1.gotta get to kona

liner notes: no explanation necessary. every
triathlete’s dream is to race in kona. of course, you
might want to know why the "title track" from our
first album is just now making an appearance on our
second album. we're not sure. we might have
recorded this for the first album and then lost it
during a late night of chamois butt'r-infused
recording.

it's five a.m., gotta get up make some joe, try to drink
acup, uh huh put on my shirt,and my running shoes
need to hit the road, no time to lose gotta get to
kona need to hurry up, quarter 'til noon practice
starts real soon on the 1:25, hundreds gettin' tough
need to concentrate, stay mentally tough, mmm,
hmmm gotta get to kona i think about it every day
in an ocd kinda way try the lottery for a spot paid
the fee, gave it a shot looked to the web, but i'm not
goin' to kona hired a coach, gota plan training like,a
mad man win a spot, i hope i can gotta get to kona
need to finish work, and get outside grab my bike,
go for a ride,mnmm, hmmm speed work and climb,
spinnin’ out build endurance, remvove all doubt,uh
huh gotta get to kona i think about it every day in an
ocd kinda way try the lottery for a spot paid the fee,
gave it a shot looked to the web, but i'm not goin' to
kona hired a coach, gota plan training like,a mad
man win a spot, i hope i can gotta get to kona it's.
five a.m. gotta get up, and do it again got to get to
kona got to get to kona

2.tri she-devil

liner notes: you've seen em'.you've been burned by
em'.you've been beaten by them.and you love em'.
this one goes out to all the tri she-devils on the
course!

she's got a tattoo, you know where stride like a
puma, and bitchin’ hair bright pink spandex, hell of a
sight works her cranks at the speed of light look at
her go, she’s pushin’the gap maybe i'll catch her,on
the 2nd lap kickin'strong, she’s goin'for broke i'm
losin’ ground, ready to choke forked tongue and eyes
that glow she'll burn you up, like el diablo tri
she-devil lights up the race tri she-devil can't match
her pace tri she-devil spellbound by her rhythm tri
she-devil i need an exorcism hit the water, she’ll put
you through the ringer don't try to draft, she'll get
you with her stinger she's climbin’hills like a
mountain lion i'm standin’and grindin: feel like i'm
dyin’head out on the run, can't help but stare try to
match her cadence, it just ain't there she's got me
ifeelitinside a ion, like jekyll
and hyde forked tongue and eyes that glow she'll
burn you up, like el diablo tri she-devil lights up the
race tri she-devil can't match her pace tri she-devil
spellbound by her rhythm tri she-devil i need an
exorcism tri she-devil lights up the race tri she-devil
can't match her pace tri she-devil spellbound by her
rhythm tri she-devil i need an exorcism
3.age group body, podium heart

liner notes: sometimes it's easier when you age-up
into a new age group..sometimes it's harder.and in
general the recovery from hard/long workouts and
races is, well, much worse. but that doesn't stop us
from tryin'!

six o' clock, no trace of the sun single-digit wind chill
and a 18-mile run three more weeks 'til i hit the
starting line movin' kinda slow, must be a sign meet
the guys, none them smilin’ hit the streets, steady
pace, we're dialin'why do we do it? it's not a long
story sweet hardware, and a little bit of glory
aging-up, it kinda blows when all i wanna do is race
with the pros one more mile and i'm fallin'apart i got
an age group body and a podium heart first race
seems so many years ago another finish line, another
epic race another run leg at a ten-minute pace i can't
stop, i can only slow hundred mile bike, completely
unsupported thoughts of a win, entirely distorted
drop to the back like a rickety caboose nothin'i can
do,i don't have the juice flailin'at the back, group
swim in the lake goggles foggin’ up as i choke on
their wake all i gotta do is get to the line hit the
course like a tank, and i'll do just fine aging-up, it
kinda blows when all i wanna do is race with the
pros one more mile and i'm fallin’apart i got an age
group body and a podium heart first race seems so
many years ago another finish line, another epic race
another run leg at a ten-minute pace i can't stop, i
can only slow

4.please, please santa

liner notes: the holiday season approaches and
cycling equipment-envy grows; how will you get
that new bike, wheelset, or power tap for christmas
when she says that it's time for new furniture or
appliances? callupon the mighty bearded one, of
course.

holiday season is here stockings hung, eggnog and
cheer i'm dreaming of a flashy new bike but my wife
saw a dining room set she'd like i want something
with dura ace she wants oak veneer and a pedestal
base i think she's sealed my fate ‘cause all she talks
about is seating for eight carbon frame, power tap
maybe a disc wheel in the back please, please santa.
can you help me, help me get a new bike? (can you
help me, help me geta new bike?) i'm not askin'for
much but,i'm sick and tired of ridin’ this old tryke
please, please santa she likes classic lines and a pearl
inlay i want a sleek saddle and a solid seat stay she
says matching hutch and a comfy chair how 'bout an
aero fork with a bit of flair? lightweight breaks and a
carbon crank hand-carved top from a solid plank
what's a guy supposed to do when she's looking at
chairs made from bamboo? carbon frame, power tap
maybe a disc wheel in the back please, please santa
can you help me, help me get a new bike? (can you
help me, help me get a new bike?) 'm not askin’for
much but, i’'m sick and tired of ridin’ this old tryke
please, please santa the holiday budget, it is tapped
all'of the kids gifts are wrapped i gotta keep my

baby happy but my bike, it sure is crappy please,
please santa can you help me, help me get a new
bike? (can you help me, help me get a new bike?) i'm
not askin'for much but,'m sick and tired of ridin’ this
old tryke please, please santa (oh please, please
please santa) please, please santa (oh please, please
please santa) please, please santa (oh please, please
please santa)

5. taste of your medicine

liner notes: we all know that you have to work hard
and dig deep to achieve a personal record.
sometimes you even have to take a few people out
along the way. this song was born out of our
experience while playing at the rock the parkway
half marathon when we were lucky enough to have
front row seats when one friend did just that. sure,
it's partially the band's fault for calling out his name,
causing him to turn around and wave as he plowed
over an unsuspecting runner. but achieve a pr he did,
so all's fair in the name of love and pr's!

seven thirty, few thousand on the line a half
marathon, i need a one twenty nine push to the
front, try to get some space the gun goes off, guess
it's time to race pass mile two, rockin’ to the band a
little uphill,i got the upper hand pace looking good
as i hit the turn stretch out the stride as the legs start
to burn cruisin' downhill like i'm in the grand prix
who put that 10k runner right in front of me? how'd
you like that taste of your medicine? you can't match
my pace or adrenalin i sure hope, hope that doesn't
leave a scar oh what the hell,i'm headin' for a pr ten
miles down, three to go aaron just behind, brian
startin’ to slow i don't see tim, but i guess that's life
‘when you stop mid-race, to kiss your wife two to go
as i pass the band again feelin' strong nothing
reignin' me in i turn to wave, as they shout my name
next thing i know, i'm layin' on a dame cruisin'
downbhill like i'm in the grand prix who put that 10k
runner right in front of me? how'd you like that taste
of your medicine? you can’t match my pace or
adrenalin i sure hope, hope that doesn't leave a scar
oh what the hell,i'm headin' for a pr

6.me and my chamois

liner notes: hey, it's a personal preference - full
chamois, thin chamois, no chamois, gel, standard
padding. once you find a chamois that fits you like a
glove it becomes your regular riding partner and
sometimes your best friend.

we go on long rides, just the two of us sometimes i
may complain, she never makes a fuss we don't need
to talk, we just spin and smile this always feels so
good i could ride for miles and miles she's always
there for me, even when i'm slow picks me up each
time i'm feeling pretty low one time i left her,and
she wasn't by my side that long ride it hurt, hurt until
icried me and my chamois i take it everywhere me
and my chamois it's no casual affair not too thin, and
not too thick it even looks good when i'm gettin®



