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We've had a complaint that recently there have
been far too many pictures of Russell Johnson in
HV. Well, that's because he gets out and about
lots. You'll notice there are pictures of other people
who do this too. However, I promise there'll be less
pictures of him in future issues. Unfortunately he's
already in this one and he'll be in March April too
because he was at the MZ Krampus Rally held
mainly round the wood burner in Charles Hancock's
cabin.

He's leaping off Dave
Angel's Demo Chang
Jiang Pekin Express,
right, to avoid the
camera. With luck we
might have more on
this outfit and the
Krampas weekend
next issue. It rained
hard for most of the
weekend and turned
the camping field into
a swamp. You want humidity and slithering
sidecars? Charles wants to do it again next year.

On the subject of HV content, it's necessary to
save some for the traditionally light March/April
issue but you'll notice that lots of it is the sort of
thing that appeals to me. That's why the front
cover is not just a picture of a motorcycle but an
artistically considered shot of a world weary and
beautiful IZH. The rear cover too is all IZH, a
gorgeously restored 49, a tastefully finished Jupiter
5 and Molly's entrails. Find out what Molly is on
page 29.

I spend lots of time on the internet, intrigued by life
in Eastern Europe and that's where much of the HV
content I find interesting comes from. Significantly
there's a lot more two strokes than flat four strokes
because back home in what's left of the Soviet
Union, that's how it was. If you'd like the content in
HV to be different, send it in. Otherwise you'll just
get what I like. Please, please, please send
pictures as attachements to emails rather than
embed them in the text of the email itself. Pictures
in emails cause all sorts of trouble sometimes.

It seems to me that some wonderful content gets
posted on Facebook where it disappears within a

few weeks, buried under the weight of later posts.
HV is a much better place for more than just a few
pictures. For exmple, Igor's written up his fuel
injection project for HV and that's going to be
instantly available as a reference resource on
paper, or almost instantly in a back issue on the
club website. To find it on Facebook in a few years
time will be a nightmare.

By the way, in contrast to Igor's comprehensive
modernisation of his Dnepr, Molly left England with
a pair of Yamaha gudgeon pin circlips in her
engine. Apart from the vital home made exhasust
system and her throttle twist grip, these were the
only non standard parts. Even all her bearings,
oilseals and electrics were Russians, they still are.
I love her like that, she's all Soviet Union.

The newspaper headline on the front cover is real
and from The Yorkshire Post. Find out more on
page 17. Here in the HV office there's another
cutting from a different newspaper, reporting the
same event. That one says no one was charged
although it agrees that the young men and women
concerned were arrested and detained half
dressed. Sounds like a wild night out!

Ian Rodger, Kinlochleven, Highland.
Dan Nemeth, Bristol.
Simon Rodacan, New Romney, Kent.
John Jamieson, Runcorn.
James White, Teddington, Mddx.
David Senior, Swanage.
Keith MacGillivray, Miur of Ord.
Ray Prior, Thatcham, Berks.
Jack and Ann Thornbury, Stockport, Manchester.
Paul Le Couteur Bisson, St. Columb Major,
Cornwall.
Tim Adams,
Frampton on
Severn, Glos.
Gavin Fagg,
Bicester, Oxon.
Paul Sibbons,
Duxford,
Cambs.
Bob Busk and
Family,
Shrewsbury.
Simon Belcher, Mansfield Notts.
Will Hawkes, North Walsham, Norfolk.
Graham Holman, Melksham.
Stavros Plaskasovitis, Crawley, West Sussex.
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A warm welcome to.....
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Hello Will Hawkes from North
Walsham. At some point, after

the plague has
subsided, I'm
thinking of
meeting up with
the locals here in Norfolk. We could

either have a chat over coffee in a cafe
somewhere or meet at any of the established bike
nights, like Whitwell Railway Station on Friday
nights for example. Up for it Will?

Here's Rally Commissar Charles Hancock with
details of our COC rally programme for 2022........

May 6-8th The Spring Dent Rally, Conder Farm,
Dent, Lancashire. This event is run on the Dent
formula as it has been for many years and is a get
together for riders of a variety of machines! Rally
badges will be available either included in the rally
fee or for a nominal sum and a trophy will be
awarded for extraordinary endeavour. The price per
night will be under £10 More details later.

June 10-12th The Three Magpies, behind the
pub at Sells Green, Wiltshire. £10 per tent per
night. Included in the price will be a Rally Badge
and tea and coffee throughout the day. Evening
meals should be available in the pub. Awards will
be given for furthest travelled solo, furthest
travelled outfit, most original machine and best
modified machine.

August 12-14th The East European
(Red Star) Rally held at Greetham
Community Centre, Rutland. This
is the postponed 2020 event and is a
joint Rally of the COC, the JawaCZ
Club and the MZRC. We hope this year to include
the IFA club who are enthusiastic owners of all
vehicles from the GDR. The price will be £20 per
person. A badge is included in the fee. Other
details of activities and speakers will be published
nearer the time. An event not to miss!

September 16-18th North Owersby,
Lincolnshire. This is different from the other
rallies in that the relatively small size of the field

means that we can only accommodate 25 people,
so that means pre-booking is essential. The Rally
is all inclusive with two breakfasts, tea, coffee and
snacks available throughout the day, two evening
meals and a litre of beer on arrival. A badge is
included and awards are as for The Three
Magpies. The bar operates on the basis of an
honesty box with the price at around £1-£1.25 per
can or bottle.

At North Owersby there is a purpose built cabin
with a wood burning stove. The facilities building
has a composting toilet and a wash hand basin with
hot and cold running water. Next door is a shower
room. The price is £40 per person.

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

Activities. These will vary from Rally to Rally and
have included ride outs, raffles, bring and buy
sales, quizzes and music provided by the COC
musical ensemble. (Which at the time of writing has
included a guitar, an accordion, ukuleles, a
recorder and a Xaphoon, although not all at the
same time.)

Regalia. It is hoped that Club Regalia will be on
sale at all events so that the dreaded postage costs
can be avoided! I’m not sure who owns the Royal
Mail but I’m damned certain that they have more
money than we do.

Rally Awards. It is planned that all awards will be
cast in aluminium by our Hero Foundermaster Phil
Rushworth. We intend that he will use scrap
aluminium from Soviet motorcycles where he can
and for this reason I am launching the Scrap Soviet
Aluminium Appeal. If you have a damaged piston
or a Dnepr cylinder head that has fallen for the
Motherland either send it to me or bring it to a rally
and it will live again as a cherished award!

The Hero Rallyist Award. Any member who
attends every Rally in 2022 will receive an award at
the 2023 AGM as Hero Rallyist of 2022. The rules
governing this award will be published shortly.
Finally we hope that we’ve put together a program
that builds upon what we have done for many years
and will bring fun and fulfilment to all. We will
provide, as far as possible, what you want so
please get in touch with ideas or suggestions and if
we’re getting it wrong tell me so that we can deal
with it. Charles' contact details are on page 4, use
these for up do date info on COC events.

Forthcoming events

Norfolk
'n'

Good

Watch this space in subsequent
issues of Horizontal View for

rally updates!
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In my opinion our club has a head and a heart. The
head is the club magazine where people can share
ideas and experience both good and bad. The
beating heart is our rallies where real people meet
each other and enjoy laughing with each other,
solving problems together and returning home
refreshed and re-enthused having met old friends
and gained new ones.

Incidentally what do you call a Jawa repaired with
an MZ silencer by Cossack Owners?

Above is Dave Eatock (I think), MZ club member,
Jawa owner and accordion player, photographed
by Tom O'Brien at North Owersby's Krampus Rally.
Note plywood floating on the swamp's surface, so
the nuts and bolts weren't lost in the mire forever.

Dave's Jawa was one of two motorcycles drenched
to a standstill by torrential rain, only four miles from
the campsite on the way home from the ride out.
They both stopped in the same layby. The sun was
shining when we left. You think we'd have ridden
to Cleethorpes for chips otherwise?

The dates for the April Stafford
Show are April 23rd and 24th.
If you want to take part in that you'll want to arrive
on Friday, April 22nd and ask Comrade Carl Booth
if he has room for your bike on the COC stand. His
contact details are opposite, telephoning him is
better, he has no internet at home, strangley.

Occasionally I am asked
to recommend motor
insurance for our type of
bikes. I always
recommend RH Motor
Insurers. When taking
out motor insurance it is always advisable to look
further than the headline premium. Ad-ons, policy
excesses and extensions can make a big

difference over the term of the insurance.

RH Insurance is a division of Hiscox Insurance and
they issue policies underwritten by Equity Red Star.
Their policies are classed as specialist policies
rather than classic or modern bike policies. They
are primarily aimed at classic machines, over 20
years old. Multiple bikes can be added to the
policy. For example I recently added a 1994 Soviet
Knight to my policy and the additional premium was
£5.60 for the remaining seven months whereas a
2006 Ural 750 combo was £140 for seven months.

Contact RH insurers on 0333 043 3911 or
rhspecialistinsurance.co.uk and be sure to mention
the Cossack Owners Club. Check out the
November/December 2019 edition of HV, page 29,
for a more in depth introduction to RH motor
insurers.

President & Technical Advisor: Peter Ballard:
01225 891634 molly40mog@googlemail.com
General Secretary: Tony Jones: 01942
605949/07504 700522
cossack@blueyonder.co.uk
Treasurer: Phil Inman: 01780 720420
coc.treasurer@mail.com
Membership Secretary: Gina Inman: 01780
720420 membership@cossackownersclub.co.uk
Show Organiser: Carl Booth: 01253 720327
comradecarl01@mail.com
Rally (Dis) Organiser: Charles "Baldrick"
Hancock: 07895979923
charlesphancock@yahoo.co.uk
Regalia: Phil & Gina Inman: 01780 720420
regalia@cossackownersclub.co.uk
Magazine Editor: Paul Codling: 01508 520890
paulcodling@mail.com
Webmaster: Dave Cox: 01794 884492
dave@russianmotorcycles.co.uk
Facebook: Because almost everyone does it.
www.facebook.com/cossackownersclub
Interesting motorcycle stuff only please. We find it
necessary to filter out all sorts of the internet's
alternative content!

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

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

Politburo

Tony
Jones

Insurance

Stafford



5

Mike's special Steve Lomas wheel,
from the previous issue of HV,
page 17, has now been finished.
The original, worn out spoke holes
in the hub have been drilled out to
look like aesthetically pleasing lightening. New
spoke holes have been drilled between them but
deeper into the flange where the metal is thicker.
This has meant making slightly longer spokes,
springy, coated mild steel, not brittle stainless. All
this means some of the stress in the spokes is
taken by the head and not entirely by the bend.
Apparently it's this which caused a hundred other
spokes to fail early.

The repair gives an old, worn out Dnepr hub a new
lease of life. At the time of writing the new wheel
has only served
2 miles.
Predictably it
was expensive!

Mike made a
holiday out of
his trip to
Lincolnshire to
collect his
wheel. He's
retired now and
has time for fun
and fishing. He
was impressed
by our location
on The Norfolk
Broads. We
gave him our
sofa for the
night of his 65th
birthday, and a
cake of course.
Happy birthday
Mike!

Ever wondered what was in that
facinating Bakelite box with the
light on it, on the side of an IZH49?
Here's an open one, below.

The fuse is missing but below is a picture of that.
Here's John, "Probably not everyone knows that
the factory Soviet fuse had 3-4 additional coils
wound round it, which in case of burning had to be
unwrapped and soldered on only one side. The
factory "stock" was enough for a few repairs.
Impressive forward thinking by the Russians or was
it the resident German engineers?" Whoever
thought of it, it's beautiful and one of the sweet
touches of originality which would make owning an
old Russian a joy. The editorial opinion, as out of
step with the mainstream as ever, is that fitting
modern electronics is a lot like buying a Yamaha.
I read a
journalists caustic
comment in a
magazine once
that a Russian
motorcycle was
"Agricultural folk
art on wheels."
Yep, and the
problem with that
is?

Mike
Rowe

John
Tickell
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Love HV, that and
joining the Morini
Riders Club has
bought me untold joy.

Noel Davis tribulations with the odd backfire
through the carbs reminds me of a problem I
encountered with a Ducati 860 GTS I once bought
cheap, with a similar problem. Fine when cold but
as soon as it got warm the rear cylinder would start
to cut out at idle.

The cause? A cracked rear head, the crack
running between the plug hole and the exhaust
valve seat. So all was OK when cold, but as soon
as the head warmed, the valve seat would come
loose and “open” with the valve at low engine
speeds, effectively meaning that the exhaust port
never fully opened, the hot exhaust gases stayed in
the cylinder. Head removal showed that Mongolian
engineering techniques had been utilised, but that
a multitude of punch marks around the seat were
insufficient to keep it in place.

Incidentally the practice of putting centre punch
marks on main bearing journals (in combination
with Loctite) has served me well in the past. The
rather lovely but unloved Benelli 250 2C’s that
could be purchased for £20 as non runners in the
early ‘80s had invariably spun their cranks in their
mains and once suitably repaired could be relied on
to keep going until something else broke.
Occasionally thousands of miles.

Also, Noel’s consideration of how to do a hand
shift. I think I’d recommend taking the linkage off
the foot pedal so as to avoid the need to construct
and use a gate, plus the foot pedal can be retained
and still work. If you put a gate on the hand lever
end then it will stop the foot lever mechanism from
working.

No idea if his box has a “slick-shift” but I’d like to
know if anyone can pull away using only the slick-
shift to control the clutch (assuming suitable levels
of skill and coordination) and equally come to a
stop and select neutral just using it (with engine
running!)? Surely that is impossible, but maybe
using the hand lever for neutral?

Rather horrified by the number of serious accidents
reported in Nov/Dec issue. Makes you think eh? I
though outfits were meant to be safe.

I first joined the COC back in the early 80’s, having
swapped an impossibly troublesome Ducati 350
Sebring for a chopped Ural. The Ducati was

probably my most unwise motorcycle purchase
ever, as befits a 12 year old bodged up late ‘60s
café racer. The vendor had to bump start it. “Oh
sorry haven’t got a kickstart lever” which roughly
translates as “you’ll need to split the cases as the
kick-start ratchet is broken”. It managed to get me
home (just) but thereafter defeated my 17 year
old’s skills for 6 months, battling with gear selectors
that didn’t, oil that leaked and charging that didn’t. I
finally managed coax it back to life to ride to the 20
miles to the Ural’s owner’s abode in Yeovil. Not
sure who was the mark in that particular exchange
scam. The Ural itself had been tortured. And
worse was to come.

I had first seen it gleaming outside Station
Motorcycles in Dorchester, a kind of greasy
secondhand bike shop that we’d occasionally ride
our ped’s and 250’s to in order to fantasise about
getting a bigger bike. Actually, many of my mates
ended up buying from there. Back then the Ural
was light blue, its heavy front fender and bulky
headlight had been replaced by lighter and shinier
things, its seats had gone in favour of a single
white banana set and best of all, a peanut tank had
been expertly moulded into the frame. Its wheel
hubs were chromed, as was its driveshaft, forks
and all the various levers. The air filter housing
had been ground off the top of the gearbox, and
everything expertly smoothed off, then polished, as
was all the alloy, engine cases, gearbox, brake
plates and drive box. It looked great.

However, a year in Yeovil had changed all that.
Gone was the beautiful paint, now replaced with
orange khaki drab. Gone was the chrome front
end. Now replaced with 6” over Metal Profile forks
and a Honda K4 Twin Leading Shoe front wheel.

The whole thing had been rewired. Using thick
yellow wire for everything, and to top it off? The
twistgrip had been replaced by a thumb lever!

Torquil
Ross Martin
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Have you ever ridden anything with a thumb lever
throttle? Oh, and the kickstart didn’t work.

Somehow, I got it home. It proved easier to bump
than the Ducati. It was fitted with open Amal 30mm
carbs and a good tickle was all that was needed
from cold. Later I looked back with fondness at the
way they would suck my bootlaces in and set fire to
them, and then refuse to relinquish them (with a
closed throttle) when I needed to put my feet on the
ground (it was a solo).

The TLS front brake was remarkably ineffective.
Closer inspection revealed that the front wheel was
the wrong way round, so it was Twin Trailing Shoe!
But this was probably a good thing as a spring,
jubilee clipped to the fork slider, had been utilised
as a torque arm to the brake plate (I kid you not).
My fix for this wrecked the forks for good. I flipped
the wheel, made a proper steel torque arm and
then fixed it to the (lugless) fork slider using an
exhaust clamp. Little did I realise as I tightened the
clamp good and hard that the fork slider tube was
crushing inward. So, from then on, I had a decent
front brake but also rigid front forks.

Of course, it didn’t charge. But a rewire and a
nearly new dynamo scavenged from a wrecked 750
in Harry Richards local scrapyard cured that. The
kickstart was just the ratchet pawl spring.

I added a sissy bar fashioned from an old brass
bed stead. (Fortunately, no photographic record
exists.)

So now I had a chop to ride to the pub! How fast
did it go? Well, with its sidecar gearing, plenty fast
enough to drop a valve, and prompt me to join the
COC in search of spare head, valves and piston.

While sourcing parts for the engine repair I further
improved the chassis. Gone was the bedstead and
rear shocks, replaced by wrought iron railing poles
welded together and joining the frame and swing
arm to create a “hard tail”. And ape hangers.
Cool indeed. I was happy.

The bike had no stands so, to park it, I would either
lean it on a wall or place my helmet under the LH
footrest.

Documentation was marginal, so I tended to give
the boys in blue a wide berth. However, when
riding through Guilford on the way to the Kent
Custom Bike Show a copper on an R80 spotted us
and invited me to have a roadside chat. He was
fairly contemptuous of my ride. “I bet the brakes

don’t even work.” he said swinging his leg over,
then pushing and pulling backwards and forwards
to check their function. Satisfied he leant the bike
back onto its non-existent side-stand.

I helped him pick it up, then he remembered that he
really needed to be somewhere else quite urgently,
jumped back on the R80 and sped off clonk
clonking up through the R80’s gears at speed into
the distance, without another word.

Sadly the Ural’s life was brutally cut short. While I
was elsewhere, my sister, yes, that girl on a Ducati
above, sliced herself to ribbons crashing it through
a barbed wire fence and her boyfriend repeatedly
“borrowed” the Ural to visit her in hospital. Three
round trips between Bridport and Weymouth
without an oil check was enough to seize the crank.

I never managed to get the flywheel off to strip the
engine, so it languished for years at the back of the
garage before being sold on, most likely going to
scrap. Wish I still had those polished cases.



8

Get your motor running, head
out on the highway, looking for
adventure blah blah blah. It’s
stuck in my head and I can’t get rid. It’s not a
favourite song, not even a favourite Steppenwolf
track, that would be Magic carpet ride. But it’s there
and it seems for keeps.

Can’t understand the relevance of it, I’m riding
down the A650 possibly the worst road in the world
if not the universe. And it’s honking it down. Proper
stair rods and obviously I didn’t bother to put my
wet legs on as I thought it would be a passing
shower.

I try a different version of the song, this time a
brassy umpah version with a German accent as
performed by The Heimatdamisch (covert
international bekannte pop-und rockmusikhits Im
Oberkrainerstil, apparently). It’s a ploy I use when
reading tedious books, I try to read with the
national accent of the author. Sometimes it works
and I manage to finish the book but other times it
doesn’t. I tried and tried to finish Mein Kampf but
couldn’t get on with all that shouty, ranty stuff.
Anyhoo, A650/rain/ damper than grandads
mattress. Why am I so buoyant? NEW BIKE!

That’s the answer, I’ve got new bike rapture. I
generally have a silly smirk when I’m riding, but
rarely get grin ache. I should have noticed the
warning signs, but I’ve been too busy throwing
myself at the elements.

I killed my go to bike, Little Stinky an MZ TS125, he
was fantastic. He was the antithesis of the reborn
bikers shiny toy. He resembled a bike which had
been left in a shed for 30 years, because he had
been. We went everywhere and nowhere baby,
green lanes, fords, cart tracks, high mountain
passes and highways. Then one day after a
particularly good ride round the Dales he gave up.
One minute cresting the fells, the next cruising to
the side of the road with a sound like fornicating
foxes. Strangely for an MZ I couldn’t get him going
again, well I could, the motor ran like a Swiss
cheese but there was no forward motion. Clutch is
fritzed I thought and called for the truck of shame.

Sadly it was more than the clutch, I was so
enthused by riding him that I had neglected his
needs. After digging him out of the shed I replaced
the oil, points and battery, and was so elated that I
had breathed life back into this little bike, and so
keen to ride him I forgot to ever check the oil again!
Various bits had melted and were replaced, but It
was never the same. It seemed like he was sulking

and I can’t blame him. I had broken his heart, so,
like the cad I am I wheeled him back into my shed
and left him for later days.

Lurking in the same shed was another sad case,
MZ again as I have a problem with them. This one
a 250 an ETZ251 for those who know, rescued
from a hedge and complete with a birds nest where
normally there would be a seat. Nothing remained
of the bike above the frame and not much looked
good below that, but it was something to do and I
have a large can of green paint that needs using
up. He was hoisted on to my work bench and I set
to with the spanners.

I tried to save what I could that came with the bike,
so the only things replaced were seat, tank,
headlight, bars, tailight and controls all sourced
from the boxes of eastern (European) exotica filling
my shed. Oh yes and tyres as a matter of course.
I stripped the injin, it was a sad sight. As I removed
the side case there was an avalanche of oxidised
aluminium, and the main bearings looked like they
had been 2 inches deep in water. Just shows that
hedges offer less protection than sheds if you want
to lay a bike up.

I get a bit obsessed when I’m building a bike so
after only 3 weeks I had done all I could. He sat on
my bench resplendent in his new coat of elephant
phlegm green paint, and looked every inch of what
I had anticipated. An army green trail bike complete
with high level auspuff. It was the exhaust that had
stalled the project. Being unable to weld and
especially unable to weld stainless steel I had
entrusted the fabrication of a new manifold to a
friend who was doing it as and when he could. I
was eager to start playing and the wait seemed
interminable even though it was only a couple of
weeks. The sparkly new stainless down pipe
arrived and fitted perfectly as I knew it would. The
bike came down from the bench, I introduced him

Bynnzi
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to Mr Benzolene, checked the oil again (once bitten
etc) kick kick kick kickety kick and he was alive,
and a tick over no less.

So here I was rattling down the A650, the
culmination of ongoing reliability trials. 600 miles no
major probs. To be fair I knew he was good after
the first 10 miles but not wanting to tempt fate I had
kept to my ever increasing circles regime. Having
said that, on the second outing I threw caution to
the wind and crossed the border into lanky hell but
flew under the radar and managed to get home
without detection. I switched to the birdy song as a
last attempt to clear my head, also good as a retort
in an argument you know you are losing.

It worked for a time and I retraced the route that
had left me heading down that highway shedding
water like the bow wave of a dreadnaught.
All back roads and byways, not because I was
assessing a new ride but I have an aversion for
direct routes which tends to lead me onto
thoroughfares less travelled.

The A650 runs 200 hundred yards from my house,
it’s the main artery to the Yorkshire Dales then the
the lakes and points north. For this reason I avoid it
whenever possible. The constant stream of
waggins, campervans and cars is not pleasurable
while riding motorcycles. It doesn’t seem to deter
the power rangers though, blasting their way
updale to an appointment with (fear) tea at Devil's
Bridge. Once there they uncoil for half an hour then
mount up and blat home again, seeing nothing but
a ribbon of tar and hopefully copping sight of the
many speed camera vans before it is too late.

I set off from Bingley heading in a Keighley
direction, on the B6265 but only briefly. This road
used to be the A650 before we got bypassed, onto
and through Crossflatts then a right turn at the local
Tesco’s takes me up hill. The bike pulling well, the
extra 125 cc making hills non existent. The
downside of little stinky was his reluctance on

gradients, we always got there in the end but on his
terms. On the open road he came into his own, all
10 horses snarling and panting, throttle to the stop,
everywhere flat out with a lazy smog accompanying
me everywhere.

We cross the Leeds and Liverpool canal by means
of a swing bridge, closed for a change. I quite often
wait here to let a boat pass. One boat is OK and
clears the bridge within 5 minutes. But when the
boaters gang up and storm the pass en masse it
gets tedious. Continuing uphill I soon arrive at a
mini rotundabout where a quick left right puts me
on to Street Lane. Upwards again a school on the
left then the buildings start to thin, a little chicane
with allotments on the right and I’m now heading
into open country. I make progress, constantly
rising for the next 4 miles. The northern power hole
of Keighley sulks in the valley to my left with distant
views up the Worth Valley towards Haworth.
Rombalds Moor rises on my right. Legend tells that
Rombald was a giant who created the local stone
formation of the cow and calf whilst fleeing from his
wife after a domestic. This is a road I know
intimately, I have shed much perspiration whilst
cycling up it.

At the high point a radio mast can be seen to the
right. When I was cycling this is the way I would go,
heading up a bridleway to the pylon then through a
fir plantation I called Bear Woods. Now Bear
Stumps as the timber has been harvested. In reality
it is called Rivock Edge and there are neolithic cup
and ring stones to be found on the fells. Also a
stanza stone, part of a modern poetry trail. The
next one back a few miles on Ilkley Moor.

All this is off limits to motorcycles so I stick to the
road. On a pushbike it would be bliss, a steep
downhill known locally as Robin Hoods, in reality
Holden Lane. For some reason I never freewheeled
down it but I did pedal up it many times, pausing at
the top to replace my lungs, my buddy Carlos
taking the opportunity to inhale a couple of roll ups.
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At the bottom of the decline I take a right turn,
Hawber Lane signed for Silsden Golf Club and
Brunthwaite, this is a nice single track twisty road
rising again. Care must be taken here as there are
many blind corners and it is a popular route for
young ladies on twitchy horses. Also for semi
pissed golfers.

A sharp left onto Light Bank Lane and we run level
for a bit, this time Silsden and the Aire Valley runs
to the left. About 3/4 of a mile on the left there is a
pile of sticks in a barb wire compound, when I first
used the road this was a dwelling. Two huts
knocked together with a chemical toilet. Hard to
believe in these days of double glazing, central
heating and hot and cold running convenience that
people were happy to live in this way. Necessity I
suppose. Anyhoo over the years bits kept falling
off and eventually after a bad storm it fell down.

At the end of the road a right turn onto Brown Bank
Lane which shadows the A6034 and leads me
towards Addingham. The road is bordered by
pastureland, the grazing cattle unlike grazing
horses have no interest/fear in the noisy thing
which putters through their world leaving a strange
fragrance in its wake. First left onto Turner Lane
and I drop down to join the 6034 where I take a
right and immediate left at the roundabout onto the
A65 towards Skipdale. This is fast road, sometimes
double cabbageway, again bordered by
pastureland and I’m soon running parallel with
Chelker Reservoir on my right. The lake is so close
that it looks like I could jump over the wall and take
a dip. Just after the res I take a right turn to and
through Draughton, following Low Lane, a single
track gravely road which crosses the Bolton
Abbey/ Embsay preserved railway and joins the
busy A59 Skipdale Harrogate road. The bike
handles the gravel slicks well, sure footed on his
budget knobbly rubber.

Draughton is another place that was bypassed, it
has much improved the village but the transport
cafe that was here didn’t survive having its lifeblood
moved to a fast road only 25yds away. Turning
right on the 59 would take me to the modern day
equivalent of this oasis, a cafe targeting passing
motorcyclists but strangely shut every time I call.
They must know something.

I turn left for a short spell, the road climbing with a
crawler lane even though the incline doesn’t seem
to call for it. A right turn onto another Low Lane
takes me to Embsay, where if you wish, the train to
Bolton Abbey can be boarded. Pursuing different
pleasures today I pass by the station and head
through the village past the Cavendish Arms and
take Brackenly Lane on the right. This meanders
round the back of the village then under another
railway, this time a private line serving a limestone
quarry at Cracoe, then I come to a tee junction with
the B6265. The quarry is a strange sight in a
national park, not a hole in the ground as you
would imagine. But big bites being taken from the
hillside. Half the fell has gone now.

A left here would take me back to Skipdale but I
turn right heading updale towards Grassington.
This is another busy road, mainly with tourist traffic,
and eventually will take you via differing high
passes to Settle, Hawes or Leyburn. Fleet Moss
the highest road in Yorkshire lies this way but is a
pleasure for another day.

I take the first left at Rylston, Raines Lane, a
picture perfect duck pond on my right. It’s residents
snoozing and gently quacking, possibly the after
effects of an over indulgence of bread. Not properly
in the Dales yet but the scenery is recognisable,
drystone walls and lush fields. This has been my
playground for 40+ years and sadly I do tend to
take it all for granted. Raines Lane in its turn leads
to another tee junction this time with Fleets Lane,
again I go left into the village of Hetton passing the
pub. The village is lucky, it still has a pub.

Many villages round here have lost theirs,
succumbing to residents declining due to not being
able to pay what townies are willing to pay for a
cottage to sit empty for six months of the year.
Then the problems with COVID. The Angel at
Hetton is a gastro pub but at least it’s a pub.
Hostelry on my right, I take a right feather with the
village green passing on the left. This is Hills Lane
and it zags and zigs in much the same style as
many of the other roads I have just traversed, the
only difference is I am now watched by nonchalant
sheep.
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On through the hamlet of Winterburn then a right
over a nice stone humpbacked bridge. This crosses
Eshton Beck which is a tributary of the river Aire. I
could play big boys pooh sticks here. Lob a sheep
in and see if I beat it back to Bingley. Instead I
carry on following the black top, passing Badger
Butt Lane on my left I stifle a snigger and soon
reach another of those pesky tee junctions. Left is
back to Skipdale via Gargrave and the A650. I go
right, this eventually passes through Malham.
Famed for its defunct waterfall known as Malham
Cove.

Malham for some reason has become destination
chav. The amount of daily visitors is staggering. It’s
a place I tend to avoid as it is generally gridlocked
with campervans. The national trust car park is
woefully inadequate, field after field now being
used as parking. Canny farmers diversifying,
probably taking a grant to leave the field fallow
whilst walking their wheel barrows of parking fees
home. I’m only jealous, it’s what I would do if I was
in their position. Any road, I head in a Malham
direction passing Town End Farm Shop on the left.
As the name implies, this is a farm shop. But also a
very good cafe flogging home made cakes to scoff
with your tea. I call fairly regular as I have
discovered that the shop stocks Stornoway black
pudding. This is offal nirvana, a mix of black
pudding and haggis. I first had the pleasure of this
delicacy whilst on a bike rally in Stornoway. The
prize for the longest distance traveled to get there
was a 3 foot black pudding of large girth! Sadly I
was not the winner.

I don’t stop as my destination is another culinary
gem, and I’m not so far off now. I drop down to
Kirkby Malham and take a left turn signed for
Settle, Grains Lane, Black Gill Lane then High Hill
Lane. The road following the contour, sometimes
walled, sometimes open, sheep thinking it funny to
wait until I am nearly past before sauntering into
the road. The walled sections bounce the
unmistakable note of a two stroke exhaust back at
me. Eventually I drop down into Settle and ride
through the market place. Settle is a popular place
for motorcyclists and there are a few sports bikes
parked up, their riders filling their faces with fish n
chimps. I join the Main Street here, the A6480
heading towards Giggleswick.

The Harts Head Inn is on my left. I was brought
here by my parents back in the day, a run out in
their Zephyr to see Chitty Chitty Bang Bang. Not
the film but the actual car on a publicity tour. That
dates it. I recall that was also a rainy day and I was
less than enthusiastic, sulking in the back seat

watching the patterns of raindrops slide down the
window. The copper dome of Giggleswick school
is also on my left as I continue rising again past a
golf club onto Buckhaw Brow. In the early days of
motoring this was a formidable obstacle,
passengers often getting out to help push their
charra up the hill. Some cars ascending in reverse
gear.

Just as the road starts to climb there is an old stone
trough to the right of the carriageway, this is the
ebbing and flowing well. Not doing either now as
some dogooder dug it up in the name of science to
see how it worked. Now it doesn’t, the magic being
lost. Beforetimes the water came and went at will,
now it’s an empty trough full of coke cans and crisp
packets.

The crawler lane here is definitely needed, but not
by me. I blat up quite happily the bike pulling a
grinning fat lad with ease. That’s 20 GGs for you.
We pass the old service station on the apex, it’s
customers taken away with the advent of more
reliable vehicles.

Black skies now and looking very ominous but still
dry. We take an unobtrusive lane to the right, no
name no sign to state it’s destination, it’s actually
Brunton Road, but I know where it goes and that is
the village of Feizor. My destination.

We follow the single track lane, bearing right
through a few farm buildings and a ford to
eventually pull into a gravel parking area. The focus
of my ride is the other side of the track, Elaine’s
Tea Rooms. It’s one of those places that you only
find if you know about it. There are no adverts
telling of its existence, no bill boards at the end of
the road. It’s just there and a fantastical haven of
comfort food. There is always room for the weary
traveller, if not inside then under a large wiggly tin
roofed shelter. I divest myself of my riding attire, sit
down and presently a young lady comes to take my
order. Liver and onions features large on the
specials board. So I order this and tea then settle in
to wait.

Ruminating on my travels all thoughts of little stinky
have been banished, I’m now on my new go to
bike. He has performed better than my
expectations, to be fair they weren’t very high. But
exceeded them he has. He starts (easily) stops and
goes round corners admirably. He has a pleasant
exhaust note and is my favourite shade of green.
What’s not to like? I had thought that I might sell
him on, it’s what I do, build a bike and then sell him
to pay for another.
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I’m very fortunate to not be dependant on this to
finance my hobby, and I do have other relics
awaiting my ministrations already residing in my
shed? So he’s a keeper.

Having wrapped myself around the liver and onions
I pull on my gear and head for the car park. He
starts first kick and sits there gently rocking while I
mount up. Little fragrant clouds of two smoke
wafting around as he waits. I look to the sky, it’s
still dry. I think I will make home before the weather
hits so set off, dropping down to join the A650 and
head left towards Skipdale. My weather forecasting
is shite and the skies open before I have done 10
miles but I’m on a home run now, it can do as it
wants. I’m grinning like the Cheshire Cat, one
happy puppy. Little Stinky is dead, long live Nuevo
Stinky!

Still up north, here's Dent in
Lancashire.........

The second weekend of October was approaching
so it was time for the club weekend camp in Dent. I
was particularly looking forward to it as I had
missed the last official one last October after
testing positive for Covid at just the wrong time!

The only potential hiccup was the lack of fuel due
to media induced mass hysteria, again. After
seeing that our local station had a delivery
overnight on Tuesday I took the opportunity to fill
up the outfit on Wednesday so that I was not
messing around on Friday in a futile search for fuel.

Earlier on in the week the weather forecast said
“unseasonably warm”, that’ll do for me, I thought. I
packed up on Friday lunchtime in glorious sunshine
and set off with just a T-shirt under my jacket,
heading towards Hebden Bridge and over the tops
to the Northern Powerhouse of Keighley (©Bynnzi)
and then up the A65, calling in at Ingleton for a top-
up at the extortionate price of £1.39.9p a litre.

Then a steady ride up past Ribblehead only to find
the usual left-hand turn to Dentdale blocked with a
“Road Closed” sign. I never know when to believe
these, “closed” sometimes means a small hole in
the ground, which is easily dodged, or else a
gaping chasm across the entire road, which means
an irritating return journey.

Rather than risk a pointless expedition, a quick
mental re-navigation meant a trip up to Hawes,
then towards Sedbergh before turning left over the
Garsdale
Head/Dent
station road,
finally arriving
at the world
famous
Condor camp
site at around
4pm.

Already
present were
Charlie
MacIntyre on
his M66 framed, 750 Ural engined Dnepr tanked
outfit, who had set off a few days earlier from
deepest darkest Scotland, Paul White on his
monkey bike from not-so-deep but still dark
Scotland, Mike Sweeney, Steve Coppin and
“Talking” Tony Simmons and Mark Kenworthy of
MZ club fame, apologies if you were there and I
have missed you out, or spelt you wrong.

After the customary greetings and small talk,
several others arrived. Dave and Emma with
daughter Raven on their two Japanese engined
outfits, followed by Vince on his newly acquired
Smart car turbo-diesel engined K100 BMW and
Glen disgraced himself by turning up on a Honda
again. I don’t know what all the fuss is about with
these Japanese bikes, they’ll
never catch on.

After a few preliminary drinks,
darkness approached so it was off
to the pub where an entertaining
evening followed, aided by much
alcohol, including Vince’s tales of
internet dating disasters, while
Charlie was in a mushroom-and-
whiskey induced world of his own
and seemed very happy to be
there.

Russell
Johnson
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Last orders arrived so after a last JD (not Malibu,
Dave/Emma!) it was time to risk the cobbles back
to the site. Seeing as Charlie had a nice tarp setup
with pioneer three-legged-stove-thing, it was a
natural place to sit and talk a while longer, until he
declared “It’s time for you lot to fuck off, I’m off to
bed!”. This is after he’d fallen over several times,
taking his stove with him at least once, and having
to be helped back into his chair only to fall out of it
again!

Friday night itself was quite mild with Saturday
morning being quite bright but then starting to get a
bit cloudy and overcast. Charlie packed up and left
as he had a job to do back up North, Steve went
out for a ride out somewhere and Vince also
decided to go out and pollute the countryside with
diesel fumes for a while.

After a bacon sandwich I went with Dave and family
for a tour of Dent, calling at the Church to see the
vampire’s grave before calling in at The Sun Inn for
a beer. Back to the campsite where I decided on a
power-nap, NOT “nanny-nap” as Raven called it!
Wait until she is my age, then she’ll know what it’s
like!

Later on in the afternoon there was an
unmistakable ring-ding-ding as Bynnzi turned up on
his ETZ outfit, shortly followed by Phil Rushworth
and Jane (?) and somebody I don’t know in a car.

Off to the pub again, a bit quieter night with no
Charlie, and Paul had retired early as well. We
seemed to manage without them though, assisted
by the diddly-diddly folk musicians who always

seem to turn up as well. We left early as we had a
fire pit and some wood to burn, so back to camp to
sit under Dave’s tarp and watch the old “natures
TV” while breathing in lots of smoke fumes. I
sloped off and left them to it around 12ish, noisy
buggers.

Sunday morning greeted us with plenty of sunshine
after a cool start, so after coffee and porridge it was
time to pack up and leave after the usual goodbyes
of course.

A very enjoyable weekend and bound to be better
than going to the Stafford Show, can’t wait ‘til next
May, make sure you’re there
too!

Yeah well, someone has to go to Stafford to keep
Carl company. Here he is, reporting it, with some
punctuation. How about that!

The mechanics show returned to its usual place
with no plague in sight, so all us non scaredy cats
turned up for our usual gathering to display our
wonderfull steeds for public scrutiny. But gaining
access became a laugh as the ticket allocation was
a new style of confusion thought up by Mortons.
You turned up, named your club, got your pass and
entered after being scanned by a QR thing?
Anyhow after all that we were in. The stand was a
bit larger than July but smaller than I like and as I
had 10 bikes down, 3 of them being combo's, it was
a squeeze but they all got on except Paul's, a bit
big so it was displayed by the table. Over the
weekend we had alot of interest. As the Russian
stuff seems to be sought after this kept us rather

Stafford
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busy with questions.
A star on the stand was Dan
Nemeth's beautiffully
restored 1950s K750 which
had lots of pics taken, also
we had 2 new showers, Nick
Turnham and Sam with their
Roustabout combo and
Matt's friend Steve Bamber
who supplied his M72 side
valve solo (I think they
enjoyed themselves). In the
two stroke group Tony
brought along his all shiny
Planeta Sport and Matt
supplied his newly aquired
IZH Planeta, and to keep the
gangster theme on form Bill
Green brought his 750
Voyage so one way or another we had something
for everyone.

At some point during the show the club had its
picture taken for one of the glossy bike mags and
most of the committee was present (except sleepy)
so good publicity. Classic Bike Guide in fact, above
right. From the left, Carl, Konstantin, Gina, Phil,
Igor, Bill, Your editor and Lovely Hazel.

Inside and outside the autojumble was OK but
nothing to write home about with few bargains and
daft prices for what I term rusty rubbish. The
weather was better than usual for this time of year
and the camping rules relaxed so we were all
together round the marquee with BBQ, music, beer
and impromtu music recital by Gina and Phil on
recorders. A satisfying weekend by all was had.
Sunday is the quiet day and for a second time we
were allowed out early (for good behaviour) and all
packed away till the next show in April, see you
there. As the stand is now being filled, if you would
like to be part of it I need to know by Febuary or
you're on standby if someone fails to come. To all
those who displayed a
big thanks. Displayers
were. Paul and Ross
Greensmith-combo,
Nick and Sam
Turnham-combo, Dan
Nemeth-combo, Matt
Woodward-IZh
Planeta, Tony Jones-
Planeta Sport, Me
Riga12 and Minsk
mmvz-3, Bill Green-
voyager 750, Paul
Codling and Hazel-Ural

M63 and Steve Bamber K750.
Above, Steve Bamber's K750, less than precisely
assembled with a few delicate engineering
expediencies (!!!),
right and opposite
right. Opposite,
Dan's achingly
beautiful green
K750, Tony's shiny
Planeta Sport and
Matt's, ex Tarka
Planeta.

The other bikes on
display weren't so
easy to photograph
because they were
embedded in the
tangle of footrests
and handlebars on
the tightly packed
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stand. This is a good thing. As ever,
the show is much more of a social event for us and
exhibiting bikes is really an excuse for a camping
weekend. The adjacent MZRC stand displayed
only four solos, spread out in acres of open space.
Further down the balcony, the No Rules MZ Club,
some sort of breakaway protest group, displayed
theirs. What happened there then?

Below, the instrument Phil's playing isn't a recorder,
it's a Xaphoon. The first was made out of bamboo
by a bloke called Brian Wittman who wanted to
make something for a young friend who liked the
noise a saxophone makes. He stuck a tenor sax
reed onto a bamboo flute. After playing it in public,
Wittman was asked to make more and it eventually
went into production, made out of ABS plastic,
although he still makes around 1500 per year in
bamboo by hand at his house in Hawaii.

Due to having a closed bore instead of an open
bore like a recorder, its range is an octave below
recorders of comparable length. According to the
internet, because of its short length and large finger
hole size, the pitch of individual notes can be raised
and lowered easily, making the Xaphoon equally
well suited to playing Turkish, Middle Eastern, and
other musical scales outside the European
tradition. It sounded lovely in Staffordshire.

The black smudge overleaf doesn't look much but it
is in fact a view of Camp Cossack from elsewhere
on the campsite. If you look closely you can see
the eerie blue glow of the fairy lights, the raging red
of the inferno in the COC woodburner and the
billowing clouds of noxious smoke escaping from
Carl's gazebo, back lit by the lights of our
neighbours. Obviously in order to billow out, the
atmoshere in the gazebo is impenetrably toxic too.
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If you didn't know, David is our
webmaster and we've
thoughtlessly neglected him
recently. A while ago the website
caused more trouble than we had the resources to
fix until a lucky break gifted us the solution. David
handed over the job of webmaster but since then
he's graciously voluteered to resume. But, having
deleted him from the Politburo, I didn't put him
back. Worse than that, I forgot his committee
officer's report to the virtual AGM in the last issue.
Sorry, sorry, sorry David, it won't happen again.
Two months late then...........

AGM Report 2021 (Website & Facebook)

Website: The lockdown in 2020 gave me the
opportunity to take a look at the clubs website and
update it in attempt to give the site a better look
and possibly make a little easier to use. I hope you
like the result. The website is being viewed all
around the world with visitors increasing each
month. Below is graph of new and returning visitors
to our website this August/September, this trend
has been rising through most of this year, 2021.
The yellow section shows returning visitors and
blue new visitors, this graph is encouraging.

There are a few updates from the previous version,
i.e. I have added a ‘Notification’ page, this can be
useful for possible rally date changes/updates,
important information the clubs needs to pass on,

new events etc. so please take a look now and
again. The ‘Membership’ page is now much easier
to use and is clearer on its options.

The 5 year ‘Back Issues’ is now available in
separate full magazines instead of just a date list;
this hopefully makes it easier to select a HV you
want to find. If you need a particular HV magazine
from before 2016 you can write to me and ask for
one on dave@russianmotorcycles.co.uk I can then
send you a PDF copy of that issue.

We are always open to suggestions from our
members on the website content, if you have
anything you would like to see please let us know.

I am willing to continue looking after the website.

Facebook: Our Facebook page is running well
with more people joining on a regular basis. To
date we have 578 members around the world, but I
do still reject about 6 out of 10 people wanting to
join, and most of those as usual have nothing to do
with bikes but just want to join anyway and show us
their babies/cats/dogs and holiday snaps.

Adverts: As in previous reports, all adverts for
sales, wanted etc. should not be posted on the
Club’s Facebook group. All such adverts must be
posted on our sales group ‘Cossack Sell Buy
Swap’. You can find a link to it on the COC website
at the bottom of the Home page. I think the word
has been passed round that all adverts will be
deleted after asking the seller to move it. It’s not
only our choice but to keep various sellers (some
possibly rogue) from using the club as their shop
front. The Facebook group is solely for discussion,
help and photos etc. it’s also in the rules for our
group. I look through the group as a daily routine
and pleased reading most of the posts for help,
advice and historic photos, its working well, let’s
keep it that way.

Device Apps: An important issue arose at the
beginning of July when a post came in offering
people a downloadable application to find
information and parts etc, on the bikes. This
immediately caused me to write a warning
regarding this. All downloads/apps from any
individual should be viewed with extreme caution,
especially if you have banking information on your
devices. I was assured by the man posting it that it
is OK but personally I wouldn’t download it. Of
course it’s up to anyone who wants it to go ahead
and download the application.

David
Cox
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David told me that the recent overhaul of the
website cost him as much as a whole weekend per
page in places. He doesn't get to enjoy the
pleasant interaction with the membership like we
do here in the HV office so I'm not sure he's
reassured by how much we appreciate the work he
does. If you want to know anything about the
website, submit anything to it or just want to
encourage David, his contact details are back on
page 4.

Thirty four arrests were made
when drugs squad officers raided
a Hell’s Angels party before
dawn. The raid was on a remote cottage in a valley
on the edge of the Pennines. It was carried out by
senior officers from the Barnsley division of the
West Yorkshire police and the drug squad based at
the force’s Wakefield head quarters after an
anonymous tip. About 50 officers and a fleet of
police vehicles took part in the operation, which
was led by Supt Frank Storey of the Barnsley
division and Det Roy Smith of the drugs squad.

A local magistrate had been awakened to sign a
warrant under the Dangerous Drugs Act to search
the cottage in the Silkstone Common area near
Penistone. It was the scene of a combined Guy
Fawkes night and a 23rd birthday party for a
member of the Barnsley Knights Circle, a group of
motorcycle enthusiasts.

They arrived at the cottage, mostly on motorcycles
at 11pm on Friday night from the neighbouring
villages of Penistone, Dodworth and Silkstone.
Some of them left early, and most of the remainder
who were arrested were asleep when the police
swooped. A man who lives nearby said that he
was awakened on Saturday by the police convoy
as it drove on the twisted, rutted cart track to the
cottage.

From a window he saw about eight uniformed
policemen stationed in the lane while others herded
groups of half naked youngsters into a police van.
Most of the party goers were whisked away so
quickly that they didn’t have time to put on their
shirts and socks he said. “They were put nine in a
cell and interviewed for several hours before being
released. Afterwards police returned and searched
surrounding gardens” the man added. “It had been
a very quiet party of motorcycle enthusiasts. They
were Hells Angels, rockers, greasers, you name
them, they were there, but they were very well
behaved. I was surprised when I saw the large
number of policemen outside.”

A West Yorkshire Police spokesman at Wakefield
said that the raid took place at 4.30am. The 34
people arrested were bailed to appear at Barnsley
police station on December 20th.

Find out who's 23rd birthday, and who's house it
was on page 33.

There is an ever present topic
discussed on classic bike forums of
“What is the best carburetor for my
bike?” Modern car and bike manufacturers have
agreed on the answer, none, as the optimal
solution. After experimenting with many
carburettors for my Dnepr MT, I decided to follow
suit and continue the fun of learning about how my
bike works by fitting electronic fuel injection (EFI).

An engine works by compressing an air and fuel
mixture, igniting it, and transforming the explosive
force into useful motion. The more fuel burnt the
more force produced, more speed. The amount of
fuel must be in the correct proportion to air to burn
correctly and the correct amount must be metered
out for any force demand from the rider.
Carburettors use the vacuum created by engine
sucking in air to add fuel via a series of precision
holes. The same addition of fuel to air is achieved
in EFI by feeding high pressure fuel to injectors and
opening them briefly, just the same as squirting
WD40 by pressing a button. A computer is required
to calculate how long to open the injector valve,
based on
conditions
that it
measures,
such as
engine
vacuum, air
and engine
temperatures,
throttle
position and
more.

Guess
who?

Igor
T
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I bought the EFI system as a kit from company
“M2B” from Belarus. The kit contains (almost)
everything one needs, including throttle bodies,
injectors, fuel pump, fuel filter, the computer and all
the plumbing and wiring required. Installation was
very easy with a manual available from the M2B
website.

The kit is based on the MicroSquirt standalone
ECU popular with car tuners. The kit did require
welding on two bungs onto the exhaust pipes for
oxygen sensors, previous page, and tapping M5
threads into the heads for engine temperature
sensors, below, and gluing an ambient air
temperature sensor into the air filter housing. The
ignition system also required to be upgraded, all
else is plug
and play.

This EFI
system
completely
replaces the
ignition system
and
instructions
strongly
recommend
upgrading to
the coil that
the kit was
verified with,
the Bremi
20355. The
coil is not
included in the
kit, nor the
mounting for it.
I made the

mountings, shown below from aluminium. After a
few thousand km they cracked, it is probably better
to use steel here instead.

First start. Connecting all things as instructed in
the manual, kicking the engine over, and nothing
happened. It turned out there were no issues with
the installation, but the computer was not set up
correctly. The problem was that I knew nothing
about tuning and I was thrown in at the deep end. I
needed all the help from Artem from M2B, the
internet and the MicroSquirt manual just to figure
out the basics.

Sorting out the ignition timing took the better part of
a week of non-stop work and this is because the
picture opposite top illustrates what the deep end
looks like. Each parameter had to be carefully
studied and many experiments had to be done.

A systematic approach is required to achieve
progress. To solve the ignition issue for example,
the first thing that had to be done was disconnect
EFI and put known good carburettors back on.
Eliminating half the system as a potential problem.
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Further simplification was implemented in software.
Locking the ignition to a fixed advance I attempted
to start the bike while manually scrolling through
the angle, above, and eventually the bike started
with 40°deg of advance in the wrong direction.
Reporting this back to Artem, we figured out that
the position sensor polarity was inverted and thus
we figured out the cause of the problem. To confirm
that the ignition works correctly I then rode for
another week with carburettors, just to put the
ignition system into “known good” category.

Ignition sorted I put the injectors and throttle bodies
back on and rode out with high hopes for smooth
operation which were destroyed only a hundred
meters down the road. The system was running far
too rich, injecting too much fuel with horrible
operation familiar to anyone who has ever tried
cheap Chinese K68 carbs.

Sorting the richness problem was easier if a lot
more involved. The best part about EFI compared
to carburetors is that one can ride out and
experiment, and if something does not work then
things can be reset to exactly how it was before.
Each adjustment takes seconds and there is never
a question of doing the same thing and getting
different results. Data can be logged, and
adjustments made accordingly.

Using logs, I reduced the amount of fuel injected
and at the same time also made the throttle
operation feel smoother, finally after two months of
tuning the bike was running successfully.

Tuning and set up complete, the start of summer
beckoned, it would be a foolish move to go out and
ride any serious distance before teething problems
were completed and sure enough, they started
straight away.

At the beginning one of the injectors arrived
leaking, it was small but at the time it had to be
removed from the list of possible faults, new
injectors purchased, old carried as spares. The
second fault was more severe when the camshaft
position sensor died while going along the A11.
Closer inspection of the sensor revealed the wires
vibrated loose inside the sensor. The sensor is the
same as one used on Sovek ignition, however their
years of experience taught the engineers the
importance of potting the wires and correct routing.
Replacing my sensor with one from an old Sovek
unit I was able to move off the A11.
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I now carry a spare sensor in the tool bag. After a
few thousand miles the included fuel hose lines
also started to degrade, this was replaced with
known good hose.

For longer riding power generation was a
significant issue. The instructions specify that the
generator used must be at least 300W rated though
I used my standard G414 150W machine, hoping
that LED lighting setup would be enough to offset
the 70W+ load from EFI. This of course is not
enough, and the battery will only charge while
cruising at above 3,000rpm. How I learnt to stop
worrying and love the blinking charging light! If the
light is constant either off or on, it's trouble as this
was a better indicator of the generator or regulator
failure, blinking is better, blinking is life. The rotor
has failed twice and the voltage regulator once.
Replacing the generator is one of the highest
priority to do items for next year’s riding season.

In the way of longer term use, I have ridden about
3,000 km this year using this EFI system, including
a trip to Cornwall which meant two days of 500km
each in the peak of summer heat, several trips to
club meetings, and general riding in the East Anglia
neighborhood. Initial tuning and teething problems
aside, there have been no issues with EFI and after
a while I unpacked the backup carbs and ignition
system and left them at home.

(Note who made the injectors, above.)

Most of this article has been devoted to difficulties
encountered, however this is not a fair
representation, though they are more interesting to
talk about. After the tuning was complete the bike
starts with half a kick, no matter the condition
(computer measures the parameters and
compensates to force a start), the bike rides
perfectly and allows happy cruising at 100km/h with

6L/100km efficiency. I enjoy logging my rides and
reviewing them later and there is plenty of room
remaining with experimentation. Throughout all this
I have learnt the fine detail of most of the settings
but there is still unexplored material and more
improvements possible.

Reviewing the M2B system, my conclusion would
be that it is still in the beta testing stage. My
respect goes to Artem, as a fellow engineer,
knowing what it takes to bring a product such as
this to market I am willing to forgive the faults and
enjoy the results.

I would not recommend buying this system
expecting a smooth journey yet, but it will get there
in time. For now, if you do decide to try this
yourself, good luck and I will be there to help you if
you need.

(Above, intermediate technology valve spring
compressor adjacent to computer keypad on Igor's
workbench.)
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At present I have
dismantled my bike,
performing a major
repair and upgrade to
all components. This
will include increasing
the compression ratio
so further tuning will
have to be done. While
using the system, there
have been many things
I would have liked to
add to the computer, a
wideband O2 sensor
for easy tuning, a
voltage regulator for
generator, relays, turn flashers, fuse blocks and
more, so at this point I have strongly considered
building my own engine control unit ECU computer.
History books recall it was the rage to make one’s
own computers in the 80s, it is time to recall that
tradition from history and apply it to Dnepr MT.

As you know, here in the
HV office, we're thrilled by
the pure Soviet essence
of our ancient Russians
and although they are arguably "improved" by
current technology, are they as much fun to ride?
Myself and Igor enjoyed the following email
exchange on the subject............

This made me smile, "Modern car and bike
manufacturers have agreed on the answer – none,
as the optimal solution." I was a motorcycle
mechanic for 30 years and for me, the purpose of
digital fuel injection was to enable the
manufacturers to install prohibitive noise and
emission controls in legislation so that only the
major manufacturers themselves could comply with
it. The final developments in carburettors were
better than fuel injection but unable to provide the
on board adjustment necessary to foil the
regulations. Being an old man with an in depth
understanding of intermediate technology, I like
carburettors. How different we are!

We differ greatly. I do like carburettors also they
have a charm to them in being a self-contained
system and I'd like to learn more about the later
developments but I've never ridden a carbureted
bike before that could replicate performance of EFI.
Perhaps its because the manufacturers didn't want
to spend the cash improving carbs, perhaps their
peak potential really was exhausted I don't know

enough to make that call. Closest thing I rode was
a Honda CB500s from 1999 with dual CVK carbs,
on good days it almost felt perfect, however the
same feeling is there no matter what day on the
bike I have now, and truly modern machines like
the big 4, flagship bikes, of the last 2-3yrs are out
of this world, all while obeying the same volatile
compound emissions, not destroying catalytic
converters, all at higher mpg. 6L/100km is
impressive for Dnepr ohv 650 but embarrassing for
my DL650 which uses 3.5L/100km under similar
conditions.

Cultural
Exchange



22

Behind the marketing you have to consider that the
saving in greenhouse gas emission in the change
from carbs to EFI is completely negated by the
manufacturing of millions of new vehicles to replace
old ones which are in fact not old, but would still be
servicable for many years.

Worse than that, the Euro noise and emissions
testing took place at a specified road speed, not
over a range of various driving conditions. The
primary function of EFI was to adjust engine
management at that speed. In practice this meant
that at 54mph, if the test speed is 55mph, the
engine would be smoking away like a Ukrainain
steel works. At 55, the ECU runs rich to keep the
noise down, opens valves in the exhaust system to
blow fresh air from the airbox straight down the
pipes, closes more valves in both the airbox and
the exhaust to run their dimensions consistent with
a light throttle position and the test's sensors think
it's clean and efficient. At 56 mph the ECU
switches everything back to normal.

On the road, this felt like a glitch in carburation
where the bike would fall into a flat spot. It was
particularly bad in traffic. Also, in order to facilitate
fast idle during warm up, the throttle bodies
featured separate idle circuits and the throttle
butterflies closed completely. This meant that a
touch of throttle off idle opened a huge percentage
increase in air flow, making the low speed throttle
response jerky and difficult to control. On the then
current sports bikes with their light flywheels, EFI
was horrible. I'm sure things have improved now.

The big 4 flagship bikes of the last 2-3 years are
deadly dull. Lately, in a effort to improve fuel
efficiency, they've been getting slower and slower
and slower. There have been no worthwhile
improvements in riding experience for twenty years.

It sounds like it was a big problem in the early days
but they certainly don't feel like that now. The
Dnepr EFI did indeed have the painful transition off
idle as it also has a separate idle circuit, but I
managed to adjust the lower edge of the map to
make it more or less smooth. Default fuel map was
also full of holes so I had to get onto MATLAB and
smooth it out. There's no good way to do this
without a wideband O2 sensor so we'll definitely
have to install one next year.

The emissions cheating you describe is very much
like the VW strategy and it should have been
exposed at the time, I really really hate it when
manufacturers obey only the strict letter of the law
rather than the spirit. The good news is that they

force you to learn about embedded energy and
resources these days at the very design
stage, including crunching the numbers on the
replacement cycle. It's an interesting question -
how long does running an inefficient machine
overcome the embedded energy required to build
its replacement ? We had to struggle with these
questions on the matter of silicon, lithium, copper
and steel, all modern electronics. Hopefully more
engineers will refocus their design accordingly. I
feel horrendously guilty designing anything new
these days though as an easy answer is to simply
use less

It's true the
more recent
leaders have
focused on
sophistication
rather than raw
numbers for
power but they
climbed very
far up the peak
only to come
down a little.

Please do
come back and
have a test
ride on the
Zero SR/S
just for fun.
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Yes VW were caught but they all do it. It worries
me that new machines only look efficient according
to the manufacturers own data, but in practice
they're not. It worries me worse that the marketing
induces people to replace their vehicles too quickly.
When I worked for a Honda dealer, it was very
rare for traded in motorcycles to have covered
more than a few thousand miles. Believe it or not
some were replaced before their first services.
They stood no chance of recovering their debt to
the environment. That's the way modern life is. It's
consumerism which is the prime driver of global
warming, not internal combustion.

I'm also worried that the drive to replace internal
combustion with electric vehicles is simply
marketing too and that their production, and the
cost in carbon of installing the necessary
infrastructure to support them, will only exacerbate
the problem. Electric vehicles are simply not good
enough yet, but there's some doubt if they ever will
be. The problem is that they don't evoke the same
emotions as internal combustion does. They are
very, very boring. Perhaps new vehicle sales will
crash and electricity will be the end of private car
ownership? Who's going to buy a self drive car?

I can't imagine less fun than a Zero. When internal
combustion is no longer tenable, I'll catch the bus.

I agree with you on every part, especially the fast
turnover, people should slow down and enjoy what

they have rather than chasing a new trend, and of
course set up infrastructure for the future in
anticipation.

We disagree once more though on the fun, for me
there is nothing fun about noise or vibration, for me
these are faults that must be corrected, not
relished. But there's nothing that gives the sheer
adrenaline and acceleration as motorcycles, small
aircraft flying does the trick too but it's far too
expensive and there's tons of hassle. At this point
you might ask why I bought a Dnepr, (more
accurately, why I bought 2). This was something I
wanted as a child seeing them everywhere and
they've always been part of history for me, it's a joy
to go back to that every time, also learning about
old school tech turned out to be very fun and Dnepr
allows one to try things one usually wouldn't. Case
in point we're re-welding couple heads this winter to
repair the cracks and broken off bits, knowing
nothing about aluminium welding until two weeks
ago.

Best hope we have is that new vehicle sales will
crash to individuals and companies will rent them
out as a fleet. Already car ownership is a burden
rather than a joy and the fashions have turned
against them. I'm not ever planning to get a driving
license and I'm not alone

Music is noise and vibration Igor!

For this issue
Michael's discovered
that Heather
MacGregor,
mentioned with
sadness in the previous issue, and her mother Val
Cropp were members of the Leicester Phoenix
Motorcycle Club. The picture below is on the
LPMCC website and is of Heather's Sister "Fink",
Heather, in the middle, and Val. The caption under
it reads "Mum has still got that outfit but
unfortunately has not used it for several years and
parked it over a bramble bush. There's more bush
than outfit now!" It's in July August 2019 HV.

Wadsworth's
Websites
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I've seen the above picture of Val in black and
white in ancient editions of HV, but here it is in
colour. It looks like it's at The Three Magpies which
she organised for many years.

Also on the LPMCC website is a report by
someone called Ted Trett who went to Dent ages
ago. According to him the COC was a very active
club. I've no idea what date this is but the ride out
was to a COC member's house to go look at a four
cylinder Ural he was building. Who was that?
Ted went to Dent with Fat Barry Warrener, who
used to own a Morris Minor engined Ural outfit, and
Harry Herfield who rode there on Hagar, below.

Hagar was (is?) a Citroen 2CV powered Dnepr with
Ural rocker covers. Pictured opposite top is what
could be an MT12. It looks very shiny and new, so
is this 1980/1/2/3 then? Under that picture is Val
Cropp's denim jacket, with COC National Rally
badges for year after year after year. Anyone
know what happened to Hagar?

On Sunday 17th
October there was a
‘Red Oktober’ meeting
at the Ace Café. It was
not widely advertised so I only found out a few days
before. However, there was a good turnout from
our club, the IFA and others.

Jim Turner was already there when I arrived at
09.30am he was riding his latest acquisition an ex
Paul Codling Voskhod 2, opposite. James from
Twickenham then arrived on his Ural combo. It
was nice to meet Andrew Mutter from East London
for the first time. His bike is a grey 650cc Ural solo
and he purchased it from Tony Jones, below.

David
Greenwood
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Several others arrived
a chap from Oxford
with a Dnepr right
hand sidecar. It
originally had a side
valve engine and no
drive to the sidecar.
However, he got stuck
in mud or sand in
Morocco. When back
home he fitted
permanent sidecar
wheel drive and a
650cc OHV engine.
He reported high
petrol consumption
due to low gearing
and sidecar drive.
(Not that you can see so well but the alternator
looks a bit special. Fancy writing an article on this
outfit and the Morocco adventure then, Chap from
Oxford? Please!)

A Ural combo arrived in full camouflage paint work
the owner has had it for 6 months and loving it.
Late afternoon a Ural Tourist combo arrived with a
great Dane in the sidecar complete with a harness

and eye goggles. I have seen many dogs in
sidecars but never a massive dog like this it
gathered much attention ! There was also a good
turnout of Jawa and MZ.

The IFA club had a
good turnout of
Trabants and
others. I think the
most interesting of
their cars was a
Czechoslovak built
Tatra with an air
cooled V8 rear
engine.
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I felt sad not to see John Denny he was always a
big supporter for Cossack Club at the Ace, a really
smashing bloke. I enjoyed the day out and hope to
see you all again soon.

This Red Oktober event was the last at the Ace
before the new ULEZ charge comes into force. If
you stay on the south and north circular then you
are OK. However, if you cross London then it's a
£12.50 daily charge!

I'm not sure about this but I think old motorcycles
are exempt. You'd better find out.

So you know, Phil collects old
photgraphs of mostly Russian
military personnel for the sake of
their uniforms but motorcycles
were a big thing in Russia. They're
snapshots of real, period Russian life. The captions
to the pictures he's provided here are his.

This photo,
right, dates
from 1956. I
believe the
rider is in the
uniform of the
Mining
Ministry.
Unfortunately
the side profile
photos was
sold
separately and
my bid was
picked off in
the dying
seconds,
frustratingly.

Undated but
uniform period
is 1970/80s. I
think this photo,
right, is quite
interesting as
this looks like a
service bike.
The soldier, I
believe of the
Chemical
Defence
branch, is 'on
duty' as
designated by
his armband,
white belt and
wearing of the bayonet. The bike presumably
therefore was used as part of his duties. There is a
petrol can, mount for an RPK machine gun or
similar (I think the object at the front of the sidecar
is a protective cover over part of the mounting), and
perhaps a box for ammunition.

This photo, above, dates from 1976. The rider I
believe belongs to the Transport branch. On the
face of it the sidecar has the same mount as the
top photo but in other respects doesn't look very
military.

I rather like this photo, below. It dates from the
1940's but last number is not clear, but latter half of
the 40's. The
sidecar is a
Steib. You
can thank
the
educational
benefits of
"Dave" for
that as Henry
Cole found
one in "Shed
and Buried"
and put it on
his rat bike!

Phil
Hollis
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This is interesting, above, to me at any rate, as it
shows a Police/Militia bike. Undated but probably
1970's into 80's. Looks like a radio is in the front of
the side car. Would make a different restoration or
reproduction from the usual military bikes. In the
background are what look like the transport
tricycles.

Undated.
These men
look too old
for
conscripts
and are in
overall's,
right. The
guy in the
background
seems to have hefty gloves on. Perhaps they
worked on some of the heavier military equipment
or maybe one of the technical engineering
branches, even pipelines. So much was militarized
in the Soviet Union.

Although this photo, below, was obtained on a
different occasion it features the same riders as
opposite
botttom, so
logically it
dates from
latter half of
1940's. As
yet not able
to identify
the bike.
(IZH 350?)

This 1959
dated photo,
opposite top,
of an IZH 56
was from a
little group of
Naval family
photos.

Studying
these photos
is helping
learn the
differences
between the
bikes. I hadn't
appreciated
that the IZH
56 still had a
hand control
until this point.

Voskhod 1,
right. Undated
photo but
presumably
the 1970's.
Soldiers from
the Artillery.
First time a
Voskhod like
this original
model has
featured in the
photos I've
obtained. It is
complete with
all its trim, tank
badges and
carburetor cover. More than can be said for mine. I
did find a Russian website that reproduced the
badges and much of interest besides, but so far
they haven't responded to my entreaties to import
to the UK. Hope you don't mind me sending stuff
like this in, but until I get shed built and the bike into
a 'work shop' which will thus be freed up of spares
etc, I'm not able to send any 'oily stuff' in.

Phil found a museum in Russia
dedicated entirely to mopeds.
There are several of those worldwide but this one's
dedicted to the Soviet Union's mopeds!

Рига16
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Our featured tarmac scorching road ripper for this
issue is the mighty Riga 16. As far as I can tell
Riga moped model numbers are not in chonological
order. The 16 was the first of a long line of Rigas
and is really little more than the adapted bicycle
already in production in Estonia. In 1958 this was
given a 45cc, 1bhp D4 clip on engine made by the
Krasny Oktyabr plant in Leningrad.

This little jewel ran on 20 to 1 two stroke mix with a
bore and stroke of 38 x 40mm and a compression
ratio of 5.2 to 1. There was only one gear but a
handlebar lever operated two plate clutch. Max
power was develped at 4,000 to 4,500rpm.

To make it
less
dangerous it
was given a
front brake. It
says that on
the museum
website,
implying it
didn't have
one previously. You can't really see in the pictures
but this looks like a rubber block acting downwards
on top of the front tyre, through the mud, dust, rain
or whatever else you're riding in. The chain
guards, front light and the front tyre driven dynamo
are the only
other
changes to
the original
bicycle. There
doesn't seem
to be a rear
brake at all
but
apparently it's
a "shoe type"
in the rear hub maybe? It doesn't look big enough.
No, there's no suspension. Interestingly tyre size is
28 x 1.75" Maximum speed was listed as 40kmh, if
you dare.

Modern versions of this beautiful little engine are
still in production in China and sold as clip on kits
for bicycles.

This one,
right, will
cost you
£47.99 each
if you buy
three on
Ebay. It's
80cc but you
don't get any
of the fitting
kit or
ancillaries.

If you want
to go for it to
the max, the kit pictured opposite top costs £159.99
on Ebay but you can make an offer. The kit
includes every nut and bolt you'll need. This one is
110cc and developes a claimed 4bhp at 6,000rpm
with an 8 to 1 compression ratio and CDI ignition.
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Believe it or not there's a whole universe of hop up
kits and special parts available for these engines
and a healthy cult following on Youtube.

Above is the Stage 4 (there are stages 1, 2 and 3)
race engine, supplied with a real expansion
chamber from BikeBerry.com This develops
2.75bhp from 66cc. If that doesn't sound like a wild
ride, BikeBerry point out that the Chinese sellers
include the volume of the cylinder head in the
cylinder capacity. Their 80cc units aren't actually
80cc. They do this as an excuse to lie and it's quite
possible that they've invented other methods of
measuring their products to give them
advantageous specifications to seduce the
desperate or gullible. Why am I not surprised?

Here's the tale, told day by day, of
a trip up north, as far as you can go
on the European mainland..........

June 6th 2011. We leave Loddon,
England, with 26,992 miles on the clock.

June 7th Tuesday. We’re just short of Cassel on
the D933 which is a little wiggly road between
France and Belgium. The campsite is very rural
and the only noises are birdsong and gently rustling
trees. Apparently we just missed a thunderstorm,
everything is steaming as it’s oddly hot.

Molly broke down twice. First near Chelmsford and
again near Dartford with a dodgy power feed to her
ignition coil. One of those electrical problems
which cool down and fix themselves while you’re
unpacking the spanners. Several people stopped
for a chat so we weren’t quite on the right ferry, but
any one will do, so that didn’t matter.

The pack is very easy to take on and off. Each bag
can be removed independently and everything is
contained in the bags, very neat. Sadly it’s as
aerodynamic as a block of flats. I think it costs us
about 5% more in petrol. We have so much stuff it
doesn’t all fit in the tent. It took a while to figure out
what to do with it when we got here.

June 8th Wednesday. AM. Waiting for the tent to
dry out, and waiting and waiting. This corner of NE
France is cloudless, a bit of a bonus but there was
nearly a frost last night after yesterday’s drenching.
Condensation isn’’t half of it. Today we plan to
gently potter across Belgium and Holland using the
bare minimum of autoroute. In fact we plan to do
the whole trip like that. Molly’s OK with the weight,
sort of. I’ve eaten some of it and we’ve begun to
consume two stroke oil. This morning the pack is a
little better organised with less of the last minute
throw anything in anywhere which always happens
at the start.

June 8th Wednesday. PM. Belgium is in the way.
That’s about all you can say about it really. I don't
like the autoroute. It’s too fast for us. I always feel
obliged to push harder than I want to, it’s noisy and
stressful and there’s absolutely nothing to look at.
However the alternative in Belgium is slogging
through what seems to be one giant industrial
estate. Almost all of it has a blanket 70kph speed
limit. Molly likes it. She’s been purring along
sweetly, holding the traffic up while we all wait for
her soft, dozy power delivery to ease her up to
cruising before the next set of lights or roundabout,
all day.

Arctic
Molly
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I couldn’t find the campsite I wanted, the one we
used last time. The road’s up all over the place
and it’s all a maze of diversions. We’re on another
site run by Ron Jansson who races Siberian
Huskies. His trophies are everywhere and there’s
a Russian Federation flag limp on a pole even
though we’re in Holland. It must be a very
expensive sport because he wanted €13 for a
night’s camping. As I got back on my bike he said
“Well how much do you want to pay then?” In
perfect English. €8 it is then.

Are we enjoying it yet? No, not yet. It’s all been a
bit Belgium today. 27,431miles.

June 9th Thursday. The trouble is the only
campsites signposted from the major routes tend to
be vast comprehensive leisure complexes with
sports facilities, family activities and adult fun at
night. I followed a couple of signs on my way to a
site I know of just north of Soltau (Germany)
because I had time and you never know, they might
lead to something.

Sign A was the usual row after row of beautifully
tended, permanent holiday homes. Reception was
in the restaurant, bar, gym, sports hall, cinema
building. The receptionist was young, blonde,
uniformed and also beautifully tended. “Will you
want electricity?” she said as she was adding up
the quote. “No?” she said, aghast.

For a fraction of her price we’re camped on a farm
at the end of sign B. Reception here is shouting at
the farmer’s wife over the noise of the tractor she
was driving. There are holiday homes embedded
in the tree and hedges but it’s all comfortably
scruffy. Running a campsite looks like far too much
fuss. It seems to spread out for miles and some of
it looks to have been inhabited recently.

I think I might have got heat stroke yesterday.
Woolly overalls are fine for a long ride on a
motorcycle but in Belgium you don’t ride for long. I
kept them on because the pack’s so full there’s
nowhere to put them. In Belgium there’s nowhere
nice to stop so I sat in the traffic and put up with the
temperature. That night I was on fire in the
sleeping bag and had to sleep on it instead.

It isn’t possible to get a taste of what it must be like
to be Belgian by flying through it in 45 minutes on
the autoroute. You need to be snarled up in the
traffic with day to day Belgians.

Is Molly a mile eating, transcontinental cruising
missile then? Sadly not. The point in this is being
able to live with her shortcomings rather than just
buying another motorcycle, so our time together
develops into a relationship rather than a brief
flirtation until something better comes along. If
you’re going to start thinking about smoother,
faster, more comfortable or whatever there will
always be something even smoother, faster or
more comfortable. If that’s what does it for you,
you’ll need another motorcycle every six months
and you’ll never get to know any of them. There’s
showrooms full of that sort of thing but there’s only
one Molly, and she’s in North Germany today!

The IZH Planeta Sport, which is what Molly is, is an
unfortunately flawed motorcycle. Most of them
seem to have broken quite quickly as a result of
that “sport” tag and the IZH attempt to live up to it.
Molly's not standard and develops less peak power
than her sisters but considerably more than they do
at a smooth, relaxed 3,500rpm. She use a lot less
fuel like this and should last longer, I hope. I can’t
imagine what trying to haul tons of camping kit on a
standard sport would be like.

Molly’s modifications cost nothing and she has little
market value. There’s very little money in the Molly
experience which means I don’t have to work hard
to earn it. We're trading time for money here in the
hope that spending time will lead to Molly becoming
precious as our relationship develops. The
experience leads to a more profound wealth than
anything I could have bought with money.
27,674 miles.

June 10th Friday. We’re
on holiday for a day or
two in the sleepy little
seaside town of Faxe
Ladeplads (Denmark),
oppopsite top, because
I’d like a day off.
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Everything’s small here. There’s two small
supermarkets with some serious Danish food
prices and oddly enough, no fat people.

Today
Germany
was lovely.
Rural
Germany
that is. It’s
lush, green
and pretty
and the bit
we camped
in last night especially so. The roads are good, the
signs make sense and early in the morning, there’s
no one around. Then Hamburg. You can’t get
round Hamburg without an autoroute so we did that
with a stiff tailwind. Maybe the pack acts like a
sail? We were spinning along, free and easy so I
thought we’d take advantage of it and rode
autoroute all the way. By the time we reached
Fehmarn the wind had turned and hot, humid
German weather changed into cold, bright Danish.
Out of the wind, in the early evening sunshine, this
site is lovely. I’ve been here before.

Like Hamburg, you have to use the autoroute
because only that goes over the bridges and into
the tunnels which connect up Denmark. Molly’s not
fun uphill, into the wind holding up a fleet of
Scanias.

Something’s happened to the front tyre. We didn’t
have a new one even though it was Russian,
because it has plenty of tread. It’s a peculiar shape
now and running out badly, which, because we’re
tail heavy, makes the front shake at wheel speed.
Was it just irritating when I got weary? Tomorrow
I’ll see if I can adjust the rim to compensate for it.
It felt fine on the way to Dover.

Today was the most expensive day so far. A €15
tank of German gas, a 145DKK tank of Danish, a
€45 ferry, strangely cheaper than booking on line
from the UK and a 21DKK loaf of bread, yes that’s
21DKK, most of them are 25, that’s £3 to you.

A little girl just introduced herself. I’ve no idea what
she said. I suppose they don’t get many poor
people on here. Molly is the only motorcycle and
mine is the only tent. She seemed genuinely
interested. I expect her Dad owns a beautiful
motorhome with an awning the size of a tennis
court, with gas powered barbie and satellite TV,
just like everyone else on here. They’ve all got
tables with table cloths and they’re drinking wine

with their barbecued chicken. Just think of all that
washing up. Achievement has to be in spite of
some discomfort to be cool doesn’t it? I’ll love it
when it’s over. 27,897 miles.

June 11th Saturday. The front wheel is round now.
Not in the absolute, mathematical sense but in its
30 year old Russian way. One of the spokes has a
rusty nipple which wouldn’t move but it isn’t loose
so it’s doing something to help, I’ll watch that.

We have 100 miles of autoroute to do tomorrow in
order to cross the Øresund Bridge and get pointed
up Sweden the right way. We have to aim round all
those lakes. Sjælland today is hot and sunny, nice.

The pack has to be lighter. It’s a bit nuts carrying
around so much food, a consequence of shopping
with Lizzie. I don’t think I need so many clothes.
It’ll take two weeks to wear them all and then I’ll
spend all day washing.

Back in the shed you just put this in or just put that
in. It doesn’t weigh very much and it might come in
handy. Even at Scandinavian prices could you buy
it all locally if you had to, cheaper than the petrol it
take to struggle across Europe with it? Imagine
how much junk you pack into a motorhome.

Later, I didn’t bother taking the camera because
this is Smallville and it’s quiet. I was only going to
stroll into town for a few bits and pieces. Then
there was a sort village fete but with medieval
costume, folk music and a car boot sale. There
were musket firing soldiers, a blacksmith’s forge
and a burger van. The band were brilliant. They
had all sorts of ancient instruments including a
thing which looked like a violin but it had a handle
on the end turning a wooden wheel to vibrate the
strings. These were stopped by wooden hammers
on pegs. The player was dressed like a Viking,
screwed with one hand and played pegs with the
other. What a noise! Real foot stomping stuff. The
crowd sung along, in Danish of course. I caught
something about sailing off across the North Sea to
raid England, like Ragnar Lothbrok.
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Spectacular is too small a word for the Øresund
Bridge, pictured on the previous page. From the
Danish end you first go underwater for 2.5 miles
and emerge on a man made, artificial island. The
bridge itself is a further 5 miles to Sweden, rising
669' above sea level. The reason for the tunnel
was because elevating a further section of the
bridge would have interfered with air traffic at
nearby Copenhagen Airport and it was necessary
to leave a channel clear of the ice floes trapped
against the bridge in winter. It took four years to
build, opened in 2000 and carries 20,000 road
vehicles every day, and lots of trains. The bridge's
latitude is 55° 34' north, about level with
Northumberland.

By the way, Statoil 2T oil is 99DKK per litre for
lawnmowers and 165DKK for the good stuff, that’s
£20! Good job I bought my own.

Some of my neighbours on the campsite arrived in
the afternoon’s thunderstorm. It only rained for 15
minutes. “What about those poor Norwegians!” they
said. Poor Norwegians? Landslides, road
closures, floods, weeks of torrential rain! The day’s
forecast for Oslo was a constant heavy downpour.
They didn’t know about Sweden.

June 12th Sunday. We’re camped in pine trees by
a lake. We’re in Sweden, try not to. It’s near a
town called Mullsjö at nearly 58° north, a bit further
up than Jönköping. This is more like it. We're a
little further south than the north coast of Scotland.
The air is thick with mosquitos.

It’s a good day if I can get about 250 miles in by
mid afternoon, put the tent up then go have a look
round wherever we are, go shopping or fix anything
that broke. Early in the morning when I’m rested
and fresh, rolling along through open countryside
like this is a delight. A few hours later it seems to

go on and on and on. Sweden is lots of open
countryside. There doesn’t seem to be enough
Swedes to fill it up. I’ve passed several village
signs and thought “Well where is it then?” You have
to look for them. There’ll be a few beautifully
painted wooden clad houses spread thinly in the
trees somewhere.

Mullsjö itself is spread round the edge of a lake.
There’s a centrum but that’s just where the shops
are. I know it’s Sunday but there’s no one about.
Both the kebab house and the pizza shop are open
but there’s no customers. Sweden will be at work
tomorrow, I wonder if there’s enough cars for a
traffic jam.

Molly had a lovely day today, storming along.
There must still be some German petrol in her tank,
formulated for BMW. Perhaps it’s just the round
front wheel making her feel good. After junction 46
on the E20 we left the traffic behind and headed
into the wilderness. It’ll be like this for a few days.
Northern Sweden is a thousand miles of pine trees.

I introduced myself to the campsite receptionist
with “Jag är ledsen, jag pratar inte Svenska.” “Oh
OK,” she said, “English?” Yeah alright then. Sad
isn’t it? Later I caught her closing the campsite
shop because I wondered if there was any bread.
“No,” she said, “Have these.” and gave me a
couple of ham and cheese rolls. Do I look hungry?
Oh you poor bastard, having to ride all the way
from England on that! 28,165 miles.

June 13th Monday. We’ve changed our cold wind
and its dry bright weather for warm and wet. For
the last 20 miles or so it felt humid. The first of
several heavy showers this afternoon fell just as I
found this campsite. It’s about 25 miles short of
Mora in the middle of nowhere, 61° north, just a
little further north than Shetland. So far I haven’t
had to ride in the rain. The site’s in the middle of a
hundred million pine trees. Everyone has sheds
painted the same colour as their houses, full of
firewood, in June. You’d rely on a wood burner if
you lived in
an ocean of
fuel.

It’s so still
later there’s
hardly a
ripple on the
inevitable
lake and the
air’s full of
fluttering moths and dancing mayflies.
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Molly’s not a useless pain
in the arse. It would have
have been nice if the
gearing was a little lower
and if we'd found time to
get a proper Mikuni needle
instead of the home made
lash up I guessed at.

It would have been good to have experimented with
the exhaust pipe shape more but this one will do,
we can live with it. The hose from the air filter is
too restrictive. It was my heavy handed, emergency
attempt to keep the intake quiet. It’s still too loud
because the noise isn't the air filter at all, it’s the
petrol tank. There’s some sort of scientific
phenomenon going on and the tank amplifies the
induction roar. It gets louder as it gets empty. It
didn’t do it when it had a Voskhod tank on it.

Molly’s doing better than the Chang Jiang did, with
twice the weight impediment and for less fuel as
well. The CJ never did better than 60mpg. Molly
does 65. We’re about 2° south of last time at this
point on holiday, but I’ve had a day off. A day’s
ride is about 2°30’ in latitude.

Last time, from here I had to start going home.
Back at work on Monday morning, no one was
even slightly interested. We had to think about
flatness, parallelism and surface finish, that’s what
we were paid for. The inner glow of achievement
only lasted until morning tea break.

Everyone on this site is Dutch, so’s the bloke who
runs it. It must be in some Dutch guide book.
“What is it then?” It’s an IZH from the USSR in
1981. No there are no spares, yes I’m on my own
and no I’m not very good at welding. 28,419 miles.

June 14th Tuesday. Tonight we’re somewhere
called Lit, a bit up from Östersund, 63° north. This
is 30’ norther than we reached last time and the
Northest I’ve ever been.

When we set off this morning it was warm and
promising to get sunny. Then we went up, in
elevation as well as latitude and the dark heavy
clouds came down to meet us. Norway isn’t far
away and I think this is the edge of Norway’s
mountains. The cloud base was just a few feet
above my head in places. Although it didn’t rain
properly it was cold and wet enough to need
maximum layers on. Everything’s dripping wet up
there and covered in squishy, spongey moss.
Rocky streams run everywhere and between piles
of rocks, the ground is too boggy to walk on. The

pine trees are different too. Between Mora and
Östersund, the only town is Sveg, a hundred miles
from either of them. There isn’t really a centre of
population anywhere else, just handfuls of houses
and the odd cabin. Whatever people do for a living
must have something to do with pine trees.

Did you know that the lowest recorded temperature
in Östersund in June was -3C? It reached +32C in
June once.

I saw a sign for Östersund Camping so I thought I’d
take a look. Yet another heart stopping blonde
receptionist told me the privilege would cost
170SEK. More pine trees and another lake it is
then................

More about how much stranger Scandinavia
became as Molly carried on up it, in the March/April
2022 issue of HV. And from page 17 here's Alan
Davies!



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. Phil and Gina are the people 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......
regalia@cossackownersclub.co.uk
or on 01780 720420

Regalia
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