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John Sherrill was a skeptic as far as miracles were concerned. He lived in a suburb with his
family, attended a mainstream church, and although he believed in the power of the Holy Spirit,
he had never seen it manifested. Then the magazine he worked for sent him to investigate a
strange biblical event that was cropping up across the country: the phenomenon of speaking in
tongues. His search led him on an adventure that was to have profound personal results.Since it
was first published in 1964, They Speak with Other Tongues has sold over two and a half million
copies. This Chosen classic chronicles the discovery of an investigative reporter that would
ultimately change his life. As Sherrill relates the historical and biblical background of speaking in
tongues, examines significant contemporary events, and shares his personal experience, he
gives valuable insight into this gift of the Holy Spirit.
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........................................................433CHAPTER 1The VowON A SULTRY DAY in July of the
year 1505a lonely traveler was trudging over a parchedroad on the outskirts of the Saxon village
ofStotternheim. He was a young man, shortbut sturdy, and wore the dress of a universitystudent.
As he approached the village, thesky became overcast. Suddenly there was a shower, then a
crashingstorm. A bolt of lightning rived the gloom and knocked the man tothe ground. Struggling
to rise, he cried in terror, "St. Anne help me! Iwill become a monk."The man who thus called
upon a saint was later to repudiate thecult of the saints. He who vowed to become a monk was
later torenounce monasticism. A loyal son of the Catholic Church, he waslater to shatter the
structure of medieval Catholicism. A devoted servantof the pope, he was later to identify the
popes with Antichrist.For this young man was Martin Luther.His demolition was the more
devastating because it reinforceddisintegrations already in progress. Nationalism was in
processof breaking the political unities when the Reformation destroyedthe religious. Yet this
paradoxical figure revived the Christianconsciousness of Europe. In his day, as Catholic
historians all agree,the popes of the Renaissance were secularized, flippant, frivolous,sensual,
magnificent, and unscrupulous. The intelligentsia did notrevolt against the Church because the
Church was so much of theirmind and mood as scarcely to warrant a revolt. Politics were
emancipatedfrom any concern for the faith to such a degree that the MostChristian King of
France and His Holiness the Pope did not disdaina military alliance with the Sultan against the
Holy Roman Emperor.Luther changed all this. Religion became again a dominant factoreven in
politics for another century and a half. Men cared enough forthe faith to die for it and to kill for it.
If there is any sense remainingof Christian civilization in the West, this man Luther in no
smallmeasure deserves the credit.Very naturally he is a controversial figure. The multitudinous
portrayalsfall into certain broad types already delineated in his own generation.His followers
hailed him as the prophet of the Lord and thedeliverer of Germany. His opponents on the
Catholic side called himthe son of perdition and the demolisher of Christendom. The
agrarianagitators branded him as the sycophant of the princes, and the radicalsectaries
compared him to Moses, who led the children of Israel outof Egypt and left them to perish in the
wilderness. But such judgmentsbelong to an epilogue rather than a prologue. The first endeavor
mustbe to understand the man.One will not move far in this direction unless one recognizes
atthe outset that Luther was above all else a man of religion. The greatoutward crises of his life
which bedazzle the eyes of dramatic biographerswere to Luther himself trivial in comparison



with the innerupheavals of his questing after God. For that reason this study mayappropriately
begin with his first acute religious crisis in 1505 ratherthan with his birth in 1483. Childhood and
youth will be drawn upononly to explain the entry into the monastery.At Home and SchoolThe
vow requires interpretation because even at this early point inLuther's career judgments diverge.
Those who deplore his subsequentrepudiation of the vow explain his defection on the ground
that heought never to have taken it. Had he ever been a true monk, he wouldnot have
abandoned the cowl. His critique of monasticism is madeto recoil upon himself in that he
ispainted as a monk without vocation,and the vow is interpreted,not as a genuine call, but rather
asthe resolution of an inner conflict,an escape from maladjustment athome and at school.A few
sparse items of evidenceare adduced in favor of this explanation.They are not of the
highestreliability because they are all takenfrom the conversation of the older Luther as
recorded, often inaccurately,by his students; and even if they are genuine, they cannot
beaccepted at face value because the Protestant Luther was no longerin a position to recall
objectively the motives of his Catholic period.Really there is only one saying which connects the
taking of the cowlwith resentment against parental discipline. Luther is reported tohave said, "My
mother caned me for stealinga nut, until the blood came. Such strict disciplinedrove me to the
monastery, although shemeant it well." This saying is reinforced by twoothers: "My father once
whipped me so thatI ran away and felt ugly toward him until hewas at pains to win me back." "[At
school] Iwas caned in a single morning fifteen times fornothing at all. I was required to decline
and conjugate and hadn'tlearned my lesson."Unquestionably the young were roughly handled in
those days, andLuther may be correctly reported as having cited these instances inorder to
bespeak a more humane treatment, but there is no indicationthat such severity produced more
than a flash of resentment. Lutherwas highly esteemed at home. His parents looked to him as a
lad ofbrilliant parts who should become a jurist, make a prosperous marriage,and support them
in their old age. When Luther became a Masterof Arts, his father presented him with a copy of
the Corpus Jurisand addressed him no longer with the familiar Du but with the politeSie. Luther
always exhibited an extraordinary devotion to his fatherand was grievously disturbed over
parental disapproval of his entryinto the monastery. When his father died, Luther was too
unnerved towork for several days. The attachment to the mother appears to havebeen less
marked; but even of the thrashing he said that it was wellintended, and he recalled affectionately
a little ditty she used to sing:If folk don't like you and me,The fault with us is like to be.The
schools also were not tender, but neither were they brutal. Theobject was to impart a spoken
knowledge of the Latin tongue. Theboys did not resent this because Latin was useful—the
language ofthe Church, of law, diplomacy, international relations, scholarship,and travel. The
teaching was by drill punctuated with the rod. Onescholar, called a lupus or wolf, was appointed
to spy on the othersand report lapses into German. The poorest scholar in the class everynoon
was given a donkey mask, hence called the asinus, which hewore until he caught another talking
German. Demerits were accumulatedand accounted for by birching at the end of the week.
Thusone might have fifteen strokes on a single day.But, despite all the severities, the boys did



learn Latin and lovedit Luther, far from being alienated, was devoted to his studies andbecame
highly proficient. The teachers were no brutes. One of them,Trebonius, on entering the
classroom always bared his head in thepresence of so many future burgomasters, chancellors,
doctors, andregents. Luther respected his teachers and was grieved when they didnot approve
of his subsequent course.Nor was he prevailingly depressed, but ordinarily rollicking, fondof
music, proficient on the lute, and enamored of the beauty of theGerman landscape. How fair in
retrospect was Erfurt! The woodscame down to the fringes of the village to be continued by
orchardsand vineyards, and then the fields which supplied the dye industryof Germany with
plantings of indigo, blue-flowered flax, and yellowsaffron; and nestling within the brilliant rows lay
the walls, thegates, the steeples of many-spired Erfurt. Luther called her a
newBethlehem.Religious DisquietYet Luther was at times severely depressed, and the reason
lay notin any personal frictions but in the malaise of existence intensifiedby religion. This man
was no son of the Italian Renaissance, but aGerman born in remote Thuringia, where men of
piety still rearedchurches with arches and spires straining after the illimitable. Lutherwas himself
so much a gothic figure that his faith may be called thelast great flowering of the religion of the
Middle Ages. And he camefrom the most religiously conservative element of the population,
thepeasants. His father, Hans Luther, and his mother, Margaretta, weresturdy, stocky, swarthy
German Bauern. They were not indeed actuallyengaged in the tilling of the soil because as a son
without inheritanceHans had moved from the farm to the mines. In the bowels ofthe earth he had
prospered with the help of St. Anne, the patronessof miners, until he had come to be the owner
of half a dozen foundries;yet he was not unduly affluent, and his wife had still to go to theforest
and drag home the wood. The atmosphere of the family wasthat of the peasantry: rugged,
rough, at times coarse, credulous, anddevout. Old Hans prayed at the bedside of his son, and
Margarettawas a woman of prayer.Certain elements even of old German paganism were
blended withChristian mythology in the beliefs of these untutored folk. For themthe woods and
winds and water were peopled by elves, gnomes, fairies,mermen and mermaids, sprites and
witches. Sinister spirits wouldrelease storms, floods, and pestilence, and would seduce mankind
tosin and melancholia. Luther's mother believed that they played suchminor pranks as stealing
eggs, milk, and butter; and Luther himselfwas never emancipated from such beliefs. "Many
regions are inhabited,"said he, "by devils. Prussia is full of them, and Lapland ofwitches. In my
native country on the top of a high mountain calledthe Pubelsberg is a lake into which if a stone
be thrown a tempestwill arise over the whole region because the waters are the abode ofcaptive
demons."The education in the schools brought no emancipation but ratherreinforced the training
of the home. In the elementary schools the childrenwere instructed in sacred song. They learned
by heart the Sanctus,the Benedictus, the Agnus Dei, and the Confiteor. They were trainedto sing
psalms and hymns. How Luther loved the Magnificat! Theyattended masses and vespers, and
took part in the colorful processionsof the holy days. Each town in which Luther went to school
was full ofchurches and monasteries. Everywhere it was the same: steeples, spires,cloisters,
priests, monks of the various orders, collections of relics, ringingof bells, proclaiming of



indulgences, religious processions, cures atshrines. Daily at Mansfeld the sick were stationed
beside a convent inthe hope of cure at the tolling of the vesper bell. Luther rememberedseeing a
devil actually depart from one possessed.The University of Erfurt brought no change. The
institutionat that time had not yet been invaded by Renaissance influences.The classics in the
curriculum, such as Vergil, had always beenfavorites in the Middle Ages. Aristotelian physics
was regarded as anexercise in thinking God's thoughts after him, and the naturalexplanations of
earthquakes and thunderstorms did not precludeoccasional direct divine causation. The studies
all impinged on theology,and the Master's degree for which Luther was preparing for thelaw
could have equipped him equally for the cloth. The entire trainingof home, school, and university
was designed to instill fear of Godand reverence for the Church.In all this there is nothing
whatever to set Luther off from his contemporaries,let alone to explain why later on he should
have revoltedagainst so much of medieval religion. There is just one respect in whichLuther
appears to have been different from other youths of his time,namely, in that he was
extraordinarily sensitive and subject to recurrentperiods of exaltation and depression of spirit.
This oscillation ofmood plagued him throughout his life. He testified that it began inhis youth and
that the depressions had been acute in the six monthsprior to his entry into the monastery. One
cannot dismiss these statesas occasioned merely by adolescence, since he was then twenty-
oneand similar experiences continued throughout his adult years. Neithercan one blithely write
off the case as an example of manic depression,since the patient exhibited a prodigious and
continuous capacity forwork of a high order.The explanation lies rather in the tensions which
medieval religiondeliberately induced, playing alternately upon fear and hope.Hell was stoked,
not because men lived in perpetual dread, but preciselybecause they did not, and in order to
instill enough fear to drivethem to the sacraments of the Church. If they were petrified withterror,
purgatory was introduced by way of mitigation as an intermediateplace where those not bad
enough for hell nor good enoughfor heaven might make further expiation. If this alleviation
inspiredcomplacency, the temperature was advanced on purgatory, and thenthe pressure was
again relaxed through indulgences.Even more disconcerting than the fluctuation of the
temperature ofthe afterlife was the oscillation between wrath and mercy on the partof the
members of the divine hierarchy. God was portrayed now asthe Father, now as the wielder of the
thunder. He might be softenedby the intercession of his kindlier Son, who again was delineated
as animplacable judge unless mollified by his mother, who, being a woman,was not above
cheating alike God and the Devil on behalf of her suppliants;and if she were remote, one could
enlist her mother, St. Anne.How these themes were presented is graphically illustrated in
themost popular handbooks in thevery age of the Renaissance.The theme was death; and
thebest sellers gave instructions,not on how to pay the incometax, but on how to escape
hell.Manuals entitled On the Art ofDying depicted in lurid woodcutsthe departing spirit
surroundedby fiends who temptedhim to commit the irrevocablesin of abandoning hope in
God'smercy. To convince him that hewas already beyond pardon hewas confronted by the
womanwith whom he had committed adultery or the beggar he had failed tofeed. A companion



woodcut then gave encouragement by presentingthe figures of forgiven sinners: Peter with his
cock, Mary Magdalenewith her cruse, the penitent thief, and Saul the persecutor, with
theconcluding brief caption, "Never despair."If this conclusion ministered to complacency, other
presentationsinvoked dread. A book strikingly illustrative of the prevailing moodis a history of the
world published by Hartmann Schedel in Nürnbergin 1493. The massive folios, after recounting
the history of mankindfrom Adam to the Humanist Conrad Celtes, conclude with ameditation on
the brevity of human existence accompanied by a woodcutof the dance of death. The final scene
displays the day of judgment.A full-page woodcut portrays Christ the Judge sitting upon
arainbow. A lily extends from his right ear, signifying the redeemed,who below are being ushered
by angels into paradise. From his leftear protrudes a sword, symbolizing the doom of the
damned, whomthe devils drag by the hair from the tombs and cast into the flames ofhell. How
strange, comments a modern editor, that a chronicle publishedin the year 1493 should end with
the judgment day instead ofthe discovery of America! Dr. Schedel had finished his manuscript
inJune. Columbus had returned the previous March. The news presumablyhad not yet reached
Nürnberg. By so narrow a margin Dr. Schedelmissed this amazing scoop. "What an
extraordinary value survivingcopies of the Chronicle would have today if it had recorded the
greatevent!"So writes the modern editor. But old Dr. Schedel, had he known,might not have
considered the finding of a new world worthy of record.He could scarcely have failed to know of
the discovery of the Cape ofGood Hope in 1488. Yet he never mentioned it. The reason is that
hedid not think of history as the record of humanity expanding uponearth and craving as the
highest good more earth in which to expand.He thought of history as the sum of countless
pilgrimages through a valeof tears to the heavenly Jerusalem. Every one of those now dead
wouldsome day rise and stand with the innumerable host of the departedbefore the judgment
seat to hear the words, "Well done," or, "Departfrom me into everlasting fire." The Christ upon
the rainbow with thelily and the sword was a most familiar figure in the illustrated books ofthe
period. Luther had seen pictures such as these and testified that hewas utterly terror-stricken at
the sight of Christ the Judge.The Haven of the CowlLike everyone else in the Middle Ages he
knew what to do abouthis plight. The Church taught that no sensible person would waituntil his
deathbed to make an act of contrition and plead for grace.From beginning to end the only secure
course was to lay hold of everyhelp the Church had to offer: sacraments, pilgrimages,
indulgences,the intercession of the saints. Yet foolish was the man who reliedsolely on the good
offices of the heavenly intercessors if he had donenothing to ensure their favor!
(Continues...)Excerpted from HERE I STAND by Roland H. Bainton. Copyright © 1978 Roland
H. Bainton. Excerpted by permission of Abingdon Press.All rights reserved. No part of this
excerpt may be reproduced or reprinted without permission in writing from the
publisher.Excerpts are provided by Dial-A-Book Inc. solely for the personal use of visitors to this
web site.Read more
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Catholic Weekly Review, 920 Broadway, New York, NY 10010.“Many of us cut our eyeteeth on
John and Elizabeth Sherrill’s classic They Speak with Other Tongues. As the Holy Spirit fell on
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renders They Speak with Other Tongues such a unique and memorable book.”—Catherine
Marshall, author“They Speak with Other Tongues is all about the joy of the Holy Spirit—a classic
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outpoured, we will find John and Elizabeth’s book They Speak with Other Tongues as the initial
spark. This is one of the most life-changing books ever written.”—David Wilkerson, senior pastor,
Times Square Church, New York, and author, The Cross and the Switchblade“John and
Elizabeth Sherrill’s They Speak with Other Tongues was the right book at the right place at the
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Forty Years Later 183About the Author 191Back Cover 193ForewordIwas weeding the
vegetable garden behind my home in Holland one summer day in 2003 when the telephone
rang. The garden is where I go when facing a problem too big for me, and I didn’t welcome an
interruption. The phone kept ringing, though, and at last I went in, dropping my wooden outdoor
shoes at the door, and picked up the receiver.It was my friend John Sherrill, calling from New
York to hear how my trip had gone. John and his wife, Elizabeth, are two of the people who pray
for me as I travel in the Muslim world today. I had gotten back from Palestine the previous
night.“It was the toughest trip yet,” I told John. “Everyone’s set on revenge; no one wants to hear
the other side.”Old, personal friends, I went on—Christians, Jews and Muslims alike—are
threatening to blow each other up, and the rest of the world, too.John’s voice had the hint of a
smile in it. “It’s not the first time, Andrew, that you’ve stood in the middle of clashing
worldviews.”Indeed it was not. My mind went back to the days when John and “Tib” traveled with
me behind the Iron and Bamboo Curtains at another time when enemies threatened the world
with annihilation. Then, as now, we needed a language that knew no borders, no racial or
cultural limits—the language of a Love that surpasses understanding.Whenever John and Tib
and I found ourselves in a “hopeless” situation behind these Curtains, where fear and mistrust
made ordinary communication impossible, we would quietly, secretly pray “in the Spirit” and
watch locked doors open, barriers vanish, forbidden friendships form. It is my most constant
form of prayer today, behind the curtains of religious division and hatred across the Middle East
—God’s own words of peace and hope spoken into the babble of angry voices.As John and I
continued to reminisce, I knew that in all history there has never been a more important role for
this prayer language than to intercede for today’s polarized world. Because bringing a new
dimension into any needful situation is what speaking in tongues is all about. It is the language of
Love, using God’s own vocabulary—the perfect idiom for bringing to any problem the healing
power of the Holy Spirit.Brother Andrewauthor of the international best-seller God’s
SmugglerJuly 2003PrologueWithin the past thirty days no fewer than four people have asked me
the same question: “Can we talk?”All had just finished reading They Speak with Other Tongues
for the first time and all wanted to know what had happened in the forty years since this book
was written. I will bring the story up to date in the final pages, but it was these four people’s
questions, and not my answers, that have given me a new perspective.The first questioner was a
young computer programmer from California who wanted to know where he could find a
charismatic prayer group in his area. I had a few suggestions, but when he tried to thank me, I
thanked him for helping me. If a new, fresh and exciting life in the Spirit is going to be more than
a phenomenon of the ’60s, I said, then it must speak to each generation in its own language. The
eagerness in the voice of this 26-year-old told me that the Holy Spirit is always up to date.The
second questioner was a plumber who had come to our house to repair a broken pipe. A copy of
They Speak with Other Tongues was on my desk as I worked on the update and he seemed
intrigued with it. I gave him a copy, and a week later he appeared at the door bursting to talk.
“Most of the people in it were not professor-types, but guys like me,” he said. Again his comment



gave me new insight, this time about the wide educational spectrum of people whose lives are
being transformed by an encounter with the Holy Spirit.The third person wanting to talk was a
young woman from the Caribbean. She had seen They Speak with Other Tongues discussed on
a television show and wanted to know more. In her home church she had never heard about the
charismatic renewal and felt that her family there would resist it. The Pentecostal movement of
today, I told her, began in an African-American church in Los Angeles. The determination in this
bright young person’s eyes told me the Spirit leaps racial, cultural and geographic divides as
readily as educational ones.And the fourth conversation was initiated by a deacon in the
Episcopal church. “Let’s have lunch,” he said. Reading the book, he had wanted that kind of life
in his home parish. Because I have always felt that the renewed life in the Spirit should never be
the province of splinter groups or a denominational label, but be integrated into the work and
worship of all churches, the deacon’s inquiry especially delighted me. Never worry that I will
divide, the Spirit seemed to be telling me. My work is always to bring together.So, four
questioners, four encouragements. Now let me narrate how this all began.John Sherrill1The
LeapIstill remember that I whistled as I strode up Park Avenue in New York City that spring
morning in 1959, on my way to a follow-up visit at the doctor’s. I stepped through the door of
number 655 and nodded to the receptionist—she was an old friend by now. I’d been coming to
Dr. Daniel Catlin’s office every month since a cancer operation two years before, and it was
always the same: the doctor’s skilled fingers running down my neck, a pat on the back, “See you
in a month.”But not that day. This time the fingers stopped, prodded, worked a long time. When I
left, I had an appointment at Memorial Sloan-Kettering Hospital for surgery day after next.What a
difference in a spring morning! I walked back down the same street in the same sunshine, but
now a cold, light-headed fear walked in me. I knew this fear; all cancer patients know it. But we
keep it down, we stay on top of it with various mental tricks. Mine was the notion that one
operation was all right; it was only if they called you back that you had to worry.Now I could no
longer hold the fear down. It rose up, scattering reason before it. I dove into the first church I
came to, looking for darkness and privacy more than anything. It was St. Thomas Episcopal, on
Fifth Avenue, and as I walked in, the noon sirens were blowing. To my surprise, a white-robed
boys’ choir was filing into stalls down in front, and a few minutes later a young seminarian
mounted the pulpit. A card in the pew told me I had stumbled into a Lenten noonday meditation.I
didn’t know it then, but this brief address was to hold the key to the most astonishing experience
of my life.At the time it seemed wretchedly irrelevant to my problem. The young man gave a
short talk on Nicodemus. Many of us try, he said, to approach Christ as Nicodemus did: through
logic. “Rabbi, we know that you are a teacher sent by God,” Nicodemus said, and then he gave
his reason—a logical one: “No one could perform these signs of yours unless God were with
him” (John 3:2, NEB).“But, you see,” said the seminarian, “as long as Nicodemus was trying to
come to an understanding of Christ through his logic, he could never succeed. It isn’t logic, but
an experience, that lets us know who Christ is. Christ, Himself, told Nicodemus this: ‘In very truth
I tell you, unless a man has been born over again he cannot see the kingdom of God’” (verse 3,



NEB).At the time, as I say, all this meant less than nothing to me. And yet the very next morning,
I was to hear these same words again. My wife, Tib, and I were having coffee after a sleepless
night, when the telephone rang. It was our neighbor, author Catherine Marshall LeSourd.“John,”
she said, “could you and Tib get in the car and come over here for a few minutes? I’ve heard the
news, and there’s something I’ve got to say to you.”Catherine met us at the door dressed in a
housecoat, wearing neither makeup nor smile, which said more than words about the concern
she felt. She led us into the family room, shut the door and, without polite talk, began.“First of all I
want to say that I know this is presumptuous of me. I’m going to talk to you about your religious
life, and I have no right to assume that it lacks anything. After all, you’ve been writing for
Guideposts for ten years; you respect religion, you’ve studied it from many angles. But there is
so much more to it than that. . . .”I looked at Tib: she sat still as a rock.“John,” said Catherine, “do
you believe Jesus was God?”It was the last question in the world I’d expected. I’d supposed
she’d have something to say about God being able to heal, or prayer being a wonderful uplift
when you’re afraid—something to do with the crisis I was facing.But she’d put the question to
me; so I considered it. Tib and I were Christians, certainly, in the sense that we wrote
“Protestant” on application blanks, attended church with some regularity, sent our three children
to Sunday school. Still, I knew that these were habits; the fact was I had never come to grips with
this very question: Was Jesus of Nazareth, in fact, God? And now, when I tried, there were
mountains of logic that halted me. I started to map them for Catherine, but she stopped
me.“You’re trying to approach Christianity through your mind, John,” she said. “It simply can’t be
done that way.”There it was again. Catherine went on. “It’s one of the peculiarities of Christianity
that you cannot come to it through intellect. You have to be willing to experience it first, to do
something you don’t understand—and then oddly enough, understanding often follows. And it’s
just that which I’m hoping for you today . . . that without understanding, without even knowing
why, you say ‘Yes’ to Christ.”There was silence in the room. I had an eternity of reservations. And
at the same time I had a sudden desire to do precisely what she was suggesting. The biggest
reservation of all, I stated frankly: it just didn’t seem right to shy away all these years and then
come running when I had cancer and was scared and had my back to the wall.“I’d feel like a
hypocrite,” I said.“John,” said Catherine almost in a whisper, “that’s pride. You want to come to
God in your way. When you will. As you will. Strong and healthy. Maybe God wants you now,
without a shred to recommend you.”We talked for perhaps half an hour more, and when we left I
still had not brought myself to make that step that was apparently all-crucial. A few moments
later, however, just as the car was passing a certain telephone pole on Millwood Road in
Chappaqua, a pole that I can point out to this day, I turned to Tib and said aloud, “What do they
call it: ‘a leap of faith’? All right, I’m going to make the leap: I believe that Christ was God.”It was a
cold-blooded laying down of my sense of what was logical, quite without emotional conviction.
And with it went something that was essentially “me.” All the bundle of self-consciousness that
we call our ego seemed somehow involved in this decision. It was amazing how much it hurt,
how desperately this thing fought for life, so that there was a real kind of death involved. But



when it was dead and quiet finally, and I blurted out my simple statement of belief, there was
room in me for something new and altogether mysterious.The first hint that there was something
different about me came rather inelegantly at the hospital. Shortly before the operation a snappy
young nurse came in to give me an injection. Since army days I have had a morbid horror of
needles, whether wielded by pretty girls or not. Yet this time it aroused no terrors at all.“All right,
let’s turn over,” said my nurse in her most professional tone. But when she had finished, her tone
changed. “My, you’re the relaxed one! You act like you’re here on your vacation.”It wasn’t until
after she had left that I realized how true and how curious this was. I was relaxed, deeply and
truly, and lying in my hospital bed I began to suspect that something very remarkable was
happening to me. It was as if in some secret and undefined part of myself I knew that, no matter
how this operation turned out, it was only an inconvenience in an existence that was new and
strange and quite independent of hospitals and surgeons, illness and recovery.A little later some
orderlies came in and I was taken out of my bed and put on a stretcher. I remember the orderlies’
faces looking down at me, and a crack in the corridor ceiling gliding past overhead. The
fluorescent light in the mammoth elevator wasn’t working properly; it blinked on and off. Then
there were other lights, blinding ones directly overhead, and out of them appeared the green-
capped face of Dr. Catlin. I smiled at him and he smiled back and asked if I were ready.“Ready
and waiting.”There was another injection, and it seemed only an instant before I was awake
again, in a room I had never seen before. It was nighttime. I had gone into the operating room at
eight o’clock in the morning. Why had it taken so long? Rubber pipes were sticking out of both
sides of my chest and out of a hole in my throat. Some sort of machine whirred and gurgled out
of sight behind the bed.And pain. The worst I had ever known. It was in my chest, where the
pipes were. A nurse, seeing that I was awake, came over and took my pulse. I tried to talk but
could not. I gestured wildly at the pipes.“Doctor will see you in the morning. Try to get some
sleep.”I would like to be able to say that—having made my leap of faith—those hours in the
recovery ward were a triumph of soul over body. They were not. Pain demoralized me completely.
Something had gone wrong on the operating table, and I was not practiced enough in the
Christian life to find much else to think about.In the morning I woke up in still another room. Bit by
bit I pieced together the ceiling and window and sliding curtains of my original hospital room.
The pipes were still sticking out of my chest and throat, machines still bubbling away somewhere
behind my bed. But at least I got a little information. Dr. Catlin came to see me. He leaned over
the bed, and in my half-conscious state I caught the words: “You’re doing fine now. There was a
little trouble on the operating table. Lungs collapsed. Tracheotomy. Everything on your neck
looks good, though. Get some rest now.”For another day I lay semi-drugged on the bed, aware
occasionally of a visit from my wife, or my mother, or the doctor. Toward the end of the second
day I became aware, too, of other patients in the room. One was an older man who was having a
lot of trouble with a cough. Another was a youngster, who had also just come down from the
recovery room and was in pain.That night for the first time I was able to think about praying. I
tried talking to this Christ I had stated a belief in, but it was like talking into the air over my bed. In



no sense was there a feeling that I was in contact with anybody. I was worried about my
roommates, the man with the cough and the boy in pain. I tried praying for them, but nothing
happened. After a while I drifted into sleep, aware more than anything else that each of us in that
room was very much alone.It was the middle of the night, and I was awake. Fully awake, without
transition from sleep. A little light came in from the hall and from the windows. A nurse passed
the door on rubber-soled shoes. Both of my roommates were restless, the one coughing, the
other moaning softly.I don’t know how it was that I first became aware of the light. It was there,
without transition, as my awakening had come. It was different from the light that came in
through the door and window—more of an illumination than a light with a defined source. But
there was something remarkable about this light: it had, somehow, a center of awareness. I was
awed, but not at all afraid. Instead there was a sense of recognition, as if I were seeing a
childhood friend, physically much changed so that what I recognized was a totality rather than a
particular feature.“Christ?” I said.The light moved slightly. Not really moved: it was just suddenly
closer to me without leaving where it was. I thought for a moment that the pain beneath my
bandages was going away, but it did not. Something happened with that encounter, though. It
was as if I were bursting with health through and through.My roommates were still tossing, still
coughing and groaning. “Christ,” I said moving my lips only, “would you help that boy?” The light
did not leave me, but in some strange way it was now at the bedside of the boy in pain. A little
“Ohhh . . .” came from him and he was silent.“And my other friend?” The light was instantly
centered on the bed of the old man who was in the middle of a spasm of coughing. The cough
stopped. The old man sighed and turned over.And the light was gone.I lifted my head as far as I
could from the pillow and searched the room, but there was only the yellow light from the hall
and the window. The nurse came back down the hall. A car honked outside in the night. The
machinery behind my bed whirred and wheezed. Everything was as it had been. Except that,
lying there in a bed in Memorial Hospital, with bandages around my head and neck and chest,
with pain still slicing through me, I was filled with a sense of well-being such as I had never
known. I cried for a long time, out of joy.I stayed awake until dawn, thinking that perhaps the
extraordinary light would return. All that while, my two roommates slept quietly. When the
morning nurse came in with the tray of thermometers, she found me still awake.“You look rested,”
she said.“I am.”She turned to my roommates. “Well that’s good. And they’re both sleeping. I think
I’ll do this room later.”I was out of the hospital a full week earlier than Dr. Catlin had predicted, so
rapidly did my body mend.For several days after I returned home I tried to tell Tib about the
encounter in the hospital. But to my embarrassment, every time I opened my mouth to begin the
same thing happened: I’d feel tears rush to my eyes and know that if I said one more word I’d be
weeping like a child. It was only when I decided that Tib would have to know about the
experience, tear or no, that I managed to get it out.“Do you think it was a dream?” I asked, when
I’d rather soggily finished.“I don’t believe a dream could affect you this way.”“Neither do I.”There
were two other people I felt should hear the story: Len and Catherine LeSourd. I warned them
that the experience might be difficult to talk about, and sure enough the same phenomenon



repeated itself—I started off matter-of-factly and halfway through choked up.“You see what
you’re in for?” I said, trying to laugh off my embarrassment.But Len said, “It’s those tears, John,
more than anything else that make the thing real to me. Take your time.”So I told them. “And did
you see the light again?” Catherine asked when I was through.“No.”“I don’t think you should
expect to, either,” she said. “This kind of face-to-face meeting with Christ usually happens just
once. It happened to me in a way very like yours. With Len it was entirely different. But it’s that
certain recognition of Christ that’s the amazing thing, however it happens.”And then Catherine
said an interesting thing. As it turned out, it was a kind of prophecy. “I’m glad you told us. It will
help fix it in your own mind, for the time when it no longer seems real.” She smiled a little wistfully.
“I wish there were some way to feel always as you do now. As far as I know, there isn’t. Once we
lose the freshness of that first meeting, we just have to walk by faith.”It took me a while to
understand what she meant. Then and for weeks afterward I lived in the glow of that encounter.
The report from the doctor, when it finally came, was encouraging as far as the cancer went. But
I found to my surprise that it didn’t matter as much as I had expected. Something more
engrossing occupied my mind. I wanted to get to know this Christ I had met.For a while it was
easy, thinking often about Him. It happened automatically, in fact. Reading the Bible was a brand-
new experience, because I could understand for the first time a lot that had puzzled me. How
Jesus, for instance, could have recruited disciples simply by saying, “Follow me.” That was easy
to believe now: that Presence I’d felt was something you’d follow to the ends of the earth. The
stories of healing were like reliving that night in the hospital. John’s statement, “God is love,” was
for me now a description rather than a principle.But as the weeks and then the months passed,
the first sharpness faded. After a while, it was not quite so easy to pick up the Bible; going to
church slipped back slowly, yet certainly, into routine; and one day, visiting a friend in the
hospital, I told him about my experience and got through the recital dry-eyed. That, more than
anything, convinced me that what I had was a memory, no longer a living reality.And was this all,
now, that I would ever have? I felt a little as the disciples must have felt when, after Christ had
walked beside them for a time, He was suddenly gone. I felt a deep sadness, a yearning to get
back in touch with Him but, as Catherine had predicted, there was nothing much I could do
about it except to “walk in faith.”In talking with other Christians I found that this was a very, very
common experience. There was a mountain-top meeting, a period when the reality of Christ was
unmistakable and then a slow drifting away. There was a brief moment of intense love, of joy and
deep-running peace, a period of real wholeness when without straining for self-control you found
that you were patient, kind, gentle. It was a time of believing. And then a dull dryness took
over.Was this the way it was meant to be? Were believers supposed to live on a memory? I
somehow doubted it: memories fade and become confused.And then, about a year after that
hospital encounter, I met a man who told me an intriguing story. It caught my attention at first
simply because it was so bizarre. Certainly I did not dream that it held the answer to my
question.2Harald’s Strange StoryIfirst heard of Harald Bredesen through Mrs. Norman Vincent
Peale, a coeditor, with her husband, of Guideposts. We were holding a regular Monday-night



editorial meeting when she came in a little out of breath.“I’m sorry to be late,” she said. Then,
even before her coat was off, “. . . I’ve just had dinner with a young man who’s given me a real jolt
—and a lot to think about.”I had worked with Ruth Peale for ten years. Everyone on the staff
valued her for a quality of balance and levelheaded good sense. She could always be counted
on to bring us back to earth, should our thinking ever become too abstract or wishful. I make a
point of this because of the strangeness of the story that Ruth told us that evening. It sounded so
fanciful that if it had come from someone else, I might have dismissed it rather quickly.“Have you
ever heard the expression ‘speaking in tongues’?” she asked.Most of us had a vague
recollection of the phrase. It came from the Bible, I thought.“‘Though I speak with the tongues of
men and of angels . . .’ That one?” I said.“That’s one reference,” Ruth said. “It’s mentioned in the
gospels and Paul speaks of it several times, but most of the references are in the Book of Acts.
Apparently, speaking in tongues was a big part of the life of the early Church. Far more than I’d
realized.“Well, my dinner guest said that he had had this experience himself. Not only he, but
some of his friends too. Norman and I sat spellbound for two hours while he told us about people
all over the country who are having this happen to them. Apparently, the ‘tongue’ sometimes
turns out to be a real language, which someone listening will understand, although the speaker
has never learned it and has no idea what he is saying. It sounds crazy, doesn’t it? But there’s
something about this man. . . .” She paused. “Well, I for one want to know more about it.”After the
meeting I told Ruth that I would like to meet her speaker in tongues. I thought it might make a
good story for the magazine. I did meet him. But the deeper I got into the subject, the more I
realized that I had stumbled onto something too big for a single magazine article.Harald
Bredesen is an ordained minister, pastor of the First Reformed Church, Mount Vernon, New
York. He is about my age, then in his late thirties. He had a clerical collar, a bald spot and an
excitement that was contagious. Bredesen and I had lunch together in a restaurant near my
office, and there, in a setting of coffee cups and sugar shakers, he told me a story that seemed
to come from a different world.A few years earlier, Harald Bredesen, although he’d been busily
involved in the work of his church, had also been a dissatisfied young man. It seemed to him that
his religious life had no vitality to it, especially when he compared his experiences with those of
the earliest Christians.“There was an excitement, a stirring of life in the young Church,” Bredesen
said. “The Church today, by and large, has lost this. You’ve felt it, I’m sure. Where are the
changed lives? Where are the healings? Where is the belief that men will die for?”At home in the
evenings Bredesen had begun to read the biblical accounts of the early churches with these
questions in mind, and almost instantly he fell upon a clue. The more he read, the more he
became convinced that first-century Christians received their vitality from the Holy Spirit, and
more especially from an experience called, in the New Testament, the baptism in the Holy
Spirit.Bredesen determined that he was going to have this experience for himself, and he went
about it by taking a vacation. He headed for the Allegheny Mountains, ensconced himself in a
mountain cabin and there began to pray around the clock. He made up his mind to stay in that
cabin until he reached a new level of communication with God. Day after day he kept up his



prayer vigil.At last one morning while he was standing outside the cabin praying aloud, a
stillness seemed to settle over the hills. Every fiber of Bredesen’s body tensed, as if his whole
being were entering into a new plane of awareness. He stopped speaking for a moment. And
when he began again, out of his mouth came, and here are his words as I wrote them down that
day:. . . the most beautiful outpouring of vowels and consonants and also some strange, guttural
syllables. I could not recognize any of it. It was as though I was listening to a foreign language,
except that it was coming out of my own mouth.Amazed, curious and a bit frightened, Bredesen
ran down the mountain, still talking aloud in this tongue. He came to the edge of a small
community. On the stoop of a cabin sat an old man. Bredesen continued to speak in the tongue
that was coming so easily and naturally from his lips. The man answered, talking rapidly in a
language that Bredesen did not know. When it became obvious that they were not
communicating, the old man spoke in English.“How can you speak Polish but not understand it?”
the man asked.“I was speaking Polish?”The man laughed, thinking that Bredesen was joking.
“Of course it was Polish,” he said.But Bredesen wasn’t joking. As far as he could recall, he had
never before heard the language.I was still drumming the tabletop over that one, when he told
me of a second experience, this one in a lobby of a New York hotel. Bredesen was attending a
breakfast meeting and had left his hat on a chair outside the dining room. When the time came
to leave, he found the chair occupied not by his hat, but by a pretty young lady.At the time
Bredesen was a bachelor, and his male instincts prompted him to extend the conversation
beyond a formal excuse-me-have-you-seen-my-hat? The girl noted the clerical collar, and in a
few minutes they were deep in a conversation on religion. After a while the young lady
volunteered the information that her own religious life somehow left her dissatisfied. And soon
Bredesen was telling her that he too had felt this lack but that he had found a new dimension in
his devotional life through speaking in tongues.“Through what?” asked the girl.“Speaking in a
language that God gives you,” Bredesen said, and went on to tell her a little about his
experience. In the girl’s eyes he read disbelief and also something like apprehension.“Can you
speak in these tongues any time you want to?” she said, and he thought she edged almost
imperceptibly to the far side of her chair.“They’re given us for prayer.”“Well, can you pray in
tongues whenever you want to?”“Yes. Would you like me to pray this way now?”The girl looked
around the lobby, outright alarm in her eyes this time.“I won’t embarrass you,” said Bredesen,
and with that he bowed his head slightly and after a short silent prayer began speaking words
that to him were unintelligible. The sounds were clipped and full of ps and ks. When he finished,
he opened his eyes and saw that the girl’s face was ashen.
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Dan Ward, “Amazing and Inspiring!!!. Whether you are Pentecostal and familiar with tongues, or
have been part of a church that does not teach this doctrine, you should read this book.
Amazing and Inspiring stories!”

Charis Thorsell, “Book review. Powerful. Great book for skeptics. God is amazing”

dancinlady, “exploration of the subject of tongues for today. The Sherrills were nonbelievers in
tongues but their research showed the validity and joy of those who have received this gift from
the Holy Spirit.  Hugely insightful.  Worthwhile read.”

Linda Cadman Earl, “A wonderful book about the Holy Spirit. This book captivated me from
beginning to end with the author’s search for the meaning behind speaking in tongues, the role
of the Holy Spirit in our lives, and his and his wife’s joy in experiencing the wonder of the Holy
Spirit.”

michael, “amazing. Beautifully written and no nonsense…it really moved me in places and I
sincerely appreciate the authors efforts to be objective while also sharing the wonderful
experiences he had and others have had.Def a wonderful book if you have the gift of tongues or
even if you don’t.”

Jim M., “A must read for pentecostals and non-pentecostals alike. This is a book I can highly
recommend. I believe that whatever your beliefs on the issue of tongues you owe it to yourself to
read this book.I have been a Christian since 1975, and was taught against tongues in the first
couple years of my Christian walk. I was well versed in, why tongues was not for today.Then in
1977 through a chain of events I ended up going to an Assembly of God Church. I was
somewhat cautious of them as I knew they were of the Pentecostal persuasion. But from the
very first service I attended I noticed an excitement in worship and over God's word (Bible) from
the pastor and the members, that I had not seen in the other churches I attended. I really liked
the church, the people, and the powerful preaching from the Bible, but, I still didn't agree with
this "tongues" thing.Anyway, one Sunday evening before service, in August 1977, I went to the
church altar alone and was on my knees in prayer, looking at the cross and thanking Jesus for
dying for me. Then I asked the LORD to fill me 100% with His Holy Spirit (with or without
tongues). So there alone at that altar I lifted that prayer up to God. Just me and Jesus at that
altar. There was no expectation from me of speaking in tongues. I was NOT seeking tongues,
but to be filled with the Holy Spirit. Almost immediately from the time I lifted that prayer to the
LORD, to my surprise, I instantly started praying in tongues. As I did, I felt a release in my
worship to the LORD and also such a fresh appreciation for the Cross (that Jesus would die for
me). A river of tears of joy flowed from my eyes.That being said, I believe from that day I had a



fresh desire to see others come to Christ and to grow in their Christian walk.So, do yourself a
favor, and read this book. I believe God can use it to touch your life. It is well written, it shows
the authors own battles with the "tongues issue" and gives a good scriptural basis for "speaking
in tongues".”

Loverofblue, “True Stories of Biblical Tongues Spoken in Recent Days!. They Speak with Other
Tongues is a short account of a skeptical, yet curious man who decided to research the
phenomenon of people he encountered who spoke in the spiritual gift of tongues. His journey
took him to a place he didn't expect and invigorated his own life and relationship with God and
others.Contrary to what some Christians believe, the renewal movement which birthed the
Pentecostal denomination and eventually the Charismatic denominations was not limited to
Azusa street or the teachings of Charles Parham although they did contribute to them. Revival,
as expressed by the gift of tongues, was taking place all over the world and in places where
people had no knowledge of others experiencing the same things. That fact has often been
overlooked, ignored, or forgotten as people have tried to discredit and discourage tongues and
other supernatural manifestations in favor of a more controlled, predictable, and "safe" worship
liturgy.Not only did Mr. Sherrill administer his own "tests" on the gift of tongues with willing
participants, he interviewed many people of all sorts of personalities, backgrounds,
associations, and viewpoints.The book has some interesting stories of people who were
overheard speaking in their spiritual gift of tongues, only to be confronted later by a listener who
could fully understand what they had been saying in the listener's native language. Such stories
really challenge the notion that the tongues or "Glossolalia" of today is different from the gift
exercised by the Apostles at Pentecost or in the early church. Contrary to what some wish or
teach, this book shows that the tongues of today isn't different.My only complaint was the book
was too short.”

Tim Pruitt, “Great historical information on the Pentecostal and Charismatic movement. This
book contains a lot of good historical accounts of the pouring out of the Holy Spirit in these last
days.  I was enthralled as I read the accounts of true genuine experiences.”

Keith Wadhams, “Wondering about the gift of "tongues"; a must read!. Well researched and
presented case following the authors' journey. A must for serious enquirers - really helpful book!”

C. J. Barratt, “As relevant today as when it was written. What an amazing book. For anyone who
may feel a bit sceptical about baptism in the Holy Spirit and the authenticity of speaking in
tongues, this book, now quite a few years old, still provides an methodical and almost forensic
study of the facts. John Sherill adopts the approach and style of an investigative journalist and
thus holds the reader's interest with a series of real-life examples and demonstrates beyond
doubt that the gift of tongues is as real today as it was in Acts 2”



A. Shopper, “Very helpful. I found this book very helpful. The author is generous to his subjects
and tries to be honest and unbiased on a topic that has divided many. That he reaches a
conclusion doesn't mean that he disregards the alternative viewpoint, and is kind to those
holding the viewpoint.”

Lesley K. Silvester, “Lesley's review. I read the original They Speak wit Other Tongues many,
many years ago, shortly after I received the gift for myself. It was interesting to read a rewrite and
to hear what has happened since. I have recommended this book many times in its original form
and will continue to do so, not just to introduce others to the Baptism in the Spirit and the gifts
but to encourage those who have already received.”

alidee, “Be challenged with an open mind.. If you want to learn about the third person of the
trinity and the difference of knowing Him in an powerful, yet intimate way. Read this with an open
mind and a readiness and a willingness to be transformed.”

The book by C. S. Lewis has a rating of  5 out of 4.8. 463 people have provided feedback.
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