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The Gift of Tongues Are Limited 
 

"My teaching is not Mine," said Jesus, "but His that sent Me. If any man willeth to do His will, he shall know of the teaching, whether 

it be of God, or whether I speak from Myself." John 7:16, 17, R. V. The question of these cavilers Jesus met, not by answering the 

cavil, but by opening up truth vital to the salvation of the soul. The perception and appreciation of truth, He said, depends less upon 

the mind than upon the heart. Truth must be received into the soul; it claims the homage of the will. If truth could be submitted to the 

reason alone, pride would be no hindrance in the way of its reception. But it is to be received through the work of grace in the heart; 

and its reception depends upon the renunciation of every sin that the Spirit of God reveals. Man's advantages for obtaining a 

knowledge of the truth, however great these may be, will prove of no benefit to him unless the heart is open to receive   the truth, and 

there is a conscientious surrender of every habit and practice that is opposed to its principles. To those who thus yield themselves to 

God, having an honest desire to know and to do His will, the truth is revealed as the power of God for their salvation. These will be 

able to distinguish between him who speaks for God, and him who speaks merely from himself. The Pharisees had not put their will 

on the side of God's will. They were not seeking to know the truth, but to find some excuse for evading it; Christ showed that this was 

why they did not understand His teaching.  {The Desire of Ages Pg.456} 

 

The relation that exists between the mind and the body is very intimate. When one is affected, the other sympathizes. The condition of 

the mind affects the health to a far greater degree than many realize. Many of the diseases from which men suffer are the result of 

mental depression. Grief, anxiety, discontent, remorse, guilt, distrust, all tend to break down the life forces and to invite decay and 

death.   

      

Disease is sometimes produced, and is often greatly aggravated, by the imagination. Many are lifelong invalids who might be well if 

they only thought so. Many imagine that every slight exposure will cause illness, and the evil effect is produced because it is expected. 

Many die from disease the cause of which is wholly imaginary.   

      

Courage, hope, faith, sympathy, love, promote health and prolong life. A contented mind, a cheerful spirit, is health to the body and 

strength to the soul. "A merry [rejoicing] heart doeth good like a medicine." Proverbs 17:22.   

      

In the treatment of the sick the effect of mental influence should not be overlooked. Rightly used, this influence affords one of the 

most effective agencies for combating disease. {Ministry of Healing Pg.242} 

 

Satan well knows that all whom he can lead to neglect prayer and the searching of the Scriptures will be overcome by his attacks. 

Therefore he invents every possible device to engross the mind. There has ever been a class professing godliness, who, instead of 

following on to know the truth, make it their religion to seek some fault of character or error of faith in those with whom they do not 

agree. Such are Satan's right-hand helpers. Accusers of the brethren are not few; and they are always active when God is at work, and 

his servants are rendering him true homage. They will put a false coloring upon the words and acts of those who love and obey the 

truth. They will represent the most earnest, zealous, self-denying servants of Christ as deceived or deceivers. It is their work to 

misrepresent the motives of every true and noble deed, to circulate insinuations, and arouse suspicion in the minds of the 

inexperienced. In every conceivable manner they will seek to cause that which is pure and righteous to be regarded as foul and 

deceptive.   

      

But none need be deceived concerning them. It may be readily seen whose children they are, whose example they follow, and whose 

work they do. "Ye shall know them by their fruits." [MATT. 7:16.] Their course resembles that of Satan, the envenomed slanderer, 

"the accuser of our brethren." [REV. 12:10.]  {The Great Controversy Pg.519} 

 

It was at midnight that God chose to deliver His people. As the wicked were mocking around them, suddenly the sun appeared, 

shining in his strength, and the moon stood still. The wicked looked upon the scene with amazement, while the saints beheld with 

solemn joy the tokens of their deliverance. Signs and wonders followed in quick succession. Everything seemed turned out of its 

natural course. The streams ceased to flow. Dark, heavy clouds came up and clashed against each other. But there was one clear place 

of settled glory, whence came the voice of God like many waters, shaking the heavens and the earth. There was a mighty earthquake. 

The graves were opened, and those who had died in faith under the third angel's message, keeping the Sabbath, came forth from their 

dusty beds, glorified, to hear the covenant of peace that God was to make with those who had kept His law.  

      

The sky opened and shut and was in commotion. The mountains shook like a reed in the wind and cast out ragged rocks all around. 

The sea boiled like a pot and cast out stones upon the land. And as God spoke the day and the hour of Jesus' coming and delivered the 

everlasting covenant to His people, He spoke one sentence, and then paused, while the words were rolling through the earth. The 

Israel of God stood with their eyes fixed upward, listening to the words as they came from the mouth of Jehovah and rolled through 

the earth like peals of loudest thunder. It was awfully solemn. At the end of every sentence the saints shouted, "Glory! Hallelujah!" 

Their countenances were lighted up with the glory of God, and they shone with glory as did the face of Moses when he came down 

from Sinai. The wicked could not look upon them for the glory. And when the never-ending blessing was pronounced on those who 

had honored God in keeping His Sabbath holy, there was a mighty shout of victory over the beast and over his image.  



 

Then commenced the jubilee, when the land should rest. I saw the pious slave rise in victory and triumph, and shake off the chains that 

bound him, while his wicked master was in confusion and knew not what to do, for the wicked could not understand the words of the 

voice of God.   

 

Soon appeared the great white cloud, upon which sat the Son of man. When it first appeared in the distance, this cloud looked very 

small. The angel said that it was the sign of the Son of man. As it drew nearer the earth, we could behold the excellent glory and 

majesty of Jesus as He rode forth to conquer. A retinue of holy angels, with bright, glittering crowns upon their heads, escorted Him 

on His way.  

      

No language can describe the glory of the scene. The living cloud of majesty and unsurpassed glory came still nearer, and we could 

clearly behold the lovely person of Jesus. He did not wear a crown of thorns, but a crown of glory rested upon His holy brow. Upon 

His vesture and thigh was a name written, King of kings, and Lord of lords. His countenance was as bright as the noonday sun, His 

eyes were as a flame of fire, and His feet had the appearance of fine brass. His voice sounded like many musical instruments. The 

earth trembled before Him, the heavens departed as a scroll when it is rolled together, and every mountain and island were moved out 

of their places. "And the kings of the earth, and the great men, and the rich men, and the chief captains, and the mighty men, and every 

bondman, and every free man, hid themselves in the dens and in the rocks of the mountains; and said to the mountains and rocks, Fall 

on us, and hide us from the face of Him that sitteth on the throne, and from the wrath of the Lamb: for the great day of His wrath is 

come; and who shall be able to stand?" Rev. 6:15-17.    

 

Those who a short time before would have destroyed God's faithful children from the earth, now witnessed the glory of God which 

rested upon them. And amid all their terror they heard the voices of the saints in joyful strains, saying, "Lo, this is our God; we have 

waited for Him, and He will save us." Isa. 25:9.   

    

The earth mightily shook as the voice of the Son of God called forth the sleeping saints. They responded to the call and came forth 

clothed with glorious immortality, crying, "Victory, victory, over death and the grave! O death, where is thy sting? O grave, where is 

thy victory?" (See 1 Cor. 15:55.) Then the living saints and the risen ones raised their voices in a long transporting shout of victory. 

Those bodies that had gone down into the grave bearing the marks of disease and death came up in immortal health and vigor. The 

living saints are changed in a moment, in the twinkling of an eye, and caught up with the risen ones, and together they meet their Lord 

in the air. Oh, what a glorious meeting! Friends whom death had separated were united, never more to part.   

     

On each side of the cloudy chariot were wings, and beneath it were living wheels; and as the chariot rolled upward, the wheels cried, 

"Holy," and the wings, as they moved, cried, "Holy," and the retinue of holy angels around the cloud cried, "Holy, holy, holy, Lord 

God Almighty!" And the saints in the cloud cried, "Glory! Alleluia!" And the chariot rolled upward to the Holy City. Before entering 

the city, the saints were arranged in a perfect square, with Jesus in the midst. He stood head and shoulders above the saints and above 

the angels. His majestic form and lovely countenance could be seen by all in the square.   

 

Then I saw a very great number of angels bring from the city glorious crowns--a crown for every saint, with his name written thereon. 

As Jesus called for the crowns, angels presented them to Him, and with His own right hand the lovely Jesus placed the crowns on the 

heads of the saints. In the same manner the angels brought the harps, and Jesus presented them also to the saints. The commanding 

angels first struck the note, and then every voice was raised in grateful, happy praise, and every hand skillfully swept over the strings 

of the harp, sending forth melodious music in rich and perfect strains.  

      

Then I saw Jesus lead the redeemed company to the gate of the city. He laid hold of the gate and swung it back on its glittering hinges 

and bade the nations that had kept the truth enter in. Within the city there was everything to feast the eye. Rich glory they beheld 

everywhere. Then Jesus looked upon His redeemed saints; their countenances were radiant with glory; and as He fixed His loving eyes 

upon them, He said, with His rich, musical voice, "I behold the travail of My soul, and am satisfied. This rich glory is yours to enjoy 

eternally. Your sorrows are ended. There shall be no more death, neither sorrow nor crying, neither shall there be any more pain." I 

saw the redeemed host bow and cast their glittering crowns at the feet of Jesus, and then, as His lovely hand raised them up, they 

touched their golden harps and filled all heaven with their rich music and songs to the Lamb.  

      

I then saw Jesus leading His people to the tree of life, and again we heard His lovely voice, richer than any music that ever fell on 

mortal ear, saying, "The leaves of this tree are for the healing of the nations. Eat ye all of it." Upon the tree of life was most beautiful 

fruit, of which the saints could partake freely, in the city was a most glorious throne, from which proceeded a pure river of water of 

life, clear as crystal. On each side of this river was the tree of life, and on the banks of the river were other beautiful trees bearing fruit 

which was good for food.  

      

Language is altogether too feeble to attempt a description of heaven. As the scene rises before me, I am lost in amazement. Carried 

away with the surpassing splendor and excellent glory, I lay down the pen, and exclaim, "Oh, what love! what wondrous love!" The 

most exalted language fails to describe the glory of heaven or the matchless depths of a Saviour's love. {THE STORY OF REDEMPTION 

Pg.409-414  For yet a little while, and he that shall come will come, and will not tarry. {HEBREWS 10:37}                                   
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