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Class Name: Tree Art
Project: creating a tree by blowing paint with a straw

Scripture: 
O that thou wouldest hide me in the grave, that thou wouldest keep me secret, until thy wrath be past, that 
thou wouldest appoint me a set time, and remember me!

Job 14:13
Questions:

Quote:
“Well, I don’t know, any of you know Brother Ben? I forget what his last name. 
[Someone says, “Bryant.”--Ed.] Bryant, that’s right, Ben Bryant. Oh, my! You’ll 
never... You’ll always know him, if you ever see him once. If he had been here, 
he’d been screaming, throwing hands and feet in the air like that, screaming. So 
one time...
	 Then he went with this woman, to put it on her handkerchief, and--and put 
the handkerchief upon her up there.
	 And about two years later is when we went squirrel hunting. He said, “Let’s 
go down into that.” Yeah. I didn’t know it was that same country. Was about 
twenty miles from where we were. So we went down there, and drawed way 
back over the hills and down the hollows, and up though a broom-sedge patch, 
and over this way, till we come to a big old house. And there set two old men, 
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Was Job a prophet? How do we 
know?  
	 Yes, he was a prophet. The 		
	 Word of the Lord came to Job 		
	 and he saw Easter.

What is an infidel? 
	 An infidel is an unbeliever

How do we know WE will rise 
again?
	 Just like the tree and just like 		
	 our Lord Jesus, we too will rise 	
	 again if HE is in us.

What was the first book of the 
Bible that was written? 
	 The book of Job

How did Job know man would rise 
again? 
	 Job saw God in nature, and Job 
	 saw His Redeemer.

How did the infidel know he would rise 
again? 
	 Brother Branham showed him God 
	 in nature.  He saw God in the 
	 healing of the woman up the 
	 mountain.

S h ow t h e stu d ent t h e  p i cture  o f  t h e  a ctua l  tree  on page 9 .
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setting under an apple tree. Their old slouch hats pulled down. He said, 
“That’s him. And, boy, he’s a rough one.” Said, “He’s a trouble, an infidel.”254    
So, we stopped. I said, “You better go talk to him, then. He know I’m a preach-
er, he wouldn’t let us hunt at all.” So he--he said... Walked up there and 
stopped.
	 He was standing there, big chew, tobacco in his mouth, and it running all 
down through his beard, standing there. So he got around. He said, “Why,” he 
said, “hello! Come in.”
	 So, he got up there. And he said--he said, “My name is Woods.” He said, 
“I’m Banks Wood.” Said, “I... we been... Me and my friend has been hunting 
over here,” said, “for a few days, up here around Acton,” he said. And said, “I--
I...” Or, “It’s so--so dry,” said, “we can’t get into the woods. The squirrels are so 
scarce.” Said, “I know your place is posted, but I thought maybe I’d come ask 
you, you’d let me hunt.”
Said, “What Woods are you?”
	 He said, “I’m Jim Wood’s boy.” That was the Jehovah Reader, Witness 
Reader. See?
	 He said, “Old Jim Woods is one of the most honest men there.” They 
lived in Indiana then. Said, “Most honest man that there ever was in this coun-
try.” Said, “I can certainly trust you to not kill one of my cows or start a fire.” 
He said, “Just help yourself.” Said, “Go ahead and hunt in it.” Said, “I got five 
hundred acres here. Make yourself at home.”
	 “All right.” Said, “Thank you.” He said, “I guess it’s all right for my pastor 
to come too.”
He said, “Your what?”
Said, “My pastor.”
Am I taking too long? [Someone says, “No, sir.”--Ed.] All right.
He said, “My pastor.”
	 And he said, “Woods, you don’t mean to tell me you got so lowdown till 
you have to carry a preacher with you wherever you go,” he said.
	 I thought it was about time for me to get out then, so I got out of the car 
and walked around. I said, “How do you do?”
	 Looked at me, and washed his tobacco around, you know, and spit down 
like that. He said, “And you’re a preacher, huh?” I said... Looked, squirrel blood 
all over me, and whiskers. I hadn’t had a bath for two weeks, you know. And--
and laying in the woods, sleeping, you know.
And--and so I said, “Might not look like one, but,” I said, “I am.”
	 And he said, “Well,” he said, “at least I can respect you looking like a hu-
man being.” He said, “You look none like preachers I...”
So I said, “Well, thank you, sir.”
He said, “I’m kind of against you fellows.”
I said, “I--I understood, from Mr. Woods, you was.”
He said, “You know, I’m an infidel. I’m supposed to be.”



	 And I said, “Yes, but I don’t think that’s anything to brag about, do you?”
	 And he said, “Well,” he said, “I don’t know.” He said, “I think you fellows 
are barking up the wrong bush.” And you know what that means? “A lying 
dog.” See, the coon ain’t up there. See? So he said, “I think you are barking up 
the wrong bush. There’s nothing up there, and you all are just lying about it.”
I said, “Course, that’s to opinion.”
	 And he said, “Yes, I guess that’s the way you think it.” He said, “Looky 
here, mister.” Said, “See that old chimney up there? That’s where the old 
house. I was born up there. My pappy built this house down here,” he said, 
“about seventy-five years ago.” Said, “I was raised right here. I’ve walked over 
these hills. I’ve looked everywhere, up in the skies, all around. I ain’t seen no 
God, no Angels, or nothing else.”
I said, “Well, that’s to opinion.”
	 And he said, “I never seen one of you but what I thought was lying.” He 
said, “I don’t want to hurt your feelings, mister. I...”
	 Well, is... Well, am I going to go hunting, or am I going to really trim him 
down? So I thought I’ll just give him... Mama always said, “You give a cow 
enough rope, it’ll hang itself.” See? So, I thought, just go.
I said, “Yes, sir. That’s right.”
	 He said, “I--I met... I heard of one preacher one time, that, if I ever meet 
the guy, I’m going to talk to him.” Said, “He might have had something.” And 
he...
We talked a little while, you know. And I said, “Who was that?”
	 Said, “There was a fellow...” Said, “What was his name? He was up here 
at Acton. I believe they called him... I forget what his name was. Branham.”
I looked over to Woods. And Brother Woods said, “Huh-uh.”
	 He said, “You know,” said, “old lady Casmo lives up here on top the hill.” 
And said, “We--we taken her to the doctor in Louisville, and said she had can-
cer. And they just sewed her back up.” Said, “The doctor give them medicine 
to give her, and keep her quiet till she died. And she was then just about time 
for her to be gone.” Said, “She couldn’t even raise in the bed.” Said, “We had 
to pull a bed sheet out from under her. She... We couldn’t put her on the bed-
pan, see, right from under her.” Said, “Wife and I’d go up and clean up her 
bed, every morning.”
	 And said, “There was a preacher from way out yonder, somewhere in 
Indiana-er.” Said, “He--he come down here, and he had a meeting up there.” 
Said, “That man stood there that night and told her sister, So-and-so, of a 
handkerchief she had in her pocket.” Said, “Coming on...”
	 And said, “They brought a bunch of them holy-rollers over there.” And 
said, “I thought they had the Salvation Army up on top the hill that night.” 
That was old Ben crying out like that, you know.
	 So he said--he said, “I said, ‘Well, you know, she died.’ Said, ‘That’s her 
family.’
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	 Oh, you know how it is back in the country. They just have one another, 
and they love and live for one another. It’s too bad we don’t do that around 
the big cities.
	 “So they--they said we... And they was going, to die.” And said, “I 
thought, ‘Well, that’s her.’ Said, ‘Well, it’s late. We can’t get her body out, till 
morning.’ Said, ‘I’ll get my wagon. I’ll go up there and get her, and haul her 
out, so we can take her to the... over to Campbellsville, Kentucky, about forty 
miles from there, to the undertaker.’ Said the undertaker had to come to the 
main road, which is about eight miles, ten miles, out. Said, ‘He can pick her 
body up from there.’ Said, ‘No need of going over there tonight. They’ll just be 
crying.’ Said, ‘We’ll just wait till daylight.’”
	 Said, “You know, the next morning when I went up there, that woman 
had cooked some fried apple pies, and her and her husband set at the table 
eating them. And she was living on barley water.”
	 (I thought, “Uh-oh.”) I said, “Oh, now, now, wait a minute.” I said, “You 
don’t believe that.”
Said, “And you don’t believe it?”
	 And I said,... “Well, you was the one that said it.” I thought, “Old boy, 
you’re going to preach to me now, see.”
He said, “You don’t believe it?”
	 I said, “Man, do you mean to tell me that such a thing as that could hap-
pen in all these scientific age where we have the best doctor?”
	 He said, “If you don’t believe it, I’ll take you up there and prove it to you.” 
Now the infidel is preaching to me about God. See?
I said, “Well, you, you mean that?”
He said, “Yes.”
I said, “Well, what was it?”
	 He said, “I want to... If I ever meet that man, I’m going to ask him what 
in the world it was that told him about that, and how he knowed that woman 
would be well. See?” Said, “I’m going to ask him about that.”
	 I said, “Uh-huh.” I said, “Well, that’d be a good thing.” And I said, “Say, do 
you mind if I have one of them apples?”
	 And it was laying on the ground. Fall of the year, you know, it was sec-
ond week in August, and the leaves was dropping off the tree. And the apples 
were there, and they was nice apples. I picked it up and rubbed it on these 
old dirty pants, and went to eating it, you know, like that.
	 He said, “Yeah, help yourself. The yellow jackets are eating them.” How 
many knows what a yellow jacket is? So he said, “The yellow jackets eating 
them up. You can help yourself.”
	 So I said, “All right.” So, I went to eating. I said, “Boy, it’s a fine apple.”
	 He said, “Oh, yes. I planted that tree there myself, fifty years ago, by that 
stream.” I said, “Hey, you know, we’re going to have an early fall.” I said, “You 
looky there.” I said, “Wonder why that them leaves are dropping off that tree 
before we even have a cool night? August, the hottest.”



“Oh,” he said, “the life left it.”
“Oh, is that what does that?”
He said, “Yeah, they’re turning yellow and dropping off.”
I said, “Where’d the life go?”
He said, “It went down into the root.”
I said, “Well, what’d it do that for?” See?
	 He said, “Well, it’s because if it don’t, if it don’t go down in the root,” he 
said, “the winter will kill the tree. The germ of life is in the--in the--the sap 
that’s in the tree, and it goes down at the root.” And what a beautiful testimo-
ny there, see, of death, burial, and resurrection, again. See?
I said, “Then, what happens then? Does it stay down there?”
Said, “No. No.”
	 I said, “Comes back the next spring and brings you another bunch of ap-
ples.”
“Yeah.”
“And you set here and eat them.”
“Yeah.”
“And then you say you never seen God.”
He said, “Well, that’s just nature.”
I said, “That right?”
“Yes, sir.”
	 I said, “I want to ask you something. If it’s just nature, tell me what in-
telligence that warns that tree, that sap in the tree? It has no intelligence of 
its own. But what intelligence runs that sap down at the root, say, ‘Get down 
here and hide in the depths of the earth now, till all the troubles past, then I’ll 
bring you back up again’? See? Tell me. The life that was in the leaf, just the 
body died. The leaf dropped off. The life itself went down, coming back with a 
new leaf. See?” I said, “The life hid, went down in the ground.”
	 Job, as I said last night, “Oh, hide me in the grave, see, till Thy wrath be 
past.” He seen the tribulation coming, of course. See? Notice, he said, “Hide 
me.”
He said, “Well, that’s just nature.”
	 And I said, “Mister,” I said, “if I put a bucket of water out here on the post, 
and then every August that water run down at the bottom the post, and then 
in spring of the year it’ll come back up in a bucket again?”
He said, “Oh, oh, no. It don’t have any life.”
	 I said, “There you are. Now you got it. See, it’s life.” I said, “See, that’s 
God.”
He said, “You know, I never thought of that.”
I said, “Tell me what does that?”
	 He said, “I don’t know. I don’t know what does it. I said, ‘It’s nature.’”
I said, “Well, Who controls nature? Is nature an intelligence? No.”
He said, “Well, I never had thought of it just like that.”
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	 I said, “I’ll tell you, I’m going out here, squirrel hunting, if it’s all right.”
Said, “Help yourself.”
	 I said, “When I come back, when I come back... You study real hard now. 
And when I come back, you tell me what Intelligence that tells that life in that 
tree to go down in the root and come back next spring, and I’ll tell you What, 
the same Thing that told me that woman was going to live up there, that had 
the cancer.”
Said, “Told you?”
I said, “Yes, sir.”
He said, “Are you that preacher?”
I said, “Yes, sir. I’m Brother Branham.”
	 And there under that tree, that afternoon, by a simple little thing like 
that, I led him to Christ, tears running down his cheeks.
	 A year later, I went down. I pulled my truck up in the yard. They had 
moved away. He was gone. He’d died. And when I come back, the lady was 
standing there, to give me a bawling out, for hunting on posted ground. He 
had told me, hunt any time I wanted to. She wasn’t... didn’t hear him say that.
	 So I come up, I said, “I--I’m sorry.” Said, “I come here early this morning, 
and parked the car here where you could see it.”
Said, “Them Indiana license on there?”
I said, “Yes, ma’am.” I said, “Your husband...”
	 Said, “My husband has been dead almost a year.” She set, peeling ap-
ples on the back porch, off that same tree. I said, “Well, he told me before he 
died.”
Said, “I don’t believe it.”
	 I said, “I was setting right out there one day.” And I said, “I come up and I 
was talking to him. They said he was an infidel.”
	 She dropped that apple and looked around at me. Said, “Are you Brother 
Branham?”
Said, “Yes, ma’am.”
	 She said, “Forgive me.” She said, “Forgive me.” She said, “He died, shout-
ing, both hands up in
 the air, praising God; knowing, as that leaf come back, he’d come back 
again.”
See, a paradox, unexplainable.”

Rev. William Marrion Branham
64-0418B A Paradox

Q uote M in ute M ar k er :  1:22:51-1:33:03, paragraph 251-303
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The actual apple tree in the story.
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Tree Art
TUTORIAL

Note: You may get messy!
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Cut around the edges.

W10



7. Add another puddle of paint where you 
would like to create a branch, and blow 
outward until you’re happy with how it 

looks.

1. Wet the surface of the paper with your 
brush. Paint the “sky” with blue by 

starting dark at the top and fading to 
a lighter blue toward the bottom. You 

can mix a little brown with the blue to 
dull the color a little.

4. Mix brown and black to create the “tree 
trunk” color. You want it dark. Test 
the color on an extra piece of paper to 

find the correct shade. 

Start with the base. Paint a  square or 
rectangle in the center of the grass 

and paint it on nice and thick, 
until you have a small puddle.

5.

6.
Use your straw to 
blow the paint to 
create the rest of 
the tree. Always 

blow out from the 
tree trunk.

Optional: dab around the paper with 
a paper towel to create “clouds.”2. 3. Wet the bottom of the paper with your 

brush. Paint the “grass”. mix a little  
brown with the green to dull it. Make 

the center of the “grass” a darker shade 
for the tree.

Let it completely dry before moving on.
Repeat with the other two sheets of water color 

paper and let them completely dry before 
moving on.
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12.

If you have too many puddles of paint, 
dry your brush and “mop” it up.

Finish off with the other colors. You can also 
create “leaves” on the ground.

13.

14. Choose your favorite painting 
of the three and glue it onto the 

black construction paper. glue the 
scripture below the painting. 

9.

11. Then splatter red over the yellow 
by flicking the paint off of your 

fingers.

Repeat with each sheet.8.

Let it completely dry before moving on.
Mix water with the following colors: orange, 

yellow, green, and red+brown.

10.
Start with 
yellow, the 

lightest color, 
and dab it 

around the tree 
branches. Let the colors blend on their own.

Repeat with each sheet and let it completely dry 
before moving on.

You’re 
finished!
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