
The uphill climb    Daniël van Gaal 

 

mountains steep 

with summits high 

I have to climb 

towards the sky 

 

the mist so dense 

I could not see 

my feet ascend 

in front of me 

 

not one bird sings 

the snow is cold 

around my feet 

but I am bold 

 

I keep rising 

nigh endlessly 

towards the place 

I long to be 

 

‘till in the end 

I find my feet 

at that one place 

where bright stars meet   


