
Gilbert O'Sullivan, Parrish
Now Parrish was born on a summer's mornHigh up on Salisbury plainHis parents were surprised when he opened his eyesAnd said how do You do Parrish is my nameHe started in school breaking every ruleViolence was his only reliefFor someone so smallTo burn down the school hallWas to him an education that justCouldn't be beatThroughout every, week of every half a yearThroughout every month of every dayAt the age of thirteenWhen most boys should still be greenHis experience with women was to say the least greatThe best way to describe him in later lifeIs to go back to where it beganWhile abducting a NunHe had suddenly becomeConverted from a sinner to aGodfearing manThroughout every week of every half a yearThroughout every month of every dayIf he gets to be PopeAnd who's to say he has no hopeThere'll be one hell of a party downSalisbury wayIncredible though it sounds he still astoundsAll those who hear him speakThe man they, used to callThe biggest villain of them allFormer child delinquent now a goodParish Priest
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