

I believe when I get into those dark lands of Africa over there, where
those poor people that’s deprived and setback, I believe there’ll be
literally thousands times thousands of them accept our Lord Jesus
when they see His power, and fill them, and sweeping in different
places. When they see them miracles raise up, and tell the people
even, and to speak in their own language, and tell them what it
was, and it’d perfect every time. They’d fall by the hundreds at
the altar and repent of their sins: Jesus Christ the same yesterday,
today, and forever. Amen.
51-0502 The Angel Of The Lord
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he jungle is the only thing
they have ever known. They
ate fruit from the trees, gathered
caterpillars and termites from the
forest floor, and caught fish in the
streams. Their homes were made
from thatched leaves and limbs.
They worshipped their ancestors,
the trees, the animals, and idols
made from wood and stone. It
was the only way of life that they
have known for thousands of
years, until they received a love
letter from the one true God. It
caught their attention when a
miracle was performed before
their very eyes.
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at Yakata and begin the long trek through the jungle.
Poisonous snakes, such as the cobra and puff adder,
hide in the leaves that litter the forest floor. Leopards,
hyenas, and elephants walk the same trails as the
missionaries. More feared than any other African
killer, the tiny mosquito, buzzes overhead, waiting to
infect his victim with deadly diseases such as Yellow
Fever and Malaria. Even the forest itself has taken
many people as they stray from the path and lose
their way.

One of their villagers was bitten by a deadly snake and
quickly died. While the family mourned their loss, a
man who had a burning desire to introduce the Pygmy
people to Brother Branham, walked into the village
and, in the Name of Jesus Christ, raised the man from
the dead. Immediately, that Name took on a whole
new meaning to the Forest People. Missionaries had
come and gone, and tried to preach salvation to them,
but those men showed no more than a wooden idol
could provide. But now, the power of Jesus Christ was
made real in front of the whole village. The history
of the Pygmies in Central Congo was about to make
a dramatic change: William Branham’s Message was
on the scene. (This testimony was originally published
in the January 2009 CTV Update).

Despite the dangers, Brother Manze and his
missionary team of seven brothers and two sisters
remained fearless in their most recent journey. First, a
messenger was sent ahead to give word to the Pygmy
villages that they would soon receive guests. Then,
they loaded two dugout canoes with six motorcycles,
fuel, four huge bags of donated clothing, boxes of
Message books and CDs, and hundreds of pounds
of gear. They tied the two boats together to share
the VGR-donated outboard motor, and the little
expedition set off up the river.

The desire to worship that is instinctive to every
human being could no longer be pacified by the
image of an animal or an ancestor. From the miracle,
they saw that Jesus Christ is alive in His Word. Now,
their souls hungered for more of that same Spiritual
Food, but they had no way to get It. The same forest
that fed their children, gave them shelter from the
rain, and isolated them from the perils of the outside
world, became a prison, preventing them from
hearing the Word of God.

How could the Message of the American
prophet ever reach the poorest of all the
world’s people in this unknown and distant
place?
It came at the hands of a man named Justin Manze.
A pastor, a missionary, and a VGR librarian, Brother
Manze has dedicated his life to spreading the Message
of the hour. Years ago, the Lord placed a burden on
his heart for the Pygmies living near the banks of the
Congo River, and today, he is still living true to that call.

Into The Darkness
Brother Manze’s burden for the Forest People is
undaunted by the dangers he faces when traveling
into the darkest reaches of Central Africa. He has
made the trip many times, and knows that his life,
and the lives of his missionary team, will be hanging
in the balance.
The journey begins long before the first paddle dips
into the water. First and foremost, they seek the
Divine guidance of our Lord Jesus. No matter how
well prepared they may be, the jungle always has
surprises for the traveler. It is when these troubles
arise that they remember the hours of prayer spent in
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Brother Manze (front) has made the trip to visit his Pygmy friends many
times over the years. He knows that anything is possible during these
trips, but his most recent journey was especially difficult.

preparation, and they know without any doubt that
they are in the perfect will of the Lord. Then the Word
of God that is anchored in their hearts gives them the
comfort they need to carry on.
Danger abounds both above and beneath the
muddy Congo River. Machete-wielding bands of
pirates patrol the water, carefully scanning for
unarmed boats that may be carrying something of
value. Ferocious crocodiles lay in wait just below
the surface, looking for an opportunity to drag their
prey into the depths. Hippos fiercely defend their
territory against any intruder, able to crush both
crocodile and human in their massive jaws. Even
sudden thunderstorms can reduce visibility to zero
and allow the river to swallow the unwary boatmen.
And the boat that carries them across these deadly
waters? It’s called a “pirogue,” and it is nothing more
than a hollowed-out tree trunk.

After more than 50 miles in the pirogue, their journey
becomes still more perilous when they leave the river

A couple of the boxes contained a special gift for
the Forest People that they see only once a year:
wine and unleavened flour. The jungle may provide
enough nutrients to live on, but they have no wheat
for bread or grapes to make Communion wine.
Brother Manze can’t bear the thought of his beloved
and isolated friends missing these ordinances that
the church performs in remembrance of the Lord
Jesus, so he goes to great lengths to provide this for
them. As you might imagine, the forest people look
forward to his visit all year long. His arrival always
sparks a celebration and outpouring of the Holy
Ghost.

Another reason for my visits is to bring them the bread
and wine, so they too can observe the Lord’s Supper.
The prophet taught us that the Lord commanded three
things for His church – Water Baptism, Communion,
and Feet Washing – and I believe that these brothers
and sisters should have the opportunity to participate
in these ordinances.

Underway
After being delayed a day because of stormy weather,
we left the port in Lisala at 7AM, and traveled up the
Congo River about 50 miles. We arrived at Yakata
just in time for the evening service at 4:00. This is
an important place, as it is a sub-center of the Lisala
library. It is the final stop for many books and tapes,
before they go into the little villages, deep in the
jungle.
I spoke to them about the prophet William Marrion
Branham being the messenger, and his Message is the
letter the Bridegroom sent to His Bride, telling her to
get ready to meet Him. The Bridegroom, having been
away for several years without giving news, sent a
Message to reassure the Bride about His soon coming
to take her home. I then introduced the new Lingala
tapes and books, and played “One In A Million” for
them.
I wish you could have seen the joy of the believers
that evening, to hear the prophet preach in English
and the translation in Lingala. I gave them two newlytranslated sermons I had in book and tape form: “One
In A Million” and “God Is His Own Interpreter.” After
the service, we prepared the kosher bread for the
believers at the next stop.

Yeyimbo, Ingonzo, and Lopori on
Brother Manze’s report of his visit
motorbike
to the Pygmy churches in Yeyimbo,
At 6PM, we unloaded our motorcycles from the
Bolie-Ingonzo, and Iyela.
pirogues and motored 15 miles through the jungle,
It has been well over a decade now since the Lord
has placed it on my heart to visit our Pygmy brothers
and sisters. Some of these precious souls live so far
into the jungle that they would never have any hope
of seeing a missionary, let alone hearing Brother
Branham’s Message. I believe the Lord sent His Bride
a love letter when He sent the prophet to us. The
Lord told us that He would soon be coming to take
us away, and we should make ourselves ready for
the Wedding Supper. This was the theme of my most
recent expedition into the land of the Pygmies.

to Yeyimbo. The roads are dangerous at night, so
we made the trip as quickly as possible, arriving
just before 8PM. Like always, we were greeted with
great love and enthusiasm to learn more about the
prophet and what he taught about the Lord Jesus.
The evening service began at 10:00 with praises and
worship. We began the Lord’s Supper at 11:55, and it
ended at 1:00AM.
At 6:00 the next morning, we played a tape of the
prophet. It was a very special time for the Pygmies
of Yeyimbo. This was the first time they ever had the
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The last part of the Communion service was feet-washing.
Because of the long journey between villages, this was
often done in the early morning hours before they retired
for a couple hours of sleep.

The Pygmies are the poorest of the poor.
Some Africans don’t even consider them
human beings, and few missionaries would
ever risk their lives to visit them.

opportunity to listen to the Voice of the prophet,
translated into their own language. This time, I played
“Nzambe Azali Molimboli Na Ye Moko,” or “God Is
His Own Interpreter.” As you might imagine, they
were overjoyed. We gave each of them the two new
Message books to read or have someone read it to
them. Another pastor, who walked through the jungle
for six hours to meet us in Yeyimbo, gave us his love
and invited us to visit his village on our next trip. These
people have such a burning desire to hear more about
the Lord Jesus and the prophet He sent to us.
When we left, their one request was the same that
I have heard every time I have seen them: “Please
always remember to visit us.” This is not easy, but
with the grace of the Lord, we will do it. In Lingala,
they sang the familiar song that rings so beautifully
in our ears:
Jesus Christ is the Liberator, His great prophet is
called William Branham.
The vision of William Branham saying that the
Message would enter the jungle of Africa is the
Truth.
It has been fulfilled, and the Message entered deep
into the equatorial forest.
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Jesus Christ is God, and William Branham is His
prophet.
We sped away from Yeyimbo on our motorcycles and,
with one short rest and a meal with believers in a
village along the way, we arrived at the Pygmy village
of Ingonzo early in the afternoon. They ran from their
huts and from the surrounding jungle, shouting for
joy when they heard the sound of our motorbikes
coming up the trail.

The Communion service is a once-a-year event for the Forest People
because they have no wheat to make bread or grapes for wine.

Because we were delayed in our schedule, we were
not able to take the Lord’s Supper, but we gave them
the wine and flour. I encouraged them to stay with
the Messenger, William Marrion Branham, and that
he is the one sent from the Bridegroom to the Bride.
Of course, we left them with Lingala Message books
to feed their souls, as well as a bag of clothes to help
make their lives a little easier.
It took us three and a half hours to negotiate the 22
miles of rough roads on the way to the settlement of
Lopori. The “roads” that we ride on are little more
than footpaths. There are downed trees blocking
them, which we either must lift the motorcycle over,
or squeeze them underneath. Sometimes there are
boards going across the creeks, which makes it easier
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The forest provides everything the Pygmies need to survive, and
they still live much the same as they have for hundreds, or even
thousands, of years. But somehow, the Message found them in this
faraway place.

sink us. After a few hours of this,
darkness fell upon us. The night
became so black that the only light
we had to see our way was from
the flashing lightning overhead.
The roar of the water and claps of
thunder boomed in our ears. We
had no idea if a hippo or crocodile
would attack from the depths and
overturn our pirogue, or we would
be struck by a cobra as we reached
for another handful of reeds.
Sinking in these conditions would
have surely been fatal. While we
struggled against the current, I
kept thinking of Paul when he
said, “in perils of waters.” Truly,
the same Lord Jesus that was with
Paul in his travels was with us, as
we finally neared our destination.
The rain continued to pour down
when we landed at a settlement
called Nganda Zelo (translated as
“Sand Encampment”). Cold, tired,
hungry, and exhausted, we exited
our pirogue, loaded our gear upon
our heads and shoulders, and
found the trail into the jungle.
Please forgive me, but it was too
dark and rainy to take pictures.

to get the motorcycles across, but the wood is not
always in the best shape and sometimes a little too
narrow. But, by the grace of God, we make it through.
Once again, the brothers and sisters were singing as
we rode our motorcycles into their village. We spent
the evening praising and worshipping our Lord Jesus,
before retiring for a few hours of much-needed rest.
We knew the next day would be the most difficult of
our entire journey, but we could have never guessed
how hard it would really be.
Most of our team stayed in Lopori, along with our
six motorcycles, as we knew only the strongest could
make it. A few believers that were familiar with
the trail joined our party to guide us to the Iyela
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encampment. Our objective was to make the twelvemile hike to the Lopori River, then find a pirogue
and paddle upstream to another hunter’s trail, and,
by the grace of God, finally reach the third village of
Pygmies to take the Lord’s Supper with our brothers
and sisters.

The Road To Iyela
We hiked for five-and-a-half painful hours into the
dense forest, through knee-deep water, over giant
tree trunks, while still carrying all our gear and
supplies for the brethren in Iyela. We finally arrived
at the great River Lopori (which is almost as big as the
Ohio River), where we boarded a pirogue. This was
the beginning of a nightmare.

After about 30 minutes of paddling
the leaky canoe up the river, the
sky darkened with clouds, and
thunder began to shake the jungle.
A torrential downpour followed,
along with dangerous waves
and flashing lightning. We did
everything we could to keep our
little pirogue afloat. We couldn’t
paddle against the current so
some of us grabbed reeds to help
pull the boat along, and others
bailed the rising water from the
floor. The waves crashed against
the front of the boat, trying to

The natives call it a “road,” but it
is no more than a narrow, muddy,
hunter’s trail. We walked through
the black rain for another three
hours, crossing ravines and giant
tree trunks while carrying our
heavy loads. We almost lost a
brother, who slid off of the trail and
nearly into a ravine more than 60
feet deep. It is only the grace of the
Lord that vines in the trees caught
his feet just before he would have
fallen to his death. He was trapped,
hanging upside-down, when he
called out for help. It was nothing
short of a miracle, and a sign from
the Lord that He was with us.
Later, we noticed that one of the
men in our party was missing. We
could not find him anywhere, so a

few of the brothers went back to
look for him in the rainy darkness.
We could only imagine what had
happened to him; he may have
slipped into a deep chasm or
been taken by a wild beast. They
eventually found him curled up
against a tree, sleeping. He said
that he was just too tired to carry
on. The brothers encouraged him
to continue for the last hour’s
walk, and he joined back up with
us, weary and weak, but now
determined to make it the rest of
the way.
Our feet and backs hurt, we
had not eaten since 7AM that
morning, we were soaking wet,
and we were walking through the
darkness with ferocious beasts
and steep canyons, but we were
not discouraged! We would soon
be having the Lord’s Supper with
our Pygmy brothers and sisters,
who were waiting for us with
great anticipation. It reminded
me of what the prophet said in
“Demonology, Physical Realm.”

“

And that’s what my
heart
is,
brother,
today, when I think of
Africa, and them poor
little
black
hands
raising up, saying,
“Brother Branham, one
more time about Jesus.”
Oh,
mercy.
There’s
something in me digs
and burns. Just as
quick as I get money
enough up, I get over
there too; that’s what
I do with every penny
I get, everything, God
knows, besides just
what I can eat...
...I take it myself,
and before God as my
Judge, I put it in the
Gospel work yonder, so
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A motorcycle is a great help when traveling
the footpaths of the jungle, even if they are
sometimes a little cumbersome in certain parts.
They carry hundreds of Message books and
make the trip in a fraction of the time compared
to walking.

From the Lopori settlement, the missionary team hiked fiveand-a-half hours through dense forest and knee-deep water
on their way to Iyela. A pirogue was waiting for them at the
river, where they would paddle upstream before another
three-hour hike through the jungle.

I know that on that day that I’ll...
when I will have to give an account
for my stewardship, it’s given
correctly. That’s exactly right,
’cause I realize as I treat the
people, I’m treating God. Just my
attitude towards you is my attitude
towards Christ. And your attitude
towards me is the same thing (That’s
right,): towards Christ.
Now, to see a people like that, and
see how that a human being, then,
with an immortal soul, now, that
can’t die, can’t perish, can’t do
nothing but have Everlasting Life,
that God, sovereignly, in His Own
will, gave it to you.

”

We were tired and exhausted when we finally arrived
in Iyela. The entire village was sleeping except one little
sister. As soon as she saw us, she woke them all with
a shout. Everyone came running out of their huts to
welcome us. The villagers had waited all day long for
us in vain, but they still had faith that we would come.
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This village is a new discovery; a new people far from
any civilization. They are living in incredible poverty.
They have never seen a missionary or even a bicycle.
No one would risk going there. No one would want to
eat their meals or even touch their clothes. However,
they are our brothers and sisters who accepted the
Message of Brother William Marrion Branham. They
are saved by the grace of our Lord Jesus Christ. They
have the Holy Ghost, and they have great needs to
hear more of the Gospel. When you see a place like
this, you can’t help but be touched.
The meeting began that very night. They baked the
kosher bread for the Lord’s Supper while I spoke to
them of the end-time Message as being the Message
of the Bridegroom to the Bride, and that Brother
Branham is the Messenger sent by the Bridegroom
to His Bride. Brother Branham, the prophet of God,
had seen them in the jungle and prophesied that
this Message would get to them, and that prophecy
has now been fulfilled. They were overjoyed when I
showed them the Message translated into their own
language, just for them, the Forest People of the
Congo.

The church was filled as I spoke shortly regarding the
Lord’s Supper, telling them about the three orders
the Lord gave us. They could not contain the joy they
received to take the Communion and to wash their
feet, as it was their first time to partake in such an
important event. It was quite a feast.
I went to sleep early the next
morning, while the feast was still
going on. My bed was made of sticks,
thatched together in a platform
raised above the dirt floor. It was a
restless sleep while I waited for the
sun to rise and light our way back to
Lopori. Our bodies were sore, but we
had accomplished the goal that the
Lord laid upon our hearts.

A Pygmy brother testified that his life once had no
meaning until the village heard the Message of the
prophet.
“Our lives came down to only surviving. In the morning,
I wake up and get some raffia wine to drink (a strong

The road to Iyela was physically exhausting. Downed trees across the trail and steep
ravines made the hike treacherous, especially after nightfall.

The next morning, we distributed the
two different Lingala translations to
the people, and gave them two bags
of clothes and a half bag of shoes.
Again, we talked about the Message
of the hour, and encouraged them to
study what we had given them.
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The Message books are a cherished possession. It may very
well be the most valuable thing in each family’s hut; it is
certainly the most cherished.

The Lopori River seemed harmless at first, but a little while
later a violent thunderstorm and torrential downpour almost
brought the missionary journey to a tragic end.

alcohol made from raffia palm). In the afternoon, I
go fishing with a few hooks, or hunting, just to grab
something to eat. This was day after day, year after
year. With the Message, we began to go fishing like
we should, and also we learned to farm to feed our
families. We gave up alcohol, idols, and idleness. We
were once idolaters, worshipping ancestors and jungle
creatures. Now we believe that Jesus Christ is the one
true God, and William Branham is His prophet.”

Back Home

Thank You

We were quickly back on our motorcycles to travel
nine miles to a group of believers in Boso-Simba,
where we were scheduled to have a Communion
service that evening. After some engine problems
and a flat tire, we arrived at 11:00 pm, and three
hours later, we went to rest for the night.

It was hard to leave our new friends. They were saying,
“Come again once more! Do not forget us! Come back
another time!” while we were walking back into the
jungle. In body, we are separated from these people,
but our hearts stayed in Iyela with them.

After meetings with the brothers and sisters in the
morning, and distributing the Message material,
we traveled back to the Congo River and made
arrangements to start our return voyage back home,
to Lisala. Meanwhile, our troubles were not over
yet, as another storm was rumbling to the west. We
waited for the thunder and wind to ease, and loaded
our soggy gear into the boat for the rainy return
voyage.

God is no respecter of persons.
The Pygmies are considered in
Africa to be the lowest form of
human beings, but I believe that
God holds them in the same
regard as He does any other
man living under the sky. Like all
people, they deserve to be loved,
respected, and helped in their
lives. I am happy to say that we
fulfilled our mission that the Lord
placed upon our hearts. We were
guided through perils of waters.
We crossed the big forest through
wild animals and venomous
snakes, but God protected us.
We suffered through lightning,
thunder, and darkness, but He
lit our path. And then, we had
Communion with His children,
and He rained down His Holy
Spirit upon us.

The trek back to the river was much easier in the
sunshine, and once on the Lopori River, we paddled
with the current. It was hard to imagine this beautiful
river being so violent the day before. After four hours
of peaceful paddling downstream, we landed our
pirogue and began the final walk back to Lopori. Six
hours later, we greeted our friends that had stayed
behind. They were a welcome sight to us weary
travelers.
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The trusty motor brought us back down the river, and
into the Lisala harbour. Although it was still pouring
down rain, home was certainly a welcome sight to us
exhausted travelers.

In closing, I would once again like to quote our prophet from “Demonology
- Religious Realm” (53-0609):

“

Oh, there’s just everything. And then the wild
perils of the animals, of course, lions, tiger,
or leopards, and everything else to contend with
in the jungle. And then the diseases, there’s
just all kinds of diseases in there. And you
have all that to face when you go. Besides that,
then here’s the witch doctor to challenge you on
every hand (See?), and all their superstitions
and things. But how...what a marvellous thing to
see our Lord just wave it away from side to side
like that, then go on.

”

Yet with all the dangers, all of us came back home alive and well. We
give thanks to the Lord Jesus who fulfills all things. And we also want to
thank Brother Joseph Branham for this great Work he is doing to send
the Message, this heavenly Manna, into the hands of men living in the
most remote areas on the planet. And we thank those who may read this
report and have made sacrifices to give us books and tapes to bring to
these precious souls. We ask that you remember the Forest People, and
your humble servants in Christ, as we bring the Gospel into the jungles
of Africa.
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”

Every time they entered a village, the team was greeted with shouts of jubilation.
This was their contact with the Message of the prophet. What new gifts would
Brother Manze bring this time?
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“What do you know about him?” I asked.
“He was a little man, thin, about 135 or 140 pounds.
He didn’t have a lot of hair, but came in about every
three weeks for a haircut. He had a hairpiece. He told
me he hated to wear it. He owned a Cadillac. The
people gave it to him, but he didn’t like that either. He
didn’t think he was good enough to drive a Cadillac.
He wanted to be down with the common guy.”
Bob continued over the sound of the clippers, “He
liked to hunt. One time he had a dream about a big
bear, and he got it. He tried to give me some of the
meat, but I didn’t want any bear meat.”
I asked him what kind of man Brother Branham was.
“He just seemed like everybody else. Nothing real
different about him. Very nice.”
The clippers stopped, so I took that as my cue to stand
up and make room for the next guy to have a seat in
Bob’s chair. I was soon back on my bike in the brisk
morning air, scanning for old folks out on their porches.
After quite a while riding around town, I spotted an
elderly woman driving through the neighborhood. I
wheeled my bike around and, to put it in Kentucky
English, I was like a hound on a rabbit’s trail racing
through the neighborhood roads. With the help of a
few stop signs, I caught her right when she pulled into
her driveway.

“Ma’am, do you have a moment? I’m doing a project
on a minister named Billy Branham. Have you ever
met him?”
“I didn’t know him personally, but I knew his mother.”
She was an articulate lady, with her hair neatly done
and an air of class about her.
“His mother was a sweet, calm lady.” I asked if she
ever told her any stories about Brother Branham. She
said, “No, she wasn’t the type to tell stories.”
Did you ever attend any of his meetings?
“Yes, my sister and her husband went to his meetings
every once in a while. They invited the whole family to
go one time, so we all went. My uncle wasn’t religious,
but he decided to go too. He had just been in a
motorcycle accident and was on crutches.
“He never planned on it, but he felt the Spirit during
the service and went up to the platform. Brother Bill
laid his hands on him, and he walked back with his
crutches under his arm like there was never anything
wrong with him.
I guess he lost his healing, because a few days later,
he was back on his crutches. He still never went to
church, and we always used to tease him that he
should have stayed in church and his knee would have
stayed well.”

Bob cut Brother Branham’s hair for years. His impression of
Brother Branham was that he was a humble man that “wanted
to be down with the common guy.”

The morning sunshine was quickly burning the frost
off of the grass as I pedaled beneath the brightly
colored leaves. It was a beautiful November day, to say
the least. The squirrels were running from tree to tree
and the birds were singing to the top of their little
lungs. God seemed to be smiling down upon the City
of Jeffersonville. I felt like He had something special
in store for my bike ride around town.
I had heard that Brother Branham’s barber was still
alive and was still cutting hair, so that would be my
first stop. When I rolled up to his cluttered little
shop, Bob was sitting in his wooden chair, reading the
morning paper. He saw me through the glass window,
and stood up when I walked in.
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Inside, the walls were plastered with pictures of
everything from John Wayne to Mickey Mouse.
Squeezed between the picture frames and on about
every flat surface in the shop were hundreds of clocks,
hats, and every other little trinket you could imagine,
some of which I am sure were in the same place when
Brother Branham sat in his barber chair.
Bob is a tall, thin, grey-haired gentleman that looks to
be in his sixties, but he is actually 83 years old. When
I took off my helmet, he looked at my mostly-bald
head as probably the easiest eight bucks he ever made.
“Do you want a haircut?”
I sat down in his barber chair, and asked him if he
knew William Branham. “Yes, I cut his hair for years.”
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Opal witnessed the
healing of her uncle
during a service in
Jeffersonville. She
says he returned to
his crutches a few
days later.

months back, while riding through
Utica, when I found out that it is
impossible on a mountain bike to
outrun a pitbull terrier, no matter
how scared you are.

She put her hand up in the air and
shouted, “YOU GOTTA TALK TO MY FACE! I’M
DEAF! CAN’T HEAR!”
“Yes ma’am.”
Marie, as I later learned her name, sternly looked me in
the eye and put her finger just beneath my nose, “I AM
NOT OLD ENOUGH TO BE CALLED MA’AM!
DON’T CALL ME THAT AGAIN!”
I put my head down, “Yes ma’am…Oh, I’m sorry.” She
shook her head like I was the dumbest person she had
ever met.
I tried to break the ice a little, “Sure is a busy road isn’t
it?”
She spent the next five minutes shouting out how many
wrecks have happened in front of her house, while still
having no idea what I was doing standing in her yard.
I then pointed to the Tabernacle a few houses down,
and asked, “What do you think of that church?”

Brother Bill laid his hands on
him, and he walked back with
his crutches under his arm
like there was never anything
wrong with him.
I thanked Ms. Opal for her time and headed
towards the Branham Tabernacle to see what stories
I could find there. Just when the church came into
view, I spotted a woman in her sixties, dressed in
a University of Indiana sweatshirt and blue-jeans,
letting her dog outside for a bit of fresh air.
I stopped at her chain-link fence, and asked her
if she had a minute. She shook her finger at me,
like I was in serious trouble for saying something
like that. I was a little intimidated as she stomped
across her yard towards me, shaking her head and
wagging her finger. I had the same feeling a few
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She said, “Do you go to that church?”
“Yes ma’am… Sorry, I did it again.”
“There’s a lot of cars down there. Lot of people.”
I asked, “Do you know anything about them?”
She answered, “Well, they don’t let the women shave
their legs.”
I took my helmet off to hide my amusement for a
moment.
I asked, “Have you ever been to church there?”
“No, never have. My family says I’m going to hell
because I don’t go to church, but I don’t think you got
to go to church to pray?”

the floor and screamed and cried… I asked her if they were Holy Rollers,
because I didn’t want to be a Holy Roller. She said, ‘No.’”
She continued, “You see, the churches tell their people to give all their
money. That’s what’s it’s all about: money.”

I figured this was my chance. I pointed to the Tabernacle, “Sister, the man
who started that church could have had all the wealth in the world, but he
chose to live right down the road there in a house about the size of yours,
maybe a little smaller. Have you ever heard of William Branham?”
She said, “Yes, I heard of him.”

“Did you ever go to any of his meetings?”
She shook her head, “No. Never did.”

I put both my hands on the fence and continued, “He stood against the
Baptists, Methodists, Catholics, and all the denominations because he saw
the same thing you saw. He preached that all denominations are wrong,
and Jesus Christ is right.”
She squinted her eyes, concentrating on my lips and I could tell she
understood very well what I was saying. So I continued, “The Baptists say
you are going to hell if you are not a Baptist. The Methodists say the same
thing.”

“THAT’S RIGHT!” she shouted as if my hearing was as bad as hers. “My
brother’s a Jehovah. Do you know what that is?”
“Yes ma’am.”

“They say I’m going to hell if I don’t go to their church.”
I said, “Brother Branham didn’t care if you were Methodist, Baptist,
Jehovah Witness, or whatever. All he cared about is leading you to Jesus
Christ.”
For the first time in our conversation, her voice softened and she asked,
“Do you think Jesus and God are the same thing?”

“Yes ma’am, I do. When I get
on my knees, I pray to the Lord
Jesus Christ.”
She put her hand on mine and
said, “I do too.”
“Sister, you and I believe
the same thing. We are both
Christians.”
There was something about that
rough (I won’t say old) lady that
seemed genuine. She didn’t go to
church, in fact, she didn’t think
much of churchgoers at all. But
she had the revelation that Jesus
Christ is God.
I thanked her for her time,
apologized once again for
calling her “ma’am,” and got
back on my bike. As I pedaled
home, I thought, “What higher
revelation is there than Jesus
Christ is God?” She knew more
about religion than the man,
or woman, that stands in the
pulpit and teaches her Jehovah
Witness brother or Baptist sister
about God.
I am looking forward to seeing
her again one day, whether it be
on the other side of Jordan, or
maybe even my next trip around
town, when we will have a little
more time to talk about that
revelation the Lord has given her.
The greatest of all the revelations is
the Deity, the Supreme Deity of our
Lord Jesus Christ. You can’t get to
first base until you believe that…

60-1204e The Patmos Vision

She looked at me, expecting an answer.
I leaned on the fence and remained quiet, waiting to
hear the rest of the story.
She continued, “I went to a Baptist church for a little
while. They wore dresses in that church. That’s what
they did back then, Baptists and all of ‘em. Wore
dresses. They don’t do that anymore… One time, I went
with my sister to a church where they rolled all over

Marie was a joy to talk to. She may
not be a churchgoer, but she had
a greater revelation than most
denominational preachers.
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Barnabas Kariuki

profiles

VGR Manager: Kenya

I will forever be grateful to my Godly parents.
My father was AIC (African Inland Church)
pastor; my mother a model of a pastor’s wife.
All siblings learned to read and write through
the Bible, John Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress, an
abridged Foxe’s Book of Martyrs, and other
meticulously chosen Christian literature in Kikuyu and Kiswahili
languages. No other books, magazines, newspapers or even a radio
would be found at our home, but, once a week, we would listen to a
popular Christian program from our church at our neighbor’s house.
Each of us were able to make a decision for Christ at an early age.
As I grew up, the hunger to know more of God overwhelmed me. I
read anything on Him that I could lay my hands on. Finally, in our
pit latrine in 1973, I found two pages of what, two years later, I came
to know were from the Message when two students gave me books by
the prophet!
In 1985 the Branhams came to our Kapsabet High School home.
Brother Joseph asked me if I would like to move to Nairobi to run the
new VGR office. Without knowing what I was saying, I agreed. What
a momentous decision that was!
A most memorable moment was when, in 1985, we gathered with
leading ministers from Uganda and Kenya. We were cruelly divided
doctrinally, and some of the ministers had neither met nor shaken
hands for years. Brother Joseph stood up and asserted: “…I have an
answer to every question that is in your minds!” People were stunned.
Then, pulling out a tape from his briefcase and lifting it up, he declared:
“All the questions in your mind are answered herein.” There was a
moment’s silence, before the group burst out laughing, hugging, and
shaking each other’s hands. It was a turning point. VGR has been an
oasis where we all meet and fellowship as one: One God, One Faith,
One Baptism, One Message. Amen.

Ronnie Kapisha

VGR Manager: Zambia
THANKS FOR THE VISION OF
STORING FOOD

I grew up in a denomination like many others,
our parents being religious. We thought the
best denomination was Jehovah’s Witness. As
I grew up, I went to other denominations, had
fellowship, and later join them. By the time I met with the Message,
I had been to six denominations, my last being the Pentecostal
Assemblies. My young brother (who is a pastor in the Message now)
was a Baptist. He and others used to buy Christian material from a
certain book shop ran by a denominational bishop. Among these were
the Spoken Word books which he received freely, but sold them.

When my brother read the Spoken Word books, he liked them and
believed in the baptism in the Name of the Lord Jesus Christ. He
and another man came and shared the right Christian baptism with
me, which I believed, but they did not tell me where they got the
revelation.

It was until after I travelled to my home town (Mufulira), where my
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Andrew Alasa

VGR Manager: Nigeria
I was born and raised up in a Christian family
that believed in going to church. As I grew up,
I decided to have a taste of the world. I always
felt a sense of fear in my heart, and sometimes
felt that I was moving with the wrong friends.
I started to go back to church, but that was not
enough.
When this urge to serve God became stronger in my heart, I decided to
fast at least once or twice a week to pray to God and seek His blessings.
I finally gave my life to the Lord Jesus Christ in a Baptist church in the
northern part of Nigeria. Upon this decision and experience, I burned
all my disco records, and other traditional devices I had. Then a new
life really started in me. I became very active in the Baptist church, and
also joined a youth Pentecostal group in that town. I felt the way they
worshipped and their way of preaching was more dynamic than my
Baptist church.
I got baptized in the Baptist church in their trinitarian titles. I asked
the pastor why we were not baptizing according to Acts 2:38. He told
me that they obeyed the commandments Jesus Christ gave to His
disciples. This answer, though not satisfactory, could not be refused. I
was baptized and became a registered member.
One day, I traveled back home and I met a friend of mine who gave
me a sermon book, titled, “The Mighty God Unveiled Before Us.” I
read this book and saw how God became flesh. My goodness, it struck
like fire in my soul. I believed that Message, and traveled back to my
Baptist church. We were warned about reading books, especially from
the USA. We were told to bring the books to the elders to check if it
was safe for the person to read. But I decided to hide my new sermon
book at home. I believed they would tell me it was false.
When I was getting ready to move down to college, I prayed for God
to lead me to someone that would teach me the truth of God’s Word.
Upon registration, I was allocated to a room where I met a believer
in this Message with so many sermon books displayed on his reading
table. Guess who that was? That is my pastor today, Brother Olu
Omotoyinbo, who was then a medical student. He gave me many
sermon books, and I went for water baptism according to Acts 2:38.
God has kept me ever since in this wonderful end-time Message
brought by our prophet, Brother Branham.

brother gave me two Spoken Word books: Laodicea and Choosing of
a Bride. Back in the City Lusaka, I read the books. I thought at any
time, the world was ending. I called for my brother who sent another
brother. I got baptized in cold June (our winter) at midnight. I came
out of the denomination and with those two books, started witnessing
to the others.
I came to realize that our prophet was called home in 1965, and I saw
the amazing grace upon me when I learned about the vision given
to our prophet of storing of Food: this Message of the hour on tape.
Had it not been, I couldn’t have known the Message of our prophet
William Marrion Branham. I had a burden to distribute the books
and tapes to my people in my country that as many could have the
opportunity of receiving the Message first hand from the prophet’s
Voice like I did.
Currently I am the VGR manager for my country (Zambia) and I
pastor a Message church in Lusaka.

I want to thank Brother Joseph Branham, the VGR staff and all those
in the world who have caught the vision to take the Voice of the
prophet straight into the hands of the religiously blinded world for the
Bride to catch it and come out of the system.

Mostapher Saidi
VGR Manager: Malawi

I was born in a Muslim family and raised in
a strictly Muslim setting as my family was
deeply rooted in the Mohammedan faith for
many generations. My father himself was at the
time a well-respected leader in Islam, and had
constructed a mosque next to our house. He
was looking up to me as potential leader in Islam, being one of his sons
who had interest in education.
Although I loyally followed my family’s strict religion from
birth, it failed to quench the thirst I had inside me for something
supernatural. Something was hungering in me to talk to the Creator
personally. I started to question the system of one person talking
and all following.
In 1985, when I had come home for a school holiday, a friend whom
I had grown up with had already believed the Message. He invited a
brother who was a minister of the Message to come and introduce the
Message to me. I instantly believed because something seemed to have
been saying, “This is it.” From there, I had to be baptized. Being aware
of the consequences of this action, this was a very difficult time of my
believing the Message.
The call to get baptized in the Name of the Lord Jesus Christ far
exceeded the drastic consequences I would suffer from my father,
family, and friends. I soon realized that I had underestimated my
father’s reaction. I endured many forms of physical persecution from
my father, but nothing could shake me. He later on disowned me
completely and chased me from home. I became completely destitute
and my remaining years of high school were an extreme torture. I
solely depended on willing brothers who accommodated me in their
homes.
I sincerely thank God for this Message and for sending His prophet,
Brother William Marrion Branham.

Keith Herne

VGR Manager: South Africa
I went to sea at the age of sixteen. I remember
the times that I was on watch at night when
the ship was crossing the ocean, I would look at
the stars and felt so small because the universe
looked so big. At that time I was not religiously
inclined and never read the Bible. I knew there
was an emptiness in me, but I did not know how to fill it or with what.
Maybe that was one of the reasons I had the passion for being a sailor,
though it was only temporary and that could not fill the void inside.
Coming from a weekend at home driving with my friend on my way to
Saldanha Bay where I was working as a skipper for a dredging company
in the harbor, there was the strangest Presence that came in the car as
I was looking across the coastline to the sea. It was an experience that I
have never felt before. I broke down, which was something I never did
before: cry in the presence of anybody, being a hardened seaman. My
friend, who was singing at that time, went quiet in the car as he was
also aware that something was happening.

Even after more than thirty years, I can remember as if it has just
happened today. I distinctly remember a Voice telling me that I am free.
Still not realizing at that time what was going on as I was unfamiliar
with this, but I knew it was real.
Upon our arrival at our destination, my drinking buddies could not
understand why I did not want to drink anymore. I couldn’t understand
myself, as the desire just left me after that experience in the car. Even
my desire for smoking left immediately.

A few days later, I went to visit a certain man in Saldanha Bay, and that
was the first time I heard the name of Brother Branham. I was baptized
the next weekend and was given my first reel tape. When I heard that
Voice for the first time, the void that I had was fulfilled, and since then,
God was no longer distant or a stranger to me. I am never alone as long
as I can hear His Voice.
This Message has made God personal to me, and every tape that I
listen to is as fresh and current as the day it was preached.

By His Grace I have introduced many souls to the Lord, and the best
thing I can do is to leave this Message by way of a book or tape in
the hands of the people, because it is a reality to me and it is God’s
provided way to reach that Haven of rest.
My greatest desire is to take this Message to as many people as I can.

I have heard the Voice of God personally, and that is the same Voice I
want to take to the people.

Gordon Tutani

VGR Manager: Zimbabwe
I grew up in a Wesleyan Methodist family. My
grandfather was a Methodist missionary who had
brought the Methodist gospel to Zimbabwe from
South Africa around 1894.
As we grew up, we would go for Sunday school,
and my mother would gather us children and lead
us in Methodist songs and prayer before we retired for bed.
It was around 1977 that I really began to hunger for the Lord Jesus Christ.
It was also at the same time that the devil was having an upper hand in my
life. We were staying in a very notorious ghetto now called Mbare. I did
not just grow up there, but I was born there and we were exposed to the
worldly pleasures of worldly music, film shows, township gambling, drinking,
smoking, and even having girlfriends. Talk about Amazing Grace.
One day at high school in the same ghetto, I felt led to go a certain direction
and I found myself walking into a church service going on in one of the
science blocks. There was somebody preaching and giving a testimony of
how the Lord Jesus Christ changed his life. The things that the Lord had
delivered him from were exactly the things I had been struggling with
right at that time. I felt a very strong power of conviction. That was brother

Godwin Chitsinde, preaching at age 27, and had been miraculously brought
to our school by the Lord to testify of the Message to us. I was 16 years old
and embraced the Message with all my heart and got baptized in a river in
the Name of our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ. I did this against the wishes
of my family, who did not want me to leave the Methodist church. But I
knew better and a battle of religion began. It was only after my people saw
the positive change that the Message had wrought in my life that they began
to appreciate my decision to follow the Message.
One of the most powerful quotations that has given me inspiration to give
my life to wholly serve the Lord was a statement I read from the message
Uncertain Sound 60-1218. I was then 20 years old and just listen to what
the prophet says:
‘‘And I just wished I was--I was a young fellow again, eighteen, twenty years
old, and know what I know; how maybe I could stand up a little longer, or visit
a few more, or something like that, for the Kingdom of God’s sake. You young
people this morning, that’s young, got a lot of youth in you yet, and not family ties
and things, may God let you see the vision...?... to see what hour we’re in.’’
This quote has been my inspiration, and I really want to thank the Lord
that He has allowed me to be involved in spreading the Message through
the Voice Of God distribution network. Since the Lord saved me when
I was a teenager, it has been a burden and joy for me to encourage young
people to make an early decision to follow Christ in the revelation of this
Message. There is nothing you are missing out there in the world. It is all
vanity.
VOICE OF GOD RECORDINGS
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YF

Baiting the Hook
From the toddler excited about his freshest edition
of Cub Corner magazine, to the young lady
dressing up for a YF banquet, Young Foundations
wants every young believer to feel welcome, and
appreciated. They are, after all, a portion of the
Bride of Christ. YF's goal is to help young believers
in their walk with Christ, by pointing them to the
Message of the hour.
For some, knowing there's going to be a quiz on
the tape they are hearing is just the motivation

they need. For others, a banquet that gives
them the chance to fellowship with other young
believers does the trick. It may be their own copy
of a magazine which was made just for them, the
promise of a prize, or a chance to help other young
believers with their Jesus Jar contribution.

Whatever the bait of choice is,
they all lead to the same thing:
Hearing the Word of God.

In Mexico,

young
Sister Rosa was inspired
by "The Foundation"
Message quiz that posts on
youngfoundations.org. The
fire inside her grew stronger
Only a few short
with every tape she heard.
The online quizzes were
months later he was
a new form of motivation
baptized in the Name
for her. She had been
convinced that this is the
of the Lord Jesus
truth, then she became
concerned. At first, it
Christ. The fire was
was just her cousin that
wanted what she had. She
starting to spread.
began to translate the YF
quizzes for him to take
along with her. Only a few short months later, he was baptized in the Name of the Lord Jesus Christ.
The fire was starting to spread. Two more brothers came, wanting to listen and take the quizzes also.
Then a couple more came. It quickly became a large group. When the group of young people finished
the quiz, they'd asked Sister Rosa to translate the latest Young Foundations blogs for them. As she read
the testimonies of people from around the world, they realized that they weren't alone. This newfound
source of encouragement was just what they needed. Parents quickly noticed profound changes in their
children, and they liked what they saw. In fact, they wanted it too. It wasn't long before Sister Rosa
was translating the Message quizzes for the entire congregation of her church. And the fire has not yet
stopped growing; other churches in the area have taken notice and now want to take part also.

“

”

As believers of this
Message, we all know what
it does to us when we hear that
Voice. It speaks right to our
hearts; it is our spiritual Food.
A group of young people in South Africa, some of whom

have grown up in Message churches, are now feasting on that Word for the first time.
In April, 2010, Young Foundations hosted a youth banquet in Durban. The young people received a blessing that
left them hungering for more of God. Afterwards, a group of them got together and asked a local pastor if they could
have a simple "tape meeting, just for young people." Most of the group had never sat through an entire Tape, and they
were excited to hear the Voice of God for themselves. The pastor happily agreed, and the Lord continued His work in
their hearts.
It wasn't long before the reports started coming back. One sister said she had a "new addiction." It wasn't the same
type of addiction many South African youth face, she was addicted to hearing the prophet's Voice! Another said her
life has been "revolutionized." She is in near constant prayer for her brother who has fallen into drugs, but now she
knows where his liberation lies. She has been begging him to join them at their "tape meetings." What started as one
meeting, is now once a month. But that's not enough for these young hearts. Now they are asking for two meetings
per month, and have their sights set on even loftier goals.
The group has grown and become more and more tight knit as they listen to God's Voice together. They are being
filled up, but their appetite has become ferocious. For most of them, when they hear Brother Branham say something,
it is the first time they've heard it. What an exciting time for this small group of believers in South Africa.

YF

Then there's the "Tape Quiz" inside
of each Cub Corner Magazine. The prize
(bait) for finishing those is a custom
collector coin. Hundreds more kids
take these quizzes every time
an issue is released. All in all,
if a young person listened to
every sermon that Young
Foundations offers in a year,
they would hear 36 Messages!

Just like a seasoned soldier wears his badge of honor, "Revival Month"
badges are starting to show up on young people everywhere. Many
young sisters are sewing them on their purses; brothers on their Bible
case or even on their sleeves. These small little patches have become
a symbol that they feasted on the Word during "Revival Month."

Online Message Quiz

Every couple of weeks, Young Foundations
posts a new Message and quiz for any young
person who wants to take it. If you get 80%
or better on the quiz and submit your name,
you will see it posted on the website. But four
times per year, the kids have to really kick
it into high gear. Those months are called
"Revival Months." Every week for four
weeks straight, a new Message and
quiz is posted. If you take all 4
quizzes and average higher than
90% you'll get a certificate and
Revival Month badge. Last

This Christmas, thousands of
young people got a gift from YF.
It is a custom ID card with their name and
ID number on it. It is going to become their
ticket to everything YF offers. When they take
a Message quiz online, they will be able to
enter their number, and track which quizzes
they have taken. They can also see the history
of many other YF things they are involved
with. Their new card will serve as their
passport to get in to any YF camp or event. And
this is just the tip of the iceberg for these cards.
To the young believer, this little card
represents the fact that they're part
of something big. They are an
individual, but they are
not alone.

Providing The Bait
month, there were just shy of 200 kids who
took all 4 quizzes and scored high enough to
get their prize. That's 800 different times a
Message was being heard by a young person...
In November alone!
If you add that to the regular, twice a month
Message quizzes, which often surpasses 200
kids, there are at least 6,400 Message quizzes
taken each year by Young Foundations
youth. This doesn't include the hundreds, if
not thousands of young people who take the
quizzes in groups like the one Sister Rosa
translates for in Mexico.

Young Foundations is doing
its best to provide the "bait" to
get young souls to bite. And it
seems to be working. In one 3
week period, we received new
sign-ups from 32 countries
spanning the entire world.
The youth are taking the
bait, and once they get
hooked, Eternal Life is
theirs for the taking.

If your child or Sunday School students would like to get Cub Corner magazine
or any other YF product, you can do it online at www.youngfoundations.org

WMB

IT IS

WRITTEN
Let Him Hear What The Spirit Saith

Now we have been constantly saying that the true evidence of
being baptized with the Holy Ghost is for the believer to receive
the Word for the age in which he lives. Let me show you most
clearly.

The Seven Ages as set forth in Revelation Chapters 2 & 3 take
in the whole span of the Fullness of the Gentiles, or the whole
time in which God is dealing with the Gentiles unto salvation. In
every single age, bar none, it says the very same thing in opening
and closing the message to each age. “Unto the messenger of
(Ephesus, Smyrna, Pergamos, Thyatira, Sardis, Philadelphia,
Laodicea) write; These things saith He, etc., etc. “... He that
hath an ear, let him (singular) hear what the Spirit saith to the
churches.” Notice here that Jesus (by the Spirit) in EVERY age
addresses Himself to ONLY ONE person relative to the Word
for that age. Only ONE messenger for each age receives what
the Spirit has to say to that age, and that ONE MESSENGER
is the messenger to the true church. He speaks for God by
revelation to the “churches”, both true and false. The message is
then broadcast to all. But though it is broadcast for all who come
within range of the message, that message is received individually
by only a certain qualified group in a certain way. Each individual
of that group is one who has the ability to hear what the Spirit
is saying by way of the messenger. Those who hear are not
getting their own private revelation, nor is a group getting their
collective revelation, BUT EACH PERSON IS HEARING
AND RECEIVING WHAT THE MESSENGER HAS
ALREADY RECEIVED FROM GOD.
Now think it not strange that this is the case, for Paul set this
pattern under the hand of God. Paul alone had the full revelation
for his day as evidenced by his confrontation of the other apostles
who admitted that Paul was the Prophet-Messenger to the
Gentiles for that day. And also note by actual illustration in the
Word, that when Paul desired to go to Asia, God forbade him,
for the sheep (His children) were in Macedonia and they (the
Macedonians) would hear what the Spirit had to say through
Paul, while the people in Asia would not.

In every age we have exactly the same pattern. That is why the
light comes through some God-given messenger in a certain area,
and then from that messenger there spreads the light through
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the ministry of others who have been faithfully taught. But of course
all those who go out don’t always learn how necessary it is to speak
ONLY what the messenger has spoken. (Remember, Paul warned
the people to say only what he said, I Corinthians 14:37, “If any man
think himself to be a prophet or spiritual, let him acknowledge that
the things that I write unto you are the COMMANDMENTS OF
THE LORD. What? came the Word of God out from you? or came
it unto you only?”) They add here, or take away there, and soon the
message is no longer pure, and the revival dies down. How careful we
must be to hear ONE voice, for the Spirit has but one voice which
is the voice of God. Paul warned them to say what he said, even as
Peter did likewise. He warned them that EVEN HE (PAUL) could
not change one word of what he had given by revelation. Oh, how
important it is to hear the voice of God by way of His messengers,
and then say what has been given them to say to the churches.

I hope you are beginning to see it now. Perhaps you can understand
now why I don’t hold with the fundamentalists and the Pentecostals.
I have to hold to the Word the way the Lord revealed it. Now I did
not cover it all. That would take a separate book, but by the help of
the Lord we will get many sermons and tapes and messages on all
of these points to help you to understand and dovetail all Scripture.
“He that hath an ear, let him hear what the Spirit saith to the churches
of each age.” In every age it was the same cry. Hear what the Spirit
says. If you are a Christian, you will get back to what the Spirit is
teaching, that is, the Word of this age. Every messenger to every age
will preach that Word. Every fresh and true revival will be because
men have gotten back to the Word for their age. The cry of every age
is the rebuke, “You have left the Word of God. Repent, and come
back to the Word.” From the first book in the Bible (Genesis) to the
last book (Revelation) there is only one reason for God’s displeasure-leaving the Word; and there is only one remedy to regain His favor-back to the Word.
In the Ephesian Age, and in this age, and in every age we contemplate
we will see that this is true. And in the last age which is our age, we
will find the blackout of the Word, the complete apostasy ending in
the great tribulation.
If you are true seed, if you are truly baptized with the Holy Ghost you
will esteem His Word above your necessary meat, and yearn to live by
EVERY Word that proceeds out of the mouth of God.
This is my earnest prayer for all of us; may we hear what the Spirit is
bringing from the Word for us today.
An Exposition Of The Seven Church Ages, pp. 155-157.

The

Commission
Brother Joseph usually has a special surprise for all the
employees just before our Christmas break. This year, we
had a company breakfast. As he was speaking to the VGR
group, he told us that he had something for us to do over
vacation. He wanted us to share our joy with others. He
then gave us each 10 of the new missionary CDs to pass
out. We all took this commission seriously.

My wife and I were getting ready to go on a walk, and
there were five Mexican men working around the
neighborhood. By the time we were ready to go, they
had all shut off their equipment and began picking
up. The timing was really something. My wife and I
ended up giving a CD to all five of them, and they
were glad to get them.

I’ve always had a fear of witnessing to someone; it
was one of my big weaknesses. I had a lot of negative
thoughts about giving them to the wrong person:
They might say something against it or blaspheme. I
knew I had to overcome.

Then later on, I was at Home Depot and looked
out across the parking lot. I thought, “Surely not.”
When I got closer, I saw that the two men really were
wearing skirts! They needed a CD. If my memory
serves me well, it was “Stature Of A Perfect Man.”
They were happy to get it.

I went to the store early the next morning (Christmas
Eve). I had been listening to “Token” since 3:00 that
morning, and I was really feeling good. I went to
check out and got to talking to the cashier. I asked
him if he was a Christian. He said, “Yes and no. I
don’t agree with the churches. They aren’t living what
they are talking about.”
I said, “If there is a bogus, then there must be a real.”
I asked him if he’d listen to a CD if I gave him one,
and he agreed. I ran home and got it, and then met
him at the front door of the grocery. I’ve witnessed
before but this was different; it felt so good.
Then we went on vacation to visit my daughter and
her family in Phoenix. Now, it was burning on my
heart to give the Message to everybody, but I still
had those fears. Early one morning, I asked the
Lord to be my strength because witnessing is my
weakness. “Lord you be my strength in my weakness
of testifying. Perfect strength by perfect weakness.” I
prayed that the Lord would send people to us.

I was walking in the neighborhood and I saw this guy
in his mid 20s, out with an 86 Camaro. I said, “Nice
car.” He asked if I wanted to see under the hood. We
talked about his car for a while until his girlfriend
showed up. I pulled the CD out and told them that I
do missionary work. They took the CD and thanked
me for it. They were happy to get it.
While we were waiting for the plane to leave Phoenix,
I noticed a Catholic priest in the airport. I gave him
the CD, “What Was The Holy Ghost Given For?” He
seemed to really appreciate it. After I gave that CD
to the priest, I felt like I had an experience with the
Lord. It felt so good. Then on the plane, I witnessed
to a soldier on his way to Fort Knox. I gave him one
too. My wife and I passed out 20 over Christmas
vacation.
It’s really done something for me. I never had a
burden to witness like this. Now the Lord is doing it.
He is my strength. I’m always looking for someone to
witness to.
Brother Tim Gary

We will be posting more testimonies about these CDs on branham.org. They can be ordered online or by calling the
office. Please send us any testimonies you may have of using these CDs as a witnessing tool.
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