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Someone should write a set of rules for old rock stars. We need someone to 
define the age when an old rocker has stopped being a wild, drugged-out, 
booze swilling, groupie groping, hotel –room trashing, rock god and become, 
officially, an old git. Unfortunately, I’m not sure where in ‘Life: The Greatest 
Rock Tour of All’ to draw this line? Should the ‘old git’ demarcation point be 
set at 40, 50 or 60? Now that we have aging rockers such as Mick Jagger 
and Bob Dylan still strutting their stuff in their sixties perhaps, these days, a 
rock star officially becomes an old git at 70. 
 
I understand the problems these old rockers face in their rock ‘n roll dotage. 
People say they shouldn’t keep performing. But what else can they do? 
They’ve played rock ‘n roll all their lives. I just can’t picture Mick Jagger 
saying to himself ‘Right. I’m over sixty now. So I better put down the 
microphone and take up decorating bedtrays with matchsticks.’ 
 
 I can’t see Rod Stewart looking ahead and deciding ‘OK. I’m heading for the 
big 6 – 0.  At sixty, I’m giving it all away. I’ll give up chasing all those long 
legged blondes and take up, um, trainspotting’. He’s been tripping around 
the countryside in limos and private jets for years. He wouldn’t know what 
train looked like.  
 
I can’t imagine Kiss rocker, Gene Simmons, saying. ‘That’s it. I’m over fifty. 
I’m giving up the face paint. And I’ll take up making wind chimes with bent 
forks.’ Perhaps, it would work if he bent the forks with his teeth, if he has his 
own teeth. Who knows? 
 
So old rockers must keep on rockin’. You can’t knock someone for aging. 
We all do it. But there must be some way to save us from the Half-Dead 
Tours and the media conference sham of aging rockers pretending to still 
represent the rebelliousness of youth, when, in fact, they live in $million 
mansions in Malibu and have grandchildren. 
 
Of course, old rockers should keep on rockin’. But Bob Dylan, for instance, 
can’t go on singing ‘Knock knock knockin’ on Heavens Door’ when half the 
audience is worried that God may answer.  
 
Old Rockers should maintain their dignity. They should embrace their old 
gitness. Be upfront. Be honest. Old rockers should sing age appropriate 
songs. And to help them, I have rewritten some classic rock songs with age 
appropriate lyrics. 
 



Walking the Dog 
Rewritten for The Rolling Stones 
 
Granny back 
Dressed in black 
Silver hair all down her back 
Thick hose, bunion toes 
She got the pension and she can go 
 
Walking the dog 
I’m just a walking the dog 
Retirees have time to do it 
They’ll show you how to walk the dog 
C’mon now C’mon 
 
Beth 
Rewritten for Kiss 
 
Beth, I hear you callin’ 
But I can’t come home right now 
Me and the boys are playin’ 
And we just can’t find the golf clubs 
 
Gene’s handicap is six 
Stan’s is set at twenty-two 
Mine isn’t getting better 
Oh, Beth what can I do? 
Beth what can I do? 
 
 
You Shook Me All Night Long 
Rewritten for AC/DC 
 
She was really very fit for a senior cit 
She was the best damn knitter that I seen 
We had our share of thrills with Viagra pills 
To the music of ..um..Crosby, Nash ‘n Stills 
We fell asleep without a care 
Then I snored and you were there 
 
And you shook me all night long 
Yeah! You shook me all night long 
 
It’s a Long Way to the Top If You Wanna Rock ‘n Roll  
Rewritten for AC/DC   
 
It’s a long way to the mosh pit when ya getting’ old. 
It’s a long way to the mosh pit when ya getting’ old 



Grey haired groupies still clap and cheer 
You’re so deaf, you won’t hear 
It’s a long way to the mosh pit when ya getting’ old. 
 
 
Snowblind 
Rewritten for Ozzy Osborne of Black Sabbath 
 
What you get and what you see 
Um..dah..dah..dah…is it me? 
Um..dah..dah..um…in vein 
Dah..dah..um..dah..dah something. Cocaine? 
(What was again it Sharon?) 
 
 


