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Paying Respects 
to the Professor

T he silence was absolutely excruciating. 

Admittedly there were many days when I’d 

dreamed of waking up to peace and quiet, but now 

that silence had arrived unexpectedly, it turned out 

to be quite an effective form of torture. After almost 

22 years of living together, I had become accustomed 

to the early morning cacophony of a bustling family 

household. The bubbling of a boiling teapot as Terri 

prepared her morning tea. The sudden, nearly violent 

eruptions between my two teenage daughters as 

they fought over outfits before school. The furious 

stampeding of our Corgi as he attempted to herd 

our cats into a corner, inevitably followed by their 

cautionary hisses in return. Awakening to these 

sounds had been a staple for most of my adult life. 

But all of them were gone now. 

	 Now, my family was broken by divorce. All that was left 
in this occasionally haunted 321-year-old farmhouse was 
myself, and my youngest cat Pepper. The only noises I heard 
these days were a sporadically creaking structural beam 
somewhere, and of course Pepper’s urgent begging for food 
before sunrise each morning. The sudden silence was a severe 
shock to my system and once enveloped within it, my mind 
began to wander to very dark places. Indeed, my relentless 
inner critic was the only loud thing left in my life. 
	 Two decades ago when I had weathered a similarly 
stormy season, Neil Peart’s seminal book Ghost Rider had 
singlehandedly given me the roadmap to get back on my feet. 
Lying wide awake at 3 a.m. a few weeks ago, I thought of that 
book again. I willed myself out of bed, shuffled over to the 
bookshelf, and found my dog-eared copy. “Never thought 
I’d see you again, old friend,” I 
said aloud to the book as I blew 
decades of dust off of it. I curled 
up on the couch and started 
rereading the story once more - 
the comprehensive devastation, 
the miserable heartache, the 
overwhelming grief in all of 
its tormenting stages, and 
ultimately the healing. 
	 Perhaps some of you dear 
readers don’t know about the 
series of awful events the late 
Neil Peart was forced to endure. 
You may just recognize him as 
the former drummer for Rush, 
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the Canadian superstars of progressive rock music. But Peart 
was so much more than one of the greatest drummers of 
all time. Ghost Rider is the vividly harrowing account of his 
55,000-mile sojourn aboard a BMW oilhead GS, from the east 
to west coast of Canada, north to Alaska, then south through 
the U.S. and into Mexico and Belize.
	 However, this was no ordinary adventure ride. In August 
1997, Neil Peart and his long-time partner Jackie Taylor were 
to suffer every parent’s worst nightmare: Their only child, 
19-year-old Selena, was killed in an automobile accident 
on her way back to college after visiting with her parents. 
Upon hearing the news, Jackie lost her will to live, and was 
diagnosed with terminal cancer shortly thereafter. Her 
condition worsened rapidly and within 10 
months of his daughter’s death, Neil lost 
Jackie too. Then came the death of Neil’s 
cherished dog and the imprisonment of 
his best friend Brutus, all within the first 
few months following Jackie’s untimely 
demise. It was an unbearable avalanche of 
tragedies, like a modern-day Book of Job.
	 Faced with such crushing 
circumstances, Peart was left in emotional 
wreckage as a raw, exposed “baby 
soul” – the fundamental, essential spirit 
lurking underneath all other layers of 
one’s human existence. An almost broken 
man with nothing to live for, he packed 
up his faithful GS and headed out to 
“take his little baby soul for a ride,” solely 
on the hope that “something would come up.” This ride was 
not for voluntary pleasure, but literally to just keep moving, 
in the same way that constant movement calms a crying 
infant. Slowly, one mile at a time, and often with “one step 
forward and two steps back,” he made it through the truly 
unimaginable. In fact (spoiler alert!) he made it all the way 
back to love again!
	 As I devoured that book again in 2026, I was once more awe-
inspired by how courageous and vulnerable Neil Peart was to 
have written it in the first place, a fiercely private man exposing 
his deepest anguish to the whole world! Never has there been 
a more fitting tribute to the value of perseverance. This time, I 
finished it in just over a day of voracious reading. As the book 
came to a close, I knew I had to do something to express my 
profound gratitude to him, if only for my own catharsis. The 
next day, my beloved R 1250 RT was packed and I was cruising 
toward Ontario, Canada. I intended to visit the landmarks 
associated with Peart, and to say my piece to his spirit there, as 
close to the source as I could get. 

	 My first stop was St. Catharines, the most populous city in 
Canada’s Niagara Region. It is known to Rush fans primarily 
as the home of Lakeside Park, lionized by the band’s song of 
the same name in 1975. Located in historic Port Dalhousie, 
Lakeside Park features a scenic beachfront, plentiful picnic 
areas, a smattering of food vendors, and most importantly 
the Neil Peart Pavilion. The shelter was previously unnamed, 
but in 2020 the local community renamed it in Neil’s honor 
following his passing. A future memorial for him on the 
grounds is in the works, including a large bronze statue of him 
playing the drums. 
	 I pulled in around 3 p.m. after a little over 450 miles of 
slicing and dicing through traffic on the highway. As I lined up 

the RT for the picture you see here, a few 
locals introduced themselves and asked 
what I was doing “all the way out here.” 
When I explained, I received a knowing 
nod from each one. Apparently, I was not 
the first one to make this pilgrimage, and 
I’m sure I won’t be the last. I stripped off 
my road-worn Motoport suit, procured an 
Algonquin Canoe ice cream (delicious!) 
and strode toward the beach to dip my 
Sidis into Lake Ontario. It was a serene 
view, and I could certainly imagine the 
pensive Peart dreaming up timeless lyrics 
right here in this exact spot as a young 
man.
      But it was already time to go. I only 
had one day on-site, and still had to slog 

through just over 75 miles of infamous Canadian rush hour 
to get to Toronto. There in the Mount Pleasant Cemetery 
was where Jackie and Selena were laid to rest, and where 
I intended to pay my respects. Traffic was predictably 
horrendous, and by the time I arrived, there wasn’t much 
daylight left. The cemetery, soothingly tranquil and supremely 
manicured, was a dense maze of sections and plots. The office 
was already closed so I was on my own endeavoring to find 
the site, which I eventually did. It’s purposefully difficult to 
locate, but nestled behind the seclusion of tall shrubbery, 
I finally came upon the Peart family monument. A small 
chain with a sign that read “Private” blocked the entrance, 
warning onlookers not to get closer to it. Out of pure respect 
I stayed out as instructed, and observed the three-sided 
obelisk-shaped shrine in silence. It was constructed of a 
large weathered black stone block, with a ribbon of etched 
glass displaying images of Neil, Jackie, and Selena under its 
pyramid-shaped top. 
	 Standing outside of the sanctuary, I pulled out the letter I 

had written to the late Neil Peart right before embarking on 
this trip, and began to read it aloud in a hushed tone. Truth 
be told, I don’t know what to believe about the afterlife, or 
whether anyone else heard me, or whether riding well over 
500 miles to a graveyard in Toronto just to read my own 
heartfelt words into the ether is even considered sane.
	 I don’t care. I had to do it.
	 After the customary salutations, my letter began with “I 
know that you can’t pretend a stranger is a long-awaited 
friend, but if you’ll indulge me for a few moments...” and 
ended much later with “I rode up here to say, from the bottom 
of my heart and the very depths of my soul, thank you so very 
much!” The rest of it is between Neil and me, but suffice it to 
say that “eternally grateful” is far too mild a phrase to describe 
how I feel about Neil Elwood Peart, the prolific genius who 
guided me towards the arduous path out of darkness, once 
again. I know that I speak for millions when I say, “Thank you, 
Professor, from all of us whom you’ve uplifted!”
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Top right: Enjoying the view en route on Leisure Lakes Road in Stevensville, 

Pennsylvania

Middle left: The Peart Family Shrine in Mount Pleasant Cemetery

Middle right: Neil Peart fans worldwide are raising money to build a memorial to 

him in Lakeside Park

Bottom Right: The view of Lake Ontario from Lakeside Park beach

Below: The author outside the Neil Peart Pavilion in Lakeside Park


