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ON THIS RIDE
All songs copyright, published 2011 Anderson-Gram (BMI) except;
Love at the Five and Dime, Nanci Griffith – Bug Music OBO of Wing and Wheel Music
         Red Dirt Girl, Emmylou Harris, Almo Music Corp. OBO Poodlebone Music
         Killing the Blues, Rowland Salley, Telechrome Music
         Folsom Prison Blues, Johnny Cash, Bug Music OBO House of Cash

         In Your Eyes, Peter Gabriel, Pentagon, Lipservices, Realworld (BMI)
Musicians:
Bob Gram & Gayle Anderson-Gram: Vocals, Guitar, Percussion

Diane Goyins: Piano

Gregg Goyins: Electric Violin

Leeann Segrue: Bass on Sweet Resurrections and San Francisco Day
Phil Segrue: Bass on Sweet Resurrections
Recorded, Mixed and Mastered at andegram Studios, Roseville, CA 

Produced by Anderson-Gram www.andersongram.com 

Duplicated at Oasis Disc Manufacturing, www.oasiscd.com
Graphic Design, Zographix, Roseville, CA 
We could not have done this without you…
Love and thanks to Rob & Ruthann for being our West Coast Family, for inspiring “Full Circle Round”, for being our sounding board and to Ruthann for your incredible graphic talents for coming up with this cover art!
Diane & Gregg Goyins, thank you for sharing your amazing talents with us. You both “get” our music. Wonderful!

Leeann and Phil Segrue, thank you for sharing your special talents and love with us! Perfection!
Thank you so much….

To our fans, family and friends who have been so patient waiting for this CD. Special shout outs to: The Schudy Family, Miranda, Austin, Taylor, Robin, Dave Clapton & Nicholson Music, Fitzpatrick Winery, The Best Family, Ty Thayer and all the great market managers who support live music.
1. Sweet Resurrections 

2. Red Dirt Girl 

3. Folsom Prison Blues 

4. On This Ride 

5. In Your Eyes 

6. Full Circle Round 

7. This is the Year (Next Year) 

8. Killing the Blues 

9. San Francisco Day 

10. The Sins of my Father 

11. Love at the Five and Dime 

12. On This Ride reprise

On This Ride - Track One:  Time is flying by WAY too fast!
SWEET RESURRECTIONS
Anderson-Gram copyright 2006 (BMI)

Sailing along Steady and strong

I’ve been waiting for time to slow down But it flies

Like a bird on the wing

I remember a time when I thought could do anything

Bought my ticket To my own dream

Paid the toll for a lifetime A lifetime of promises

or so it seemed or So it seemed

Then I started fearing I would do anything


But mirrored reflections And sweet resurrections


Call to me sway and Remind me the way That I feel


If I sold my soul Only time will show

Who got the best of that Deal 

So I play along as the years roll on

But drawn by the one eye Fixed upon 

What could’ve been And could be again

And a need to believe in a great destiny


Chorus

With perfect precision I planned each decision

Only to find out The greatest decisions I ever made

I may have never made

So where it all goes Down this road

That I have chosen to Rock on and Roll on, God only knows

God only knows

But I still believe I can do anything (2X)


chorus

On This Ride - Track Two: A beautifully sad song. We just love it!
RED DIRT GIRL
Emmylou Harris, Almo Music Corp. OBO Poodlebone Music 

Me and my best friend Lillian
And her blue tick hound dog Gideon
Sittin’ on the front porch coolin’ in the shade
Singin’ every song the radio played
Waitin’ for the Alabama sun to go down
Two red dirt girls in a red dirt town
Me and Lillian
Just across the line and a little southeast of Meridian

She loved her brother I remember back when
He was fixin’ up a '49 Indian
He told his little sister, “gonna ride the wind
Up around the moon and back again"
He never got farther than Vietnam
I was standin’ there with her when the telegram come
For Lillian
Now he's lyin’ somewhere about a million miles from Meridian.

She said there's not much hope for a red dirt girl
Somewhere out there is a great big world
That’s where I'm bound
And the stars might fall on Alabama
But one of these days I'm gonna swing
My hammer down
Away from this red dirt town
Gonna make a joyful sound

She grew up tall and she grew up thin
Buried that old dog Gideon
By a crepe myrtle bush in the back of the yard
Her daddy turned mean and her mama leaned hard
Got in trouble with a boy from town
So she figured that she might as well settle down
So she dug right in
Across a red dirt line just a little south east from Meridian

She tried hard to love him but it never did take
Just another way for the heart to break
So she learned to bend
One thing they don't tell you about the blues
When you got em
You keep on falling cause there ain't no bottom
And there ain't no end
At least not for Lillian

Nobody knows when she started her skid
She was only 27 and she had five kids
Coulda' been the whiskey
Coulda’ been the pills
Coulda’ been the dream she was trying to kill
There won't be a mention in the news of the world
About the life and the death of a red dirt girl
Named Lillian
Who never got any farther across the line than Meridian.

Now the stars still fall on Alabama
Tonight she finally laid that hammer down
Without a sound
In the red dirt ground
On This Ride - Track 3: We had to record this. Bob’s arrangement is so unique, and we pass the prison every day on the way to work!
FOLSOM PRISON BLUES
Johnny Cash, Bug Music OBO House of Cash 

I hear the train a comin'
It's rolling round the bend
And I ain't seen the sunshine since I don't know when
But I'm stuck in Folsom prison, and time keeps draggin' on
That train keeps a rollin', on down to San Anton


When I was just a baby, my mama told me “Son,
always be a good boy, don't ever play with guns.”
But I shot a man in Reno, just to watch him die
Now every time I hear that whistle I hang my head and cry..

I bet there's rich folks eating in a fancy dining car
They're probably drinkin' coffee and smoking big cigars
Well I know I had it coming, I know I can't be free
But those people keep a movin'
And that's what tortures me...

Well if they freed me from this prison
If that railroad train was mine
I bet I'd move just a little further down the line
Far from Folsom prison, that's where I want to stay
And I'd let that lonesome whistle, blow my blues away.....

On This Ride - Track 4:   Our love story. About our leap of faith to move to CA and being in love with your best friend.
ON THIS RIDE
Anderson-Gram copyright 2006 (BMI)
UPON THE WIND The REDTAIL rides 

Along the tracks THEN away she flies
HERE WE sit SIDE BY SIDE

and WATCH THE WORLD AS IT ROLLS BY


AT PEACE WITHIN THIS GENTLE SILENCE


ONLY TRUE love LETS YOU know


can’t see ahead or what’s behind us


just the day as it comes and goes…ON THIS RIDE

daylight fades AND SHOULDER TO SHOULDER
we drift away to the rising moon

ALL THROUGH THE NIGHT THE dreams cOME EASY

THOUGH THE RIDE IS NOT SO SMOOTH



SO WE GO THROUGH PEAKS AND VALLEYS



IN THE FAITH THE TRACK LIES TRUE



WITH THE HOPE THAT GOOD INTENTIONS



WILL BE ENOUGH TO SEE US THROUGH…ON THIS RIDE

morning BRINGS A FAMILIAR SHADOW 

A FAITHFUL FRIEND IN A BRAND NEW SKY

UPON THAT WIND MILE AFTER MILE 

though every trial THAT RED TAIL FLIES



ALL THOSE DREAMS LEFT IN THE DARKNESS



COME TO LIGHT COME INTO VIEW



AND IN THE END THE DESTINATION



WILL JUSTIFY THE CHOSEN ROUTE…ON THIS RIDE

On This Ride - Track Five: One of our most requested songs to put on our next CD. So we did!
IN YOUR EYES
Peter Gabriel, Pentagon, Lipservices, Realworld (BMI)

Love, I get so lost, sometimes
Days pass and this emptiness fills my heart
When I want to run away
I drive off in my car
But whichever way I go
I come back to the place where you are

And all my instincts, they return
The grand facade, so soon will burn
Without a noise, without my pride
I reach out from the inside

In your eyes
The light the heat
In your eyes
I am complete
In your eyes
I see the doorway to a thousand churches
In your eyes
The resolution of all the fruitless searches
In your eyes
Oh, I see the light and the heat
In your eyes
Oh, I want to be that complete
I want to touch the light
The heat I see in your eyes

Love, I don't like to see so much pain
So much wasted and this moment keeps slipping away
I get so tired of working so hard for our survival
I look to the time with you to keep me awake and alive

And all my instincts, they return
And the grand facade, so soon will burn
Without a noise, without my pride
I reach out from the inside

In your eyes
The light the heat
In your eyes
I am complete
In your eyes
I see the doorway to a thousand churches
In your eyes
The resolution of all the fruitless searches
In your eyes
Oh, I see the light and the heat
In your eyes
Oh, I want to be that complete
I want to touch the light
The heat I see in your eyes

In your eyes in your eyes
In your eyes in your eyes
In your eyes in your eyes
On This Ride - Track 6: Inspired by our dear friends Rob Boyd and Ruthann Cassidy (Ruthann did the graphic design of our cover and CD). They met in grade school, married other people, divorced and re-connected years later in a Burger King in Massachusetts. They were married in December 2009. Soul Mates prevail!
FULL CIRCLE ROUND

Anderson-Gram copyright 2009 (BMI)

Take my hand

Twirl me around like we’re back in 5th grade

Night settles in at the end of the day

Together again

We’ve finally come full circle ‘round

School pictures are faded

Man our clothes look dated

We’re easy to pick out

The tallest in class

We should have know then

The love that had grown then

But time has a way

Of re-discovering the past

You still have the same heart

From the day we first met

And after all those school dances

We’re paired up again

Just, take my hand

Twirl me around like we’re back in 5th grade

Night settles in at the end of the day

Together again

We’ve finally come full circle ‘round

Instrumental

There are no words to say here

No roads left to take here

Except where you lead me

And where I will follow

There’s no looking back now

We’re on the right track now

We live for today

With a glance toward tomorrow


But if you weep or wonder


Why it had to be


Such a long, long time

Chorus  yes we’re twirling around once again                             

On This Ride - Track Seven: Inspired by the Red Sox, dedicated to them until 2004, then the SF Giants until 2010…now it’s for the Cubs….they will never win it all!
THIS IS THE YEAR (NEXT YEAR)
Anderson-Gram copyright 2010 (BMI)
 

WELL IT’S HAPPENED ONCE AGAIN

THAT OLD FAMILIAR FELLING 

JUST LIKE A LONG LOST FRIEND

ANYBODY WITH A HINT OF SHOCK OR SURPRISE

SHOULD BE ASHAMED 

AHH IT’S JUST A STUPID GAME

THEY’VE BEEN MY TEAM WELL SINCE I WAS OLD ENOUGH TO READ
JUST LIKE MY GRAMPA AND MY DADDY BEFORE ME 

EVERY YEAR IT ENDS UP THE SAME

WITH SPRINGTIME COMES THE HOPE

WITH AUTUMN COMES THE PAIN BUT
            THIS IS THE YEAR

            I GET WAY BETTER LOOKING OVERNIGHT

            THIS IS THE YEAR

            YOU DO TOO

            NO MORE FEAR

            OF THE EVIL IN THE DARKNESS OF THE NIGHT

            CUZ THINGS WON’T EVER BE THE SAME        

            WHEN WE CAN SAY “NEXT YEAR FINALLY CAME”

MAYBE I SHOULD FIND ANOTHER FLAG TO FLY INSTEAD

PUT AN END TO THE ENDING MY FAMILY’S COME TO DREAD

BUT THEN I’D BE DENIED THE GLORY I DESERVE

WHEN HELL FREEZES OVER AND THE LAST BECOME FIRST

CHORUS

EVERY GENERATION PASSES DOWN THE MOOD
SO I’LL TAKE MY PLACE IT’S MY TIME TO BROOD
 

ANOTHER DISAPPOINTMENT AND IT’S EASY TO BELIEVE

THEY TORTURED MY OLD MAN, NOW THEY’RE COMING AFTER ME

I PASSED A MAN ON THE STREET WHO JUST SAID “HI”
BUT I HEARD “EVERYBODY HATES YOU AND SO DO I”

WELL I’VE HAD ENOUGH OF BEING THE MOTH DRAWN TO THE FLAME

I’M JUST TOO FRAIL

GO ON TELL ME WHEN TICKETS GO ON SALE CUZ…

CHORUS

On This Ride - Track Eight: A great song…we just had to record it too. It has no rhymes. 
KILLING THE BLUES
Rowland Salley, Telechrome Music

The leaves were falling, just like embers

In colors red and gold they set us on fire   

Burning just like moonbeams in our eyes

Somebody said they saw me, swinging the world by the tail

Bouncing over the white clouds, I was killing the blues

Just killing the blues

Now I am guilty, of something...

I hope you never do

Because there is nothing that’s

Sadder than losing yourself in love

Somebody said they saw me swinging 

They said I was swinging the world by the tail

Bouncing over the white clouds, I was killing the blues

Just killing the blues

Instrumental

And now you ask me, just to leave you

To set out on my own   

And get what I need to

You want me to find what I've already had

Somebody said they saw me swinging 

They said I was swinging the world by the tail

Bouncing over the white clouds, I was killing the blues

Just killing the blues

I was killing the blues

On This Ride - Track Nine: When it gets over 100 degrees where we live, we go to San Francisco to cool off. We wrote this on a day the fog horn was blowing (in the key of A) about the sites and sounds of San Francisco. Our favorite city!
SAN FRANCISCO DAY  

Anderson-Gram  Copyright 2006 (BMI)

(a cappella)

It’s a Sanctuary


Sweet Cherry


Quakes make me a little wary


Ordinary San Francisco day

The horn blows “A” on the San Francisco Bay

Where painted yawls and people sprawl along the narrow way

I’ve come here today to wash my cares away

It’s 1-0-5 in the valley drive 

But it won’t be here today

They line on the bridge to pay their fee

My brothers and my sisters overheated just like me

In this Sanctuary


Sweet Cherry


Quakes make me a little wary


Ordinary San Francisco day

As eucalyptus leaves copter down atop the breeze

I drift along in this simple song

And all the things I see

So much a state of mind

As it is a place and time

I take it home when I’m all alone

And need to feel alive

Hot dogs, big dogs and Frisbees in the air

Hippie freaks and families and folks who stop and stare

In this Sanctuary


Sweet Cherry


Quakes make me a little wary


Ordinary San Francisco day

Instrumental
I think the biggest treat,

Is all that is unique

There is no other place on earth

To find things like these

You got cable cars

And the Golden Gate

The Bay Bridge too but it don’t rate

A crooked street

And Alcatraz

Dykes on bikes

And assless chaps
In this Sanctuary


Sweet Cherry


Quakes make me a little wary


Ordinary San Francisco day

It’s an ordinary San Francisco day

On This Ride - Track Ten:  You never really know someone
THE SINS OF MY FATHER

Anderson-Gram copyright 2011 (BMI)

I see the faded writing on the wall
But no one heard the name those midnight voices called

They ran down the halls and they screamed

“Nothing’s ever as good as it seems

Time to wake again and drown all those dreams”

If you hear them let me know

The sins of my father

Followed me home

I have seen a prisoner free to go

And the hounds lie down when the trail goes cold

Just another runner in the race

Finds his stride

When he’s not being chased

Scars fade easy into lines upon a face

The sentence does not fit the crime

The sins of my father dog me one step behind

Instrumental

So when the darkness takes the day

And those voices whisper

“We’ll show you the way

Follow us down this path of light

You know there’s nothing worse, than endless night

So grab that bottle and your sharpest knife”

Ask me nice, I still won’t go

The sins of my father

Are his and his alone

On This Ride - Track Eleven: One of our favorite songs. We end every show with this one.
LOVE AT THE FIVE AND DIME

Nanci Griffith – Bug Music OBO of Wing and Wheel Music

Rita was sixteen years... hazel eyes and chestnut hair
She made the Woolworth counter shine
Eddie was a sweet romancer, and a darn good dancer
They'd waltz the aisles of the five and dime

[Chorus:]
They'd sing, "Dance a little closer to me... dance a little closer now
Dance a little closer tonight
Dance a little closer to me... Hey it's closing time
And love's on sale tonight at this five and dime

Eddie played the steel guitar and his mama cried 'cuz he played in bars
Kept young Rita out late at night
So, they married up in Abilene... lost a child in Tennessee
Still, that love survived

[Chorus]

One of the boys in Eddie's band... took a shine to Rita's hands
So, Eddie ran off with the bass man's wife
Oh' but he was back by June... singin' a different tune
Sportin' Miss Rita back by his side

[Chorus]

Eddie traveled with the barroom bands... till arthritis took his hands
Now he sells insurance on the side
Rita's got a house to keep she reads dime store novels with a love so sweet
They dance to the radio late at night

[Chorus]

[Repeat 1st verse]

They'd waltz the aisles of the five and dime
They'd waltz the aisles of the five and dime

On This Ride - Track Twelve:

ON THIS RIDE reprise

Anderson-Gram copyright 2006/2009 (BMI)
ALL THOSE DREAMS LEFT IN THE DARKNESS

COME TO LIGHT COME INTO VIEW

AND IN THE END THE DESTINATION

WILL JUSTIFY THE CHOSEN ROUTE…ON THIS RIDE
