
Gabriel Mann, Wind-up toy
Voices Come From Down the HallIn My Room All Painted WhiteI Have My Bat and Rubber BallI Like to Sleep With Them At NightBut Now I'm All SmilesThe Good Little Shots Must Be WinningYes, They Crank My DialMy Motor Is Stalled But My Wheels Are Still SpinningDaddy Won't Discuss MeWhat a State I Must BeMommy Couldn't Stand Living With a Wind-up ToyAll My Friends Live On the FllorTiny Legs and Tiny EyesThey're Free to Crawl Under the DoorAnd, and Someday Soon So Will IBut Now I'm All SmilesThese Good Little Shots Must Be WorkingI'm So Happy NowLook, My Fingers Don't Shake and My Head Isn't JerkingDaddy Won't Discuss MeWhat a Pain I Must BeMommy Couldn't Stand Having Such a Wound-up BoyDoctors Want to Check MePoke Me and Dissect MeWhat Do They Expect?Feelings Froma Wound-up Toy?I Don't Think SoI7m Just a Wound-up ToyI'm Just a Wind-up ToyI'm Lost in a NightmareShiny White HallsDrawing Rats On the WallSolitary ConfinementChained in a CellGot My Own Private HellPreacher Crucifies MeWarden Wants to Fry MeI Was Never YoungNever Just a Little BoyDaddy Won't Discuss MeWhat a Pain I Must BeMama Couldn't Stand Having Such a Wound-up BoyI'm Just a Wind-up ToyI'm a Wind-up ToyI'm Just a Wind-up ToyI'm Just a Wind-up Toy
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