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DANCING IN THE DUST

(©1984, Dudley-Brian Smith, BMI)

Tripping in the dirt, whiling 'round, lost without form
When I found you I was dancing in the dust

Tired eyes tightly closed, whipping madly, dirt, going nowhere

When I first saw you I was dancing in the dust

And whistling an ancient tune.

Motion without cause, hauling salty water to the ocean,

Building sings for birds - all dances in the dust.

Arms open wide, grasping for a touch of solid substance,

Solitaire, I was dancing in the dust to a haunting ancient tune.

Covering the distance, but never making any progress.

Earthly treasured in that swirling and filthy dust

And without you, there I was, waiting to be washed.

Foot under foot and under again, you staring through the haze;

When I finally saw you dancing in the dust

You were singing that ancient tune.

CITY BIRD
(©1984, Jan Smith, BMI)

City bird resting on my window;

Pretty bird never seen a willow.

Fly away, the sky is gray and hazy.

Say goodbye and take me on your journey.

Far away the sun shines strong and true.

Ride the wind that whirls around the brick and stone

Catch a glimpse of feathers in the mirror.

In the park you fancy it's your freedom,

But in the dark you're longing for the blue.

City bird builds her nest in a concrete cage.

Sing for me for I have built my home here, too.

Fly away, the sky is gray and hazy.

Say goodbye and take me on your journey

For in the dark you're longing for the blue.

DORIAN

(©1984, Dudley-Brian Smith, BMI)

What secrets are you hiding? How do you stay so unchanged?

What is the mystery you're guarding? You haven't aged a day, Dorian.
Such a curious presence, You pass the time unfazed.

Still somehow you're slipping, We still can't see it in your face, Dorian.

Could be a spell, could be magic; might even be a curse.

Tell us the toll it's taking, seems the price is getting worse, Dorian.

IN THE STILL OF THE NIGHT
(©1983, Jan Smith, BMI)

In the still of the night I whisper your name.

I love you, oh, I love you.

In the pressure of the darkness I long for your touch

And see your smile through tears.

When the world won't understand, I need your hand;

I wait in the still of the night.

When you were mine, suspended in time;

Like stars we'd dance 'til dawn.

And our evening songs that lingered so long

Now wake me in the still of the night.

I'm a babe in the warmth of your sweet lullabies;

Be gentle with me or I crumble.

Hold me, the melodies drift through my dreams

And wake me in the still of the night.

I wait in the still of the night.

GRAVITY

(©1983, Dudley-Brian Smith, BMI)

You've taught me how wonderful life can be

By making it extra sweet with your love.

You touch me like nobody ever before

And maybe never again.

What would I do without your love?

What would I do without your love to be my gravity/

Holding you is thrilling and frightening,

Like lightning striking a little too close.

It fills me up knowing you're not far away

And that's a marvelous feeling.

What would I do without your love?

What would I do without your love to be my gravity.

YOU ARE A CHILD OF GOD
(©1983, Jan Smith, BMI)

You are a child of God;

He thought o love and made your heart;

He thought of touch and made your hands;

And then he smiled and gave you friends.

You are a precious gem

with eyes that see within.

He thought of thought and made your mind,

And set you free in wind and sea to seek and find.

He'll soothe each fallen man with peace

And princess make of every Eve.

His kingdom built he in your heart

So that the world can't tear it apart.

His spirit moved and breathed your soul

Of silver dreams and temple gold.

So, hold up high your royal head

And hold out wide your royal arms;

To each he gives a special charm.

You are a child of God;

Celestial clay, a gift of love

And hope divine, a holy thought;

Eternal work of art.

You are a child of God.

GUNS OF HUMANITY

(©1984, Dudley-Brian Smith, BMI)

Calling it trying to do what's best

And looking out for your fellow man.

We seek to do away with hate,

Then put our hands in where they don't belong.

We need to be careful when we're aiming the guns of humanity.

Are you aware of faces when you're looking down the barrel

Of the guns of humanity.

Good intentions pave the road to hell,

And good intent intends no wrong.

If someone things that they can get up on their own,

You can't slap them down just to prove them wrong.

Just be certain when you're aiming the guns of humanity

That you remember all the power you'll be waving

As the guns of humanity.

IN THE AIR
(©1984, Dudley-Brian Smith, BMI)
In the echo of the evening, I hear your name.

Mingling in the shadows, it’s always the same

My mind set on you – My heart no longer cool

Only an echo, only a shadow in the air I breathe

In the air...

It’s not really twilight, not nearly dark

The light is uneasy, still I find that star

My mind set on you – direction always true

Filling my senses the scent of you in the air I breathe

In the air...

IN CONSTANT TWILIGHT

(©1984, Dudley-Brian Smith, BMI)
In constant twilight everything is crazy;

In constant twilight living's like a dream.

In constant twilight uncertainty is everywhere

Balanced in between light and dark,

Balance doesn't mean a thing in constant twilight.

You see the past as daylight.

The oncoming night uncertain, unknown and frightening.

In constant twilight vision is insincere.

Drifting in between light and dark,

Voices echoing in constant twilight.

Control is gone - thoughts melt into thin air.

Colors wrong, directions lost, whispers, all is wrong.

In constant twilight living becomes crazy.

Your motivation is draining from you.

In constant twilight your only though it 'out of here'.

Colorless between dark and light.

Voices echoing in constant twilight.

RUNNING BACK TO YOU
(©1983, Jan Smith, BMI)

He's loved and lost so many times,

He only loves the game.

I can read his eyes, his twisted mind

And I pity those who can't.

He's a neon sign that begs you come inside.

He flashes hot and bold at night,

But he's cold and gray at dawn.

He looks for what he cannot find;

He longs for what he almost had.

He'll tantalize and mesmerize;

There's darkness in his head.

Don't ask him why he runs

Or what he's running to.

Just don't ever think that when he's done

He'll come running back to you.

He's winter's heart and summer's face;

He rides the night alone.

He's hard to catch and harder to keep;

He strikes and then he's gone.

He's a neon sign that begs you come inside.

He flashes hot and bold at night,

But he's cold and gray at dawn.

CHINA DOLL

(©1982, Dudley-Brian Smith & Brian Martin, BMI)

She comes walking in she's on display;
Playing games, she says is not her way.
She knows that she is right and you are wrong

And keeps reminding you with patent charm.

She's the princess of some junior prom

Even though she's far beyond it all.

All the boys she wants she knows she'll get;

I'm in the crowd, but I can't reach her yet.

But where was I when things were slow?

All in all it's who you know.

China doll, who'll get through tonight?

China doll, are you looking right?
China doll, is my chance in sight?

The other boys will hover all night long.

Will I wait my chance to come along?
Perfect, perfect do you ever feel

You'll find out your world's a Ferris wheel?

I can't compete so I think I'll go.

'Cause all in all it's who you know.

Well, I'm in my car and it's time to go.

I won't wait long, I'll have you know.

WHEN ALL SECRETS ARE TOLD/A MARY DANCE

(©1984, Jan & D-B. Smith/D-B. Smith, BMI)
No cause to worry, no need to run;
Nothing to be afraid of, no reason to hide

When all secrets are told.

Music at midnight, dance in the rain;

Dance in the shadows, morning again.

When all secrets are told.

WHEN THE SPIRIT MOVES

(©1984, Dudley-Brian Smith, BMI)

Unseen face and unseen hands

Touching places in my life

Move me 'round, teach me lessons

Bringing me closer, made me who I am

And when the spirit moves

I feel it in my heart

When the spirit moves

I'm taken from the dark

When the spirits moves...

Words engraves and chiseled in stone

Are fleeting in the winds of time

Hymns of worship, songs of glory

Eternal tributes never ending

And when the spirit moves

I feel it in my heart

When the spirit moves

I'm taken from the dark

When the spirits moves...

Great creator sends us comfort

We can't see, but we feel it.

And when the spirit moves

I feel it in my heart

When the spirit moves

I'm taken from the dark

When the spirits moves...

BROTHER WAS A DANCER

 (©1984, Jan & Dudley-Brian  Smith, BMI)
 

One lone leap into the light, stop and slowly turn;

Reach through the dark, spin, your arms unfurled.

Watching from the wings, it's a miracle.

Wishing I were weightless with you.

Brother was a dancer, artist in air;

Mother used to watch him and her heart would dance

'Cause her life had gone somewhere.

Brother was a dancer, dreamer in flight;

Mother used to watch him, her spirit at his side.

And her life had gone somewhere.

YOU’LL MISS ME WHEN I’M GONE
(©1987, Jan Smith, BMI)
 

In the morning early by the fire,

You stare, the moon still in your eyes.

Restless as the sea you tried to tame,

You don’t even turn when I call out your name.

O, you will miss me when I’m gone.

 

In the evening barefoot on the sand,

You stop to watch the melting land.

The tide turns and pulls your troubled heart;

The seagulls cry and tear your world apart.

And you will miss me when I’m gone.

 

Once a sailor, you’re now a captive sail

Lying loose and lost on a harbored ship forgot.

Go hide now in the charms of the island girls,

Living in your glorious suns already set.

O, you will miss me when I’m gone.

GOODBYE OLD FRIEND
(©1980, Dudley-Brian Smith)

It’s just an image in the sunset, a cry in the night;

Needing someone so badly to hold me, 
But turning away from the fight.
Goodbye, old friend, goodbye. I hope to see you smile again.

How I hate to see you cry.

Goodbye, old friend, goodbye. The things we are forever,

The softness when you say goodbye.

Holding on as if I could hold you, but you just won’t make a stand.

No one wants to admit it was good, 
But I hope someday that we can.

We had the best and we had it all and everything came easy.

We seemed perfect with each other, but where did we go wrong?

We went wrong.
