
 

 

  
On Turning 75 
  
Three quarters of a century on the planet is, I suppose, something to celebrate so I will 
do so, though the festivities will be tempered by the realization that there is slight 
chance that I, or anyone else this age, will see the entirety of quarter number four. My 
days--and years--are numbered. 
  
I went back and reread my Facebook post from my 70th to get some measure of the 
physical and psychic distance traveled since then. Quite a ways, as it turns out. 
 
At 70, I wrote that I did not feel much different than I did years before. That is no longer 
the case, the primary reason being that I have been diagnosed with Parkinson’s 
Disease, or Parkin-f***ing-son’s as I prefer to call it. Not a club anyone wants to be a 
member of, but here I am. It started maybe five or six years ago with a slight tremor in 
my left hand which progressed until it started affecting my guitar playing, at which point I 
met with a neurologist and heard what I did not want to hear. 
  
All that said, I’m in reasonably good shape with an age-appropriate handful of aches 
and pains and strains. My goal is to stay as healthy as I can, for as long as I can, and 
hope that some of the promising treatments on the horizon do not turn out to be 
mirages. Most of us alive today have been the beneficiaries of previously unimaginable 
medical breakthroughs, so it’s not unreasonable to expect that there might be more 
forthcoming. Enough about that. 
  
I am finally, fully retired from Operation Song. I wrote five years ago that I wanted my 
little nonprofit to “outlive me without killing me in the process” and it looks like that may 
well happen. We have a dedicated team envisioning and accomplishing more and 
bigger things than I ever did. Very gratifying. My “second mountain,” to borrow a phrase 
from David Brooks, is now in my rearview and I suspect there will not be a third. If so, it 
will be more of a mound. 
  
I have always had something beckoning me onward and thankfully that is still the case. 
After not writing anything outside of Operation Song for nearly 10 years, I unexpectedly 
started writing my own songs again, solely for my own gratification. I plan to release an 
album, all solo written, performed, and produced with no expectation of anyone standing 
up and saluting, only the hope that my worst critic (me) will give the project a grudging 
nod.  
 
I am also writing some prose: essays, rants, ruminations, and chapters of a never-to-be-
released memoir. I have had a few things published recently so I’ll keep submitting. 
Why? Early in my songwriting career when I had little to show for it, family and friends 
would ask why I kept going. I told them there were always crumbs along the trail, 
leading me to believe there might be a cake around the corner. Who knows? There may 



 

 

well be another--fully or half-baked--even this far down the road. That, along with all the 
wonderful relationships in my life: Miriam, family, children, grandchildren, friends old and 
new, near and far, are more than reason enough to march/limp/lurch into the next 
chapter. 
  
I’ll check in again when I hit 80.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


