WHEN CHANCE GETS LUCKY
Music ¢ Lyrics: Mike Appel © 2003

When Chance Grets l/vak.q this ol Vig_)g Zonna Spew black. 59!01

But yov've off in Monte Carlo, while my life’s <till here on hold
Your dadly rich, he made a life out of bein’ chrewd

Your momma had no intention of lettin’ You run off with a local dude

'm here in Oklahoma City, across from the Holiday Inn

Trovble hootin’ these oil vocker pumps, thinkin® on what migbf’\/c been

When all of a sudden somethin’ chook the earth, from that hellhole down belon
Then a wildcatters dream shot vp and Showered vs all from head to toe

A far back as | can remembey, it wag always me and you

But Jc’ﬁ ¢et dreamin’ | Buess, was §oer€;H’1M5_ vou had o 0 ’H’\VOUgb
And thouzh 'm pullin’ vp ctakes, my voots | know | can never out run
For now let the chips fall where they may, Monte Carlo heve | come

When Chance Grets Lucky I'm Zonna break thi¢ cagino bank

Rollin® the dice with money fo burw, | 5Q1L Oklahoma crvde o thank

There were diamond—¢tudded 5yo§+§ wall to wall, and | felt like | didn™t fit in,
But | was only here for one 'Hmng, and baby | wag born fo win

When you ¢tood atop of those marble <tairs, lookin’ like Frincess Civace

You stared at me like yovd seen 3 5ho§+ baby, Should've seen the look on your face
Without ¢o much a¢ a word you Joincol me, ﬂf\ovgh wed been o o@‘l’ranggol

| was donwn fo my [ast stack of chips, but my luck wag abovt o ohangjc

We broke the bank, made love all Vligh’f il both our hearts were spent
Your intimate ecret places we fouched on ‘em all aéain

On the Riviera I'm a transient, back home I'm a nafive Son

Americas callin’ vg angfxl, Oklahoma heve we come

When Chance Grets Lvoky} b]ov’m Zonna draw me a ¢cented bath

You ari¢tocratic women Seem to know how to P!u, your craft

| wagn’t born with a silver Spoon, So would vou ent me a little glack?

You Said maybe, | ook that for a “yes’, and both of v never looked back



