
On reaching a milestone birthday;  
 
No way to spin this number. 70 is not the new anything. 70 is old, period. Scores of springs, summers, 
falls, and now my own personal Winter, with the hair color to match. Looking back on my one lifetime, 
it feels like many: born while “Give ‘Em Hell Harry” was President, an idyllic boyhood in the California 
foothills, a coming of age in the high Sierras, then an escape from the confines of home to the wide-
open Central Valley where I got my classroom (and barroom) education and where I caught the first 
glimpses of the “me” I would become. Marriage, kids, years in LA, a major fail as a recording artist, a 
“Hail Mary” move to Nashville, and finally a victory, a hit record to hang it all on, followed by a crushing 
personal defeat and a slow climb out of a black hole where I emerged at last, the version of myself that 
I would fully inhabit, the one that I intend to “take to the house.” 
 
I don’t feel much different than I did 10, 20, even 30 years ago so it’s easy to lose sight of how people 
perceive me—until I see myself in a mirror or a photo. I do realize how blessed I’ve been with genetic 
fortune; a good frame and a functional brain most days, and—a biggie—despite doing my damnedest 
to become addicted to various substances in my youth, it didn’t take. Some of those who matched me 
line-for-line of “Columbian Marching Powder,” marched right off the edge and into the hereafter, yet 
here I still am, not because of my choices but in spite of them. I was born to the right parents at the 
right time. Lucky boy...er man, oops, I mean old man. 
 
The music business, for 45 years my singular focus, has receded in the rear view. Now when I go to the 
occasional industry event, all that youth, beauty, and bristling ambition doesn’t make me yearn for the 
past, it makes me yearn for an early exit and an early night. I was there once but no longer. As it should 
be. 
 
Operation Song has been an unexpected, late-in-life blessing. It has lifted me up in ways I never could 
have imagined and at the same time has buried me under an avalanche of details and e-mails. My goal 
is to get Operation Song to the point where it can outlive me w/o killing me in the process.  
 
What’s next? Do I hunker down in place, “sit tight and wait for the undertaker,” as John Updike said, or 
try to re-invent myself yet again before age or ailment does it for me? 
 
I’ve never been a great strategizer, mostly a doer, of the “Let’s try this and see what happens,” variety 
so I don’t have a plan. I’d like to see what it would be like to have a week or a month or three in front 
of me with nothing demanding my attention. Wait..is that called retirement? I may give that a try.  
 
70—no way to spin it, might as well own it.  
 


