Loesser, Lerner & Loewe 101:

Selections from Camelot (1960)
(Lyrics by Alan Jay Lerner & Music by Frederick Loewe

Ev'ryone breaks.
Ev'ryone makes divine mistakes
The lusty month of May!

Whence this fragrance wafting through the
air?

What sweet feelings does its scent
transmute?

Whence this perfume floating ev'rywhere?

Don't you know it's that dear forbidden fruit!

Tra la la la la. That dear forbidden fruit!

Tralalala la.

GUENEVERE & CHORUS:
Tralalala la [etc.]

GUENEVERE:

La la! It's May!

The lusty month of May!

That darling month when ev'ryone throws
Self-control away.

It's time to do

A wretched thing or two,

And try to make each precious day
One you'll always rue.

It's May! It's May!

The month of "yes you may,"
The time for ev'ry frivolous whim,
Proper or “im."

It's wild! It's gay!

A blot in ev'ry way.

The birds and bees with all of their vast
Amorous past

Gaze at the human race aghast

The lusty month of May!

GUENEVER & CHORUS:

Tra la! It's May!

The lusty month of May!

That lovely month when ev'ryone goes
Blissfully astray.

Tra la! It's here!

That shocking time of year!

When tons of wicked little thoughts
Merrily appear.

It's May! It's May!

The month of great dismay.

When all the world is brimming with fun,
Wholesome or "un."

It's mad! It's gay!

A libelous display.

Those dreary vows that ev'ryone takes,
Ev'ryone breaks.

Ev'ryone makes divine mistakes

The lusty month of May!

“Before | Gaze At You Again”

GUENEVERE:

Before | gaze at you again

I'll need a time for tears.

Before | gaze at you again

Let hours turn to years.

| have so much forgetting to do
Before | try to gaze again at you.

Stay away until you cross my mind
Barely once a day;

Stay away until | wake and find

| can smile and say:

That | can gaze at you again
Without a blush or qualm,

My eyes a-shine like new again,
My manner poised and calm.
Stay far away,”

My love, far away!

Till | forget

| gazed at you

Today . . . today . . . today.

*on the original cast album, lyrics are:
No sign of fear,
Not even a sigh,
And so till when
We gaze again,
Goodbye . . . goodbye . . . goodbye.
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