
Toujours  Amour  

    
I can’t endure toujours amour,  

I need a rest and cure, Cheri. 

You know I care, but I declare, 

Let me come up for air, Cheri. 

 

The whole world knows that quelque chose 

Is fun and so risqué 

But, mon petit chou 

I cannot do this  

Each and every day! 

 

Oh, do not weep, amour will keep 

But now I need some sleep, Cheri. 

I’m not demure, I’m quite mature 

And though I love amour, for sure… 

Toujours Amour’s too much. 

 

 


