Smiling in Dallas

(Words and Music by Gino Ruberto ©1993)

I ran into an old friend, hadn’t seen him in years

I asked him how he was, and he was on the brink of tears

He told me a story so sad and sincere

It took thirteen hours and 24 beers…24 beers

The love of his life married his best friend

And his picket-fence dreams soon came to an end

I said, “Look on the bright side,

You’re handsome, lean, and hard as a callus…”

He said, “So was J.F.K. when he was smiling in Dallas!”

Smiling in Dallas!

I asked if he was paralyzed

I asked if he was broke

I asked if he’d been busted

While he took another toke

I asked him, “Are you married?”
He said, “No! No! No!”
I said, “Well count your blessings, man,

You’re free to come and go…come and go.

You’ve got a nice home and you’ve got a nice car

You’ve got a nice job and you’re going to go far…”

I said, “You’ve got the world at your feet!

I must confess, I am jealous…”

He said, “So did J.F.K. when he was smiling in Dallas!”
Smiling in Dallas!

We get onto the right track and they try to derail us

Our loaded dice, you know they’re bound to fail us

The law is always searching for a cell in which to jail us

Our sins are always seeking out a cross on which to nail us.

These days a good heart’s like a chalice 
In a mansion of malice

The C.I.A. did J.F.K. smiling in Dallas!

Smiling in Dallas!

He was a wavin’ a smilin’

Smiling in Dallas!

Yeah.

