
Gabriel Mann, Former lee warmer
In An Upstairs Room, Under Lock and Key It's My Brother, Former LeeAll the Mops and Brooms Keep Him Company Misconceived of the FamilyFormer Lee Warmer Pulls Up the Covers to Hide in His Wrinkled BedNo Dreams Go In, no Dreams Go Out of the Hole in His Wrinkled HeadFormer Lee Warmer When I Hear Him Play in His Twisted KeyThat's the Way He Calls to Me On a Silver Tray, I Keep the Master KeyIn Every Way, He Depends On MeFormer Lee Warmer, An Old Smoking Jacket - Holes in His Satin SleevesCandle Lit Puddles, Arthritic Fingers, Yellow Stained Ivory KeysIn An Upstairs Room Under Lock and Key It's My Brother, Former LeeAnd After All These Years, I've Never Heard Him SpeakI Wonder What He Thinks of MeFormer Lee Warmer Peeks Out the Window When He Feels Really BraveFormer Lee Warmer Waves At His Father Out in the Family GraveHe's Flesh and Blood to Me I Love Him BrotherlyBut, I Don't Want to Be Former Lee
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