
All I Want
A diplomat’s immunity.
My 15 minutes on TV.
A talent for the old-school rap.
Gabrielle Anwar on my lap.
A swing at Hitler’s midsection.
A gun to play with, just for fun.
An artist’s flat in East Village
With balcony, instead of ledge.
Horror stories to tell tabloids.
Harmless anabolic steroids.
A couple beefy bodyguards.
Twelve get-out-of-jail-free cards.
Honorary PhD.
Right ticket to the lottery.
Pictures of my ex-girlfriends
That would put them on the defense.

A million screaming Strawman fans.
A better flavor for sweet yams.
A worldwide ban on cigarettes.
Someone to cover my gambling debts.
The Golden Touch of King Midas.
A reason to get off the bus.
A motivation to succeed.
A love that someone out there needs.
My own Jersey Turnpike stop
And maybe marijuana crop.
A politician’s salary
And all the Jell-O I can eat.
A license to exaggerate.
A bigger IRS rebate.
A woman with whom I can mate.
Another sibling to berate.

A place to play my rock and roll.
Someone upstairs to save my soul.
A 14-album record deal.
A down-home-cookin’ country meal.
Penis ala Marky Mark.
Unsurpassed courage in the dark.
Chauffeurs, butlers, maids and cooks.
Saucy girls with lusty looks.
Ability to be like Mikey.
Better Handle On mY Psyche.
Brand-new-spankin’ pair of Nikes.
And a word that rhymes with Nikes.
Girlfriend who does not abuse.
PMS for an excuse.
Band that doesn’t mind my gas.
A sixteen year-old piece of...

That’s all I want.
That’s all I need.


