
Today (Sunday, July 13, 1997), our m
in-

ister, C
harlie M

cM
ahan, finished a tw

o-part
series entitled “C

lim
bing Y

our M
t. E

ver
R

est” - a som
ew

hat corny title, perhaps, but
startlingly appropriate.  H

e had finished
reading the book Into T

hin A
ir by Jon

K
rakauer about the M

arch 1996 ill-fated
expedition to M

ount E
verest.  A

s m
any of

you m
ay know

, eight people, including
K

rakauer’s guide, died on the descent w
hen

a storm
 overcam

e them
.

O
ne of the lessons C

harlie pulled from
that book is that if you are going to dedicate
yourself to a goal, you m

ust be able to an-
sw

er the question “W
hy?” before you begin.

O
therw

ise you m
ay share K

rakauer’s expe-
rience w

hen he stood atop the sum
m

it,
gazed all around from

 the ceiling to the floor
of the w

orld, and felt - nothing.  It w
as a

“thin air m
om

ent” - there w
as not enough

oxygen to allow
 his brain to deal w

ith m
uch

m
ore than sim

ple m
otor functions such as

m
oving and breathing.

A
t the end of the series today, C

harlie
m

ade a sim
ple point about trying to achieve

success:  H
ow

 do you know
 w

hen you are
overreaching? C

harlie’s answ
er:  W

hen you
are claw

ing rather than w
orking your w

ay to
success.

To m
e, being a songw

riter is a constant
succession of m

om
ents experienced by any-

one w
ho has taken som

eone by the hand to
see a w

onder of beauty.  It is that uniquely
hum

an drive to share that keeps m
e going.

T
rue, m

uch of w
hat I w

rite is fictional, but
it is securely based on a truth born of com

-
m

on experience; w
ere it not truth, the audi-

ence w
ould not respond.

 I believe that the songw
riters’ fascina-

tion w
ith being hum

an is our com
m

on
source and identity for our craft. A

lso, to  m
e

W
H
E
N
 A

LL IS
 S
A
ID
 A

N
D
 D

O
N
E

the clim
b up the songw

riting m
ountain is

m
eaningless unless I take others w

ith m
e.

For that reason, I have com
e to w

ork as hard
as your w

orkshop leader as I do as a song-
w

riter.  I have found that there is an incred-
ible reciprocal effect w

hen I share w
ith oth-

ers w
hat I have learned - or am

 in the pro-
cess of learning - along the w

ay.  I do not
believe that I w

ould have clim
bed as far as

I have if it w
ere not for our N

SA
I w

orkshop.
B

ut a principle tenet of our w
orkshop is

that becom
ing a successful songw

riter w
ill

probably be the hardest thing w
e ever try to

do.  I have found w
ays to balance m

y fam
-

ily, m
y salaried career, the w

orkshop, and
m

y songw
riting career; som

etim
es it is nec-

essary to allow
 one of those to tip the scales

for a w
hile, but I have alw

ays m
anaged to tip

the scale back before everything slides off
the plate.  I am

 therefore often m
erciless in

exhorting all of you to attem
pt to do the

sam
e, because I’ve learned that none of us

w
ill a

d
v

a
n

c
e

 in
 o

u
r so

n
g

w
ritin

g
careers w

ithout that kind of effort.
B

ut there are som
e w

riters I’ve com
e to

know
 along the w

ay for w
hom

 the struggle
even w

ithout the songw
riting is too m

uch.
I’ve read your m

essages on the Internet and
listened in person to w

hat often sound like
confessions. Y

ou beat yourselves up be-
cause you m

ust so often turn aw
ay from

songw
riting, and then you feel that you have

squandered som
ething or som

ehow
 failed to

m
easure up.

C
harlie’s m

essage is, I believe, valuable
especially 

for 
songw

riters. 
If 

success
doesn’t com

e naturally - albeit w
ith hard

w
ork - then perhaps it is w

rong, at least at
this tim

e.  If becom
ing a successful song-

w
riter m

eans claw
ing your w

ay up the side
of your m

ountain no m
atter w

hat obstacles
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W
hen the m

usic fades into the past
W

hen m
y days of life are through

W
hat w

ill be rem
em

bered of w
here I’ve com

e
W

hen all is said and done?
W

ill they say I loved m
y fam

ily
T

hat I w
as a faithful friend

T
hat I lived to tell of G

od’s ow
n son

W
hen all is said and done

O
f how

 I longed to see the hour
W

hen I w
ould hear that trum

pet sound
R

ise to see m
y savior’s face

See him
 sm

ile and say “W
ell done”

Y
ou can forget m

y nam
e and the songs I’ve

sung
E

very rhym
e and every tune

B
ut rem

em
ber the truth of Jesus’ love

W
hen all is said and done

W
hen all is said and done....

- G
eoff M

oore and Jeff Silvey
©
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irdw
ing M

usic

fall in your w
ay, then you m

ay find at the
sum

m
it only a “thin air m

om
ent” aw

aiting
you.B

y no m
eans am

 I negating the craft of
songw

riting and the necessity of m
astering

it.  A
nd I do not m

ean to suggest that
success w

ill com
e “naturally” w

hen in fact
it 

com
es 

only w
ith 

persistent 
face-to-

face n
etw

o
rk

in
g

, th
e eag

er w
elco

m
e

of criticism
, and m

uch m
ore disappointm

ent
than jubilation.  B

ut if you m
ust set the

w
orld aside to clim

b one m
ountain, you m

ay
find that your very success becom

es an
overw

helm
ing failure.

To the best of m
y know

ledge, no song-
w

riters I know
 personally have lost their

m
arriages or their fam

ilies
due to songw

riting.  B
ut I

have heard horror tales in
N

ashville of successful song-
w

riters w
ho enjoy no other

success in their lives at all.
I am

 not suggesting that
anyone give up the struggle,
but it is good to stop and ask
yourself if you truly know
w

hy you are struggling.  Is it
sim

ply the challenge coupled
w

ith a fierce desire not to ever
adm

it failure?  Is it an obses-
sion w

ith proving that your
investm

ents - m
onetary, tem

-
poral, and sacrificial - w

ill ul-
tim

ately pay off?  O
r is it a

passionate desire to capture
various elem

ents of w
hat w

e
feel as hum

an beings and re-
flect it back through our re-
spective prism

s to the largest
audiences w

e can find?
O

ur service today fin-

ished w
ith a m

oving perform
ance of a C

hris-
tian song w

ritten by G
eoff M

oore (w
ith Jeff

Silvey) on the occasion of w
alking through

a cem
etery.  M

oore w
rites, “A

s I w
alked

am
ong the headstones I w

ondered w
ho

these people w
ere, w

hat kinds of lives they
lived, and w

hat w
as left.  I couldn’t help but

consider m
y ow

n m
ortality…

.”
T

he song “W
hen A

ll Is Said and D
one”

is m
elodically and lyrically one of the m

ost
beautiful songs I have ever heard.  For those
of you for w

hom
 a C

hristian lyric doesn’t
quite resonate, read it for its m

ore universal
m

essage, and think about w
hat it m

eans for
you as an aspiring songw

riter.
 A

ugust, 1997 -Jim
 M

elko


