Horizontal View

The magazine of the Cossack Owners' Club
January/February 2020
PMZ, The Big Picture edition

My riches consist not in
the extent of my
possessions but in the
fewness of my wants.

Front and rear covers
In the July/August 20 HV we featured a CGI Dnepr
engine with all its bits on display, apparently
hanging in the air, Page 20. I knew where that one
came from but such is the nature of the internet
that all sorts of wonders turn up having been
posted and reposted without bringing their
background with them. Consequently the beautiful
sidevalve on the front cover, and on page 18, is an
impenetrable mystery. So is the Jupiter engine
with moped wheels on it.
Phil Rushworth
cast the trophy.
Apparently the
pattern was a
Ukrainian
Christmas tree
decoration. He
also cast the brass plaque. Your editor was
presented with this for taking part in the attempted
Thirsty Horse tour company set up in Mongolia.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bZYyZoftPYY if
you wonder what that was. Be careful! Tony
Sansom, wicked instigator of Thirsty Horse can be
found singing on Youtube, watch what you click.

added to all winter. Mercifully the weather warmed
up before the tip of the pile reached the top,
allowing it to relax into the festering summer
swamp it became. What's known as the ger district
surrounding Ulaan Baatar had no running water or
sanitation at the time. The public bath house
opposite our workshop had water delivered by truck
weekly.
Wanna buy
one? This
one was
offered for
sale in a
truck lot in
UB, no idea
how much
for. Yes that
says Урал on
the side, made in Irbit by
you know who! Being
given the trophy was
one of my best ever
COC moments by the
way, thank you people,
it's heart warming to be
thought of. More of Phil's casting is on page 23.
The other side of the see through CGI sidevalve is
on the inside rear cover with a picture
professionally taken by Classic Bike Guide of the
stand at Stafford. We were in that apparently.
Present from the right are Myself, Phil Rushworth,
Gina Inman, Husband Phil, Matt Woodward and
Junior Greensmith, on his phone!

Above is fellow hero Dave Ramsden in the yard in
Nisikh. The small shed like structure in the
background covers a hole in the ground used by
the surrounding gers, and us, as the toilet. The ice
has melted in this picture but when we arrived in
March temperatures were still around -25c.
Precarious wooden boards laid across the hole
were all there was to crouch on and the frozen pile
beneath them formed a cone of crap having been
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On the back we have Graham Allwood's splendid
750 sidevalve, featuring bits of both Dnepr and
Ural. The photograph was taken by a Frenchman,
it's poorly lit and the background is confused and
cluttered by the boring modern motorcycles.
However, the undeniably beauty of Graham's bike
get's it on the cover, that and the fact we featured a
PMZ last time.
Joseph Brotherton was Salford's first ever member
of parliament, elected five times as a Liberal. He'll
be remembered as a champion of the emerging
working classes and significant political reformer.
He was a pioneering vegetarian which must have
been cause for derision in the 19th century. His
wife published Vegetable Cookery,

the first ever vegetarian cookbook.
Just in case you're interested, early 19th century
politics focused on the need to give political power
to the huge numbers of people populating the new
industrial cities who previously had none. Members
of parliament being elected as representatives of a
single borough each with populations varying from
20 to 20,000.
Opposition to this came mainly from the House of
Lords, some of whom could control a number of
country boroughs with small populations, on their
land presumably. Therefore
they could act like they
owned the place, 'cos they
did!
Right is our Mark Avis in
Peel Park in Salford,
adjacent to the Joseph
Brotherton memorial upon
which the front cover's
quote is written.

The Crown and both fantabulous. The campsite
has a new shower, toilet block and onsite cafe.
We have had snow for the past 3 years. Whoop.
Howstean Gorge, Lofthouse, Pately Bridge
Harrogate, HG355AF
For info ring Duncan 07453777122
Or Bynnzi. 07980837005
In April we shall be under canvas outside
Appletreewick in North Yorkshire
Howarth campsite, Skyreholme, Near Skipton
BD236BE The site is on a working farm about 3/4
of a mile outside Appletreewick with all facilities.
This little village has 2 pubs, The Craven Arms and
The New Inn. Both good places to while away an
hour or two. The Craven Arms has a splendid
heather thatched cruck barn attached as a dining
room. The New Inn hit the headlines in the 80s
being the first pub in the known world to introduce a
smoking ban.
24th April 2020 The Jet miners camping park,
Great Broughton Stokesley TS97ES
Please book with site on 01642712642
£5 pppn three pubs in village. More details please
ring Glen on 07596556070

Forthcoming events
The Yeti Hunt 20-22nd December 2019
At Brow Farm Campsite, Ratlingthorpe,
Shrewsbury SY5 0SR 01588 650641
This year we shall be heading with pointy sticks to
Shropshire in seach of the elusive Yeti. All pricings
and location can be found here on the camp's
website https://browfarmcampsite.co.uk There are
camping pods available at the site, to be booked
directly through the site owners. We shall have a
group shelter in the site for those of us that prefer
our own company and for those that prefer the pub,
it's a 1 mile walk with the offer of a taxi service from
John the site owner. Something to suit everyone,
now all we need is snow. For further enquires
contact Robin Davies SAWWS on 07721899641 or
ro4n@btinternet.com
Howstean Gorge 17/19th January 2020
The first rally of the year for us mzers is the ever
popular Howstean Gorge meet on 17/19 January.
Tried and trusted formula, tip up on Friday, stick up
your tent then adjourn to The Crown pub. Strangely
there are 2 pubs in walking distance both called
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In June we shall be in The Dales again at
Askrigg on the 5th to 7th Askrigg campsite,
Station Road, DL83HZ The campsite can only be
described as basic, with a single composting toilet
for the necessarys. No showers, and generally a
good sprinkling of sheep eggs in the field. This
village is very near to Hawes and Leyburn and is
blessed with 3 pubs and a brewery. The Crown is
a locals pub with open fires and good food /beers.
The Kings Arms is a fine old coaching inn which
was used for scenes in All Creatures Great and
Small. The TV program based on the books of Alf
White the local veterinary who wrote under the pen
name James Herriot. The last, The White Rose is
a hotel with a typical hotel bar.
For info contact Duncan 07453777122 or Bynnzi
07980837005 and to find out the April dates
because Bynnzi didn't send any. Yes these are
primarily MZ club dates, gotta problem with that?
The Providence Inn Yedingham, Malton
YO178SL 14/16 August 2020
10 quids a night, 3 pubs in village coupled with

fantastic rides round the North Yorkshire moors,
Bliss. For more details contact Glen 07596556070
Winter day meet. On Sunday 19th January 2020
at the ‘Silver Ball’ transport café (postcode SG8
8BD). Located in the village of Reed near Royston,
Hertfordshire on the northbound side of the A10.
4.5 miles from Royston, approx 5 miles from the
A505 intersection. All welcome to attend from
10.00 onwards. Look forward to seeing you all
there. For more info contact Stephen Wood
baldybiker@sidecarclub.org Tel: 07534 456642 or
David Greenwood Tel: 077755 25591
davidjgreenwood@hotmail.co.uk
The Spring Stafford show is on April 25-26th we
expect Comrade Carl to be needing your support.

VE
Dent

You might not know that the early
May bank holiday is on Friday in
2020 to accommodate the 75th
anniversary of VE Day national
memorial event. This does not matter. Dent will
still take place on the weekend of May 8-10th. The
difference it makes is the Friday, being a bank
holiday, will enable those unfortunate enough to
work not to and have an extra day's camping. The
site is Conder Farm, Dent, Sedbergh LA10 5QD
015396 25277.

Dispatch
Rally

James sent us this.... I am
the organiser of an event
called the Despatch Rally. It
is a military themed event that we run on the first
bank holiday in May each year. It is the 75th VE
celebration in 2020 and I would love to do a
Cossack tribute display if you and your members
might be interested? In order to tempt us he sent
www.despatchrally.co.uk Visiting that will give you

the impression everyone's camouflaged, armed to
the teeth and loving it. It seems to be a
combination of orienteering, motorcycling and
shooting, a survivalist's joy! There's camping too.
Click "More", then "Enrol" on the website if you
want to take part.
The Three Magpies will take place this year on
May15-17th at, obviously, The Three Magpies,
Sells Green, Seend, Melksham, Wiltshire SN12
6RN 01380 828389 Usually one doesn't need to
book individual pitches because Mike Rowe has
booked enough of the whole field for the COC
anyway. Pay over the bar with your evening meal
and beer. The campsite is a minutes walk away
from the Avon (West Kennet?) canal which is
wonderful therapy for relieving the stresses of real
life. If you feel energetic you can walk miles down
the tow path. See the July/August 20 HV for a
pictorial insight into what happened last May, and
September/October for what David Greenwood
thought of it. Mike is the rally contact on
01454880892 if you need to know anything.

Politburo
President &Technical Advisor Peter Ballard:
01225 891634. pjb.barnend@icdonline.co.uk
General Secretary: Tony Jones: 01942
605949/07504 700522
cossack@blueyonder.co.uk
Treasurer: Phil Inman: 01780 720420
coc.treasurer@mail.com
Membership Secretary: Gina Inman 01780
720420 membership@cossackownersclub.co.uk
Show Organiser: Carl Booth: 01253 720327
comradecarl@mail.com
Regalia: Phil & Gina Inman: 01780 720420
regalia@cossackownersclub.co.uk
Magazine editor: Paul Codling 01508 520890
paulcodling@mail.com
Facebook: Because almost everyone does it.
www.facebook.com/cossackownersclub
Interesting motorcycle stuff only please. By that
we mean culturally compatible. We find it
necessary to filter out all sorts of the internet's
alternative content!
This magazine was printed beautifully in Leeds by
Thistle Print Ltd, Unit 6, Aston Court.
01132040600 www.thistleprint.co.uk
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The Jawa/CZ club's national rally and AGM is
on June 5-7th at Crewe Vagrants Sports Club,
Newcastle Road, Willaston, Nantwich, Cheshire,
CW5 7EP. More info later, when we know.
The next Red Star Rally has
been provisionally booked for
21st to 23rd August 2020 at the
Greetham Community Centre,
Greetham, Oakham, Rutland.
LE15 7NG. Tony visited the site
when we had our AGM and having spoken to them
it appears to suit our needs very well. There is a
large hall to accommodate 200plus, separate
meeting room if we want to hold our AGM that
weekend, fully licensed bar, fully equipped kitchen,
nice level playing fields for camping, good car park,
toilets and showers that can be open 24 hours.
They can do Friday and Saturday evening meals
and Saturday/Sunday breakfasts. The only
downside is no electrical hookup points and no
water standpipes on the field. Water is available
from the building. We haven't discussed costs but
judging by their tarrif sheet it seems reasonable.
For 2020 the COC AGM will be
held at the Red Star Rally. I'm
sure the MZ and Jawa pilots will
enjoy the insight into the inner
workings of our club. If you have
anything you want to say regarding the running of
the COC, be there!

AGM
2020

A warm welcome to.....
Mark Coleman, Coningsby, Lincs.
Richard Maynard, Woodthorpe,
Notts.
Robert White, Stafford.
R. Brerton-Munslow, Mold
Flintshire.
Peter Darke, Cleadon,
Sunderland.
Trevor Wagland, Northampton.
Adrian Greenaway, Bridgend, Vale of Glamorgan.
Jimmy Bucius, Wooton-under-Edge, Glos.
Marcus Pethick, Poole, Dorset.
Robert Aronson, Florence, MA USA.
David Syme, Horsham W. Sussex.
Trevor met us at the Stafford
show and enquired then
about buying a Soviet to
impede with a BMW engine.
He allowed us to talk him out
of that.........

Trevor
Wagland

After a trip to deepest, darkest Cwmbran, I bought
Mad Ken's K750M. No paperwork so I'll have the
fun of that to deal with. He mentioned that if I talk to
Peter Ballard, he'll be able to help with an
authentication certificate from the club. I did join the
club and I'm looking forward to coming to some of
the events. My intention is to keep it fairly standard
but change a couple of things, mainly to make it
safer such as LED lighting.
By the way, would changing the carbs be an issue
as the K301 carbs are leaking all over the place
and every blog I've seen says to get rid and go
Pekar.

Above is the MZ club's highly mobile Road Kill
Cafe. Will it be at Greetham in August?

I had to say.... You'll discover once you get into
Russian ownership that there's a lot of very cheap
Chinese copies of everything and most of it is
useless. This is also true of Pekar carbs which are
made in Taiwan for the Russians, and copied,
badly, in China (as in people's republic of) for
everyone else.
Keep the 301 carbs on for your photographs for the
dating certificate and any other photos you might
need to convince DVLA you have a credible historic
vehicle. Originality could be vital!
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It's entirely possible
that in order to crack
down on fraudulent
age related registration applications, DVLA might
be keeping an eye on various on line market places
for dodgy dealings. Someone posted a request on
our Facebook page asking for documents for his
bike recently and horror of horrors, Chris Tomes
actually offered some for sale!

Surveillance

If DVLA think we're up to no good, even if we're
not, that's it, game over! So don't post adverts for
paperwork or digitally chat amongst yourselves
about doing so please. "Yes Dad"? It's that
serious! On the subject of slip ups.........

The ferry from Poole to
Cherbourg is booked for
Tuesday May 19th 2020. It
leaves at 4am, yes that's four o'clock in the
morning. So far the plan is that myself, your editor,
will stay with Mike Rowe in Bristol after The Three
Mapgies and go from there.

Morocco

We have no return booked yet. Richard Squance
might be with us for some of the way and I think
Mike has a couple of other people interested too.
If you fancy it, get in touch.

Gina
Inman

Oops! I have discovered there was
a bit of a blunder with the address
labels on the way to the printers
for the last magazine. Somehow
about a quarter of the addresses ended up with the
wrong membership numbers. If all of them had
changed around I’d know what had happened but
mysteriously only a few did?!
Humble apologies to those affected and a huge pat
on the back to those who noticed and made
comment on their renewal forms. You were my
indicators that all was not well in Excel Land!
I await your judgement for any punishment you
may feel fit to administer up to, and possibly
including, a telling off.
Excel? Well there you go, bloody Microsoft!
The inside rear cover shot of us
at Stafford was taken by Oliver
Hulme who had a chat with us
and wrote a short profile of the
COC for Classic Bike Guide, we
were in the last issue. Further to
that he asks............

Classic
Bike
Guide

"If you have any members in the South West (or
anywhere, really) who would be up for a feature on
their bike, a solo ideally, I'd love to hear from them.
Both my editor and I have been kicking the idea
around for some time!"
oliver.hulme@gmail.com will put you in touch and
you can negotiate your place in the glare of the
spotlight accordingly.
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Occasionally I am asked
to recommend motor
insurance for our type of
bikes. I always
recommend RH motor
Insurers. When taking out
motor insurance it is always advisable to look
further than the headline premium. Ad ons, policy
excesses and extensions can make a big
difference over the term of the insurance.

Tony
Jones
Insurance

RH Insurance is a division of Hiscox Insurance and
they issue policies underwritten by Equity Red Star.
Their policies are classed as specialist policies
rather than classic or modern bike policies. They
are primarily aimed at classic machines, over 20
years old. Multiple bikes can be added to the
policy. For example I recently added a 1994 Soviet
Knight to my policy and the additional premium was
£5.60 for the remaining seven months whereas a
2006 Ural 750 combo was £140 for seven months.
Contact RH insurers on 0333 043 3911 or
rhspecialistinsurance.co.uk and be sure to mention
the Cossack Owners Club. Check out the
November/December 2020 edition of HV, page 29,
for a more in depth introduction to RH motor
insurers.

Searching for Sambo

Bynnzi

On a recent camp in Dent
Cumbria, a few of the boys were mooching about
looking for something to do, on the basis that if we
didn’t find anything the pub would do very well. This
would result in 5pm peak pleasure followed by a
slow decline in sobriety leading to an early bed.
Surprisingly for Dent the skies were clear and we
were bathed in unexpected sun sun sun following
the previous days wet wet wet. What to do in these
clement situations then but adjourn to the seaside,
the pleasure dromes and bodega bars of
Morecambe were calling and only 30 odd miles
distant.
There were 5 of us in total, 2 MZs a TS 250 and
ETZ 250, and an IZH Planeta, all two smokes. Also
a Ural 750 and a Dnepr with the obligatory BMW
engine conversion both flat twin four strokes, all
products of iron curtain export drives, and all
sidecar outfits.
From the campsite the route takes us through Dent
central, up the picturesque cobbled Main Street,
The susurration of tyres on the damp cobbles
complimented by the rumble or ting of engines
reverberating from the surrounding buildings.
Continuing to the outskirts of the village, passing
the “posh” campsite (it boasts showers) and visitor
centre we take a left turn signed Gawthrop.
Followed shortly by another left to Kirkby Lonsdale.
This single track black ribbon rises sharply to
meander along the bottom of Barbon Dale, Barbon
beck burbling away on our right as we negotiate the
flocklets of sheep that seem to prefer tarmac to
grass and also lurk in hedgerows like woolly
mortars.
Distant views down Lunesdale are the horizon until
after a little zigging and zagging another left turn
drops us onto the A683 a busy artery between

Sedburgh and
Kirkby
Lonsdale. We
head in a
Kirkby
direction until
a car park
appears full of
sports bikes
and BMW behemoths. This is Devils Bridge,
location of a tea van and honeypot for sunny
Sunday riders. The takings from the van possibly
overshadow the GDP of Monaco.
Turning in and parking gives the assembled power
rangers chance to study some proper motorcycles
and gives us chance to say goodbye to the
Planeta. This being a 350 2 stroke disappears in a
fragrant cloud heading towards Blackpool, while
after a right left wiggle across the A65 we continue
along the B6256 through Low Biggin, and
Whittington. This is a lovely winding road which
wends its way through avenues of trees and iron
fenced fields with cattle ruminating as they study
the strange vehicles passing briefly through their
world. At Arkholme there is a right turn signed
Capernwray, this is a flooded Quarry complete with
wrecked yachts, airplanes,helicopters and other
interest to keep divers happy, possibly even a
flooded castle with a treasure chest. It is also a
venue for triathletes to practice their outdoor
swimming.
I was a regular visitor here when I wore a younger
mans clothes, but I pass the junction without a
second look and give way to an oncoming truck
which beats me to a chicane that takes the road
down to single cabbageway for a short stretch.
Morecambe Bay is now starting to show herself
over on the right while we weave and swerve
happy in the moment. It’s not often 4 outfits are
seen travelling together, and oncoming travellers
point and wave then hastily reach for camera
phones when they realise one of the chairs
contains a dog. Said dog is also in the moment and
swaps position regularly as she leans into the
corners.
We soon reach Carnforth, the station here was the
setting for a famous scene in the 1945 Noel
Coward film Brief Encounter. The station buildings
now form a railway museum called Steam Town
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and appears to be the only reason to visit other
than Tesco perhaps. Straight on would take us to
Silverdale and Arnside, eventually on to the south
lakes if we wished but we take the left hand feather
and head towards Lancaster through Bolton le
Sands and Hest Bank on the A6, eventually taking
a right on the A5105 which follows the coastline at
a distance and brings us slowly into the faded glory
that is Morecambe.
Public sculptures on the promenade are fenced
and beribboned with hi vis tape to prevent people
climbing on already unsafe structures. The road
runs between the prom, and an unbroken line of
neat well kept guest houses all displaying no
vacancy signs denying the air of decay. Stop start
traffic takes us further, passing cheap clothing
outlets and tat shops. I’m looking out for a shop
that sells kids windmills but without luck, maybe
children don’t visit any more. Doughnut stalls and
bars aplenty but no windmill vendors. The statue of
Mr Bartholemew is now on the right. Better known
as Eric Morecambe he is permanently singing
“Bring Me Sunshine” to himself as scabby gulls
crap on his head.
We park on the prom and stretch a bit of life back
into cramped legs and rses. Morecambe is known
for its miles of mudflats, many people say that they
have never seen the sea there, but the tide is in
today and indeed shows itself twice a day. Time
and tide etc, a fact sadly proved in 2004 when 23
Itinerant Chinese workers picking cockles lost their
lives when they failed to pay attention to the turn.
Apparently it is impossible to outrun as it flows in
faster than an orse can gallop. Non of that enticing
Mediterranean blue sea here though just a flat
expanse of grey, not a nice grey like the elephant
breath grey or otters armpit grey beloved of interior
designers. Just expanses of Morecambe grey, a
little less exotic that the battleship variety.
This appearance of water has scuppered my plans,
I had a vague idea to visit Sunderland Point, a tidal
village that I holidayed in with my old mum.
Anyway, every cloud an all that, we retire to
Brucianis. An Art Deco ice cream parlour, a relic of
better times. A banana split cheers me up and
supplies two of my five a day as it also comes with
nuts and a cherry.
We people spot for a while, apparently there is a
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football match looming and various pissheads
stagger past chanting “we’re going up”, a sentiment
that Morecambe as a whole needs to embrace. We
also keep a weather eye out for overzealous traffic
wardens. Fortunately the outfits are only interesting
to the many greybeards shuffling past them, and as
we amble out of ice cream heaven we notice that
the tide is noticeably lower so decide to continue
our adventure.
Sunderland point is on a spur that protrudes
between Morecambe Bay with the Lune estuary
flowing at the opposite side. It’s reason for being
was dependant on slaving and cotton exports. In
the early 1700s this was a thriving port even though
goods being delivered or moved inland needed to
traverse a tidal road. The port went into decline in
the 1730s with the opening of Glasson docks on
the opposite side of the estuary. Decline was so
rapid that the locals called it Cape Famine.
The point is only 6 miles distant from big town
Morecambe and many peeps have never heard of
it. The way there is not inspiring, passing through
Heysham, its ferry port and nuclear power station
glowering on the horizon, then negotiating a
petrochemical plant to Middleton. From Middleton a
sand lined road takes us to Overton.
Overton has none of the air of decay that its large
neighbour possesses even though both its pubs
have closed. The road traverses the village, passes
through a flood defence barrier and comes to an
end next to a shut pub, looking out over mud flats.
Sunderland point visible in the distance. The way
on looks like a sandy cart track continuing over the
salt marsh, it is actually a surfaced road but being
submerged twice daily is covered with marsh mud,
crap and large puddles. We continue stoically, the
water now below road level . But on our left a sign

at more mudflats. To the
left through a stile is the
object of my journey,
Sambos grave. A lonely
grave in a field when I was
a kid, but now gentrified in
a small enclosed paddock
encircled by a sea wall.

warns of continuing if its posts are in water, the
bottom of the posts are red rusty and scabby with
the tide. Round where I live the bottoms of sign
posts are scabby and red rusty due to dogs pissing
on them. Caution is needed when driving this road
as berms of sand have collected in the center and

It’s quite a moving place,
exposed and windswept,
but there are always fresh
flowers whenever I call.
Sambo takes us back to
the points days in the slave
trade, he is described as the faithful companion of
a sea captain. But I know what that means. It’s
said that this poor lad died on arrival, and after
driving through Morecambe I can sympathise.
The long and short of it is a young African lad was
stolen from his homeland and named like a dog
and so badly treated that he had little or no chance
of survival. However he must have meant
something to someone to be laid to rest with a
headstone rather than being thrown overboard.
Possibly an African prince, born free, transported in
irons only to die and be buried in Lancashire.

only having 3 wheels I have moments of minimal
control. (Only a little less than normal then)
It’s only maybe a mile and a half long though and
terminates at a sloping gravel car park with a toilet
block. Worryingly there is a high tide line marked at
knee height on the toilet block, this corresponds to
head height in parts of the parking area. The
settlement consists of two terraces of cottages
each looking out over the estuary with the quay
running parallel in front of them. When I think of a
port I envision a deep water anchorage, but this
was not the case here. When the tide went out the
ships settled into the mud and refloated on the turn,
only possible with wooden boats as they absorb the
stresses better than their steel cousins.
All dwellings here now, but at one time many pubs
and dare I say knocking shops did a roaring trade.
Between the terraces runs a lane which bisects the
peninsula, and up this we trot. This runs as a single
vehicular track until the last habitation is reached
only 300 yds up, then turns to a bramble footpath
which terminates after a further 400 yds looking out
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We mooch about enjoying the sunshine, there is
also a camera obscura and bird watching hide in
the area. These are also new additions since my
childhood. We sit in the hide and look at mud for a
while safe in the knowledge that it would be unable
to see us, then stroll back to the bikes.
They wait patiently and my ETZ fires up with a lazy
prod of the kicker puffing out a little blue cloud that
reduces the crystal clarity of the sea air. If the
Planeta was still with us the visibility would have
been zip.
We retrace our route to Overton and take the sandy
single track Lancaster road. This meanders through
rough hedgerows until a right turn drops us back to
another tidal road, this follows the estuary and we
need to carefully avoid the jetsam left by the tide.
Strange that it always includes a mattress. After
half a mile a pub looms on our left and we pull over
into a potholed sandy seaweedy lay-by which
serves as the car park. The pub is The Golden Ball,
and very welcome it is for a gargle. Being on the

side of the Lune it is itself isolated at very high tides
and has earned the name Snatchems due to naval
press gangs calling at such times and enticing
customers to see the world.
Non of those shenanigans today though as we sit
outside in the late sun chitting, chatting and lobbing
scratchings for the dog. Time is turning and soon
we mount up for the final leg, the tidal road passes
the local tip then comes to a rotundabout which
leads us by double cabbageway into Lancaster.
Fortunately our route is on the very end of the one
way system so after the minimum of delays we are
off heading back towards Kirkby Lonsdale. Passing
Claughton brick works, it’s clay carrying cableway
swinging over the road.
A little further and we pass under the M6 and are
back on the pleasant A683 which winds us through
tidy little villages. Hornsby, Melling,Tunstall, Nether
Burrow and eventually back to Kirkby Lonsdale.
There is a lack of power rangers at the tea van as
we retrace our route back to and through
Barbondale, and it is almost perfect timing as we
drop back into camp. Nearly pub time, is there no
end to the tribulations of life? I ponder this as
someone passes me a chilled can.
Present on the adventure were Russell Johnson
with his 750 Ural, The Magnificent Wing
Commander and his TS250 and Vince with a BMW
engine and Saskia the dog. In spite
of Bynnzi thinking Steve Coppin
rode a Planeta, I wonder if it might
have been a Jupiter and mildly
invisible through its smoke.

on man's colour but
his worth of heart."
Amen to that!

Greenwood's
Gallery

We attended two recent events at the Ace Cafe.
The first was Red October day, It was a cold and
grey day so not a big attendance.

The blue 250cc 4 stroke Jawa twin is one of only
approx 100 made. The owner purchased it brand
new from David Angel, he has only ever seen one
other on the road and that was in the Isle of Man.
He finds that Honda engine spares fit exactly
although he does knows the engine is of Chinese
manufacture. The elderly owner downsized from a
bigger bike and he finds the Jawa easier to
manage and therefore still enjoys riding.

Pictured right is Sambo's grave
stone. It says this........
"Full sixty years the angry winter's
wave has thundering dashed this bleak and barren
shore, since Sambo's head laid in this lonely grave
lies still and ne'er will hear their turmoil more.
Full many a sandbird chirps upon the sod and
many a moonlightt elfin round him trips, full many a
summer's sunbeam warms the clod and many a
teeming cloud upon him drips, but still he sleeps 'til
the awakening sounds of the archangel's trump
new life impart.
Then the great Judge his approbation founds not
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A very Yellow MZ, above.
John Denny arrived on a
modern Honda 4 he has
only just purchased it after a
theft of one of his classic
bikes. I did not recognise
him at first as he was not
wearing his usual 'trench
coat'. He has reluctantly
sold his BMW engined

Dnepr sidecar outfit as it was difficult for him to kick
start. John fitted an electric start but found it not
suitable and unreliable so it had to go.
The Vincent is a series D comet which is much less
common than most other Vincent models. It was
one of the last few to be made. The owner is a
friend of mine and he lives locally to me.

I always regarded Vincents as an untidy mess, a
load of fuss about nothing and more mythology and
hype than a great engineering leap forward. It fell
to me to recommission one just like this, imported
back home from Japan. After I'd sorted it all out I
went for a ride expecting the usual English duff,
duff, duff, like a B33 BSA. It was so willing and
smooth I was almost amazed. Delightful was it?
And the rest! Back to you David..........

the usual attendance at this event and others.
He said, unfortunately, it was going to get harder
and more expensive in the near future. The ACE
owner is advising customers not to call in for petrol
in the garage opposite as in the near future you
could be charged up to £24.00 for driving inside the
North Circular road!! We noticed that food prices
have increased, is this because of lower levels of
custom!!
I read somewhere that FBHVC is concerned about
historic, vintage and classic older vehicles being
excluded (or charged) in cities but am not aware of
any progress (if any). It looks like our days are
numbered and it's happening fast !! (Yeah!!!)
I attended an IFA club event that was advertised in
HV. I displayed my Ural combo in front of the
Coventry Transport Museum along with other
Eastern Bloc bikes including a few MZs and a WSK
which still had a Polish number plate. The majority
of vehicles were Trabant cars but there were also
Wartburg and commercial vehicles.

We also attended their Military vehicle day/
Remembrance Sunday. Not a big turnout despite a
bright day. My wife Anne is shown wearing her late
father's medals. Apart from our Ural, there was
only a BSA M20 and 2 Willys Jeeps. After the
service, the manager thanked the few of us who
attended in military vehicles. He said charges to
older vehicles for entering London were putting off
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Inside the museum was an interesting Humber
forecar from 1890. Its lay-flat cylinder is fed petrol
from a tank on the other side of the bike.

cruise at 80 easily. Most spares are still available
from the original craftsmen who have set up their
own business.

It is a very crude system, petrol is kept at a level so
that a small trickle enters the combustion chamber.
I spoke to the couple as I have never met them
before. (Owners of the red Ural above) They live in
Oxford, they are not Cossack club members. I tried
to persuade them to join. They also have several
MZs so are members of MZ owners. I think they
heard about the event the same as I did. Richard
Hemmington sends invites to all eastern bloc clubs.
They are also in constant touch with David Angel.

The IFA club also had a stand at a classic show in
Bicester held over the same weekend. Lots of
bikes at this show including a 1942 Zundapp
military outfit in original Luftwaffe colour. An
interesting car
from
Czechoslovakia
was a Tatra. It
has V8 aircooled engine
in the rear.
The owner
claims it can

Their outfit is very similar to one owned at one time
by David Angel. I asked if it was the same outfit.
They said no but when they went to F2 and saw
Davids they ordered a similar outfit. They are well
travelled on their Ural, been to Iceland, and all
over. I told them to watch out for the Red Star rally
and they seemed interested in attending.

The chap with the WSK 125, his bike still had a
polish number plate and he bought it in a van. He
has had an MOT and now lives in England. So I
expect he will be applying for a British plate. I
explained that the Cossack club could help with
that. He was also not a member. The chap with
the MZ 250 trophy uses it regularly. Tours abroad
a lot and has high mileage (like a lot of MZ
owners). He is a member of the MZ club.
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straddled with zebra crossings and maniac
pedestrians running on to them in front of you (well
it was Friday afternoon), all obviously totally
oblivious to the Jupiter's front brake.
At the final and most deadly crossing at the top of a
steep hill in the town centre, one which the
pedestrians would only let one vehicle pass at a
time, a giant woman 7 feet tall dressed in a suit and
straw hat stopped at the crossing and waved me
past with a flourish of her walking stick. I
immediately complied wih her request and rode on
showing my appreciation with a thick cloud of two
stroke smoke. Then a pleasant run through to
Carlisle. Carlisle was easy to negotiate unlike
Penrith with its demon pedestrians and Kendal with
it's one way and traffic lanes.

On the subject of John Denny, here he is, above,
hiding behind Charles Hancock's Ural at the COC
AGM held at North Kelsey in 1996. We think the
photo might have been taken by Mike Stevens who
bravely rode his Jupiter lots back then, even to
Scotland! In 1996 then..........

Mike
Stevens

After a successful weekend at
Dent on the Jupiter, which I
didn't think would be up to the
journey of more than 15 miles, I waited with
trepidation for the Scottish Borders Weekend.

Once out of Carlisle It was on the A7, another
beautiful motorcycling road with long sweeping
bends but no garages apart from the one just past
Hawick. From then on an uneventful but pleasant
journey all the way to Hawick in brilliant sunshine,
apart from the petrol worry.
Hawick was very busy and petrol was now a priority
as I was running on air, then, right in the middle of
Hawick the dreaded popping and banging started,
very embarrasing with all the pedestrians looking at
the strange bike making unusual noises. I
managed to fuel up and limp out to the Bonchester
Bridge road where I stopped and changed the R/H
spark plug which was completely carboned up,
then continued on to Bonchester Bridge.

I loaded the bike up on Thursday evening in
readiness for the great journey. I have never been
to Scotland on a motorcycle and particularly
wanted to take the A6 over Shap.
Departure time arrived 9am Friday 12th July and I
was away. A steady run up the M6 to the
Lancaster North junction took me clear of all the
dreaded speed cameras (Jupiter pilots have to
avoid those?) on the A49 through Ashton, Wigan
and Preston that spoilt the first part of my previous
journey to Dent. Then on to the A6 through
Kendal, what a superb journey from then on. We
climbed Shap, a bit of a struggle, down to second
gear a couple of times, but a small ambition
achieved, then a steady run to Penrith. What an
excellent motorcycling road that A6 is.
Penrith was a bit of a pain, steep, lively streets
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At the campsite, and very nice it was too, I was met
by Mr MZ, I think from Hull and pitched my tent. An
excellent weekend followed in the company of the
MZ riders, some of whom own Cossacks.

The Jupiter attracted quite a lot of attention, many
people did not know what it was, let alone having
seen one. Interestingly a young Russian arrived on
an MZ 125 and I had quite a long talk with him. It
seems the Jupiter 3 was not popular in Russia with
the young riders as they were not trendy enough.
They preferred Jawas and CZs. Jap bikes and
MZs were not available. Jupiter 5s and Planetas
were acceptable but not as popular as the Jawas.
He also informed me that my tank badges were on
upside down. (I cannot read Cyrillic script). It was
disapponting that my Jupiter and the Ural outfit
from Wiltshire were the only Cossacks there.
Two excellent evenings were spent in the pub in
the company of Allan Mottram and his 72 years
young friend and his wife. The 72 year young one
was on a Triumph Sprint, so there is really no
excuse for we young 50 year old kids not to carry
on riding.
Sunday came and it was time to pack up and get
back to reality. The rerurn journey was uneventful
and pleasant. it's an easier ride south than north, it
all seems downhill. I was through Penrith in what
seemed like two minutes, the place was deserted,
Sunday afternoon I suppose.
The only incident was on the steep drop down the
A6 into Kendal when the dreaded popping and
banging started again, so I pulled into a layby at the
bottom of the hill, changed the R/H spark plug,
again carboned up, had a break then headed down
the M6. I must try and get to the bottom of this
spark plug problem as the right plug was carboned
up again by the time I reached home, yet the left
plug stays clean. I have subsequently fitted an
interceptor between the carb and manifold, and it
may have solved the problem.
So ended an excellent weekend. I must say that I
hope to get to the rallies and camping weekends
from now on, on a fairly regular basis, bike and
circumstances permitting. I did not know what to
expect of them when I started but I find the
company excellent and the weekends very
relaxing.
Anyone who goes to rallies also finds this, it's a
lovely antidote to real life! The interceptor Mike
refers to is a little semicircular plate with a tag on it
which enables you to blank off part of the inlet
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stream down the single carb manifold by turning it
either left or right to adjust in even running before
you bolt the carb up tight. The point of it is to allow
IZH to get away with careless, inaccurate
manufacture and blame you if your Jupiter favours
one of its cylinders over the other. How quaintly
Russian!
At the time Horizontal View was a simple
photocopied thing and picture quality was awful.
Pictures reprinted from it will necessarily be grainy
and poorly defined, sorry about that. While we're
still in black and white, here's Motorcycle Sport with
a proper road test, as opposed to last issue's
scandalous journalistic assasination of the humble
Voskhod by Bike Magazine. A few months later, it
wasn't that bad! This is the whole article, including
all the preconcieved media waffle from a typically ill
considered Western consumerist point of view. I'm
sure the Western press must have bewildered
Russians!
Crude, solid, reliable,
economical and comfortble.....

Motor
Cycle
Sport
1974

Let us get the range of Russian
motorcycles imported into this
country by Satra-Bellarus into
persecpetive. They are, without
exception, the least expensive bikes, cc for cc in
the world. The Voskhod, selling fully equiped with
screen and legshields, comes in at £192. Compare
this with the cheapest 175 from Honda at £336, the
185 Suzuki at £382 and the 125 single from
Yamaha at £316, and it becomes clear that even
allowing for the, presumably, lower labour rates in
Russia, buyers get an awful lot of motorcycle for
their money. Put it another way. For the same

comes remarkably well equipped. The
aforementioned weather protection is
supplemented by deeply valanced mudguards and
a sit up and beg rinding position that ensures that
the rider has better protection than most. In fact
the screen is a rather attractive moulded plastic.

price the best one would get from Suzuki would be
the AX50, from Honda the C70 and from Yamaha
the YG1F. Only the other Iron Curtain countries
can compete. MZ with their TS150 at £215, and CZ
with a similar 175 at £225.
The next question to be answered is, does the
Voskhod do the job that it is intended to do, and
what is that job anyway? To answer the second
part first, the bike is clearly a medium distance (up
to 30 miles) distance commuter. Its performance
would make anything over that something of a
chore. We do not really see the Voskhod as the
kind of bike many riders will use for long distance
touring and weekend trips to the seaside but, to be
fair, there's no reason why they should not.
Having estsablished its status, let us judge it on
that count. Perhaps, for the less than enthusisatic
commuter, looks are not too important and it would
not be really fair to describe the Voskhod, finished
in a non-metallic medium blue (light blue is also
available), as ugly. Certainly it looks a little old
fashioned and no one claims that it is a ravishing
beauty but we will accept the looks as passable. It
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The rear chain is totally enclosed with rubber
gaiters to allow movement, MZ style. The tool kit is,
as always with Iron Curtain machnes,
comprehensive. A sturdy rear carrier is fitted ,
heavily chromed but liable to sever the fingers if
one lifts the macine by it. Two stands are fitted,
neither being really satisfactory. The centre stand,
in cast alloy, makes the 240lb machine seem like
one twice the weight when lifting it and tends to be
a little over centre anyway, making its use on
anything other than a dead flat surface precarious.
The side stand, well tucked away, was sloppy and
care had to be taken to ensure that the machine
was securely placed. It was the one that had the
most use though! Part of the deal is a set of
flashing indicators, which have a far too easy to
over cancel switch, that runs off the direct lighting
system. With only a 50w generator there is not
much left to activate them when the headlight is on
and their flashing speed tends to fall below the
legal requirements. Satra assure us that they are
taking steps to overcome the problem and the
addition of a capacitor is being considered as a
solution.
Old fashioned we said of the Voskhod. It is not
meant unkindly and there are increasing numbers
of riders today who regard a machine as simple as
this as worth a certain lack of refinements. It
reminded us very much of the popular 197s of the
early 50s. It rattled a bit at high speed. Well, not
very high for 60mph was, frankly, pushing things
and the emissions from the 25 to 1 petroil
lubricated engine was an ecological disaster at this
speed. Closing the throttle produced that almost
forgotten ring, ding, ding as the back pressure from
the twin, somewhat over baffled silencers came
into conflict with the pistons. (A lot of this is
meaningless or quite simply wrong OK, it's 1974!)
For all the world it was like riding, say, a 197
Tandon or the like. Mechanical quietness was not
the Voskhod's forte, for as well as piston rattle
there was considerable intake roar and a slightly
above average crackle from the silencers. The

lights were in
character too.
Six volt, both the
headlamp
filaments blew
after a short
while, which at
least made life
easier for the
flashers, although the glow produced by the
remaining pilot light made night riding hazardous.
In looks and, to a degree, performance, the
Voskhod clearely has some relationship with the
CZ, twin pipes and silencers and solid construction
being the mark of both machines. The 16in
wheels, with 3.25in tyres front and rear, gave the
machine a low look and also meant that just about
everyone could reach the ground. Tyres, initially,
are of Russian make and very strange they are.
They are more studded than usual and made
precise handling difficult, to say the least.
Threading through traffic, one needed more room
than usual and cruising at a comfortable 50mph the
Voskhod wandered somewhat. (Adjust the steering
head bearings you stupid Western journalist!)
Strangely they were not so bad in the wet. Well, at
least we never fell off!
Although it is not intended to offer English tyres as
a standard fitting Satra sent us along an extra
machine to demonstrate that there's nothing wrong
with the bike's handling, just its tyres. (Different
bike, different steering head?) It was an
unfortunate choice for although, as promised, the
tyres did improve things dramatically the bike was
much less pleasant to ride and noticeably slower.
George Rue of Satra was forthcoming about this.
The better of the two machines had been run in by
himself, very carefully, and had done the essential
2,000km to ensure acceptable performance. The
lesser bike had not been well run in. Beware, if you
buy a Voskhod, run it in by the book. The second,
home shod bike had a final parting kick before we
returned it when a nut came loose on the end of the
swinging arm spindle and allowed the spindle to
drift out and, subsequently lock the rear wheel. Of
course it had to be on top of the Shannon Corner
flyover on the Kingstone bypass and thoroughly
frightened your road tester. Satra, to their credit,
were contrite, picked up the bike immediately and
investigated. All future machines will use locking
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nuts on the end of the spindle, so something was
gained from the experience. (What happened to
that rule then?)
Readers with long memories may recall that when
we tried Russian bikes some years ago when the
first came into the country, we were less than
enthusiastic about the brakes. Satra's solution was
to scrap the original front drum and linings and
substitute purpose made British units. The result is
a front brake that is quite good and, surprisingly, a
Russian rear one that is equally so. Certainly the
Voskhod has no more problems in this area. The
performance of the machine is modest enough for
there to be no criticism of the handling, except for
the tyres of course, and the bike negotiated most
obstacles without difficulty. Comfort was excellent,
with a well upholstered seat and unobtrusive
suspension making the machine pleasant to sit on.
It was the actual mechanics of riding that made the
bike less than desirable. Starting was reliable but
needed full air and ample flooding, which soiled an
otherwise reasonably oil tight motor. The left foot
operated kickstart was about half the widh it
needed to be to accommodate a motorcycle boot.
and it was on the wrong side anyway. We found it
far easier, and less painful, to stand alongside the
machine but could not escape the feeling that it
was somehow sissy! (Isn't that dressing up in pink
frillies?) An obstacle to easy control was a throttle
which must have the slowest action ever. It was
sloppy and annoying and made riding rather a
chore. With the engine running and keeping it
running with a series of "blips" as it did not have a
reliable tick over, engagement of bottom gear was
clean and silent. The gear lever had a particularly
long travel, which at least had the virtue of making
neutral easily selectable. The low power of the
engine (it produces a claimed 12bhp at 5,200rpm)
coupled with a very high bottom gear, meant that a
large handful of throttle was necessary to start and
with each of the four gears being a fair jump up the
scale, the exercise had to be repeated at every
gear change. It meant that the bike sounded
noisier, and busier, than it should. Top gear was
particularly high, and even a 1 in 20 hill made it
struggle. Third gear on the other hand, was too low
and the rider either slogged or screamed. Or was
patient and went up at the speed the lower gear
dictated, not always easy with following traffic.
To be brutal, the first impression one had of the

Voskhod was not a good one. Stepping right off
sophisticated Japanese machines, we found the
contrast startling. Where one had become used
almost to letting the bikes ride themselves, this one
needed working at, starting, gearchanging, getting
away, the constant blipping at traffic lights, they all
seemed an unnecesssary chore. After a while,
though, we became used to the Voskhod. The
starting became an easier routine, the slow action
throttle less wearisome, and we even learned the
point of no return on the throttle at traffic lights, and
the gearchanging we could live with. The more we
rode the machine the less unpleasant its vices
seemed. Even the peculiar tyres seemed less
peculiar, a little.
There were virtues too. Fuel consumption was
never less than 90mpg and 100 was not impossible
although using 25 to 1 petroil mixture this did
reduce that figure in terms of miles per shilling, by
just over 15%. The petrol tank held two and a half
gallons with ample reserve. The bike was
comfortable and offered fair protection from the
weather, although it took a little adjusting to learn to
sit up straight, to see over the screen, which was
adjustable for height. It kept going too. It is, of
course, impossible to say with any certainty that a
given machine is reliable and we tend to learn
about this over a period of months or years rather
than days. Frankly there is not much that can go
wrong on a basic two stroke.
There were some things that we did not like. The
mirror was useless. The chrome looked fantastic
and was very thick but it was on a poor base and
was easily chipped. Perhaps the most pointless
item on the bike was the decompressor. If ever a
machine did not need a decompressor it was the
Voskhod. Still, if you live at the bottom of a 1 in 5
unsurfaced hill it might be useful and its only
drawback was that it provided one more place for
petroil residue to escape. A kph speedometer is
fitted as standard which is a minor annoyance for
some. It did not really worry us though.
One way and another, the Voskhod has not had a
very good press. Bike magazine considered that it
was the worst motorcycle that they had ever come
across. Perhaps they were expecting too much. It
is cheap, not only in price but in construction, that
is for sure, but should one expect otherwise?
Satra suggest in their advertisments that the bikes
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are enthusiast's machines, too. We would
disagree, concerning the Voskhod. It is a basic
motorcycle. Crude, solid, reliable, economical and
comfortable. Not, to be honest, one which we bid a
reluctant farewell to upon its return to Byfleet but
we did not feel that the object of the exercise was
necessarity to enjoy the bike. It provides cheap
economical transport, and for many people that is
enough. They care not one jot that they have not
the luxury of an elecric starter or positive oiling. All
they want is to get to work on time for a minimum
outlay. In this area habitual road testers are
possibly not the best people to judge a machine
such as this fairly.
We have become used to a richer diet. For just
£192 the commuter can have a machine that will
with any luck at all minister to his needs for a good
few years without any large financial outlay.
That, at least, is the impression we have always
had of Russian motorcycles. Time alone will tell
whether it is a correct one. At the moment we are
content to report upon the machine as we found it
and to try at the same time to keep its initial cost
and potential customer in perspective. It is not, as
we have said. quite what we would choose for our
commuting needs but then it is a little while since
we had to buy a motorcycle where intial cost was
the prime consideration. Perhaps if that was the
case now we might be looking at the Voskhod from
a different standpoint?
I hope you enjoyed this word heavy, repetitive and
humourless opinion. I did but only because, as
these old road tests are, it's a facinanting insight
into how clueless we were about how the Soviet
economy worked and how trivial Russians
considered capricious western customers to be.
It's running isn't it? It must be adequate then!

site (a week too early) in error I got on the Peage
(chargeable motorway) and had trouble getting off
as the automated toll booth would not accept my
debit card but eventually accepted a euro note.
After searching through numerous small villages, I
did find the site. No other tents were there, but the
toilets and ablutions were open – if you fancy
cleaning your teeth in hot water. A square search
of the area revealed no bars, cafes or restaurants,
but I was lucky that I had saved a sandwich off the
boat, and my bottle of whisky.

Third Ural France Rally

David
Rogers

Having been to the second Ural
France Rally at St Nectaire in
2017, I thought I would go to the
third, as it was near Arras, quite near to Calais. My
Ural is a solo 1976 M66 model (The Beast from the
East) not in the best of external condition. It was
“Grot Bike” at our 2008 East European Rally. I did
change the oil and filter, top up the battery, check
gearbox and final drive, tyres and pressures
however.
Coming from Cornwall, I came on the motorways to
Dover, some 330 miles. Not without problems, as
the engine stopped three times, always in the outer
lane! Fortunately I had a mini AVO meter with me.
There was 6 volts at the switch but only 2 volts to
the ignition. After fiddling the ignition contacts, it
was OK on two occasions. After the third stoppage
I found a dry joint, where the battery lead and feed
to the switch met at the voltage regulator. Though
there was 6 volts at the switch, even the demand of
the ignition reduced this to 2 volts. After remaking
the joint, all was well.
I had booked into a B and B in Dover and caught
the morning boat to Calais. On the way to the Rally
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I had decided to go to Verdun to see the forts there
and the scene of a prolonged First World War
battle. Again I had trouble with my debit card when
nearly out of petrol. The card was not accepted at
an automated fuel station. Eventually a
motorcyclist stopped and I persuaded him to give
me 15 euro’s worth of petrol in exchange for cash.
Strangely, from then, the card worked OK. I found
a campsite near Verdun with its own restaurant on
the Sunday, but the restaurant closed on Monday,
as it was “the End of the Season”. France seems
to close in the middle of September. Even a bar
that I had been recommended was closed with their
chairs piled up outside. I had the same problem in
2017, even campsites being closed and padlocked
shut.
I did visit
Douaumont
and Vaux forts,
part of a ring
protecting
Verdun, each
able to cover
the other with
artillery and
trenches between. During the war it was a scene
of great slaughter, the whole area being churned to
mud.

It is now a Forest of
Remembrance. In
spite of a maze of
tunnels, Douaumont fell
quickly to the Germans,
but at Vaux the battle
continued in the tunnels
with the Germans using
flame throwers.
Eventually the French
were out of food and
were forced to drink
their urine. The French
commander sent his
last carrier pigeon
requesting assistance, presumably to Verdun. The
pigeon arrived but was fatally injured in flight. It
was not recorded if this was ‘friendly fire’, knowing
how fond the French are of eating small birds. The
commander would have done better to have eaten
the bird himself, as no relief came and the fort
surrendered. Before the end of hostilities, the
French had retaken both these forts I had seen.
On the Friday I set off back to the Rally site, without
much luck. I did see a 750 Ural outfit and followed
it, but it stopped outside a private house, where the
owner lived! He was able, at least, to point me in
the right direction.
I checked in at the site and was told that Mike
Rowe from Bristol was there with his Dnepr. Mike
arrived with his wife Melka as I was erecting my
tent. Their outfit was the one that had been to the
Ukraine. An interesting feature of their Dnepr was
an 80 spoke rear wheel, necessary for foreign
travel and UK potholes. Mike had another useful
mod – a Satnav. On Saturday a suggested route
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had been laid out. I followed Mike and we short
circuited the route and went to Zombie Motorcycles
in Arras, as they were the local Ural dealers.
However, they only dealt with the new 750s, so I
didn’t have to spend money on spares that I
wanted (has anyone got a spare headlamp chrome
rim, mine is so rusty I expect the lamp unit to fall
out!) Mike navigated us to the central square
where there was lots of parking and pavement
cafes that provided beer and a good meal.
Back at the camp Graham Allwood had arrived
from Portsmouth on his 750SV solo. It was
certainly keeping the oil in very well. In the
afternoon, all machines assembled on a large open
space for photos. I heard there were 74 there, all
sidecars apart from two Brits on solos. In the
evening there
was a large
marquee with
tables and
benches.
There was a
‘Frites’ (chips)
with several
different types
of sausage. There was wine, and beer was about
£5 a pint, but came in 250cc cups at 2EU. I was
fortunate that we had had a good lunch. There
were some awards
although my French
could not translate. I
was awarded a bottle
of wine, but I couldn’t
find out why. Maybe
“Grot Bike” of 2019?!
Anyway, we had a

55-60 mph. I only fell off twice, once while trying to
reverse on a steep hill in Dover and once, trying to
get my leg over all the camping gear, when the bike
ran forward off the prop stand. I really must
practice my high kicks for the chorus line or get a
side car!!

couple more bottles which ensured a good night’s
sleep. Late in the evening Zombie Motorcycles had
sponsored a band and French lady vocalist who
gave a lively performance.

On Sunday I packed up and got back to Calais,
without a Satnav, and managed to avoid the
Peage, not that I went a direct route. Mike and
Melka were at the docks and booked on an earlier
boat than me, P&O could not get me on their boat,
so I waved them goodbye and I was left in the
pouring rain.
I was again in my B&B in Dover and set off for
Cornwall via the motorways. Partway the exhaust
note seemed to change, but the motor was running
OK. Later I found the offside pillion footrest and
sidecar ball joint had completely detached from the
frame. Just as well I had not got a chair fitted as it
would have led to a ‘parting of the ways’. If anyone
is using a M66, they should really look at this
malleable fitting. It appears to have been simply
MIG welded around the outside. The curve, where
I would have braised the fitting to the frame, was
completely rusty.
Anyway, I got back home, mileage about 1400
miles, fuel consumption 53, cruising speed
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All the best clubs have red
gazebos! We can assume
Ural France will hold this
event again in two years
time and it's rumoured to
be in Provence, way down
south in the hot
Meditteranean weather.
Here's Comrade Carl with the
October Stafford show report,
entitled Mud, mud, glorious
mud! Get your camper
van off the campsite can
you? No chance! The
water level of the lake hid
in the long grass. Rather
than figure out Carl's
abstract punctuation I
suggest you take a deep
breath and just go for it.
Go Mr Booth..........
As the early bird this time I
was first on the balcony
stand which was

Stafford

completely empty
so getting the stuff
up was simple and
I had already got
most of the stand
up and running
especially the tea
urn and we could
really be noticed.
Outside our usual
camp spot was
selected but due to
the ground being
boggy I had better
ideas to wait till others arrived and right on cue up
turned Tony, waved and drove on to grass and
instantly got bogged down (Oh how he laughed!!)
after we tried to move a LWB transit with no
success he rang the cavalry in the form of Matt and
requested he bring entrenching equipment to help.
Duly he arrived and Tony was out of trouble or was
he as while we waited the club gazebo was
unpacked and laid down only to be part run over by
an ars####e (Was Tony mad?).
After all this
excitement camp
was struck and
other members
arrived and things
got to normal charge around and get the display
bikes on the stand by 5pm all was done settle down
to grub and beer, during the festivities we were
invaded by the Isle of Man by two blokes who were
camping right next to us and this made a real joke
as Tarka really went on a windup mode and caused
a laughable time (It’s E.L.O. In camp joke) all this
went on till the early hours we even had a ghetto
blaster pumping it out.
Saturday was a
grey day start
but it did get
better and from
early morning
we had a steady
steam of visitors
round our stand
admiring our
gleaming (Bill’s
Voyager) to
rough and ready
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(Phil’s Mt 16) and in
between bikes but all were
well received. Round the
jumble it was a bit quiet
due to the weather and
some bargains were out
there but not anything
Riga for me, I was told
there was a Russian out
there but never located it.
Gina did trade on the regalia and even captured
some new blood, Paul our classy (!!!) editor was
surprised when he was awarded the Hero of the
Cossack Owners Club on the stand (which was
cast by Phil Rushworth). The rest of the day went
on as normal then back to camp for music, grub
and beer.

Sunday dawned a lot better with sun, the day went
even better with more visitors out and we were kept
on our toes talking stuff, 4pm was prize giving so it
was disassemble time and the trappings of the
stand were removed for another 6 months. I hope

everyone who took the time and
effort to display their bike on the
stand to promote the club and our
interests had an enjoyable time
and hope to see you all again in
April 25 and 26th 2020 as it’s our
10th anniversary of the club stand
at the classic show, so put your
name down for a slot on the stand anything Soviet
welcome.
Displayers: Tony Jones-1976 Voskhod 2, Matt
Woodward-1987 Dnepr Mt11, Paul
Greensmith-1997 Ural Combo, Bill Green-1990
Voyage, Phil Whitney-1971 M63 Ural, Paul
Codling-1980s Dnepr, Phil Rushworth-1979 Mt 16
Combo, Ken Sutton-1950s Dnepr K72, Steve
”Tarka” Thomas-1990s Ural Combo, Comrade
Carl-1986 Riga 13 & 1989 Minsk 125.
So concludes the report of Comrade Carl…
(Translate into Norfolktonion)(Easier than English?)
Pictured right, are Bill Green, Phil Rushworth, Gina
Inman and the Man Who Knocks! Tarka glows in
the dark, above. Phil Whitney's exquisitely
beautiful M63 got polished, Ken Sutton's equally
charming K750 didn't. Has Phil Rushworth's Dnepr
ever been? Believe it or not I saw shiny classics
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pushed around the show with bubble wrap taped
round their wheels so their tyres wouldn't get dirty!
The COC is a breath of common sense compared
to the ornamental obsessions most of the retina
scorchers on display seem to be. I think Stafford
needs us to put the classic world's antique dealing
in persepective.

with DVLA. Then something happened to him,
(Ooooh murky!) and many of his possessions were
sold at auction, including the Voyager. It has only
covered around 2,000km.

Above, Tarka tries Voyaging. Note the mud on his
knees from hard core camping. This is Bill Green's
bike. Apparently only 200 Voyagers were built and
a lot of parts are peculiar to this model. The engine
is a 720 using the old 650 crank with 82mm
pistons. We're sure about this because Bill's bike
lacks the lump in the crankcases just behind the
right cylinder which 750s have to make room for
their 78mm stroke.
You can eat it but it
isn't food, right. The
last resort of a
thousand campers,
the pot noodle!
Bill's voyager was
owned by an
oligarch who
imported it from
Russia to potter
round his estate in
the UK. He didn't
bother registering it

Wanna buy a pair of
BMW R100 cylinder
heads? Phil's phone
number is on the box.
£200 it says.
On the subject of Mr
Rushworth, he not
only made the trophy
Stefan took back to
Sweden in the last
issue and the hero of
the COC trophy, he
cast this too, below. If you'd had £30 to spare at
the show he'd have sold it to you. Impressive!

Overleaf is the clean and shiny engine of the Dnepr
Matt Woodward swapped for the Minsk, also
pictured. The rest of it was beautiful too.
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The Minsk
didn't run,
apparently it
needed a
little work
with a
soldering
iron. Seems
like a good
deal don't
you think?

Well, it wasn't quite that
simple. This
happened......

With oil now in the engine, battery fitted, temporary
fuel supply to the famous (?) K301 carbs and my
size elevens on the kicker, I slowly pressed down
the kick start to find that sweet spot just before top
dead center, and then I gave it the "big one".
"Bumph"!!! - "IT'S ALIVE"!!!- followed by an all
mighty clatter. It is funny how you can just bumble
around in a daydream of already riding your bike
into the new adventure but when the danger is
about to strike, your senses sharpen and your
reflexes become second to none. I've managed to
flick the switch to the "off" position, stood back
baffled and thought to myself "What the heck was
that"???

Matt
Woodward

Now I am going back to the word "looking" that I've
used loosely at the start of my story because that's
what has happened. That mighty noise was all
those important nuts and bolts that need to be tight,
for the engine to run, were loose!! Before I have
fully removed the rocker cover to have an
investigative look, nuts, bolts and washers were
dancing away across to the unlit corners of my
workshop. probably never to be found again, until
that annual sweep up!

SHOULD'VE KNOWN BETTER
After many hypnotic mind games with another club
member at the Stafford Bike Show, somehow I
ended up with a hole in my pocket and a very smart
looking Dnepr MT11 (and I use the word "looking"
quite loosely). Somehow things always look
different in the cold light of day.
With a trip to Poland behind me and time to play,
bike proudly sitting in my workshop, looking all
shiny with lots of extra chrome and stainless stuff, it
was time to see if the bike went as good as it
looked. I thought I'd start with the basics, engine oil.
None visible on the dipstick. OK, lets drop some oil
and see what comes out, a very slow dribble to
what equated to about half a litre. Before I go any
further with this story, I don't want this to seem like
some kind of grievance toward the seller. Oh no, I
am genuinely happy with the bike and certainly with
the seller. All it is, is that after a phone call to a
fellow member, Paul Codling about oval needle
valves and 1970s woolly jumpers, he mentioned
that I should write a few words about my
experience with my new old bike.
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As part of the deal, the Dnepr MT11 came with a
multitude of spares in various boxes, carry bags,
some parts wrapped in bin bags, some placed in
jam jars, stuff with all those nuts, bolts and
washers, that seem to be leftovers from previous
projects, came in an unusual looking plastic tub
with the label "Hair Restorer" on it and a picture of
a funky looking captain below saying "If it suits the
wearer, f**k the starer".
All those nuts needed to be refitted to the cylinder
head, where they're waiting to be discovered.

Thankfully!, being a part of any club, there always
seems to be some sort of unwritten rule and one
that has become apparent to me is that with the
Cossac Owners Club, to be a member you must
have a character. I know it might be that you are a
collectormaniac, a retired boffin, pothead, a new
world order activist or intercontinental long distance
lorry driver, whatever it might be, you must have a
character. And with all good characters, there's
always a story to tell. And this is exactly what it
feels like when I'm working on the newly acquired,
unfinished project. There has obviously been a lot
of attention to the cosmetic details but not so much
to the functional part of the project. This is where a
character tells this story. It is almost like I am
finding that someone else has dirty secrets too, all
there waiting to be discovered (Carl!).
Further to the mention of the
enigmatic PMZ in the last issue,
Stuart remembered he knew
something of it..............

Stuart
Morgan

We’re used to the Russian BMW derived flat twins,
but the PMZ-A-750, a BMW/Harley-derived V-twin,
may be a little less well known.
In 1929, a Russian engineering delegation had
been invited to view Harley Davidson’s facilities,
which were then commencing production of the
new Model D. This motorcycle used a new-design
18.5hp sidevalve motor of 45cu.in. (750cc) capacity
and was launched as a competitor to Indian’s 101
Scout. In response to the technical advancements
seen during this visit, NATI, the Scientific Institute
for Car and Tractor Design, were asked to produce
a heavyweight motorcycle for army use, suitable for
hauling a sidecar.
In 1930 the design brief was given to Pyotr
Mozharov, who was Chief Engineer in charge of a
team of young designers (Including three engineers
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Fedorov,
Semashko
and Okunev
who later
would
develop the
M72 and
Ural) which
set about
meeting this
challenge.
The NATI team based its engine design on the
Harley model D, adding a recirculating oil system
with the oil held in a separate cast-in chamber
behind the crankcases, coil ignition and Indian 101
style gear primary drive.
Mozharov had been very impressed by the
pressed-steel frame of the German Neander
motorcycle and a 1928 visit to the Neander concern
yielded much information on this construction
method. So for the chassis, the team looked west,
and based their design on the pressed steel frame
and similarly pressed trailing link leafspring fork of
the contemporary BMW R16. Similarly, the wheels
were made interchangeable and a Bosch
influenced electrical system was used. A three
speed hand change gearbox transferred power via
chain to the rear wheel, drive being engaged by
either rocking the left foot pedal clutch, or operating
the more familiar left handlebar-mounted lever.
By 1932, the
machine was fit to
enter production
and engineering
drawings ready to
ship to the chosen
production plant.
Four prototypes,
with and without
sidecar, were produced at Izhevsk in May ’33 and
on the 20th of August of that year they embarked
on a proving and publicity trip to Moscow, arriving
in late September. These four machines, now
named NATI-A-750, were accompanied by a
Harley Model D, a BMW R 16 and an IZH 7 for
comparison. The unfortunate riders experienced
unexpectedly harsh conditions, having to change
their route because of rain and mud, and resorting
to the ferry from Sarapul to Gorky. Despite initial
unreliability caused in the main by the Schebler
copy carburettor making the bikes very difficult to

start from cold, after
this adventure the
bikes were judged
able to cope with
military type usage
and were given the
OK for series
production. The
design was still not
perfect though,
suffering from a
vibratory engine,
low-speed shimmy,
and with the engine
developing only an
inadequate 15hp.
Although the
prototypes had been
made in Izhevsk, this factory was unable to cope
with mass-production of such a complex machine,
so alternative production plants were sought. A
facility in Podolsk was identified as being suitable.
Employing eleven thousand staff, the Podolsk plant
had recently ended license production of American
Singer sewing machines so had spare manpower,
capacity and facilities which could handle the
complexity of mass manufacture. The factory was,
however, lacking in both sheet metal experience
and press machines, so a new press shop was
added to the site and workers retrained in the
production of motorcycles. The first prototype from
this factory was completed in February 1934.
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Sadly, shortly after this event, Pyotr Mozharov died
whilst on a relaxation break. (!!!)
Production refinements were introduced to the
design despite the loss of the chief engineer and
the machine was finally launched as the PMZA-750 on May 1st 1935. In that first year, 100
machines were produced and production was
planned for 500 units per year thereafter. The
military were the main recipient of these bikes, in
both sidecar and solo form, but the bike was also
issued to public service bodies such as the post
office, civilian machines differing only in their black
paint, military ones being finished in olive green.
Despite improvements to
the electrical system in
1936, the A-750 was not
a success in military
usage. It was
underpowered (engine
improvements in ’39 only
raising the power to
17hp), heavy (206kg dry
weight), difficult to
maintain and awkward to
ride. The cold starting
problem persisted, the
bike being given the
nickname ‘Try and Start
Me’ (a rough
approximation of PMZ in
Russian, apparently) in
service. Usage in the

three month Winter War with Finland in ’39 and ’40
only served to highlight the machine’s
shortcomings and caused the military to press for a
better machine. Production ended in 1939 after
just 1753 bikes had been made. The PMZ-A-750
was replaced in 1942 by the M72, which as we
know was a somewhat more successful machine.
According to contemporary reports, these heavy
machines are slow, unreliable and handle poorly so
perhaps it’s a surprise that there are quite a few
survivors; most of these appear to be held in
various Russian museums, but several in private
hands have appeared at events on the continent.
I’ve not seen
any at UK
events, other
than one at the
IOM some years
back, but a
complete and
partially restored
machine was
sold at
Mannheim
recently, and
one was on offer
at a Bonhams
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auction but failed to reach its £18000 reserve. So
you’ll need both deep pockets and perseverance if
you have to have one of these in your garage. If
you want to see one in action, 1938 Ukrainian
propaganda film Traktoristy, The Tractor Drivers, is
worth watching. The heroine rides one of these
machines across gloriously sunny black and white
cornfields, but you don’t see her trying to start one!
If you're interested in watching the film it's on
youtube at https://www.youtube.com/watch?
v=MuLsxpnHCck It's 1hr 20 min long and so very,
very Soviet! This version has apparently been
adjusted to dilute the communist politics in order to
make it platable in the west. Allegedly it lost out to
Gone With the Wind in the Oscars for best picture
of 1939! I must say I find that unlikely.
In the film it looks like our heroine actually does
start her PMZ, about 17 minutes in. However, even
though she's just stormed out of the house in a fit of
petulance, we think rage wasn't enough to enable
her to master the brute and it's probably the film's
PMZ expert who starts it really.
Next page top is a Bonhams catalogue shot of a
PMZ. This might be the bike offered for sale at
Stafford some years ago. If I remember correctly it
was owned by a Spanish collector and bidding

new would cost you 7,760 roubles, whatever that
is. We know this because the info, as well as most
of the beautiful pictures come from V. Sheyanov's
Motorworld website at https://motos-of-war.ru/en/
motorcycles/ It's fantastic!
By the way, Stuart also wrote a very informative
article on Viatka scooters which we featured in the
September-October 2015 edition of HV, page 15.
stalled somewhere around £16,000. On the COC
stand we turned out our pockets to discover we had
about £3.50 between us, oh well. I remember Tony
Jones being excited by simply getting to see one.

In seamless continuity, that issue features a rally
report from The Three Magpies with a picture of
David Roger's Ural, looking just as rusty as it does
now, on page 18 here! Interestingly Mike Rowe's
IZH49 went. That issue also included an article by
Richard Powis on buying a Jupiter 4 from a couple
of Lithuanians, some of which he's riding now, in
the previous issue of HV. Here's what that's like....

Richard
Powis

Firstly, I would like to thank
Paul Codling and Hazel for
meeting up with me at the
“Revved Up” Bikers’ Cafe at
Walton on the Naze, with their Ural. The resident
bikers extended a welcome to all three of us,
having not seen a Russian machine there lately.

Actual capacity was 746cc with a bore and stroke
of a medieval 70 x 97mm. Max power, all 15bhp,
was produced at 3,600rpm. Drive was through a
three speed gearbox, there was no rear suspension
and top speed was 95kmh, if you dare! Buying one

My Jupiter has been rescued from almost certain
scrappage by virtue of making one out of two. The
wreck that appeared one night from Lithuania
proved unroadworthy, but the engine and
transmission was in usable order, so I have not had
to dismantle it yet. Most of the cycle parts were
cannibalised from another wreck, this time from
Suffolk, whose engine and gearbox were seized
tight from corrosion. (I
have since rescued the
pistons and cylinders
from that one and,
luckily, they are in
surprisingly good order,
as the big ends are,
apparently. I have not
yet removed the crank
as the clutch nut has
corroded itself into the
shaft.)
Unable to make either of
the igntion switches
work, I ordered a Jawa
cum Zetor replacement
from a tractor dealer in
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Wales, which,
by making a
larger hole in
the headlamp
shell, now fits
nicely and works
much more
positively. In
case you are
wondering what
I did about the
two pilot lights,
generator and
neutral, I had to
fabricate a bulb
holder which fits
over the top of
the switch and
places two instrument bulbs just beneath the
transparent lenses in the headlamp shell, rather
than cutting them out and replacing them with a
Chinese push in device, which would probably leak
when it rains.
With some
minor
adjustement to
the existing
carburettor, I
have, with
much patience,
succeeded in
obtaining a
reliable cold
start and blink
free acceleration. However, starting from hot had
me foxed. It would not have this. I fiddled with
everything I could think of, checked plugs and
timing, re-sealed the carb to manifold joint and
gained some improvement, especially to the
smooth running. I even checked the compression,
which, admittedly is not that good, being just
around the 100 psi mark or slightly lower.
The secret is: old and slightly tired two strokes will
start when hot on FULL THROTTLE, with several
good kicks. One or two with igntion off, to prime,
(as cold start) and one or two energetic strokes,
making good use of the mighty flywheel. I
remembered this from the “Mod” era, with
Lambrettas. Same technique required when very
hot.

29

The bike’s
handling felt rather
chaotic, at first. It
did not like bumps
in the road and
threatened to tip
itself into the ditch,
with me as well.
Paul grabbed hold
of the handlebars,
at the Cafe, and
pushed the forks
up and down,
confirming what I
had suspected.
Thin oil is just not man enough to contest the power
of those strong springs. Mixing straight 30 with
something approximating to 140, at a ratio of
around 2:1 has transformed the handling. I am now
becoming accustomed to riding it and have
developed a lot more confidence.
I have had several 350’s over many years,
including a Ducati, Ariel and an AJS/Matchless
lightweight series. The Ducati was light,
uncomfortable and disappointingly low on power
but it handled fairly well, until the swinging arm
gave up. The Ariel was a delight, even with a lot of
play in the swinging arm, but it would not go over
60mph. The Matchless was another story and it is
this one I will compare the Jupiter to.
Handling: Matchless: variable. It did at least have
Teledraulic forks but the channel section lower
frame rendered it too flexible. It threw me just
outside the local police station!
Handling: Jupiter: interesting but fairly predictable,
now that the forks have been sorted. At least the
frame goes all the way round the engine. No nuts
and bolts to come loose.
Brakes: Matchless: Francis Barnett British Hub
Company pressed steel plates do not work on a
three-fifty. They either lock the wheels or vibrate
unnervingly.
Brakes: Jupiter: At least they are made of solid,
cast material, albeit Zinc alloy. They work, once the
high spots are worn down but don’t expect to do
“stoppies”. Leave plenty of time and don’t rely on
last minute braking.

Electrics: Matchless: Post war Wipac equipment
was worse than useless. Poor quality switch gear
allowed all lights to fail at 70mph on a pitch black
night. Replacement was cheap, but flimsy in
operation. Generator could only just keep up with
demand and the whole wiring loom caught fire for
no apparent reason.
Electrics: Jupiter: Russian electrics are crude but
serviceable. I have no confidence in the ignition
cum light switch, which is why I replaced it, but it
was forty plus years old. Dynamo works well as
does the regulator, which is best left untouched.
Output is low but I have compensated by using
L.E.Ds for headlamp and rear and providing every
connection with a separate earth wire. My previous
Jupiter let me down, once again by a loose
connection in the headlamp switch which I
misdiagnosed and tinkered with the regulator
instead. Disaster.
Performance: Matchless. The lightweight series, as
against the old G3 and G80 heavyweight series,
were poorly built. The big end lasted only for about
12 to 15K miles. Mine was supplied with a new big
end as the original had already failed when I
bought it. The dealer did not have the decency to
offer to fit it for no charge, so I had to strip the
engine myself. The Matchy would just about creep
up to an indicated 80, (probably nearer to 77).
Noise and vibration at this speed was unbearable. I
once sustained 60 to 70 over 100 miles or so,
returning from Cadwell Park. The engine emptied
itself of oil in spite of having been completely
rebuilt. My companion and I had to knock up a
country garage owner at midnight. Fortunately, he
was sympathetic and supplied enough lubricant to
get home. (The lightweight series did not carry oil in
a separate tank, as the G80s. It was contained in
an integrated sump, which became too hot,
rendering the oil useless.)
Performance: Jupiter: Well, what can one say. It is
present. The wheels turn, it goes and it stops
(eventually). To be fair, the engine is very flexible
and easy to cope with. I have geared mine up fairly
high, for solo work. It will pull from almost zero
revs, just like an old sidevalve, and it will slog away
without too much input from the rider. Gear
changes, using the semi auto clutch, are slow but
so easy and relaxing both up and down.
Compared to the Matchless, (which was actually
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more “advanced” in its technology), it is noisy but
not so temperamental. It hardly matters which gear
you select as will pull at almost any rpm, rather like
the old Triumph TRW. Speed is irrelevant. If you
want to get there quickly, take the HST or go by air.
Jupiter is an old slogger, not to be hurried. Treated
with respect, it can be a pleasant, if bumpy, ride,
redolent of the better post war British sloggers.
Character: Matchless: AMC drained every ounce of
character from their Lightweight range. Their own
engines, both two stroke and four stroke were very
inferior to the tried and trusted Villiers range. You
would not “cut it” at the Ace Cafe when parked
alongside Gold Stars, Velos and Nortons, but
outside the Bohemian Cafe in Clacton on Sea, it
just about maintained credibility.
Character: Jupiter: You would have been
ostracised at the Ace in the sixties, but now, with
age, the Jupiter has gained some eccentricity with
those who do not remember them in the seventies.
At least, it feels like an old bike even if it still looks
like an inexpensive substitute. For someone of my
age, who would not like to be seen on an American
cliche, even if I could afford one, it serves as a
pleasant reminder of oily hands and cold garages,
frothy, flavourless coffee, jeans and jukeboxes.
So, why did I choose to compare with the G5
Matchless? Because I think it is a fair comparison
as, in spite of many derogatory articles published at
the time, we made one or two dogs in UK which
cost far more to buy than the humble IZH, which
was often unfairly compared with far more
expensive and elaborate Japanese and Italian
machines. Russian bikes should have been rated
alongside AMC Francis Barnett/James, Panther
two strokes and other motley marques which used
cheap proprietary components which were
substandard even at the time.
NB. If you want to fit a Zetor ignition switch on your
Jupiter and you find the wiring diagram on page 28
intolerably small, email me, HV editor, and I'll send
you the original size picture. Next page is a real
advert for joining the MZ club. Bynnzi found it. As
Richard Powis says, at the time we had to fight for
our dignity. These days of course, we're as cool as
it gets! If you can't read it the bottom line goes
"There's no cure. But with therapy, you'll learn to
ride with pride."

doesn't appear to have much of a surface finish
afterwards.

Mark found this on Youtube. Could you make an
engine in a blacksmith's shop?

If Mark
Avis
was
Russian

Part one starts off with an
explanation of why, illustrated
with other Youtube clips of
some beautiful and to be
honest, miraculous home
made V twin motorcycle
engines. Because our man
speaks Russian, I can only assume the playful
smile on his face is because he knows this home
made V twin engine isn't going to be like that. Early
on he picks up a micrometer, we hear the word
"нет" and it gets flung into the corner of the
workshop!
A home made
press is used to
canabalise
crankshaft bits
from something
else and a home
made crank pin
is roughly ground
before case
hardening. For
this it's sealed in a welded up canister packed with
carbon and heated red hot degrees in the forge. It
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The rods are sidevalve parts but cut up then
rewelded to make the split big end, our man having
elected to use no cylinder offset, probably to
simplify his camshaft drive? For the purpose of
welding the big end
eyes on straight
they're assembled
onto a nylon mandrel.
Lets hope the rods
were hardened again
after the welding, they
must have been
welded hot to achieve the necessary penetration.
This man is a
remarkably competent
stick welder. The
block the cylinders are
bolted on was made
from two pieces of
plate welded together
at precisely the correct
angle, and parallel, we
hope, by using a digital
level app on a phone.
If any of this stayed
straight after welding
it'll be because of his skill as a frabricator! It
doesn't look like
the base surfaces
are machined flat
after assembly, at
the moment at
least.

The crank looks
like a single
cylinder engine
part so has to be
rebalanced. This
meant welding on
extra flywheel
weight. Our man
might have
explained how he
calculated how
much. He
weighed the big
end assemblies
and balanced the
crank by rolling it
on the edges of two
bits of wood with
weights on the rod
ends. He used his
phone to check how
true it was, not a dial
gauge or machined
straight edge in sight!

It looks like we have
three sets of K750 big
end rollers but although
there are oil holes in the
crank pin, I'm not sure if
we're using Ural oil traps
to feed them, yet. I think
we're having Dnepr MT9
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pistons with the
skirts cut off
which might
indicate the
stroke is shorter
than the Dnepr's
68mm. The valve
cut outs are 90
degrees wrong of
course.

In part two he makes crankcases out of strips of
steel plate welded together because he doesn't
have pieces big enough. Am I astonished by this?
None of it is ever going to end up precise enough
to make anything which doesn't shake itself to
death within minutes, produce more heat through
friction than power and therefore melt as soon he
opens the throttle, if it runs at all.
However, the automotive pioneers at the end of the
19th century would have grown up with
blacksmithing rather than engineering and been
faced with similar problems as our hero here. If you
want to check him out try https://www.youtube.com/
watch?v=Y-szy7TrlpQ If no one complains we'll be
learning how to make welded steel crankcases
from bits of scrap next issue. Perhaps I should
explain that if you haven't worked in an engineering
environment this will just look a bit quaint, but if you
have, it's a
spectacular and
fun attempt to
get away with
it. It's art,
there's no point
in it at all. I can
imagine how
he'll feel trying
to start it for the
first time.

Michael
Wadsworth

All you get in the last
available half a page this
issue is a glimpse of
Michael's trip to Austria
last summer. Don't miss the full story next time.

For this issue Alan Davies' passenger is I think
Mandy Holland, but that could be wrong. They're
holding cups because this is, of course, a coffee
morning! Yes there is a woolly mamouth
approaching from the rear, no idea why.
Alan is now cursed with the ressurection of the ex
Colin McCann Voskhod from page 14 of the
September/October 20 edition of HV, advertised
two months later. The advert wasn't particularly
clear but for £100, whatever was on offer was
bound to be a bargain, and so it turned out. Some
of the frame had ben cut off but COC to the rescue
and all the missing parts have now been located.
Here's Alan........
"Voskhod now under construction after obtaining
new frame, from a club member, watch this space,
at the moment my little workshop looks as if a
Voskhod has exploded after being wheeled in."
In his youth Alan was known in the club as The
Voskhod Cowboy and driven by poverty, spent
many happy hours just trying to get there. You'd
think he'd know better now! Nostalgia eh?
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Above is Michael's Ural the top of the
Grossglockner Pass and opposite below, one of the
Simpsons all the way from Czech, there were more
of them, even up the Grossglockner!
Also next time we have Phil and Gina Inman up
North exploring one of Bynnzi's Glumbuster routes
and casting, and bacon(?) round Phil Rushworth's
house. There's Chris Drucker's art collection too, a
particularly intrepid domestic rebellion if you ask
me!
By the way Chris has some Minsk/Voskhod keys
which might come in handy for someone. There are
6 pairs of each numbered 049 and 067. We
wonder if they might fit some IZH too. Sometimes
you don't need exactly the right number. Email
your HV editor if you want them.

Regalia

Regatta Dover Fleeced
Lined Jacket - £47.00
Product
Code:
COCJ1.
Waterproof,
Windproof
hydrafort
polyester
fabric. Fully
lined with
Thermoguard
insulation.
Taped
seams,
concealed
hood and
adjustable
cuffs. 2 zipped lower pockets. These
jackets are very nice and comfortable and
come with the Star Logo on the left breast as
with other products. The club’s web address
(www.cossackownersclub.co.uk) is across the
shoulders on the back. Colours: Only in Black
with Silver Logo and writing. Sizes: M (40") L (42") - XL (44") - XXL(47") - XXXL(50")
Hooded
Sweat
Shirts
£21.50
These are
normally on
an order
only basis.
Woolly
Hats
£8.50
The
woolly hat is
the knitted
type and
again with
either club
logo. This is an essential bit of kit for any club
member. Standard Club Logo or Star Logo.
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Full & Half Zip
Fleeces - £25.00
Product Code:
COC-FL. 100%
Polyester,
unlined. Comes
with Silver Club
Logo or Star
Logo over the left
breast. These
are great for
chilly mornings
on the rally field.
Normal range of
sizes: Medium - Large - Extra Large - XXL &
XXXL.
T Shirts£13.00 Phil
and Gina are
the people to
see about the
current
availability of
styles and
colours. Cloth
badges, metal
pins and
stickers are
also
available. regalia@cossackownersclub.co.uk
or on 01780 720420

