
The Shadow of the Almighty 
              
 

He that dwelleth in the secret place of the Most High shall abide under the shadow of the Almighty. 
– Psalm 91:1 – 

              
 

Most of us likely do not harbor many vivid recollections of our earliest childhood years, 
particular from prior to five years old or so.  Of the ones we do, they are usually of either 
extremely traumatic or euphoric events.  I personally possess just a handful of recollections 
from that period of my life, but one of them in particular helps me to appreciate the spiritual 
lesson of our text. 
 
I have always hated the open hot sun.  From my earliest recollection, I remember seeking ways 
to avoid being in direct contact with its ubiquitous rays, particularly when temperatures rise 
north of eighty degrees or so.  I have a very early childhood memory from perhaps around four 
years of age of walking through Kennywood Park on a hot summer’s day, holding my father’s 
hand.  Though excited about the enjoyments of Kiddie Land, I recall being excessively 
uncomfortable and miserable because of the hot sunshine. I was purposely trying to place 
myself in my father’s shadow as we walked along so as to avoid the torment of direct contact 
with the blistering rays of our solar friend.  What trauma – that I still possess this recollection 
some forty-plus years removed of tracing my dad’s footsteps in an attempt to be sheltered 
from the scorching heat that sunny afternoon! 
 
The ninety-first psalm is an ode to the protective custody of our God.  The psalmist exults that 
of the myriad of tormenting dangers surrounding him – be it the snare of the fowler, the 
noisome pestilence, the terror by night, the arrow that flieth by day, the pestilence that 
walketh in darkness, or the destruction that wasteth at noonday – he remains safely tucked 
away under the shadow of the Almighty.  Though God’s keeping of His own is a general product 
of His gracious character, the nature of this special preservation appears to be causative.  In 
other words, distinctly and precisely because the psalmist has willfully chased his Father’s 
footsteps, as it were, making God his ever-present dwelling-place and habitation, he possesses 
the sweet peace of the sheltering care of the Almighty.  And this security is his possession no 
matter the size, preponderance, or longevity of the threat before or behind him.  The psalmist 
has made himself so close to his God that angels have been dispatched to protect his every 
footstep for the duration of the long life that God will grant him. 
 
Let us strive to dwell in the secret place of the Most High.  We can do so by walking closely with 
our Father, holding His hand and tracing His steps, much like a little child trying to escape the 
sun’s fury.  Our God has a tall enough shadow under which each of us can abide. 
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