
For me, the death of Neil Peart meant losing my drumming hero and biggest influence, hands down. I've easily 
spent more hours of my life trying to play along to his music than any other band or artist. I’m sure plenty of 
others could say the same. And if I'm to be honest, I really never even came close to playing his parts 
correctly. But that never mattered. The mere act of just trying to keep up with Neil made you a better player. 
Even as kids, my drummer friends and I all recognized that he set the bar impossibly high, but we kept on trying 
anyway. It was truly a case of the journey being its own reward. 

By late Friday night, the finality of the news really started to sink in. The next morning I got up just before 5 and, 
not knowing what else to do, I decided to start loading all of my drum gear into my car. For day-to-day practice, 
I rent part of a rehearsal space with a “lovingly used” community kit shared by a few different bands. But for this 
occasion I wanted to honor my hero in an appropriate way.

Rush was on shuffle for the commute, and it was actually a very nice drive. It was still completely dark outside. 
The sky was clear, the moon was full, and the city was still mostly asleep. After pulling into my parking spot I sat 
for a minute with the engine still running thinking, "this is going to be a lot of damn work for just a few hours of 
playing time...am I really going to do this?”

Just then, the second chorus to the song “Heresy” ended with the lines: Do we have to say goodbye to the 
past? Yes, I guess we do. It actually made me well up for the first time since hearing the news (and just gave 
me goosebumps again while typing this). So I took a deep breath and got to work.

I hauled in all sorts of junk that had been out of rotation for months (or even years). After dusting off the part of 
my brain that remembered how it all used to fit together, I set up my full kit and began playing along to all of my 
favorite Rush tunes, complete with my own mood lighting to replicate the Rush stage experience. Okay, maybe 
not quite:

As it turns out, I was right. It actually WAS a lot of work for just a few hours of play. I left that practice space 
achy and sore, my hands blistered and cracked. But it was the only thing I could think to do to calm the knotted 
feeling in my gut, and I’m so glad that I did it.

One final and semi-comical moment. As I was starting to get things set up, the 7th grader in me got the brilliant 
idea to combine the house kit with mine and create a SUPER PEART-SIZED MONSTER SET. The sight of all 
those drums sitting together did manage to make me laugh. It reminded me of the episode of Freaks and 
Geeks where Jason Segel brags about having a Peart inspired 23-piece kit. But I quickly realized that some 
things would be too hard to reach and that it was ultimately a pretty dumb idea. 

But hey, I at least had to try it, right....for Neil?


