
Gilbert O'Sullivan, Conversation with the flying plates
I'll tell you what you want to hearTell me where I'd like to goAsk me where the Summer wentThat way maybe I don't knowAnd while my life's not in a rutEvery weekend I take flightGiven that today's the dayPresumably tonight's must be the nightAccustomed though I amTo crying in the rainWhat's the point of counting sheepWhen by the time you getTo ten or twelve you're asleepYou are my love you are my lifeIt's emblazoned on my chestEvery time we have a rowI just keep it covered with a vestYou ask if I am anxiousHow this will pan outLet's just say until it's foiledAnswer does I fearLie nowhere near the soilAnd so the conversationWith the flying plates beginYou see a pattern now emergingOn a plate shell flingIt doesn't matter where it goesAs long as it goes fastYou recognize your favouriteChina cup as it goes pastAnd was the Meissen so enticinglyThat I had to leaveSurely the fact it was a wedding presentWould ensureIt would remain secureLike to think within a yearWe'll look back on this and laughOnly problem is it's yearOne year on's already what we've hadAccustomed though I amTo diamond-studded earsWhich by the way on menAs it's just in oneLook when hungBentAnd so the conversationWith the flying plates continuesIn the yellow cornerFlexing all her muscular vimThrowing overhand or underhandIt makes no oddsLovely bit of Royal DoultonHeading for ye GodsAnd in the midst of all this carnageComes a sobering thoughtMost of what has been destroyedCan never be re-boughtSuch a shame now in the morningAs the maid comes inOn her morning stintLooking on in shockAfter taking stockOf what's around her feet
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