“Send the Rain”

(A Poem of Surrender into His Embrace)

Introduction

There are moments when the weight of sin, shame, and sorrow feels too heavy to carry
another step. We fight, we strive, we try to fix ourselves —but the more we hold on, the deeper
the ache becomes. In these moments, God invites us to stop resisting and simply open our
hearts to His cleansing mercy. Like rain breaking a long drought, His presence washes away
the dust and restores our soul’s vision. This is not the rain of judgment, but of love —a rain
that frees us from what entangles, so we can rest in the arms that have never let us go.



The Poem: “Send the Rain”

(The Embrace after the Storm)

The weight I've carried has bent me low,
shadows have blurred the God I know.

My voice is cracked from prayers half-spoken,
my hands hang limp, my heart feels broken.

The air feels thick with the dust of shame,
yet still I whisper my Savior’s name;

and in the quiet, I dare to plead —

Send the rain and wash me clean.

Send the rain —

till my pride has drowned, till my tears have run,
till the fight in my flesh is over and done.

Let it fall in torrents, fierce and kind,

till there’s nothing left but a heart resigned.

Send the rain —

till the fears I've held come tumbling down,
till my soul is bare on holy ground.

Let the downpour flood what I've concealed,
till every wound is touched and healed.

And when the storm has spent its cry,
when my striving fades and my spirit sighs,
I feel the arms that have held me still —

the tender strength of a steadfast will.

He pulls me close to His steady heart,
whispering, “This is where you start —
not in your power, not by your hand,
but in the shelter where I stand.”

And I find the rain was never meant
to leave me empty, but innocent —
to strip me down to the place I see,
the One who's always carried me.

So I lift my face to the silver skies,

and the water mingles with joyful cries;

for the rain has come, and I finally know —
I'm embraced by the One who won't let go.

Reflections

The rain of God’s mercy is not a cold, distant shower —it’s the nearness of His heart washing
ours. When we pray “Send the rain,” we're not just asking for the removal of sin; we're asking
for His presence to pour into every dry, hidden, and hurting place. Surrender isn’t losing —1it’s
letting go into the arms of the One who has already won the battle. And when the rain has



done its work, what remains is not ruin but renewal —a heart washed clean, held close, and
ready to begin again in the light of His love.

Scripture to Carry With You

Hosea 6:3

“Let us acknowledge the Lord; let us press on to acknowledge him. As surely as the sun ruwes, be will appear;
he will come to s like the winter raing, like the spring rains that water the earth.”

His coming to us is as certain as the rain —bringing life, growth, and renewal.

Psalm 51:7

“Cleanse me with byssop, and I will be clean; wash me, and I will be whiter than snow.”
His cleansing doesn'’t just remove sin —it restores joy and intimacy with Him.

Isaiah 45:8

“You heavens above, rain down my righteousness; let the clouds shower it down. Let the earth open wide, let
salvation spring up, let righteousness flowurish with it; 1, the Lord, have created it.”

God’s rain is not only cleansing —it’s the source of every good and righteous thing in us.



