
Thought for the Day: April 30th 

I woke up this morning with the line ‘I trace the 
rainbow through the rain’ running in my head; a 
short think, and I remembered it comes from a 
hymn which was oft sung at Alexander Hall (the 
Free Evangelical chapel I grew up in). The 
phrase triggered a memory; that scene in 
Pollyanna (if you haven’t ever read it, do, it is a 
joy) where she takes the prisms from the 
candlesticks and hangs them in a room to make 
rainbows for a curmudgeonly old man.  I have a 
couple of the same prisms hanging up which 
occasionally reward me with a rainbow.  Even 
better, somewhere I have a solar powered 
rainbow maker, a small clockwork motor which 
turns the prism in the sun and makes dancing 

rainbows throughout my flat.  That ‘somewhere’ is key; there is a whole other thought for 
the day in the fact that I don’t know where my rainbow maker is! 

And so to the hymn:- 

O Love that wilt not let me go, 
I rest my weary soul in thee; 
I give thee back the life I owe, 
that in thine ocean depths its flow 
may richer, fuller be. 

O Light that follow'st all my way, 
I yield my flick'ring torch to thee; 
my heart restores its borrowed ray, 
that in thy sunshine's blaze its day 
may brighter, fairer be. 

O Joy that seekest me through pain, 
I cannot close my heart to thee; 
I trace the rainbow thro' the rain, 
and feel the promise is not vain 
that morn shall tearless be. 

O Cross that liftest up my head, 
I dare not ask to fly from thee; 
I lay in dust life's glory dead, 
and from the ground there blossoms red*, 
life that shall endless be. 

That such words could be written by a man (George Matheson) who went blind at 18, and 
was jilted by his fiancée in consequence is such a challenge to me. 

How wonderful to know that, whatever else may happen to us, God’s love will not let us 
go.  I’m trying to revel in that today. 

“For I am convinced that neither death, nor life, nor angels, nor rulers, nor things 
present, nor things to come, nor powers, nor height, nor depth, nor anything else in 
all creation, will be able to separate us from the love of God in Christ Jesus our 
Lord.”   Romans 8:38-39 NRSV 

* this line reminds me of the scene in Ben Hur when Christ’s blood pouring from the cross 
mingles with the rain and flows healing to Judah’s leprous mother and sister. 

Love and Blessings 

LouLou 

And soon, after a Zoom meeting, I will go in search of my rainbow maker 🌈  


