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Russian CGI artist Vladimir Alexeev is the man
responsible for the IZH 49 on both the front and the
rear covers this issue. Only the fact that I know
he's into digital imagery convinces me that this is
not a photograph. I might treat you to pictures of
this virtual motorcycle out on the road at some
point. Only then can you see it doesn't look quite
right in a real context.

I'm taking an educated guess here but I think the
the adventure scarred piston on the front cover
came out of a Planeta Sport. Is it going back in?
Anyone desperate enought to file grooves in the
skirt or relieve the stress of excess heat with oil
retaining holes, if that's what they are, might be that
poverty stricken. The rings are absolutely trashed
and the material ripped off the piston around them
is evidence of at least one catastrophic seizure.
The poor thing must have suffered unimaginable
agony to have run long enough to get this bad.

For me, this is art too. It's endurance and
resourcefulness when simply buying a new one
isn't possible. I'd put this on my mantlepiece.

Inside the rear cover is the other side of the Kovrov
K55 on page 20. Under that is a very sinister
looking Chang Jiang, at least I think it is from what
looks like the CJ double ended ignitiion coil. It's all
so matt black it's hard to tell. As ever with the
internet, I can't tell you anything. It's just filling in
the spaces where our rally life used to be. The
Minsk M1M on the back is in the Moto Velo
museum in Minsk, of course.

Lovely Hazel noticed a fun message exchange on
Facebook which began when someone complained
that one of our European parts suppliers no longer
shipped parts to the UK.

In essence the problem is that the couriers are
responsible for collecting import duty and VAT on
parts sent from the EU, having paid it at the border.
So many customers are refusing to pay the
couriers the extra cost on delivery that the
packages are being returned to the suppliers. It
seems that both the couriers and the parts
suppliers are annoyed by this and beginning to
refuse to do business in the UK. Oh dear! With
luck this will only be a temporary problem until
HMRC work out a more considered solution.

We tried this at the
back of the last issue
of HV and nothing
happened, at all. Yeah OK, it does require some
investment in attention but I'll give you a clue.
45 seconds into https://www.youtube.com/watch?
v=5v_S8i4KSfM something quite remarkable
happens, especially considering FortNine who
made the film are Canadian. What is it? Tell Gina
on membership@cossackownersclub.co.uk.

The first 10 club members to send in the correct
answer will receive a set of fun club stickers,
pictured on page 34. In the interest of fairness, due
to the slight difference in times the magazines are
sent out, 5 winners will be from those who have
Horizontal View emailed and 5 from posted HV.
The stickers are 4 for £2.50 if you have to buy
them.

The film is a humourous look at the Ural's history
and a test of the latest incarnation of the two wheel
drive 750. Sometimes it slithers around on icy
Canadian roads, sometimes in the mud. It's nice to
see the time honoured Soviet period imagery used
to make a joke out of the bike as usual, even
though it's called "Russian" instead. "The reward is
an utter escape from normal." What's not to like?

Front and rear covers
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Apart from hoping
that the 2021
AGM will be held
at the postponed
Red Star Rally, in

August, there's not
much to tell you here. If the vaccines
prove to be safe we should be OK by
then.

Comrade Carl tells that the
spring 2021 Stafford Show
will take place on 3/4th July.
Will they let you in if you've
not been injected? We'll see how it goes. Carl's
library is shut, he has no internet at home. If you
want to speak to him, 01253 720327 only.

Alan Cooke, Pinxton Notts.
Christopher Webb, Newport, Shropshire.
Clive Graham, Crawley W, Sussex.
Graham Drew, Dereham, Norfolk.
Konstantin Long, Boston, Linc.
Roger Berry, Aylesbury.
Robbie Shergold,
Southamton, Hants.
Robert Barford, Maldon,
Essex.
Richard Bagshaw,
Saltburn-by-the-Sea.
Nigel Bailes, Cirencester, Glos.
Dale Langford, Gillingham, Kent.
Mark Earthington, Mapperley, Notts.
Richard Heron, Hemel Hempstead, Herts.
Paul Laurance, Welling Kent.
Marcus Lewis, Birmingham.
Steve Bamber, Ashbourne,
Derbys.
Michael Shepherdson, Driffield,
East Riding of Yorks.
Martin Donnelly, Bradford, W.
Yorks.
And finally, but by no means least,
Evegeniy Osadchiy, Mogilev, BELARUS.

Hello Graham Drew. I see you live in Dereham.
So do my parents. When at last the virus subsides,
would you like to meet up for a chat? What do you
ride? paulcodling@mail.com if you're interested.
Don't worry, you don't have to!

"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.

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.

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 2019 edition of HV, page 29,
for a more in depth introduction to RH motor
insurers.

Forthcoming events

AGM
2021

A warm welcome to.....

Classic
Bike
Guide

Tony
Jones

Insurance
Stafford
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Here's the latest news from the
front line. On the subject of R/H
sidecars here's The Department of
Transport in a letter to a COC
member.......

“Regulation 93 is only regarding the
use of the vehicle and does not prevent the
registration. It is perfectly possible for a motorcycle
that has a sidecar attached to the right (or off) side
to be registered in the UK so long as it complies
with all the necessary requirements for registration.
Whilst it would not be possible to use it on public
roads when the sidecar is attached, the
motorcycle could be used if the sidecar was not
attached (should it be detachable). Also, if it was
being used on private land then C&U does not
apply and so the motorcycle can be operated there
with its sidecar. Yours sincerely,
D.Hannah. International Vehicle Standards."

This is the department's view of the law, not the law
itself. If you want to take DVLA on you'll need to do
that in court for a judgement to be made, but it
does look as if DVLA might be wrong to deny
registration. How about that?

Above is a piece of V5c where the date of first
registration anywhere is compared to the date of
first registration in the UK. To get this you should...

Send in the original old foreign reg doc (with
scan of it on the COC Date Cert). Gets an age
related registration with (B) to match the date of
first (foreign) registration taken off the old original
foreign reg doc then of course get (B1) as the date
of first UK reg as always. DVLA have the (self
proclaimed) right to destroy any original old foreign
reg doc and they usually do whether Russian,
Ukrainian, Latvian, Chinese etc. DVLA have
acknowledged in a letter to me that they accept the
old foreign reg doc is part of the history and
provenance of the vintage motorcycle but that to
them is not an important enough reason to
preserve it!

Using only a scan of the old foreign reg doc on
the COC Date Cert, without sending the
original. Gets an age related registration with (B)
and (B1) on the V5c the same, ie date of first UK
reg. Owner keeps the original foreign reg doc so if

needed can use that to prove eg the 40 year rule
for no MoT and zero VED. Which would you
chose?

Importantly it is now possible to achieve an age
related registration using only a scan of the foriegn
registration documents where this is included in the
COC dating certificate. We've scored a couple of
successes this way recently.

More encouraging still, it's also possible to achieve
age related registration without any original
registration documents using a significant weight of
evidence from the internet. I, your editor, have
done this twice now but with spectacular
experimental overkill. It was a lot of work and
perhaps impractical for most people.

It's gratifying to see that it can be done with only a
sensible investment in time and effort. Opposite is
one of the pages of the COC dating certificate for
Steve Severn's 1971 Dnepr showing two
downloads from websites showing other 1971
Dneprs with the relevant parts highlighted by PJB.
This now successfully registered as manufactured
in 1971.

President &Technical Advisor Peter Ballard:
01225 891634 molly40mog@googlemail.com
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. We find it
necessary to filter out all sorts of the internet's
alternative content!

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

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

Politburo

PJB
and
DVLA
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Recently HMRC have been asking for proof of year
of manufacure before issuing NOVA numbers. PJB
has generated a couple of basic dating certificates
for this purpose. They look like this.......

All this information is included in the latest guide to
age related registering, available as a PDF from the

COC by contacting PJB directly, or Horizontal
View. The contact details are on Page 4.

In between battling DVLA on your behalf and
designing suspension components. PJB is building
Charlie, above, an off road sidecar. The text
written over the sidecar body below, if you're
reading on paper and can't blow it up, says "seat
base tilts forward to allow crew to stand on the sc
floor." I wonder who "crew" is.
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Jaz found this in the March/April 1989
edition of The Used Bike Guide. It's
called Joy with a Jupiter.

Purchase of the vehicle, a Jupiter combo, a joint
decision between my girlfriend and myself, came
about as it filled several of our requirements. We
needed transportation for bike building projects, to
carry engines, wheels and frames between
workshop, polishers, platers, etc, as well as weekly
shopping excursions and camping weekends,
where the good old combo gets loaded up with
everybody’s junk.

The machine was cheap at £120 with tax and MOT,
had the bonus of a transit van load of spare parts
and was purchased from a friend who was going
back to a Dnepr. Also, my girlfriend wanted an
exercise bike, so the Jupiter killed several birds
with one brick.

The vendor actually pointed out the faults. No
brake light switch, worn tyres, cables, kickstart,
brake and an obscure problem with the alternator
which resulted in a dead battery after a few days
use. Still, there were plenty of spares, so the deal
was struck after a short test ride.

Getting back on a combo was fun, especially when
it had the chair on the left hand side, the reverse of
what I’d become used to with my Sanglas outfit.
However, the Jupiter steered easily and we were
soon squealing around left handers. The axle
width is generous so it tends not to lift the sidecar
wheel, but oncoming traffic can be a bit of a
problem, especially as many tin box drivers tend to
freak out at the sight of the Jupiter head on and
gawp at your face for some unknown reason. Then
there’s the clunk as the rear bumper bits are
knocked off. The Russian machines are so robust,
the sidecar chassis, with braked, interchangeable
wheel and suspension, is, if anything, a little too
robust as hurling it round bends and side streets
has the bike’s frame and forks flexing. This
becomes merely a question of holding onto the
handlebars as firmly as possible, which has a
beneficial effect on muscle development. Who
needs a Bullworker?

The Ruskie, square section tyres on the rear and
sidecar wheel emit a loud squeal during heavy (?)
braking and cornering, which acts as an audible
warning device to dozing car drivers. Yes, the
major problem with piloting a combination is the
other traffic on the road. You’re more
manoeuvrable than those four wheel thingies,
turning through 180 degrees is possible within the

confines of one carriageway by driving round the
chair wheel. Do this at more than 10mph with a
hard lock to lock on the bars and you’ll be facing
the other direction before the smoke has lifted off
the road surface. Surprisingly, even after several
thousand miles the tyres are still within the legal
limit. The front, a Barum, found its only vocation in
life as an upright rubber ring to prevent the rim from
being damaged. Use of the front brake does nasty
things to the forks as the drum brake is oval, so are
the half a dozen spares. However, keep holding on
to the brake and the thing will jolt to a squealing
halt. That is, provided you run a rough file over the
brake shoes. Next stop new tyres and Ferodos.

Starting the engine is always a first kick job,
provided the key affair had been depressed far
enough into the headlamp and the carb tickled if
cold. No need for the handlebar mounted choke
until 20 below freezing. The mechanical chatter is
er……. probably normal. It’s not got any worse, but
the unsuspecting sidecar passenger is in for some
earache, unless they use the ear defenders that I
thoughtfully provide (makes ‘em look like Mickey
Mouse). There’s no screen on the sidecar on this
one, but the front section slides forward to allow
access, there’s a tonneau cover and the seat
unclips to reveal a decent sized hole exactly large
enough to fit a spare engine unit, I wonder why?

First gear is engaged by depressing the large heel
and toe lever, this also operates the clutch whilst
depressed, so you are able to pick your nose at
traffic lights. There is also a conventional, hand
operated, clutch which is just as well, because
trying to pull away using the foot clutch is a bit hit
and miss, especially when wearing the cast iron
clogs necessary to start and stop the thing. Both
the gear change and the rear brake levers are
positioned above the adjustable footrests. I use the
front sidecar mounting to rest my boot and my heel
to operate the brake, as the force needed is quite
high. Gear changing is clunky and there’s a neutral
between each gear to allow for coasting down hills
on small throttle openings (pre-mix remember).

NB. There isn’t a neutral between each gear. The
selector mechanism is only in between gears and
could select one or the other any time it likes.
There is no detent position here. Jawas have a
detent position between 3rd and 4th so long
descents don’t drag the engine round with the
throttle shut. Our man must be confused. An
engine running on petroil mix can run dry in
mountainous areas where you might go downhill for
several kilometres at a time. It's best to slip it in
neutral and let it tick over all the way down.

Jaz



7

Which reminds me, petroil consumption is lousy at
around 40mpg, typical two stroke fare. The speedo
is slow up to 50mph, fast up to 80mph, making a
speedo mile somewhat ill defined. Top speed is
about sixty downhill (thirty back up). Passengers,
bike engines or rockeries in the chair reduce
forward motion dramatically. I should say
drastically as there is nothing dramatic about the
performance.

The girlfriend had never ridden a combo so we
went for a few circuits in an unused car park. She
found the kickstart awkward to use and the foot
operated clutch cum gear change also took some
practice, but she made rapid progress doing
circuits in various directions. Fooled by a sudden
change of direction, we careered into a pile of
building sand. A convenient place for a first combo
crash. As is often the way this was the spur to
overcoming this strange machine and she was off
into the countryside quite regularly. On one long
trip, with a well loaded sidecar, progress was rather
slow but the combo went without problems until the
final thrash along the M54, one of the silencers
became coked up and began to burn, spraying hot
pieces of black crud onto following cars.

Whilst replacing the silencers, I finally replaced the
non-existent alternator brushes, removing the
sidecar for easier access is just a case of
unscrewing four bolts and disconnecting three
bullet connectors. Alignment is unaffected so it can
can bolted straight back on.

Anyway, the alternator (No, it’s a dynamo) has a
capacity of 45 poxy watts, 15 of which light up the
rear end, the rest emits a dim glow onto the front
mudguard. The rule for night time riding is to only
ride on familiar roads and wriggle the headlamp at
oncoming traffic in dark lanes.

If the electrical system is useless it is reliable. You
can rely on the ignition switch points burning out
every few weeks, there is a piece of emery cloth in
the headlamp to deal with this. It has blown two
bulbs and when the brake light was reconnected
the engine cut out. The horn is nearly as loud as
the piston rattle and the indicators are at the end of
your arms.

Maintenance is straightforward, the two stroke twin
being of rudimentary design. The air filter is
awkward to remove but washable. The seat/
mudguard unit is removable, revealing the rear
wheel, drive brake and serviceable shock
absorbers. The back wheel is QD and the chain
fully enclosed in a well made alloy casting.

The Jupiter combination is a well made, reliable
and even stylish machine if you like this sort of
thing. It’ll probably run on for ever, is not too fussy
about the way it’s used or looked after and provides
hours of fun for little outlay. True, it’s crude, noisy
and smelly, as are other comparable machines
from the Eastern Bloc to which, in my opinion, it is
superior. (Absolutely!) Vrco Kebinski.

Vrco mentions that his Jupiter didn't have a sidecar
screen but the example in the photo accomanying
his article does, above. He sold it before he wrote
for UBG and it might not be the same bike as the
photo. However, a DVLA check reveals that KUJ
192W was last issued a V5C on April 19th 1990.
She has no MOT and her tax expired at the end of
August 1990 but she's still listed. Is she yours?

Altitude Sickness

I’m afraid I can be accused of
motorcycle cruelty as I gave my little MZ TS 125
Little Stinky a severe challenge this weekend.
I set off for the Lake District early Friday afternoon
in moist but warm weather, my ultimate destination
Seathwaite. A village in Cumbria that is rumoured
to be the wettest place in England.

To get north from Bynnzi towers involves
negotiating the northern powerhole (powerhouse/
arsehole town) of Keighley, a task which is never
pleasant and I have various routes north which
avoid the place. Needless to say, none can be
described as direct. Within minutes of leaving base
I was on avoidance route #3.

This heads along a green lane to Ilkley avoiding
lots of pesky traffic. The lane is known locally as
Keighley Gate and follows a tar ribbon which is the
access road to a transmitter mast on Ilkley Moor.
This stops at a small car park and a five bar gate
with the mast on the right. From here there are
many pleasant dog walks and wild fell runs if that is
your thing. There's even a stone circle called The
Twelve Apostles near the trig point which marks the

Bynnzi
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highest place in Leeds. Also the car park is
rumoured to be used for other types of dogging, but
I can’t confirm this. Nothing was apparent as I
stopped to open the gate, leaving Little Stinky on
his side stand puffing fragrant plumes of 2 stroke
scented mist.

Through the gate the way on turns into a gravelly
track with diagonal berms crossing it to prevent the
surface washing out. It’s not onerous with just a few
potholes and gravel slicks to negotiate, and I am
soon through Ilkley and heading towards Skipton
on the A65. This is a busy A road but doesn’t seem
to get the heavy commercial use that the A650
through the Aire valley does. So progress seems
easier.

The road skirts Skipton and is pleasant enough
with fields and woodland at either side and soon
my turn is reached. The B6265, signed for
Grassington wanders its way up Wharfedale,
through Rylstone, home of The Calendar Girls.
Then Cracoe, Threshfield, Kilnsey and Kettlewell.
I call at Kettlewell on a regular basis, it seems the
perfect distance from home for my ageing bladder.
Plus the ice cream shop does fantastic double
chocolate ices.

I head up the dale with the infant River Wharfe
chuckling away to my left. Past Starbotton to
Buckden then a left turn and the road continues
through Hubberholme, Yokenthwaite Deepdale and
Outershaw. All gritty Yorkshire words but hardly
worth the name village. Each has it’s memories for
me from different outings in my youth. I was quite
the adventurous one back in the day, and visited
these locations whilst walking, cycling or on the
way to explore some mine or cave system of which
the area has many. Hard to believe that the
Yorkshire Dales we know and love was once an
industrial hell hole, the mine works and smelt mills
spewing out clouds of sulphurous smoke from their
many chimneys.

Fleet Moss, the highest road in Yorkshire
negotiated and its all down hill through Gayle, past
the cheese factory and into Hawes where welcome
refreshment is taken at the local cafe. This is power
ranger country and they tend to flock round Hawes
after they have blasted their way updale squatting
on their bikes like praying mantis, seeing only the
road 10ft in front of their handlebars.

Not many about today, possibly because there is
precipitation in the air. Not the favourite weather for
sports bikes. From Hawes the road leads to
Sedburgh through Garsdale on the A684, following

the course of the river Clough. To the left is the
railway station and winding moorland coal road
over to Dent. Dent station the next up the line from
Garsdale is the highest mainline station in England.
From there the trains next pass through Blea Moor
Tunnel then over the famous Ribblehead Viaduct,
wending their way to Skipdale and points south.

I ignore the turn, but it’s hard as Dent is another of
my regular stops. Either camping or calling in the
Sun Inn for a soft drink on my way elsewhere. The
precipitation has now turned to monsoon, and the
damp uncomfortableness is compounded by crap
visibility through my steamed up visor. I'm still on
the 684, from Sedburgh crossing the M6 to Kendal,
home of the famous mint cake. So minty and
sugary that one piece causes all your teeth to fall
out, but better toothless than dead from exhaustion
on the fells.

Kendal central is negotiated via an awkward one
way system which finally spits me out on the A5284
this takes me to Plumgarths rotundabout, which
splits the main A591 Windermere road. The main
lakes route is busy as always, but I dodge the
tourist traffic and stay on the 5284 which winds
leisurely through the low Lakeland fells until a swift
left right at a tee junction takes me down long tail
hill (possibly some ratty connection) to another tee.
This time it’s right left and follow the signs to the
Windermere ferry.
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The Mallard is a cable ferry
which travels forever
tethered between Bowness
and Claife and takes
roughly 10 minutes to cross.
At busy times the queue to
cross is many times the
journey time. This is of no
consequence if you ride a
motorcycle as you can ride
to the front of the line with a
smug grin and a cheery
wave. No need for this smugness today as there
are only a couple of cars waiting, the ferry can be
seen over the lake making a return trip and it soon
docks, disgorges and loads.

I make like Kate Winslett on the bow of the Titanic
for a while, then remount Little Stinky and putter off
to Hawkshead. The rain has now stopped which is
strange in Cumbria, after all that’s why there are so
many lakes here. Only one actually, the only lake
in the Lake District is Bassenthwaite. All the other
bodies of water are meres or tarns!

This is one of the nicer lakeland villages, but
blighted by over tourism. I have camped on the
local site many times with Mrs B and Sid our dog,
using it as a base to explore the woods and fells of
Grizedale Forest. The village shows a much
pleasanter face after the hordes have left for the
day, and the pubs are just pleasantly busy.
Through the village and a left turn is signposted to
Coniston, there is a boatyard on the right after I
turn, I always think it strange as it is at least a mile
from water, but what do I know? The road climbs
steeply up Hawkshead Hill, half way up a right turn
would take me to Tarn Hows a must see tarn
nestled in woodland. The lake district is full of them.

I’ve been here previously and have been known to
take a swim in it, I plug on over the brow and
shortly drop down into Coniston. This is famed as
being the base for Donald Campbell when he was
making his world record water speed attempts.
Piloting the mighty Bluebird. Also the place where
the water/speed/sudden stop mix proved to be
terminally unhealthy for him. Coniston again is
better viewed after the hordes have left.

Nearly there now, and my arse /saddle interface is
getting uncomfortable, it happens. I have been
riding for a substantial amount of time though.
I head out past Coniston Hall campsite. An
unpleasant, over busy site at peak times, and in my
opinion quite an unpleasant overpriced site at all
times.

Within a short time I reach Torver. I need to be
alert now, the road I need is easy to miss, a bit like
the path to Brigadoon. And dusk is falling.

It’s a right turn up an insignificant single track and
surprisingly I find it easily. The track called Old
Rake leads up, significantly up, rising away from
the Torver road at 45%. There are a few tents
huddling in a muddy field to my right, it looks bleak
and I don’t envy the occupants. I ride past, still
rising, up, up, the road narrow even for a
motorcycle. I have travelled this way before, the
last time on my outfit, and I always worry about
meeting something coming the other way.
Fortunately this has never happened, which is
surprising considering that I am in the middle of the
Lake District, but just shows what lemmings the
average tourists are. Like my destination,
Seathwaite, it’s in the middle of the lakes but who
has heard of it? Fortunately I have.

I reach the brow of the fell. Bloody hells what a
view! The whole of the western lakes spread out to
my left, views to the Irish Sea with hardly a building
to the horizon. The road continues rising and
falling, a gate every now and then to ease my
saddle sore rs. Eventually dropping me down into
the Duddon Valley and Seathwaite.

The shadows are getting long now as I ride through
the village the Newfield Arms on my right. I resist
the urge for a quick gargle as I want to get my tent
up before it gets too dark. I’ve been here before
and it’s probably the darkest place I have ever
been above ground. A mile past the pub and the
end of today’s riding. A right turn up a farm track
takes me to Turner Hall campsite and it seems to
be populated with like minded people. It is a
spectacular site but very exposed and boggy so
careful placement of my tent is a must. This done,
a quick change and off to the pub after dodging a
couple of toads and taking of cider at a friends
campervan. The Newfield arms is as ever warm
and welcoming, a hidden gem with local ales and
fantastical bar meals.
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Hidden away as it is I am always surprised how
busy it always is. I drink too much whilst chitting
and chatting and wake late to a watery sunshine.
The lateness of waking is not a problem as I have
nowhere in particular to go and all day to get there,
though my rough plan is to head back home as I
have another day of pleasure planned tomorrow.

Morning necessaries over and leisurely breakfast
taken, I load up Stinky for the return journey. Fare
thee wells taken we set off back through the village
heading down Dunnerdale and I take the first major
right turn. This is like the road from Torver last night
and rises sharply through woodland until finally
emerging onto high fell roads. Again the views are
fantastic, miles of nothingness. The road swoops
and sweeps with no other traffic, punctuated here
and there by the odd sheep. It’s strange when I
round a corner and suddenly encounter parked
cars and people standing staring at the fells
through binoculars. So strange that I put Stinky on
his stand and stare into the distance myself.

Turns out that it’s a hunt, a pack of dogs weaving
through the bracken. There is no sign of quarry but
the dogs are giving voice, leaping becks and taking
obstacles in their stride. They are having a fantastic
time as only hunting dogs can, they will be severely
pissed off when they finally catch that aniseed
soaked sock. If I was still a smoker I could have
happily have killed a couple of gaspers watching.

Anyhoo, back on Stinky and round the next bend all
is how it was, no sign of habitation or any other
vehicles. Just a black strip edged with heath.
The road wends its way through the landscape
dropping me down into Eskdale where I take the
first right turn with the King George IV on my left
and head updale towards Boot. A narrow gauge
railway runs alongside, passing over and under the
road. This is The Ravenglass and Eskdale railway,
know to the locals as Little Ratty, a heritage line
originally used to transport slate from the quarries
round Boot down dale to Ravenglass. Then onward
by ship to roof the world.

The road has been gently rising and continues to
ascend with another pub The Woolpack soon
coming into view on my left. There is a campsite
here and the pub keeps busy year round. Once the
rail travellers depart the place buzzes with folk
either preparing to climb Scafell Pike or recovering
from their earlier exertions doing the same. The
pike, England’s highest mountain, is doable in a
long days stomp from the pub. The last time I made
the effort I finished at the Woolpack having come
the other way from Langdale. I walked for four

hours before I saw the mountain and was that
knackered at the top I didn’t bother to climb the last
50 ft. I soon recovered at the pub though.

Not testing my stamina today, but Little Stinky will
soon be trying his mettle. The road continues,
getting steeper by the yard and eventually morphs
into Hardknott Pass. The hardest high road pass in
England. The gradient is 1 in 3 in places, only
equaled by Rosedale Chimney in North Yorkshire.
Stinky putters on, sometimes in first gear
sometimes in second, but mainly first. It’s a big
ask, he is loaded up with camping gear and a fat
kid. But he takes it in his stride

The last half mile to the summit is a killer, slipping
the clutch, creeping forward. A quick look over my
shoulder reveals a fog of exhaust, the odd cyclist
waving a hand to improve vision. The final corner
comes into sight, a tight right hander, and Stinky
has just about had enough.

To my left there are the remains of a Roman fort,
I’m too occupied to give a glance. Not much to see
anyway. The road is a Roman Road and not the
arrow straight navigation they are known for.
Imagine walking from Italy in sandals and a skirt
and being stationed somewhere like this! I resort to
an undignified waddling assistance to tease him up
the last bit, and then we are there. 393m and we
have come from just above sea level.

I rescued Stinky from a barn a few years ago, and
had him running in a couple of days. Other than
fresh fuel, points a new battery and fresh oil I did
nothing. He had been inactive for 30 years. What a
fantastic little bike. In May/June 2019 HV, page 11.

I don’t stop just yet, I see an opportunity to gloat
just up the road. Parked in the lay-by at the top is a
group of adventure riders, slapping each other on
their backs and whooping with the accomplishment
of summiting. I open the throttle and surge past
with a nod in their direction, leaving them open
mouthed and coughing. Possibly laughing.

Down hill now, the road switchbacks down to a
hanging valley which runs to another high pass. I
stop to offer assistance to a Harley rider who has
just picked his bike up after stalling it on a bend.
He waves me away, he was very red, in
embarrassment or with exertion? No matter, I don’t
think I would have been able to get it back on its
wheels.

Before the hanging valley there is a tee junction, to
take this would drop me back into the Duddon
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valley and return to
Seathwaite. I stop at
the turn to give Stinky
his wind and do what
old men do, then it’s
up up and away again.

The road is positively
Alpine, just slightly
wider than single track
with passing places
here and there.
Sheeps scoff the rough grass to either side, and I
daydream about the Family Von Trapp climbing the
pass, fleeing to freedom away from them Nazi
fellas. Who needs Drugs when there is altitude
sickness/2 stroke fumes?

The next pass is Wrynose, a strange name,
apparently from the Norse. The vikings seemingly
got here before the Romans. This pass holds no
worries for Stinky, the biggest part of the altitude
has already been earned. The bends are less
urgent but still up to 1 in 4 and shortly I’m at the top
of my second high point, the same height as
Hardknott at 393 m.

This time I stop and take it all in, behind me the
hanging valley, the road running into the sharp
hairpins leading up to the summit we have just left
behind. To my front the track leading down through
Cockley Beck. There is a lot of height to lose in the
next couple of miles, but there are no dramatic
bends.

The road runs fairly straight shadowing a valley on
the right and then onwards either to Dungeon Ghyll
in Langdale via a left turn, on a road which would
be impressive if Hardknott and Wrynose had not
just been travelled, or to Ambleside via Elterwater
and Skelwith Bridge. The Britannia in Elterwater is
another favourite pub. The route I take Returns me
to Coniston, where I take a brew and a bit of cake.

Then fairly much retrace my outward journey
through the badlands of the Yorkshire Dales.

I throw myself at the horizon with gusto, lost in the
moment. All this is within a days ride for me, and
that on an inadequate bike. Life really doesn’t get
much better. I’m one lucky puppy. You are indeed.

The green thing above, is a Jawa Tatran 125,
which at the time of writing is the subject of an age
related registration application. It'll be interesting to
see how Bynnzi gets on with that compared to the
fun our Russians sometimes are.

Note what looks like interesting front suspension
with a single hydraulic shock in front of the steering
head. Below, here's a Tatran primary drive going
round on
Youtube,
where also,
there's a
Renovácia to
Metallica's
Nothing Else
Matters,
beautiful!
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Christmas Eve it seems
to be a pothole too
many! I was out for some
fresh air and exercise
with Kiwi Bob when l
noticed the rear tyre was chafing on turning R or L?
The rear lower ball and socket had fractured and
was dangling, rubbing on the rear tyre. Yes, it is a
very muddy photo l wonder why?

Just to left centre of the mud encrusted
undercarriage of Michael's bike you can see the
errant bracket, above. The picture below is.........

A Wadiman bodge job to get home on Christmas
Eve for Santa!

Note bungee
and the broken
bolt hangng out
of the bracket
clamp, arrowed.
I thought
sidecars falling
off was a bit of
a joke but it
really does
happen then?
Don't worry, if
you can't fix it
with cable ties,
you haven't
used enough
cable ties. Opposite top are the parts of the failure.
Interestingly the broken bolt end doesn't look rusty
so we can't blame corrosion. Must be stress then.

New Years Day 2021
is a raw 3 centigrade
in my part of the
world for my
pilgrimage ride.

This was to the
Derbyshire village of
Eyam, which has
something of a topical relevance. See page 13.

Michael
Wadsworth
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Now we have left the EU will the UK bring back the
stocks? Opposite bottom.

Right is
Mompesson's
Well, why? Here's
the internet........

In 1665 the
plague swept
through London,
which was the
epicentre of the
outbreak in
England. A quarter of the population of the city
died. Most of the wealthy left first, followed by the
physicians, who needed to look after their wealthy
clients of course. Many of the clergy left too,
abandoning the poor and defenceless citizens to
organise a civil response to the disaster
themselves. The prevalent perception was that the
poor, being filthy, propagated the disease.

Three months after the outbreak began, the House
of Lords, having left London for Oxford, debated
the plague. Only two proposals were agreed upon.
No Lord should be borded into his house, as the
poor had suffered, and that no plague hospital be
built "Near to persons of note and quality".

In Eyam, a taylor's assistant called George Viccars,
opened a bale of cloth sent from London. In it were
plague infected rat fleas which burst into action
when he hung the cloth near his hearth to dry.

By December 1665 42 peope in Eyam had died
and William Mompesson, the parish rector, took it
upon himself to organise the quarantine of the
entire village to prevent spreadng the disease to
surrounding parishes. He told the villagers that
The Earl of Devonshire, resident at nearby
Chatsworth House, would support the sacrifice with
a supply of food. This and other essentials were left
by the village well and paid for with coins
suspended in the water in the hope that they would
remain free of whatever caused the illness.

The number of daily deaths peaked at 6 in August
1666, no one broke the quarantine and the plague
did not spread, although Eyam lost 260 residents.
Michael's suggested source for a fascinating insight
into this is......
www.bbc.co.uk/news/uk-england-35064071
For the living hell of surving The Great Plague of
London, as opppsed to all the other regular
outbreaks, the previous being in 1642, try.....
www.youtube.com/watch?v=HPe6BgzHWY0

Just a melting
snowman to keep
me company for my
lunch time picnic
stop at
Mompesson’s Well.
Drunk from a South
Yorkshire Sidecar
Club mug and the
Christmas cake
made by Kiwi
Bridget.

Also greatly looking
forward to my NHS
National call up
papers arriving for my appointment to have the jab
in 2021. My kind of road, below.

Wishing you all
a very safe and
healthy 2021
from Eyam
Debyshire.

The black rat
weather vane
sits
appropriately on top of The Eyam Museum. Try....
eyam-museum.org.uk

In the year 1343AD, a fight in the
market place in the city of Tana at the
end of the Don River, erupted into a riot. Tensions
had been building between the Genoese
merchants and the competing Mongol traders. A
muslim was killed, allegedly, and the Mongol
Empire used the excuse to drive the Genoese
down the Black Sea coast to their trading post at
Caffa in the Crimea. They laid siege to the city. So
what? Well...........

Bubonic plague is endemic in Mongolia. It's still
carried by rock marmots today. In 1343 the Mongol
army brought it west. The siege dragged on for
years and by 1346 the Mongol camp was a well
established pit of filth and rats. Away went the
plague. The Genoese, aware that their enemy was
decimated by this strange disease, thought their
gods were with them. However, the Mongols,

1343
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desperate to dispose of the putrid corpses piling up
in their midst, loaded their dead onto their siege
catapults and flung them over the city walls. To
escape the consequent horror, the Genoese took to
their ships, also infested by rats. By the way, one
pair of black rats breeding for three years can
expontentially generate three million more,
seriously!

The Genoese ships spread the plague throughout
the Mediterranean and once in Europe it spread at
the rate of 2.5 miles per day. By 1348 the wool
trade's connnections with the continent imported
Yersinia Pestis, the bacteria which causes the
plague, into Southern England. By then it had
mutated into a particularly vicious form. The
average death rate in Europe had been around
33% but in English cities that rose to 55%.

In Poland, King Casimir III introduced a strict
quarentine and shut the country's borders. He
succeeded in reducing the impact of the disease
significantly, although Poland's prolific population of
cats could have been instrumental.

The consensus is, that after two hundred years of
feudal stagnation, a new appreciation of the value
of human life gave the peasants a voice and a new
role in social progress. It had to get worse before it
got better.

There's an episode of Last of the Summer Wine on
Youtube entitled A Sidecar Named Desire. Michael
Wadsworth thought we might be interested in that,
and we are. Pictured below is the prop used in the
film. I imagine the researchers simply bought any
old pile of crap from the local free ads just to use in
the film, there's not a lot of it in the show. It's a
Yamaha SR500 but the hawkeyed will notice the
front forks have been given a pair of extra, external
springs.

Are the orignal internal springs still in it? Is it stiff
as an ironing board then? Is that something
sidecar pilots do?

We touched on the subject
of these too good to be true
liberators of your hard
earned cash in the last
issue of HV. Are they
worthy science or a cynical
attempt at simple money
grabbing? Nick Tucker on page 15, had an in depth
look. What followed that reads like our very own
Masters Degree research paper.

There exists in editing a phenonmenon know as a
text wall. This is a solid block of written information
which can be a little daunting for the casual reader.
I know many of you appreciate the aesthetic appeal
of pictures so Nick's research is interposed with
incongruous images from the original IZH Jupiter
owner's manual in Russian. I think this is the
original model from 1958. Note, earlier model three
ring pistons on page 16 and sping loaded plunger
gear selector detent on page 18.

From the Jupiter 2 onwards this was changed to
the arm with the neutral light contact on the end
which acted in grooves in the selctor drum, below.
The deeper groove is for neutral. The arm is a
simple steel stamping with a tooth on it.

Miracle
Fuel

Treatment
Pills
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By the way, if your Jupiter refuses to stay in gear or
you find you need the sensitive foot control of a
ballerina to select at all, It'll be because your detent
spring has gone saggy. I've seen this happen lots.

Not quite adequately visible in the other crankcase
half in the picture, you can see the spring and the
neural light contact. I've cut a slot in the arm
before, bent it then and welded it with more tension
on the original spring. That works well.

We can thank John Tickell for the IZH owner's
manual pictures.

Interesting to see in-tank fuel
pellets popping up again. The
quiet of the Christmas hols gave
me some time to have a rummage into the
available information about this type of product.

I first came across them in New Zealand where a
company called Fuel Freedom International was
advertising them in the Canterbury local paper. The
MPG-CAPS pills were claimed to “Improve fuel
economy, reduce emissions and increase engine
power” and to be a technology "originally
developed by NASA for the 1970s space shuttle
program". NASA has a very good searchable
database of reports (https://ntrs.nasa.gov/) going
back to the 1920s when it was NACA (the National
Advisory Committee for Aeronautics) which does
have all sorts of things in it, but nothing that backed
up the Fuel Freedom International claims.

The MPG-CAPS pills were EPA (the American
Environmental Protection Agency) registered under
40 CFR 79.23, a requirement for all gasoline
additives sold in the USA. Registration involves
providing a chemical description of the product and
certain technical, marketing and health effects
information. The EPA did not test the claims of
increased engine power and reduced emissions,
and does not endorse, certify or approve the
product. The company report attached to the EPA
report (EPA Internal identification number
218820001) "Provides technical documentation for
this product as a lead replacement in gasoline for
use in engines susceptible to valve seat recession".

Concerning valve seat recession, it is said to occur
at high engine speeds due to micro welding of the
valve to the valve seat, the damage to the mating
surfaces when they are pulled apart being the wear
mechanism. The presence of lead in petrol forms a
deposit on the mating surfaces that prevents micro

welding from happening. However, the UN
Partnership for Clean Fuels and Vehicles reports
that “Valve seat recession has been virtually absent
in actual vehicle or engine operation, including the
normal everyday operation of older vehicles.
Conversely, lead in gasoline has multiple negative
effects on the engine and exhaust systems of
vehicles, both new and old.” (https://
archive.epa.gov/international/ait/web/pdf/vsr-
finaldraft.pdf)

In the UK there is another company selling in-tank
fuel pellets that were invented by a man called
Henry Arthur Broquet.

The history of the invention is given as follows “The
story of the Broquet fuel catalyst began in 1941.
Russia was initially offered 400 fighters to replenish
the devastated Soviet Air Force. Russian fuel was
of a lower quality than that acceptable to the Merlin
XX Engine powering the Series II Hurricane. In
1941, so called high octane Russian aviation petrol
contained certain compounds which caused
"waxing" at low temperatures, and the addition of
tetraethyl lead was not a solution. Tin was known to
have outstanding stability and vastly superior
catalytic properties, compared to lead based alloys
and compounds, for the reduction of fuel degrading
reactions between various hydrocarbons and other
fuel contaminating compounds. This in turn has an
adverse effect on combustion efficiency. These
degrading reaction products also contribute to the
waxing effect.” https://www.broquet.com.history

Mr. Broquet patented his invention in 1966 (GB
patent 1,079,698 “An Alloy for use with Internal
Combustion Engine Fuels”) as “an alloy for use in
promoting internal scavenging of internal
combustion engine and improving lubrication of the
combustion chambers of such engines” consisting
of “22 to 36 parts of lead, from 30 to 42 parts of tin,
from 8 to 24 parts of mercury, and from 10 to 15

Nick
Tucker
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parts of antimony". “The result of this infusion is to
increase the velocity of the gases in the process of
combustion and to provide a protective film of alloy
lubricant over the surfaces of the combustion
chamber, thus increasing the capacity of the metal
of the combustion chamber to withstand explosion
temperatures”. The alloy is added to the fuel
(petrol or diesel) tank in the form of pellets. No
details of the chemistry or physics of the process
are provided; nor indeed are any required for a
patent.

We should note that even if a patent is granted, it
does not mean that the invention actually works, it
just means that the examiner believes that it works,
or was unable to figure out why it would not work.
(http://www.downing-ip.uk/blog/how-to-patent-a-
perpetual-motion.machine).

Looking through the historical record concerning
these matters. It is certainly true that fighter planes
were supplied in quantity to the Soviets in the
second world war (or the Great Patriotic War as
you prefer), with Spitfires being sent via RAF
Shibah, near Basra, Iran and Hurricanes via
Murmansk. I could not find any mention of
problems with fuel, although there were apparently
issues with using the aeroplanes at low level, and
certain problems with supplies of consumable
spares such as tyres (https://
soviethammer.blogspot.com/2015/03/british-
aircraft-in-russoian-service.html)

The Merlin engine underwent continuous
development during its service life “Essential to the
continuous increase in Merlin power output was the
increase in boost pressure and the development of
increased fuel octane ratings. At the start of the war
the engine ran on the then-standard 87 octane
aviation spirit and could supply just over 1,000 hp
from its 27 litre displacement compared to 1,100 hp

from the 34 litre Daimler-Benz DB 601.

From June 1940 small quantities of 100 octane
fuel, initially imported from the US, became
available and the Merlin IIIs were found to be
capable of running on it.

The next major version was the XX which ran on
100 octane fuel. This allowed it to be run at higher
manifold pressures, which were achieved by
increasing the "boost" from the centrifugal type
supercharger. The result was that the otherwise
similar engine delivered 1,300 hp” https://
www.gracesguide.co.uk/Rolls-
Royce_Engines:_Merlin

The availability of high octane petrol is a story in
itself. An engineer called Eugene Houdry devised a
much improved method for petrol production.
Starting as president of the Société Anonyme
Française pour la Fabrication d’Essences et
Pétroles he eventually oversaw the industrialisation
of a catalytic process for “cracking” high molecular
weight crude oil into low molecular weight fractions
giving a high octane rated petrol product.
(https:www.inventiuonandtech.com/content/wizard-
octane-0?page=6).

So the availability of 100 octane petrol enabled the
development of more highly tuned Merlin engines,
with the resulting significant increase in
performance (https://www.rsc.org/news-events/
articles/2009/05-may/spitfire-fuel/)

Concerning the in-tank pellets, there are various
other patents in the same general area. WO
95/16123 is a container that fits in the fuel line and
contains “catalytic metals” named as tin, antimony
and lead. There is also EP 0 399 801 B2 that in
addition to the tin, antimony, lead and iron, contains
a magnet, and tells us that “although the precise
technical details are not known, it is possible that a
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chemical reaction takes place between the fuel
additive and the fuel, and that the products of the
chemical reaction are traced into the fuel in minute
molecular form, and the magnetic field alters the
electrostatic charge on the products of the chemical
reaction with the effect of improving fuel
combustion efficiency”.

US patent 4,715,325 is another in-fuel line
arrangement with copper, zinc, nickel, lead, tin with
traces of iron, antimony, sulfur and manganese.
This is said to bring about “an unexpected increase
in the combustion efficiency, causing a significant
reduction in pollution and increased mileage or
power output” by causing “certain hydrocarbons to
undergo molecular orientation, in a particular
manner that enhances the complex combustion
process to proceed toward more complete
combustion”

US patent 5,393,723 introduces thallium as an
ingredient to the mixture, believing that the “catalyst
activates the hydrocarbon fuel by altering the
distribution of electrical charge across the
molecular structure of the fuel molecules prior to
combustion”.

So, there has been quite a bit of interest in these
in-tank and in-line pellets, even if nobody seems
quite able to articulate how they do what they are
claimed to do. However, on the empirical front, the
Advertising Standards Agency (ASA) (Complaint
Ref: A15-303926) takes an interest. In 2015 D.A
Lock & Associates trading as Broquet claimed that:

“1. "THE FUEL CATALYST Improves fuel
combustion which means better MPG and lower
CO2 emissions for both petrol and diesel engines";

2. "Cuts emissions by 30 - 50% and improves
MPG"; and

3. "The Broquet Fuel Catalyst makes a positive
environmental contribution to a cleaner
atmosphere".

The ASA concluded “That the claims had not been
substantiated and were misleading” and told D
Lock & Associates not to claim that their products
could improve fuel combustion, lead to better MPG
or lower emissions, or that they could make a
positive environmental contribution to a cleaner
atmosphere, unless they held adequate evidence
to substantiate those claims.

There is a nice set of tests done for the Fifth Gear
TV programme that includes an assessment of an
in-line Broquet fuel treatment (https://
www.youtube.com/watch?v=Eevg-
SCQpng&feature=emb_logo). That didn’t work
either.

The history of claims for these products include
variously increasing the octane rating, coating the
combustion chamber with lubricating alloys,
improving “combustion efficiency”, and stopping
valve seat recession.

I could not find any satisfactory quantitative data on
the solubility of lead and tin in petrol: these metals
being generally regarded as insoluble in organic
solvents. The use of solder in making petrol tanks
and fuel systems does however have a long
history. This is matched by an absence of evidence
of tanks splitting at the seams and pipes at the
joints due to lead-tin solders being dissolved.

The presence of lead in petrol does limit
detonation. In 1922, Thomas Midgely found that
when petrol with tetraethyl lead (Pb(CH2CH3)4 or
TEL) is burnt, particles of lead and lead oxide
(PbO) are formed. To give an indication of how
much TEL is added to petrol, 0.56 g/litre of TEL is
added to aviation gasoline resulting in a 100 octane
product. The presence of the lead slows down the
combustion rate preventing knocking, an effect
which is quantified as a higher octane rating. The
buildup of lead in the combustion chamber is a
problem, leading amongst things to spark plug
fouling. To stop this build up, 1,2-dibromoethane is
added to the petrol to remove the lead from the
cylinder through the exhaust as a vapour of PbBr2
(https://www.chm.bris.ac.uk/motm/leadtet/
leadh.htm). This is how lead is released into the
environment from leaded fuels. Note that of itself,
using higher octane leaded petrol does not give
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more power, but it does mean that more powerful
high compression engines can be used.

The ratio of fuel to air in the combustion chamber is
also of great importance with absolute limits of 12
parts air to 1 part petrol (rich) and 18 parts air to 1
part fuel (lean). A lean mixture causes the engine
to run abnormally hot and can lead to the piston
crown melting. (Motorcycle Carburettor Manual, P
Shoemark, Haynes Publishing Group, 1980). The
nature of the claimed improvements to combustion
would seem to indicate that the ratio moves to the
lean end of the spectrum, with a resulting increase
in combustion temperature.

Bennetts did a test on the Tank Chip fuel catalyst
(https://tankchip.com) that showed no improvement
in power or fuel economy (https://
www.bennetts.co.uk/bikesocial/reviews/products/
motorcycle-techology/tested-tank-chip-fuel-catalyst-
review)

Where we are at the moment is that in-tank
additives are now sold to address the problem of
“fuel staling”, a process said to be a mixture of
deterioration due to evaporation, oxidation, micro
organism growth and corrosion suffered when
vehicles are laid up for the winter. An example of
this is Fuel Diamond who claim “The fuel diamond
reduces the risk of the petrol in your fuel tank going
stale over winter lay offs. In fact if you have a car or
motor cycle that you do not often refuel due to little
use, the Fuel Diamond would be ideal for you to
use. The Fuel Diamond stops what can be a rapid
drop in octane. It stops the change in fuel colour. It
stops emulsification.” This is currently being
advertised on Ebay.

The constituent components of petrol are changed
gradually through the seasons to control the
volatility, expressed as the Reid Vapour Pressure

(RVP) (kPa), of the fuel at levels that will give
uniform performance. High (70-100kPa) levels of
vapourisation (by the addition of butane) are
needed for winter starting and operation and in
summer a lower (45-70kPa) RVP avoids vapour
lock (https://uk-air.defra.gov.uk/assets/documents/
reports/
cat07/1811161339=Carbon_Factors_Petrol_Final_r
eport.pdf) So, if you use your bike only in summer,
you are filling up with the low volatility fuel.

The role of the metal deactivators also listed in the
DEFRA report is to eliminate the catalytic effect of
trace metals. The presence of trace dissolved
metals, such as copper, vanadium and iron in a fuel
can accelerate the rate of oxidation. This
oxidization can cause darkening, gum formation
and sedimentation in fuel (htpps://innospec.com/
fuel-additives/refinery-pipeline/metal-deactivators/)

BP offers some useful information on fuel storage
(https://www.bp.com/content/dam/bp/country-sites/
en_au/australia/home/products-services/fuel/opal-
factsheet-storagehandling.pdf), telling us that the
storage life of petrol in fuel tanks is a year in a
sealed container, and a month in a fuel tank. BP
suggest that topping up with one third fresh fuel
before starting your engine will restore the volatiles
that have evaporated. They also say that using a
fuel that contains anti-oxidants, metal deactivators
and corrosion inhibitors to protect metal surfaces is
a good idea, giving BP Ultimate as an example.
They also say that octane RON increases during
storage (98.1 to 99.5 over five weeks). For long
periods (two months or more) they suggest either
keeping the tank brim full or empty to avoid water
contamination through condensation.

In summary these devices claim results in areas
that are difficult to validate by an individual user.

There is no independent evidence of the use of in-
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tank metal pellets to make Merlin engines work with
low octane fuels. Metals are not soluble enough in
petrol to be present at the levels needed to protect
valve seats and raise octane levels.

The Advertising Standards Authority says there is
no valid evidence to support claims of increased
fuel economy, reduced emissions or improved
combustion. Generally, the body of reliable
evidence indicates no reason to be laying out hard
earned cash on this type of product. If anybody has
any independently validated non anecdotal
evidence to the contrary, it would be interesting to
hear of it. (There you go, argue with that then!)

The trouble with you people
sending in contributions full
of internet links is I have to
spend hours distracted by all
sorts of fascinating facts and
intrigued by subjects I'd never thought of.

On the subject of Merlin engines, early versions
were fitted with SU carbs. Tipping the nose of a
Hurricane or Spitfire down would cause the petrol
in the float chamber to collect at the top, leaving the
main jets dry. If the negative G maneouvre
continued, lots of petrol in the top of the chamber
pushed the float down, holding the float valve open
so the fuel pump could flood the engine. This was
a disastrous tactical failing because fuel injected
Daimler Benz DB 601 engines didn't suffer it.

An engineer at the Royal Aircraft Establishment
called Beatrice "Tilly" Shilling invented a washer
with a hole in it just big enough to allow enough fuel
for full power, maximun boost flight, but not enough
to flood a Merlin engine too quickly. During early
1941 she travelled around the RAF's airfields fitting
these in front line aircraft. It worked well enough as
an emergency upgrade until the Bendix pressuried
carb became available.

Sir Stanley Hooker, responsible for supercharger
development at Rolls Royce, nicknamed the
officially tagged RAE Restrictor "Miss Shilling's
Orifice" and it stuck.

Pictured opposite is Beatrice herself on her Norton.
She raced this fitted with a supercharger and
achieved a 106mph lap of Brooklands apparently.
She decided in her teens that she would be an
engineer, qualifying from Manchester University
with a degree in Electrical Engineering in 1933 and

an MSc in Mechanical Engineering one year later.
She was awarded the OBE for being vitally clever.

Enjoying the latest packed issue of
Horizontal View, January/February
21. I thought some info on the front
cover bike might be useful.

I believe it is a Kovrov, hence the “K”, and is
probably a K-55 model. The two pictures below are
from an old
Soviet Kovrov
manual and
show the
K-55 bike and
frame. From
what I can tell
the frame was
used on the
K-55 only, but
was a variant of
that used on the
earlier K-125/
K-125M. From the
manual some
particulars;
Length 1900mm,
width 675mm,
height 1000mm,
wheelbase
1215mm, speed
96km/h, engine
capacity
123.7cm3, horse
power 4.75,
carburettor K-55.

Miss
Shilling's
Orifice

Philip
Hollis
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Colin Turbett’s book advises that
125 production was switched to
Minsk so that Kovrov could
concentrate on 175 production.

That Minsk M1M I have to
restore has a Kovrov tank with a
K on it, and is one of the non-
original features of the bike.
Unlike the Minsk tank it has a
rather ugly seam down the
vertical centreline and this is
shown in the manual as
appropriate for these Kovrov 125
bikes. Well I hope that sparks
some interest in these old Kovrov 125s.

The picture opposite top is from Hemmings Classic
Vehicle Auctions in the USA. It's a 1958 ZID K55,
that is Kovrov (Voskhod). It sold in January 2020
for $3,500 with a bill of sale but no title, as US
registration is called. In Indiana, where it was sold
from, it would have needed a Police inspection first.

Above is a Minsk K55 advertised on
truck2hand.com in Thailand two years ago for
฿32,000. This is about £800. It would seem that
only Kovrov K55s use the curved rear section
frame but both Kovrovs and Minsk K55s use the
straight version.

However to be a Kovrov or Minsk K55, it has to
have the BSA D1 or DKW RT125 shape top end
like this, below, and say K55 on the crankcase.

If it looks like this, below, it's a Minsk M 101/2/3/4.

This engine was advertised on avito.ru for 10,000
rubles which is about £100, but you do get the
whole exhaust pipe with it. It's a 1965 M104.
Helpfully Minsk stamp the date of manufacture on
the crankcase as part of the engine number, handy
for age related registering here in the UK.
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On the subject of Thailand, this, below, was made
there. I think Triumphs are too. Manufacturing's
global these days. When I worked for a Honda
dealer we sold a little 100cc four stroke scooter
called a Lead, made in India Our European version
was covered in flimsy plastic panels but the Indian
home market model had steel. Apparently this was
so Indians could hammer them straight again.

In the previous issue of HV I accused Steve of
owning a Ural Classic. It is in fact a Ural Retro, like
this, above.

A Personal Journey

It was a chill, wet grey morning.
It couldn’t be called heavy rain, but it had firmly
settled in and the drops were large. My wife
Marion waved me off as I turned from the parking
courtyard into the street and disappeared from her
view, immediately turning left to the road out of the
small development where we live.

It was good to be on my way, having secured the
Kreiga bag (its first outing) to the rack and packed
three full 1litre fuel bottles in the small brown goat

hide saddle bags. Just in case I needed to
supplement the petrol in the small 3.7 litre tank at
any stage. All was well as I rode down, on the B
road, from the north of my small town across the
dual carriageway, then up and out the other side.

There was a foreboding atmosphere as the spectre
of COVID 19 hung heavily in the air on this
battleship grey morning, the sky allowing its cold
forlorn tears to plummet. This combined with the
fact that I have a natural excitement when
embarking on a motorcycle journey early in the
morning, led to an odd amalgamation of feelings.

Feelings imbued by early morning starts for
motorcycle journeys are the reason I’ve
occasionally used the handle ‘Reaper of the Dawn’.
They describe something that has been part of me
since the 70s. I even had a plan for a style of bike
and drew an image from a real experience, an early
morning silver sun through reeds, mist hanging
over a small lake, to decorate the tank. It has never
come to fruition. I would have had to find my
perfect bike or build it. Perhaps it’s something
destined just to be a beautiful dream. Like the
perfect ride, the never ending search for the Holy
Grail.

A mile or two out of town I took a left turn into a
gradually narrowing road which led in turn to a
wider B road. I could have taken this road all the
way from town to this point, but I had chosen to
take the shortest, although time wise longer route,
far more interesting. The purpose of a journey for
me, is to travel, to ride, not to arrive in the quickest
possible time.

Some months before, someone I spoke with, who
had a multi cylindered Kawasaki, actually laughed
in my face at the prospect of taking such a trip on a
Super Cub. “It’ll take you ages” amongst other less
than generous comments, dismissing the whole
idea as a mad impossibility. He just didn’t get it. I
didn’t bother to justify my enthusiastic excitement
and snarled disdainfully as he rode away to take
his nice clean green machine home before it
rained.

Taking a right turn later through Potters Bar,
passing the printers I often visit, my route led me
between Barnet and Edgware, through urban North
West London to Kenton and Harrow. I was brought
up in Kenton, until the age of 12. It really isn’t very
far from my home now.

My chosen route made me realise that it’s nearer
than I always imagine. The odd thing is that on the

Steve
Wood
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rare occasions I have been back there, out of
curiosity, it has always seemed a little difficult to
find.

I found myself on Kenton Road and nothing was
recognisable. Then, to my right I passed a church,
where as a boy I sang in the choir. It struck me
hard as my attention was hazardously drawn to
visually examining it as we (Izzy the Super Cub and
I) passed. In those moments a flood of powerful
nostalgic memories returned to me from the early
60s. We weren’t Catholics, but it was an Anglo-
Catholic church and I remember my mother's
apoplexy when I returned home one day with a
piece of paper in the style of a form, including
several categories, upon which I was expected to
list my sins for the week. That was the last time I
attended the choir there.

In Wembley, long fuselaged planes angled in to
land skimming the rooftops ahead of me. Must be
near Heathrow I thought, traffic had become
heavier. I took a left turn into a four lane road and
glancing to my right there was a British Airways
plane standing next to a building. Then, a row of a
dozen of them, a reminder of the unsettling veil of
uncertainty spreading across our world. For a short
while I rode along the very edge of Heathrow
Airport and then into Southall. In some strange way
Southall was very ordinary and a bit of a
disappointment.

Last time I rode through the area, ten or so years
ago I was with my daughter on a Hinckley
Bonneville. I recall a large Asian market, it was a
fascinating culture shock just riding through, as if
we had been magically transported into a strikingly
different country and culture.

I had to perform U turns a couple of times to ensure
I was on the right route. This is so easy on a Super
Cub, and is one of the things that makes me smile,

even when I go wrong. Circumnavigating large
busy intersections, with four or more lane
roundabouts is not something that made me wish I
was on a larger machine at all, although a 125cc
bike in such circumstances does sharpen the wits.
My route took me through narrow streets around
Slough and we emerged to cross a small bridge
straddling the Thames. It reminded me of the rather
quaint bridge at Hampton, and for a while it threw
me and I wondered if it was indeed Hampton, but
no, I was further west.

In Surrey I filled the tank for the first time on the
trip, for the princely sum of £3-67. This is
something else that makes me smile and chuckle
inwardly, sometimes not so inwardly, every time I
fill up. I withdrew the left side pump for E5 premium
juice. It’s not necessary according to Honda but I
do like to give my machines the best fluids
available. I noticed another customer looking long
and hard as I wiped my hands thoroughly with an
antibacterial wipe. What’s he thinking, I wondered.
Happy to have replenished my cute little steed with
the required sustenance I continued.

Almost immediately I found myself on a leafy old
fashioned dual carriageway section, the 70MPH
limit seemed incongruous. Giving the smooth little
engine it’s head I just sat there, in the centre of
lane one, buzzing along at an indicated 55-60MPH
and laughing out loud as the needle made a rare
foray towards the 65MPH mark, thoroughly
enjoying the ride.

It was a little brighter now, but still wet and cool,
and I was concerned how I’d feel by the time I
reached my planned break, nearly 90 miles from
home. I could have used a toilet at the garage, but
they didn’t have one. I assuaged myself in the
knowledge that I would be passing through country
where I could find a convenient bush or tree if
needed.
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Later, in Hampshire, sweeping back onto the A30,
then A303 for a short stretch took me into some
very familiar roads from trips west going back to the
late 70s. In time we emerged onto a roundabout at
Sutton Scotney. I didn’t recognise it at first until I
was almost on it, we had approached from a
different road than the one I’m used to. A smile,
and a sigh of pleasure raised my mood as this point
marks the way to the most pleasurable part of the
A30 for me. It was now nearly all single
carriageway road.

A long undulating stretch of road with several
hidden dips along its length takes us to another
roundabout where we turn right into the long
straight High Street that characterises the very well
heeled village of Stockbridge. It is here that I stop
for a break. I left home at sometime after 8am and
it’s now approaching midday. I find a space
between two cars in the lay-by running along the
bee-line of a high street that defines this pecunious
parish. Fortunately it is right outside my favourite
place for refreshment. A Bistro that sells good
coffee and a good quality of food. Page 21 top.

I used to stop at a Tea room called Lilly’s not far
along the street. Sometimes alone, sometimes with
my family, and Andrea, my former wife, friend and
mother of my children. My first trip past here must
have been with her on the way to a friend's
wedding. We were on a 1958 Matchless (G11CS).
Andrea was carrying a massive rucksack with our
belongings. She had to get off and take a train.
Looking back, I’m amazed she managed to get so
far. These days I’d feel uncomfortable with an
empty backpack.

The rest of the journey turned out to be one of
those rare enchanted memorable rides. On another
occasion I stopped at the tea room with my
children. It was a
late afternoon on
a cold snowy
winter's day. My
children
travelling in a
Watsonian RX4
sidecar powered
by a BMW K75.
Two old ladies
watched in
amazement as
this pair of
young children
feasted on great
big baguettes
followed by

cake, washed down with mugs of hot chocolate.
I can’t remember what I had but it warmed me
deeply to be able to provide warm shelter and food
for them in this establishment for a while, and
watch them devour it with relish. The two old ladies
spoke with admiring smiles on their faces in
disbelief they were able to consume so much food.

Back in the bistro I find a seat, and I’m surprised by
how busy it is, I share a table with a pleasant older
man and woman. He asks me about the bike, and
of course I’m happy to talk about it. She lets him
and flits around looking for provisions. They leave
and we wish each other well.

Tucking into my poached eggs on sourdough
bread, with associated shrubbery, a couple of grey
haired bearded gentlemen sit down. One looks
across at me and shoots the question “Well, what is
it then?" Again, I’m happy to talk about it. They own
Harleys but are not riding them today. They also
leave. Two cyclists on a 150 mile round trip then
join me and we chat about our journeys while I
enjoy a second cup of coffee. I love a good coffee,
it’s a drug I thoroughly enjoy and struggle if I can’t
get my morning fix. I was more than ready for it.
I stuffed a generous tip into the jar when paying as
I appreciate this place so much, then went outside
to phone Marion. She likes to know if I’m still alive
after a few hours.

It was still cold as I stood by my transport of delight
and gazed up and down at the surprisingly dry road
and patches of blue sky. Grateful for the
refreshments, I was uplifted. Carefully and gently I
rode to the end of the high street, vehicles were
parked nose, or tail, to the kerbs and it was quite
busy with pedestrians. Banking into the 90 degree
right hand bend at the end of the road and cogging
down to ascend the short steep hill at the turn, I left
the village. An indicated 40MPH up there in 3rd,
that’s alright, I smiled.
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The road opens up for a short distance and
becomes another undulating straight stretch. In the
8 miles from Stockbridge it changes to old dual
carriageway, then narrows into the traditional
unimproved A30 (a good thing). This is mostly
national speed limit single carriageway (not that I’m
bothered about that).

At the end of this section we are going downhill and
the road turns 80 degrees to the right for about ten
yards before meeting a T junction. For years this
part of the road was covered in loose gravel and it
was easy to be caught out. Not only because of the
gravel but the sharp short turn before meeting a
hustling, fast section at the T junction, requiring a
slight craning of the neck to the right. The only time
I ever had an ABS system cut in was at this place. I
was on the K75 mentioned above when it was still
a solo. The last few times I’ve passed this way it
has been gravel free, but I’m still wary having been
conditioned into a healthy caution over the years.

There’s another sharp 90 degree right turn. I can’t
recall the name of the place but it’s characterised
by a large stone wall which appears directly ahead
on a bend. Once on a dash west on an MZ 250, I
rode straight on at the corner and along the grass,
too wide to be called a verge. I tried to control my
bucking bike on the deceptively rough surface
which was not as friendly as it first appeared,
before falling off. I can’t recall if I actually hit the
wall or not but I was winded. No serious damage

was done and I continued. The beer I'd drunk
wouldn't have helped my judgement.

There were a smattering of pub opportunities
between London and Somerset. Ignorant, at the
time about my strong compulsion to drink too much
alcohol, until I looked it in the eye some years later,
it dawning on me like Paul's conversion on the road
to Damascus. This wasn’t the only time in my life
I’d looked back to think someone must be looking
after me.

Up the hill and into the national speed limit section
the road takes us through areas of tree and bush
lined sections, narrow roads, through villages and
sharp bends. A straight section opens out at
Shaftesbury, then almost circling a roundabout I
turn off, up a gradient to the next roundabout where
I fill up at Ivy Cross Esso station. My iphone passes
over the machine and sounds the satisfying double
ding signifying a successful transaction, receipting
me an extortionate £3.78 on this occasion.

Banking left on the roundabout the road sweeps
steeply down in a long hill bending to the left and
then right. It takes me on through familiar villages,
bends, curves, hills and straighter sections of road.
Through East Stour, West Stour, Milbourne Port
and on to Sherbourne where I turn north to
Podimore. I find myself in a quiet village, I'm in the
right postcode but not the right location. Asking
directions from a dog walking local I navigate my
way through the narrow twisty road, then drive right
past the entrance to the services and return. They
are right on the A303 but the entrance is in a
country lane. I find my overnight accommodation
housed in an older single story Travelodge.

Everything looks somewhat past its best but it has
a perfectly serviceable Esso station, and a long
wooden cladded building with Greggs, Burger King
and Subway. The lodge is very clean. The staff are
pleasant. The young Polish woman on reception is
helpful and happy to talk about her country, which
Marion and I had the pleasure of visiting last year.
In conversation she was reassuring about their
cleaning regime under the health crisis that the
world will always remember this year for. I
nevertheless wiped and sprayed everything I
touched with my own weekend adventurer's
antibacterial armoury.

I tether Izzy to a pole amongst the gravel and
bushes close to my window. In my room the TV
offerings are uninspiring, so, sitting back on the bed
I listen to the radio, dining on burger and chips,
washing it down with hot green tea.



25

The following morning was wet, grey and cool
again. I swept past the slip road on the A303 to The
Haynes Motor Museum, throttle-stopping it to the
next suitable turning which I soon found.
John and Jill Hind, Ted and Lynda Cheer and Mick
McTaggart were already there. We took a quick
group photo and made our way inside out the wind
and rain. It's one of the more interesting motor
museums but I didn't go round, as, like Jill and
John I'd been last year.

Billed as the Bikers Big Breakfast the tepid
interaction of the staff was more disappointing than
the weather. Did I expect more bonhomie? Frankly
yes. I was seriously informed that I couldn't have
eggs on toast, "we don't do toast". I was then given
a short list of options, full breakfast or one of two or
three selections of filled bap. I plumped for an egg
bap and was handed a token for my money
collecting my breakfast at another counter. It was a
disappointing affair and a little strange. A large soft
wooly white bap, stuffed with uninspiring and
tasteless scrambled egg. Both John and I were less
than impressed with the fare. The coffee however,
was acceptable enough to mollify my mood. I knew
if I got back to Stockbridge before 4 o'clock I could
get a really serious coffee. Yes, coffee's a drug, like
motorcycles. Far more warming than alcohol
though and there's less tendency to fall off your
bike, unless you're really careless.

You may have noticed Ted Cheer's mention of
'fellowship' in event publicity. He's got it spot on
there. We chatted and enjoyed just that, the
fellowship of each other's company as one does at
these events, while the rain lashed down outside
the floor to ceiling glass frontage. Fervent
photographer Lynda Cheer took another group
shot, as did I, with her ever ready pink ipad thing.

The rain had died down when I left the museum
and headed south for about 20 minutes, to
Sherbourne and the familiar A30 back east to
Stockbridge. It was wet and rained from time to
time but I still very much enjoyed the ride, arriving
in Stockbridge in time for simple but well presented,
quality sardines on sourdough and obligatory
shrubbery, and good, life affirming coffee. I set the
Tom Tom Rider for the shortest route home
avoiding motorways.

Back through North West London and Harrow I
found myself at the top of a hill. Glancing to my
right there was St Marys Church, Harrow on the
Hill. Its, flint sandy coloured walls and associated
buildings looking pristine and golden bathed in
evening sunlight. This was the church where I
joined the choir after the one mentioned above. It
was exciting to see after so many decades. This
was a proper church where we actually had choir
practice and all the gear, cassocks, surplices and
ruffs. We even got paid for weddings at the
weekends sometimes. Now before the Christian
Motorcyclists Association (CMA) send the
recruitment team over to my house, I don't
subscribe to any religion, it's just that my Mum
thought it was the thing to do to bring me up as a
God fearing young boy. She was a singer as well,
that might have had something to do with it.

Starting down the hill I looked for a place on the
right where I remember my very dear sister being
taken as a young girl, to be put in an oxygen tent
when in the grip of a very serious asthma attack.
Poor Sylvia, we shared the same ailments but she
always got the worst of them. Soaked through with
self-indulgent satisfaction I arrived home, divesting
Izzy of the totally waterproof 'overnight' Kreiga bag.

Would I do a trip like this again on my diminutive
little 125cc motorcycle, you bet I would. I look
forward to a time when I can. Chatting to Marion,
over breakfast, we spoke about the Round Britain
Rally. I signed up a
few years ago and
only managed one
clue five miles away
from the front door.
Infectious diseases
permitting, I now have
a firmer commitment
for next year, and
envisage some longer,
more adventurous
journeys. What a
thoroughly gratifying
weekend.
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Faebhean's sent in a few
mysteries before but this
one, below, is baffling. Of it
he says "Thought this
might be of interest. I know
it's not one of 'ours' but its a 750cc (!) Belgian
motorcycle, not sure what? Look at the size of
those pistons. I had a 300cc MZ in the 1980's and I
thought that was a big lad! That sidecar is pretty
substantial too."

It would appear to have fallen into the wrong hands
and the girder forks date it pre WW2.

It's blessed with a three piece crankcase and the
twisted axis of the transfer ports, to enable the
cylinders to be placed close together, looks like
Jawa/CZ. The Czechs do this to reduce the
rocking couple from the 180 degree crank and old
Jawas are turbine smooth. It is apparently a Gillet

Herstal AB720 made in 1939. An internet search
reveals that these were used by the Belgian army,
but not for long, and the 1500 made for the French
were taken by the Wehrmacht. Actual capacity is
728 cc with a bore a stroke of 76x80mm. The outfit
featured sidecar wheel drive with no differential.

This by the way, below, is this a CZ Tourist from
1938. It's a 500cc two stroke twin of similar layout,
including primary drive by gears.

Some of these were bought by the Vatican to help
obscure The Pope in a smelly blue haze. These
were painted cream with gold plated trim. I kid you
not. Could you have fed a poor family for a year for
the cost of one gold plated CZ silencer? Probably
but would they deserve it? Bloody peasants!

Faebhean
Kwest
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On the PMZ 750 above Faebhean's comment is
"Apparently they're awful to ride!" We featured this
one, one of the few still alive, on page 25 of the
January February 2020 issue of HV. Would you
like to see inside one?

Does it look like a Harley or what? It's one of those
cases where the whole is not the sum of its parts.

"Thought these
'bits' people have
sent me would
possibly be of
interest to
Cossacky peeps? I
want a Ural with a
fridge!" Indeed
they are. I found
someone building a
PMZ into what
looks like a newly
cast set of copied
crankcases. More
of this later if we
have space.

Zoltan Varga lives
in Mansfield and he
has for sale a 1972
M63 outfit. It has a
new top end and it's
in lovely condition.
It's running but
there are a few
wiring issues.
You'll be happy to
know it's UK registered, in 1972, and he'd like
£1,500 for it. We're hoping there'll be some
pictures of it available when it's extricated from its
winter hibernation, when the weather gets warmer.
Email paulcodling@mail.com with any questions.
Zoltan doesn't do computers so be patient!

Here's Tom O'Brien on the
subject of indecision......

My hunt for a Planeta
continues, I punch IZH and
Planeta into Ebay/Gumtree/
Google etc on most days but I've had no success.
I've had an idea however, would you say a
CZ472.6 would be a valid swap for Planeta 3/4/5 in
similar condition? I really like Jupiter's too but I'm
really hooked on the idea of a big low revving
single two stroke rather than another twin. A swap
would be great as I don't have the finances at the
moment for another bike and a man probably only
needs one CZ472.6! The one I would swap would
be the tidy one you have seen at the rallies, the
orangey red one.

1972
Ural For
Sale

Wanted,
or ached
for
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The one I've owned for years is a keeper, too much
emotional attachment! I was wondering if you
could keep an ear open for any potential Planeta's
coming up and if you know anyone with a
'collection' who may want to dip their toe into the
world of Czech. Still looking forward to getting to a
COC rally and it would be great turn up on a
Russian rather than a Czech!

Pete Edwards (Of the Jawa CZ club) put me in
contact with previous owner thinking it would make
a good source of spares for my lovely rough old
girl. When I saw it I realised it was a low mileage
lightly used bike and it would be a crime to do
anything but return it to the road. It was in a very
strange condition, the tank was pretty much perfect
but totally gunged up inside, the forks sliders and
swing arm were all white and furry, the rear
mudguard had been attacked by the PO with what
must have been coarse sand paper but he hadn't
bothered to paint it so it was rusty.

The front guard was not on the bike, and it looked
like brake fluid had been poured onto the top of it
and then run down the back, the exposed metal

again was rusty. Everything else look in great
shape, not mint but tidy but the bike didn't gel, it
was a bike of two halves, one half in very good nick
the other half terrible, frankenbike! So I decided to
tidy up the mudguards, forks and swinging arm and
leave everything else as is, it was essentially a
recommissioning with a few knobs on, only took a
week or two and it feels and looks lovely. The plan
was to make it look like it did the minute before the
PO made a bit of a mess of things. The more I talk
about it the more it makes me feel sad to part with
it? Maybe it's got under my skin more than I realise!
Maybe I just need to stump up some cold cash for
a Planeta?

Why do motorcycles mess with your head eh? This
only happens with machines you have put some
time, effort, pain and had a few adventures on. I'd
possibly go down the money route, I suppose in the
current climate someone would pay a reasonable
amount for it. What that is I have no idea, how
much would a similar condition Planeta 5 be worth?

I've spent a lot of time watching people on Youtube,
mainly Russians working on Planeta's to try to learn
a bit about them. I really like the idea of a big
simple lollopping two stroke single. The
engineering certainly seems a tad less
sophisticated and polished compared to Czech and
certainly East German! I like the fact the gearbox
can be accessed without splitting the crankcase, I
was surprised how small the main bearings are, is
that because they're rollers? Does the clutch side
have a roller and ball bearing? I can't quite figure
how end float is controlled, is that the ball race?
The con rod seems a slender thing too but with that
stroke I bet it's a thing of joy to plod along a back
road on with big blobs of torque on hand!

Email paulcodling@mail.com with offers of
Planetas and help Tom make his mind up.
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If you don't know, the JawaCZ
club's magazine is called Torque
and they recently appointed a
new editor called Chris Law. He's not a COC
member yet, I'm working on it. He owns this, below.

I've just joined the COC. I
think I have been a member
in the past? I have a Dnepr
MT-11 which I have just
fitted a BMW R100 engine
to (I hope I
don't get
barred now). I
got the bike in
2007. I was a
fireman at Lee
Green at the
time and got to
know Chris
Smith (God
bless him). He
was such a
gentleman and
extremely
knowledgeable
about Dnepr
and Ural. In
homage to him
I decided to
powder coat my bike in red oxide to match his side
valve outfit. Unfortunately it came out gloss and not
matt. I've still got some painting to do but will wait
for the warmer weather. I've made some videos
that are on YouTube because I originally started to
rebuild the MT-9 engine that I had. The original
engine blew up on the way to Broadstairs about 11
years ago.

I rebuilt the MT-9 with MT-11 crankcases sent to
me by a Russian acquaintance on Instagram. He
had a spare crankcase and didn't need it, so he

only charged
me for
shipping.

The original
engine
snapped a
con rod and
slung it out
the side of the
barrel at about
50mph. I
bought the
MT-9 on ebay
because it
was the only
complete
engine on
there and it
was cheap. My Youtube user name is Dnepr Worx.

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=pofbtss2Rag
gets you to video number 1, of Paul unwrapping the
beautiful red oxide coloured parts of his Dnepr. At
present there are 13 videos of various stages of the
Dnepr rebuild. I particularly enjoyed No 9 in which
Paul is aghast at the appalling quality of the pistons
he bought from somewhere in Eastern Europe.
Yes, aren't we all.

Up to video No 11 is all Dnepr, after that the BMW
engine goes in. I was looking forward to finding out
how the oil system modification in video No 6 went,
having abandoned the pressure relief valve and the
low pressure warning light. Will you try it one day
Paul? Crank in first then rods on later? Doesn't
that make putting the big end nut split pins on a bit
of a frustrating fiddle?

Torque

Paul
Lawrance
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Fine Custom Mechanics
have been to Bonneville
Salt Flats four times.
Sergey Maltsey, owner of
FCM and his chief
mechanic Mikail Antonov
took two years to build this,
right. Allegedly the engine
is a 1955 M72 Ural.

Speed week was cancelled
in 2015 where the bike was
ready for its first record
attempt. So as not to
disappoint those who'd
travelled so far, the
organisers cobbled
together a short 1 mile run on the runway at Mojave
Airport. Geared for a 3 mile run, FCM could only
use 3 of their 6 gears and recorded only 93mph.

In 2016 salt conditions were perfect but they
discovered their nitrous oxide bottles were too
small to last for 3 miles. Larger bottles and longer
running on laughing gas cracked one of the
cylinders.

The frame is titanium tubes bolted togther in
aluminium clamps rather than welded. Titanium is
also used for the 21" wheels. The front forks are
Kawasaki and the swinging arm is controlled with
shocks made by a company called DB Racing.
The 6 speed gearbox is Harley Davidson and final
drive by toothed belt. To achieve the necessary
compression ratio the engine runs on methanol
which is a pain in the bum because "It's very
corrosive and hurts your eyes." A standard M72
produces 22bhp, this one delivers 49.

Pictured below is the second version, nicknamed
Bonny 2. This raced in 2017 with 58bhp and
although it exceeded record breaking pace in

qualifying, something prevented it from finishing the
three runs necessary to count as a official record. If
you enjoy a gold anodised, CNC machined billet
fetish, this is pornography..........

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=kFzjdWgTSAY

Special racing nuts? That's what he says! NB, at
7,000rpm, salt speed should be 150mph. The
racing class is up to 500cc OHV or up to 750cc
flathead, just like period AMA rules.

Bonneville
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In 2018 FCM changed
class to modified
pushrod supercharged
petrol. In this the
frame has to be
standard but you can
put whatever you like
in it. A special crank
and rods in what looks
like a modern 750 Ural
engine gives a
capacity of 650cc. It
features FCM's own
fuel injection system
and oil jet cooled
pistons. The
supercharger blows
through an ice box
cooled intercooler. Power is 70bhp with 90NM of
torque. At home in Russia the bike achieved
120mph. At Bonneville with Pyotr Lapshenkova on
board it reached 119 with no streamlining and in
the hands of Natalya Lyubimova, with streamlining
it hit 122mph.

After Bonneville FCM chose
different weather to go racing on
Lake Baikal, on spiked tyres.

You'll have noticed lots of pictures of FCM in the
previous two issues because they're very
photogenic. Sometimes they're supercharged,
sometimes they're not but the 2018 bikes rely
heavily on some serious digital hi tech.

Lake
Baikal
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As far as I can tell the outfit
is 750cc and this too
features a standard Ural
frame but the swinging
arm's a yard longer. It has
leading link front forks but
seems to have two different
links depending on whether
it's on ice or salt.
Presumably someone has
to sit there for days
screwing thousands of self
tapping screws in the tyres,
everytime they wear one
out.

Konstantin sent me
https://moto.modimio.ru.
They sell models backed
up with a magazine but
I'm not sure if each magazine is associated only
with one particular model or if it's an on ongoing
publication. No matter, he says..........

I have a proposal for the club. There is a new
magazine that was released from Modimio. It is
about the soviet motorcycles, including models
1:24. This magazine series includes IMZ-8.103-10,
Jawa 350/638, M-1-A "Moscow", IZH-Planeta 2.
Despite that this magazine is in Russian, we can
think about the translation. I would be happy to help
with communication, purchase and others.

I contacted Modimio company and I reckon it will
be able to edit and translate. However, the
question now is where to print this magazine. Could
you recommend something? There are 15-20
pages A4 size. Also, it would be nice if you put my
Facebook/email in the article and ask people to
contact me if they will want this magazine in
English.

Konstantin
Long
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Since this series will consist of 60 magazines with
models, it’s worth knowing how big approximately
batch will be and how many magazines to
translate.

As you know the COC is not a commercial
organisation but if you want to know more about
Konstantin's connection with Modimio try....
konstantin.long@gmail.com

Also............There was released new electronic
ignition by the M2Boxer guys from Belarus (the
same who is making EFI for boxers), below.

It has a really wide range of changing parameters
and sensors in comparison to Sovek and Saruman.
It looks really nice and perhaps good to put in the
next magazine since it is not very often good
design is implemented for our motorcycles. If
needs, I can communicate with them about it.

www.m2boxer.by will tell you the unit costs $115
but the description of it is in Russian even if you hit
the English option. This is how big it is compared
to a
Lego
man.
They'll
sell you
a whole
fuel
injection
kit for
$899 for
a Ural 650 or Dnepr MT9/10.

What on earth is he up to
now?

Womble, in case you
haven't met him, is Phil Royle. Those of you who
love the Dent camping weekends will know that.

Hello all. I'm showing off this is something I've not
done before. (Show off?) Womble, this is from the
pattern you printed for me, but the sand tore up as I
pulled it out so here I'm recutting it. The hob was
made on the lathe in mild steel and I put some
rough flutes in with the Frankenstein mill-drill you
can see in the picture. I put it in a closed steel pot
with some Kasenite, in the fire for a few hours. It
seems to have stood up OK, but I was only cutting
aluminium and the cuts were not so deep thanks to
your pattern; the half formed teeth also helped to
show I hadn't messed up with the improvised
dividing head. I suppose I could try to cast a
bronze blank now and see if it will cut that. The
gear runs with a steel counterpart, I tried it, it's a bit
noisy but it's soft so hopefully it will bed in. I
shouldn't have been stubborn, and just used the
full width plastic one Womble printed for me!

My lathe (like a lot of others) has an 8tpi leadscrew,
and a 127-100 compound gear is needed to cut
metric threads. I read somewhere that 80-63 is
extremely close to that ratio, and that's handy
because the lathe comes with an 80 tooth idler by
default. It's done, and bedded in, and seems to be
quieter. I've not cut anything with it yet but it'll pull
the
carriage
along in top
gear with
the bed
clamp half
on, so I
think it will
be OK!

Mark Avis



Phil Rushworth, below, instigated the first
COC stickers. These might be slightly
different making Phil's a bit of a collector's
item.

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 Phil
and Gina are
the people to
see about the
current
availability of
styles and
colours. Cloth
badges, metal
pins are also
available.

regalia@cossackownersclub.co.uk or on
01780 720420

Regalia
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