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IT’S NEVER TOO LATE

(©1982, Dudley-Brian Smith, BMI)

Safe in the distance I hear the call

To be part of the living and giving my all.

But when in a moment my secret disgrace

Builds a wall all around me,

They’ll forget my face.

It’s never too late – I run for the blue skies

And fly o’er the wall; then waving no goodbyes

I set my sights high with visions of some place

Where time turns again

And it’s never too late, my friend.

A knock at my door and I hear a voice.

A turn of the handle, now I’ve got no choice.

I run for the back door and gaze into space.

Then, I leap into my dreams

And they’ll forget my face.

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 grey 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 grey at dawn.

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.

HOLD ONTO OUR DREAMS

(©2024, Jan, Bob & Dudley-Brian Smith, BMI)

From childhood we are dreamers

Dreams hold hope and promise

Holding dreams days go on.

Which gets harder and harder and harder.

When darkness covers – let us dream.

Hope can reach us if we  - hold onto our dreams.

As we live we’re still dreamers

Days to nights holding hoping

Some let dreams fade away

As life gets harder and harder and harder

As darkness covers – let us dream.

Hope can reach us if we - hold onto our dreams.

Don’t let something hold you back.

Don’t let someone make you stumble.

Hold onto dreams that you’re given

Through the times when you most struggle.

COMPASSION IN THE CROWD

(©1988, Dudley-Brian Smith, BMI)

Unlucky lover, face to face with loneliness;

Reaching out for someone to talk to.

No hidden motives, no expectations;

Long ago, she thinks her chances died.

She’s looking for compassion in the crowd,

Searching for tenderness, somewhere, somehow.

She’s looking for compassion in the crowd,

Someone to stand beside and make her proud.

With uneasy motion, she moves from day to day,

Always watching for a softened glance.

Greatly uncertain, a bit over-eager,

For fear her time is running out.

She’s looking for compassion…

She’s built her defenses well.

She needs a tender hand.

Carefully listening, holding her softly with honesty.

GIVE A LOT OF YOUR HEART

(©1979/2016, Dudley-Brian Smith, BMI)

The first time I looked into your eyes

I felt complete surprise - You didn’t notice me.

But when your nights are dark and you feel blind,

Reach out and you will find love makes you see.

You’ve gotta give a lot of your heart

Even though it’s breaking, 

Even though it’s shaking,

Love will find you again.

You’ve gotta give a lot of your heart

Even though it’s breaking,

Even though the world is shaking

Love will give you a friend.

Something from behind you pulls at you again.

Bits and pieces from your past 
Have put your mind in a spin.

You’ve got to think of more than yourself.

It’s true now, there’s warmth there to find

And you can feel that warmth; see love’s light how it shines.

The first time, you’re gonna feel a lot of pain;

You’re gonna stand out in the rain,

But you’ll get through.

Then the next day 
You’re gonna smile a brand new way

And you’ll go on every day feeling strong and new.

MY REFUGE

(©2017, Dudley-Brian Smith, BMI)

Let me sit here beside you

As we pause from the madness of the day

We can have a calm moment,

Share a small laugh

We can wish all troubles away

When I sit here beside you

When I feel your sweet care

Like the calm of a sunset,

A peace like the dawn

There's sweetness in the air

That's when I know

I can say without pause

Oh, it's true, the only truth

That you are my refuge – 

You are my refuge – You are my refuge

Let us close and lock the door

Dim the lights, pull the shades

The day is finally over, nothing more to do.

Safe in your arms I will stay.

I NEED YOU 

(©1980, Dudley-Brian Smith, BMI)

All those old clichés come true whenever I'm alone

At night I dream the lonely moon 
Whispers what it knows.

I wander through the night 
Searching for those fire-holding eyes.

Then blinded by the light; 
You come to me and I realize

I need you on those cold, lonely nights.

I need you; you'd be such a sweet delight.

I need you, oh; you’re such a welcome sight.

I need you whenever I'm alone.

I reach out my warm hand to you, 
But you softly disappear.

I wake to find the morning sun 
In my embrace so dear.

I wander everyday 
Hoping for your sweetest perfume,

To see the same sweet face
Shine on me like some mystic moon.

Maybe it’s a fantasy; perhaps it's all a game.

But I believe I'll find love, burning like a flame.

I wander through the days 
Hoping I will suddenly find

And stand face to face. 
I know your spirit will fill my mind.

CITY BIRD

(©1984, Jan Smith, BMI)

City bird resting on my window

Pretty bird never scene a willow

Fly away, the sky is grey and hazy

Say goodbye, oh, take me on your journey

Far away, the sun shines strong and true

Ride the wind that whirls around
Tthe 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 next in a concrete cave

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

Fly away, the sky is grey and hazy

Say goodbye, oh, take me on your journey

Far away, the sun shines strong and true

YOU REALLY ENCHANT ME

(©1980, Dudley-Brian Smith, BMI)

Look at those people from the islands.

Think of the dreams they’ve left behind.

Do you think them only as strangers,

Not knowing the world they’ve left behind?

Look at the way we stay together

When only our dreams remain the same.

Do you still think me as funny as ever

Or do you laugh just to hear the change?

Close to the mind; close to the heart;

Baby, you enchanted me from the start.

Dream of a wonderful romance,

Then think back on the past.

Reach deep inside yourself for a chance

That maybe this time it will last.

Baby you really enchant me

From the start. In my heart.

WAYFARIN' STRANGER

(Traditional, Arranged by Smithfield Fair)

I am a poor wayfarin' stranger

Travelin' through this world of woe

Yet there's no sickness, toil or danger

In that bright land to which I go.

I'm going there to meet my father

I'm going there no more to roam

I'm only goin' over Jordan
I'm only goin' over home.

I know dark clouds will gather 'round me

I know my way is rough and steep

Yet beauteous fields rise before me

Where God's redeemed their vigils keep

I'm going there to see my mother

She said she'd meet me when I come

I'm only goin' over Jordan
I'm only goin' over home.

JUST CALL ME CRAZY

(©1980, Dudley-Brian Smith, BMI)

Just call me crazy for fooling around with you.

Just call me crazy for wondering what 
You’re gonna do.

You know and I know that something is changing.

You know and I know 
That something is strange here.

You know and I know it’s true for you.

Just call me crazy for sneaking around to see you.

Just call me crazy to put up with what others do.

You see what I see in why others worry.

Every one’s running and all in a hurry;

But when I’m with you it’s slow and true.

So, just call it crazy.

Can’t tell where I’ve been running to

Before, my heart was broken in two.

Turn and run when I’m held onto

But I don’t feel like running from you.

I won’t feel like running from you, girl.

Just call me crazy, cause baby, baby, baby I know.

You just call me crazy for waiting ‘til I see you go.

‘Cause you know and I know 

That something is changing.

You know that I know 

That something is strange here.

You know and I know it’s true for you.

So, just call me crazy, but just call me.

I HAD IT ALL

(©1984, Jan Smith,  BMI)

You may say that my life’s unfulfilled,

and I’m not what I surely should be.
You may say that I live in a haze 
And waste all my days,

But remember that once I had it all
Oh, once I had it all. Once I had it all.
Once I followed a dream

And captured a heart, a beautiful heart,
And I had it all.

Oh, life’s not all it should be.
Not everyone gets to be free.

And we’ve all had moments we fell 
Like stones in a well;
We eternally fell, and counted the cost.

Oh, they’ll buy your soul with a lie,

And leave you wondering why.
But if once, just once you can fly above it all fly;
You’ll remember the time that you had it all.
IT ALL BEGINS AGAIN

(©2024, Jan, Bob & Dudley-Brian Smith, BMI)

It all begins again.

Nothing really ends.

Turn around and then

It all begins again.

This old world it spins,

‘Round and ‘round again.

It ends where it begins;

Circles in the wind.

It all begins again.

Nothing really ends.

Turn around and then

It all begins again.

