
Corey Hart, Art of color
You know the kind of girl spreads mystiqueShe'll plant a kiss upon your cheek - whoaShe's the one the rich boys likeShe guards a slingshot from their sightNow you may call it lack of competenceHere's my story and my defenseI watched her slowly and I watched her fastI've got to make the moment lastAt the dance, (o-o)You take a chance, o yeahAt the dance (o-o)A romance, o yeahSo there were seated face to faceThe cat and mouse without the chase yeahAnd she lifts her smile at meI stabbed her with stupiditySo I took out a paper and wrote down my nameAnd she whispered it's all the sameAnd so I'm standing here looking dumb butAh she took to me, did that girl succumbAt the dance, (o-o)You take a chance, o yeahAt the dance (o-o)A romance, o yeahWent home that night and I climbed the walls, yeahLeft my number for her callO - but I tell you that they're all the sameLove you the first night - forget your nameO - what a shameAt the dance, (o-o)You take a chance, o yeahTell you at the dance (o-o)A romance succumb stabs youAt the dance (o-o, o no)You take a chance, o yeahTell you at the dance, (o-o)Give me at the danceO - I live at the danceThat girl is driving me hell nowNow everywhereAt the dance, o-o, o no)You take a chanceI tried at the danceI tried my waltz, (o-o)I tried; I tried my waltzAt the dance (o-o)Yeah.
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