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Mountains, Valleys And Your Arms

Sliding down from the high mountaintop,

To find myself again in the valley,

Once again I am lost,

My God, why are You behind me?

Up and down and all around,

My emotions are out of control,

Amazing grace how sweet the sound,

Grip on to me Lord, increase Your hold.

In this critical hour I wait,

To see if trust fails,

What will happen when I awake?

I feel like I’m trapped in jail.

The mountaintop is such a nice place to be,

Standing firm and high, conquering all trouble,

Lord, lift me up like an eagle, let me soar high on Your wings,

Build up my tower, clean up this rubble.

My life moves in a patterned motion,

Quite similar to the waves of the sea,

Each pattern must equal a quotient,

Yet at this time, I cannot see.

A part of me yells for You Lord,

“Come quickly, come calm this sea,”

Yet if I am hurt, the loss I can’t afford,

I trusted You, but You hurt me.

I’m getting sea sick Lord,

My anger is knocking to be set free,

I want to open the door,

Lord, please comfort me.

Lead me back to the mountaintop,

Lead me back into Your arms,

Lead me back to this hope I forgot,

Lead me back to quiet these alarms.

I will not take the easy way out,

I will not quit at any cost,

I will not try to live in doubt,

My Lord, have I lost?

Stay with me Father, I trust You alone,

Do not leave me, please don’t go,

Teach me how to love, forgive and lead me home,

Lead me to the mountain top and still there, never let me go.

I mourn and see you in the valley,

Yet I cheer and see you on the mountaintop,

You are my greatest encourager, my Abba – daddy,

Yet my sin and hatred nailed You to the cross.

You have walked in my shoes,

My pain is nothing to You,

So, You are always beside me, aren’t You?

One pair of footprints in the sand, they belong to You.

Lord, if my life brings me pain, may it glorify You,

If my life becomes lonely, Lord, You will comfort me,

Even if my family leaves me, Lord I will never leave you,

Through the storm Lord, let me see; high or low, Your arms will always carry me. 

