What The Mountains Know

The mountains know on this frosty morn
What never dies, was never born
Music formed deep down below
It was always here, is what the mountains know

The fiddle spins the stars and moon
The heavens cry in most every tune
Comets come and planets go 
When the fiddle plays what the mountains know

Banjo strings the birds along
And all the animals know its song
They laugh and dance the do-si-do
When the banjo plays what the mountains know

The waters spring from the mandolin
They leap from the place where it all begins
And run from the tops to the seas below
When the mandolin plays what the mountains know

Guitar thrums from the roots and trees 
In that old old rhythm of an ancient beat
Shading every glade and grove 
When the guitar plays what the mountains know

The pulse of the land is the low bass sound
Of the highland drum in the echoing ground  
A heartbeat of the bedrock’s soul
Is the bass when it plays what the mountains know



Voices lift in the misty air
With the fog’s own words written everywhere
A language they learned without being told
When the singers sing what the mountains know 

With touch and feel of enlightened hands
The players play, yet they understand
They’re not in charge, they just let it flow
When the players play what the mountains know  

It’s really the music that plays through them
Rising up from a place so far within
It will never leave, it will never go
It’s always here is what the mountains know

The music plays what the mountains know
It was formed right here deep down below
It will never leave, it will never go
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It’s always here is what the mountains know
It’s always here is what the mountains know
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