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Hedonism l ives. l t  seems unl ikely, but i t 's true. The
oil's running out, we're hemmed in by repressive
laws protecting us from ourselves, paranoia is riÍe,
the world is getting bleaker in geometric progres-
sion. But somewhere near the fringes of lunacy,
there burns a spark oÍ pure pleasure-seeking reck-
lessness; a part of human nature - one oÍ its saving
graces - that casts aside considerations of
commonsense and goes over the top.

It's this oure and wonderful spirit which causes
people to bore Guzzi Le Manses (or should that
read Les Mans?) out to 1000cc. There's an amply
powerful sports motorcycle, with neato handling
and already good Íor 130mph: enough to show al l
but the very quickest l i t re-bikes a view oÍ a dts-
appearing tail-light Írom its 848cc. So what do they
do: they put a damn big-bore kit on. They're driven
mad by power and pleasure.

Thank God Íor them, say L Such ideas should be
fostered and encouraged to the hilt (you could even
send me money and l ' l l  buy me one). The Moto
Guzzi Le Mans is a good bike to begin with. A
1000cc kit makes it Íaster, easier to ride and a Íar
better machine.

Right. Let's start with the basic Íacts. One 850 Le
N4ans: out oÍ the crate at the London Motorcycle
Centre (since this story, the firm's been plunged into
the bedlam of a confusing take-over. . . see spec
panel).  Ride, r ide, r ide. .  .  i t 's al l  run in. Tinker,
tinker, tinker. . . it's in bits on the floor. Bore, scrape,
shove . . . it's ready for bigger pistons. Screw, screw,
gotta have a break. Bolt, bolt, bolt. . . and it's ready
Íor final tuning on the rolling road. Then give it to
Supergike Íor a thrash round the test track. Good
idea, gents.

And there the red Guzzi is matched against a siz-
zling and even redder four-pot Rickman Honda:
given plenty oÍ (expensive) attention Íor the same
sort of hedonistic reasons. The twoJisted thumping
vee-twin heavyweight versus the new regime. Which
one won? Read on and you will know all.

Right now you must Íirst reach an understanding
of the basic animal that is the Le Mans. lt's an old-
Íashioned engine in a modern frame. The basic
design and construction of the 90 degree vee-twin
dates way back to humbler origins than the dash-
ing sportster. l ts components reÍ lect an old-
Íashioned air oÍ bulky strength. A Guzi crankshaft
Íor instance, looks like it comes from a diesel truck
engine: changing the gears can be reminiscent oÍ
throwing thê cogs oÍ a combine harvester into
mesh. This old-time religion has its advantages.
Though I've never owned a Guzzi, I believe they're
built to last. Furthermore, it's basically two simple
pushrod singles, so minor maintenance at least is
easy. And the Guzzi is the only bike with removable
Írame sections to make dropping the engine
simpler. Even fitting an ltalian Centre big-bore kit is
a straightforward operation, aq you shall see. The
drawbácks - mainly a crudish Íeel and an unwilling-
ness to rev are oífset by the joys ot two-cylinder
torque. Brutish full-bellied gutsiness is, after all,
usable more of the time than peaky top-rev punch'

ln respects other than the engine and gearbox,
the Guzzi is modern enough indeed. In the tield oÍ
braking, it's integral linked stoppers take it several
clear steps ahead qf the rest of the industry. lts Íiner
points are timeless rather than modern: a Íine-
handling Írame with firm and crisp suspension, and
styling with such elegant, aggressive poise tha!-lt
makes you stand back in wonderment and awe. un
looks albne, the Guzzi is a bike to fall in love with.
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It is also a bike oÍ great character. Engine and
frame are shared with the Guzzi tourers: the 850T3
and V1000 Convert. Turning it into the sporting Le
Mans involved building in a lew quirks. Although the
camghaÍt is not madly wild, the carburetion is. Two
fat 36mm Dell 'Orto pumpeÍ carbs gasp through
open trumpet intakes, making hungry sucking
noises all the time the engine is running. Basically,
though, it's oveÊcarbed. lt's Íine when the revs get
up but a tiny bit touchy about starting (it insists on
Íull choke even when it's hot, . . and Guzzis get very
hot). lt's also kinda delicate about how wide you
open the slides at lower rêvs. Give it too much gasp
before ifs ready, and it waÍÍles and slurps, spits
back and gasses up.

The other modiÍication Írom the touring mode -.
apart Írom an ultra-low proÍile and a semi-racer
riding crouch - is to gearing. The cogs on the Le
Mans are high: its legs arê very long indeed.
Combine a touchy low-rev throttle with a tall first
gear, and you see that the standard bike, while quite
capable of whuffling around, dêmands skill and
care around town. More important, it also doesn't
step otf the line as fast as the top speed would
suggest (around 1 30mph, remember?).

Enter the big-bore kit, developed from modified
Guzzi parts by the ltalian Centre oÍ Wandsworth. As
lwrite this, it's still in the prototype stage: by March
they hope to have it on sale at bêtween Ê250 and
8300. Like I said, it's a dead simple nut-and-bolt
operation. A matter of stripping the baÍrels otf,
swopping the pistons, and putting the barrels back
on, with a bit oÍ backroom work in the middle.
Simple spannerwork, even Íor a kluE. Jet up the
carbs (part of the kit) and you're suddenly the ourner
of the first one-litre Guzzi Le Mans on the block.

The bike was waiting for me at the London Motor-
cycle Centie when I dropped the staff Ducati
Darmah off for its second service (nearly run in . ..
good news). Hunched and tiny over its hugê alloy
engine w[th its jutting finned cylinders, red and
black with a dashing dayglo panel on the front of the
silly cowling, it was almost shockingly beautiÍul.
Workshop man John Elliot tweaked the little plastic
over-centre switch that serves as the universal
Italian choke lever, and thumbed the button. ïhe
bike spluttered once, then caught with a gigantic
booming throb that echoed in the alleyway like an
earthquake. Yeah . . . Íorgot to mention that the final
mod in the kit is drilling out most of the exhaust
baÍfles as well. The big-bore Guzzi is extravagantly,
gloriously /oud.

Otf down the wet and traffic-strewn South Circu-
lar mincing machine in the rain, I simply stayed in'
first gear. The Guzzi's like that. lt'll do over 50mph in
first with ease, and still sound lary and relaxed. The
big-bore does it much much better than the
standard machine. Torque feels like it's up a good
15 per cent, and no longer does it feel quite'so
generously over-carbed.

I was heading Íor a corner oÍ far-flung Surrey, site
oÍ SuperBike's top-secret test track, where Mighty
Mammal David Hamill was waiting Íor me with his
pet Rickman Honda 812. (He wasn't waiting,
actually, but l'll get him back.) Once the greasy con-
Íines of London trunk roads had magically meta-
morphosed into the tranquil trees ànd modest
mansions oÍ the stockbroker belt, I could start
winding the slides oÍ thosê Dell 'Ortos open through
the gears, and Íeeding the greedy Guzzi more of the
go-iuicê it loves so much.

The rewards were noisy but lavish. lt barely
seems to matter whêre on the clock the rev counter
lay: Íeed on the throttle and the low-slung ltalian
proiectile launches itselÍ with a rush that can only bê
described as iqexorable. The ton comes up quickly
on the clock (somewheré before a true 90, in fact,
Guzzi instruments are as gênerous as the styling is
stunning) and is soon Íorgotten. An indicated
130mph is within easy access (comes out at about
115 really), and the top speed I attained on the
orubbv short straiqht oÍ the track was 129mph, withgrubby short straight oÍ the track was 129mph, with
more to come in the long-legged top.ged top.

turned uWhen Dave Hamill Íinally turned up, we weÍe set
for a battle royal on the tight (and wet and slippery)
test track. In Íact, it didn't really work like that. Thetest track. In Íact, it didn't really work like that. The
emphasis of power on the Rickman tlonda was so
different from thàt of thê big Guzzi that there was
really no contest in side-by-side comparison. The
Honda's a revvy beast and the gearing had been
upped considerably Íor top speed. The Guzzi has it
ail much lower down and it's easier to use. So the
acceleration test, for inEtande, was a walkover for
the Guzzi. Yay, my bikewon . . .

I explained earlier how the standard Le Mans

suffers a bit on step-ofÍ due to its high gearing. lt is
heÍe that the major beneÍit of the 1000cc conver-
sion becomes clear. Torquè is abundant Íight
through from 2000rpm and no longer: does first feel
too tall for a quick getaway. You can virtually dump
the clutch, and on a wet track I recorded consistent
12.5-second standing quarters, with a best run of
12.35. That is very very fast Íor a street cycle.

On mid-range acceleratiori (and on bikes like
these, mid-range is Írom 80 to around 100mph!),
there was little to choqse between the two: the Guzzi
tramping along niith an exhaust boom some four
octaves lower than the screaming, sizzling Honda.
Top speed? Still about equal at some 130mph at the
end oÍ the test-track straight, but l'll allow the Honda
probably had a handful of mph on the Le Mans.

The comparison showed, though, what diverse
resuhs you get by the diÍÍerent tuning approaches.
The Guzzi relies on simply increasing the engine's
size, Apart from exacerbating (no, that's notá,ng like
wotsitbating) the Guzzi's already prolific tendency to
shudder and thud below 3000rpm, it makes the
engine just much much torquier than standard,
though probably only a little more powerful at higher
revs. The result is a very fast motorcycle that is very
easy to ride Íast. The Honda has usable torque, but
the real oower is concentrated between 6000 and
10000rpm, and it comes in with a rush. To ride it
Íast, you must slir the gears, keep the revs sizzling:

much more like hard work than simply opening the
chokes on the Guzzi.

Sorne final words: more praise to heap on the
large pile already accumulated concerning Guzzi's
masterly integral braking system. In slippery condi-
tions; it's a liÍesaver. For you two not familiar with the
system: the brakê pedal operates one front disc and
the rear disc in a 70:30 proportion. The hand lever is
a bonus, operating the otheÍ front disc. In normal
riding, you need not even use your hand. Even in
slippêry wetness, you can stomp on the pedal and
the Guzzi squats and stops. Be brutal, and you'tl just
manage to lock the back wheel foÍ the last few
inches. In a crisis, or pushing it on a track, a quick
kiss oÍ the pucks on the secondary front disc adds
enough stopping power to make it a sensation.
Cast-irón Brembo discs are superb: and wet or dry
the system has a combination oÍ Íantastic stopping
power, real sensitivity and idiot-proof operatioó
alien to any rider of Japanese machinery. Will the
rest oÍ the industry please catch up.

if you can live with the Guzzi Le Mans' (mostly
minor) faults, i f  you can put up with crazy
instruments, switchgear that doesn't inspire confi-
dence, finish that chips off; and if your passenger
can handle the insecurity of the tiniest seat on any
big bike, I can recommend the bored-out Guzzi,
Italian Centre style. lt's one of the easiest and most
glamorous ways to go really fast. MS
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Honda Four. The engine that started it all; that
tacked the word super on to what had previouslv
been just plain old bike. The one which iinallv laió
the ghost oÍ the motorised bicycle. Honda 

-Four.

Sounds sort of right, doesn't it?
Remember what it was like in the days before

multi cylinders, overhead cams and oil se-als which
do just that became the norm? Roadside reoairs?
Dismal little workshops where grubby mechanics
coaxed, prodded and bul l ied equallv orubbv
parallel twins and singles back to some sêmiblancé
of life? The puddles of oil which marked the biker's
lonely passage.through a largely hostile world?
FiKing was a rather masochistic pursuit, confined to
Íoolhardy, uh, "enthusiasts", or people who couldn't
get the bread together for anything more upmarket.

ln many ways 1969 was the beginning of the end
oÍ all that. Enter Honda Four, stage left in a blaze oÍ
lights. Enter the era oÍ the mechahic as technician -
with white coat that stays that way - stage right. The
motorcycle as a high technology consumer durable;
hardware to be marketed, merchandised and made
socially acceptable, was born. Honda's brainchild
gave biking something it had never had before;
fashionable acceptability.

Since those heady days, a lot of Íour star petrol
has flowed through a lot of quad Keihin carbó, and
the Four has become something oÍ a commonplacê.
I mean, you don't see gaggles of aweíruck
onlookers gawping reverentiallyàt them as iÍ thev'd
seen the Second Coming these days, do you?-ln
short, the Four ain't no spring chickeh nor, iome to
that, is it even a summer chicken. The pace oÍ
Japbike development has speeded up wiih such
Íearsome rapidity that '69's winner is ,78's also ran.
Double overhead cams, watercooling, four valves
per cylinder, shaft drive; these àre the new
technological status symbols, and one litre is iust
the starting point for superbike status.
_ The foregoing doesn't necessarily mean that the
Four is about to curl up and die. Even in stock form
it can push F2 and K series bikes to speed$ well in
excess oÍ the ton; showing a clean pair of heels to
many more modern, more expensive machines into
the bargain. And then, iÍ you want more, why you
could always arrange for chassis and engine tó óart
company, truck the latter along to your friendly lócal
tuning shop, have them work á touch of mech-anical
magic and drop the resultlng sizzler oÍ a motor into
a chassis that can keep all that muscle where it
belongs - on the ground.

That's exactly how the second of our demon duo
oÍ ultrabikes came into being. The plot goes some-
thing likê this: Ken Dunmatl, 31 and dbing quite-
nicely-thank-you in the transport business, naó tnis
hankering after being King of the Street. Fine, we all
have daydreams about that sort of thing at some
time or othêr. Ditference between you and me and
Ken, is that Ken actually goes out ánd does some-
thing. about it. A list of the class motorcycles he,s
had the pleasure of owning in his time is iópressive.
He began with a Beeza C1 1G, somewheré back in
the mists of time, and then progressed up to a
Norton Big Four single. After a Shobting Star'SOOSS
- a Rgcket Gold Star, as featured in mány a biker's
nostalgia-laden reminiscences. "Went into lamo-
post after three years", is ihe laconic postscript io
my notes about that one. A couple of Triumphs next,
ju_st to kill time, and then a customised 'Sg.Triumph
TR6 in pink and green, with copper plated detailiriq,
no lèss. After a Triton - with racing cams, an AR-É
big bore conversion, a Íour plug head and 32mm
carbs - the big changeover came; a Japanese bike.

Not jusl any old Japanese bike mind you. Come
to that, a Dresda Honda g00cc caÍe racerls qot more
British parts than the current, ahem, Socc Ílàoshio of
our.sole.surviving manufacturer, so lguess iíget's in
unoer tne tape as an honorary native of these
shores. Anyhow, I digress. The Dresda,didn,t have
very pleasant brakes", so it was sold and replaced
by the Rickman. Inasmuch as any Rickman óan be
considêred bog standard, this one was. Tired of
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building his own bikes from the ground up, Ken
bo.ught a brand new rolling chassisánd engirie, fully'
set up, courtesy of Read Titan in Leytonstone.
. Trouble was, it didn't quite have the performance
to match those handsomely menàcing looks
because the engine was compietely stock,-just the
way it came ofi the production line át Hammámatsu.
A remedy to this dilemma was soon Íound via the
pages of that weekly biking rag, which only ever
gets reacÍ for the small ads. Turned out that
someone was interested in selling a very hot
Bickman CR, and splits, part exchaiges or what-
nave-yous were webomed. A few telephone calls
and a somewhat lightened wallêt later, Ken was the
proud owner of 900ccs of gung-ho Honda power,
the result oÍ a PX deal with his original engine.
. .OK, enough of this everyday-story-oÍ-:bikingjotk

shit. Let's move on to the bÍt where I roll up at 
-Ken's

house, and he takes me out to the lair wh'erein lhe
BeasÍ lurks. There it is, a shaft of red piercino the
gloom oÍ a garage that's otherwise ai innocÍous
qs evêry other suburban garage. you can like
Rickmans, you can hate RiCkmans, but you can't
ignore Rickmans. The impression oÍ latent-power in
large quantities, conÍined in an amazingly compact
Írame and gift-wrapped in slim, streamliireO gt'ass-
fibre-, is invariably what lingers on in people,s minds
the first time that they see one.

Sitting on such an uncompromising cafe racer for
the first time's a trifle disconèerting thbugh. you Íeel
as iÍ you're all arms and legs, a éimple turn in the
street becomes a six point éffort with the restrioted
steering lock, your throttle hand begins to feel like
lead after a while because clip-ons stiain your arms,
and 50 miles is enough to máke your baif feet as ii
a red hot poker's been thrust between the
vertebrae. Least thafs thê way the things always hit

me, and the Rickman was certainly no exception.
Just keeping the thing going was a chore until the

engine warmed up properly, and then there was thê
down-Íor-up reversed geaÍchange to master. When
you're used to riding touring bikes most of the time,
getting on a cafe racer is like relearning a language
that you've all but forgotten. Nice thing is th-ougi,
you soon become Íluent. After a day or so-oÍ
banging your shins on the Íairing, Íeeling like an
asshole in city traffic and cocking up gearèhangss,
the whole thing suddenly Íalls into place and you
become almost a part of the machine. Riding stóps
being a series oÍ disconnected jerks and stais, and
you, the rider, are the dominant voice in a Íluid
dialogue between man and bike.

Hold on. Sorry to intêrrupt my own reverie, but
why do I suddenly Íind myselÍ gêtting hot, swêaty
qnd b9d temper€d in the middle of Lewisham High
Street? Ah yes, there I was, on my way over to
impress my girlfriend, when my fluid dialogue was
rudely interrupted by the complete and uttei refusal
of the clutch to disengage when t pulled the lever in
to change down. In heavy, slow moving traffic, with
an electric start which only operates in nêutral, and
a none too healthy battery, that's bad nenvs buddy.
Sho'nutÍ | managed to stall, and God, is it a hassíe
trying to look cool and kickstart a Rickman with a
circle of inanely grinning schoolkids ogling.

I highlight this incident because: A) it shows that
living wíth a high performance engine isn't all wine
and roses; and B) it turned our expected battle oÍ
the giants on the test track into something oÍ a non-
event. Whatever th€ reason, from that moment on,
the clutch was on its way out, and under anything
stronger than gentle acceleration it slipped
hopelessly. Hence, no ac@leration figures.

Before we move on to the,.test session, a brief
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look at the internals of the engine that was to be
pitted against ltaly's Íinest. Hadleigh Custom in
Brighton were the people responsible Íor the
package, and for starters, they hogged out the
bores to give a capacity oÍ 900 meaty centimetres.
Work on-the hêad was farmed out to S&S Per-
ÍoÍmance, whose ability to extract every last ounce
oÍ power from multi-cylinder Jap engines is nigh-on
legendary (for the lowdown on S&S, cop a load of
Stwe Brennan's feature on their Turbo Suzuki on
page 30). lf Ken'sengine ever suffered Írom blocked
nasal passages, it doesn't now, thanks to the
Stevenitt and Savory patent miracle cure. the head
was given a complete porting and polishing iob, with
the inlet tracts opened up Írom 28 to 32mm
diamêter. Filling the holes are a set of oversize
valves with special guides, and racing springs to
ward ofÍ valve bounce until well after the 10 000 rev
mark. Ken describes the cam as "semi-racing; a
Íairly sharp grind", and it's driven by a racing cam
chain. According to Hadleigh though, that cam's the
real, pukka racing item.

To make sure the bottom end's as bulletproof as
the top end, Hadleigh replaced the stock conrods
which have sornething oÍ a reputation for breaking,
with Honda's own steel racing specials. The pistons
themselves are Íairly modest 8.5:1 compression
ratio jobs, machined to clear those oversize valves.

The equation adds up to one mammoth job lot of
potential power in search oÍ a soqrce of fuel at one
end, and a drivetrain at the other. OK, we'll take it
from the top, where the stock Keihin carburettors -
admittedly upjetted with the needles set on notch
number five, and breathing easy through racing
bellmouths - are entrusted with pouring fuêl into the
cylinders. With those widened inlet tracts, 28mm is a
bit on the restrictive side, which probably accounts
Íor an occasional and very slight hesitancy on the
part oÍ the engine. Nothing major, just the odd
splutteÍ here and there, which is almost lost in vast
surges of raw power which threaten to put throttle-
happy riders clean into orbit. Ken knows all about
the problem, and he knows all about the solution
too; a'set of ultra pricy (Ê280 eac4 last time he
asked), super-trick, super-temperamental racing
carbs. Not surprisingly, he's leaving as is.

I think that l've already said enough concerning
the clutch, so I won't bore you further by letting you
know that it's stock Honda, 'cept tor the addition oÍ
racing Êprings. We weren't the best of friends, but all
that's past history now, because Ken's installed a
heavy duty unit since I rode the bike.

lÍ | mention the word Quaife, all you boring
cognosce.nti out there will be able to tell your not-so-
knowledgeable friends that my left foot had the
plêasure of juggling around a set of best close. ratio
cogs that money can buy. Ken got into the close
ratio habit with his British cafe racers, and admits
that his Íive speed cluster's something oÍ a luxury.
Still, what's life if you can't spoil yourselÍ? Apart from
neutral. which never seemed to be around when I
wanted it, the gears were right wheÍe lwanted them
to be, every time. Even first, which was admittedly a
bit long-legged Íor trolling around London, wasn't
the clutch-sl ipping pain that we've come to
associate with, say, ltalian performance bikes.

Ken's mighty Honda sounds l ike a high-
perÍormance bike motor shou/d sound, not like
some environmentally conscious committee woultl
have i t  sound. None of -your superannuated
vacuum-clêanerlike apologies for exhaust notes;
just an almighty growl rising to the sort of banshee
wail that's only usually let loose on the race track.
ïhe inslrument responsible Íor this virtuoso per-
formanie is a Piper four-into-one exhaust, "with
holes drilled out here and there", says Ken.

And so to the test track, where long sufÍering
Mike Scotts been waiting. for'me at least eight
double-spaced sides of copy. Mike took the tourist
route through the back lanes of Surrey, you'll
remember. Well I was in a hurry, so I was content to
simply blow the doors ofÍ everything that moved on
the M3; alternating great dollops of brute power on
the open road with rapieÍ thrusts through traffic,
using the Rickman's taut, responsive and super-
rigid frame to full advantage.

On-track, the Rickman just seemed to get
steadier and steadier as the speedometer crept past
90, 100, 110 and on up to the occasional '130. Maybe
I was just more used to it, but the bike seemed more
surefooted at thêsê sort of speeds than the Guzzi,
which is a legendary handler itselÍ. The only Ílaw in
this scenaÍio was the triple Lockheed disc-brake
setup, which was hard pressed to curb some of the
wilder excesses oÍ an over-zealous throttle hand.
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Especially culpable was the rear brake, which
locked up at the slightest excuse but didn't seem to
do much else. Definitely a big minus there,
especially up against the Guzzi's superlative linked
braking system of which Mike has sung praises.

Which was the taster of the two? Hard to say,
given the restrictive straights oÍ our test track and
the lousy condition of the tarmac surface, plus of
course that shot-to-pieces clutch. lve got to admit
too that my courage and skill tend to run out some
time before Mike's, so in actuality, the Guzzi had a
winning edge. All things being equal though, I
reckon that the Rickman could have just pipped'the
Le Mans, by a nose. 'Fact, while we're on the subject
of anatomy, l'll stick my neck out and opine that an
all-out banzai run on a long, straight road would
take the needle up to between 138 and 142 mph.

The engine had a Íairly wide spread oÍ power and
torque, but it definitely had to be rewed hard to
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make the most of its potential. With close ratio
gears, this is no problem, and you can screamyour
way around at 8500 revs the whole day long iÍ you
want to. The restrictive size of the carbs might be the
reason why thats the effective red-line, even though
the rest of the engine should be capable of making
solid power r,ight up to the 10,000 mark. With
uprated carburation though, God only knows how
fast Ken could tool around the North Circular.

It takes a certain brand oÍ dedication, not to
mention a healthy bank balance, to own a Rickman,
especially a projectile like Ken's. All that nickel
plating and chromework wouldn't take too kindly to
salty winter roads, and after our wet and muddy test
session it took Ken two painstaking days to get it
back into pristine condition. Not a bike for day to
day use. But iÍ it's ultimates you're after,.and you_
arèn't too bothered about the hassles, there ain't
many better ways to fly than Rickman. DH

PÊRFORMANCE
Maximum Speed-
Standing OuarteÍ Mile -
Fuel Consumptlon -

142mph (est)
n/a (see copy)
33mpg

137mph (est)
12.3ssecs
36mpg

RICKMAN
HONDA CR
[2500 (appÍox)

MOTO GUzz'
LE MANS 1OOO
92099 plus c250-1300 big-bore kit

ENGINE
Type -

ModiÍications -

Displacêment -
PoweÍ Output-
Bore & Stroke -
CompÍesslon Ratio -
lnduction *

Exhaust -

air-cooled lransverse in-line Íour-
stroke Íour; single-overhead-
camshaft
Hadleigh Custom big-bore kit,
Honda steel con-rods, Íull-race
cam and chain, S&S PerÍormance
gasjlowed head
898cc
85-90bhp (est)
67 x 63mm
10 :1
Íour 28mm Keihin slide carbs with
throttle pumps
Pioer fdur-into-one

ory sump
battery and coil

air-cooled longitudinal 90-degree
vee-twin Íour-stroke; Push-rod
overhead valves
Italian Centre big-bore kit; cam,
valves and heads remain standard

949cc
est 10bhp gain on standard 80bhp
98 x 78mm
9.2:1
two Dell'Orto 36mm slide carbs with
throttle pumps
twin tailpipes with balance PiPe,
baÍÍles and outlet enlarged
wet sump
battery and coil

OilSystem -
lgnition -

TRANSMISSION
Clutch-
Prlmary Drive-
Flnal Drive -
Gears -

multi-plate wet with racing springs
duplex chain
* in:chain
Íive-soeed Quaife close-ratio

dry single-plate diaPhragm
direct
shaft
Íive-speed

RUNNING GEAR
Frame -

Front Suspension -
ReaÍ Suspension -

Wheelbase-
Seat Height -
\iveight (wet) -
Fuel Capaclty -
Tyrès -

BÍakes -

Rickman duDlex cradle, nickel-
olated
Betor tele forks, 5.5ins travel
swinging arm with Girling gas
snocKs
5Ë.5rns
31ins
480lbs
3-5oalls
Dui loo Red Arrows.4.1O x 18
Íront,4.25 x 18 rear
Rickman discs with Lockheed
calipers, twin 11ins front, single
10ins rear

duplex cradle with detachable
bottom tubes
tele Jorks
swinging arm with adiustable spring-
shocks
57.9ins
30.5ins
488lbs
5.80alls
MeÉeller. 3.50 x 18front, 4.10 x 18
feaí
triÈle Brembo discs with Moto Guzzi
integral braking system

INSTRUMENTS 150mph speedo with triP;
1 1 oo0rDm rev counter. red line at
8000rpm; warning lights for high
beam, indicators, neutral, oil
pressur.e, generator

160mph speedo, no triP;
10 000rpm rev counter, yellow line at
700orpm, red at 8000rpm; warning
lights for neutral, lights, oil pressure,
high beam, generator

Test blke supplied by

Tuning Modlílcatlons by

Rolllng Chassls by

Ken Dunmall

Hadleigh Custom, 75 Westborough
Road. WestclitÍe-on-Sea, Essex
Rickman Bros (Engineering) Ltd,
Stern Lane, New Milton, Hants

London Motorcycle Centre,
51 East Hill, Wandsworth,
London SW18
STOP PRESS: As lhis copy went to
press, the LMC was taken over bY
Three Cross Garage, Ringwood,
Hants. The London Íirm's Íuture is
uncertain.
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It takes vearsql-of breedine to
ilR buildÏtre

worldts
finest

Thord--breds

Lc Mans 197E
Wouldn't it be nice jf the Moto-Guzzi factory could mass_produce 

th* yr.ng. of powerful sportirrg anJ tturing V-twinmotorcycles? Then it would be possiÉe for more motor_cyclists around the world to enjoy.ihese rn".frin", of quatity.
The only trouble is, some changis in .ngin.r.inlá"rig" _i!ítbe required to make them morè suitablË for mais_proouction.
{t might also be necessary to èhange some iterns, iike the front
l:rf:11-..1. 

suspension units wf,ich pl"y-á, i.p".tant partrn rne superb handline qualities of the big Guziis, o. iu.nchange to steel insteàd'of cast-iron- b;;ï; b.""use newsuppliers of these items would have to Uu founOlà cope withthe.increased production. Then slowly nr*ï""iiin"s wouldbe designed by accountaíts and cost-cierks instead of peopte
that love and understand what u ,"ul -otoi"y"Ëir.

No-- come fo.think of it, perhaps it is best to continue slowly
buildirig- srhali quantities of fine quality motorcycles. Aftei
all somebodj has got to teach thesjcomputers the difference
b.:j:i-n a real motorcycle and a two-whieled product. After
all if Moto Guz,zi had not produced an integrai brake system
and did not fit cast,iron brakes (many professional- road
racerS acknowledge that this is the safesi braking system on
any motorcycle) the steel disc would still be ttóogtt of as
acceptable. Ifroad testers could not ride a bike [kJ a Guzzi
gvery,_..norv and then, they might not know what a good
handling bike is really like. ttre tr,toto Guzzi I-e ManJ not
:l]y. r"pn the Avon productioir race series last year, but
filled three of the first four places. Moto Guzzi have made
:::::T{ytT"1o.rcy9les, jor over 50 years. understandably they
still do it a lot bettei than most.

fos8 2)

50(hc VE 1957

Moto Guz zi Concessionaires U.K.Ltd
19, Crawley Rd, Lutonr Beds.
Tele phone 414322.

& t{u.GHES
t -  G B 0 U P  . r


