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Don't cry
because it's
over, smile
because it
happened.



Head space here in the HV office has been
swamped by committments elsewhere, which is
why this edition has to be my last one. My sincere
apologies for failing to post the Sidecar Fed's Silver
Ball Meet near Royston on January 22nd in
Forthcoming events. I hope it turned out well.

Being my last edition of HV, it's something of a
special case. I've avoided anything which might
need a second instalment in Tarka's new direction.
This is why I spent 6 pages on getting Molly's
Scandinavian adventure done and dusted and not
split Bynnzi or Tom O'Brien's Voskod experience.

To give Tarka a start with the May June edition I'm
going to send him all the, as yet, unpublished
contributions I have here. He'll get lots of
Wadsworth's Websites, some Stephen Hornridge,
and Jim Turner's day out doing the treasure hunt at
the East European Rally in blistering heat last year.

The need to think about the change of editor has
meant that I've still not given you Andrew Mutter's
Velosolex, any of his novice's adventures inside a
Ural or recently, his mate Colin's new Jupiter.
Tarka willing, you have that to come. I'll write the
article with humourous email exchanges, beautiful
photos and snapshots from the lovely little videos
Andrew sent me. I'll make that my first contribution
to the new style HV as an ordinary punter.

As the new editor, Tarka won't have any member's
contributions of his own of course. He'll need your
support, so send stuff in. Get your brain in gear and
write! It looks like he'll be instrumental in inspiring
debate on the fascinating question of whether
Facebook is helpful or detrimental to the club.
Do people join the club or not join because of it?
It's an incendiary subject and likely to liven up the
next AGM, details on page 4.

NB. There are two new contact details on page 4,
Tarka, Steve Thomas, as new HV editor and Glen
Kapoor as our new rally organiser. We applaud
you both. Most of the Forthcoming Events on
pages 3,4,5 and 6 are through Glen's efforts.

David flew to Australia for
Christmas and visited
somewhere called Woodend in
Northern Victoria. He found this
outfit, opposite top. "It was parked outside a pizza
gaff called McQueens and inside they had covered
the walls with pictures of the man himself in various
movies including the Great Escape.

It was even more remarkable because outside the
shop were hugely expensive modern machines
including Ducatis, an MV Augusta and Cafe
Racers. No coffee though." We noticed it didn't
have indicators and the sidecar was on the wrong
side. Here's PJB.........

"I understand that there is dispensation in Australia
to have the chair on the right only for designated
Historic vehicles."

Ian Kent wants one just
like the above, with the
sidecar on the right for
cross English Channel use. Pre 1981 please
because he wants it UK registered. A tall order?
Yes we know that but if by chance anyone has a
K750 or M72 for sale, email paulcodling@mail.com
and I'll put you in touch with Ian.

The quote on the front cover is a Dr
Seuss, arguably one of the most
important and accessible of modern
philosophers. Perfect sense if you're 6
and easily impressed or 60 and easily
depresssed.

Jason Pollitt,
Wigan.
Giles E
Clarke,
Alford, Lincs.
Annabelle Hampton, Camarthen.
Dave Robinson, Liverpool.
Geoff Lord, Sutton Coldfield.
James Graham-Smith, Llandudno,
Conwy.

Goodnight Vienna!
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David
Senior

A warm
welcome
to.....

Sidevalve
wanted
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March 23-26th Middleton Top Camping, 20 Rise
End Middleton, about 3 miles south of Matlock,
Derbyshire, DE4 4LS The site is close to the
village with comfortble facilities, on the edge of the
beautiful Peak District and has a bicycle
maintenance station. Camping is £10, one person,
£15 for two. The site phone number is 07986
100230. Booking is not necessary in March.

May 5-7th Dent Conder Farm Campsite is in
Dentdale, what more do you want? This is the
essence of Yorkshire, high moors, viaducts, iron
stained rivers and streams, rocks and gradients.
There's no booking but there's plenty of room. Early
arrivals will get to choose the flat part near the wall
at the bottom. The plumbing is the essence of

Yorkshire too and Mick the landlord will charge you
pennies for shortening your life with his mighty fry
ups in the mornings. If it's cold he won't open the
kitchen door to let the smoke out, because heat's
expensive, so Yorkshire! The Sun in the village
doesn't do food but the George and Dragon does.
Both are in the twisty, cobbled main street, a few
hundred yards from the campsite. See the July
August 22 edition of HV which feaures Stafford,
from page 6 and Dent from page 11, in April 2022.
Camping here is cheap, £7 a night each, last time.

June 16-18th Three Magpies, Sells Green, near
Melksham, Wiltshire, SN12 6RN. See the
September October 22 edition of HV for the last
time we were here, page 6. This is an annual COC
event. The campsite is behind the pub which does
lovely food and there's a little fence down the
middle to separate the domestic, family
caravanners from our motorcycles parked in the
early morning, late evening shade by the hedge.
The West Kennet and Avon Canal runs behind the
campsite, a very pleasant walk. Booking is not
usually necessary, there's loads of room at £15 per
pitch per night. The pub's phone number is 01380
828389. Avebury and much of ancient Albion is not
far away. You can feel the Druid's energy!
June 23-25th Alanholme Camping, Long
Marton near Appleby, Cumbria, CA16 6BN.
This is a new one for the COC. The site is "In the
Eden Valley of Cumbria with panoramic views
across the Lake District fells." Camping is £10 per
tent per night and there'll be a run out on the
Saturday to a cafe, through the lovely countryside.
The site is about a mile from the A66. The nearest
pub looks like The Masons Arms in Long Marton
itself, a few hundred yard away from the site.

July 7-9th Leisure Lakes Caravan, Camping
and Outdoor centre, The Gravel, Mere Brow,
Tarleton, Preston. PR4 6JX (early arrival won't be
a problem) It is located off the A565 about 5 miles
north of Southport. The site is a mixed caravan
and camping site set in 300 acres of parkland. It
has a Western Frontier pub, General Store and a
launderette. There is a golf course on site and
lakes with fishing available. (Mike, fishing!)

Forthcoming events

April 22/23rd Stafford.

This is important!
Organised by the irrepressible Comrade Carl, we
have the very special 50th anniversary COC
stand at Stafford over the weekend of April

22/23rd. For this he's negotiated a massive 75'
length of the balcony under the clock in the main
hall. He will need a mighty commitment from the
membership to fill this with as many exotic and
fascinating Soviet and post Soviet motorcycles
as he can get. He calls this a once in a lifetime
opportunity, because most of us will be around
130 years old for the next,100th anniversary

bash. If you only ever display your Soviet at one
Stafford Show, this is the one to choose.

That many motorcycles means that many
motorcyclists, who'll get two tickets each, yes,
you get in the show free as a contributor, with a
friend. The party round the Fumigator back at
Camp Cossack in the evenings is a hotbed of
lively drunken debate on a universe of subjects,
some of which are interesting. You want lurid
tales of past adversity and recklessness, Carl's
vast and eclectic mix of music and his profound
knowledge of nerd culture from our distant

youth? It only happens at Stafford.

You can bring your bike in a van, ride it there or
push it. Camping is free and the facilities on the
campsite are adequate. B&B is available in and

around Stafford, about 2 miles away.

Would you like to be there in the midst of
history? Contact Carl, details on page 4 and

offer yourself to adventure!
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There is also a pub in the village. Lots of interesting
walks around the site. Pedal cycle hire available.
On some dates there are jet ski races on the lakes
and sometimes a motorcycle scramble in a nearby
field. On Sunday morning there will be an
autojumble on site. (Separate £2.50 entry)

Glamping pods are available. Please ring Elaine on
01772 813446 to book these, early booking
advised. No need for advanced booking for
camping. For campers please ring Elaine in
advance. Report to reception to book in and Tony
Jones will collect the camping fees which are an
amazingly low £6 per tent per night. A ride out will
be arranged into Southport on Saturday

PS don't rely on the post code. Use 'The Gravel,
Mere Brow' in your sat nav or map. The driveway
is about quarter of a mile long. Turn right at the
General Shop sign for reception. COC contact for
this event is Tony, details on page 4.

July 20-23rd Talybont Farm Camping. The
Farmhouse, Talybont-on-Usk, Powys, LD3 7YJ.

Talybont Farm Camping in the heart of the Brecon
Beacons National Park in Wales. The campsite is
part of a working farm in the beautiful village of
Talybont-on-Usk. This rally is also attended by the
MZ club and so you may meet some old friends.
We have a special rate of £10 per person night.
There are 2 pubs in the village which are only a few
hundred metres away.

The Usk Canal just
across the main road
is great for after dinner
walks. There's also a
bus into Brecon but
I suspect motorcycles
would be the ideal
mode of transport,
there should be a few
where you will be
camping. Local ride
outs? There's loads but I suspect the MZ boys will
know which ones are best. The scenery in the
gallery on the campsite's website looks fantasitic.

August 11-13th COC AGM, Rutland Caravan
and Camping, Greetham, Rutland, LE15 7FN.

This is not the same site as we held the East
European Rally and AGM on last year. That was in
the bottom right hand corner of the picture opposite
top. DO NOT go to Greetham Community Centre.

At the time of writing we're not sure if The Caravan
Site requires pre-booking or how much money
they'll want for a pitch.

Last time we went there we had the whole,
dedicated rally field to ourselves.
Yes this is a camping weekend but
the AGM is important. Traditionally
it takes place after the Saturday ride out around
3.00pm. Day visitors, for just the AGM are
encouraged. It's your chance to say exactly what
you think. We need to know.

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

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

Contact Details
President & Identification and Registration:
Peter Ballard: 01225 891634
idandreg.cossackownersclub@gmail.com
General Secretary: Tony Jones: 01942
605949/07504 700522
cossack@blueyonder.co.uk
Treasurer: Phil Inman: 01780 720420
coc.inman@mail.com
Membership Secretary: Gina Inman: 01780
720420 membership@cossackownersclub.co.uk
Regalia sales: Gina Inman: 01780 72042
regalia@cossackownersclub.co.uk
Rally Organiser: Glen Kapoor: 07596 556070
glenwilliamkapoor@gmail.com
Show Organiser: Carl Booth: 01253 720327
comradecarl01@mail.com
Magazine Editor: Steve Thomas, Tarka to you:
07950 110036 horizontal.view.editor@gmail.com
Webmaster: Dave Cox: 01794 884492
kamuro@hotmail.co.uk
Facebook: Because almost everyone does it.
www.facebook.com/cossackownersclub
Interesting motorcycle stuff on Facebook only
please. We find it necessary to filter out all sorts
of the internet's alternative content!

AGM
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September 1-3rd Norfolk 'n' Good
Loddon Marina Campsite, 12 Bridge Street
Loddon, NR14 6EZ. Last year's rally here was a
ripping success. See the January February 2023
edition of HV, page 6, to find out how that went.
This year the campsite owners tell me the promised
sparkly new toilet/shower block should be built by
the time we need it. To pay for that, and their
scandalous, mercenary attitude, pitches will cost
£20 per night. Sorry Russell. Please complain if
that's an outrage too far. I'll see what I can do.

However, for that price you get the town of Loddon
too, full of pubs, shops, restaurants, takeaways,
cafes and in case of mechanical failure, you can
borrow my spanners just a few hundred yards
away. Loddon is on the edge of The Norfolk Broads
National Park, just as picturesque as Talybont on
Usk but flat. We'll do breakfast in The Angel and
dinner in The White Horse again. There's chips or
Chinese across the road from the campsite too.

The Saturday ride out is across the swamps where
sometimes the river is higher than the road. Don't
worry, the river banks don't leak, much. We have to
cross The Yare on the chain ferry at Reedham,
three outfits at a time. Motorcycles are £2, cars
£4.50. I've no idea what they'll charge sidecars.

This is the only way across the river between
Norwich and Yarmouth, necessary because we're
going to Strumpshaw Steam Museum on the North
side for their Autumn Event. This is a sort of
agricultural living history, steam rally. Sorry Russell,
it costs £7 to get in but if we're lucky they might run
this, opposite top. It's a four cylinder Ruston pump
engine. It's 12' tall and to feel it while it's running is
intoxicating. Google Strumpshaw Steam Museum

to make you need to go. There's lots of B&B
available in the town and surrounding area. To ask
questions about anything paulcodling@mail.com.

22nd-24th September The Golden Swan, Wilcot
near Pewsey, Wiltshire, SN9 5NN, 01672 562289

The internet will tell you "Set in a designated 'Area
of Outstanding Natural Beauty', the Pub is situated
6 miles south of Marlborough, 22 miles from the
cathedral city of Salisbury and within easy reach of
the Avebury Stone Circle, Silbury Hill, West Kennet
Long Barrow and Stonehenge. The Kennet and
Avon Canal is close by and there is wonderful
walking country on the chalk downs which form the
dramatic North Escarpment of the Vale of Pewsey,
just two miles from Wilcot." Sounds lovely doesn't
it? Think of it as the year's second Three Magpies,
but somewhere else.

People attending should contact the pub near the
date if they want meals please, kitchen facilities are
perfectly adequate when warned! Tents are £8 per
person per night, campervans are £15 plus £4 for
electric hook up.

Crofton beam engine is 8 miles away. Our ride out
might go there. They've not published their
opening and steam up dates yet. This rally is a
deliberate, conscious attempt to provide the
Southerners with easily accessible weekends out.
We would love to see you there.

October 6-8th Dent, which will be in the same
place it was on May 5-7th.
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The October Stafford Show is on the 14-15th.
By then you'll have read the show report from the
COC 50th anniversry stand in April.

October 26-29th Sentry circle camping,
Stokesley Rd, Northallerton, North Yorkshire,
DL6 2UD Last year the camp coincided with some
sort of New Age Druid celebration which involved a
huge fire and a
gathering of like
minded souls. The
weather kept us
huddled round the
smaller fire in the MZ
gazebo. It'll be much
better this year.
Camping is £10 per
night, there's an
honesty bar, built
around Glen's Chang Jiang last year and loads of
pubs and resturaunts in Northallerton only 2 miles
away. The much improved 2023 weather will allow
a ride out on Saturday through the beautiful
countryside to a cafe somewhere.

We are also invited to the two
following MZ camps.......

May 12-14th Bonchester
Bridge Riverside Park, near
Hawick, TD9 8JN in the
beautiful Scottish Borders. All of
the pitches are of a generous
size and all are suitable for tents, motorhomes,
campervans, trailer tents, roof tents and
motorhomes. There’s a communal area for open
fires on the camping field. Price will be £14 per tent
per person. There’s a kitchen with a washing
machine and dryer, WooHoo! There aren’t any
shops in Bonchester Bridge, so for any supplies
Hawick is 6 miles away where you will find
everything you need to stock up. Jedburgh is 15
minutes away in the opposite direction.

Alternatively, food is available at the Horse and
Hounds next door.

September 29th-1st Oct The Sloop Inn, Temple
Hirst near, Selby North Yorkshire, YO8 8QN,
01757 270267. This is a campsite behind a pub
next to the River Aire, about 3 miles South of
Selby. I can't find any prices on the Internet but the
MZ Club's Yorkshire section wouldn't go there if it
wasn't competitively priced. According the pub's
own website the food is fantastic!

For a wonderful insight into what to expect at these
various events of ours, get on the COC website,
www.cossackownersclub.co.uk From the home
page go to Library where you'll find the above
panel. Click Club Rallies & Event Photographs and
enter the weekend wonderland available in 2023.

When taking out
insurance it is always
advisable to look further
than the headline
premium. Ad-ons, policy
excesses and extensions can make a big
difference over the term of the insurance. RH
Insurance is a division of Hiscox Insurance and
they issue policies underwritten by Equity Red Star.
Their policies are classed as specialist policies
rather than classic or modern bike policies. They
are primarily aimed at classic machines, over 20
years old. Multiple bikes can be added to the
policy. Contact RH insurers on 0333 043 3911 or
rhspecialistinsurance.co.uk and be sure to mention
the Cossack Owners Club.

RH
Insurance
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I have finally dragged this
Planeta Sport, below, into the
workshop and started buggering
about. I put a bertery on and after a bit of dicking
about I have lights and a spark, so next trick is to
stick some fuel in and have a round of kicking.
What is the worst that can happen?

The worst that can happen is there's a reason
Qunitin says he didn't try to start it. I'm sure he did,
you would, as Bynnzi is! The worst, thing would be
for the crank to be rusty. If it is I have a shiny new
one here. By the way, this Sport was advertised in
the November December 22 HV, page 3.

Here in the editorial office we think the Planeta
Sport is one of the most fascinating motorcycles
ever made. Why it was is an intriguing mystery.
The huge gulf between SATRA's advertising hype,
the reality of believing it and what the Soviets
actually thought it was is lost in the murky gloom
behind the wall. You can't get more enigmatic,
inscrutable or Soviet than that. This particular
motorcycle is Bynnzi's route to intoxication by the
IZH mystique, making him culturally sound and his
holiday in Spain a welcome contribution, even
though it wasn't on such a challenging mount.

I think we might have a few members interested in
Royal Enfield's Himalayan too, apparently so good
it feels like cheating. The pictures are in no
particular order. Surprise...........

As I walked though my door after a recent jaunt, my
bike club magazine was waiting on the doormat.
MZ Rider, the splendid organ of the MZ Riders
Club. Idly flicking through it my attention was
caught by an article, Pensioners in the Picos. This
detailing a jaunt to Spain by some club stalwarts. It
was like deja vu, as this was where I was returning
from.

My good friend Jake’s father lives in a little village
called Pen. About 15 minutes ride from Cangas de
Onis, and only 30 minutes ride from the Picos de
Europa national park. And Jake, Dobbo and I had
decided to impose on his hospitality for a few days.

Sad to say due to time concerns with Jake still
racing rats it was decided to ship the bikes to
Plymouth in the back of my van. I would have
preferred to ride down in a leisurely fashion over a
couple of days.

Come time to load up and “ Bloody Hells” here is a
thing no one had thought about. How do we fit 2
Himalayans and a Mash into a Peugeot boxer? The
Enfields were huge, and massive aluminium boxes
were protruding from the sides. Made the mighty
Mash look diminutive.

Bynnzi
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It was a hard decision to take the Mash, but he
doesn’t get out much and needed a holiday.
However, I spent all the time riding wishing I had
been on Stinky my MZ trail bike. (This is why the
Mash doesn’t play out much)

Anyhoo after a lot of head scratching we managed.
With a combination of suspending the Himmys from
the roof with straps and cinching them to the van
sides we were able to slot the mash up the middle.
Only 7 hours driving to catch the ferry in Plymouth
now! What joy.

However the motorway system worked and
destination was reached without any undue delay.
Jake had contacted a guy on Facetube who was
happy for us to leave the van on his farm while we
were away, and Bertha my sat nav got us there no
problems. The farm was ideal and after a brew and
pee we were off. Only 7 miles and we were at the
port. The ferry was packed, never seen so many
bikes on deck. Due I think to the good weather and
all the snappers having to go back to school the
previous week.

It was strange that the port officials were randomly
checking motorcyclists and confiscating any

pocketknives, but not checking any of the
campervans and confiscating the contents of their
cutlery drawers. I can’t see knife crime being as
high on the agenda of people setting off on holiday
as it would be for Larry Lowlife in his urban domain.

The Plymouth/Santander ferry is virtually a 24 hour
party boat. It sails at 5pm and disgorges you at
your destination at 3pm the day after. We had big
hopes of an entertaining night, but sadly after a 4
o’clock start all three of us were in our cabin by
8pm zedding after only 2 pints of Murphys.

Dicking about on a boat is fantastic in theory but in
reality, hanging around waiting to get off is as
tedious as waiting behind an octogenarian at a
urinal. Eventually we pulled into Santander where it
only took 1.5 hours to disgorge all the bikes and
process them through immigration.

Anyhoo finally unleashed into British weather, the
clouds low and mizzle threatening. We took the
quick way to Pen. This was mainly motorway but
quite pleasant with it. It served the porpoise of
getting us used to driving on the wrong side and
got us to our digs in a couple of hours.

Jake's dad Chippy (surname is Carpenter) moved
to Pen about 3 years ago and is a permanent
resident. Finding himself in a good place amongst a
caring community in his later years. Surprisingly he
lives in a wood hut! Called a horreo, it was
originally a grain store which was shared between
four families. Chippie’s has been converted to live
in by removing the divisions, running in power and
water and installing a bog. Luxurious it isn’t, the
new privacy divides being curtains. He likes it
though which is all that matters.

Due to the size of the place it would be cozy with 2
let alone 4 so he had organised a cottage for us
only 20 yards away. This also was of the basic
variety, but it had beds, bog, shower, and cooking
facilities.
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It also had bottles of cider and a five litre tub of red
wine waiting for us. The cider had travelled about
500 yards being made in the village by various
artisans, and was very passable. Not passable in a
pint swilling way, the natives put an inch in a glass
then sip it, pouring in an over the shoulder fashion
to aerate the liquid. When in Rome etc. It was a
superb drink, and also came in bottomless bottles.
We never ran out! Coming back from a ride out,
one of the brewers flagged us down and gave us a
bottle each. It was a gift that kept giving.

Chippy
bought
himself a
bike last
year , a
Brixton
Cromwell.
Lovely
little thing,
based on
a Chinese 125. Made in but unavailable in Britain.

He has been riding the local tracks since so on the
first day he led us round the locale, by highways
and byways ending in a bar for a late lunch. This
was an experience, the Spanish have a thing for
lunch called dish of the day. This is from a limited
menu and consists of starter, main, sweet and
coffee. It also includes a bottle of wine! That
explains the siesta then.

All this for under 15 euros. The portions of food
were massive, giving me angst when I was forced
to leave some. I was brought up to clear my plate,
being shamed into it by my mother telling me of the
plight of less fortunate children in Biafra. The wine
was another thing we had to leave, as I never drink
and drive. The Spanish seem to see things
differently though.

Hunger at bay, and we were led back to the digs by
different tracks. The evening was spent sat outside

chitting, chatting and trying to capture a good photo
of the sun set turning the Picos pink.

Jake is a planner, and for the second day he had
planned a circuitous route including a 12 km green
lane which split the mountains by a high mountain
pass. The day started by riding to the mountains,
the roads and views getting better and better as the
day progressed. The mountain roads hugging the
side of gorges, the sheer walls of stone inches from
our shoulders and sometimes curving overhead
where the routes had been blasted. Tumbling
mountain rivers on our other flank, never time to
get complacent as the road flicked round blind
corners.

This is the N625, and stopping in a lay-by to attend
to the things old men need to attend to the view
was outstanding. We could see the way forward for
miles, the road snaking away in sinuous loops with
seemingly unending bends. After miles of this joy
we came to a crossroads which joined the N621. In
front of us was an empty reservoir that stretched as
far as we could see in either direction. The mud
flats only broken by a bridge and silt covered road,
these normally under 40ft of water. Seems
everyone was struggling with water shortages.
Speaking to a local later we were told that the res
contained only 10% of the normal capacity.
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Continuing on, Jake leading, he spotted an old
access into the valley/reservoir and the Himalayans
got their first taste of off road that day. Bumping
along the dry bed to the road and on to the bridge
we had seen earlier. After a photo or two we
headed back to the main road and continued our
adventure which continued in a more refrained way
now, the road following contours rather than the
switchback rises and descents experienced earlier.

Stopping for lunch in a town Called Potes I was
again beaten by the portion sizes, this time I chose
a salad thinking I had a better chance to clear my
plate. From here we gassed up and took the
CA185 to Espinama.

I’m afraid my recollection of the route so far is a bit
sketchy, as not being the lead it was like following a
sat nav. You get where you want to be but don’t
know where you have been. However the way from
Espinama is unforgettable.

This is the unmade road which Jake had planned
and it surpassed anything I have done before. The
track goes from Espinama to Sotres and is
designated GR202. Wow.

Heading up into the mountains, the way looks like a
private drive, sometime cobbled but mainly gravel.
The steep ascent pocked with holes and erosion
damage, sharp left turns, sharp right turns with high
cliffs in front and to the sides, the views
spectacular, and the exposure acute. I can
understand how the pass is closed November to

May. Fortunately the sun was beating down on us,
but I could imagine how bleak it could be. We were
the only traffic, and met half a dozen walkers en
route. Unlike in England the pedestrians happy to
share the space with motorbikes. All smiling and
waving as we passed.

At a high point in typical Alpine style there is a
refuge and cafe with a small chapel in the valley
below. We don’t stop but continue along this
magical route, at one time the track passes on the
top of a ridge, any error likely to send you tumbling
to eternity.

Then all too soon the gravel stops and dusty tar
leads us up to Sotres where we stop for a coke and
to discuss what we had just experienced. Everyone
using profanity as punctuation. I can’t adequately
describe this route and would recommend doing it if
in the area. There are videos ont tinterweb for the
interested, but these can’t portray the inclines and
exposure. From here we continued, constantly
descending using the CA1, the AS264 and the
AS114 until we reached Cangas de Onis.

Cangas is a busy little town with all the tat a tourist
would want available to buy. No need for us to look
at this as even if interested I had no room to
transport any. What is worth looking at is a Roman
bridge which arches across the river Sella with a
large metal cross hanging from the arch. It is like
mountaineering to climb the bridge as the arch is
high. Ultimately worth the effort to look down on the
peasants below. We take the opportunity to stock
up on some foodstuffs and then ride leisurely back
to Pen and a rerun of the previous nights activities,
including the regenerating cider.

After the previous days riding nothing could
compete and again we were led by Chippy round
different roads to a different bar. It seems that if
you spot a road
and there is no
sign telling you it
is private, you
can ride it.

It was great to
see how he had
integrated into
this community
with limited
Spanish,
everywhere we
went he was
greeted by
welcoming cries
of "Cheepy
Cheepy".
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That evening we were treat to cider in the
home/workshop of a guy who deals in the remains
of and repairs the horreos. With him working with
wood, everything had a fine covering of sawdust.
Including the piles of cider bottles which he had
filled with his own brew. He was proud to show us
a planer/ thicknesser which had claimed the
fingertips of his right hand. Cider/machinery
interface, never a good outcome. Back to the digs
and the rest of the evening was spent playing with
fire, and more cider. I passed on the tip of being
able to fire start using potato crisps.

Then that was it, the morning after we had to head
home. After our fare de wells we retraced our route
back to Cangas. And having plenty of time to kill we
zag and zigged our way back to Santander.
Sometimes there being no other route than the
motorway, sometimes finding little roads and
bouncing through small towns which are seldom
visited after being bypassed, Jake being
particularly chuffed to get his photo by the town
sign for Poo.

Time in hand we bounced past Santander for about
12 miles to visit a lighthouse which has been turned
into an art installation. The Faro de Ajo has been
transformed with technicolour panels and stylised
seabirds and is now a tourist destination. However
don’t visit during siesta as we did. It looked alright
from a distance.

So back to Santander and the ferry, this time the
port officials taking interest in anything that could

secrete a
refugee or two.
Seemed that
there were none
as they were all
In France
queuing at the
rubber boat
outlet. The ferry
trip was very
similar to the
journey out, it must be an age thing. Tucked up in
bed again by 9.

I was really looking forward to the 7 hour drive
home from Plymouth, made so much better by all
the motorway junctions we needed being closed for
maintenance. Finally fell through my door at 2.30
the following morning, eyes on stalks and grumpy.
Mrs B overjoyed to see me. I could tell by her grunt
as I snuck into bed. The total mileage in the van
800 miles, the total by bike 350. I will definitely ride
down if there is a next time.

On December 7th 2022,
H and H Auctioneers offered
this new, as in never run,
Voskhod at The National
Motorcycle Museum. I found another one with only
32km on its clock in much rougher condition than
this one, also ex dealer stock and unregistered. I
wonder how many more there are?

Voskhod
Piece
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Here's what they said of it. "This mid 1970s
Cossack Courier, being offered at no reserve, was
part of a large franchised dealers stock who upon
closure in 2000 took everything home and
mothballed it in his barn. The bike has not been run
since being taken out of its packing case all those
years ago and displayed in the shop awaiting sale.
A unique opportunity to acquire a 'brand new' 45
year old bike, supplied with a DVLA V55/3
document." We've no idea who the dealer was.

H and H also said "Voskhod motorcycles were
manufactured from around 1965 at the Degtyaryov
Plant in the Russian town of Kovrov. Most
Voskhod motorcycles had a 175cc single-cylinder
two stroke engine and between 1973 and 1979
were one of the makes marketed by SATRA in the
United Kingdom as Cossack. In 1970's the plant
made over 221,000 motorcycles annually,
exporting to such countries as Italy, Norway, UK
and Australia." Which is refreshingly spot on. Did
you buy it?

Right, my odometer
numbers went yellow
during the 45 years of
reading only 00032. All
the rest are pristine
white. I'm reminded how
pure my virginal
Voskhod was every time

three tens or two rolls round, so obviously tainted
as they are. Above, first smoke since Kovrov? The
silver paint on the barrel fell of in a single, delicate
fin shaped piece having been lifted off the
aluminium by the fluffy corrosion under it.
It amused me to have to wait for the original Soviet
gearbox oil to ooze out of the drain plug, as thick as
mud, for about a week. It smelt gorgeous.

At first I was worried by how stiff the gearbox felt to
turn when cold. Hot it spun freely. Over the miles it
seems to be running that in. I imagined the
bearings jammed solid with crusty rust and
hardened oil residue but the temptation to preserve
her provenence, and the fact that she's "only" a
cheap, economy Voskod, made me run her to see
what happened anyway. I thought if the bearings
were jammed and the shafts were spinning in them,
something would happen sooner or later.
At 10,700km so far, nothing has yet.

I'm think the strange phenomenon is the clutch
push rod seal, pressed hard against the end of the
mainshaft when cold, but not once the cases have
expanded. I wonder how many miles she'll run for,
just as the Soviets built her in 1974?

Tom took his Voskhod to the
East European Rally last year,
its first run out. This begins
before that. It's the email chat
about getting to know the strange Soviet he
swapped his CZ for. I'm in blue.

Well I’m the owner of a Voskhod! I’ve not had her
running yet, I have a spark but whether it’s
happening at the right time is anyones guess,
removing the tank revealed an ugly looking coil,
probably Chinese, disappointing but maybe I’ll be
able to source a proper one? Apart from that the
bike appears pretty much unmolested. It has some
cheap looking Allen headed bolts holding the

Tom
O'Brien
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engine
covers on
but I’m sure
I’ll be able
to source
some
cheese,
slotted head
machine
screws. All
the chrome
was
covered in
nasty silver
paint that
I’ve started
to remove.
The chrome
is terrible but once cleaned up and wiped with an
oily rag it suits the bike. I’ve drained the fuel, it
doesn’t smell too off but fresh is always better in
my experience. Points look good and the gap was
fine so just a light clean and using your rear wheel
method I think the casing went on ok.

I could do with some starting advice/technique
including basics like ignition key positions, I took
the carb top off, very strange setup, I’m presuming
the lever on the bars is a fuel enrichment? And
pulled back i.e. needle up is rich for starting?

I’d even like to find a toolkit and that lovely looking
puncture outfit in the orange box and even though
they are a bit rubbish, indicators. Also a manual,
the throttle grip is some nasty modern replacement
so I’d like either an original or something close. If
you spot or hear about any Voskhod bits would you
let me know? Going to try to fire her up tonight.

Above, as found in David Angel's showroom,
parked on oily cardboard soaked by something
else, and next to David's first ever Ural.

Having a spark is halfway there. The coil
probably is Chinese but it looks like it works. I have
a NOS original if you want to polish the Bakelite.
Yes, it's beautifully quaint. Did I tell you I had lots
of Voskhod parts? Never buy a crankshaft, there's
a box full here. Don't buy a barrel either.

It's possible with practice to remove the 10mm
headed plugs from the bottom of the carb to drain
out any sticky residue, without removing the carb.

To start a Voskhod flood it until petrol floods out of
the float bowl. Pull the choke lever (although it isn't
strictly a "choke") open fully and kick it with the
throttle shut at first, then open a little bit more each
time until you find where it wants to be.

Shut the choke and warm it up on the throttle. Mine
runs lean when it's still cold after I've closed the
choke and it's used up the flooded petrol, but only
for a few seconds. Warm up on the centre stand
because the K36 is sensistive to fuel level and with
the float chamber on the left, it runs lean on the
side stand.

The ignition switch is off with the key laying flat, so
the key pulls out. One position clockwise is ignition
on. It's an earth switch so it's in contact when its
off. One more position clockwise is pilot/tail lights
and one more is headlights. Don't buy an ignition
switch, I have those too, with keys.

When you fit the cover over the alternator and
gearbox sprocket, spin the rear wheel as you make
sure the case is seated properly. You have to
engage the speedo drive with the drive dog on the
sprocket nut. It's very easy to break the speedo
drive if you screw the case down on top of it wrong.
By spinning the wheel it finds it's own way home.
And the fine threaded 8mm engine bolts come
loose a lot. Watch those.

Yes I got the impression you had plenty of Voskhod
parts, that’s great to know as they seem thin on the
ground in the UK? Yes I definitely would like the
coil, Russian Bakelite sounds wonderful, I’m big on
keeping things as original as possible, it was
frustrating when I had to put those Chinese rods in
my CZ and to be honest it still niggles me. Even the
Allen headed bolts on the Voskhod niggle me and I
will replace them.

The rack and silencers look like they have been
stripped of the chrome completely and sprayed with
a strange grey paint which is a bit ugly so if you
have any of these I’d be interested too. The carb to
airbox rubber doesn’t look like the correct part and
the carb to barrel gasket looks a bit manky so again
if you have these that would be good too. I’m not at
all interested in restoration but I like my bikes to
have all the parts on them them they should. Also I
forgot to ask you what premix ratio you run?
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The chrome was always very bad and racks and
silencers with any on are rare indeed. I have a new
rack with lovely chrome which I was saving for
mine, and a puncture repair kit full of the original
Russian patches, rubber solution and everything!
I might or might not let those go depending on what
I decide to do with my Voskhod.

Carb to air box hoses all perished years ago and
bits of car radiator hose is what there is now. The
insulator between the carb and the cases is the
same as CZ, I think.

I might have indicators. I have a boxful of original
Russian flasher units.

The original twist grip is a part of the handlebars.
It's a slide in a slot in the bars which is pulled by a
spiral in the twistgrip tube itself. This pulls the
cable straight with no stress on the nipple. Do you
have the original handlebars? The inner workings
are the same as IZH Jupiters.

I run on 40 to 1. Officially it's 25 to 1 but that's
smoky and expensive and intended for Russian two
stroke oil.

I’ve not tried to start her yet as I wanted to set the
ignition up first. I pulled the head and used a
vernier to get 3mm BTDC. Points gap was tighter
than 0.6mm on the heel of the cam and after

setting the ignition was too advanced ( early ) so
I’ve adjusted it so the points open at 3mm BTDC.

I’ve attached some pics of the barrel which
unfortunately does have some scoring, obviously
this isn’t what I wanted to see and I’m not sure how
much I can get away with? But like you said if it
comes to it you have a barrel or two! Slightly more
worrying is very slight movement of the crank when
the ignition cam is held firmly and waggled. I
suppose it’s potentially looking like an engine
rebuild over the winter but I’m sure she’ll get to the
rally in Rutland before then.

I’m not worried about this as I’m assuming these
engines are very simple to rebuild and hopefully
you have most of the parts I’ll need?

None of this has dampened my enthusiasm
however, the more I fettle the more I love the bike,
it’s hard to put your finger on but she really is
getting under my skin. I keep glancing over at my
CZ that I also love but she seems big and brutal
now after playing with the small, dainty, dare I say
slightly charming Voskhod! The tiny drum brake
with its little chrome plated operating rod, the slim
brake and clutch levers, the flat thin carb, the
general diminutive nature of the bike, the incredible
lightness when I need to move her and yet a
solidity that you don’t expect? I just know I going to
love this bike, the bonding has already begun and
will only get stronger the more I work and fix.

Left, not that you can see so well but part number
43, the selector shaft return spring sometimes
breaks. The bits fall into the gearbox and cause a
lock up. I have some NOS shafts with springs on if
this happens to you. I also have part number 39,
the selector pawl spring. These are a bit fragile too
and easily lost if your engine's been in a box for
years. I think there was a heat treating issue with
both these springs. PJB remembers SATRA
putting two pawl springs in because they went soft
quickly, making gear selection unreliable.
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The later Voskhod 3 uses a different system with
spring loaded plungers. Page 14 top, another
difference between Voskod 2 and 3, points in a 2,
CDI ignition in a 3. Many of the components are
interchageable with Minsks.

Some scoring
above the
exhaust ports
happens lots
on two
strokes and
isn't much to
worry about
usually. The
big thing is
the barrel
wearing
"barrel"
shaped, that
is bulging in
the middle
where the piston moves fastest. Voskhods don't
have gudgeon pin offset to keep them quiet so
expect lots of fin ringing. The square barrel
amplifies the ringing more than the old round one
did. Yes there's a lovely virginal barrel here if you
want it.

You might have the original Russian main bearings.
The wobble on the crank will probably develop
when the engine's hot. It's only life threatening if it
gets very bad. Bearings and oil seals are all
standard sizes. I can't imagine we'll get stuck for
parts.

I love my Voskhod. I'm not sure how far my life
rationalisation is going to go. I need lots of head
space for something else now and all these
motorcycles are too much to think about. I try to
visualise the final few and wonder which ones
they'll be. Selling the Jawa was easy in the end.
As lovely as it was, it wasn't Russian. I might one
day have to choose between my Voskhod and a
Jupiter, I'm not looking forward to that.

On the subject of tiny brakes, the standard
Voskhod front one is only barely adequate.
Remember the trouble with pattern brake linings we
have scoring the drums? I'm gambling on the
standard linings at the moment and leaving plenty
of space in the traffic. The rear brake, using the
same shoes, works well. That's probably because
the drum is an iron casting, with the sprocket. The
front brake drum is a flexible and an oh so Russian
steel pressing. This part is one of the differences
between my Voskhod 2 and your Voskhod 2M.
Yours is thicker, but hardly!

The big reason the front brake is so small is
because the hub castings are the same front and
rear. To change a front wheel into a rear one you
just unbolt the brake drum and bolt in the cush
drive. NB, there is a lot of play in the cush drive
because the drive dogs on the sprocket casting are
smaller than the slots in the rubbers, that's normal.

A CZ front wheel goes straight in but you would
want to weld up and remachine the back plate to fit
the wider torque lugs on the Voskhod fork slider.
Professor Phil's Voskhod has a CZ wheel which
Alan Davies fitted, but he relied on simple screw
heads without the welding. There is plenty of room
under the mudguard for the extra inch. But, it's not
Russian and consequently dilutes the all important
charm. I love the Russian marketing philosophy of
"Here's the bike you wanted, now get lost!" and I
enjoy the challenge of coping with the purity of
Russianess.

I have a bag full of Voskhod brake shoes here
which we could use to experiment with linings. It
wouldn't take much engineering to spin up a more
robust brake drum and take the opportunity to
match the metal to the available lining material,
seeking advice from the trade. When you get out
on the road you'll see what I mean. I've only buried
my Voskhod in the side of a car once. He left me
no space at all, in front of a hundred witnesses. If it
hadn't have been for his horrified girlfriend soothing
the indignation of the crowd which confronted him,
I'm sure someone would have punched him. I felt
sorry for his crumpled wing and the thousands of
pounds it cost to fix, but, not even doubled up, four
pot Brembos would have saved him. My Voskhod
was fine. I didn't bother straightening the
mudguard because I had another one at home.
That's why it's an odd colour.



16

Just a quick
reply to let
you know
she runs! So
it was
petcock on,
flood, ‘choke’
on, ignition
on and she
started on
the third
kick!!
I immediately
halved the
choke and
then fully
closed it and
held it on the
throttle like
you said and then amazingly she sat there ticking
over happily. I was amazed, the mains are grumbly
though. Popped her into 1st and rode off, all the
gears select perfectly, way better gearbox than the
CZ/Jawas. She actually felt quite eager too, I’m
really happy with how she rode. That front brake
though is terrible! At least I won’t lock it up.

One last thing I forgot to mention, when setting the
points and turning the crank (head off) the crank
turns in little steps which I initially thought was a
completely shot main bearing but then I wondered
if it was the force needed to overcome the
permanent magnets in the generator.

I’m going to hit the Voskhod again tomorrow, I want
to drain and refill the gearbox and forks, do you
have any advice on oil grades and the best way to
drain and refill? I’ll lube and check the chain
condition and tension. Does the clutch need
adjustment too? If there’s anything else I should do

or check please let me know. I’ll then take her for
maybe a 5 or 10 mile run to see how she copes.

Yes the crank turns in little steps as the magnets
roll round.

I put 10/40 engine oil in my forks because I
happened to have some with no other use. It's too
heavy really. I'm getting away with it in summer.
Capacity is 140cc. The bolt in the side of the
bottom of the leg is also the drain bolt. The peg on
it locates in a hole in the damper rod so don't
bounce around on it too much with it out in case
that moves.

My gearbox has 500cc of 20/50 in it. 500cc is the
book number although my dipstick says it's too
much. The clutch seems to like that. Your dipstick
might be different. Gear oil might be too sticky
for the clutch but I haven't tried it. I put 20/50 in
because I can get Morris oils in 20 litre tubs. I put it
in everything. People get excited about oils but this
is the Soviet Union we're talking about here.

The clutch push rod adjuster is under the little
chrome screw in cap behind the gear pedal. It's a
screw and lock nut thing. It should be all the way in
and backed off half a turn. BUT! The adjuster
might not be in the middle of the pressure plate.
The assembly is not accurately welded in. This
means that if you disturb it, you might not get it
concentric with the push rod bore in the mainshaft.

When you assemble the clutch when you build the
engine, you can swap the clutch springs around,
which are all slightly different tension, and juggle
that with where the adjuster lands to ensure the
pressure plate lifts off evenly. If you have to do
this, build the engine without the clutch case
on, then put it in the frame. Assemble the right
hand case cover with the clutch operating
mechanism in so you can see the clutch work as
you pull the lever. Then experiment with springs
and adjustment. It's possible to achieve even
pressure plate lifting like this to make the clutch
work beautifully. So, if your clutch works OK, leave
it alone. Voskhod clutch juggling is winter fun,
something Voskhod to do when riding it in the sleet
doesn't seem appealing.

Opposite top and bottom, fuel filters. Tom's is made
in Italy, should be OK then. I've had these from
China and the glass tube isn't glass, it's plastic and
eventually eaten by ethanol. Try these sexy,
machined aluminium filters with the strange
granular brass insert. The only ethanol worry here
is that seal betwen the two halves, which hopefully
is made of Viton and won't dissolve. I've had these
on everything for a couple of years, so far so good.
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Back to clutches, pull the push rod out of the right
side to inspect it. There's a ball in there which
usually stays in. You should see a little dimple on
the inside end where the ball's been running. The
thing here is nothing is accurately manufactured.
The push rod might not point straight at the
operating mechanism, the bore in the mainshaft
might not be in the centre, or parallel with it. If it's
too far out, the push rod will wear where it chafes
on the end of the mainshaft because the operating
mechanism tries to pull it straight. The parts run in
from new until they find their own set up. If you
ever fit anything new or different keep an eye on it.
Again, if it works OK, leave it. By the way, this is
also true of Minsks. Minsk clutch plates are the
same, there's just less of them.

When you oil the chain, oil the clutch operating
mechanism and the speedo drive too. The speedo
drive has a pair of little gears in it and it all runs in
the alloy of the case, forever if you lubricate it well.

Because of the geometry of the swinging arm,
suspension deflection makes a big difference to
chain tension. Sit on the back of the seat to
depress the suspension as much as you can with
the engine case off and reach down to check the
chain tension there. You'll need to roll the bike
forward to find the tight spot because the sprockets
probably aren't round. Some are, some aren't.
I have lots of new sprockets if you want to try some
different ones. I tried several to find a nice one.

On my Voskhod, the sprockets don't line up either.
The rear sprocket is quite a long way to the right of
the gearbox. There's not enough thread on the
sprocket nut to be able to shim the gearbox
sprocket, and doing it enough would mean the
speedo drive wouldn't fit. It says in the book that
you need to shim the gearbox sprocket. Because
the rear sprocket is also the brake drum and where
it fits in the chain case matters, I don't want to
machine the chain case to move it over, that could

cause all sorts of trouble with the cush drive and
how the wheel fits in the case. Later, when I have
time, I'm going to move the whole swinging arm left
by shimming the mounting rubbers. At the moment,
the chain has worn to accommodate the error. The
chain case is very good. It never gets water in it
and needing to adjust the chain is a once a year
thing, even with the chain running a mile out of line.
If I ever fit a new chain, I'll move the swinging arm
then.

As you can see, owning a Voskhod is a very Soviet
experience, not quite like a Czech and you can
expect to grow together. She will eventually
become yours and precious far beyond her
monetary value. I'm probably going to keep mine,
even if I might ride others in the mean time,
because I'll be able to ride her when I'm very old,
when I'm too weak to manhandle Serenity. I'm
thinking about these things these days.

I think the key to old man Voskhod joy will be
somehow sorting the hot starting and front brake
issues as our knees and arthritic fingers might not
be up to it! But ultra simplicity, economy, low seat
and weight will be perfect. I just know she’s a
keeper, the combination of simplicity and a certain
charm really is lovely. I’ll never sell my CZ but all of
a sudden she looks a bit like a brutal lump.

This idea, above, popped into my head as I was
reading your email, a little battery wired in purely
for hot starting? A little hidden switch that you flick
to get the engine running and once running flick
back to the generator. No faffing charging it as it
would last for ages and if it went flat no worries
revert back to the sweaty method?
I'm no electrical expert, the drawing is my
rudimentary knowledge of a simple ignition system,
maybe the Voskhod is different? I don’t think this
would detract from any Russianess? I bet you know
someone in the club who understands the magic of
electrons you could run the idea by? We could do
this to isolate whether the problem is ignition or
fuel?
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Sometimes I push mine off. Maybe the heavy
casting of the alternator cover traps heat in the
rotor, making the magnets feeble. I've researched
magnets and they do that. There seems to be a
dead zone. Stopping for a comfort break in a layby
needs the thottle open to start, which is usually
because heat's soaked into the carb and
evaporating petrol at a standstill causes richness
you'll need a handful of air to correct.

But a longer petrol stop on a hot day seems to
exacerbate this so that kicking it won't work. Then
it seems like pushing seems to blow the richness
away because it takes a few yards to burst into life.
However sometimes, the instant I let the clutch go,
she's off, which points to heated magnets spinning
fast enough to work. Perhaps it's ignition and fuel?

Unless it's baking hot, it only takes 10 to 15
minutes to cool enough to return to normal. I've
had three Voskhods like this. The other one was
well worn and loose. It felt lovely to ride. Maybe it
didn't get hot enough to cause trouble?

I've experimented with things like turning the petrol
off to let it run out in laybys, thinking that a bowl full
of cool petrol would be better, but then realised that
the evaporating petrol in the bowl if I didn't do that
might cool the carb quicker. It would be interesting
to drill holes in a scrap alternator cover to see if air
cooling the alternator helps. I have lots of covers, I
could give you one if want, for purely scientific
purposes. I haven't tried this yet. At the moment,
while I'm still vital enough to find pushing a
Voskhod off so easy, it hasn't been a priority.

The primary drive noise which disappears when
you pull the clutch in is a Voskhod thing. Yes it's
the primary chain and 16mm play is normal. It
thrashes around lots at idle. The noise seems to
be transmitted through the fins of the square barrel
a lot more than it is through the earlier round ones.
To check the wear of the chain take up the
backlash with your finger and try to pull it off the
clutch sprocket. Quaintly, it doesn't fit the teeth
very well anyway. The big thing with primary

chains is
shedding rollers.
Next time you're
in there check for
cracks, bits
missing or whole
missing rollers.
I have lots of real
Russian clutch
cover gaskets.
Would you like
some?

Glad the clutch
rattle is not my
input shaft disintegrating! There were no chunks of
chain in there and apart from the chain slop it
appeared in good condition.

Looking forward to Voskhod chat, I’ll bring a little
notebook. We could compile a parts list too and if
you wouldn’t mind would you maybe check the carb
settings and maybe give it a tweak? I think she’s
running OK, above, but I sense she maybe needs a
little carb fettle as hot starting seems tricky and I’ve
had to resort to push starts a couple of times.

Maybe we should explore getting a front drum
made from another material as the rear seems
infinitely better than the front? I’m getting used to
allowing for it’s ‘adequateness’ but as you know an
unforeseen occurrence always catches up with you
at some point and having a good front stopper
often saves the day. I wonder if a compromise
might be a softer but not tear your drum to shreds
soft linings?

I’m getting used to riding the old girl, you’re right
about the engine once she gets in that zone she’s
like an eager little donkey, she feels slow but
unstoppable. I’ve got used to the big gap between
3rd and 4th. 4th is like an overdrive really and as
long as 3rd is taken to a reasonable rev range
4th picks up fine, it’s just a case of getting used
to it. I’ve checked my speedo and it’s fairly
accurate, I find she cruises nicely at 45, 50. It's
OK but the vibes are creeping in and I’m starting
to feels the pangs of mechanical sympathy.
I can only grab neutral from second with a very
delicate push on the gear lever. I thought I’d find
her diminutive dimensions a little cramped but
I don’t.

The main thing to report though is that her charm
has completely won me over, I can’t even explain
it? I find myself patting the tank when she brow a
difficult hill, the way I suppose a horse rider pats
the neck of a horse? I wander into the garage just
to look at her and she get more beautiful each time.
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She excels at nothing but her plucky, simple,
dependable feel is intoxicating. Riding her within
her limits on slowish roads is completely relaxing
and puts a huge smile on my face, I talk to her as
I ride, I know already she’s a keeper!

I definitely made the right decision to swap my CZ
for her even though I know I could have made
a bit more money out of it if I’d sold the CZ
privately.

I think of 4th gear as the driving gear and all the
others are just to get there. I don't bother changing
down for roundabouts most of the time because it's
almost faster not to. Mine is happiest at 40/45mph
too. I think that's the factory design speed.
Officially
max is
58mph but
that's
breathlessly
over the top
of the sweet
spot. You
can ride
through the
viby patch
but that fast,
something
will break.
The original
pistons have
bronze ring
pegs which come loose, presumably through
severe thrashing, above.

It would be interesting to speak to brake lining
manufacturers about compatibility. I'm sure the
trouble in the past has been caused by
overenthusiastic entrepreneurs simply asking for
relined shoes without considering what the default
lining material was actually for. There are probably
as many brake lining materials as there are
cheeses.

We ran Mintex brake pads in our TZ, for only a few
races before they wore out in a cloud of black dust.
We were using an AP calliper on a steel Brembo
disc. The range of brake pads is huge for AP
because they've been the brakes of choice for
many years. I persuaded my boss to try my
favourite Ferodo Reds which I used in my
Spondon. They were fine. I think the Mintex pads
were for the iron Lockheed discs used on
Triumphs.

Interestingly, some EBC salesman convinced me to
try his new Green compound once.

The first time I used the brakes hard for Sears at
Snetterton it was like hitting a wall. I thought
"Bloody hell, these are good!" The feel and
controllability was marvellous and I could go flying
deep into the Esses on the brakes, a happy tactical
advantage. I rode round the oppositions' front
wheels to grab the inside line for the drive out. But,
the pads generated so much heat so quickly the
back plates warped badly. After just one race they
dragged so much I could hardly push the bike. We
need to think about how flexible our Voskhod shoes
themselves are as well.

I’ve been riding the Voskhod to work over the last
few days without any issues. This morning however
I had my first. The bike started fine but about a
couple of miles into my ride she started coughing
and spluttering and then died. It felt fuelly, upon
inspection the clear fuel pipe I have fitted was bone
dry, I popped the pipe off and managed barely a
trickle even on reserve. I trickled as much as
possible into the carb, it took a few mins to fill!
Started her up and rode in super economy mode
home, I can reveal a Voskhod will travel more than
2 miles on a float bowl full!

The carb mounting flange face is quite bent, page
18 bottom, which explains why it had copious
amounts of silicone sealant on it. It appears to have
a recess for a seal but no seal is fitted. Should the
removable top of the float have a gasket? Mine
hasn’t so that would affect the fuel level I suppose
Should I dress the flange flat on a surface plate
with some emery paper on it? Opposite bottom.

To clean petrol tanks I fill them with nuts, bolts and
parts washer fluid and shake them around for a
long time, until my arms get tired, several times.

K36 mounting flanges are often bent because
people do them up too tight and squash the fibre
insulator it sits on. To fix that you can file them
straight if you're confident you can file straight.
Filing tends to create a convex shape because your
natural tendency will be to lean on the file as you
push it across the flange. That's not a bad thing.
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You might find, in a serious case, it might be
necessary to file the back of the flange where the
nut sits, otherwise the nut will pull the flange
warped again. I'm sure I can find you a K36 body if
yours doesn't work out.

As far as I know there's no seal in the recess as
standard, just the paper gasket on the flange, but,
the recess if perfect for an O ring. I have O rings in
mine. You can avoid warping the flange by not
needing to tighten the nuts up so much with an O
ring. I found an O ring in my O rings box. Don't ask
me what it's for.

Yes the float bowl lid should have a gasket. I don't
have one but it's easy to make one out of gasket
paper. Yes you can adjust the float level with
gaskets but you'll need to make sure the tickler still
reaches the float if you try to go thick. You'll be
interested to know that the brass petrol pipe stub
presses out and can be shortened and pressed
back in to lower the float height. You need to be
sure you want to do that. I think the K36 is a thing
of beauty. To be honest it works a lot better than
the K60 series carbs on Urals and Dneprs.

Tim is not a COC member, yet.
We met him on the stand at
Stafford where he was
overcome with nostalgia, misty
eyed perhaps, to see a Voskhod again. He
handled it lovingly and promised to write up his
memories if we sent him a copy of the magazine
they'd be published in. We are of course pleased
to, particularly as this issue is full of Voskods!

Way back in the day (1976) I was a 17 year old lad
that had decided to “stay on” at school to do “A”
levels. Several of my classmates had already got

into motorbikes.
One had bought a
Honda CB250 and
another one had
bought a Honda
CB175. After a
few “goes” around
the school
playground, on
their bikes, I fell in
love with the fact
that you could
move along nicely
at speed by just
turning a twist
throttle without
having to madly
pedal away on a
pushbike. So that
was it! I had
gotten the
motorbike bug.
I saved up a few
quid from my part
time job as a
barman at the local pub and saw an advert in the
local Birmingham paper from someone selling a
Voskhod 175. He wanted £110 for it. I knew
nothing at all about Cossack bikes, but I didn’t care.
All I knew is that I wanted a motorbike.
So, I purchased the bike and took it home.

The first thing I did was to make it look less like a
“commuter bike”. I removed the horrible white
plastic leg guards and fitted some nice chrome
crash bars. I decided to keep the screen that the
previous owner had fitted, but that didn’t last very
long as the bike fell off its stand and it got
smashed. Due to lack of funds, I never replaced it.

So, I proudly turn up on my bike at school with my
2-stroke 175 “twin” Then someone told me that it
was, in fact, a single cylinder engine with two
exhausts to make it “look like” a twin. I was a bit
dismayed to say the very least. (The naivety of
youth, eh?)

Anyway, the bike served me well and it got me to
school and work no problem until one day when I
couldn’t get it into or out of gear. A tiny tuppence,
halfpenny return leaf spring had broken. I had no
money to get it into a repair shop, so I took the
engine out myself and stripped it down in my
bedroom to find out what the problem was (much to
the chagrin of my mother). I ordered a new leaf
spring from a Cossack dealer in London and within
a few days had the bike up and running again,
happy days.

Tim
Bartlett
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Above, OK, it's a grainy picture but young Tim's
earnest expression is worth it. Note screen
brackets but no screen, and pedestrian slicer.

In the meantime, I had learned how to do a decoke
and clean up the pistons etc.

Fast forward to 20th March 1977. I had finished my
shift at the pub (which was only a few hundred
yards down the same road that I lived in. The pub
draymen were on strike at the time and the pub
was empty all evening. So, I was really bored.
Instead of just turning left, and going home,
I decided to
turn right and
take the bike
out for a nice
ride before
going home
and turning in.

Unfortunately,
I didn’t make it
back home
that night.
I collided with
a Ford MK3
Cortina at a
traffic light (He
had been
“amber
gambling” and
I was pushing
my luck on a

red light) however; it was my fault entirely. I ended
up in intensive care for 3 days with a ruptured
spleen and in total agony. When I finally came out
of hospital, a few weeks later, I saw what was left
of the Voskhod. It was about 3 foot long and looked
like a concertina. I am so pleased that I survived
that horrible accident. Otherwise, I would not have
had my 2 sons and my 5 grandchildren now

That Cossack motorbike gave me the initial
confidence to tackle any mechanical fault issues
and that has stayed with me with the many bikes
that I have ever owned, and that I still own until the
time of this writing. More importantly It taught me a
hell of a lot about riding)

Opposite bottom, Tim's younger brother having
fitted a 6v battery, bungeed on the carrier.

Over the years I have rebuilt
a lot of bikes for winter
projects and ridden lots of
British 2 strokes, MZs and
Jawa. The only time I have
ever ridden a Russian 2 stroke is when my dad
bought a Regent/Minsk 125 in 1992 as his first
new bike for his 70th birthday.

I must admit it looked a lovely bike and after some
teething troubles with the shop telling him to run it
at 50:1 and it locking up on the 2nd day (They had
been MZ dealers so that was the normal) it was
fixed and proved reliable. But I was under age and
had to wait another 2years till I could ride it on the
road. I was in the process of building up a 122cc
Francis Barnett Merlin for my first bike, I was
itching for a go.

Dad being an Enfield man after riding them in the
war and then having nothing else afterwards with
the exception of a James Captain he had for work,
would not let me ride the outfit or the solo Enfield
around the garden, so my introduction to learning
to ride was on a 125 Minsk up and down our drive
and garden.

So here is where the story gets Interesting. After
spotting a Minsk online for sale I sent the details to
that motorcycle rescue centre in West Yorkshire for
strange and unusual bikes run by the ever cheerful
Andy Binns and it was soon in his possession.
The bike had been semi restored and lots of money
spent on it with just a few things needing finishing
off. The bike itself has only covered 4miles from
new after its first owner bought it without his
parents knowing and was then not allowed to ride
it. For 35+ years it lay unloved and forgotten
against a wall until it was rescued by its next owner
who started to strip and restore it.

Glen
Kapoor
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Although the bike had only done 4 miles, the lay up
had not been kind to the engine which was beyond
rescue. A new engine was found and put in but
never run. That's where he stopped and it was
bought by Andy who has finished it off.

The bike has now come to me after I loved the look
of it and had a hankering for one to bring back
memories. So I basically have a new 125 minsk
with 4 miles on the bike and 100 yards on the
engine and still needs running in. I am looking
forward to some adventures on it locally and will
venture further afield when it's run in and I have
confidence in it. Ride safe everyone and see you
out and about soon.

NB Glen, official running in petroil ratio is 20 to 1
and after that 25 to 1, but it says in the Minsk
owner's manual. "When the piston seizes.........."
not "if" the piston seizes! The manual will tell you
to drip a few drops of oil in the plug hole, ride home
slowly then take the barrel off and file the high spot
off the piston. My new Minsk engine nipped three
times. I just let cool down for a few minutes, kicked
it free and off it went again. I think 25 to 1 is too
smoky for modern life. Run the idle mixture rich for
a while even though the tick over won't be so good.
This will give you more oil on the over run, for
example down hill or blown by a stiff tailwind with
the throttle backed off.

From John Howorth, high rise
handle bars with brackets and
crash bars. Came off a Soviet Knight. Free to a
good oily home. Phone John 07931469877 near
Blackpool Lancashire. Good "oily" home? I know
exactly what that means!

DVLA Age Related ‘Historic’
Registrations

All affiliated club issues with the DVLA have to go
through the FBHVC, so they have put me forward
to discuss with DVLA issues the COC has; those

being that most V55/5 applications for Age Related
‘Historic’ registrations are first rejected then all bar
a couple have been appealed successfully by
reminding the DVLA clerks of their policy and
FBHVC agreements.

Currently and recently the only evidence the DVLA
will now accept to prove the year of manufacture of
a vehicle is an old or current foreign registration
document, (despite the fact they are for sale on
eBay for our bikes).

The DVLA have recently decided NOT to accept
the following types of evidence that I have used in
the past decades successfully on DateCerts’: the
Russian encyclopaedia of motorcycles, motorcycle
journals’ road tests, brochures, adverts,
comparison with other exact same models even if
already registered with the DVLA, club records, any
Internet based research, Wikipedia (yes they did
once accept that) and also original still attached
unmolested factory frame plates that state make,
model, serial number and year nor ISO3779, 17
character VIN plates as used on recent Ural
models. Trouble is that now there is no overlap
between the dating evidence I have access to and
what DVLA demand, stale mate!

Thus at the instigation of the FBHVC I am in
ongoing email and video conferences with a
designated DVLA officer who’s been given the task
of agreeing what evidence DVLA should now
accept with the key being to work towards
accepting factory frame plates. I have digital
images of most of our bikes’ frame plates from
1950’s including their fixings to the frame. Remove
a frame plate (or your car’s VIN plate) and the
vehicle legally loses its identity.

We have progress though; now a special DVLA
team will process COC DateCerts rather than one
of the hundreds of clerks, so they will have the time
to consider the submission and be allowed to call
me to discuss. COC DateCerts will now be picked
out by the DVLA document scanning facility to
direct them to the special team, in the same way eg
VMCC DateCerts are now – that’s clever! DVLA
are also chasing up many registrations that were
obtained with fake DateCerts by the same process
of picking out all DateCerts from a certain club and
checking back with the club, I have no suspicion
mine have been copied.

Here's a few photos,
oppposite, of the Chang. It's
in sort of a wannabe bobber
spec right now. I have all the
original parts if I ever get around to restoring it.

PJB

Free!

Geoff
Denham
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I kind of like the
well used look
though. It's been a
nice reliable bike,
although I did have
to rebuild the
engine a few years
ago when one of
the big ends went.
Put a new crank in
it that I found on
Aliexpresss.
There's probably
more of these
Chinese bikes here
in the States than
old Urals and
Dnepr's. I think they
are all private
imports. I don't think any were ever officially
imported here. This one claims to be 1969 but it is
obviously a much later M1M, 12v, electric start etc.
Probably late 80s.

Thought some of our members might be interested
in the Harley Davidson coil mod. It's a common
upgrade here in the States but I wasn't sure if it had
crossed the pond yet. Gives a very fat juicy spark.
The dual output coils are easily available on Ebay
here but it's important to use an older one designed
for the iron engine Sportster or Shovelhead with
points ignition. Fits nicely on the top engine mount.

First, further to
Noel's article in
the previous
issue of HV,
page 22.......

I don't know what
the generator is.
It certainly isn't
one of the
German
alternators.
It has been suggested that it may be a Fiat 12V
generator, it was fitted by a previous owner. All I
know is that it works so it's a keeper. The Lucas
type regulator that you spotted worked OK, but I
don't like them at all. I changed it for a DVR3
electronic regulator which is mounted on the back
of the heat sink which now occupies the space
where the old mechanical unit went. All the wiring
was so modified that it was too fragile to be kept so
I rewired the whole thing from scratch, with a wire
return to an earth star point on the chassis. It
makes quite a difference to the brightness of lights.

After so much trouble with the ignition I swapped
the coil for an aftermarket Harley twin fire unit. It is
mounted on the left side of the engine. With the
rewire and upgrades I'm quietly confident that the
electrics should be reliable (fingers crossed).

The pretty air filter is an aftermarket thing for VW
camper vans that I stumbled on during a google
search. Easy to fit and cheap too.

Noel
Davies
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I no longer have the Pekars, I sold them to a club
member but unfortunately Evri lost them so they’re
gone forever.

The Harley coil certainly seems to give good
sparks. I made a transistorised points box which
reduces the points current so they should last for a
fair while. The coil resistance is 5 ohms and
teamed with a modern 600 volt 220nf
polypropylene capacitor (www.rs.com, part No
1943666) It gives a nice fat spark every time. I
ditched the original capacitor. Paper and tin foil
wound up in a cylinder was OK when there was
nothing else. A poly capacitor with a high surge
rating should last the life of the bike. Even without
the transistor circuit, a good quality capacitor and
coil should improve reliability no end. (BTW the
capacitor is rated that high because the back emf
off the coil primary is around 350 V and it's good
practice to double that for long life.)

My little box is not a CD ignition. It is more
correctly, a transistorised ignition. All it does is
reduce the points current by switching the coil with
a transistor which is switched by the points. It is still
an inductive ignition system (which is what you
want for a low revving engine). If you want an
analogy, think of it as a relay with a good quality
capacitor across the output to the coil. Reducing
the points current eliminates arching and therefore
most of the wear and the capacitor should never
need replacing. The points will still need to be
checked but much less often. The biggest benefit I
noticed at once was consistency. No more misfiring
as the points started to get manky, which seemed
to happen very quickly.

It is in fact two transistors and associated
components. There is a small signal transistor
switched by the points which in turn controls the
high current MOSFET transistor which switches the
coil. Functionally it is exactly the same as the
points. The only difference is that the points are not
subjected too
the high back
EMF voltage
from the coil
and the
current
through the
points is
reduced to
about 2mA.
Sparking (at
the points) is
totally
eliminated
which should

make the points last until the heel on the cam
wears away. The original capacitor is disconnected
but left in place to mechanically hold things
together.

The MOSFET switches the current through the coil.
It is rated at 900v so the back EMF will not trouble
it. The original capacitor which used to be in
parallel with the points is replaced by the new
super duper one in parallel with the MOSFET which
is switching the coil just as the points used to.

I also added a LED timing light, just because I
could. The light comes on when the points open.
Makes it easy to set static timing.

I tried a Sovek unit and I couldn't get it to spark. It
wasn't a fault as such, it needed to see a decent
rotation speed in order to trigger. It worked
perfectly when I set it up in the lathe. As I am
starting it by heaving on the kick-start by hand I
couldn't get the motor to turn fast enough to trigger
the ignition. I guess that is designed in to prevent
false triggering of the ignition.

The Harley coil on page 23 is Geoff's, Noel's is
opposite bottom. Serenity's still using a 1970s
resin encapsulated coil and 25 year old factory
CDI box, the semicircle one with the cotton reel
trigger. It's supposed to be for 12v but works fine
on 6. I'll worry about it if it breaks but so far so
good. I think a lot of the trouble was quality control.
Some parts last a few days, some keep going
forever. The big problem with the old coils was the
windings came loose. They'd rattle around and
break the input wire where it was soldered on the
Bakelite end plates.

Below, James Dean on a Ural engined Dnepr?
Yeah right! On the internet, anything's possible.
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1958 IMZ M72 "The Blue Cloud"

It was 2020, the year of
lockdowns and shifting Covid
regulations. I’d been on furlough
for several months, in which time I’d build a garage
at home to house my collection of three
motorcycles. It was a Saturday evening, and I was
doing the rounds of searching Ebay for all things
shiny and nice; classic car projects, motorcycle
projects and so on. I scrolled so far down one
listing I reached the section of “other
recommendations”. It was then I discovered a
listing for a smorgasbord of incomplete Ural and
Dnepr motorcycles and parts. The listing consisted
of two Dneprs, one with side car and one solo and
an IMZ M72, all in pieces. Amongst the basket
case listing was a variety of spares such as
disassembled engines, several wheels, and a few
gearboxes. A message was sent and the next day.
Tony Jones and I had a drive down to see what
was what, in person. After looking around the parts
I instantly knew I wanted the lot. Shipment was
quickly arranged and before one could say
“Perestroika”, my garage looked like a Soviet auto
jumble. I soon whittled down the chaff from the
grain and ended up with only the IMZ M72 and all
parts that I required to build my dream soviet
motorcycle.

Above, note ubiquitous Black and Decker
Workmate and exposed background lathe gears.

I had recently fallen for a BMW I’d seen in an article
online, opposite top, and it was a similar, if not the
same shape as an IMZ M72. So, my goal was to
build a motorcycle that looked somewhat like this
BMW.

This was the first ground up basket case project I’d
worked on, so I started sifting through all the boxes
and bolting things together until it looked somewhat
like a motorcycle. Parts that were missing were
replaced with parts from China, more specifically
from a Chiang Jiang catalogue.

These included front forks and rear plunger
suspension, handlebar assembly, exhaust silencers
and wheel spokes (don’t buy these). The front
mudguard was purchased from Ural Zentrale in
Germany.

Once everything was pieced together it was then
stripped and all appropriate parts sent for sand
blasting and powder coating. Whilst I was waiting
for these items to return, I got on with building the
basket case 750cc side valve engine and
assembling the wheels as even these were in
pieces.

Once the parts were back from the powder coaters
it was all assembled and a wiring loom made up to
run the 6V system.

After the assembly was completed, it was then
registered and a modicum of testing around town
was carried out. The bikes first proper outing of
more than 5 miles from home was a “short jaunt”
up to Scotland spending a week exploring the west
coast. On the final day it made it from Loch Ness to
Wigan, a distance of around 400 miles, with
nothing more than 3 broken wheel spokes to
complain about.

Jason
Pollitt
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During this trip I noticed the bike was consuming a
lot of oil, in part due to the cork sump gasket acting
like a sieve and later finding out there was a piston
to cylinder gap of around 0.5mm. It’s because of
this lacklustre piston clearance that the bike
affectionately coined the name “Blue Smoke”. Due
to this, and in part because I had the parts from the
job lot I bought, I built a 650cc OHV 12V engine.
This was installed and has been running since. The
latest iteration of the bike can be seen in the
October edition of Horizontal View at the East
European Rally.

Currently I’m in the process of converting the G424
alternator to one from a BMW K1200 . This is due
to having a G424 fail and my wanting of a cush
drive system without spending a chunk of money
on a Nippon Denso conversion from the later Urals.
The other reason I require a larger alternator is due
to having a yearning of riding to the arctic circle on
this bike one day, in winter, and I wouldn’t mind
having enough power for heated grips and other
wintery paraphernalia.

You might know
Michael usually
keeps his Ural in
France, but his
BMW clutch failure
just before the East European Rally last August
meant he had to go get it for the rest of the season
in the UK. Here he is doing that..........

"Home to Derby by bus then train from Derby to
Plymouth direct, about 4.5 hours. Ferry to Roscoff
and return a few days later to Plymouth with the
French Ural. Don't recommend travelling in August,
too expenive!"

The ferry to Roskoff takes 5.5 hours in daylight and
10 hours in the dark. Roskoff is traditionally the
embarkation point for the famous bicycle mounted
onion sellers. Apparently they cycled all over

southern England
offering their special
Brittany pink onions,
only available from
them. Apart from
London their next
best chosen market
was Wales where they shared linguistic similarities.
Welsh and Cornish are closely related to Breton
which had a million speakers in 1950, but only has
200,000 now. Unlike Welsh and Cornish, Breton is
not recognised by the State government of France
which until recently was still trying to stamp it out.
It's now considered to be of scientific interest and
sounds a bit like Welsh with a French accent. In
2014, it was accepted by Facebook, you can now
type Breton with your mates in Brittany.

Once back in England, on his way back to
Derbyshire, Michael visited The Helicopter Museum
near Weston
Super Mare in
Somerset. The
info board right
tells you this
Russian MIL 8
was used in
the film Black
Widow. They
took it apart,
drove it by road
to Pinewood
Studios then
put it back
together for
the computer
generated
action scenes
when it was
flown by Scarlett Johansson and Florence Pugh.
What's it
about?
All the
usual
guns,
crashing
and
exploding
bollocks.

Wadsworth's
Websites
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Above, this is "The Home of Triumph", the Factory
Visitor Experience, presumably in Hinckley.
I checked out the website Michael offered and the
experience looks like gltizy, front of house
marketing without a hint of factory anywhere, not in
the Soviet завод sense. Aren't Triumphs made in
Thailand?

Michael's next
choice of
website can tell
you there were
once 862 AA
boxes at their
peak in 1962.
Unecessary
now with 70
million mobile
phones to hand.

There were only 19 boxes left 2014, 8 of which are
grade 2 listed buildings. Do they still work?

The 2022 MZ Club went to Porlock on Exmoor. The
AA reference was because one of the MZs broke,
opposite bottom. Below, "Sidecar Monkey".

Above, The Valley of the Rocks on the edge of
Exmoor. According to the Website this is a great
place for mild adventuring but the dead end in is a
toll road. Most of the population is goats.
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Above, Molly having just arrived at yet another
spectacular campsite, near
Balestrand.

July 7th, Thursday, Lofthus,
31752 miles.

We’re on the edge of Sortfjorden, which is a branch
of Hardangerfjord. I didn’t consciously make the
decision to come this way, I just picked a random
ferry ticket at the terminal.

We’re still on Route 13, which for awhile was as
good south of Songefjord as it was north. A pattern
is becoming obvious. Humans mostly live at sea
level in their towns, villages and farms. Further
north the ground space is devoted to hay,
presumably to feed animals in the long winter.
Around Hardangerfjord is the first I’ve seen of fruit
trees, growing where it’s too steep to farm anything
else. Above those it’s pines. Higher still the pines
give way to dwarf birch trees, bog plants and
moorland, that’s when Norway changes from
picture postcard to wilderness.

Every now and then, this high, there’s earth roofed
cabins. I think Norwegian blokes have those
instead of sheds. Away from the fjords the
meltwater gets stuck up there, overflowing in 1,000’
waterfalls. Higher still there’s not enough soil for
trees and it’s all bald rocks and ground hugging,

high altitude plants. South of Sognefjord, Route 13
goes up there. Interestingly, going north loses the
lower habitats so that Gamvic for example has
moorland at sea level. Going north or going up?
Same thing. To be honest Norway is only drop
dead gorgeous south of Trondheim. Most of the
locals I’ve met down here haven’t been that far up,
why bother? Latitude’s a Southerner’s idea of fun.

Today we’ve enjoyed a 7.5km tunnel, lots of
smaller ones, two ferries and sheep, goats and
cattle, all on the road. We’ve forgotten about
reindeer and moose now.

Most of the punters on this site are German.
There’s lots of cars because this is a different
holiday to Nordkapp, everyone’s in hiking boots.
To my left as I sit here looking down the fjord is
Hardangervidda which according to my road map is
empty space, no roads. Mine is a motorcycle road
trip. I wonder how Norway would be if I didn’t have
one?

In Geiranger I saw a 1.5 hour blast round the fjords
in a rigid inflatable, for 175KR. It looked fun but it's
hardly a peaceful, quiet water experience!
“17 heavenly kilometres” the film playing outside
the booking office said about a downhill mountain
bike ride. It looked full scenery with no pedalling.
In Byrkjelo I found a poster for a group tour round a
mountain circuit lasting several days on foot, a bus
tour with no bus.

However I haven’t yet been anywhere near these
lovely national parks without it hammering down
with rain. It rained last night, it was raining when I
left this morning and although the sun shone after
the big scenery, it’s raining again now. Whatever
you choose to do in Norway, you will get wet.

Arctic
Molly
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Page 28 bottom right, sunshine in between heavy
rain in Lofthus.

While I was waiting for a boat this morning I got
chatting to a German about Alta’s invisible urban
life. Apparently his forefathers burnt it to the ground
before they left in 1945. The current German
invasion should be more productive. I still find it
strange to hear Germans talk to Norwegians in
English. It’s so normal that the campsite reception
girl didn’t realise I was English until I filled her form
in.

July 8th, Friday, Valle, 31892 miles.

Valle is a little town with the necessary shops and a
petrol station. It’s raining again but yet again the
tent’s up dry. What a spectacular design it is.

It was a lovely day in Lofthus when I left but we’ve
been over Haukelfjell since then. The road map
doesn’t show how big the big bits are.
Hardangervidda obviously is because it’s called
that but the high plateau extends a long way south.
The E134 crosses more desolate, bleak, moorland
scenery. I think it peaks 1,000 metres above sea
level.

Route 9, which we’re on now, descends slowly for
50 miles through lots of ski resorts. These are
complexes of grass roofed huts built into the pine
wooded hillsides around a huge hotel or tourist
centre. It could have been a lovely ride if the rain
hadn’t been so heavy.

We’ve stopped in Valle because there was a
Lithuanian bloke on the site in Lofthus who came
this way. He pointed out a little road which goes up
onto the Plateau again and down into Lysefjord.
There’s a little village up the end which isn’t on my
Michelin 711 map. He showed me the pictures he
took. “You must go there.” OK, I will. With that in
mind I changed the Swedish Kronor I don’t need
anymore to Norwegian so I can just about afford
the detour. I have enough money for four more
days in Norway, not including the ferry out.

Molly almost broke down today. We hadn’t been
very far this morning when I felt her lose her usual
enthusiasm. A bit later she wouldn’t pull and broke
into fits of violent pre-ignition when I tried to open
the throttle. Stuck between a sheer wall of rock on
one side and a 300m deep fjord on the other, we
had no choice but to hold up the traffic until a
parking place came up, luckily after only half a mile.
By then she had only enough puff to pull 1st gear.

The pull in was one of those view points near
something interesting, in this case the best
waterfall yet, and we’ve seen hundreds. Millions of
gallons of water fell out of the mountain, over the
little gift shop drenched in spray. It crashed under
and over the road, drenching the assembled
camper vans too.

As soon as I broke out the spanners the
greybeards from the camper vans gathered round
with something new and exciting to look at, leaving
their wives to watch yet another thundering deluge.
“Do you have a problem?” They asked. I shouted
“No, a problem is when you can’t fix it.” over the
noise of the water. “Stand back gentlemen, I need
the light!”

They were all German and chatted amongst
themselves as they watched Molly have a carb
rebuild to remove the piece of fluff from her main
jet. She earned nods of approval all round by firing
up sweetly afterwards. “Have you far to go?” They
asked. I told them “France” because of course I’m
going to England eventually, being English.

There’s a gift shop in town here with free internet
access, a computer on a table in the street, running
and ready to use, in the rain. It wasn’t wet enough
to stop me emailing home, just briefly. This isn’t
something you can tell anyone about instantly.
They just know I’m OK now.

Below, the waterfall Molly chose to rest opposite.
You can't see just how wet it was in this tiny image.
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July 9th, Saturday morning, waiting for the weather.

As ever, it rained all night but now there are
patches of blue and everything is cloaked in
swirling steam which, as ever, will waft away as the
sun rises. This campsite is walled by a sheer face
of bald rock, above. Down here the geology’s
changed. Although it’s still obviously Norway and
wringing wet, the texture is different. To be honest
I’ve enjoyed the soaked, steaming, foggy part of
this trip. It adds atmosphere, literally, to all this
endless, majestic scenery, marvellous!

It’s “forbudt” to ride bicycles in the tunnels. Where
do they go? People cycle all over Norway.
I noticed in some places what’s left of the original
road clings to the crumbling face of whatever the
new tunnel goes through. As with everywhere in
Norway, the road network is improving. They’re still
building tunnels and bridges. Travelling looks like it
must have been a fantastic adventure once.
In some places there’s still only a single track road
on the side of a mountain with the sea or a
thousand foot drop on the other side. In places,
even the E6 is like this.

July 9th, Saturday, Lysebotn, 31950 miles.
59° North, same latitude as Orkney.

Lithuanian bloke’s ride out turned out to be one of
the world’s best places. More moorland, up over

1,000m again, up past all the ski resorts into my
favourite desolation. The road has something to do
with hydroelectric power installations and only
exists for maintenance purposes. It goes over the
top properly and for a few hundred metres it broke
through the cloud into sunshine.

Then it was back down into the wind and rain
through the most beautifully barren landscape I’ve
seen so far. Not smooth and flat like the North but
deep drops and huge lumps the road has to twist
and turn in between. I left the camera in its bag for
most of the ride because the rain was too heavy to
use it.

The road falls for a
while to a tourist
centre at the bottom
of a walk up to
Kjerag, a freaky rock
jammed in a crevice
the brave take
pictures of
themselves standing
on. On a good day
the view from the
centre, over the edge
into Lysefjord is
spectacular. Not
today though. It’s
pretty much 1km, straight down into the water.
Opposite bottom left is the Molly's eye view of the
approach to the tourist centre coming down off the
top. Above is some bloke on the internet.

To get to Lysebotn the road drops that 1km in a
7km stack of 27 hairpins with a 1.1km tunnel at the
bottom, which is also a wide radius hairpin, in the
dark. At first it feels like riding off the edge and it’s
another involuntary “kin hell!” moment. Below is the
Molly's eye view of that. Opposite top is what the
whole scene looks like from the air, another handy
internet picture, just to give you a rough idea.
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The village itself is a
few houses, mostly
for the workers from
the two hydroelectric
power stations built
into the surrounding
mountains. There's
two hostels for the
coolest dudes in the
world, a lovely little
campsite and the
ferry terminal which
is also the
headquarters of the
Stavanger Base Jumping Club, below.

As soon as
I rode onto
the site I
was greeted
by a base
jumper.
They do
that off the
top and fly
down the fjord as far as they can get in their special
winged flying suits. Lysebotn is on the internet as
one of extreme sport’s best places to do, on the
planet. It attracts adventurers from California and
Australia, everything is in English and there’s a sort
of surf shack, cafe, bar with real music on a proper
sound system with friends who come together from
around the world in places like this to show each
other death defying stunts on their laptops. All the
staff are Russian, they speak Cyrillic behind the
bar. A camper van here is likely to be an old
Volkswagen bus or an ex military truck.

The bar room has banknotes from around the world
pinned all over it and T shirts signed by the most
notorious. There’s a wrecked mountain bike
hanging from the ceiling which someone rode off
the top and photos of blokes leaping into oblivion
everywhere. This week they can’t serve alcohol
because of some licensing infringement. It’s that
sort of place.

There are two boats out daily. It’s a three hour trip
down the fjord and looks spectacular all the way.
Preikestolen, The Pulpit Rock, and Kjerag are both
a five hour trek on foot, uphill. For an hour or so
the sun broke through down here and it all looked
magical. It’s tipping down again now though.

Since I wrote the camper van thing four old
Volkswagens have pulled in. It’s 7.00pm now and
there isn’t a single, offensively white Hymer
anywhere. The water fall above the site is pounding

the rocks on the far side of it because it’s rained
very hard up on the top. We can’t see the tourist
centre anymore. I found a rare bunch of Brits, in a
homemade Landrover conversion with a
woodburner chimney sticking out the top, down by
the harbour. It had wetsuits hanging on it. They
can’t be surfing, there’s hardly a tide never mind
waves.

Lithuanian bloke liked
this place, he’s young,
he would. He asked
“Why are you travelling
with an IZH?” “I want
to, I love it.” I told him.
“How many
kilometres?” he asked
and smiled when I said
“10,000, so far.”

July 10th, Sunday,
32006 miles.

Sunshine and showers today. I went back up to the
Tourist Centre below Kjerag for at least a little
visibility sometimes, good enough to take a last
look at Norway’s big scenery. My camera is
suffering badly from condensation. We’re losing
pictures to “file error”. It’s wet, it’s been in Norway.

July 11th, Monday, Nameless campsite 30 miles
north of Kristiansand, 32150 miles

Biblical rain turned the campsite in Lysebotn into a
swamp last night. Visibility was only a third up the
side of the fjord this morning. I took the boat out,
280KR for 45km of lovely Lysefjord. It’s deeper
than Geirangerfjord at 450m and the commentary
on the ferry’s PA system said Kjerag is the highest
point. Base jumpers free fall off there for 10
seconds before they pull their ripcords.

The power
station, page
32 top, was
built in 1917
and the pipeline
feeding it water
goes down the
side of the fjord
alongside the
longest wooden
staircase in the
world. No one
lives in the farms along the top anymore. They
were only reachable by climbing steps made of
logs set into the hillside. The tax collectors of the
day collected taxes in cash by visiting the farms in
person. So the farmers removed the steps.
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Half way
down the
fjord there’s
an inlet called
Vagabond’s
Cove, so
called
because the
local
vagabonds hid there once, instead of paying tax.
Apparently they were discovered but prevailed by
pelting the tax collectors with rocks from their
impregnable
fortress. Tax
collecting in
old Norway
sounds like a
fun job! The
really fun part
of Vagabond’s
Cove is how
the ferry can
edge its way
in deep
because the
sides are vertical, above and beneath the water.
The ferry is a sight seeing trip as well as a car ferry,
which must be a source of irritation to the locals
who just want to get there. Locals? This little corner
of Norway is astonishing and difficult to get to. The
traffic is limited by the size of the little ferry. The
bus tours don't go here. However there are some
parts they can get
at. Right, a busy
day on Preikestolen.
Below that is what
it looks like from the
water, on a dull day.
One day it'll fall.
Lysebotn is right
down the end.

Tonight I was distracted by
a lively Dutch girl, her
boyfriend and the saga of
adjusting her chain,
motorcycle chain that is.
She hadn’t had a license
long and bought her
Kawasaki second hand.
She slid off it on Trollstigen
because she’s Dutch and
hadn’t seen a hairpin bend
before. While she was waiting for a new clutch
cover in Alesund she noticed her chain was
dragging over her centre stand. Everything was
corroded up solid because it’s all made of

Japanese racing cheese. They couldn’t adjust it.
Her boyfriend hadn’t ever heard of oiling anything
either, maybe he worked in an office. By the time
they reached this campsite the chain was so loose
and rusty, and making so much scary noise, she
didn’t want to ride any further. I overheard her
trying to ask the campsite owner if he knew of a
mechanic in the area. Although her English was
accent free and perfect, the campsite bloke was the
only Norwegian in Norway who didn’t speak a
word. “Do you know anything about motorcycles?”
she asked, desperate, when I interfered.

They had only the flimsy toolkit which came with
the bike, no spares, no oil, no maintenance or any
idea that they should do any. “We have breakdown
insurance.” he said. “So do I.” I thought, and broke
out Molly’s bag of hardware. We carefully
hammered their wheel spindle until it came out.

July 12th, Tuesday, Hirtshals, 32185 miles.

We’re in Denmark. Two ferry companies operate
services between Kristiansand and Hirtshals,
Colour Line who I know and Fjordline who I don’t.
We arrived at the terminal to find a queue forming
at the Fjordline check in, due to open at 11.30am
for the 13.30pm boat. Sadly the boat was full but
we could buy a reserve place in case someone
didn’t turn up. Eight other hopefuls did the same.
Check in closed at 13.15pm with nine punters
missing. The reserve vehicles weren’t the same
shape as the missing ones. Myself and a couple of
Dutch mates waited on the dockside while the crew
shuffled campervans and caravans around, making
just enough space for three thin motorcycles.

Fjordline run a Fjordcat, a leary hydrofoil,
speedboat thing which blasts across the 140km in
2hours, 15 minutes costing 500KR and 10,000
litres of diesel. It’s faster, cheaper and we got on it,
just. My new Dutch friends rode a scruffy,
camouflaged Kawasaki and an old CX650
Eurosport, in work boots, camo trousers and
fluorescent road crew jackets. We got along fine.
They’re a double act. They’d never heard of IZH. I
told them Molly was worthless in England. “No one
will steal it then.” they said. “In Holland they steal
everything. My wife? Gone! Took me ages to find a
thief.” They kept up the jokes all the way across.

This morning, back in Norway, Molly attracted a
German who fought like a demon to believe she
was an MZ. He called his Ukrainian wife over. “Oh
it’s an IZH from Ishevsk in Russia. In Ukraine,
everybody had one.” she said. She gave me two
tins of corned beef and a tin of tuna, bought
cheaper in Germany. “Don’t buy food in Norway,
it’s too expensive!” Yeah, I know.
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This Danish campsite is just outside the ferry
terminal in flat, sandy countryside. To get to
Kristiansand there’s long descent because the
rocky scenery in Norway doesn’t stop, but Denmark
is hardly visible from the incoming ferry because
the highest thing in this part is pine trees.

July 13th,
Wednesday,
Søndervig,
32362 miles.

The sign on the
way in said
Søndervig but
I could be in
Caister or
Hemsby near
Yarmouth, same
grass covered
sand dunes, same little seaside town with the same
attractions, if you’re little, and the same people on
holiday. The atmosphere is exactly the same. The
town is on the sand bar which carries route 181
down the Danish West Coast, a few inches above
sea level. The sea’s on both sides for miles. A few
degrees more global warming and most of West
Denmark’s history. And on the subject of history.....

Above, German WW2 pill boxes on the beach, part
of the Third Reich's Fortress Europe. Below, the
annual sandcastle festival. Søndervig's big day out.

The highest point in Denmark is Møllehøj, a grassy
hill only 171m above sea level and nowhere near
here, above. Denmark is a gentle land of easy
extremes and seems less concerned with the
frantic pace of life elsewhere.
July 14th, Thursday, Skærbæk, 32443 miles.

There's about 20 miles of Denmark left. We only
rode a few miles today because there doesn't seem
to be any camber on Danish roads and the rain
came crashing down heavier and heavier. We were
splashing through an inch of surface water as well.
Molly will get some vital componet wet at some
point but so far she's purring along, loving it. It
rained so hard today the water has penetrated
where it never has before. Anything paper has
become soft, limp and fragile and anything fabric
feels damp and clammy having soaked up evey
leak. If Molly fires up tomorrow it'll be a minor
miracle.

July 15th, Monday, Saltau, 32660 miles.

We're in Germany. At around 8.00pm the sun
shone. I can't believe how quickly it set. It was
filtering through the trees around the campsite half
way up, then a minute later it had gone. That's it
then, Hei Hei Scandinavia.

August 5th, back in Norfolk, 34357 miles.

After Germany we crossed The Rhine through
Schwarzwald and Le Vosges to camp near
Gérardmer in France. The Campsite was 750m
above sea level in pine forest and thick fog. I
followed a campsite sign I found in the mist, up and
up, on a tiny little road. By thren, everything was
soaked. All my possessions were dripping wet but
because this was the last campsite before my
sister's house and a real bed, it didn't matter.
Some Dutch kids spent most of the night damming
the rivers of flood water flowing through the site.
Their earthworks burst in the small hours, flooding
me too, bless them. On the worst morning ever,
having been out in the weather for weeks, would
Molly be too wet to run? Unpack the spanners in
the mud? Mechanics in the agony of yet more
heavy rain? No, not this time. How sweet she is!
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Hooded Sweat Shirts
£21.50 These are normally
on an order only basis.

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

Full & Half Zip Fleeces - £25.00
Product Code: COC-FL. 100% Polyester,
unlined. Comes with Silver Club Logo or Star
Logo over the left breast. These are great for
chilly mornings on the rally field. Normal
range of sizes: Medium - Large - Extra Large
- XXL &
XXXL.

T Shirts
£13.00

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

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

Regalia



Sadly, we lost him. The photo
opposite was taken by Pete's
mate Graham Goulay at the
East European Rally last
August. Pete look fine then.
Not long afterwards he was
diagnosed with Cancer and after a short struggle,
passed away on January 30th.

Anyone remember Penhafordlas Camp? There
were several around the turn of the millenium, on
the old sheep farm where Pete and Cassie lived. It
was up Snowdonia in Wales and only accessible if
you knew how. Punters at the rally would ring the
farm from the phone box at the bottom of the track
then wait for Pete to come down to escort them up
on his Ural. I remember the goat, trying to pull the
tent down as I was trying to put it up.

The view
from the site,
the field next
to the house,
was
spectacular,
Mt Snowdon
one way and
the Menai
Straight and
Anglesey the
other.

The ride out
on the
occasion
I went took
us to a railway under restoration at Porthmadog.
Pete worked there, it was his railway for the day
and therefore ours. In this corner of Wales, Welsh
is spoken for real. Apparently 88% of the
population of Penygroes, use Welsh as their first
language. All the chat in the chip shop was in
Welsh.

I sat on a wall outside to eat mine and a hoard of
kids sped past on bicycles, except for one on foot,
slower. He asked me where his mates had gone
but I'd no idea what he said. He realised I was
English then had to work out how to ask me again.
I was shocked by how hard it was for him.

Peter Stroud, our old membership secretary, was
there for that rally, looking after Little Trevor Eckley
as usual. I remember Cliff Russell and friend for the
weekend too. He was once our Rally Co-ordinator.
Cassie says "It's been many years but I remember
enjoying the company of some of you at events." If
you remember Pete and you'd like to get in touch
with Cassie email paulcodling@mail.com

IMPORTANT HM
Government has just
changed the law with
regards private import
of motor vehicles from
outside the EU. If you’re
a non-VAT registered
company or private
individual (That's our members typically), HMRC
will make a NOVA application for you (That's when
you declare importation at the UK border), but you
will need to make an import declaration (see
below) and send it to HMRC by email. You can also
get an agent such as a freight forwarder (At a
cost) to make an import declaration for you. They
may make the NOVA application for you as well.

Your vehicle needs to be added to the NOVA
system before you can register it with DVLA. So
that HMRC can make your NOVA application,
email the following to their CARS team at
ecsm.nchcars@hmrc.gov.uk

The C88/E2 customs documents for your vehicle
(except if you brought your vehicle into the UK
through the Channel Tunnel or by ferry) (MOST of
you will bring the bike in that way, so this does not
apply.)

The invoice or bill of sale for your vehicle (You will
have this anyway as you need that to register), or a
current valuation from a third-party such as a
garage or dealership in the UK. This cannot be an
online valuation. (COC can do that valuation, the
duty depends on the value.)

Any official document which confirms the VIN or
chassis number of your vehicle, for example, a
registration or title document, or an export
certificate. (This may be difficult but the COC
DateCert, recognised by the DVLA should be
enough.) For all you need to know go to
www.gov.uk/importing-vehicles-into-the-uk/telling-
hmrc.

Regulation 8
of
Construction and Use Regulations says the
maximum overall width of a trailer drawn by a
motor cycle must not exceed 1.5m. A motor cycle
defined by Construction and Use Regulations is a
mechanically propelled vehicle having less than
four wheels and the weight of which unladen does
not exceed 410 kg. However https://www.gov.uk/
towing-with-motorcycle says you can use a motor
cycle with an engine size of 125cc or more to tow a
small trailer of no more than 1m wide. But, nowhere
does it tell you if you need a trailer licence like you
do for a car, if you're young. You'd better find out!

RIP
Pete
Clinch

Towing Trailers?

Importing
and

registering
update
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This is important. It's the COC 50th anniversary
Minsk.

It's been dontated by Glen Kapoor as the prize to be won in a draw which will take
place at the 2023 AGM, held in Greetham, Rutland on August 12th. It's UK

registered, practically new and currently lives in his front room.
See page 21 inside for the fascinating story.

No, you can't buy tickets. The draw is for Cossack
Owner's Club Members, we'll pull membership

numbers out of a hat.
To take part register your interest by emailing your

name and membership number to
minskgiveaway@gmail.com or texting them to

07784276118
NB, text only, this is an unmanned phone.
If you win it, you'll need to collect it yourself,

UK members only please.


