Know When You’re Lucky
Too many fans can drag an artist down.

Too many groupies spread the gossip all around the town.

Too much money makes everyone put their hand in your pocket.

Know when you’re lucky,

Know when you’re lucky,

Know when you’re lucky.

Too much time can make you fool around.

Too much fame, and people start to tear you down.
Too much popularity makes the public scream for more.

Know when you’re lucky,

Know when you’re lucky,

Know when you’re lucky.

So when I walk down the street, everybody leaves me alone.
And when I get home, there aren’t a lot of messages on the phone.

And the evening news isn’t telling what I did today.

And all in all, I wouldn’t have it any other way.

No-one’s telling me I need to sing more blues.

I do the things I like, and let them pick and choose.

My freedom lies entirely in my sweet obscurity.

Know when you’re lucky,

Know when you’re lucky,

Know when you’re lucky.

And I know I’m lucky.
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