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A SECOND CUP

(©2012, Jan & Dudley-Brian Smith)

The leaves changed and time changed
The clock fell back at 2
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
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 us through.


SWEET SUGAR CANE

(©2012, Dudley-Brian Smith, BMI)

Sugar cane – sweet sugar cane,

The sweetness of our southern dreams.

Sugar cane – sweet sugar cane,

And fireflies in the jasmine-scented breeze.

There's a little shade beneath this tree

That shields me from relentless heat;

An afternoon shower possibly.

But then the temperatures increase;

The men are working in the fields

And trucks are loaded with that amazing treat.

In autumn, you'd expect a change

Of colors, cooler, but here remains

The feeling of the slowest summer days.

The last mimosa blossoms linger;

Dragonflies skim above the river;

But in the fertile fields they harvest sugar cane.

Down on the grassy bank we sip our lemonade.

Summer passes for the rest of the world, 

But here we still seek the shade.

Barefoot in the cooling creek;

Minnows darting 'round our feet;

But now it's time to put our attention to the fields

GOD BLESS THE WEARY
(©2004/2012, Dudley-Brian Smith, BMI)

Why must you worry and fret all the while?

He blesses the least of all, robes the lily in fine style.

Why do you doubt Him? Just kneel down & pray.

Then, get up & live faithfully. Turn to Him every day.

God bless the weary who work with a smile,

Knowing they're cared for, enduring all trials.

God bless the weary who struggle each day.

God bless the weary that walk on in faith.

Why are you longing? He’s all that you need.

Just open your heart and give constant heed.

Be lifted up, grow straight and tall;

Despite how you struggle, He won’t let you fall.

God bless the weary who work with a smile,

Knowing they're cared for, enduring all trials.

God bless the weary who struggle each day.

God bless the weary that walk on in faith.

Whether tomorrow comes, none of us can say.

We should live like a child and take it all on faith.

God bless the weary who work with a smile,

Knowing they're cared for, enduring all trials.

God bless the weary who struggle each day.

God bless the weary that walk on in faith.

BLUE MOON CAFE

(©2012, Dudley-Brian Smith, BMI)

She didn't just sit there awaiting invitation,

Though she knew young ladies were taught 

To wait the outstretched hand.

She would stand and move 

Swept up in the rhythm of the band

At the point of the beat, everybody understands.

They'd swing and sway the nights away

At the Blue Moon Cafe.

There was a spark of romance in crinoline and lace.

There was youthful hope and chance 

In the orchestra's pace.

Now she's dreaming of the time, 

Remembering the rhythm of the dance

And the excitement in the possibilities and chance;

When they'd swing and sway the nights away 

At the Blue Moon Cafe.

She's now sitting still with her eyes closed tightly,

Remembering the patterns 

And the thrill of a step set lightly.

It's all memories of long, long – O, so long ago;

The years ran by with her love of the dance in tow.

When she'd swing and sway the nights away 

Back then at the Blue Moon Cafe.

Yes, they'd swing and sway the nights away 

At the Blue Moon Cafe.

READY TO DREAM

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

Got a feeling here there’s something there,

Someone hovers in the dusky air;

But I’m ready to dream and wipe the slate clean.

Turn off the lights and close the book,

Curl up in my secret private nook;

And I’m ready to dream a sleepy storybook scene.

Go away, go away, I’m ready to dream.

Go away, go away, I’m ready to dream.

I’ve heard your song and it haunts my soul;

It’s lovely, but it’s taken its toll.

Now I’m ready to dream and forget the sting.

Go away, go away, I’m ready to dream.

NOT WHAT IT SEEMS

(©2012, Jan, Robert & Dudley-Brian Smith, BMI)

He was born poor Bernard McGee 

In upstate New York.

Now living in Georgia, a well-heeled con man at work

He's convinced everyone that he's Alfonse Lorraine

Of the New Orleans family with royal French claim.

He has property schemes, visions and dreams,

A case full of deeds, not what they seem.

Lies, lies, all of them lies;

Nothing is ever what it seems. It's not what it seems.

Says he remembers your father 

And has a photo somewhere;

When they fished together and invested in dares.

He still has the bonds for a Florida plan;

Perhaps he'll cut you in for your daddy's old shares.

He has property schemes, visions and dreams,

A case full of deeds, not what they seem.

Lies, lies, all of them lies;

Nothing is ever what it seems. It's not what it seems.

He's moving on again in a week;

'Business demands', he chuckles and winks.

Says he'll be back in town, be back in touch.

Here's a check for the cash, 'thanks so much'.

By the time you get to it you'll be out of luck.

And Alfonse has once again struck,

Knowing deep down his time is nearly up.  It’s nearly up!

He can't go back home or to ten other states;

He knows former partners are lying in wait.

But he's hustled so long; he knows what it’s for.

He promised himself he'd be anything but poor.

He has property schemes…

MISFORTUNE’S DAUGHTER

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

When things changed the sky was getting darker
The air was still and the ground was full of water
We couldn't breath; we had to run 

From misfortune's daughter.
The air was heavy and boiling with emotion
We'd been here long enough 

To know about commotion
Of what we could and what we couldn't live without.
You want to run uphill and get away
Follow the sun and start another day
You want to run and find a brighter way.

Some see the moon rising on the mountain
Some see the sun setting in the sea
We can remember the coming 

Of misfortune's daughter
If things change and the sky is getting darker
The air is still and the ground is full of water
You know to run to avoid misfortune's daughter.
 You want to run uphill and get away
Follow the sun and start another day
You want to run and find a brighter way.
I REMEMBER YOU

(©2012, Dudley-Brian Smith, BMI)

Hello! It’s been awhile.

Brush the tear from your eyes and smile.

Sorry ‘bout the circumstance,

I recall we used to do this dance.

I remember you; O, yes, I remember you.

Some tough decisions to make,

But hold on and have a little faith.

You were always so giving and fine;

But what a social butterfly.

I remember you; O, yes, I remember you.

Lots of water beneath the bridge;

A whole sea between now and then.

You always had that twinkling eye;

I see it’s still there and bright.

I remember you; O, yes, I do; I remember you.

Memories are a warm embrace;

Nothing ever can take their place.

But they’re just a hollow echo of living so long ago.

I remember you; O, yes, I remember you.

STICK, BRICK & MORTAR

(©2013, Dudley-Brian Smith, BMI)

ALL OVER THE WORLD

(©2012, Jan Smith, BMI)

All over the world are people like me who

Just want to live life simple and free; and

All over the world are people like you who

Just want to live like people like me.

Just want a home with a bed and a table;

Outside a garden, maybe a stable,

And children with clothes that fit and protect them;

Christmas with presents under the tree.

Don’t want the rich man’s money and treasure;

His pride or his glory; his power or pleasure;

Don’t want to rule the world, not even one day.

The names in the annals just all fade away.

The greedy, the haters, the cunning and cruel

Burned down our houses, plundered and looted.

But we know how to love and we know how to build.

They can’t stop us now and they never will.

HAZY, LAZY DAYS 

(©2012, Jan, Robert & Dudley-Brian Smith, BMI)

I remember the softness of morning
And the scent of pine wafting through the trees
We slipped through the gate despite the warnings,
Barefoot and free to roam wherever we pleased
Hazy lazy days - Hazy lazy days

I remember the grayness of twilight
In the land of eternal summer sighs
Yes, long languid days shifting into night
Evenings scented with honeysuckle and jasmine vines
Hazy lazy days - Hazy lazy days

Mayhaw jelly, biscuits and butter
Rocking on the porch with my grandmother
Knowing I was safe and warm
Calm and sure as those hazy, lazy days

Now when I hear the choirs of cicadas sing
Or smell new-mown lawns, or see crop dusters swing
Whenever I feel a warm, soft summer rain
I go there again and again and again to those
Hazy lazy days - Hazy lazy days
IF I HAD WINGS

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

These days I'm distracted; gets harder to think.

This old world's conflicted and its spirit sinks.

Dark paths we can't follow with promises hollow; 

But in the back of my mind 

A love song is haunting me.

If I had wings, it would be this song;

And whenever I dream this melody soars aloft.

I drive through the Delta; I cross the Divide;

I'm long in my journey, my days turns to night.

I drift back in time and get lost in the scenes

That play through my mind 

Where a love song is haunting me.

KISATCHIE LADIES
(©2012, Jan & Dudley-Brian Smith, BMI)


Kisatchie ladies were sweeter than sweet;
Pretty as a picture, but stronger than the trees.
Kitsachie ladies wore ribbons in their hair;
The twinkle in their eyes said love was in the air.

Kisatchie ladies were rich on stolen hearts;
Honeysuckle singers like the mockingbird and lark.
Kisatchie ladies shimmered in the sun;
Got those Southern manners, but still knew how to have fun.

Kisatchie boys ran wild with the wind,
But knew Kasatchie ladies would get them at the end.
Kisatchie ladies were wonders from the start;
Dance a thunderstorm with lightening in their hearts.
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