
In His Arms He’ll Take and Shield Thee….. 
 

 

I had a dream….no, more like a “vision” or a “revelation” in Sept. 2011.  Yes, I was sleeping, but 

this was no average dream.  I remember too many details, especially feelings, both emotional 

and physical, for it to be only a dream. 

When I first described this experience to certain people, it sounded silly even coming out of my 

mouth.  However, I have since learned that some people actually have experienced their own 

“revelations” from God.  Those people knew exactly what I experienced was not a dream, but it 

was real.  They face the same tears that I do in describing their encounter, even years after it 

happened.  I don’t know if every Christian has this kind of experience, but I’m glad I did! 

I was standing on a grassy knoll.  Around me the day was pleasant, but I didn’t feel that way.  I 

felt incredibly guilty; overwhelming condemnation; the kind of crushing guilt that makes you 

want to hide in a hole and cry.  I have felt guilt in my life, but never that devastating.  I don’t 

know why I was feeling guilty, just that I was.  In my hands was a red Lutheran Hymnal, but I 

remember thinking that it was more like a “workbook” that I had already “completed”.  I knew I 

didn’t have any work left to do in it.   

When I looked up, one of my fun-loving friends was with me.  He had no idea that I was feeling 

really guilty, but probably had some sense that I wasn’t feeling great.  So to cheer me up, he 

told me to, “Come on, Myrna!”  We started walking down the hill. 

At the bottom of the hill about half a block away was the only building as far as I could see.  It 

was a bit of a monument style, round, open air building, complete with a dome.  It was made of 

some sort of natural stone, so it had “permanence” to it.  It had been there a while, 

like a historical site.   

Once we got down the hill, we could see inside the building.  It was maybe forty 

feet in diameter, so it wasn’t huge, but it wasn’t a small building, either.  There 

were three equally spaced archway entrances, including the one we started 

through.  They were spaced at like 2:00, 6:00, and 10:00 on a clock.  We 

were at 6:00. 

In the center of the building was a circle of stone blocks on the floor, similar 

to what would be around a garden, but in the center of it instead of flowers or a statue, stood 

Jesus.  I knew Him to be alive, but in a bit of a sleep-like state.  He stood square and tall, but 

head hung down with arms at his sides.  He had a white robe, but it was spattered with dried 

blood.  It was still red, not brown, but I knew it wasn’t fresh and wet, either.  When I saw Him, I 

was a bit repelled by the sight of Him and taken aback.  I did not expect to see Him there.  

Seeing Him made my guilt feel even worse, like I didn’t have the right to be there in the same 

building with Him.  I looked for an “out” to the building and thought that maybe if I moved 

quickly enough, He wouldn’t see me.  I was just looking for some relief from my tremendously 

awful feelings.   

 



To our left was that “10:00” archway.  Through it, we could see that it was a wonderful day 

outside that door.  The weather was perfect, not a cloud in the bright blue sky, the grass was 

green, there were fragrant flowers dotting the soft hills, but I also knew that through that 

archway was somewhere I really should not go.  I knew it to be a place of wickedness and 

danger lurking, but how could there be?  It looked absolutely perfect and I just wanted to feel 

better!  I felt that I could handle the evil of this world, and I dasn’t stay in the presence of Jesus.  

Being a happy-go-lucky kind of guy, I don’t think my friend had any clue about the evil lurking 

beyond that doorway.  With his urging, I started towards it, hoping that Jesus would not see me 

as I quietly slipped past.   

Just as I got enough past Jesus that I couldn’t see Him anymore out of my 

peripheral vision, He reached out and enveloped me from behind.  My arms 

crossed my own body, my hands on my elbows, like I was giving myself a 

hug, and His arms folded softly but firmly over mine.  He drew me into 

Himself, like a parent hunched over protecting a small child from crossing a 

busy street. I could feel His strong chest against my upper back.  Since He 

was so much taller than me, His arms encompassed my shoulders.  He never 

said a word.  At that moment, all of that crushing guilt melted away, almost 

like He sucked it right out of my body in an instant.  Instead of feeling 

repelled by His sight and touch, I felt the most peaceful calm I have ever felt 

in my entire life.  I can’t even find the right word to describe the absolute 

absence of anxiety.  Every bad feeling I had disappeared into oblivion.  I was safe.  I was Saved!  

I was protected from whatever was through that doorway, and I was rescued and relieved from 

my own horrific guilt.   

At that moment, a bird squawked outside, waking me up.  I think that Jesus intended for my 

revelation to end right there.  There wasn’t anything else to reveal to me.  I reflected on all the 

details that He included and what their significance was.  What was the purpose of my Lutheran 

Hymnal “workbook”?  Why was my friend there?  Why the crushing guilt?  The first thing that 

popped into my head was that Jesus wanted me to stop being a guilt-ridden and guilt-generating 

“Lutheran” and start being what matters more: a thankful, trusting Christian.  Since this 

experience, interacting with Jesus has been very emotional for me.  When we sang verse three 

of “What a Friend We Have in Jesus” in church recently, I started crying enough that my 

husband had to give me his hanky. 

I also understand the significance of guilt in my dream.  Without it, the dream would not have 

the same impact.  The embrace would have been just a nice hug.  Without guilt or remorse, 

there is no need for a Savior, but I’ve never really comprehended that word “saved”.  To tell you 

the truth, I’ve never really liked the word, either.  It seemed overused and “cheesy” with people 

telling how they “Got Saved”.  But I get it now.  I was “saved” that morning in September, 

2011.  I had been a “Lutheran” my whole life.  Now, I am a Christian because I know that Jesus 

Christ wants me.  I can’t wait to feel that solace again! 
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…Thou wilt find a solace there.   
“What a Friend We Have in Jesus” v. 3. 


