
THE  MIDNII=HT  RIDER

Will Barclay won what may
be considered the most
demanding motorcycle

ride of the decade.The Hoka Hey
Motorcycle challenge tasked riders to
8,500 miles of secondary roads from
the Florida Keys to Homer, Alaska.
Although he started dead last,Will
crossed the finish line almost a full day
ahead of the packwinning the half-

million-dollar payoff. ]t took him 194
hours and only 1 0 of those hours his
wheels weren't turning. Hoka Hey once
again challenges riders to another epic
ride and will is the man to beat. What's
hissecret,whatmakesthis51-year-old

privatej.et pilot so indomitable?
I had the good fortune to meet up

with Will at Chester's Harley Davidson
in Arizona, launch point for the sec-



ond Hoka Hey on August 5, 2011.
`'1 had been training for Hoka Hey

unintentionally,"Wllstates.`'lenjoy
motorcycling the Himalayas and India
solo on my Royal Enfield and regularly
encountereverypossiblescenario.
At 18,000-foot altitude you develop
stamina and endurance.When it's
time to stop, I just pitch a tent, sleep
a few hours, and continue on.There
are no road signs so an intuitive sense
of direction is critical. As a pilot, I ride
between flights so timelines keep me
focused and unrelenting, Hoka Hey
was a natural.''Sleeping several hours a
night for days on end may be natural for
Will Barclay but I dare say serious con-
tendersbeware.Typicallyhewouldn't
even take his helmet off,just lay down
for 30 minutes and recharge.The bar is
set and riders from around the globe
will partake in what may become the
world's most famous motorcycle ride.  9



With Harley-Davidson as this year's
sponsor and Barclay the man to beat,
participants had better step up their
game. When I ask what he's doing to
prepareforthisyear'sHokaHey,he
replies,'`Come by tomorrow and we'll
chat for a bit."

Its 10 a.in. by the hotel pool and
Will, at 6 feet,1  inch, wearing shorts, a
white Hoka HeyT-shirt, and H-D san-
dals greets me with an iced tea in hand
and beams,`'Welcome to my home."
We sit in the cool Arizona shade as
bikini-clad women sun themselves. As
I settle into a lounge chair one of the
bikini-clad beauties introduces herself

asEliza,Wi[l'sgirlfriend.Wecordially
chat, exchanging pleasantries. Both
work in the private-j.et industry and
travelextensivelyfortheirprofession.
They'velearnedthatwhereveryouare,
you are at home. Both radiate a warmth
and friendliness that made me feel
completelyathome.Subtlytryingto
plywill for some insight into his extraor-
dinary Hoka Hey win, we discuss his

profession."I have an uncanny internal
time clock and am in Dubai one day
and Hong Kong the next.There really is
nodesignatedtimetosleeporeat."He
pilots Gulfstreams, considered the most
advanced businessjet and clients run

thegambit.Willflewthepittsaround
AsiawhilefilmingthemoviesAM/.ghry
HeartandThecuriouscaseofBenjamin
Button.``l was taking Angelina Jolie to
Delhi and had to serve as captain and
head of security." Brad and Will watched
the sunrise while filming aboard a small
boat in the Ganges.The sun burned
off the morning fog and revealed the
human remains that had been entrust-
ed overnight to the sacred river in
Varanasi. . . his tone turns serious as he
discussesthetakeoveroftheTajMahal
Hotel in Mumbai by commandos in
2008. '`l was there with clients when the
commandostookthehotel.Theywere
sweeping the hotel for foreigners and
shooting them. I secured the privateiet
crew in a room under an East Indian
name.The security had abandoned the
hotel. I dressed in black, did a recon in
the dark, commandeered a hotel car,
and stripped it of its markings getting
everyonetotheairportandflewoutat
firstlight.Webarelygotoutwithour
lives,150 people died there."With a long

pause he continues,"I travel a lot and
ifltoldyousomeofmyexperiences

youjustwouldn'tbelieveme."lbegin
fantasizing a jet-setting Bond-esque
lifestyle, gallivanting the globe, sipping
Martinis when WII stops cold, looks me
in the eyes and says,"I am freelance,

just like you. Everyday's a new day and
a newjob."

Eliza has a parallel storyline. As an
executivej.et hostess she also is free-
Iance;neitherhavesteadyjobs.Eliza       >



tells me she plans to take wll to a drop
zone in Eloy, Arizona. So passionate
about skydiving, she lived and worked
thereforayearsoshecouldskydive
daily.Clearlytheybothattacklifewith
theexuberanceof20-somethings,
and if that's what keeps them both
so young,I subscribe."We're riding
there,doyouwanttogo?''Elizaasks.
Will smiles wryly behind his shades,
the Jacuzzi bubbling at his feet.``When
are you going?''l respond. A long

pauseallowsthelaughterofsplashing
of children to resonate the hotel air.
"Right now,''she purrs. I am beginning

to understand these two.Will Barclay
is not super-human, he's just not afraid
totakechances;impossibleisjustnot
inhisvocabulary.Theybothseemto
absorbthemomentsofullythatabrupt
transitionstocompletelydifferentexpe-
riencesoccurseamlessly...IIikethis.

I'mecstatictoberidingwithwlland
Eliza,trailingtheHokaHeywinneronthe
'08 H-D Electra Glide classic that faithful-

IycarriedhimsafelytotheAlaskanfinish
line. Excalibur, King Arthur's magical
sword, is the monikerwill has given the
Electra,yetthisloftypseudonymisliter-
ally slathered in bugs and dirt. I remind
myselfthatvvIlljustrodetoArizonafrom
upstate NewYork, 2,500 miles, in three
days.HewasleavingforLasvegasthe
nextday,thenbacktoArizonatosan
FranciscothenbacktotheEastcoast.HS
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probably puts more miles on his bike in
twoweeksthanmostdoinayear.Aswe
travel Arizona highways through tepid
Marchair,cirruscloudsgivewaytobar-
ren landscape and languid roadways. On
alonelytwo-laneroadtheshadowofa
smallplaneflyingatlowaltitudedrifts
over me then settles over vvIl I, Eliza, and
Excaliburandforamoment,theyhave
wings.It'sunbelievable,thispiloteven
flies on land. Eliza points skyward as I yell
outloud,"HokaHey!''It'sagooddayto
ride.

Sky Dive Arizona is Disneyland
for skydivers. It's an oasiswith plenty
of grass, trees, and a swimming pool
in the midst of an otherwise barren
desert.Thefacilityhasofflces,aircraft
manifesting, classrooms, an indoor

packingarea,equipmentsales,food,
a shower and laundry facility, camp-
ing area, and recreation hall.The
wind tunnel is astounding, floating,

gravity-free.Watching the Ariel ballet
of choreographed group skydiving is
trulyamazing.Typicallytheywould
have45-60secondsoffreefalltoprac-
tice these complex maneuvers but the
wind tunnel allows for minutes on end.
I realize that the phrase'`get in the wind"
trulyappliestoskydivers;theycan
reach speeds well in excess of 200 miles
an hour.Will and Eliza head to the han-

garstocheckoutthesuperottersand
Skyvans, capable of taking 23 skydivers
to 13,000 feet in 15 minutes.

I return to the bikes, this is my
chance to scrutinize every detail on
Excalibur: bone-stock Electra Glide
Classic, some Hoka Hey stickers on the
saddlebagsandfaring,andraggedyyel-
low Hoka Hey bandana hanging off the
trunk. ATC96 power plant, extra seat

pad, additional saddlebag brackets,
stock handlebars,10-inch windscreen
with windscreen pouches, tank bag. . .
what's this handwritten saying taped
insidethetankbag,andwhattheheck
is that little voodoo doll attached to the
handle bars?``l put 27,000 miles on her
in three months,"Will startles me. I point
to the adage on his tank bag. Will tells
me that Eliza gave him that before Hoka
Hey.``lt reminds me of my mission,"he
states. I point to the little doll.'`That's
an Indian prayer doll. She gave me that
too. She got it from her mother. It's my
totem. She named him GOGogetem."

WeleaveskyDiveArizonaandthis>



tiny road in the middle of nowhere ends
at a T. Will sits idling as if pondering
whethertoturnleftorrightthensud-
denly darts across the hard road and
rumbles up a dirt road towards the dis-
tant mountains. I follow. Dirt and gravel;
it's not too bad, but not my choice to
pilot a half ton of Harley and rider.The
scene is spectacular: endless freshly

plowed dirt rows and not a human in
sight. I hear his stereo playing a song by
the AIlman Brothers Band,``Midnight
Rider." No, l'm not gonna let 'em catch
me/no,ain'tgonnacatchtheMidnight
Rider. Will seems to need this space
to ride. I can't begin to imagine what
motorcycling through the Himalayas
alone must be like.The dirt road ends
and becomes, well, just dirt and in the
distance a beat-up truck approaches.
Westopandgreet.`'Howdy,''smiles

a weathered old farmer.`'Enjoyin yer
ride?"Will says it's a great road and asks
where it goes.`'Pretty much nowhere
butyoufeelfreetorideallofitson.This
is my land, and I don't reckon ever seein'
a big bike on it.''They laugh and wave

goodbye.
Will, Eliza, and I stop for a while

and chat. Will is more comfortable on
his motorcycle than anyone l've ever
met, and he seems at home no matter
where he is. I get the feeling these two
livefullyinthepresentandfearlessly
embrace the future. It was out here
in the desolate desert we discussed
philosophy, life tenets, and his beliefs.
Healsogaveawayoneofhisriding
secrets (see sidebar). On the dirt road
back a large hawk flew low alongside
us for the longest time as if even he was
surprised to see such large hogs travers-
ing his terrain.Yes,Will Barclay gave
meinsightintowhatittakestowin..
Winning anything requires training and

practice. His machine? Basically bone-
stock, much like the man, a bone-stock
human named Will Barclay. He is going
for it again. Hoka Hey 2011  now chal-
lenges riders to 10,000 miles through
all 48 contiguous states and canada to
Nova scotia.What makes him think he
can win again? Probably the same tank
bag mantra that this Midnight Rider has
beenchantingsincedayone:@

Winning is having faith and
som@thimg


