
 
I found this poem titled “When Will You?”    
written by Anup B. Deen that seemed to really 
speak of life and death to me:   

“As I gaze at the sky when it rains 
As blood flows through my veins 
I wonder what makes life so auspicious 
in spite of the whole world being so malicious 

My dear rain…As you pour down with all your 
might 
When will you come to me as my guiding light? 
When will you wash my heart? 
When will you quench my thirst? 
When will you show me something that’s                        
unrehearsed?  

I protect myself when you arrive…. 
in my desire to survive…. 
But does that mean I don’t love you? 
Does that mean I despise you? 

Once you leave, the sun will shine 
leaving behind your marks which is way too     
divine.. 
Your tears are pure and plain.. 
Mine are salty and filled with pain…. 
When will you immerse mine in yours?  
When will you guide me with your sail and take 
me to the shores?” 

I don’t know exactly what the interpretation was 
from the poet who wrote this poem, but I do know 
that art is interpretive and one will see it one way 
and another will see it another way.  

My interpretation goes like this:  

“As I look up to the heavens when standing in the 
rain, I wonder when You will come and take away  
my pain. And yet as the rain continues to fall I 
know that You are my guiding light, for You 
alone renew my heart and bring day to my night. 

You shed Your blood on the cross for me. Your 
sacrifice as set me free. As Your tears ran down 
upon Your head, You paid the price I owed in-
stead. You are preparing for me my eternal place 
and when You are ready I will be greeted by Your 
grace. Until then bring down the rain and water 
my soul with Your holy face.” (by Lynda) 

I just love the smell of rain. It smells fresh and 
clean. And the sound of rain goes pitter-patter             
on the roof it plays like a cheerful song. Don’t 
miss the opportunity to take time to soak it all in. 

In His Grace, Lynda 

“May He be like rain falling on a mown field, 
    like showers watering the earth.”  Psalm 72:6 

Welcome to my kitchen filled with aroma and taste, 
but most of all God’s love and grace!  

I don’t feel much like cooking today so I am going to 
talk about the rain. As I sit here at my dining room 
table tapping out my thoughts watching the rain 
come down outside my window, I am reminded of  
the fresh smell that will follow in its wake. 

There is such a sweet, soothing aroma after it rains. 
There is something about it that just makes a                      
person take a deep breath in and exhale a sigh of 
thankfulness.  

There is a scientific definition for that pleasant, 
musky smell we experience after it rains called 
“Petrichor”. But I don’t want to get into that today. 
Exploring the science behind such a comforting 
smell just doesn’t sit right with me at this time.  

I want to talk about Psalm 72:6 that says: “May He 
be like rain falling on a mown field, like showers  
watering the earth.” I am reminded through this 
verse that just like rain comes down from the                   
heavens and renews the earth, so God’s Spirit comes 
down with His grace and mercy and renews our soul. 
He waters our dry parched spirits and makes them 
fresh and new.  

On those days when I can smell the rain and actually 
take the time to stop and inhale, I am reminded that 
God is with me and heaven is my real home. I don’t 
know why the smell of fresh fallen rain gives me 
such comfort but it does and for this I am grateful.  

Heaven has been a subject our household has been 
talking a lot about lately. Each day Dad is closer to 
entering into his eternal home with Jesus. Today he is 
closer than he was yesterday. As the rain pounds hard 
and then subsides and just brings gives a gentle mist, 
I can’t help but think that Jesus is that much closer to 
taking him home.  

 


