                                   HARRY TAYLOR LIVES IN OUR BASEMENT


Allow me to explain.  A Hodaka motorcycle has been on my “want” list, for many years.  I’ve had my copy of “The Hodaka Story” since the early 70’s, read every magazine test that featured them, and always found the bikes from Athena to be very appealing.  However, it always seemed as though there was a different motorcycle, which took precedent.  I needed/wanted a larger bike for example, or a street bike, or this, or that.  Whatever the case, for one reason or another, I never got around to bringing one of the toaster-tankers home.  


And then the years passed, imports of Hodakas ceased, and the opportunity for a new model was gone.  Existing bikes were all that remained, and the prospects of finding one in excellent condition, more and more elusive.  It was sad to see those I came across in boneyards and swap meets with rust covering the pretty, chrome fuel tanks, the bikes showing obvious signs of abuse and neglect.  


My hopes were revived however, when I saw that Hodaka was to be featured at the 2006 edition of Vintage Motorcycle Days.  Hot Dog!  This would be my chance!  And so, I arrived early to Mid-Ohio, with money in my pocket and eagle-eyes for a Ho-dad.  I already knew exactly what I wanted, too.  I’ve always known.  The Hodaka for me has always been a 125 Wombat.  One of those little, street-legal poppers would fit the bill just right.  


I immediately began cruising the swap meet, and it didn’t take long to zero in on what has to be one of the cleanest 125 Wombats currently in captivity.  Nearly tripping over myself as I rushed the owner, I took all of five seconds to survey the bike, then pop the all important question – how much?????  Well, this feller didn’t even bat an eye as he casually responded with, “Thirty-Five Hunnert Dollars”.  I immediately yanked my hand away from where it had been resting on the Wombat’s seat (so some other slob couldn’t slip in and steal the bike away from me), like it was a hot branding iron.  $3500!!!!  Egad!  Dejected, I retreated from the prize in defeat.    


But, I quickly rallied myself and pressed on.  And, just a few rows over, thar sat another nice Wombat.  This’n wasn’t quite as nice as the first, inlaid-with-gold model, but nontheless was a fine representation of the Wombat breed.  Once again I asked THE question – how much?  “Waaaal”, the owner drawled, “This here is my own, personal mo-chine, and a’hm not real sure I want to sell it.”  “Come on,” I promted him, “You’ve got it sitting right out in front here, with everything else.  Everything’s for sale!  How much, how much, how muuuuuuch?”  


And yet, still he hedged.  “Hey, look at this”, I said, as I pulled my wallet out and began tossing it in the air, exclaiming, “Hot, hot, ooh, hot!”  No response.  Finally he said, “Ok, give me a number”.  Well, I started high, ‘cause this was a nice bike, and went even higher.  And, even though I ended up tossing out numbers, which far exceeded the total fortune I was at the time carrying with me, the Wombat’s owner just kept shaking his head.  Yikes!  Once again, I left bikeless.  This was going to be a tougher nut to crack than I had expected.  


I continued to tromp the swap meet, and tromp and tromp, but “my” Wombat was not to be found.  Then I began hanging around the Hodaka display tent, set up in Mid-Ohio’s infield.  Zowee, was there a lot of nice bikes there!  I kept salivitating all over just about every one of them, especially the Wombats, ‘till Paul Stannard had to come out and chase me off.  We eventually extablished a thirty-yard, no-salavitating rule, but still I hung around.  Dang, I wanted one o’ those Wombats!  Here I was with money in my pocket, but no bike to be had.  


Eventually, I wandered back to the Penton Owners group, which are (for now) more tolerant of my presence, and loitered around.  Sometime later, one of the POG’ers putt-putted up on a 1974 Honda MT125 and stopped to say hello.  “Nice bike.”, I commented, and only semi-interested-ly, added, “Is it for sale?”  “Oh, no way.”, he said.  “This is my wife’s bike.  She’d kill me if I sold it.”  Then, as an afterthough, he added, “But, I’ve got a Hodaka you might be interested in.”  


Although this fellow stands over six feet tall, and outweighs me by a good 30 pounds, I instantly snatched him right out of the MT’s saddle, hustled him off to a quiet corner, and after checking for evesdroppers, whispered in his ear, “Where is it?”  “Ah, It’s at home.”, he said, with more than a bit of trepidation.  After promising over a blood-oath (alright, it was just cherry soda), that he wouldn’t sell the bike to anyone else, I let him go.  Well, sorta.  I did end up shadowing the guy for the rest of the weekend, just to be sure.


And, after sweating it out for another week, we got together so that I could see what the man had available.  What he rolled out of the garage turned out to be exactly what I was looking for.  There, squinting in the sunlight, was a totally complete and intact ’74 Wombat, right down to the blinkers, toolkit, tools, key, and title.  Man, what a find!  My friend is no fool, and knew just what the bike is worth, so I had to cough up the dough, but it was well worth it.  Happily, very happily, we loaded my prize into the back of The Big Red One, my old, Chevy pickup, and headed for home.


Now, a key part of this whole account, is that from the beginning, my wife has been fully in favor of purchasing a Hodaka.  Part of that is that she just loves the “Wombat” name.  And, once she laid eyes on the actual bike, thought it to be just about the cutest little thing she had ever seen.  Keeping in mind that the wife rides her own, big road bike, and has had her operator’s license for over twenty years, she nontheless never experienced the fun of a lightweight, two-stroke, trail bike.  So, as soon as we arrived home and she took her turn at riding our newest acquision, Reb announced, “I claim this one.”  She means it, too.  The Hodaka has officially become her’s, and she loves it.  


As with all our bikes, the final step in the Wombat becoming part of the family, was to assign it a name, and without knowing anything about the original cast of Hodaka characters, Reb picked “Harry”.  So, our Wombat has become, for now and always, Harry Taylor.  And be assured, Harry could not have been brought into a more loving and appreciative household.  He has his own, full-time spot in our basement, climate-controlled year-round, and will enjoy only the best of care, and gentle, pleasant riding.  Welcome home, Harry.                    

