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There is nothing noble in being superiour to your fellow
man. True nobility is being superior to your former self.



Where are you going with that then Mr Kapoor?
The front cover's top two pictures are more from
the would be raffle bike's assembly weekend on
page 16. Sadly the raffle will now not take place.
Later, once the dust of discord has settled, I might
be able to tell you why. The rest of the committee
are relieved tranquility will be restored soon. Below
is what it says on
my new T shirt.
Confused? You
couldn't make it
up!

The bottom
picture isn't just
Matt Woodward
and Steve
Bamber, it's a
beautiful moment of contemplation, a brief peace in
the often rowdy cut and thrust of excited debate
around the fumigator at Stafford. We don't just talk
about motorcycles.

Inside the rear cover are two "other" motorcycles,
featured because they're interesting. More and
more pictures of Russians is fine, this is the COC
and we all love those but these days we have a
better view of behind the wall where they came
from. Not only that, classicism thrives everywhere,
driven by enthusiasm for nostalgia and the
availability of thousands of fascinating, cheap East
European projects, at the moment. Here in the UK,
the last barn find Vellocette was snapped up years
ago, but there must be hundreds of farms in
Moldova where Grandad's Balkan 250 lies waiting
to be reborn. When it is, it might look like the top
picture. We're interested in not just in the Soviet
Union's automotive technology, but in the Soviet
bloc's as well aren't we? And how pretty is the
WSK scrambler? Oooooh lovely!

Earnest Hemingway is
very famous, a prolific
writer and a man whose
life was rammed full of
most of humanity's
experience. As a war
correspondent he was
embroiled in two world
wars and the Spanish
Civil War. He was
married four times and
each was a mind boggling adventure in itself. He
was wounded countless times, underfire on battle
fields, crashing cars and was once involved in two

plane crashes, on the same day. He didn't take
care of his health and seems to have lived with
reckless disregard for his own safety.

"The world breaks everyone and afterward many
are strong in the broken places. But those that will
not break it kills. It kills the very good and the very
gentle and the very brave impartially. If you are
none of these you can be sure it will kill you too but
there will be no special hurry."

The quote on the front cover is his too, a helpful
reminder to look up, not backwards.

Above, Professor Phil's beautiful Sunbeam at The
Three Magpies, with canvas panniers made in
Malta many years ago, if I remember the story
right? It was a pleasure to actually see it at last.

Front and rear covers
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Camping weekend at The Junction Pub,102
News Lane, Rainford, St Helens, WA11 7JU for
8th to 10th July 2022. The venue is a pub
restaurant with a large flat field at the rear. There
are good, 24 hour toilets and by July there should
be a shower unit. There is a large marquee on the
field and on Friday and Saturday evenings there
will be a brass band concert in the marquee.

In the pub on Friday evening there is an open mic
session and any budding musicians can get up and
do a turn. On Saturday evening there will be a band
on in the pub. All music will finish by 11pm.

Table meals are available all weekend and on
Sunday lunch time there is a carvery for those who
want a meal before returning home.

All welcome, even campervans. The cost is £10
per tent/unit per night. Contact Tony on 07504
700522 with any queries.

August 12-14th The East
European Motorcycle Rally
held at Greetham
Community Centre, Rutland,
LE15 7NG. This is the
postponed 2020 event and is a
joint Rally of the COC, the
JawaCZ Club and the MZRC. We hope this year to
include the IFA club who are enthusiastic owners of
all vehicles from the GDR. The price will be £20
per person. A badge is included in the fee. See the
rear cover of this issue of HV for a more in depth
insight into how much fun it'll be. It's an event not to
miss, especialy because of the COC AGM.
Saturday only visitors are welcome at that.

October 7-9th The Autumn Dent Rally, Conder
Farm, Dent, Lancashire, LA10 5QT. This is the
second Rally of the year at Dent and is run on
broadly the same lines as the May event with
badges and an award.

The IFA Club produces
informative flyers for each of its
events which, because of the
pressure on space in HV, we
can't reproduce in a worthy size.
So, please check out
Events@ifaclub.co.uk to find out what they're
planning. The following is just to point you at them.

9/10th July. Iron
Curtain Vehicle
Weekend based
around Stafford. This
includes a run to
RAF Cosford and the
National Cold War
Exhibition on
Saturday and
Sunday based at the
Really Retro Show at
Penkridge,
Staffordshire.

18-21 August: The
British Motor Show,
Farnborough. Not a Club event, but we are
supporting Dave Richards who is putting together a
display to raise the profile of Eastern Bloc vehicles
at this prestigious event.

1-2 October: ‘Red Oktober’ weekend will include a
Cold War classic vehicle gathering at the
Trolleybus Museum at Sandtoft in Lincolnshire.
This is the world's largest trolleybus collection.

Our Club AGM will
be held in the
museum's 'Regal'
Cinema! We
expect to also visit
the South
Yorkshire Aircraft
Museum, the
Grimsby Fishing
Heritage Centre
and possibly cross
the Humber Bridge
to visit the
Streetlife Museum
of Transport in
Hull.

Forthcoming events

AGM
The COC AGM will be held at the East
European Rally at 3.00pm on Saturday 13th
August. Got that? There is much to discuss.
Fancy being HV editor or a rally organiser? Find
out what the jobs entail. Desperate to whine,
whinge or complain about how the COC is run?
Do that here. If there's anything you want
brought up at the meeting you don't have to
apply formally in advance but it would be helpful
and polite if you warn the committee
beforehand, contact details on page 4.
Compliments, praise and gratitude are welcome
if you'd like to simply encourage us.



4

16 October: Red Oktober – Ace Café. Not our
event, but we’re always happy to give this event in
the Capital a nudge. We had our best attendance
for some time in 2021, cars and bikes, and look
forward to more of the same this year. Richard
Hemmington is the man to see about these and
the rest of the IFA Club's 2022 calender. He's on
07736 962572 or on Events@ifaclub.co.uk

October 28-30th Sentry Circle
Camping, Northallerton DL6
2UD. £7pppn. Again 3rd visit
this time on their flatter field this
year. It will also be their
Halloween and Bonfire Night on
the Saturday with entertainment
on their outside stage. 3 pubs in a 1/1.5mile walk.

The info contact for MZ Yorkshire section events is
Glen Kapoor on 07596556070. He's not worried
about capacity at the campsite so it's OK to just
turn up.

Here's David Greenwood...... There is a sidecar
and trike day at the ACE Cafe on Sunday 24th of
July. Those of you on solo bikes are also welcome
and it would nice to meet up with as many of you
as possible.

Next time you're on the internet, have a go at
evenementen@udcn.nl for the Dutch Ural Dnepr
Club's dates too. Yes it's in Dutch, Google
translate? See the May June issue of HV, page 29.

Norman Blackie, Dundee.
Nic Castoro, London.
Oliver Chance, Koblenz, Germany.
Andrew Hepworth, Houghton-le-Spring, Tyne and
Wear.
Nick Marshall, Tattershall Bridge, Lincs.
Rafal Bolek, Coventry.
Zak Penrose, Aylesbury, Bucks.
Bob Morton, Freckleton.
Bertie Stafford, Ashbourne, Derbys.
Quintin Cunningham, Ashbourne Derbys.
Christian Byron, Mold, Flintshire.
Stuart Matthews, Swindon, Wilts.
Leslie Fitzgerald, Norwich.
Richard
Womble,
Colchester,
Essex.
Darren Sands,
Queensland,
Australia.

This magazine was beautifully printed in Leeds by
Thistle Print Ltd, Unit 6, Aston Court, Bramley,

Leeds, LS13 2AF 01132040600
www.thistleprint.co.uk

Contact Details

President & Identification and Registration:
Peter Ballard: 01225 891634
idandreg.cossackownersclub@gmail.com
General Secretary: Tony Jones: 01942
605949/07504 700522
cossack@blueyonder.co.uk
Treasurer: Phil Inman: 01780 720420
coc.inman@mail.com
Membership Secretary: Gina Inman: 01780
720420 membership@cossackownersclub.co.uk
Regalia sales: Gina Inman: 01780 72042
regalia@cossackownersclub.co.uk
Show Organiser: Carl Booth: 01253 720327
comradecarl01@mail.com
Magazine Editor: Paul Codling: 01508 520890
paulcodling@mail.com
Webmaster: Dave Cox: 01794 884492
dave@russianmotorcycles.co.uk
Facebook: Because almost everyone does it.
www.facebook.com/cossackownersclub
Interesting motorcycle stuff on Facebook only
please. We find it necessary to filter out all sorts
of the internet's alternative content!

A warm welcome to.....
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Occasionally I am asked
to recommend insurance
for our type of bikes. I
always recommend RH
Motor Insurers. When
taking out 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. 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.
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 2019 edition of HV, page 29,
for a more in depth introduction to RH motor
insurers.

Peter has been suggested by Ian
Edmunds, DVLA liason manager for
the FBHVC, as the man to talk to regarding the
acceptability of date stamps stamped on frame
plates or on the frames themselves, as a method of
dating Soviet vehicles. This means that with luck,
Peter will get to speak to someone at DVLA
interested enough to try to understand why
Russians do that. This is particularly important for
us because without the luxury of the written factory
records DVLA appear to assume everyone has,
frame number stamps are our factory record. Will
they also take notice of IZH's cyrillic date stamps
too? Good sense at last? Wish PJB luck!
Below, Mike Rowe's other Dnepr running smoothly
at last,
see page
22. His
friend
Jimmy
took it to
The
Three
Magpies.
Did he fall
in love
with it on
the way?
If that
happens
Jimmy
might
keep it.

If it doesn't, the outfit is likely to be up for sale.
Excited? Watch this space or COC Buy Sell Swap
on Facebook. Above, Jimmy checks it's oil.

At the Three
Magpies, we get
Dave Cox's camera,
ever present and
stalking our
moments of quiet
contemplation.
Rallies are as much
about people as
they are about
motorcycles.

Tony
Jones

Insurance

PJB
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Here's Comrade Carl with the
spring Stafford show report.
He said I could punctuate it if I
liked, so I have, just to give you some idea when to
breathe. However, I hope I haven't compromised
his inimitable style. I also hope you don't mind the
bi annual shot of The
Fumigator. This varies in
its combustion cycle
between searing the skin
off anyone who dares sit
too close, and blinding
anyone who can't get out
of the way quick enough
with the clouds of lung
clogging creosote vapour
billowing out of it. We sit
round it with our stinging
eyes awash with tears
every night, for some
reason.

Well the show has now returned to its normal time
in April but instead of plague we have war so it was
decided to be a bit low key. So it was down with the
large flags and banners and up with our name
banner and Neval sign. As to the show stand it was
well supported by club members, so much so that I
had to turn members down because our space was
full (hope you might like to come in Oct). We were
not in our usual area but under the clock on the
balcony. This seemed to go down well with
everybody as the seating was on the windowsill so
no hoging the chair. I managed to secure a good
collection of bikes for dislpay, 10 in all and these
filled the whole area from combos to solos and 2
strokes (which dominated) so something for
everyone to discuss. A bike of interest was Tony's
Balkan, a 50cc moped from Bulgaria (first we've
had. This proved to be a crowd puller as well as the
2 Voskhods,1 Moskva and Matt's Planeta. In the
big bikes Steve's Dnepr MT10? with M72 engine
was of great interest as was Bill's 750 Voyage
supported by the 2 nearly identical combo's (as
Paul G knows). I can say I did not receive any bad
comments from anyone about us being there
dispalying USSR bikes and everything about our
stand was positive (so we look to October). We did
have a visitor in our president who seemed well
pleased with the effort we all put in to publisise our
club. At night it was back to Cossack Corner which
is our designated area in the field, to have jovality
(talking rubbish) and beer. My new brew of home
made Saki (rice wine) and pear cider went down
well, as did the grub on the BBQ which made us all
well fed through the night. With good music to keep
all happy and the fumigator blazing away we all

seemed to enjoy it. The show itself has seemed to
reach a turning point in its life this being down to
alot of traders doing the 'Net' and not wanting to
pay for a dear pitch. There was alot of empty areas
around the showground which brings the
autojumble into question, as to the club side this
still seems well supported and it might become alot
more show orientated in the future. I will still be
there as long as I can get the bikes required to
display as a show is only what you make of it.
Hope to see you all soon.

Bikes supplied by Nick Turnham, Ural combo. Paul
Greensmith, Ural combo. Steve Bamber, Dnepr
MT10. Bill Green, Ural Voyage. Paul Codling and
Hazel (W.I.) (W.I.?) Ural M63. Tony Jones, Moskva
and Balkan moped, below, Phil Whitney, Voskhod
2. Matt Woodward, Planeta 2. Comrade Carl,
Voskhod 2. Dasviydanya Comrade Carl.

Balkan motorcycles are so rare and exotic in the
UK that this MK-2YU25, manufactured in the early
1970s, is spectacularly cool. We met a lady who
owned three! No one else we met had ever seen
one. It was to be collected by its new owner after
the show, Tony having already sold it, so I didn't
suffer the temptation to want it at all.

According to the internet, it's MD50S engine
delivers 3.3bhp at 4,800rpm giving it a top speed of
40mph. Earlier models had a three speed gearbox
with handlebar mounted, twistgrip gear selection.

Stafford
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We know which model this is because of the foot
pedal gear change. Note the pedal's extention over
the back of the engine where it engages with some
sort of link on the top of the gearbox. I think this is
where the gear selector cables from the twistgrip
went on the old three speed models and there's no
selector shaft like other, similar mopeds. The pedal
just pivots round the
kickstart shaft.

If I owned a
MK-2YU25 I'd be
very proud of it.
Apparently, in 1954,
Plant 14 in Lovech,
in Bulgaria, was
ordered (bullied) by
the Council for
Mutual Economic
Assistance in the
Soviet Union to stop
making aeroplanes.
Rather than cast the
workforce onto the streets, Plant 14 was ordered to
make motorcycles instead. The first 100, copies of
the DKW RT250, were such a faithful rip off that
DKW complained and the Bulgarians had to make
it look different. Below is the 1959, inititial

production model. It looks like a Jawa because
according to the internet, three Bulgarians went to
Czechoslovakia to learn Czech styling. The engine
remained pretty much the same until motorcycle
production ended in 1971, giving 12bhp from 247cc
at 4800rpm. Top speed was 65mph with four
gears. Believe it or not there was a racing version,
presumably an enduro model which achieved a
fiery 19bhp. It all looks a bit Jawa/Pannonia/
Cespel. I think, with respect to that East European,
Soviet vibe we all know and love, IZH are the
coolest of the three we're familiar with and
Pannonias are strange and exotic, but from the
darkest, deepest depths of Soviet centralised
control, Balkans are most fascinating.

There were also 350 and 175 motocross models.
The internet simply says "Little is known about
these models."

We met this Polish bloke, above, polishing his
pristine WSK on the campsite having just wheeled
it out of his van. We got talking to him and
discovered he'd displayed two of his WSK
collection in previous Stafford shows.
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He told us parts were impossible to get in the UK
and he'd snap up anything he was lucky enough to
find here. We told him we'd just found the wreck of
the bike he's pictured with, five minutes earlier in
the autojumble, UK registered, for sale for £300.
He raced off to buy it like a rat up a drain pipe!

Above, we found this Verkovina in the autojumble
too. The vendor couldn't pronounce the log book
so we had to read
that to find out what
it was. Yes, it had a
real DVLA log book!
It was registered
new in 1974 and if
we'd made the
effort, it would have
run, he said. He
said "£600?" Right,
00023.6km, really?

As usual we were
camped near a bunch of Sunbeam owners. Their
softly tuned shaft drive twins are a similar animal to
our old Dnepr's and Urals, although they wear suits
and ties on their show stand. Now that we're
becoming mainstream classical and they've been
forced to sacrifice their genetic purity for the sake

of keeping theirs running, just like we have,
mutations and monsters are common in their world
too. Interestingly, the hot tip for replacing their
fussy, fragile bronze worm final drive is swapping it
with one of ours, below left.

To do this the Sunbeam plunger casting has been
machined to fit the threaded adapter plate screwed
on to the Dnepr final drive case, no going back
then? The
bloke who
did it has
converted
four
Sunbeam
chassis like
this so far,
including
using a
Dnepr front
wheel too,
because
the front
brake is arguably better than the BSA original.

On the subject of mutations, and only vaguely
Soviet, below is Andy Pratt's MZ, because it's
lovely. He's an MZRC man by the way.

Opposite top is the real thing, DKW's original and
undoutbedly best RT125. Below that is Tony's
Moskva. The Moskva is probably the closest copy
ever, unless you know different.
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Below is a 赤トンボ, Red Dragonfly to you. It's so
similar that a member of the VJMCC approached
our stand to try to buy Tony's air filter. He offered a
miserly £100, which Tony politely declined.

Interestingly, the international copyright on the
RT125 was officially waived in post WW2 trade
agreements and DKW were denied complaint. This
is why copies proliferated and why the Bulgarians
failed to get away with copying the RT250, still
protected by "Hands off, it's ours" laws.

The DKW pictured top is a prewar model, with rigid
rear end and flappy, pressed steel girder forks.
Note that the Russians were making copies of this
post war while Yamaha, on the cutting edge of
automotive technology as ever, copied the current,
1954 version with plungers and telescopic front
end. I know Tony's is in "as found" condition but
I've furtively played with it and the front end feels
like a wild ride. I can imagine, on a rough,
unpaved, 1950's Russian road, with only
undamped seat springs to save you, much faster
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would have been masochistically painful. I'm sure
only 4bhp would have been a welcome relief.

There's nothing in Tony's crankcases. He needs a
crankpin to rebuild his crankshaft. Anyone know
where there's a rod kit, a Moskva crank or anything
out of one of the other hundreds of other RT125
copies which will fit, which isn't so rare and
precious he'd have to sell his air filter to pay for it?

Above, this is a CZ wheel in Professor Phil's
Voskhod. Alan Davies put it there. When I told
Alan I'd bought a Voskod he said "Hit anything
yet?" Well yes actually. The Voskhod front brake
is scandalously poor. CZ wheels don't quite fit
straight in. The torque lug on the brake plate isn't
wide enough. Alan put self tapping screws in so
the heads take up the space but welding up the
brake plate would be proper engineering. If anyone
wants a go at that I have a couple of spare CZ
brake plates, contact details on page 4.

Above, two strokes on the COC stand. These
days, COC content reflects the balance of power
on Soviet roads at the time. Here in the UK in the
1970s, public opinion coloured by half a century of
Villiers engines considered basic two strokes to be
dirty, smelly, unreliable and necessary only in
extreme poverty. Urals and Dneprs were much

more attractive
and Brits
bought those
instead, they
were cheap
enough weren't
they? These
days of course,
we know the
prejudice was
very sensible!

Right, Lovely
Hazel sorts out
the Regalia
sales table.
Sticking up on
the right of this picture is one of the Show's PA
speakers. These broadcast unintelligible, distorted
show programme announcements which stopped
conversation while we waited for them to go away.

From the left, above, Mike Rowe, Professor Phil,
Tony Jones and PJB, up the two stroke end of the
stand. Below, this was on the BTSC stand. They
thought it was a Csepel but it looked like a Danuvia
to me. Are they different? Not much!
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Above, the four stroke half of the stand with Steve
Bamber's sidevalve getting away with a red star.
Samuel checks his watch, on Saturday morning
with a long way to go yet. Friday is exciting. It's
lovely to be back at Stafford, setting it all up,
looking for something special on show without the
public in the way and meeting everyone again. Mid
Sunday afternoon the atmosphere changes and
escape fills everyone's thoughts. Below, Serenity,
all packed up, ready for the long ride home and
waiting for the door at the end of the balcony to
open. Believe it or not, she handles fine like this.

More than just by the way, Comrade Carl hires van,
loads it up with the COC stand's paraphernalia,
which he keeps at home, buys all the cakes,
biscuits, tea and coffee and deals with Morton's

Media's rules and
regulations as well.
Also, Tony Jones
looks after Camp
Cossack in the same
way. He facilitates the
hospitality in the
evening. For these we
are truly grateful, and
for Anna Woodward's
extra special cakes.

On the subject of food,
did you know that the
first commercially
successful breakfast
cereal as we know it was
invented in 1901? It was called
Force Cereal and marketed with
images of rosy cheeked
children, but had muscular men
wrestling in chains on the box.
Initially, no one bought it. The
next year The Force Food
Company in Buffalo, New York
tried the idea that eating their
cereal would transform even the
most morose and miserable
early morning sufferers into
"Sunny Jim".

He was introduced to British
consumers in 1903. In 1930,
Brits munched their way
through 12 million packets. Manufacture ceased in
2013 when it was only stocked by Sainsbury's,
Waitrose and Ocado, having fallen from favour.

Sadly, I chose to take Lovely
Hazel's camera. My faithful
Sony Cybershot has fallen
apart internally. We have no
instructions with Hazel's. It
has few buttons and is controlled by accessing
menus within menus. Consequently, some sort of
brightness compensator was activated outside the
auto settings I didn't realise I wasn't using. The
pictures looked fine on the little screen with no
glasses, but they weren't. Dave Cox, Webmaster
and clever photographist, turned some of the
disasters into art for me. Please appreciate this
instead of expecting human eye reality.

Page 12 top is The Met Office guess for Dent prior
to departure from South Norfolk. On a Voskhod the
journey is a seven hour ordeal, which means the
worst of the deluge was pretty much unavoidable.
Tent up in heavy rain, or the dark? Rain then.

Dent in
Cumbria
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The temperature was an easy 10c higher than that
down South and all the way up North until just short
of Settle. I stopped to get rugged up when the
weather turned misty and began to rain, but, it
rained harder the higher I rode, soaking, me by the
time I reached Conder Farm, just like The Met
Office said it would. As a Southern Softie, it's vital
to endure discomfort. There's no such thing as bad
weather right? There'd be Yorkshire folk in T shirts
up there.

Right, the
special
trophy,
cast by Phil
Rushworth,
to honour
the memory of Trevor Colledge who was the prime
mover in establishing the Dent Rally and as far as I
know, never missed one. In case you can't see it.
it's inscribed "In memory of Trevor Colledge, Spring
Dent 2022". It was presented to Vince Briers, who
as far as I know, never misses Dent either. This is
the first year that Dent has acquired official COC
recognition rather than just being a joyful weekend
lots of us went to. We made it a part of the rally
awards scheme without imposing the centralised
control of the other, official dates. Attendees were
pleasantly surprised to be given a badge this year,
right.

If you haven't
been to Dent, you
should, even if it's
a long haul from
the comforting
warmth of the
South. Dent Dale
is awesome. After
the rain on Friday,
Saturday was
warm and sunny.
I took the Voskhod for a rip round, over Garsdale
Head to Hawes and then up to the Ribbleshead
Viaduct before coming back down Dent Dale, just
to go get a pint of milk. Right is a Dave Cox
rescued shot of the view into Dent Dale. Photos on

little cameras are never quite like real life so I'll
have to tell you that the feeling of scale and space
up here is marvellous. The climb up from Cowgill
has Voskhods down in second gear for the steep
hairpins. This year the road surface was loose
chippings, a bit of a challenge going down.

Hawes was rammed with motorcycles, thousands
of them. There were hundreds flying up and down
the B6255, but not with a 8bhp Voskhod in the way.

This bloke, below, was not at Dent, see page 16.
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Dave digitally "painted' the photo above, based on
the burnt out catastrophe I sent him.

Facebook users probably won't remember David
Lively's exploding, daft idea for an oil filter Dnepr.
It's permanently buried now, having been posted
more than a few weeks ago. I remember because
it was such a remarkably ill advised idea it would
have been funny if hadn't been so expensive to fix.

Check out the the trashed rear, top in the picture
above, big end journal. Opposite top is why that
happened. Somebody home made the brazed
extension of the oil pump pick up and the adapter
on the end, to mount half the non standard filter
clear of the oil level, in air. Note the level mark on
the dipstick. It's a spectacularly determined
attempt to be that stupid. Unfortunately David knew
nothing of it when be bought the bike.

After the rebuild, including a new crank supplied by
Matthew Reeve at Windmill Motorcycles, it just
wouldn't run right. David appealed for help on
Facebook and some people tried a few wild
guesses but there's nothing like actually having the
problem in your hands so you can feel it. Mike
Sweeney, who knows him, was also astonished by
the story, and told me on Saturday that David might

bring his
Dnepr in his
van to Dent on
Sunday, so
the expertise
assembled on
the campsite
could do some
good. Is that
a brilliant idea
or what! It
only took a
few swings on
the throttle to
discover that
the poor thing
was gasping
for petrol on
the right hand
cylinder.

During the course of his desperation, David had
bought a new set of Chinese K65 carbs which
crumbled away when he tried to fit them, a new set
of Russian K65s and a
pair of Chinese rebuild
kits which were in the
bike on Sunday. Both
the needle jets pictured
right are stamped 265,
but below is what they
look like. The needles
were different tapers as
well although they were
all roughly the same
core diameter. All the
carbs were stamped
K65T, meaning for
Dneprs. David brought
the whole lot with him.

You can see
that the holes
in the jets are
wildly different
and neither are
anywhere near
265. After
swapping jets
and needles
and juggling needle clip positions, we ended up
with a mixture of old and new Chinese and Russian
parts which made David's Dnepr sound lovely
thundering off down Dent Dale. He seemed very
pleased, so much so he sent me one of the plastic
clutch aligning tools he's had made, because
machining high performance plastics is a part of his
job. Over leaf is what it looks like. Want one?
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Did we mention
mutants and
monsters? Steve
Lyons, from many
years ago now,
maintained that we
should all beware
people with lathes
because they do
stuff, just because
they can. It's not
just lathes, it's
brazing torches and
all sorts. On top of
that, now that we're
bedevilled by the
Chinese and their wicked sense of commercial
humour, putting it all right is a minefield of brutal
mercenary opportunism. It makes one realise just
how precious an unmolested, original and standard
Soviet motorcycle really is. Igor tells me that even
the NOS Soviet parts available in the East were
only the production line failures and cock ups,
rescued from the factory scrap bins. In the Soviet
Union, there was no real factory parts supply.

Happily, there are now people making quality parts
in Russia, like Autotechnologia, see November
December 2021HV, and good old Almot in Poland.
However if you really want to gamble on the
Chinese, bless them, buy ten. You might be able
to make the good one you want out of them.

Charlie
MacIntyre won
the award for the
furthest travelled
outfit, no not the
kilt. He enjoyed
250 miles from
Scotland on his
750 engined
M66 workhorse,
below, 15 miles
short of the
editorial
Voskhod
achievement I'll
point out, for
which the reward
was simply being up there in Yorkshire.

Apologies for
the horrible
photo below,
Dave couldn't
do anything with
this one. Note
the interesting
gap between
Charlie's engine
and gearbox.
This is because
the centre of his
flywheel broke.
After several
attempts to weld
it up and
remachine the taper onto the crank, four spacing
washers on the gearbox mounting bolts got it near
enough. "Don't mention clutch push rods!" he said.
OK I won't then.

Neil Braham introduced himself in the March April
2021 issue of HV, on the point of buying a Ural
outfit to ride to some winter rallies in Norway, in
February 2023, in the dark? Won't it be cold?
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He was talking to Dave Angel about it then. Here it
is, beautifully shiny, at Dent. If you took this picture,
thank you very much. Please, please, please Neil,
take shed loads of pictures in Norway and tell us all
about the adventure.

The outfit in the background is also from F2. It's
one of the last two new Urals David had in stock,
not the latest sidecar wheel drive model but, I think,
it has the similar fuel injected engine, like this,
below. This is all CAD, CNC machined high tech
and according to IMZ's website is happy cruising at
70 mph, not 70mph for ten minutes, with a 4.62 to 1
final drive and an engine made with Soviet era
machinery, then bang!

The other new outfit crashed pretty much instantly,
catching its horrified owner out by being an outfit.
I'm a sidecar virgin too. I'd very much like never to
try to ride one. I've listened to David Angel tell me
how much fun drifting down bendy roads is but I
like all that swoopy leaning it over, and trickling
past traffic jams with smug satisfaction.

Above, Camp Coppin. The
Jupiter 5 in the previous issue of
HV was Stephen's then. I hope
we'll have an opportunity to take
a better picture of it at some
point.

Below, Vince returning from a
ride out in Saturday's sunshine.
Saskia the sidecar dog is very
old now bless her. She's a bit
blind and deaf and trips over tent
ropes, but can smell cooking
from anywhere on the campsite. Gary Carroll,
behind, is on the lookout for a Ural M66. Have one
to sell? I'll put you in touch.
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Above, David Lively and tasty Dnepr custom.
Below, there's alway one. There's a profoundly
philosophical aspect to the subject of value and
desirability when it comes to choosing a
motorcycle.
This is Matt
Woodward's
Yamaha
Diversion, a
genuinely
unremarkable
motorcycle,
except for the
fact that it
cost half the
price of a scruffy Voskhod. A stroke of luck on
Ebay can get you one of these for £3.48, because
it's otherwise so unremarkable? Matt is nothing like
shameless. He too is profoundly philosophilcal.

Sadly, camera failure is to blame for no worthwhile
pictures of either Mark Avis' fantastic diesel
engined acheivement or Mike Sweeny's eternal
MT9. Try the July August 2018 issue of HV,
available on the COC
website if you'd like a look
at those. Not much has
changed.

Right, need we say more?

A week later some of us
met at a secret location,
somewhere in England, to
build what would have been
the East European Rally
Raffle Bike. Facebook
followers will have had a cursory glance at what
happened and know that the beast is alive and
kicking, and how much fun the project was. Was
because it's since been necessary to adjust history,
which is why you'll find the odd inconguous image
here and there throughout this edition of HV.
Although you won't get to win it anymore, the
building of the bike remains as a testament to the
achievement of those who were there.

Above, Paul White's "before"
picture, a sort of Scrapheap
Challenge. We were just
going to weld the missing bits
on the frame, paint all the
cycle parts, take a quick look
at the engine to make sure it went round OK and
screw it all together, weren't we? Igor had an
itinerary worked out, all the special tools and boxes
of the parts he thought we might need. It really
was a lovely weekend.

Igor brought a stick welder too. He wasn't
paticularly confident in using it and hoped someone
would else would be. Paul stepped up to the mark,
but first old paint stripping by angle grinder and
rotary wire brush was needed, below. The old
tyres behind Tony are because Glen was going to
ride the CJ home on Sunday and needed the good
ones previously on the available wheels in our pile
of bits. I spent Saturday morning changing tyres in
the hot sun. For the moment we just needed some
to wheel the raffle bike around.

In the foreground of the picture is Charlie's frame
component fabrication department. The frame was
missing the seat mounting pilar, the seat plate, the
battery tray, the rear mudguard lugs and the
horrible home made engine mountings needed to
be replaced with something beautiful.

Page 17 top, Paul keeps an eye on his student.

The No
Raffle
Rebuild
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Initially, we hoped we'd find happiness and joy
inside the engine and it would only be necessary to
reassure ourselves with a look in the sump and
inside the timing cover. The oil centifuge was
almost spotless but there was far too much end
float on the crankshaft, meaning the front main
bearing was loose on either the crank or in the

cases. We discovered this around lunch time
Saturday, crank out Saturday afternoon then.
Below, although the big end shells were a bit
scuffed up, the journals were good. You can't
really see in this little photo why we were elated to
find the oil feed journal in spectacular condition. A
wobbly, or loose front main bearing can wear this
out, taking the oil feed in the bearing housing with
it. Oil pressure to the big ends in a Dnepr depends
on this, phew! As a Ural pilot, I'm grateful for Irbit's
robust roller bearing, pressed up crankshaft.

Above, Peter Wright tapes up the big end journal.
The tape, and the baked bean tin over the nose of
the crank, was to prevent welding splatter sticking
to the delicate surface finish. Welding splatter?
One of the crank inspection plugs was loose, the
other was determined to resist. Igor's huge torque
wrench with quality allen socket on it felt like it
would tear the hex out of the plug when we swung
on it hard enough. Plan B, was to weld in an allen
key while we still had something to grip on.

The weekend's real masterclass in stick welding
followed. Paul's first attempt didn't penetrate
because the heavy crank soaked up the heat.
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All we did was wreck the temper in the allen key,
which twisted like Chinese cheese. Having already
pre-heated the crank with the first attempt, he said
he wanted to weld a bolt in the plug and use the
head to turn it. He would fill
the space in the hole around
the bolt thread with weld,
giving him much better
penetration and the heat from
significant weld application
would help it come lose. He'd
do this without welding the
crank itself, only the thin area
of the plug around the bolt,
with an unwieldy stick welder
he only met that morning.
Right, WooHoo! Success.

Was it worth doing? Oh yes.
It seems our engine was parts
of several,
assembled
just to sell.
So the theme
continued.
We found
cranks to take
plugs from,
lovely clean
big end shells
to steal,
clutches with
unworn
flywheel drive
posts and plates with tight rivets to use. After the
sun set on Saturday night, while the rest of us
drank and chatted, Igor worked, fuelled by energy
drinks and snack packets. He cleaned up all the
engine parts to be ready for assembly the next
day, until 1.00am, by the light of a little 60w bulb
dangling from the ceiling. He was personally
determined that by the end of Sunday, the beast
would run and filled the rest of us with resolve too.

Above, early Sunday morning. The original rubber
shock mounting and swining arm bushes were
replaced with modern, polyurethane parts.
Polyurethane is replacing rubber as the material of
choice for suspension bushes throughout the
automotive industry, and, according to the internet,
for lining the breast cups of bras. Below, Igor
doesn't burn his fingers while using the hot piston,
cold gudgeon pin method of top end assembly.

Brand new Sovek
ignition, right. This uses
a spinning cup with a
slot in it to trigger the
sparks, not yet bolted to
the plug glued into the
end of the camshaft yet.
Facebook users will
have seen the red LED
flashing. Ride with the
timing cover off at night?
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Igor saved time by previously assembling the final
drive and gearbox at home, so that not much past
lunch time on Sunday, this hapened, below.

Sadly, I had to be off and this, below, was as far as
the project had progressed when I left. So I missed
the heart pounding excitement of the first fire up,
that moment of breath holding apprehension we all
feel as, with shaking hands, we convince ourselves
all is going to be well. Even after 28 years in the
trade, I still feel the joy in that.

Igor saved yet more time by borrowing the carbs
and tank from his own outfit. I checked Facebook
as soon as got home, frantic with worry, knowing
success would be posted already, or not. It was,
thank 'k for that! To be honest, thank Igor most.

Above, Charlie's paint shop on Saturday afternoon.
Below, Igor's Dnepr, before it started slowly losing
parts as the weekend progressed, temporarily. By
the way, he's running on Chinese made CV carbs
at present instead of his fuel injection. These are
apparently very good. He suffered a glitch on the
way there on Friday, which is why his tool kit's open
on the camp field.

The raffle project is unregistered and likely now to
remain so. The frame number falls neatly between
others we have recorded on the COC register, with
registration numbers to date them, dating this
number too. Apart from a few ancillories, it's a
pretty much standard MT9 and therefore age
related registration as historic looks easily possible
at some point, as 1975.

Charlie and Paul came down all the way from
Scotland, Igor worked his socks off, taking it upon
himself to make sure of success, not just by
anticipating every conceivable problem but by
canabalising is own bike too. Tony donated many
of the cycle parts. Where we knew each other
simply as club aquaintences, we know each other
now as friends. The thinking behind the project was
brilliant, the execution of it was
fun and the thought of someone
winning the result was a joy.
Yes was, oh well.



20

Andy Frankish popped in on Sunday on this BMW
engined Dnepr, below. The lovely petrol tank is a
BMW part apparently but we don't know which
model. Above is the complicated but fascinating
straight pull clutch operating mechanism with yards
of adjustment. No rotating nipples or chafing on
the adjusters to stress the cable here.

We had a good turnout
of sidecars at the Silver
Ball on Easter Sunday.
It was really good
weather so lots of
sports bikes as well. David Angel brought his latest
Chang Jiang sidecar outfit along, below. This
attracted a lot of interest. Note matching T shirt
with Chang Jiang factory logo, sartorial perfection.

There were also some interesting classic outfits like
the Ariel with Swallow sidecar, above. One
downside of holding this event on a bank holiday
was that the cafe was very busy. Queue for food
was right to the outside. We may move the next
date back to our usual of 3rd Sunday in January.

Above, the usual suspects, David and Stephen
Wood's outfits. Also present was this camo
coloured Gear Up with Dragon Rally sticker, below.
Whose is
it?
David's
second
day out so
far this
year was
to the IFA
club's
Oxford
weekend out. Did those of us who went know
about it because we posted it here in the
Forthcoming Event's page? That's encouraging.
Below, open topped Trabbie, proper two stroke
engined model, with a Jawa 559. Expect more of
this lovely East Europeanism in Rutland in August,
details on the rear cover of this issue.

David
Greenwood
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Here's another
Gear Up right,
pictured in the
line up of Urals
at the IFA
Club's
Greenham
Common visit.
Whose is this
one? Here's
David.......

I attended the
IFA event in
Oxford in May where I met other Eastern Bloc
motorcyclists and car owners. The Saturday
started with a briefing at Oxford Travelodge then a
run out of approx 40 miles along scenic country
roads to Greenham Common. At one time
Greenham was a US air base in Margaret
Thatcher's time. The USA had cruise missiles
stationed there and there were regular anti-nuclear
demonstrations from groups like the CND. Only
the control tower remains and there is a small
museum and cafe in there. We met up with
another classic car club and they organised a line
up for the public to view all the vehicles. I met Nick
Turham and his son Samuel they reside close by in
Newbury. Samuel has purchased his 650cc Ural
from the "Professor." I remember that this bike has
previously won awards at rallies for being the most
standard and original bike. It still looks good and I
remember seeing similar blue Ural's in Fred Wells
shop. (Yes it does look good, bottom right. Here in
the HV office we enjoy this bike and we're relieved
it's still in the club. Three Magpies then Samuel?)

Following on from this there was another run out for
a lunch stop at the H cafe near Dorchester on
Thames. This is a well known bikers cafe and as it
was a nice day there was a massive turnout of
bikes. I left for home after lunch but the event went
on afterwards for the whole weekend.

Right, a Jawa 559 is a 250cc twin port single, on
16" wheels, something I
would imagine to be a bit
like a giant Voskhod. I've
not riden one but marvelled
at how soft and sweet they
sound, purring around the
camping fields at JawaCZ
club events.

On the subject of
The Three Magpies,
Mike Rowe went. He
bought the ex Val Cropp

?
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Dnepr we often mention in HV, from Ian Matthews
who found it in the brambles pictured on page 21.
Lately it hasn't run very well. It wouldn't respond to
the throttle as if it was running lean, or so the
description of the symptoms by email suggested.

We soaked the carbs and all their components in
vinegar overnight, dissolving lots of corrosion
hiding in the secret places. We swapped jets from
a mutitude of sources and tried a hundred
permutations of every setting we could think of.
We even ran without silencers in case the exhaust
system had been colonised by the brambles' tiny
wildlife. Here in the HV office we watched a mobile
phone video of the mysterious, intermittent revving
up as the gremlins had their fun with us, with no
one touching the throttle.

Then, in conversation, we discovered that strangely
the coil was hot and the points were ablaze with
showers of sparks at the moments the engine
stumbled. It was only the condenser, possibly the
cheapest yet most mysterious part on a Dnepr.

With no specific automotive interest here's the
internet....... "Capacitors used to be called
Condensers. As time went on, this term died out
and since 1926 the capacitor has been used more
commonly. This might seem to limit the difference
between Condenser and Capacitor, however, they
can still be quite different! The energy that’s stored
in a condenser is shaped into an electrostatic field
that streams between the condenser’s poles. On
the other hand, the energy that’s stored in a
capacitor is turned into an electric field that moves
between the capacitor’s plates." This means that
the definition of Capacitor or Condenser depends
on the application it's used for. Mechanically,
they're the same thing.

When your points open, the current flowing through
your coil stops and the magentic field in its primary
windings collapses. It's this movement in the
magnetic field which excites the secondary
windings to give you your spark, but, the same
collapsing magnetic field generates a reverse
potential in the primary coil. This is called Back
EMF, electromotive force. As it builds, it too
generates it's own magnetic field but the wrong
way, cancelling out much of your spark. Your
condenser is charged up while your points were
closed so that when they open, it maintains that
potential in the right direction for long enough to
cancel out the Back EMF. The automotive trade,
using capacitors in this way, called them
condensers. Other capacitors, used for voltage
stabilisation for example, like when you don't want
a battery but need your charging system to work
your ignition, aren't condensers.

As with David Lively's plea for help on Facebook,
on page 13, remote diagnosis without actually
feeling the nature of the beast in person can be a
lengthy process. It's a bit like on line dating. You
can chat deep into the night for a month and send a
hundred pictures but only gazing into each other's
eyes will produce that all important spark!

As a part of his Jupiter 2 rebuild
introduced in the November
December 21 issue of HV, page
3, Terry ordered 10 speedo faces
from a supplier in Eastern Europe. I wondered if he
had plans to sell those he didn't need. He said.....

I think it might be expedient if I do a fit on my
speedo with the mechanism from the speedo I got
from you first. This will the confirm the fit etc, also
the later black face speedo as the one I got from
you has a plastic moulded lens with the number
digits painted on the inside of the lens and not on
the dial face as in the earlier white face unit with a
proper glass
lens. I was
going to see
what the best
method is of
removing the
numbers from
the inside of
the lens and
then I can give
a heads up as
how to best proceed.

Engine is coming on
fine, both halves now
done now I’ve found
a way of stopping the
oil seals popping off
the tension springs
when the crankshaft
journal came through,
all the engines I have
dismantled have had the
glitz oil seal tension springs
adrift between the inner race and the oil seal itself.

I put insulating tape on my cranks and oil it to slip
through the oil seals. The oily plastic is very
slippery.

I am moving the rear side strut back to allow the
kick start to clear. This will also require me moving
the sidecar out by around 40 mm to clear the
kickstart peg, opposite top. The crankcases are
the buggered ones that I am using to set up the
sidecar attachments. I’m having problems with the
engine I’m building. The gearbox rotates OK until

Terry
Inman
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I join up the two halves when it locks up. I need to
sit down with it and do some head scratching.

Try it with bits
missing until
you find out
which bit is
locking it.
That is put
it together
with only one
shaft in at a
time.

Question,
when I join
the two
halves of the crankcase is it a case of moving the
central flywheel to centre it in the housing.
Probably will make sense when I join them.

The flywheel is keyed so you can't get it in the
wrong place unless the key falls out of the crank on
the way in. The flywheel goes on one crank first
then you should be able to hold the other crank at
180 degreess to it to slide it in as the cases come
together. That's not usually difficult. I'm sure
you've figured out that the whole lot is locked
together with the big bolt in the flywheel through the
door in the bottom of the cases.

I have got all keys for the engine and ready to join
the halves together. The set of new cap screws I
bought are crap but luckily I have some
replacements. At the moment I’m slogging away
on it but it’s not showing much progress but I’m
sure that will change soon. Another question, I am
using the original linear twistgrip and it looks like it
has a friction adjustment on the forward part of it
and I didn’t get the bits that are missing, I have
machined a brass shoe that bears on the rotating
parts with a 6 mm screw to adjust the friction. Just
wondered if any one has an original one that I
could see.

Another thing I’m just about to look at is the
mismatch of the duplex primary sprocket and the

clutch drum sprocket.
The two primary drive
sprockets I have are
different in height. The
narrowest is the better fit.

I know there's a
difference between J3
and J5 primary chains,
the J5 is wider. It's
possible there could be a
difference between J2
and J3 as well but I
haven't noticed it. On the
subject of the shiny new
Exhaust system below....

It was £418 total. I spent
ages cleaning up and polishing the nuts for the
cylinder attachment and the connection to the
silencers only to find it comes with them as well so
I'm chuffed to bits. (Just have to find out if the
platers have started on my old pipe nuts). The
people who supplied it were Oldtimerparts.ru Ilya
has been really brilliant. The exhaust is made in
Poland. I have now got the bottom end of the
engine together after getting a replacement bush
for the clutch. Love this Russian machine.

Some time later....... Speedo is also now rebuilt
with the MPH dial face. Very pleased with it. The
engine is now fully assembled and ready to fit. I will
give full details of the parts I machined up to allow
the sidecar fitting at some later stage if you think
people will be interested. Now a case of building
up a war chest of spondulicks to cover the paint
costs. Lost the Email address you gave me for the
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guy who does the registration if you could update
me once again (promise I won’t lose it this time).
Happy for people to contact me if they want a
speedo face. All for now. The guy who does the
registration is PJB, contact details on page 4.

Is this Terry's grandson, above? You wait 'til you
get out on the road mate!

Regulating the ancient G414
dynamo on a Ural M66 or a Dnepr
MT9, with a little box of digital tricks,
or an old fashioned Lucas 12v regulator, is an old
idea. But doing that means it needs to be spinning
fast to climb up into the 12v zone, so in traffic in the
dark, your battery will go flat if you don't keep it
revving while you wait at traffic lights. Now,
available from Windmill Motorcycles, are what look
like rebuilt G414 dynamos with smaller 14 tooth
drive gears on them, to spin them faster. The
original gear is 16 teeth. Below right is the dynamo
Igor wanted on the raffle bike, the other is from
Windmill. Note neither retain the original split pin
and castellated nut, prone to falling off.

The circuit board regulator which comes with
Windmill's dynamo fits in the original PP302 box.
No one will know, except that
your lights will be bright.

Following on from Paul's photos
in the last magazine. A brief
progress report of the
Planeta rebuild. The rolling chassis is now
assembled, and looks reasonable, although the

alloy would benefit from a final buff up, not too
many bodges incorporated so far, although the seat
may end up as a bit of a lash up. Luckily I ordered
all the parts needed from the Ukraine and they
arrived a few days before the Russians invaded,
otherwise I would be struggling.

So I now have all the parts needed to rebuild one of
the two engines that came with the bike. Progress
has been a bit slow because I have been very busy
of late. Those of you who run more than one bike
will be familiar with the blip in causality that makes
them appear to come out in sympathy with one
another. So week before last I got a puncture in
the 125 from a short length of barbed wire on a
back road and the day after that the electrics on the
Ural Retro started playing silly beggars. I took all
the bits to Sean of the Spanners, and we found that
the ignition leads being of the suppressor type had
burned out internally and taken the plug caps with
them. I hope that is all that is wrong, I will find out
when I take it on a longer run on Saturday. If I had
known the leads were of this type I would have
changed them before as a matter of course.

So for the last week I have had to depend on the
Chinese 125, which I must admit has been
excellent, they have come on a lot in recent years,
it cost me £1340 OTR when I bought it and I
can't fault it. Now that those two are sorted, the
next job is to assemble the Planeta engine, so
more to follow.

Ukraine couldn't help with a rear wheel spindle nut.
These are a peculiar Russian left hand thread and
as far as we know, available nowhere. Fortunatetly
there was a spare one in the editorial shed. These
nuts are so precious that even a second hand one
must be worth £?,??? Just kidding, they're more
precious than money.

On the subject of Planeta Sport wheel spindles,
rechroming one for a restoration project is never
going to work. It'll still be full of rust pits even if
there's no rust left in them. Anyone with a shiny
fetish would be better off buying this, below.

It's a NOS Planeta Sport front wheel spindle, a real
Russian part and yours for £10 plus postage,
contact details on page 4.

12
volts

Alan
Davies
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Without a formally organised
Three Magpies run out on
Saturday, PJB wondered if
we might like a ride out to
The Atwell Wilson Motor
Museum. It was only 7.3
miles away by satnav. Of
course we would.
It's mostly a private collection of the sort of cars
your dad drove when you were a kid, some rare
and precious prototypes and a few motorcycles.
PJB, being local, knows it well and has displayed
his own collection there too. Apparently most of
the exhibits are kept in road worthy, taxed
condition. Lovely, but lovelier still, the first thing
you see after you've paid and walked into the
display halls is...............

The info panel adjacent to it says...........

"The history of manufacturing in the pre 1990
Soviet Union is unlike anything in the West. The
communist party controlled everything and actually
did all the work through what were generally
referred to as State Industries. When this rare
machine first arrived at the museum, some said it
was a twin cylinder model, others thought it was a
split single as it had two exhausts and only one
spark plug. The engine on the Voskhod is actually
a twin port single. The all welded frame is fitted
with telescopic oil damped front forks and swining
arm rear suspension. Deep mudguards, leg
shields and well coordinated panelling make for a
pleasing appearance.

The machine was purchased from Leslie Gough of
Newport, Gwent and on his death it was presented
to the Museum by his executor, It has covered
about 8,000km."

Opposite top is Leslie Gough himself and his pride
and joy.You'll note that this is not the Voskhod 2
we're all so familiar with, it's earlier, with no built in
rear carrier and 1960s tool box design. Check out
the white plastic tank badges. It was last taxed in
1979. Where did Mr Gough buy it new? I thought

Fred Wells didn't import Voskhods and SATRA sold
the first of
them in the
UK. Perhaps
not then?
Also note the
push in
ignition
switch and
the achingly
beautiful
white faced
120kmh
speedo.
Looks like fragile, micron thin chrome isn't a
modern invention. However the paint's gorgeous.

The
Atwell
Wilson
Museum
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Jim Turner thought we might
be interested in this, below.
It's the current model Ural with
the latest oiling system, disc
brakes all round and
fashionable, high
compression, eco burning top
end with fuel injection.
Unfortunately Whatsherface
has hung her handbag on the
mirror so you can't see the
clever bit very well.
Remember when boots were
about keeping leaked oil off
your socks? Not on a modern
Ural. They look fine to me, so
do her sunglasses, classic
and timeless, of course a nice
pair's important. COC logo embroidred overalls?

I find lots of beautiful,
artistic shots of Soviet
motorcycles on the
internet, like the pretty
Ural pictured on this
page. Without the art
in it, it's just another
picture of a
motorcycle for not
being one of ours and
therefore
meaningless.
Wouldn't it be lovely if
it was one of ours? I
don't mean one of us
owned it although that
would be lovely, I
mean wouldn't it be

lovely if we knew how to catch the light right, set up
an atmosphere or picture mechanical aesthetics?
Go on, have a go, send me a sweet front cover!
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Next up for a bit of wild guessing
email mechanics it's.........

Sorry to bother you, I find myself
in need of some Voskie advice,
and the world is a bit thin on authorities on these
things, so here's the story. With a bit of fiddling
here and there, I'd got it running quite nicely, to the
extent that it was regularly getting me to the pub
and back on Sundays, on one notable occasion
even reaching the heights of 90kph. Then a couple
of weeks ago, just as I was approaching home
base, it just stopped. Problem is a missing spark,
and I've since then replaced plug, lead and cap,
cleaned the points, checked all the wiring, even
resorted to bypassing everything by running a wire
direct from red on the generator to live on the coil,
but whatever I do, no life. It's got to be the gennie,
the coil, or the condenser, although with a
knackered condenser I'd expect to get some signs
of life, even if it won't run. Any thoughts?

All the coils in the generator are the same. Try a
different one. You should have a white wire from
the generator up to the flasher unit in the R/H side
panel. Most Voskhods have lost their indicators by
now, because they weren't much good anyway.
Take the white wire off the generator terminal and
put your coil wire there instead. If that doesn't work
it looks like your coil.

Do you have the original bakelite type? Sometimes
the coil itself rattles around in there, breaking the
thin wires to the outside terminals. 90kmh probably
did that! It's only held in by some sort of packing
material. You can take it apart and look. Any 6v coil
will replace it. If you want the genuine original part,
I have some. Primary coil resistance should be
around 2 or 3 ohms. Depending on what happened
to the condenser, it could kill your spark
completely. It's nice if it's that, it's cheap.

Well, that was fun. Swapped the generator leads,

nothing. Took the coil off, opened it up, all fine and
3.2 ohms resistance. Put it back together, tried it
just for fun and got a spark. So it could be nothing
more than all these years of 12v electrics having let
me forget the entertainment potential of grubby
terminals, probably the coil earth would be my best
guess, it probably hasn't been removed in fifty
years. Anyway, all now seems to be well, starts
easily, even ticks over, so we'll see what happens
the next time I venture more than half a mile from
home.

Les asked for a copy of
Horizontal View to read
before he joined the COC.
I sent him the last issue
and he joined. He wasn't alone in expressing an
interest in the picture, bottom right, on page 7. Lots
of people thought she was very pretty. I told Les
she was an odd mix of bits, mostly IZH49 but she'd
been hard tailed and wore a Planeta Sport front
end. He asked if the model was expensive to buy.
Yep, I'm afraid so. The girl? No idea!

Above, Les'
ride, his mostly
MT10. If the
picture was big
enough you'd
see what look
like Jikov carbs
and his painfully
lowered, rigid
seat mounting.
Note the lovely,
comprehensive socket set. The restored sidecar is
yet to be
fitted, on the
correct
side? I don't
think Les is
DVLA
registered
yet.

Pete
Clinch

Les
Fitzgerald
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Quinton Cunningham wrote to me to
tell me he's thinking about selling his
Planeta Sport. He says it's restored to
a "fair/good" condition. That's about
all his letter said so I rang him. I now
know that he's owned it for a long time. The engine
was rebuilt with a new crank and piston supplied by
Nevals. Yes that long ago! It ran then but Quinton
hasn't ridden it since the rebuild. We think the last
time it was started was around ten years ago.

Sorry, I forgot to ask how much money he wanted
for it, but I did ask him to send me some pictures of
it and write up its story. Hopefully I'll have those by
the time you read this. We've missed the print
deadline for this issue.

Here in the editorial
office, we have for sale
a Dnepr MT9
crankcase, right. Of
course it has an engine
number on it, which
makes it a particular MT9 crankcase. Just out of
interest PJB checked on the COC register of
numbers and we discovered that 76103 was first
registered in May 1977 to Simon Horsley, known to
the rest of the COC as "Zak", as a Cossack,
imported by SATRA. Zak was one of the
Southerners I've heard of many times. I wonder if
he's
still
with
us.

NB,
Dnepr
frame
and
engine numbers match, which means it was
possible to find out that BCG 399R is still on the
DVLA database. She was last issued a V5C on
August 26th 1981 but has not been taxed since.
Who owns her now and would whoever it is like
their bike's original crankcases back? So many
people hacked up Soviets to make all sorts of
wacky specials back then. BCG 399R could have
a BMW, a Citroen, a Reliant or even a Pratt and
Whitney in her now. The thrill as far as provenance
goes is that she's still out there. Is it only me who
cares about these things?

The front bearing/oil pump plate is available but the
oil delivery surface is a bit scuffed up. There are
also lots of other various engine bits in various
conditions, all usable depending on how desperate,
or clever you are. I've only posted the crankcase
here for the history in them. I couldn't bear to

sacrifice them for Phil Rushworth to make rally
trophies out of.

OK then, where were we? Oh yes,
70°18’ north, Tana Bru.

There’s a TV in the lounge in the
hotel here which shows looped footage from the
Hurtigruten as a sort of screen saver. The
Hurtigruten is the cruise ship which goes up and
down Norway constantly. It's not just a cruise ship
but a vital communication link, easier than a coast
road interrupted by a hundred ferry crossings. I
watched a bus load of English people who took a
bus from Honingsvag to Nordkapp. They all
thought it was marvellous although they could
hardly see each other through the fog. Grense
Jacobselv was definitely the place to be last night.

For
Sale

xUntaxed
Tax due:

1 April 1981

Arctic
Molly
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It’s a wonder the island of Magerøya doesn’t sink
with the weight of punters herded onto it. I met a
young English bloke in Karasjok who comes up
here lots. “It’s like Land's End in Cornwall.” he
said. Should I bother with a lunge northward for
that last half degree in latitude?

We’ve had some big scenery today. I took some
pictures of it while the sun was shining. The wind
has been swirling round the mountains so one
minute Molly’s been blown down to 2nd gear up the
steep bits, then round the next corner she’s been
swept along by the almighty spinnaker that is the
pack.

June 22nd
Wednesday
29933
miles,
Mehamn,
71°02’ 08”
north.
Those last
08” are important because we took a ride to
Gamvik this afternoon.

Gamvik is the northernmost settlement on the
European mainland at 71°02’ 28” north. It’s a king
crab fishing village and it stinks like it. Why on
earth anyone would want to live up there defeats
me. Even in the midsummer sunshine it’s bleak.
There’s a crab fishing museum, top right, the
harbour and a handful of pretty painted wooden
houses but for that remote, last outpost, end of the
world feeling it’s spectacular. It's says "Gamvic
Museum 71° N", on that, proudly. You can stick
Nordkapp up your tour bus.

Some people, even up here, have American cars
and Harleys, even though the cruising strip is 300
yards long and there’s only 5 people to cruise past.
Whatever must it be like to live here so isolated.
Everyone speaks perfect English with an American
accent, that’ll be Hollywood then.

Route 98 from Tana to Ifjord runs through open
moorland still partially covered in melting snow.
For some reason it doesn’t have a green line on the
map but it’s still stunningly beautiful, hundreds of
square miles of bogs, lakes, ice, snow and water
running everywhere. When you turn north to
Mehamn, the little bog plants stop and it’s just
rocks and weird shapes and forms cut into the
snow by the meltwater. It’s immense, the feeling of
open spaceness is so intense you feel almost
scared to be alone in it.

The whole day has been lit up in brilliant sunshine.
Little Sony Snapshot photos aren’t going to picture

the relentless wind, the colour of the water or the
pristine whiteness of the snow, or the feeling of
desolation up here. Below, this is what Gamvic
looks like in the summer sun. Imagine it pitch black
for weeks and encased in feet thick ice. Luckily,
because it's by the sea, the average daily
maximum temperature in December is almost as
high as -1c. The average daily minimum is -4c

We’re camped on a little piece of rocky bog
overlooking Mehamn, below, out of the wind and
it’s hot, at more than 71° north! The row of red huts
in the picture are for guests and the brown building
is the clubhouse for what would be the campsite if
there was such a thing. To get here I rode past yet
another "town" a dot on the map called Ifjord. It
has road signs to tell you how to get there but all I
found was an automatic petrol station and a cafe.
My English card worked in the single petrol pump.
I had to wait my turn while someone with a pick up
truck filled 15 cans, praying there’d be some left.
A whaling station was estalished here in 1885,
which pissed off the local fishing community. It was
believed that the whales chased the fish towards
the shore where they were easy to catch, but the
whaling reduced the whale population so much
there weren't enough to do this.
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On Whitsunday 1903, 2,000 fishermen from along
the coast gathered in the harbour to protest. At the
time the population of Mehamn was only 123. The
tension generated boiled over a little later when the
manager of the whaling station couldn't see why he
should bother helping a fishing boat, floundering at
sea with a broken helm. On June 2nd, the angry
fishermen wrecked the whaling station. Mehamn's
only policeman stood watching while the factory's
machinery was destroyed and its chimneys torn
down in a two day frenzy of resentment.

By the time the army arrived from Vardø, almost
200 miles away, the deed was done. Some of the
protesters were caught but by the time they were
convicted in court, the political climate in Norway
had changed and the whaling industry was
subjected to the regulation necessary to preserve
whale stocks. No whaling station in Mehamn was
then considered a good thing and the fishermen
became heros, suffering only light sentences for
their contribution to the greater good.

On March 11th 1982, a De Havilland Canada Twin
Otter crashed into the sea on the approach to
Mehamn's tiny airport. It was Mehamn's only ever
aircrash despite two flights in and out daily. Just so
you know, here's what Mehamn looks like in winter.

Tomorrow we go south for the first time since the
M20 in Kent and latitude no longer matters.

June 23rd, Thursday, 30128 miles, Russenes,
70° 29′ north.

Yesterday the weather going up the Nordkinn
peninsula was windy and bright, today it was grey
and deathly still, wet and misty. The air is dense
and bird calls come from a mile away. You can
hear water crashing and the light’s an eerie gloom.
I rode at 30mph to make it last longer, with my visor
up to feel it, vast open space. I could see distant
mountains lit up in the sun. They might be picture
postcard Norway but the northern latitude
atmosphere’s up here. You don’t get this in the
goldfish bowl of a camper van.

A little further down the road the bog plants
reappeared with grazing reindeer. I could smell
moorland. There were lots of bird calls I’ve never

heard before with no idea what made them. I
wouldn’t know what they were if I did see them.
There was an owl up on the plateau. I shared my
little lump of bog in Mehamn with a pair of tiny
black and white birds.

Outside this campsite the oyster catchers fly round
in circles before landing in the road. They slow the
traffic to a crawl by doing their broken wing dance,
accompanied by frantic, anguished squawking.
They must have nests nearby.

The bog plants form a squishy carpet of lush
foliage with little coloured flowers 3 or 4” high. If I
was a botanist I’d be wildly excited by them. For
me they’re just exciting as an Arctic thing.

Despite the sunshine on the horizon, the weather
stayed cloudy and grey as I rode west. Lakselv
doesn’t have a campsite although the map says it
should, however the big surprise is the end of my
lovely peaceful outback tour. Here route 98 joins
the E6, the route up Norway. Suddenly there are
queues of camper vans, BMW GS1200s with
aluminium boxes and the tour buses. Then it
rained hard.

Russenes Camping is at the bottom of the E69 to
Nordkapp, which branches off the E6. All the way
from Grense Jakobselv the tarmac’s been patchy, if
there was any, and the road not much more than
an English country lane, often single track. From
Lakselv the tarmac is immaculate and tour bus
friendly. All
those stories
about 50 to 100
tour busses a
day are just
stories right?
It can’t be that
bad can it?
Well it is!

Right, is what
you do here,
bless 'em.
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Despite the sunshine on
the horizon, the weather
stayed cloudy and grey as
I rode west. Lakselv
doesn’t have a campsite
although the map says it
should, however the big
surprise is the end of my
lovely peaceful outback
tour. Here route 98 joins
the E6, the route up
Norway. Suddenly there are queues of camper
vans, BMW GS1200s with aluminium boxes and
the tour buses.

This site has cabins, caravans and a hotel. There’s
a gift shop full of trolls (for sale) and all the busses
stop here, 4, 5 or 6 at a time, constantly, all day
and night. You can’t move in the gift shop and the
camp site toilet is welcome relief for hundreds of
bursting bus tourers who queue for hours in
desperation. There’s motorcycles, bicycles, cars
and campers all passing through on their way to
Nordkapp because whichever way you came up
here, there’s only one way to go further, if the
oyster catchers let you.

Molly gets her picture taken lots here. It used to be
just the odd German who owned an MZ in his
Soviet youth who we happened to meet in a petrol
station. Now it’s bus loads of Japanese tourists.
I’ve had chats in lots of accents with people from all
around the world, all of whom took pictures and
asked “What is it?” “Telling them “IZH” doesn’t
help. I met a Russian in Kirkenes who asked. I
told him “Сделано в России” because I know how
to say that. “OK!” he said laughing.

I show people where Gamvic is on the map, to
explain why I’m not going to join them at Nordkapp.
It’s not quite as
far up but even
the bus tourers
can see, getting
there yourself,
on Molly, is
infinitely cooler.
I’ve not seen

anyone photograph a BMW yet, except the bloke
who owned it of course.

Below, a relic of times past. There are lots of these
peacefully rusting away. These were the only
source of power up here before Norway's national
grid spread this far. It's a single cylinder open crank
Deutz diesel, 1930s maybe, as a wild guess. Did
the Wehrmacht bring it with them? Bottom, older
still? A two stroke, deflector pistoned beauty I'd
loved to have brought home and cherished. The
reason it's still here is because it weighs a ton and
no one's interested enough to bother with moving it
further south, where the infrastructure exists to give
it value. Up here it's just junk.

Page 32, top left, an insight into the perils of living
in a Scandinavian wooden house. Note the car
with the
paint
burned off,
still in
what's left
of the
garage.
Imagine
standing
outside, in
the road, to
watch your
life burn.
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June 24th Friday, 30209 miles, Alta, 68° 58′ north.

Alta is much bigger than I though it would be, once
I discovered most of it is underground. Below is
what the town centre looks like on top.
My guidebook jokes that it looks like an office park,
but I think it looks a bit like Belgium. It's a typical
Arctic summer day today, cold, windy and grey. All
the scenery has a lid of cloud on it. It's not raining
but it feels like it could anytime. There seems to be
no one around because the keen wind keeps
people hurrying from one building to the next.
Then when you go underground, through the
automatic double doors of the air locks which keep
the winter out, you find all the bright young
Norwegians are snugged up in the warm having a
lovely time with their expensive currency. All urban
social life is under what looks like a bunch of
industrial units.

Away from the centre there’s industry, housing
estates and so on. I thought I’d walk round this
afternoon but the other end is too far, so I rode
round. Molly is horrible without the weight of the
pack. The suspension’s too hard, the steering’s too
steep and there’s not enough weight to soak up the
power. Most of Alta is 30 or 40kph speed limits,
right in the hole where my home made carb needle
is worse on E10, ethanol impaired Norwegian
petrol, halfway between 2nd and 3rd gear.

However the ride here this morning was gorgeous.
After the rain the sunshine was lovely. That first
two hours is prime time. The thrill of having got

away with yet another ride on a Russian motorcycle
at the end of it is wonderful. The time between
being able to get going again when everything's
packed up, and beginning to feel you’ve ridden far
enough is the sweet spot. I can even forget about
mosquitoes for a while. Sadly, I’m narrow minded
enough to think that even ancient rock carvings
aren't that good. Alta museum is a world heritage
site and seems to be built around some I feel I
ought to look at. However I just want to ride
through the scenery, that’s all, that’s the point.
That’s why doing this doesn’t work in a car.

When I stoped to take the shot of Molly on above,
some bloke stopped too and offered to take a
picture of me with her. I didn't want him to. We fell
out over it. After he'd got back in his car, slammed
the door and tore off in a shower of wheel spun
stones, I thought perhaps I should have let him do
it, but would have tore off with my camera then?

I’ve seen hundreds of cyclists, pumping along the
E6 when it’s 150km from anywhere at all. That’s
heroism. If your thing is bicycles, then you’re
condemned to pedalling and the tiniest of flimsy,
basic camping kit. Lots of people do that, but
hardly anyone does it in cars.

Below, midnight on the campsite in Alta. Gloomy,
grey skies threatening rain all day, bright sunshine
to bask in all night. Sleep? Sort of.
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By the way Alta has the northernmost ice hotel in
Europe even though for the Arctic, the climate is
mild. A yearly average precipitation of only 16.5",
with frequent clear skies, makes it a hot spot for
watching the northern lights in winter. Next issue,
we go south.

Right is a flyer
from the French
Ural Club's
website
advertising the
10th Ural
Eurpopean
Meeting at
Piberstein Castle,
near A-4184
Helfenberg,
Mühlviertel, Upper
Austria over the
weekend of
August 26/28th.
Apparently Ural
France intend setting up a campsite "around the
castle". This is an official Ural event but if you want
to go camp on Ural France's campsite, there an
entry form on their website.

Ural France are not like us. All their Urals are new.
They're very solvent, they're consumers and very
bought into the modern Ural spirit of adventurism.
Many of the galleries on their website are full of
what look like promotional factory photos. It's all
very beautiful and I wouldn't surprised if they were
a part of Ural's European business.

Opposite top is one of the photos from an article on
the Ural factory. When I get time I'm going to email
them to ask if I can reproduce some of their content
in HV. There's some fascinating stuff, all on
another, glitzy, planet of corporate, modern life
stylism.

Here in Norfolk we have a weekly bike meet at
Whitwell Railway Station on Friday nights, below.
All motorcycling turns up, classics from everyone's
youth, the current media favourites as well as

current youth's Chinese 125s. I park the Voskhod in
the midst of it and listen to the comments as the
curious and ill informed stroll past. Sometimes
someone says "I had one of those!" and tells me
about how awful it was. He'll have a smile on his
face and laugh as he remembers it fondly.
Adversity makes all the best stories.

I met a man and his wife who turned up on a new
Ural outfit and tried to engage him as a rider of the
only other Russian motorcycle there that night. He
had no idea what I meant. "A what?" he said when
I mentioned Voskhod. He looked at the East
European Rally flyer I gave him politely before he
screwed it up to put in his pocket to throw away
later. I couldn't imagine him camping.
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Hooded Sweat Shirts
£21.50 These are normally
on an order only basis.

Woolly Hats £8.50 The woolly hat is the
knitted type. This is an essential bit of kit for
any club member. Standard Club Logo or
Star Logo.

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

You'll notice
all our
models are
wearing the
new Slip
Over Scarf
£8.50 top left.
These are
available in
orange or
black and well in time for Christmas.

Gina is the
person to see
about the current
availability of
styles and colours
for the rest of the
Cossack Owner's
Club range. Cloth
badges, metal pins and stickers are also
available at 01780 72042 or
regalia@cossackownersclub.co.uk

Regalia






