
Climbing Up that Mountain

by John McCutcheon & Carr ie  Newcomer

On the last  day of  the shortest  month

I  showed up for  my shi f t

To put  my t iny  shoulder  to  the wheel

I  was perfect ,  I  was broken

I  had just  awoken

To the miracles  that  l i fe  was to  reveal

Chorus

I  am c l imbing up that  mountain

Cl imbing up that  mountain

Eight - f ive  years  and count in ’

And I  a in ’ t  done c l imbing yet

With each c los ing door

A whole  new world  is  opened

A hidden wholeness

Wait ing there for  you

In the mystery  we’re  to ld

We are dust  and we are gold

In th is  work we f ind

We just  cannot  not  do Chorus

Bridge

I t  i s  a  f ight  to  the f in ish

It ’ l l  take a l l  o f  my might

Wrest l ing with  the darkness

“Ti l   we vanish in  the l ight

In  th is  wor ld  where we are

Burdened with  our  suf fer ing

Vio lence that  grows out  of  our  fears

At  the end of  our  rope

St i l l  we hold  on to  the hope

Of  a  world  that  we know 

Someday wi l l  be  here          

Chorus

Chorus


