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Neale with Author Shelby Tucker.

Our R 1200 GS outside my sister's home in Houston, Scotland.

It was the summer of 1985 when the Moto Guzzi blew its engine. I borrowed money 
for a big Laverda, then flipped a friend’s Honda 550, snapping my sternum and wast-
ing a bunch of ribs. Stuck on my mother’s couch in my hometown of Paignton, 
England, coughing blood and swallowing narcotics as winter set in, my mind ran 
over my travels in the USA and Central America the year before: living with the bank 
robber, falling in love with a raven-haired beauty while dodging bullets, and trading 
money on the black market in war-torn Nicaragua. I yearned for the Florida sun and 
adventure. Selling everything I owned (except the Laverda) as soon as I could move, 
I hitchhiked to London, flew to New York on a one-way ticket and took a bus to 
Florida. With $100 in my pocket and a bottle of Johnny Walker Red in my bag, 36 
traveling hours saw me back in the Sunshine State. I would never permanently live in 
England again.

Fast-forward 30 years: I’m eating dinner at 30,000 feet in a 600-mph metal bird 
heading for London, my 12 year old son Patrick by my side as I contemplate the 2013 
BMW R 1200 GS that awaits our arrival. A machine that on a physical level will take 
us along the roads and lanes of England, Scotland and Wales, but one I suspect that 
will take me deep into the memories of my formative two-wheeled years, as I watch 

the country of my birth come to life in the reflection from my son’s eyes. Soon 
to turn 13 years old, his ever-quickening march to manhood is matched only by 
his continually changing view of life, and I’m intrinsically aware it could be the 
last time we have a chance to do this before I become completely boring. A 
father’s job is to prepare a son, not to need him, though, and riding into my 
history while creating his in what has become modern England will be another 
part of that process as he helps with the electronics, photography and naviga-
tion. They sure are making kids a lot smarter than we were growing up.

I wonder how differently the two of us will view the passing scenes from the 
seat of our BMW. Like my old Moto Guzzi, it still has two big cylinders and 
rolls on two wheels, but the person who left England wrote airmail letters, used 
phones attached to the wall and had only two TV channels to watch. We are 
riding on electronic suspension with fly-by-wire throttle and power brakes; our 
phone works anywhere in the world, Google has replaced a bicycle ride to the 
library, and nobody lifts choke levers or adjusts points anymore. Somehow all 
these changes have arrived, been integrated and become the new normal. What 
will be left of my memories? An ever-shrinking collection of random thoughts, 
color-tinted now like an old restored black-and-white movie. Defying gravity 

and traveling through time somewhere over Greenland, they mix together in a confused, 
congealed blob of thoughts that are going to take some long days in the saddle to dissect.

London is a foreign place to me now: a multiracial, multicultural, multi-story, fast-paced, 
jam-packed, bumper-to-bumper city. As we slide out of town, the country of my birth 
comes back, and thankfully our Polish driver taking us to the dealer in Guildford isn’t jet-
lagged and knows what side of the road to be on. Our GS is waiting, and we quickly work 
out a system for our luggage, mount up, and head for Oxford and to the home of my good 
friend, travel author Shelby Tucker. Spinning through the twisting English country lanes in 
glorious sunshine is using up most of my remaining grey matter, but the bike feels secure, 
the speeds are respectful, and with six points and a hefty fine awaiting anyone using a cell 
phone, I’m feeling comfortable. A late lunch in the beer garden of the Hare and Hounds pub 
is a little piece of heaven. The smell of the beer, the slow, lethargic service, and the landlord’s 
laundry hanging out to dry catch me between two worlds, where there is strangeness to the 
familiarity as I try to piece it together. Watching Patrick slumped back half asleep, I decide 
resistance at this point is futile, I drink my tea, and we saddle up.

Arriving on Osney Island, we find Shelby and his wife Carole at home and enjoy an excel-
lent meal in their small garden. Warm memories of arriving in Oxford on the Laverda and 
an insane boxcar ride through Nicaragua after Shelby dragged me to a hospital and 



In Houston, Scotland near my sister’s home. 

probably saved my life have Patrick’s eyes 
wide open. I wonder how we will deal with 
this past. How will we discuss that wild-
eyed, hard-drinking, pot-smoking, high-oc-
tane candle burner that turned into Dad? 
Don’t get me wrong—I still fight, wringing 
the neck of 200-horsepower, 200-mph race 
bikes and riding big BMWs through the 
sands of Peru, making adventure television. 
Now I go to bed early, stay sober and eat 
clean. If I caught one of the girls I chase, I’d 
be as confused as a dog finally getting its 
teeth into a car’s bumper.

Shelby has traveled significantly in over 
135 countries around the world, written two 
best-selling travel books about his experi-
ences in Burma and Tanzania, and is work-
ing on a third about hitchhiking to India at 
25 and again at 75 years of age. This new 
book, Two Roads, is the inspiration for the 
journey Patrick and I are taking as I recall 
my life and thoughts from 30 years ago, 
when I first rode motorcycles before leaving 
to travel the world. Returning home sporad-
ically over the decades, I’ve seen the changes 
England has gone through as staccato move-
ments, almost the way we made stick-figure 
people dance in our school notebooks one 
page at a time. 

America might have never had a physical 
empire the way Great Britain did, but the 
way the world’s cultures are dissolving under 
her influence is quite astonishing: clothing, 
fast food, credit, convenience stores, 24-hour 
business, bars open until 2 a.m. When I 
started my drinking career, pubs shut at 
10:30 p.m. during the week, and 11. p.m. on 
the weekends; retail stores closed by 5:30 
p.m. during the week and all day Sunday. 
Television was over by midnight, heralded 
by the playing God Save the Queen before 
shutdown. Patrick has been surfing 



hundreds of 24-hour TV channels since he was old enough to hold the 
remote. Stores never close. He has a laptop computer for schoolwork; I was 
sucking ink into a fountain pen at his age and recording everything in 
notebooks. The first calculators were cumbersome affairs with basic func-
tions, and now they are apps on phones. We saved money from our paper 
routes to buy singles from record stores; he surfs YouTube, Pandora or 
iTunes from his phone.

As my hero, friend, mentor and inspiration, 
Shelby provides one last story before the road 
north to Scotland calls. We hear how he had all 
his money stolen in India and traveled on to Kat-
mandu with ten rupees to his name on faith and 
the kindness of strangers. Some days later Pat-
rick wrote about Shelby’s stories in his journal 
(Shelby is an author, so he obviously told many 
stories that were completely insane, but the 
amazing thing, they are all true) and I feel the 
great man’s wisdom imprinting on Patrick’s soul. 

It’s a journey of 350 miles through the heart of 
England, and as my sister is expecting us for din-
ner, we use the motorway. We take 90-minute 
stints in the saddle and relaxed breaks where we 
discuss the landscape and our thoughts. Middle 
England is very industrial, but by late afternoon, 
the mountains of the Lake District rise along our 
horizon. Arriving at the Scottish border I fight to 
find something to remember from the numerous 
trips I made up and down this route as a teen-
ager, hitchhiking from London to see my girl-
friend. As hard as I look, I don’t connect and the 
twisting, winding two-lane road has been 
replaced with a slick, fast-moving motorway, my 
memories nowhere to be found. I am making 
new ones with my son, and we point at old farm-
houses and churches that appear from time to 
time. I’m relieved that Patrick is content and engaged both on the bike and 
during our breaks.

Since the time I arrived unannounced the day before my sister’s wed-
ding, after being missing in Latin America without word for months, 
there’s no way to surprise her. We just pull in at reasonable hour and within 
minutes it’s as if I’ve never been away. Patrick comfortably slots in with his 
cousins, and we sit late in the Scottish twilight catching up on all the family 

Piper on the Royal Mile.

 Right:  Canon on Edinburgh Castle (A photo by Patrick and a popular Facebook image.) 

gossip. I’m happy to have the long, fast-paced day behind us, as for the next 
few days we are going to be striving for quality—not quantity—in our miles.

The first time I rode east across Scotland, it was late in the year and so cold 
I had to pull in at the Glasgow airport to wrap my frozen fingers around a 
steaming mug of tea to bring them back to life. Hopelessly unprepared for 
the bleak Scottish morning without proper riding gear, it was a painful ride 
to Edinburgh on my old ‘73 Honda CB250 K4. Mother Nature smiled on a 

poor spotty youth that year by warming up enough 
that the remainder of that first, sophomoric tour 
around Scotland didn’t leave me with frostbite. 
Repeating the first leg of that journey in mid-sum-
mer in full BMW gear, we cruise into Edinburgh 
with a plummy English voice announcing our 
every turn from the GPS, and we are soon touring 
the magnificent Edinburgh Castle. Nothing’s bet-
ter than exploring dungeons and sitting on can-
nons for a twelve-year-old boy, and we lose a few 
hours walking back hundreds of years in time.

Patrick’s an exceptional traveler, so next up we 
meander off along the Royal Mile to see the sights. 
After an hour or so, we stop to watch a young 
European artist creating magic with newspaper 
and spray cans. On these ancient Edinburgh 
streets, I have, as Spalding Grey would say, “my 
perfect moment.” Patrick is entranced and doesn’t 
want to leave. As a father, wanting to impart the 
world as I see it to my son, it’s a home run. 

Standing amongst Muslim tourists in full bur-
qas, Japanese tour groups taking hundreds of pic-
tures, Scotsmen in kilts and young Italians playing 
classical music, he completely connects to the 
whole experience. As I watch him watching, 
thoughts swirl through my head of everything 
from puppet theatre in Indonesia to aboriginal 
dancing in the Australian outback. A thousand 

other moments from 35 years on the road come back, and my spirits soar 
higher than the prayer flags along the Tibet/China border I rode past in 
northern India. I’ve experienced these perfect moments before, and savor 
every moment as the picture is finally painted and the crowd applauds.   
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Pay less to

and put more cash in

We have lined up some of the best discounts in the 
industry worth way more than $40 per year.  Whether 
you need product discounts, travel discounts or  
specialized services, your MOA membership can save 
you thousands of dollars with our partners. 

MOA Partner Discounts
BMW Performance Center
Save 15% on world class motorcycle training

Product Discounts
Sena Technologies
Save 15% on the entire line of communication devices

Travel  Discounts
UBER
$20 off your first UBER ride!

Retail & Shopping  Discounts
Costco
Join Costco and save $50 with valuable product coupons

Service Providers
Angie's List
Save 40% on standard Angie's List fees

For a complete listing of all member discounts, visit us 
online at bmwmoa.org/discounts

When the road you’re traveling gets curvy,
you need banking that is straight forward.

You need XCEL!

Benefits for BMW Motorcycle Owners of America Members 

•  Refinance your motorcycle at rates as low as 3.25%. We DARE you to compare to your bank.

•  KASASA Rewards Checking that could pay you 2.01% on your savings, or Amazon/iTunes gift
cards AND your ATM fees refunded! Kasasa is a Special Rewards Checking – call us, we’ll explain it.

•  Depend on us when you travel! Our mobile app allows you to access your account from anywhere in
the world and even deposit checks using your smartphone while you ride around the world.

•  When you find that “can’t live without it” motorcycle, you’ll have access to over 40,000 surcharge-
free ATMs and over 5,000 shared branches.

•  For every loan, $50 is donated to the BMW MOA Foundation.

Ready to ride with us? Then join XCEL. Call today! 

Tom Quigley, 800.284.8663 x 3041

www.XCELfcu.org

Rates subject to change without notice.

We’re with you on the road!
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Xcel Federal Credit Union
Proud partner with the BMW MOA offering 
low loan rates, low refinancing rates, 
KASASA Rewards Checking, access to over 
40,000 surcharge free ATMs, a mobile app, 
and $50 per loan goes to the BMW MOA 
Foundation! Call or visit online for more 
details.

Experience MOA membership for 90 days totally free. If you 
like what you see, we hope you join. If not, you haven’t spent 
a penny and you may have saved some money along the way 
with our MOA member discounts and benefits.

Get started here: bmwmoa.org/3free


