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YALE SONGS, 1909-1913

“When the Summer Moon Comes
‘Long” (1909)

(Porter’s oldest surviving song)

Verse 1:

If you want to wed a little girl,
Simply wild about her,

Couldn’t live without her,

If your heart’s completely in a whirl,
Just want to love and spoon,

Don’t propose while wintertime is here.
Wait till stars are gleaming,

Winking, blinking, beaming,

Now’s the time to ask your little dear,
Under the summer moon.

Refrain:

First select a small canoe

Where there’s only room for two.
You'll love her and she’ll love you,
You could never get it wrong.

While the stars are shining bright

In the silv’ry, dreamy night,

You can hold her, fold her tight,

When the summer moon comes ‘long.

Verse 2:

When you’ve popped the question to her
too,

After you have kissed her,

She’ll only be your “sister.”

Then declare that you’re completely through,

Paddle her back home soon,

Drift along until you’ve met a queen,

Someone who will marry,

Won'’t put off or tarry,

Take her to the spot where you’ve just been,

Under the summer moon.

“Bingo Eli Yale” (1910)
(Porter’s first Yale football song)

Bingo! Bingo!

Bingo! Bingo! Bingo! That’s the lingo.
Eli is bound to win,

There’s to be a victory,

So watch the team begin.
Bingo! Bingo!

Harvard’s team cannot prevail.
Fight! Fight!

Fight with all your might

For Bingo,

Bingo, Eli Yale!

“Bull Dog” (1911)

(Porter’s most famous Yale football song)

Verse:

Way down, way down in New Haven town,
Lives Mister Yale,

Old Eli Yale.

No one ever cares to come around,

Just because of his pet “Bow-wow.”

Poor old Harvard tries it once a year,
Always goes back,

Tied up in black,

For when old Yale sicks the big bull dog on
He raises an awful row.

Refrain:

Bull dog! Bull dog! Bow, wow, wow,

Eli Yale!

Bull dog! Bull dog! Bow, wow, wow,

Our team can never fail.

When the sons of Eli break through the line,
That is the sign we hail.

Bull dog! Bull dog! Bow, wow, wow,

Eli Yale!
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WORKS FOR THE STAGE

Hitchy-Koo of 1919 (1919)

Hands Up (1915): Interpolated Song—main
score by Sigmund Romberg & E. Ray Goetz

“As | Love You” (retitled “Esmerelda”)
(Porter’s first song in a Broadway show)

Verse:

SHE: Now as long as we’re united in the
bonds of matrimony

You surely must have something to confess.

HE: To make the maxim suit the rule,

“Qui mal y pense soit honi,”

Of course there’s naught to do but answer
“Yes.”

SHE: Now, before you popped the question
weren’t you something of a gadabout?

HE: My love affairs—well, let me see—I think
| must have had about eleven.

SHE: Or a dozen.

HE: No, the twelfth one doesn’t count—she
was my cousin.

SHE: How | loathe them! How | hate them!

HE: Please control yourself and P’ll
enumerate

Refrain:

Esmerelda,

Then Griselda,

And the third was Rosalie.
Lovely Lakme

Tried to track me,

But | fell for fair Marie.

Eleanora

Followed Dora,

Then came Eve with eyes of blue.
But | swear | ne’er loved any girl
As | love you.

“Old-Fashioned Garden”

Verse:

One summer day | chanced to stray

To a garden of flow’rs blooming wild,

It took me once more to the dear days of
yore

And a spot that | loved as a child.

There were the phlox,

Tall hollyhocks,

Violets perfuming the air,

Frail eglantines,

Shy columbines,

And marigolds everywhere.

Refrain:

It was an old-fashioned garden,
Just an old-fashioned garden,
But it carried me back

To that dear little shack

In the land of long ago.

| saw an old-fashioned missus
Getting old-fashioned kisses,

In that old-fashioned garden
From an old-fashioned beau.

Paris (1928)

“’Let’s Do It, Let’s Fall in Love”

Verse 1:

When the little bluebird,

Who has never said a word,
Starts to sing “Spring, spring,”
When the little bluebell,

In the bottom of the dell,
Starts to sing “Ding, ding,”
When the little blue clerk,

In the middle of his work,
Starts a tune to the moon up above,
It is nature, that’s all,

Simply telling us to fall

In love.
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Refrain 1:

Birds do it, bees do it,

Even educated fleas do it.

Let's do it, let's fall in love.

In Spain, the best upper sets do it,
Lithuanians and Letts do it,

Let's do it, let’s fall in love.

The Dutch in old Amsterdam do it,

Not to mention the Finns,

Folks in Siam do it,

Think of Siamese twins.

Some Argentines, without means, do it,
People say, in Boston, even beans do it,
Let's do it, let's fall in love.

Refrain 2:

The nightingales, in the dark, do it,
Larks, k-razy for a lark, do it,

Let's doit, let's fall in love.

Canaries, caged in the house, do it,
When they’re out of season, grouse do it,
Let's doit, let's fall in love.

The most sedate barnyard fowls do it,
When a chanticleer cries,

High-browed old owls do it,

They’re supposed to be wise,

Penguins in flocks, on the rocks, do it,
Even little cuckoos, in their clocks, do it,
Let's doit, let's fall in love.

Refrain 3:

Romantic sponges, they say, do it,

Oysters, down in Oyster Bay, do it,

Let's do it, let's fall in love.

Cold Cape Cod clams, ‘gainst their wish, do
it,

Even lazy jellyfish do it,

Let's do it, let's fall in love.

Electric eels, | might add, do it,

Though it shocks ‘em, | know.

Why ask if shad do it?

Waiter, bring me shad roe.

In shallow shoals, English soles do it,

Goldfish, in the privacy of bowils, do it,

Let's do it, let's fall in love.

[Three more refrains exist, but this will “do it” for now.]

“Let’s Misbehave”
(cut, replaced by “Let’s Do It”)

Verse:

You could have a great career,

And you should.

Only one thing stops you, dear,
You’re too good.

If you want a future, darling,

Why don’t you get a past?

‘Cause that fatal moment’s coming,
At last.

Refrain 1:

We’re all alone

No chaperon

Can get our number,
The world's in slumber,
Let's misbehave.

There's something wild
About you, child,
That's so contagious,
Let's be outrageous,
Let's misbehave.

When Adam won Eve's hand,
He wouldn't stand for teasin’,
He didn't care about

Those apples out of season.
They say that spring

Means just one thing

To little love birds,

We're not above birds,

Let's misbehave.

Refrain 2:

It’s getting late

And while | wait,

My poor heart aches on,
Why keep the brakes on?
Let’s misbehave.

| feel quite sure,

Un peu d’amour
Would be attractive,
White we’re still active,
Let’s misbehave.

You know my heart is true,
And you say, you for me care;
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Somebody’s sure to tell,

But what the hell do we care?
They say that bears

Have love affairs,

And even camels;

We’re merely mammals,

Let’'s misbehave.

Wake Up and Dream (1929)

“What Is This Thing Called Love?”

Verse 1:

| was a humdrum person,

Leading a life apart,

When love flew in through my window wide
And quickened my humdrum heart.

Love flew in through my window,

| was so happy then.

But after love had stayed a little while,
Love flew out again.

Refrain:

What is this thing called love?

This funny thing called love?

Just who can solve its mystery?

Why should it make a fool of me?

| saw you there one wonderful day.

You took my heart and threw it away.
That’s why | ask the Lord in heaven above,
What is this thing called love?

Verse 2:

You gave me days of sunshine,

You gave me nights of cheer,

You made my life an enchanted dream
Till somebody else came near.
Somebody else came near you,

| felt the winter’s chill

And now | sit and wonder night and day
Why | love you still.

“Which?”

Which is the right life,

The simple or the night life?
When, pray, should one rise,
At sunset or at sunrise?
Which should be upper,

My breakfast or my supper?
Which is the right life,
Which?

If the wood nymph left the park,
Would Park Avenue excite her?
Would the glowworm trade her spark
For the latest Dunhill lighter?

Here’s question | would pose,

Tell me which the sweeter smell makes,
The aroma of the rose

Or the perfume that Chanel makes?
Which land is dreamier,

Arcadia or Bohemia?

Who'll tell the answer,

The daisy or the dancer?

Which life is for me,

The peaceful or the stormy?

Which is the right man,

Walt Whitman or Paul Whiteman,
Which?

Should | read Euripides or continue with the
Graphic?

Hear the murmur of the breeze or the roaring
of the traffic?

Should | make one man my choice

And regard divorce as treason,

Or should I, like Peggy Joyce,

Get a new one ev’ry season?

Which is the right life,

The simple or the night life?

When, pray, should one rise,

At sunset or at sunrise?

Which should be the upper,

My breakfast or my supper?

Which is the right life,

Which!

“I'm a Gigolo”

Verse:

| should like you all to know,

I'm a famous gigolo.

And of lavender, my nature's got just a dash
in it.

As I'm slightly undersexed,

You will always find me next

To some dowager who's wealthy rather than
passionate.

Go to one of those night club places
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And you'll find me stretching my braces

Pushing ladies with lifted faces 'round the
floor.

But | must confess to you

There are moments when I'm blue.

And | ask myself whatever | do it for.

Refrain:

I'm a flower that blooms in the winter,
Sinking deeper and deeper in “snow.”
I'm a baby who has

No mother but jazz,

I'm a gigolo.

Ev'ry morning, when labor is over,

To my sweet-scented lodgings | go,
Take the glass from the shelf

And look at myself,

I'm a gigolo.

| get stocks and bonds

From faded blondes

Ev'ry twenty-fifth of December.

Still I'm just a pet

That men forget

And only tailors remember.

Yet when | see the way all the ladies
Treat their husbands who put up the dough,
You cannot think me odd

If then | thank God

I'm a gigolo.

Fifty Million Frenchmen (1929)

“You Do Something to Me”

Verse 1:

| was mighty blue,

Thought my life was through,

Till the heavens opened,

And | gazed at you.

Won’t you tell me, dear,

Why, when you appear,

Something happens to me

And the strangest feeling goes through me?

Refrain:

You do something to me,

Something that simply mystifies me.
Tell me, why should it be

You have the pow’r to hypnotize me?

Let me live 'neath your spell,

Do do that voodoo that you do so well,
For you do something to me

That nobody else could do.

Verse 2:

If | seem to stray

When you talk this way

It’s because I’'m wondering

What | ought to say.

| could cry, please don't,

But | believe | won't,

For when you talk to me

Such a soothing feeling goes through me.

“Find Me A Primitive Man”

Verse:

Now, before this modern idea had burst

About the women and children first,

The men had much more charm than they
have today.

And if only one of that type survived,

The very moment that he arrived

I know I'd fall in love in a great big way.

| can't imagine being bad

With any Arrow collar ad,

Nor could | take the slightest joy

In waking up a college boy.

I've no desire to be alone

With Rudy Vallee's megaphone,

So when I'm saying my prayers, | say:

Refrain:

Find me a primitive man,

Built on a primitive plan.

Someone with vigor and vim.

| don't mean the kind that belongs to a club,

But the kind that has a club that belongs to
him.

| could be the personal slave

Of someone just out of a cave.

The only man who'll ever win me

Has gotta wake up the gypsy in me,

Find me a primitive man,

Find me a primitive man.

Trouve moi un homme primitif

Trouve moi un garcon naif.
Quelqu'un tout plein de vigeur,

Prepared by Alan Teasley ® Page 5 of 8



Musicals 101: Broadway’s Silver Age (Part 2)
Cole Porter: 1909-1930
Music & Lyrics by Cole Porter Unless Otherwise Noted

Ces p'tits maquereaux qu'on appelle gigolos
ne

Pourraient jamais donner le vrai bonheur.

J'ai besoin d'un bel animal

Pour regeler mon chauffage centrale.

Et 'nomme qui me veut pour capitane

Devrait reveiller mon sang tzigane.

Trouve moi un homme primitif, vif.

Trouve moi un homme primitif.

“The Tale of the Oyster”

Down by the sea lived a lonesome oyster,
Ev’ry day getting sadder and moister.

He found his home life awfully wet,

And loved to travel with the upper set.
Poor little oyster.

Fate was kind to that oyster we know,

When one day the chef from the Park Casino
Saw that oyster lying there,

And said, “I'll put you on my bill of fare.”
Lucky little oyster.

See him on his silver platter,

Watching the queens of fashion chatter.
Hearing the wives of millionaires

Discuss their marriages and their love affairs.
Thrilled little oyster.

See that bivalve social climber

Feeding the rich Mrs. Hoggenheimer,
Think of his joy as he gaily glides

Down to the middle of her gilded insides.
Proud little oyster.

After lunch Mrs. H. complains,

And says to her hostess, “I’ve got such
pains.

| came to town on my yacht today,

But | think I’d better hurry back to Oyster
Bay.”

Scared little oyster.

Off they go thru the troubled tide,

The yacht rolling madly from side to side.

They’re tossed about till that poor young
oyster

Finds that it’s time he should quit his cloister.

Up comes the oyster.

Back once more where he started from.

He murmured, “l haven’t a single qualm,
For I've had a taste of society

And society has had a taste of me.”
Wise little oyster.

“You Don’t Know Paree”

Verse:

You come to Paris, you come to play;

You have a wonderful time, you go away.

And, from then on, you talk of Paris
knowingly’

You may know Paris, you don’t know Paree.

Refrain:

Though you’ve been around a lot,
And danced a lot, and laughed a lot,
You don’t know Paree.

You may say you’ve seen a lot,
And heard a lot, and learned a lot;
You don’t know Paree.

Paree will still be laughing after
Ev’ry one of us disappears,

But never once forget her laughter
Is the laughter that hides the tears.
And until you’ve lived a lot,

And love a lot, and lost a lot,

You don’t know Paree,

You don’t know Paree.

The New Yorkers (1930)

“Go Into Your Dance”

Verse:

| gotta swell idea

To put you on your toes.

| gotta panacea

That will cure all your woes.
So if you’re sad and gloomy
And want to end it all,

Don’t even stop to think twice,
Just follow this good advice:

Refrain:

When you find that old man Trouble
Has you by the pants,

Don’t yelp and cry for help,
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Go into your dance.

When you get the cross that’s double
From your pet romance,

Don’t swear and tear your hair,
Go into your dance.

When those old blues come

To lead you astray,

You’ll make good news come

If you dance, dance ‘em away.
When your life’s a busted bubble
And you’ve lost your chance,
Don’t run and get your gun,

Go into your dance.

“Say It With Gin”

Don’t say it with candy,

Don’t say it with flow’rs.

Don’t give her something high-brow to read,

Maybe she doesn’t know how to read.

Don’t say it with music,

It’s early Irving Berlin.

But if you want to woo her,

And get a lot closer to her,

Say it with

Gordon’s and Gilbey’s and High and Dry and
Plymouth,

Just step right up and kindly give your order.

A brand-new consignment of very great
refinement

Has just come in today across the border.

In case to make your sweetie fall,

You find you’re unable,

Our gin is guaranteed to put her under the
table,

But if we shouldn’t have on hand

The special brand that you demand,

Just give us thirty seconds and

We’ll change the label.

Don’t say it with candy,

Don’t say it with flow’rs.

Don’t give her something high-brow to read,

Maybe she doesn’t know how to read.

Don’t say it with music,

It’s early Irving Berlin.

But if you want to woo her,

And get a lot closer to her,

Say it

Say it

Say it with gin.

“Love for Sale”

Verse:

When the only sound in the empty street

Is the heavy tread of the heavy feet

That belong to a lonesome cop,

| open shop.

When the moon so long has been gazing
down

On the wayward ways of this wayward town

That her smile becomes a smirk,

| go to work.

Refrain:

Love for sale,

Appetizing young love for sale,
Love that's still fresh and unspoiled,
Love that's only slightly soiled,
Love for sale,

Who will buy?

Who would like to sample my supply?
Who's prepared to pay the price
For a trip to paradise?

Love for sale.

Let the poets pipe of love

In their childish way,

| know every type of love

Better far than they.

If you want the thrill of love,

I've been through the mill of love,
Old love, new love,

Every love but true love.

Love for sale,

Appetizing young love for sale.

If you want to buy my wares
Follow me and climb the stairs,
Love for sale.

“l Happen to Like New York”

| happen to like New York.

| happen to like this town.

| like the city air, | like to drink of it,

The more | know New York, the more | think
of it.

| like the sight and the sound and even the
stink of it.

| happen to like New York.

| like to go to Battery Park

And watch those liners booming in.

| often ask myself, why should it be
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That they should come so far Ev’ry proposition | turn down,
From across the sea? ‘Way down,
| suppose it's because they all agree with It’s not ‘cause | wouldn't,
me, It’s not ‘cause | shouldn't,
They happen to like New York. And, Lord knows, it’s not ‘cause | couldn’t,
Last Sunday afternoon It’s simply because I’'m the laziest gal in
| took a trip to Hackensack town.
But after | gave Hackensack the once-over
| took the next train back. Verse sung by Marlene Dietrich:
| happen to like New York. Nothing ever worries me,
| happen to like this burg. Nothing ever hurries me.
And when | have to give the world | take pleasure leisurely
A last farewell Even when | kiss.
And the undertaker But when | kiss they want some more,
Starts to ring my funeral bell, And wanting more becomes a bore,
| don’t want to go to heaven, It isn’t worth the fighting for,
Don’t want to go to hell. So | tell them this:
| happen to like New York.
| happen to like New York. [Repeat refrain]

MISCELLANEOUS SONGS, 1920s

“The Laziest Gal in Town” (1927)

Verse:

I’be a beau, his name is Jim,

He loves me and | love him,

But he tells me I’m too prim,

That means I’'m too slow.

| let him rant, | let him rave,

I let him muss my permanent wave,
But when he says “Let’s misbehave,”
My reply is “No!”

Refrain:

It’s not ‘cause | wouldn’t,

It’s not ‘cause | shouldn't,

And, Lord knows, it’s not ‘cause | couldn’t,

It’s simply because I’'m the laziest gal in
town.

My poor heart is achin’

To bring home the bacon,

And if I’'m alone and forsaken,

It’s simply because I’'m the laziest gal in
town.

Though I’'m more than willing to learn

How these gals get money to burn,
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