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BRANHAM MEETINGS MAKE
HISTORY IN SCANDINAVIA

State Church Votes to Accept Ministry of Divine Healing
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CROWD AT BRANHAM MEETING- SAID TO BE LARGEST RELIGIOUS GATHERING IN HISTORY OF THE WORLD IN THIS ARCTIC CIRCLE TERRITORY.
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Upper Left—REV. WM. BRANHAM, whose humble ministry of Divine Heallng has brought henllng and deliverance to thousands
in all parts of the world during the past four years, is caught by the camera in one of the recent services in Finland, standing by one of
the many children whose healing was wrought through his prayers. The little girl is Veera lhalainen, war orphan, marvelously de-

livered from having to wear a cruel brace and to walk on crutches.
Upper Right—LAND OF THE MIDNIGHT SUN, near where the Branham party held a great two- day tent meeting. No, this is not

six suns! The same film was exposed 6 times at 15-minute intervals, showing how the sun never sets in July or June at this latitude.

Note how the last two flashes show the sun rising again in the sky.
Bottom—BRANHAM HEALING CAMPAIGN in large tent at Ornskoldsvik, Sweden, said to be the largest meeting ever to gather

in the history of this area.
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“God Is Moving By His Spirit ... Moving In All the Earth”



N March 30, the editor, standing near

the gate of the Shreveport Municipal
Airport, bade his wife and children goodbye
and boarded a Delta plane, which would
make connections with a Capital Sky coach
at Birmingham. From there we would be
flown to Guardia Field, New York, our
first destination, for we were to hold three
days of services in Manhattan before going
overseas,

Looking out the window as our plane
prepares to take off, I catch one last
glimpse of my family. Soon six thousand
miles will separate me from them. This is
the one unpleasant feature in this work in
which we are engaged—that of being ab-
sent from our family so much. However,
there are compensations. We know our
children are in the hands of the Lord.
Though we lose them for a season, we
have them forever. Some, we fear, have
their family for a season, only to lose
them eternally.

The interest God takes in children was
brought home to me just a few days later.
With the readers’ permission I shall relate
how the Lord revealed Himself to our little
Denny, not yet four years old. As soon as
he got out of bed that morning, he said,
“Last ni;aa;ht I saw Jesus.” His mother an-
swered, “You didn’t see Jesus, did you?”
He seemed quite insulted and said, “Yes,
sir,” She then asked, “What did Jesus look
like?"”” He said, “Had dress on, had eyes,
mouth, chin, hands, feet.” He then said
that Jesus talked to him, and he held out
his hands to show how Jesus had done. His
mother then asked, “What did Jesus say?”
Denny almost startled her by saying, “Com-
ing back.” Carole and Gilbert, our two
other children were present when he was
telling this and they said, “Mommy, do
yvou think he means Jesus is coming back?”
She answered, “I'm sure he does.”

Later, while his mother was in prayer,
she happened to see a picture of Jesus on
a circular, She picked it up and showed it
to Denny. He looked at the paper and then
said almost scornfully, “That’s little Jesus.
Last night I saw big Jesus.” He continued
to speak of it to his mother during the day.
There can be no doubt that he saw a vision
of Christ.

The Brittle Cord of Life

As our plane rises from the field, we
cannot but think of the many miles we
shall travel, the unknown -ecircumstances
we shall meet before we return to Shreve-
port. How brittle is the cord of life! Our
mind carries us back to an overnight stop
in Dallas, Texas, which we made not many
weeks before, Well do we remember the
landing on the long north-south runway at
Love Field. About us we could see the
myriad lights of Dallas—great cultural cen-
ter of the South, The friendly amber sig-
nals of the runway seemed to rise to meet
us as they guided our plane to a safe land-
ing. We reflected that during the many
years, thousands of planes had landed each
Kear, and all without a single serious mis-
ap. Yet death had a rendezvous that night
at Love Field. Already winging its way
from Washington, D. C., was a great four-
motored silvery liner with its nose pointed
Dallas-ward. Its passengers were no doubt
without presentiment that they had only a
few hours to live. But most of them were
never to set foot safely on ground again.
Ere dawn the great liner with an engine
faltering, while preparing to land, sud-
denly took off on an erratic course, zig-
zagging across the field, The co-pilot had
failed to inform the pilot that he had
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With Party of Four Rev. Wm. Branham Launches Overseas Expedition in Fulfillme

feathered the propeller, and the next mo-
ment there was a terrific crash. A fiery
holocaust followed that in brief seconds
took 28 persons into eternity. When we
ascended from Love Field the following
day, there was a building missing and
workers were still carrying away wreckage
from the field.
Manhattan Sky-Line

Meanwhile, we reach Birmingham on
schedule and transfer to the Sky Coach.
Soon we are moving away from the
“Iron City,” and the brilliant glow of its
Bessemer furnaces is left behind. Stead-
ily we speed northward; darkness passes
and dawn appears. The light of the morn-
ing is well upon us as we cross the
Appalachians and approach New York.
At length we have the sensation of losing
altitude. The plane dips and we are
able to see the New York sky-line silhou-
etted against a hazy background. Always
inspiring to us is the view of the great
sky-scrapers and the man-made canyons
of Manhattan.

But from our vantage-point in the plane
we not only see the sky-scrapers, but
equally conspicuous are the vast ceme-
teries now inhabited by countless thou-
sands, of whom a good number had a nota-
ble part in the erection of these gigantic
edifices, Now they lie with the silent dead.
Below on the streets are the teeming multi-
tudes, each intent on his own plans, Few
pause to consider that as each morning
comes and goes, several hundred of their
number will join the ranks of the city of
the dead. “Eat, drink and be merry for
today we live” is the prevailing thought in
the world’s greatest trading mart.

Three Days in New York

The Branham party was scheduled for
three days in New York City—the first
two days in Glad Tidings Tabernacle and
the last night in nearby Manhattan Center.
Needless to say, Mrs. Marie Brown (long
co-pastor with her husband, the late Rev.
RoEert Brown) is a most gracious hostess.
She refrained from advertising the meeting
lest there be no room to care for the peo-
ole. Her fears were well-grounded; many
Lundreds of people were there as a result
of reading the announcement in THE
VOICE OF HEALING. A show of hands
revealed that the magazine had a wide
circulation in that area.

It is our privilege to speak on Sunday
evening. We do not pray for the sick, as
Brother Branham will be here on the
morrow. However, one little lad comes to us
after the service, with such an appealing
look, that we are persuaded to take him
in a side room and offer a word for his
healing, He was blind in one eye. How our
hearts rejoice when immediately he cries
out, “I can see now!”

Brother Branham’s ministry is well
received in New York, and there is a
general expressed desire that the party
plan a protracted meeting in the vicinity
of New York at the first opportunity. It
is evident that if such a campaign is
planned it will require a building or tent

of tremendous seating capacity to take
care of the crowds. As it is, during our
three-day stay, Glad Tidings is crowded
beyond its capacity, even in the day serv-
ices, and few sinners can get into the
building. Manhattan Center was more sat-
isfactory, although many were standing
by the time the service got under way.

By the third day, all the members of
the Branham party have assembled, and
visas to Finland have been obtained. There
is some apprehension about the Finland
visas, as news has reached us that Brother
William Freeman had been refused en-
trance to that country. However, the Fin-
nish consul at New York had previousl
been in Louisiana, and he is very friend-
ly. We receive our visas without delay.
Incidentally, we had opportunity to con-
verse with Brother Mattson Boze and he
informed us that Brother Freeman had had
bitter opposition from the Swedish Press
while in Sweden, but nevertheless God had
overruled and given victory. Many readers
of THE VOICE OF HEALING will remem-
ber Brother Freeman as we were associ-
ated with him at the time his ministry
came Imto prominence.

Wings Over the Atlantic

April 6, 1950! This is the day! At three
o’clock on this afternoon the five members
of the Branham party board the large
overseas airliner, Flagship Scotland, ready
to cross the great Atlantic in answer to
the call to carry this message of deliver-
ance to other lands.

April 6, 1909! That was the day that
William Branham was born in a little log
cabin without floor, near a settlement
called Birkesville, Kentucky.

On April 6, 1917, America took the
plunge into the First Great European War
—a venture that stayed catastrophe in
Europe for that generation.

_On April 6, in the year 30 A. D., Christ
died on the Cross to redeem all that believe
on His Name. By this act, believers of all
generations are saved. Perhaps we may be
excused for believing that April 6 is a day
of significance.

The take-off is not from LaGuardia
Field, but from Idlewild, which is much
farther out on Long Island. Almost an
hour is required to reach the airport. After
that our tickets are checked and passports
okayed. Finally our flight number is called
and we march out to the great airliner,
To this graceful, winged creation of the
genius of man, we are to entrust our
safety, as we cross the great expanse of
the Atlantic Ocean. Comfortably ensconced
within the airliner’s bosom, an air hostess
instructs us in the matter of our life jacket.
The passengers listen soberly as she ex-

lains the purpose and manner in which
1t is used. If the great plane were forced
down at sea, and we were thrown into the
water, the life jacket would hold us up a
few precious seconds.

Motors are warming up. In the cockpit,
the pilot and co-pilot are carefully check-
Ing instruments. These men, capable of
guiding this vast enterprise across the sea,




through fitful tempest and ecapricious
storm, and landing us safely at a given
spot 3,000 miles away, command our pro-
found respect. At this moment we think
of how people trust their lives into the
‘hands of men they have never seen, and

et are slow to trust the great God who

as created and who has lovingly and at
great cost provided redemption for them.

The final warming-up tests have been
made and the great plane prepares to take
off, The pilot keeps testing the motors and
listens searchingly as if seeking to detect
the slightest flaw in their firing. The great
surges of power cause the plane to shud-
der, and we have the feeling that it is
impatient to leave the earth and to soar
eagle-like in its element. At last the brakes
are eased and the full throttle applied.
Momentum is quickly gained. But with the
many thousands of gallons of gasoline and
the full passenger load, great speed is
necessary before sufficient lift can be
obtained to counter the strong pull of
gravity. Faster and faster we roll down
the runway. Now the “point of no return”
is reached. By that we mean that there is
a point on the runway where the pilot dare
not pause. We must successully leave the

round or meet destruction. Not long be-
‘ore on LaGuardia Field a pilot having
passed that point made a desperate at-
tempt to reverse his decision. Too late!
We remember the headlines which told of
the fearful disaster that resulted.

But the four great whirling propellers
fight for us with confidence, nor do they
fail. Imperceptibly, the ground begins to
fall away from us. We are definitely in
the air. Now we are clearing the buildings
and other structures; for a moment we
level out, then steadily climb, until, as far
as the haze permits us, all of Long Island
comes into view. We circle the field and
take one last look at American soil. The
pilot sets his course toward Gander, New-
foundland. After a few moments, clouds
shut off the earthview. We cannot see any-
thing but fog, but we know that Provi-
dence, Rhode Island, is under us, Reverent-
ly we believe that Providence of a higher
order is over us also. Three hours slip
away, Then the roar of the motors begins
to relax, and we are aware that the pilot
is preparing to land. Wheels strike the run-
way and our plane taxis to a stop. As we
walk to the airport office we reflect that
in the short space of time, the skyline of
Manhattan has receded from us almost a
thousand miles.

We are delayed an hour at Gander. Plane
trouble has developed. Nothing serious,
only a dome light has come loose. But this
must be repaired. No chances are taken,
however remote. This is the law which gov-
erns trans-Atlantic air travel, and it has
paid off with an excellent safety record.
The North Atlantic was the last area to
have regular passenger flights established.
Pacific Clipper service and South Atlantic
runs were a regular thing sometime be-
fore air service came to the North At-
lantic, Here are the foggy banks of New-
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foundland, where clash the icy waters of
Labrador and the northward bound current
of the warm Gulfstream. Here treacherous
storms and fitful squalls augment the nat-
ural dangers of the sea; where early air
pioneers gambled their lives in attempt-
ing trans-Atlantic passage in their frail
craft. Some succeeded, and were cheered
by the multitudes; others failed, and the
sea alone holds the secret of their ill-fated
ventures,

Ingenuity of man has gradually over-
come all odds. Strato-liners have been de-
signed to travel above 20,000 feet. Cabins
are pressurized at an equivalent atmos-
pherie pressure of 8,000 feet altitude, to
provide comfortable breathing for the pas-
sengers. Airplane propellers have been de-
signed with variable pitch, so that they can
cut deeply into the rarified air of extreme
altitudes, and whisk the strato-liners along
at speeds up to 350 miles per hour—almost
a mile every ten seconds!

Facilities within the plane are the last
word in comfort. Hostesses are solicitous
of the passenger's slightest whim. The
meals are excellent. But man capable of
the sublime must have the sensual also.
A grogshop has been built into the plane.
The hostess relinquishes her position as
guardian of the passengers’ safety and as-
sumes the place of a common barmaid.
Liquor begins to flow, and at the rate it is
dispensed we do not doubt that this results
in adding considerable revenue to the com-
pany's books, Passengers having nothing
else to do, tipple these drinks until they
fall into a befuddled sleep. A Newfound-
land doctor who sits next to me, has car-
ried on an interesting and rational con-
versation until, as he consumes glass after
glass of ninety-proof Scotch, his remarks
gradually lose all rhyme or reason.

It is after midnight now and we are four
miles above the restless Atlantic. The moon
has risen and an eerie glow basks the
clouds which appear far below us. From
time to time these cloudbanks open and
we can sece the faint reflection of the
moonlight on the clear waters of the sea.
To the left beyond the realm of vision, yet
nearby in terms of our speed, is the south-
ern point of Greenland. Drifting southward
are treacherous icebergs, where many a
sturdy ship has met disaster. The most
notable of such was that of the Titanic,
considered unsinkable by her builders, but
which at this very same season of the
year, on April 12, 1912, struck an iceberg,
causing a vast seam to be opened in her
side. A passing ship was only 10 miles
away, but it ignored the frantic S.0.S. sig-
nals, and so missed her chance for immor-
tality. While the ship’s band played “Near-
er My God to Thee,” over 1500 passengers
went down with the great Titanic into a
watery grave.

We remember that it was in this gen-
eral area off the shores of Newfoundland,
Churchill and Roosevelt met and drafted
the Atlantic Charter. We look also to the
South from whence flows the Gulf Stream,
mightiest river of them all, bringing

(1) THE FOUR GREAT WHIRLING
PROPELLERS fight for us with confi-
dence. The editor snapped this when the
Branham party was nearly four miles above
the Atlantic ocean.

(2) ARRIVING IN LONDON, we board a
hack, which takes the five of us and our
piles of luggage scurrying down the
“wrong” side of the street.

(3) FAMOUS PICCADILLY CIRCUS,
the “Times Square” of London. At night
after performance hours, these streets sud-
denly boil over with thousands of theatre-
goers, some hurrying to their homes, others
into the many *‘pubs” (bars). We stayed at
the Piccadilly Hotel, half a block from this
center.

(4) THE KING MUST BE PROTECT-
ED! Palace guards still go through their
majestic routines of centuries’ tradition,
attired in their colorful uniforms and tall
bushy hats. Guards never move their eyes
from right to left.

(5) THE ENGLISH must have their
pomp and ceremony. Regular activities
around Buckingham Palace, one of the
residences of the King, add color to the
drab existence of many a Briton.

(6) WE SEE THE SIGHTS through an-
gular windows of the common hack. Five
days were spent in viewing the city of
London.

warmth and life to northern Europe. We
listen to the steady roar of the great
motors and it is reassuring. The hour is
getting late, and because of the time
changes, the clock is moving ahead two
hours for every one. We drift off into
sleep . . .
Over Ireland ;

We awaken as the light of the morning
is creeping through our windows. Looking
down we are pleased to observe that the
sea has given way to the green fields of
Erin. This is Ireland, land of the sham-
rock. The little island drifts behind us and
lo, across a narrow channel of water, Eng-
land comes into view. Here is Britain, home
of our forebears, where once Henga and
Horst, the first Englishmen to set their
feet on British soil, landed in the year
449 A. D. Below us we see Bristol, where
George Muller, mighty man of faith, raised
up great orphanages, and through faith
alone secured seven millions of dollars to
feed and clothe the thousands of orphans
that were under his care.

Now we begin to descend. In a short
time we are low enough to observe the
style and color of the quaint English coun-
try homes. Now the outskirts of London,
that great city, which includes over 700
square miles and contains a population of
over 8,000,000, looms into view. Our plane
continues to drop, now it is over the run-
way, and, hovering a moment, it settles
down on terra firma. We have made the
trip safely.

After leaving the plane, we enter the
British customs department. A clerk per-
functorily examines our passports. No one
is going to object to our coming to London.
Tourist dollars from America these days
are welcome indeed! American money is
lifeblood to a slowly sinking economy,
which all the doctoring of Socialism, not-
withstanding, has failed to relieve. Merry
England, once the greatest world center
of trade, long mistress of the seas, is now
a land of austerity.

A bus carries us to the heart of the city.
Our attention is attracted immediately to
the fact that the driver takes the “wrong"





































































