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and we could swim to the bottom of the.se

I will finally rest in peace, Abilene
Oh how crazy I must seem

We could fly from the mounta

Abilene

to your washed out dream, Abilene
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I’'ve been chained and bound
In this lone pine ghost town

Been a long sundown

[’'ve seen you, Abilene
[’'m at the end of my rope and you don’t care

-

sSince

ir Abilene

the a
¢rv2's nothing left to Reep you wild but the miles

-~
| 1
betw:

in

»

, Swingin

le’t me hangin’
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d if I ever see your face aga
I will show you how your story ends, Abilene
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Boot Hill Bound

Never had trouble finding trouble
‘cause trouble always wants to be found
I found him in a bar in Arizona

but you can find his type in every town

And I hear that sound
the hammers pound
I’'m Boot Hill bound

A mean-tempered drunk he had it coming
everybody hated him around

and if not for the long arm of his brother
\ he would have been.a long time in the ground

- And I hear that sound
i ; - ~ hammers pound
: 1"&%‘ =g I’'m Boot Hill bound
Town folks said to fly away now
like a murder of crows into the night
She‘t"’if be a-comin’ with a vengeance

looking for an eye for an eye

Two black horses in the moonlight
seen ‘em ridin’ side by side

Sheriff and the Devil and the hellfire
burnin’ every run down place to hide

And I hear that sound
the hammers pound
I'm Boot Hill bound



California Bilue

Went to bed with my baby
woke up with California blue
Went to bed with my baby
woke up with California blue
‘cause she’s got a gig in ‘Frisco
showcase in Los Angeles too

Well she sings like the devil

they really ought to love her over there
Well she sings like the devil

they really ought to love her over there

I hope she find the angels

and comes back with her tail still in the air

Fell asleep on the airplane

woke up when I touched down in LA
Fell asleep on the airplane

woke up when I touched down in LA
‘cause the label signed my baby
tracking baching vocals today
California blue



Default j.ine
I just called to say that the system is collapsiag
& [’'m not payin’ the mortgage anymor~”
The ceﬂlng is crached and the floor’s in need of waxing
I’m not payin’ the mortgage anymore

Tell Mr. Wells

Tell Mr Fargo

Let ‘em sound the bells

I’ll be in Key Largo

[’'m not payin’ the mortgage anymore

[’'m not payin’ the mortgage anymore
The race has been run
I don’t know who won
but 4 ﬁnow I’'m not payin’ the mortgage anymore

'I

alled to say that the horses’ legs are broken
I’'m not payin’ the mortgage anymore

i I_]‘IIS‘_

| Tell Mr. Wells
: : Tell Mr. Fargo

T — .# | Another dream to sell
| % R, they can sell it for a bargain
. I'm not payin’ the mortgage anymore

I’'m not payin’ the mortgage anymore

. Tell Mr. Wells S8
Tell Mr. Fargo

Reep that pound of flesh
y 3 they can suck it to the marrow
/ I’'m not payin’ the mortgage anymnre
{, I'm not payin’ the mortgage a" % e




Stranded In Perdition

Nobody knows the trouble I have found
Just how deep a hole

I’'ve dug into the ground

[’'ve walked through the brambles
never on the path

Living in the shambles

suffering the wrath

now I’'m stranded in perdition
and I'm sure to be found

When I'm out of ammunition
they will gun me down

You don’t get rewarded

for being your own man
Although I can’t afford it
['ve bitten all the hands

that ever tried to feed me

or shield me from the cold
Right now I'm starving

for a woman’s hand to hold
‘cause I'm stranded in perdition
and I'm sure to be found
When I’'m out of ammunition
they will gun me down

Nobody hnows the trouble I have
all the bad decisions

that led me to this town

[ made my choices

long as fate allowed

But ! hear their horses

th¢ baying of the hounds
and 'm siranded in perdition
and I'm sure to be found
When I’'m out of ammunition
they will gun me down




Redemption Hill

At Heaven’s gate
forty lashes late
Sheriff couldn’t wait
to spit on my grave
My riders came
across the dusty plains
but the bullets paid couldn’t break my chains

['ll offer up my gun
[f it be your will
It’s how the west was won on Redemption Hill

’m an unarmed man
At your command
Have I strayed too long to hear Gabriel’s song?
Justice has been served
[ guess that was your plan
And though I don’t deserve
to shake Saint Peter’s hand...

Before your will is done
a moment if you will?
To watch the setting sun on Redemption Hill

Would you take me still?
Or would you give me hell?
Or ieave me where [ fell, on Redemption Hill
On Redemption Hill
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The Marshall Pass began as a project of Duncan’s in the
Winter-of 2012. The songs that would become Abilene and
Stranded In Perdition were written for Pistol Whipped. That
April, the singer and guitarist of Pistol Whipped Scott

Ricciuti, died in a tragic car accident. Seot ’sideath would :
forever change the lives of his family and Eifends and

created a musu:al void that cannot be filled. " g
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Not long af 'erj@Scott s death, Duncan played these songs for —
Craig and “thﬁe two commiserated over the loss of their friend :
and musmalﬁpertner. Taking the songs home with him, Craig '
called laterf to‘ say that he had written lyrles and melodies

for them. The following weekend, at Dunc

vocals were recorded.

In the months that followed,
in the same way: Duncan writing instrumental *h"
Craig would listen to and write lyrles k,q,d%;. AE}:
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4)Galifornia Blue............ 4:08
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5)Default Line. .. .........7 #2:41
6)Stranded In Perdition...4:26
7)Redemption Hill

All Songs Written By The Marshall Pass .
Recorded at Hadwen Road Studio -
Produced by Duncan

Mastered by Paul Dagnello

Design and Photography by Duncan

Dedicated to our dear friend Scott Ricciuti
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©2012 The Marshall Pass. All Rights Reseived.
Unauthorized Duplication is a Violation of Applicable Laws.




