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A PLACE IN YOUR HEART (©1980, Dudley-Brian Smith, BMI)

At times I need a place to go, a place to call my own; somewhere where the air is easy and darkness is unknown. That’s when I find – I find me a place in your heart. A place in the sun where the dark won’t dim the light of your love. I’ll learn the things that love has shown me and pray for one more day. Then I’ll turn and smile at you, you’re all the things I pray. That’s when I find – I find me a place in your heart.

A place in the sun where the dark won’t dim the light of your love. A sudden storm and I’ll find the night spirit that rides the wings of love itself. Can you hear it? I need to find the way home to you. Something comes over me and there’s nothing that I can do.

RADIO (©2009 Jan & Dudley-Brian Smith, BMI)

When we were small, radio was king. A door to the world, admission free, with glimpses of places that we longed to go. It offered dreams to hold. And as we grew, radio was there. It changed us all, gave us songs to share. We could ride the evening air waves ‘til the morning’s glow. Anywhere we’d go - on the radio. On the road or at home we are never alone. When we want to know how goes the world? We let the dial roll on the radio. Every day we wake something else has changed, something has been lost, something has been gained. It is now a global family we’re connected to, and to orchestrate us through is the radio. A magic carpet ride, a voice of hope, on illuminated dial; like a beacon in the night – a universal key and it still is free, and it still is king!

CHASING LEAVES IN A STORM (©1984 Dudley-Brian Smith, BMI)

Maybe it’s just imagination, could be only this situation, but you fill me with inspiration and I can’t get over you. In your eyes is a shine and I find it leading me yet leaving me blinded; Touching me and then I’m reminded I can’t get over you. It feels wonderful being close to you, but a song is all I have to offer you. To try and make it more would be like chasing leaves in a storm. Maybe it’s just imagination, but I’m so happy in this relation. Still, I’m hoping that some incantation will leave me holding you.

HOLLY HEY, HOLLY HO! (©1986, Jan Smith, BMI)

A fair young boy from a northern land stole my heart with a song and dance. With his eyes so blue and his hair so brown, holly hey, holly ho! My heart’s undone. ‘Twas a magic time with a music man, had the stars of summer in my hand. We vowed our love would never end. Holly hey, holly ho! My heart’s undone. O, a young girl’s heart is a fragile thing. It will bend and break with a moment’s whim. Now he’s gone to a far and higher land. Holly hey, holly ho! My heart’s undone.

I’LL BE IN YOUR DREAMS (©1987, Jan Smith)

When the moon is full and the mist moves in, I’ll be in your dreams. Jewel of your mind, diamond in the night. When the tide is high and the white owl cries, find me in your mind. As the night wind sings to lovers in their dreams.

WAITING ON THE RIVER (©2013 Dudley-Brian Smith, BMI)

Standing here on this muddy bank waiting for the river to rise, waiting for the paddlewheel to come. Riverboat, take me to New Orleans once more. It’s been raining in the delta; the cypress is once again green, and I’ve booked my passage all the way down to New Orleans. I’m hoping to meet a lady who will rule my heart like a queen, so, I’m waiting here for the riverboat to take me down to New Orleans. I’ve put up with drought and famine. I’ve struggled too long on the farm. The crops have all failed and the soil is spent; today is unseasonably warm. When rain comes the river is rising and the dust is washed away clean. So, I’m waiting here for the riverboat to take me down to New Orleans. Steam wheel riding on the river take me down the river to New Orleans once more.

THE LONGING (©2009, Dudley-Brian Smith, BMI)

We are the anxious child. We are the troubled youth. We are the questioning ones who always seek the truth. We’re always longing for the chance to gain a firmer grasp. We’re always longing for the hand that pulls us into the dance. We’re longing for better. The longing pulls us on. The longing lasts forever until it takes you home. We cannot change the past. We’re not so strong and true. But, we’re doing all we can to keep the old good new. For what we don’t have we’re longing. For those in need we’re longing. And as long as we’re longing, we’re longing for more. We are the melting sun. We are the crying dew. We are the open universe praying for a clue.

ANOTHER SOUTHERN SUMMER (© 19?? Dudley-Brian Smith, BMI)

Here in the cool of an electric fan, hearing the traffic in three-four-time, lonely old men cruise the noise and the heat and wander alone in the dark streets. In another southern summer and another southern night,

The stillness sits upon me and I sweat with all my might. Sidewalks still warm when the sun goes down,

Neon reflects off the death-still air, ringing the sounds of a distant train close enough to feel the rumble. Here, the hot air is going nowhere fast. It simmers the senses. Expect and angry flash as sudden tempers clash.

FLOWERS IN HER HAIR (©2005, Jan Smith, BMI)

Across the Painted Desert where the sand meets the sea, deep inside a memory lives the girl I used to be. She’s got flowers in her hair, freedom on her mind and a hint of melancholy for what she left behind. She believed what they all told her. It was whispered soft and low that beauty was beyond her like a pretty pot of gold. So, she traveled toward the light, through time and wind and night like a comet in the air, like a wild unbroken mare. Can’t tell you what she found there or why she had to leave, but what she left behind there she never did retrieve. If you go to San Francisco, you may see her floating by on the misty smoky water when the moon is full and high. She’s got flowers in her hair, freedom on her mind. She’s a melancholy angel. She’s the girl I left behind.

TO LOUISIANA (©1985, Robert Smith, BMI)

From Kentuck’ ‘cross the Mississippi line, back to Louisiana, gonna have a good time. Comin’ back home to Louisiana. Roast pig, crawfish, bass by the dozen; grab a turkey, daddy, and stick him in the oven. Fix enough rice, beans, bacon and ham, hot buttered biscuits and syrup. Yes, ma’am! Sweet carmen gives a little sugar to me. Sure tastes better than the honey from the bees. Get a second helping, gonna steal it for sure. Never get enough she’s my only cure.

PLENTY OF TIME (©2008 Jan & Dudley-Brian Smith, BMI)

If nobody tells you and you make your own guess, you’re left to be right or as far from that as you can get. So sit here and listen, I’ll tell you the truth. Despite all our problems I will always love you. There will always be room here at my side. There will ever be tea by the fire and assurance and plenty of time. 

This bond that we share is something divine. Sometimes we seem miles apart when we’re really about to collide. There are times to be silent and times to sing strong. There’s plenty of time for it all and you’re welcome to come along. So never be frightened that I’ll leave you behind. We’ll be ever together when this old world’s tether finally unwinds. So, this truth I tell you, I’ve plenty of time for you, when you need me. I’ll be there in plenty, plenty of time.

A SINGLE DAY (©2003, Dudley-Brian Smith, BMI)

When the sun is in the east and the shadows are long, I love to go a-rovin’ and hear the morning song. There is music in the hedgerow and laughter in the glen, there is life away from the lives of men. I have seen the eagle, I have seen the hawk and felt their gaze upon me when in the forest I walk. What can they teach me?  What would they say if I could live among them, even for a single day? Here there’s a seamless peace and great majesty in the beauty of the air that the mockingbird sings. If I could sing so pure, if I could sing so free, I would spread the joy of being to everything. I have seen the eagle, I have seen the hawk; I can feel the balance and the tick of the clock. We must be careful, it’s all so frail. It can all be lost, even in a single day. It can all be lost, it can all go away. No matter the cost, save every single day.

A SECOND CUP (©2012, Jan & Dudley-Brian Smith, BMI)

The leaves changed and time changed, the clock fell back at two and we fell back in love. I got a second chance with you. A second cup of coffee, a second more of you, a second chance was chance enough to get me back to you. A second more to dream of another day with you. Sometimes a second chance is all we need to get through. Morning came late with another dream or two and in a hazy fog of bliss and you
my crazy dream came true.

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

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. Where did we go wrong? Now we go on.
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