"Wood that has burned once s easier 1 set aflame”
— East Mrican Proverb
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Barren Ground

"We'll bend without breaking..."”

The last song written for the album, by design. Paul requested something acoustic and
moody for the ending, and this is what happened. I really wanted to have something in 3/4,
'waltz' time, and this song has some elements | liked from a couple songs I'd previously
written, but will never see the light of day. The chord progression was written during a
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dream, literally. This song pulls the whole story of the album into one concise
outcome/theme for me.
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Mark Trippensee; Lead vocals, Acoustic guitar
Adam Rey; Electric guitar



JuLle

By far the oldest song written on 1
then. Inspired by observations of

out of their own way', on the road fr
recorded this drum track 2 hours after
business friend to me and our bands, s
Concert Events.

Jule dame‘k mn
Starin g fhrﬂug yes
With 7l he flaw;, And mgacunhe«s
That sh& h’los— tries <0 harg

Slips rlg i

She <id ¢
Agd%

from bac
ifferent pec




THE WELL

"We'll never know... why the party’s ending..."”

Brought back from out of the ‘90s ashes, my
friend and first songwriting partner from my
teens reminded me that I should re-record it. |
would be remiss if | didn't have him play
alongside me on this. Essentially wntten about
how us musicians can lose momentum and have
writer's block after time. The creepy sounds are
anod to the 'ghosts' that hide in each of our
own wells in life.
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THERE'S ONLY You

"Load in, load out, it seems all the same...”

The first song officially recorded for this project.
The songwriting process stopped for a while
soon after that, which was OK, because there was
a major hardware failure at the studio, and all
tracks were lost. The song in it's rough-mix form,
warts and aII.
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HANDFYL- OF MARY

"Throw her into the air, but leave a little to spare...”

Written a few years ago, inspired by a quote I heard from a friend about her Mother's
ash-throwing ceremony, to which I took my own poetic licence to interpret, alongside some
personal opinions. I truly loved watching this song grow and take shape over several
months, and I'm proud of what it became. This song is for anybody who ever lost and
grieved anybody dear to them.

Her minds made up She watthed them lve
She needs t g They were counting on
November it ¢ame, now its qone The world o land vignt at their feet
She lid to rest But stubbornly, she %Id you_ i your arms
Her deepest fears "I sure bve 1o stay but you'l find
COBER Nobudy claimed she was wrong your way witout me'.
Powersill sk, powertul lyrics. This If yu're waiting for her to arvive If oure watting for her to arrive
arrangement%u’:ned out bgtter than Jug\é keep 0”;,’ ear 1o the ground J”;{L keep YWV? ear o the ground
we could have predicted. Put your feet in tne sand and Put your feet in the sand and
we!l ‘all take our hands we!l ‘all take our hands
Music/Lyrics by; E. McCain hnd SFT%d a handful of Mar y around And sprﬁﬂd a4 hangful of Mar y around
Mark Trippensee; Drums, Lead vocals, Acoustic £ :
guitar, Keyboards Most of us If you're wating for her fo arrive
Steven Weinmeister; Bass guitar, Mandolin Just seem to hold on _ Just point your”eyes fo the Sun
The day she deed But leave 4 litle o spare
They al came ut So take a havdful of Mary and run.
hnd patiently wated in line Just takee her and vun.
If 9\/f/)u/'<m wating for 7{1&1( fo mrivc;
Just Keep your ear fo the groun
Put yu rPfﬁ\éf in the san 4 ZW q %i;ksgjzg;?éleeec;tﬁr;;’rg:a Lg%a’g/gacklng vocals, Acoustic guitar
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Aﬂd £d Vﬁﬂd 4 mm#“l 016 Mﬂr\/ ﬂmmd Doug Krause; P,iano, keyboards
Reece Morse; Synthesizer
Greg Jacyszyn, Taylor Weinmeister; Backing vocals



WHICKEY HURTE

"Underneath the lonely bridges that we've burned...”

A true 'tongue-in-cheek’ country song, written in the somewhat hazy days of 2007, the song
is NOT about a girl, but yet about the whiskey bottle as if she was the one talking to you,
manipulating you. Thankfully this 'person’ is not someone I have listened to or answered to
in over 5 years now...

She oaid ‘dop't furn your back on me when you get yome’
We'l bith forget about the problems that wee “grown
well st stay’a while zﬁu'll se6
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Whiiskey Hurfs 4 wrile, then she leaves you wanfing more..

Wil she lay down with me

hnd help my bidy sleep

Undervieath the linely bridges that weve burned

w head is spmmim?q all the while, more than the right before
Wiskey Hurts a vinile, then she leaves you wmﬁm; more...

Wil she lay down with me

nd help my budy sleep

Underneath the linely bridges that wele burned

w head is 9;7/'me7q all the while, lie all the nights before
Viskey Hurts a vinile, then she leaves you wa ing more

I hear ver laughing wnen Im on the hotel flor

Whiskey hurfs”a Whille, then she leaves you al abne..

Mark Trippensee; Drums, Lead vocals, Acoustic guitar
Adam Rey; Electric guitar

Mark Andes; Bass guitar

Doug Krause; Pedal steel guitar

Hazel Miller; Backing vocals
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Steven Weinmeister; Bass guitar
. Adam Rey; Electric guitar

Can we lve in peace?
~ Hope can drive us away..



