Y A D
eels compelled to
repeat it 17 years later
about the Moto Guzzi Le
Mans. Did vou lust after
one? Was there ever
such a beautiful bike?

HE speedo is indicating
about 90mph as you roll back
the throttle, select top gear
with a deliberate prod of the left
boot and then tug the big Dell’Ortos open
again to send the big V-twin forward with
renewed urge.

With your head tucked as far as possible
behind the tiny flyscreen, the sound is a deli-
cious blend of sucking bellmouths, clattering
valve gear.and mbling exha >
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Moto Guzzi Le Mans

MOTO GUZ2Y

and the  Guzzr’s cluich is another, its grabbi-
ness as you pull away a hint that the twin-plate
unit was not the engine’s strong point.

The gearchange was never too hot either,
especially in the lower ratios, and even if you
shift the long-travel lever carefully it’s all too
easy to find a false neutral. But as the Le
Mans lopes away it’s impossible not to be cap-
tivated by the gentle throbbing (it’s too pleas-
ant to be called vibration) of the big v-twin, or
by the sounds coming from its pipes and from
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e engme could deliver.
\Wlth the motor acting as a stressed mem-
ber, frame rigidity is absolute. And the Guzzi’s
conservative steering geometry helps ensure
that where many old rivals, especially the
Japanese, would be getting distinctly uneasy,
the Le Mans powers through with no need for
the steering damper at its headstock.
Admittedly, part of the secret is in the stiff-
ness of its suspension, which in true Seventies
Italian tradition is well hard at both ends. The
forks in particular punish your wrists on a
rough road espec1ally under heavy brakmg
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