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In the Land of the Power Giants,
players measure about 100-
horsepower tall. Now along comes
Mr. Max at 119, a skywalker

in the midst of shrubbery.

Power tends to corrupt, and absolute
power corrupts absolutely.
—Lord Acton

For a crusty old historian, Baron John Emerich Ed-
ward Dalberg-Acton was one shrewd guy. Had he not
ridden to his reward over 80 years ago, we'd suspect he
had a close encounter with Yamaha's new V-Max. Why?
The V-Max makes far more horsepower than any street
bike ever produced, enough power to corrupt even a
saint.

Saints we aren't, but every tester at Cycle can attest
to the corrupting influence of the V-Max's power. Not a
one escaped its siren song. It's embarrassing—grown
men pulling in-town wheelies, doing smoky burn-outs
and see-ya-later-alligator zap-by passes on kindly old
blue-haired ladies. We know, we know. It's childish. It's
socially unacceptable. It's bad P.R. But it's so much
fun—and that much power is absolutely irresistible.
With 119 thundering horses corralled between the
sidecases, the big Yamaha could transform even San-
dra Day O’Connor into a speed-crazed scoundrel.

For a few years, manufacturers have cricket-hopped
back and forth over the 100-horsepower line. In the
March 1983 issue, Cycle tested Honda's first V65
Magna, but our 105-horsepower sample proved un-
characteristically sharp; subsequent V65s have failed to
equal that unit, Dyno tests of six of the strongest motor-
cycles currently available show an average output of
95.60 horses, and Suzuki's GS1150E leads the pack
with 101. Now, in contrast, Yamaha has made a rocket-
assisted kangaroo-leap forward. Qur Yamaha V-Max
churns out a smashing 119.08 horsepower at 9500 rpm.

What does 119 horsepower mean on the road? One-
nineteen means block-long wheelies when you bang the
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first-to-second upshift. It means tire-
shredding, blue-cloud burn-outs. One-
one-nine means rocketship launches. It
means having enough power on tap to
move the rear end out and slide through
a corner flat-track style. It means never
having to say you're second: Horse for
horse, the V-Max is more than a match
for any bike on the road.

Our quarter-mile results with the Max
may seem unimpressive for a 119-horse
bike, but the 10.99-second run reflects
more than cut-and-dried power figures.
At the strip, the Yamaha's extraordinary
power works both for and against the
rider, We finally mastered clean
launches, only to have the Max light up
the rear tire 50 feet out of the hole with
its irresistible mid-range surge. Each
time, our tester had to back off the
throttle to maintain traction and keep a
strong drive alive. The V-Max is the only
stock motorcycle we’ve tested whose
mid-range could relight the tire down
the strip. With better traction the V-Max
could easily fly inte the mid-ten-second
brackets, but without a drag slick and
wheelie bar riders have a hard time get-
ting all the V-Max's power to the
ground.

Strong as the engine may be, it is the
manner in which it produces these 119
horses that’'s so impressive. Down low
the V-Max feels strong, but not inordi-
nately so; the GS51150 s just as punchy.
The Suzuki, however, makes its power
with a cacophonous thrashing and
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buzzing, whereas Yamaha's Max is al-
ways smooth and unruffled; only its
slightly lumpy idle, reminiscent of
leaned-on big V-eights from the late Six-
ties, discloses the kind of power the
1200 has on tap.

But from the middle of the tach up
through the 8500-rpm redline, the V-
Max carries closer kinship to an F-18 on
afterburners than to any street bike
ever offered to the public. Horsepower
pours in with a turbo-like rush, but with-
out any lag or sudden cut-in. The Max
builds power quickly and smoothly: its
tach needle rockets into the red zone as
you bang through machine-gun up-
shifts, yet even in the top two gears the
Yamaha shows no hint of slowing or
straining. What other bikes promise, the
V-Max delivers.

For all its brute power, however, the
big vee engine works in a most refined
manner. It starts easily and carburets
perfectly under all conditions. The
clutch requires only a moderate lever
pressure, though the unit in our VMX
began slipping toward the end of the
testing period. We can hardly fault the
machine: in just a few weeks we
heaped more abuse upcn our 1200 than
most cwners would inflict in a couple of
years. Among other tortures, we rode
hundreds of miles of backroads at full-
thrash, we performed 40 or 50 wheelies
in front of the cameras and completed
more than 25 merciless drag-strip
launches. Despite this misuse, the rest
of the Yamaha's power train served us
quite well. Our test Max missed a mere
handful of shifts, the bike exhibited only
slight driveline lash and up-and-down



















