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The	Life	of	Rich	Mullins	

1955	–	Born	in	Indiana	

Mid	70s	–	Girlfriend	

1981	–	Songs	recorded	by	Amy	Grant	

1986	–	First	record	

1988	–	“Awesome	God”	released	

Early	90s	–	The	Ragamuffin	Gospel	

1995	–	Life	at	a	Navajo	Indian	reservation	

1997		-	Died	

	
On	the	Church	

I	never	understood	why	going	to	church	made	you	a	hypocrite,	because	nobody	goes	to	church	
because	they're	perfect.	If	you've	got	it	all	together,	you	don't	need	to	go.	You	can	go	jogging	
with	all	the	other	perfect	people	on	Sunday	morning.	Every	time	you	go	to	church,	you're	
confessing	again	to	yourself,	to	your	family,	to	the	people	you	pass	on	the	way	there,	to	the	
people	who	will	greet	you	there,	that	you	don't	have	it	all	together.	And	that	you	need	their	
support.	You	need	their	direction.	You	need	some	accountability,	you	need	some	help.	

"When	I	go	to	church,	when	I	go	to	communion,	I	involve	myself	in	something	that	identifies	me	
with	Augustine,	that	identifies	me	with	Christ,	that	identifies	me	with	nearly	2000	years	of	
people	who	have	come	together	once	a	week	and	said,	'Let's	go	to	the	Lord's	table	and	enjoy	the	
feast	that	he	has	prepared	for	us.'	In	that	week	I	may	have	been	subjected	to	a	million	billboards	
that	try	to	make	me	identify	with	the	thinking	of	contemporary	society.	But	once	a	week	I	go	
back	to	church	and	[acknowledge	that	though]	the	shape	of	the	world	is	really	different	now	
than	it	used	to	be,	this	remains	the	same:	I	still	come	to	the	Lord's	table	and	say,	'Oh	God,	if	it	
weren't	for	your	grace,	if	it	weren't	for	the	sacrifice	of	Christ,	my	life	would	have	no	meaning,	no	
life	would	have	no	real	substance.'	And	I	do	that	voluntarily."	

On	the	Bible	

The	Bible	is	not	a	book	for	the	faint	of	heart	--	it	is	a	book	full	of	all	the	greed	and	glory	and	
violence	and	tenderness	and	sex	and	betrayal	that	benefits	mankind.	It	is	not	the	collection	of	
pretty	little	anecdotes	mouthed	by	pious	little	church	mice	--	it	does	not	so	much	nibble	at	our	
shoe	leather	as	it	cuts	to	the	heart	and	splits	the	marrow	from	the	bone.	It	does	not	give	us	
answers	fitted	to	our	small-minded	questions,	but	truth	that	goes	beyond	what	we	even	know	to	
ask.	

On	our	selves	

“We	do	not	find	happiness	by	being	assertive.	We	don't	find	happiness	by	running	over	people	
because	we	see	what	we	want	and	they	are	in	the	way	of	that	happiness	so	we	either	abandon	
them	or	we	smash	them.	The	Scriptures	don't	teach	us	to	be	assertive.	The	Scriptures	teach	us—
and	this	is	remarkable—the	Scriptures	teach	us	to	be	submissive.	This	is	not	a	popular	idea.”	
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On	God	

“I	think	a	lot	of	American	people	are	infatuated	with	God,	but	we	don't	really	love	Him,	and	they	
don't	really	let	Him	love	them.	Being	loved	by	God	is	one	of	the	most	painful	things	in	the	world.	
It's	also	the	only	thing	that	can	bring	us	salvation.	And	it's	like	everything	else	that	is	really	
wonderful,	there's	a	little	bit	of	pain	in	it,	little	bit	of	hurt.”	

On	Relationships	

“Friendship	is	not	a	remedy	for	loneliness.	Loneliness	is	part	of	our	experience,	and	if	we	are	
looking	for	relief	from	loneliness	in	friendship,	we	are	only	going	to	frustrate	the	friendship.	
Friendship,	camaraderie,	intimacy,	all	those	things,	and	loneliness	lived	together	in	the	same	
experience.”		

“My	take	on	this	is,	for	those	people	who	are	too	weak	to	handle	celibacy,	God	gives	a	spouse.	
People	who	are	too	weak	to	handle	a	spouse,	God	gives	celibacy.	So,	I'm	pretty	comfortable,	and	
I	wouldn't	mind	being	married.	Especially	from	10	to	2.	I'm	happy...,	but	I	also	believe	that	if	
you're	not	happy	where	you	are	you're	not	going	to	be	happy	anywhere.	If	I	have	a	problem,	I'd	
like	to	be	able	to	be	aware	of	it	before	I	get	married,	because	I'd	hate	to	enter	into	it	with	the	
illusion	that	if	I	get	married	I'll	never	be	lonely	again.	Or	the	illusion	that	someone	will	always	
love	me.	I	know	a	lot	of	very	lonely	married	people.	“	

“I	think	that	part	of	being	human	is	being	alone.	And	being	lonely.	I	think	one	of	the	stresses	on	a	
lot	of	our	friendships	is	that	we	require	the	people	we	love	to	take	away	that	loneliness.	And	
they	really	can’t.	And	so,	when	we	still	feel	lonely,	even	in	the	company	of	people	we	love,	we	
become	angry	with	them	because	they	don’t	do	what	we	think	they’re	supposed	to	do.	Which	is	
really	something	that	they	can’t	do	for	us.”	

On	His	Songs	

"I	generally	live	on	the	idea	that	everyone	is	pretty	much	the	same,	and	that	whatever	is	true	for	
me	is	probably	true	of	90	percent	of	everybody	else	in	the	world…Don't	you	ever	want	to	say	
this,	don't	you	ever	want	to	look	up	to	heaven	and	say,	'Hold	me	Christ,	I'm	shaking	like	a	leaf?'	
Aren't	you	tired	of	being	Mr.	Together	and	aren't	you	tired	of	healing	everybody	and	aren't	you	
tired	of	being	Mr.	Holy	Joe?	Don't	you	ever	feel	like	this?	And	if	you	can	join	me	and	sing	here,	
that	will	be	good	for	all	of	us.	“	

Well,	sometimes	my	life	just	don't	make	sense	at	all	//	When	the	mountains	look	so	big,//	
And	my	faith	just	seems	so	small		//	So	hold	me	Jesus,	//	Cause	I'm	shaking	like	a	leaf		
//	You	have	been	King	of	my	glory		//	Won't	You	be	my	Prince	of	Peace?	//	And	I	
wake	up	in	the	night	and	feel	the	dark	//	It's	so	hot	inside	my	soul	//	I	swear	there	must	be	
blisters	on	my	heart	//	Surrender	don't	come	natural	to	me	//	I'd	rather	fight	you	for	
something	//	I	don't	really	want	//	Than	to	take	what	you	give	that	I	need	//	And	I've	beat	
my	head	against	so	many	walls	//	Now	I'm	falling	down,	I'm	falling	on	my	knees	//	And	the	
Salvation	Army	band	is	playing	this	hymn	//	And	Your	grace	rings	out	so	deep	//	It	makes	
my	resistance	seem	so	thin	

On	Life	

“If	my	life	is	motivated	by	my	ambition	to	leave	a	legacy,	what	I'll	probably	leave	as	a	legacy	is	
ambition.	But	if	my	life	is	motivated	by	the	power	of	the	Spirit	in	me,	if	I	live	with	the	awareness	
of	the	indwelling	Christ,	if	I	allow	His	presence	to	guide	my	actions,	to	guide	my	motives,	those	
sort	of	things.	That's	the	only	time	I	think	we	really	leave	a	great	legacy.”	

“So	go	out	and	live	real	good	and	I	promise	you'll	get	beat	up	real	bad.	But,	in	a	little	while	after	
you're	dead,	you'll	be	rotted	away	anyway.	It's	not	gonna	matter	if	you	have	a	few	scars.	It	will	
matter	if	you	didn't	live.”	



If	I	Stand	

There's	more	that	rises	in	the	morning		
Than	the	sun		
And	more	that	shines	in	the	night		
Than	just	the	moon		
It's	more	than	just	this	fire	here		
That	keeps	me	warm		
In	a	shelter	that	is	larger		
Than	this	room		
	
And	there's	a	loyalty	that's	deeper		
Than	mere	sentiments		
And	a	music	higher	than	the	songs		
That	I	can	sing		
The	stuff	of	Earth	competes		
For	the	allegiance		
I	owe	only	to	the	Giver		
Of	all	good	things		
	
So	if	I	stand	let	me	stand	on	the	promise		
That	you	will	pull	me	through		
And	if	I	can't,	let	me	fall	on	the	grace		
That	first	brought	me	to	You		
And	if	I	sing	let	me	sing	for	the	joy		
That	has	born	in	me	these	songs		
And	if	I	weep	let	it	be	as	a	man		
Who	is	longing	for	his	home		
	
There's	more	that	dances	on	the	prairies		
Than	the	wind		
More	that	pulses	in	the	ocean		
Than	the	tide		
There's	a	love	that	is	fiercer		
Than	the	love	between	friends		
More	gentle	than	a	mother's		
When	her	baby's	at	her	side		
	
And	there's	a	loyalty	that's	deeper		
Than	mere	sentiments		
And	a	music	higher	than	the	songs		
That	I	can	sing		
The	stuff	of	Earth	competes		
For	the	allegiance		
I	owe	only	to	the	Giver		
Of	all	good	things		
	

	

	

	

	

The	Color	Green	

And	the	moon	is	a	sliver	of	silver		
Like	a	shaving	that	fell	on	the	floor	of	a	
Carpenter's	shop		
And	every	house	must	have	it's	builder		
And	I	awoke	in	the	house	of	God		
Where	the	windows	are	mornings	and	evenings		
Stretched	from	the	sun		
Across	the	sky	north	to	south		
And	on	my	way	to	early	meeting		
I	heard	the	rocks	crying	out		
I	heard	the	rocks	crying	out		
	
Be	praised	for	all	Your	tenderness	by	these	works	
of	Your	hands		
Suns	that	rise	and	rains	that	fall	to	bless	and	bring	
to	life	Your	land		
Look	down	upon	this	winter	wheat	and	be	glad	
that	You	have	made		
Blue	for	the	sky	and	the	color	green	that	fills	these	
fields	with	praise		
	
And	the	wrens	have	returned	and	they're	nesting		
In	the	hollow	of	that	oak	where	his	heart	once	
had	been		
And	he	lifts	up	his	arms	in	a	blessing	for	being	
born	again		
And	the	streams	are	all	swollen	with	winter		
Winter	unfrozen	and	free	to	run	away	now		
And	I'm	amazed	when	I	remember		
Who	it	was	that	built	this	house		
And	with	the	rocks	I	cry	out		
	
Be	praised	for	all	Your	tenderness	by	these	works	
of	Your	hands		
Suns	that	rise	and	rains	that	fall	to	bless	and	
bring	to	life	Your	land		
Look	down	upon	this	winter	wheat	and	be	glad	
that	You	have	made		
Blue	for	the	sky	and	the	color	green		
	
	

	

	

	

	

	

	



We	Are	Not	as	Strong	as	We	Think	We	Are		

Well,	it	took	the	hand	of	God	Almighty		
To	part	the	waters	of	the	sea		
But	it	only	took	one	little	lie		
To	separate	you	and	me		
Oh,	we	are	not	as	strong	as	we	think	we	are		
	
And	they	say	that	one	day	Joshua		
Made	the	sun	stand	still	in	the	sky		
But	I	can't	even	keep	these	thoughts	of	you	from	
passing	by		
Oh,	we	are	not	as	strong	as	we	think	we	are		
	
We	are	frail,	we	are	fearfully	and	wonderfully	
made		
Forged	in	the	fires	of	human	passion		
Choking	on	the	fumes	of	selfish	rage		
And	with	these	our	hells	and	our	heavens		
So	few	inches	apart		
We	must	be	awfully	small		
And	not	as	strong	as	we	think	we	are		
	
And	the	Master	said	their	faith	was		
Gonna	make	them	mountains	move		
But	me,	I	tremble	like	a	hill	on	a	fault	line		
Just	at	the	thought	of	how	I	lost	you		
Oh,	we	are	not	as	strong	as	we	think	we	are		
	
And	if	you	make	me	laugh		
I	know	I	could	make	you	like	me		
'Cause	when	I	laugh	I	can	be	a	lot	of	fun		
But	we	can't	do	that	I	know	that	it	is	frightening		
What	I	don't	know	is	why	we	can't	hold	on		
We	can't	hold	on.		
	
It	took	the	hand	of	God	Almighty		
To	part	the	waters	of	the	sea		
But	it	only	took	one	little	lie		
To	separate	you	and	me		
Oh,	we	are	not	as	strong	as	we	think	we	are		
	
When	you	love	you	walk	on	the	water		
Just	don't	stumble	on	the	waves		
We	all	want	to	go	there	something	awful		
But	to	stand	there	it	takes	some	grace		
'Cause	oh,	we	are	not	as	strong		
As	we	think	we	are		
	

	

	

	

Hard	to	Get	

You	who	live	in	heaven		
Hear	the	prayers	of	those	of	us	who	live	on	earth		
Who	are	afraid	of	being	left	by	those	we	love		
And	who	get	hardened	by	the	hurt		
	
Do	you	remember	when	You	lived	down	here	where	
we	all	scrape		
To	find	the	faith	to	ask	for	daily	bread		
Did	You	forget	about	us	after	You	had	flown	away		
Well	I	memorized	every	word	You	said		
Still	I'm	so	scared,	I'm	holding	my	breath		
While	You're	up	there	just	playing	hard	to	get		
	
You	who	live	in	radiance		
Hear	the	prayers	of	those	of	us	who	live	in	skin		
We	have	a	love	that's	not	as	patient	as	Yours	was		
Still	we	do	love	now	and	then		
	
Did	You	ever	know	loneliness		
Did	You	ever	know	need		
Do	You	remember	just	how	long	a	night	can	get?		
When	You	were	barely	holding	on		
And	Your	friends	fall	asleep		
And	don't	see	the	blood	that's	running	in	Your	
sweat		
	
Will	those	who	mourn	be	left	uncomforted		
While	You're	up	there	just	playing	hard	to	get?		
	
And	I	know	you	bore	our	sorrows		
And	I	know	you	feel	our	pain		
And	I	know	it	would	not	hurt	any	less		
Even	if	it	could	be	explained		
And	I	know	that	I	am	only	lashing	out		
At	the	One	who	loves	me	most		
And	after	I	figured	this,	somehow		
All	I	really	need	to	know		
	
Is	if	You	who	live	in	eternity		
Hear	the	prayers	of	those	of	us	who	live	in	time		
We	can't	see	what's	ahead		
And	we	can	not	get	free	of	what	we've	left	behind		
I'm	reeling	from	these	voices	that	keep	screaming	in	
my	ears		
All	the	words	of	shame	and	doubt,	blame	and	regret		
	
I	can't	see	how	You're	leading	me	unless	You've	led	
me	here		
Where	I'm	lost	enough	to	let	myself	be	led		
And	so	You've	been	here	all	along	I	guess		
It's	just	Your	ways	and	You	are	just	plain	hard	to	
get		

	


