THERE'S something to be said for Bike
readers: if you take exception to items or
developments that appear in the magazine
you waste no time at all in letting us know.
So the rush of mail that appeared after the
two most recent sports moped sessions
(Fantic v Gilera v Malaguti, June/July "74.
and Batavus v Testi v Giullietta, November
'74) contained one very plain message —
"twas time to get round to the big sellers, the
Yamahas. Hondas and Puchs of the sixteen-
ers world.

Just why it took us a while to reach the
most popular bikes is something there’s no
real explanation for. Maybe it was a sub-
conscious reaction to those letters that
every bike publication gets accusing it of
being anti-British, anti-European and pro-
Japanese. Such letters. complete with all the
usual outworn jibes about rice-burners etc..
forget that all the attention to Japanese
bikes is just a reflection of what is: an awful
lot of people ride 'em. and an awful lot
more want to read about 'em. And anyway.
if it wasn't for Japanese marketing tech-
niques the biking boom of the sixties and
seventies would probably not have hap-
pened, certainly on such a large scale, and
the entire motorcycle world would be a
much more limited place than it is now.

So a Big Three sports moped test it had
to be, with two Japanese bikes and one
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Graham Sanderson and Phil Mather
take a look at the three you've all been
waiting for.
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Austrian fighting it out. The Puch M50
came from the importers themselves, via
their affable and efficient PR crew, Murray
Evans of Lunnun town. A Yamaha FSI1-E
came from John Lee. who's to be seen at
weekends riding Bultacos in a flurry of mud
and curses at trials in the south Midlands,
and in between times runs his shop on the
A6 at Higham Ferrers, Northants. He even
got his men to do a brisk running-in session
on the bike, a much appreciated gesture,
‘cos when you're a big-time sickle tester
who's ideal machine is a double-engined
turbo-charged Vincent Black Shadow, boy
is it ever boring if you have to “break in"
mopeds at a steady 32.5 mph.

And finally, Clarkes Industries of Not-
tingham, trusting souls who we'd never met
or spoken to before, readily agreed to loan a
Honda SS50. the only four-stroke sixteener
vou can buy, at the drop of a phone call.

There was one other bike we intended to
get into this test, to make it a Big Four
session, and that was a Garelli. We keep
getting these letters saying what a gutsy lit-
tle device it is. and what have we got
against it, as we've yet to ride it. The
answer is nothing, and it would have been
in this feature ‘cept that at the time it was in
short supply and neither dealer nor
importer could lay hands on one. Another
time...
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SIXTEENERS. Tiny prey for rampaging
lorries. A source of amusement to sports
car drivers. Too good to be called a moped
and yet not quite a motorcycle. The In-
Betweenies of the biking world. [ had
always wondered what it would be like to
sling a boot across one of these law-beating
machines. And just as if the Bike hierarchy
were mind-readers an editorial finger beck-
oned me to the nissen hut offices of our
beloved mag where the ever apprehensive
Mike Nicks handed over a sporty looking
Puch M50S.

Marvellous. A sixteener that really does
look like a motorcycle with only the tell-
tale pedals giving the game away. Neat
lines, a nice finish in cherry red with a matt
black frame. and just look at the size of
those brakes. Are you sure this is a six-
teener. Mike? With a bubbling air of expec-
tancy 1 leapt aboard ready to have the
glories of 35mph biking unfurl before me.
This schoolboy excitement soon departed in
a haze of oily smoke regurgitated by a
nearby Scania. 1 was horrified how the vac-
uums created by these monsters drew me so
dangerously close to the wheels — visions
of wooden overcoats paraded themselves
before my eyes saying “Be warned™,

I found the seating position just right,
with a slight forward lean to grasp the sen-
sibly shaped bars. and after nearly 200 test
miles I wouldn’t complain about the pad-
ding.

Dusk fell, and after a close shave with a
wandering pedestrian 1 gave the Puch’'s 6
volt system a chance to prove itself. It failed
miserably. [ now understand why lighting is
measured in terms of candle power. for the
output on our little Austrian friend was
somewhere in the region of one candle. In
fact there was scarcely enough glow from
the headlamp to cast an orangy haze over
the front mudguard. Peering into the murk [
slowed to 25 mph lest T should take an
unexpected course in dyke diving.

Fiddling about with the rather tinny
looking switch produced the desired effect
on the front end at least, but the rear light
now flickered in protest. My Columbo-nose
for detection led me to the conclusion that
this machine had an electrical fault. This
suspicion was confirmed by another MS30
owner who said his lights were always OK.
The winkers on our machine worked per-
fectly throughout the test.

| found the gear-box a little crunchy and

giant test

Abave left: Front downtubes
bolt to headstock ensuring
rigid support for motor unit.

Above right: Overall, the
M350S was the most *‘motor-
cycle" looking of the three
test bikes. A larger capacity
engine will fit the chassis.

Right: Pedals hang vertically
leaving foot controls just out
of reach.

perhaps the gap between first and second is
too great for smooth acceleration. Actual
riding was more fun than I thought possible
with the literally bolted together double
cradle frame handling well and the road
holding from the Semperit (front) and Con-
tinental (rear) lyres never hinting at a
breakaway. The sturdy shocks can be fitted
to three different positions on the swinging
arm and I found the centre position best for
my 11-stone frame.

Cruising speed was between 35 and 40
mph but sometimes, for no apparent reason,
the bike would slow up as if it was about to
seize and then seconds later return to nor-
mal. The motor was also reluctant to cut in
when accelerating out of bends — a sign
that it may have been running a little weak.

Braking was very good although the rear
brake would quickly lock while the front
end dipped in response to a mild tempered
front anchor. Together they were enough to

haul the bike's 185 Ibs down in 31 feet from
30 mph. You'll have the last laugh when

some sod lets your tyres down too — a
tyre pump is tucked away under the petrol
tank (snigger).

A well-made ool kit fits awkwardly next
to the battery but it was not used in a
nearly trouble-free test. What do I mean
nearly? Well, the pedal release cable
snapped after 50 miles and 1 had to resort
to the patter - of - liny - feet starting
method. No hassle there though. It started
after three or four steps, even from cold,
with a flooded Bing.

Two serious omiissions on a machine
costing £2635 were the lack of a mirror and a
speedometer light.

Fuel consumption was 87 mpg. a figure
reached after numerous scratches round
town and several 20 mile plus trips. A rider
of less erratic nature should be able to
attain the 100 mpg claimed by the makers













