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Front and rear covers

"Just want to say | appreciate the effort you've put
into the magazine over the years. | know it must
have taken a lot of your time!" Adam Lockwood.
Thank you very much for that Adam, | feel my heart
warmed by it.

The front cover main picture is a very aesthetically
pleasing Ural | found on the internet. Note what
looks like a Kawasaki alternator similar to Phil from
Oxford's on page 8. The engraved, new, Minsk
piston served as the trophy for the best adventure
over the Norfolk 'n' Good weekend. It's on the front
muguard of Mike Rowe's Dnepr because he won it,
see page 7. Minsk pistons make good awards, not
taking up too much space on the winner's
mantlepiece. The engraving does not prevent the
piston's use as a piston but desperate Minsk pilots
need not worry because here in the editorial office,
| have a box of hundreds.

I've not yet had time to track down the artist who
drew the post apocalyptic Planeta Sport yet. This
guy plainly has an eye for dramatic colour but not a
lot of mechanical sense. The skull and cross bones
plate on the forks is in keeping with the drawing's
theme but won't do the suspension much good.

I'm enjoying the same cover format as the last
issue because with luck, someone else will be
enjoying it soon. At present we are waiting for a
guote for a new computer for the purpose of
producing HV on. When we have it, I'll visit Tarka,
or whoever the new editor turns out to be, to help
him or her understand the process. This means
that one of the subsequent issues will be a sort of
interim merge of styles before HV is wholly in the
hands of someone else.

Transitional seamlessness, the need to support the
new editor and the need to save content | can edit
here and pass on to him, so he can spend his head
space on flying the software, means that I've kept
much of the contributions sent in recently back.

Brightly coloured plea.......... If for some reason
Tarka doesn't become our new HV editor, we'll
need a back up plan. Wanna be part of that?
Talk to me please, volunteer to help and let me
convince you editing HV is riotous fun.

You probably won't have to do it but you can
spend a while intoxicated by the thrill of possible
executive responsibility within the Cossack
Owner's Club. Contact details on page 4.

Expect Jim Turner's Rutland treasure hunt,
Voskhod Piece with Tom O'Brien, Andrew Mutter's
Ural rebuild, Bynnzi abroad, loads and loads of
Wadsworth's Websites and last year's camping
weekends to remind you of summer, in March.

I've spent 11 pages this issue on the

Norfok 'n' Good weekend and a couple of
interesting tangents because it's a new thing and
not like just another rally report from The Three
Magpies or Dent, lovely though they are. Below,
Fr Alan Davies at not The Last Supper but The
First Breakfast in The Angel in Loddon, with Nick
and Samuel Turnham and Mike Rowe.

Inside the rear cover is Peter Wright's Ural on The
Loddon Marina Campsite and yet another lovely,
blue, internet queen | know nothing about.
Someone said on Facebook it would be nice to
have a big picture of Molly instead of little Molly in
the Scandinavian scenery. OK then, outside the
rear cover is Molly parked a few yards south of the
Arctic Circle in Sweden, as big as it gets in HV.

Yes, this is the First Fiftieth Anniversary Edition
because the COC is 50 years old in 2023. The first
rally was a day meet at The Chequers pub in
Stotfold in May 1974 and
the first camping weekend o
was in The Forest of Dean | ¥
in 1975 but presently [
I have no idea exactly ‘
where. To achieve these
with an organising,
executive commitee, the
club must have begun
round a table in a pub
somewhere in 1973.

Right, Suzie Mutter.




Forthcoming events

MZ Riders Yorkshire section
winter camp, 20/22 January
2023, Howstean Gorge, Pately
Bridge, Nidderdale, North
Yorkshire. Luxury toilet block
with showers, cafe on site,
bunkhouse/ wooden lodges with
hot tubs (!) for the feeble, 2 pubs within walking
distance, The Crown up t' hill, The Crown down

t' hill, Pately Bridge 9 Miles distant, Masham 12
miles, fantastic roads, high moorland passes
worried sheep, snow has been booked....... | could
go on, but it will be splendiferous. Be there or be
elsewhere.
bynnsi@gmail.com

Right, Glen Kapoor
on Ken Sutton's
K750 at Dent, one
of the few
occasions it started
almost instantly,
although that
weekend Ken
didn't ride it. Glen
has volunteered to
be the COC Rally Organiser, WooHoo! He's also a
Yorkshire section MZ Club man and we're posting
the MZ Club's rally dates here because many of
The Usual Suspects attend both these and COC
dates. Details to follow, here's the 2023 MZ
calender......

March 23rd Middleton Top Camping, Middleton
near Matlock, Derbyshire.

May 5th Howarth Farm Camping, Appletreewick,
North Yorkshire

May 11th Scotland, camp venue to be confirmed.

June 23rd Alanholme Camping, Long Marton near
Appleby, Cumbria.

July 20th Talybont Farm Camping, Talybont on
Usk, Wales.

Aug 10th MZ AGM and camping week,
Carrog, Wales.

September 22nd, Turner Hall
Camping, Seathwaite, Cumbria.

September 29th The Sloop Inn, Temple Hurst near
Selby, Yorkshire.

Oct 27th Sentry Circle Camping, Northallerton,
North Yorkshire.

Very provisionally, here's the embryonic COC 2023
calender..........

May, Dent 5th-8th, first weekend after the early
May bank holiday.

June 16th-18th The Three Magpies.
Mid July Sparkhayes Camping, Porlock Somerset.

July 7th-9th, Northwest Rally, Leisure Lakes
Campsite, Mere Brow, Tarleton, Southport PR4
6JX.

August, 11th-13th COC AGM and 50th anniversary,
Rutland Caravan and Camping site, Greetham.

September 1st-3rd Norfolk 'n' Good, Loddon,
Norfolk, including an event at Strumpshaw Steam
Museum for £7 each, start saving up Russell.

October 6th-8th Dent, second weekend in October.

There'll be more details available when we know so
there's little point in complaining to Glen at
glenwilliamkapoor@gmail.com just yet.

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

April 22/23rd. For this Carl has negotiated a
massive 75' length of the balcony under the

clock in the main hall. He will need a mighty
commitment from the membership to fill this

with as many exotic and fascinating Soviet and
post Soviet motorcycles as he can get. He calls
this a once in a lifetime opportunity, because
most of us will be around 130 years old for the
next,100th anniversary bash.

That many motorcycles means that many
motorcyclists, who'll get two tickets each,
making the party round the Fumigator back at
Camp Cossack in the evenings something not
to miss either.

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

Does anyone who can still see
well enough to type remember Appeal
the early days of the COC? I'm

thinking | might reproduce the first edition of HV in
this current style, with retrospective content from
when there were no health and safety concerns at
rallies and our Soviets were ridden to work.
Remember 1973, the fuel crisis sparked by the
Yom Kippur War or Terry Wogan's first Eurovision
Song contest? What we you doing in 19737




A warm welcome to.....

Lee Wilkinson, Grimsby, Lincs.

Darren Coxell, Chelmsford.

Craig Schaper, Peterborough.

Glyn Collins, Nantwich, Cheshire.

Colin Swann, Sawbridgeworth, Herts.
Ashley Boal, Middlesborough.

Dennis De-Veuve, Rochford, Essex.

Stuart Knott, Frome, Somerset.

Kevin McGuire, Woodside, London.

Jon McDonald-Gibson, Hailsham, East Sussex.
Bart Middleton, Dulverton, West Somerset.
Daniel Bates, Hollington Derbys.

Jake Herbert, Guildford, Surrey.

lan Kent, Oxford.

John Deakin, Bury, Lancs.

Geoff Denham, Florida USA.

Paul Jackson,
Leeds.
Johnathan Plowe,
Kettering,
Northants.
Jason Pollitt,
Wigan.

Stephen's owned this DAF
engined Ural, below, since
the early 90s and
apparently three times. He
tells me it uses the original
Ural clutch. We're not sure but we think the
flywheel must have been modified to accept the
DAF starter ring gear shrunk onto it. It's unlikely
that the DAF crank ended in a taper which fitted the
Ural flywheel centre. Presumably it's been
machined to fit, bolted on like most car flywheels
are. The DAF is 840cc but still only 34bhp,
achieving it 1,000rpm lower than the Ural it
replaced. Sidecar hauling on solo gearing is easy.

Stephen
Hornidge

Note pictured
flatness.
Stephen lives
right up in the
north of
Scotland.

We've missed
the chance to
see inside the
engine
because that's
already been
rebuilt but you
can look forward to the fitting of it in a later edition
of HV. Here's Stephen...... "The photo was taken
before the full strip down for a nut and bolt and
cosmetic restoration and the finished project will
look very different indeed." The front brake is
Morris Minor and hydraulicked by a Harley master
cylinder. Fuel is carried in the sidecar. No, notin a
jerrycan, pumped by electricity.

Contact Details

President & Identification and Registration:
Peter Ballard: 01225 891634
idandreg.cossackownersclub@gmail.com
General Secretary: Tony Jones: 01942
605949/07504 700522
cossack@blueyonder.co.uk

Treasurer: Phil Inman: 01780 720420
coc.inman@mail.com

Membership Secretary: Gina Inman: 01780
720420 membership@cossackownersclub.co.uk
Regalia sales: Gina Inman: 01780 72042
regalia@cossackownersclub.co.uk

Show Organiser: Carl Booth: 01253 720327
comradecarl01@mail.com

Magazine Editor: Paul Codling: 01508 520890
paulcodling@mail.com

Webmaster: Dave Cox: 01794 884492
kamuro@hotmail.co.uk

Facebook: Because almost everyone does it.
www.facebook.com/cossackownersclub
Interesting motorcycle stuff on Facebook only
please. We find it necessary to filter out all sorts
of the internet's alternative content!

This magazine was beautifully printed in Leeds by
Thistle Print Ltd, Unit 6, Aston Court, Bramley,
Leeds, LS13 2AF 01132040600
www.thistleprint.co.uk




| only =
discovered KeV| n

Balkans in (Vek)
2018 b

chance)./ MCGUIre &
| was selling

an ex-circus BSA Sunbeam
scooter to someone on Facebook L
and after a phone call we got on
well and | said I'd deliver, he was
in East London and | was South
of the river. We met at his [
professional warehouse later that
day and after chatting about the
Sunbeam and enjoying a few
cups of tea and a laugh he let on
that he had a few motorcycles,
would | like to see them?

Of course | said!

At that point he said to me he
would show me a motorcycle and
if | could tell him the marque he
would let me have it. Now at that
point | thought my luck had
changed, | thought | had an . "
encyclopedic knowledge of bikes so this was going
to be easy. He led me to the back of his huge
warehouse and into a huge marquee filled with
incredibly exotic Russian, Italian, Japanese,
German, Czech, British and French (and others!)
and showed me a black Germanic bike with cyrillic
script on the tank and engine casings. | was totally
flummoxed. The bike is a 1959 Balkan M2

250cc, first year of production with a low frame
number, we think, as info is hard to come by!

| didn't take it home then but after many long chats
and visits a deal was done and it came home with
me. The bike is very well proportioned and seems
to be pretty well put together. | still haven't got it
running yet. | have a feeling | know what it'd be like
to ride and everything seems not to be seized, but
as it was reasonably simple to do | got it registered
and here it is, possibly the only registered Balkan

difference over the term of the insurance. RH
Insurance is a division of Hiscox Insurance and

M2 in the UK? they issue policies underwritten by Equity Red Star.

| think Kevin's Balkan is achingly beautiful, not Their policies are classed as specialist policies

aesthetically although it is very pretty. | mean it's rather than classic or modern bike policies. They

just so Bulgarian. are primarily aimed at classic machines, over 20
years old. Multiple bikes can be added to the

Occasionally | am asked to Tony policy.

recommend insurance for Jones

our type of bikes. Contact RH insurers on 0333 043 3911 or

| always recommend RH Insurance rhspecialistinsurance.co.uk and be sure to mention

Motor Insurers. When the Cossack Owners Club. Check out the

taking out insurance it is always advisable to look ~ November/December 2019 edition of HV, page 29,
further than the headline premium. Ad-ons, policy for a more in depth introduction to RH motor
excesses and extensions can make a big insurers.
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Our very first Norfolk 'n' Good
rally began in the dark, early on

Norfolk

Thursday morning here in n

Good

Loddon. Mike Rowe suffered
the dreaded loose clutch screw
phenomenon and arrived at
1.00am by AA relay instead of camping a few times
on the way. | have lots of photos of his Dnepr
jacked up like this, this time his spokes were fine.

All the pressure plate screws were loose. They
come out this far, right, then they hit the front
kickstart shaft

bearing, opposite .r |
top. Note the
scuff mark on the
plate inboard of
the screws. This
was because the
kickstsart shaft
bearing screws
came out first,
ages ago. ltwas
worn down to a smooth, bluey sheen with no slot
left at all. Did it leak? Yep. Mike's oil on his clutch
plates recently might have been because of this.
To knock the clutch screws tight with an impact
driver we had to use a long drift laid along the

frame and
whacked with
a hammer
under the
swinging arm.
There's not
room to swing
a spanner
behind the
engine where
the gearbox
was. Many
years ago we
used to drill
access holes in the gearbox case, thinking that if a
screw came loose, we could tighten it up again, just
enough to get home. From the look of Mike's |
can't imagine anyone ever got away with that.

We discovered the clutch pushrod had been broken
for ages too. The broken ends were polished where
they'd been spinning against each other.

Interesting here, Mike has a radial needle roller
thrust bearing. Originally there are balls in here.
This is because balls run round in a thin circle
where the radius of it hardly varies. A radial needle
bearing has
to spin much (g
faster on the
outside than
the inside.
Short rollers
would help
but these are [ &%
long. Do they —
skid and stress the pushrod, twisting the end off it?

P\ W

Right, fretting
where the
clutch plates
run. It's not
weairr, it's where
the rust is
knocked off.

| like greasing
this bit but not
so much it
spins off, right
up into the
clutch itself.
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The output shaft drive dog was loose. When aren't
they? Usually it's because whoever did it up
worried about getting the split pin in rather than
torquing the nut up. The hot tip here is to find a
nice hard washer with flat faces so all the nut's
torque is applied in stretching the threads, not
bending and chewing up a soft one. Yes it takes
ages but if you want to, you can lap the washer to
exactly the right thickness so the split pin holes line
up with the castellations, right on a satisfactory
tightness. Helplfully, someone had already tapped
8mm threads in the dogs to enable home made
drive dog tightening special tool No1, below, to
work. Cleverly we used the weight of the gearbox
and the geometry of our levers to swing on the nut
with the necessary precision.

Then, one of the rear gearbox cover bolts was
broken off in the botton of it's hole. That would
have meant a gearbox rebuild to drill out the broken
end and re-tap the thread which we didn't have
time for. In the spirit of not wanting to look, in the
light of all we'd discovered so far, we thought we'd
better leave
the gearbox in
one piece.
Luckily the
locating dowel
next to the
broken bolt
was missing
so we used

that hole to tap a new 6mm thread in instead,
without taking the cover off. All we had time for
after that was a Chinese take out, a DVD and an
evening's conversation, lovely!

Mike left on Friday morning to camp a few hundred
yards down the road at the Loddon Marina
Campsite. Here he is, below, winning the Best
Story award, mostly for not going home on the AA
relay truck and faithfully continuing his journey.

v

Above, the wrong trousers. Alan Davies has two
pairs of these camo trousers, one waterproof and
one less so. The weather forecast for Friday was
unrelible and Loddon was subjected to fierce,
squally showers where the rest of Norfolk was not.
Alan was drenched. Lovely Hazel took him home
where she provided him with dry socks and blew
hot air up his trouser legs with a hair dryer.

Alan uses a car battery in the sidecar to avoid
repairing his alternator, or buying another one. Phil
from Oxford uses what looks like a Kawasaki
alternator on a machined aluminium adapter which
looks like it bolts straight in MT10 cases, page 8.




Note shiny aluminium fuel filter and much less
trouble Jawa tap. I'm not going to call it a petrol
filter, there's more to it than that these days. Inside
the screw together aluminium case there's a brass
filter made out of mysterious brass granules stuck
together somehow. There's no plastic for E10 to
eat. Hopefully that rubber seal isn't rubber but also
alcohol resistant. Being aluminium, the threads will
corrode solid very quickly if they're not greased.
There's no hex to put a spanner on so you'll have
to graunch up the shiny polish with Mole Grips to
force the filter apart if you don't grease it.

Here's story, people used to replace the plastic
valve caps on Hondas with annodised aluminium,
purple, blue, orange and all sorts of shapes. It's
very important to dress up Hondas like Christmas
trees and also important not to get them oily, so no
one thought to grease anything. The pretty valve
caps seized so badly we'd have to cut the valves
off and remove the tyres to fit new ones, just
because we wanted to pump the tyres up.

Opposite Top. People new to Sovietism might not
know that this is the guts of the Soviet fuel tap,
fitted to eveything, also made of brass and
therefore also E10 resistant. | think the idea might

have been to avoid crumbling rubber at -40c.
That's the excuse I'm letting it get away with.

| wonder if the verb to seal and the noun seal in
Russian are not the same, so just because it's
called a seal that doesn't mean that's what it does.
Russian fuel taps are strange in that they're off in
the down position. According to Google translate,
off in Russian is BbIKIMOYEHHbIN. It's a good idea
to test translations by translating back, for example
because a seal is also a fat, fury sea mammal.

| half expected BbIKNIOYEHHbIN to translate back
as "drip constantly”.

Apparently it's possible to lap the brass cone into
the tapered brass insert it fits in to achieve real
sealing but I've not tried that because a Jawa fuel
tap has the same thread and fits straight in. Two
stroke pilots should be scared of these Soviet fuel
taps because of the dreaded crankcase full,
hydraulic lock, rod bending effect.

Never mind the fact that they don't work, these
Soviet fuel taps are a complicated work of
manufacturing art and must have cost a fortune to
make. | think they're very pretty, like a K301 carb.

Mike, clutch and gearbox all screwed together
securely, met Phil on his way back to Oxford in this
layby, making the Norfolk 'n' Good longer still.
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Right, Phil's owned his
Dnepr from new, from 43
years ago. It's lovely to
see a new face and meet
a new bike, to add to the
usual suspects.

There's been something
wrong all summer, an
intermittent, glitchy
gremlin with a sense of
humour having its fun with |-
Nick and his Ural. It's
popped and banged its
way to rallies running but
not quite running well. It
was fine on its way up from Newbury on Friday but
would it run for Saturday's ride out? We gathered
round while Nick practiced kicking it, ten of us
thinking of helpful things to check and willing the
tentative beginings of starting to escalate into more
than a few seconds of "Oooooh, so close!"

Michael Wadsworth volunteered to drag it for a few
laps of the campsite, above. It was obvious it
wasn't going to play even before the rope frayed.
Nick took his
place on the
pillion of The
Professor for the
run to The
Norfok and
Sufflok Avaition
Musuem and we
pushed his Ural
through Loddon
to the editorial
shed on Sunday
afternoon. We discovered this, opposite. The bob
weight posts had come loose causing the weights
to jam the advance retard. Nick's Boyer Bransden
ignition uses the original points as the trigger
mechanism and relies on the advance retard unit

instead of having an advance curve built in digitally.

| bough a new one of these once. It was Chinese
and fell apart before it triggered a single spark.

Jammed or not, this one wasn't why the engine
wouldn't run so we wired up the coil, note double
output, to ignore the electronic box of tricks and
used the points as their makers intended. That
nearly worked.
Strobing the ignition
timing revealed the
two sides of the
points cam were
wildly different.

One half hardly
opened the points at
all and then only for
a few degrees. Nick
had a spare, on it
went and off she
goes! She still ran
after we'd reinstated
the little black box,
so the problem was the advance retard unit wasn't
it? We retired to the chip shop as the sun set,
flushed with success and praying we'd exorcised
the demons. Page 10 top, Monday morning.
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Will it start, is it a good day? Yes! WooHoo!! But,
wicked bar stewards that they are, the gremlins
were only
teasing us.
Were they
still in there,
right? Steve
Bamber
brought a
box of left
over project
bits to
Stafford later, including one and a half Sovek
ignition kits. Nick took them home after the
gremlins struck again and he had to ride to Stafford
on his Triumph. Semi conductors are the dark side
aren't they? So easily possessed.

Above, The Professor amid the domestic clutter in
my shed. I've lusted after this for many years. It's
not a shame it was only one night. Lucky Samuel.

Before the 2020 Red Star Rally as it was called
then, Lovey Hazel made a felted water bottle to
offer as a trophy, a small one to slip inside the
jacket of an all weather motorcyclist. Covid
baulked the event and the Russians have made red
stars a bit of a PR nightmare since. Mike deserved
the Best Story trophy absolutely but isn't setting off

weekend after
weekend,
cursed with
malicious semi
conductors in
keeping with the
spirit of
adventure too?
Hazel thought
so. She
presented Nick
with her hot
water bottle.
She called it the
Cold Comfort
Award. | don't
have one.

Above, Phil has a go on a ukulele. With Andrew
Mutter in, try not to! Andrew didn't bring his Ural,
see page 27. Instead he brought his beautiful
Bonneville. Isn't the English way an interesting
comparison with the Soviets, two pistons up and
down together, 650cc and built to last forvever?
The vibration's different even though the noise isn't,
much. He let me ride it, lovely!
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Peter Wright rode all the way from Mundesley, up
on the North Norfolk coast. He must have said

something prophetic or profound, above. Below,
no he didn't push it home. He tried a few kicks, just
in case it was that sort of day but as usual, it
wasn't. "It — _

always needs a

push off first

thing." Opposite

top, how do you

feel today then

my dear? With

me watching?

How about

capricious?

Above, woolly jumper show down. Below, brighter
than the television. On Friday night we left the
peaceful tranquility of the sedate White Horse,
where we'd eaten, for the youthful weekend action
of The King's Head and its intrusive Retro Reggai
Disco. | don't know why we did that. The King's
head is all loud, lager and sport. We had to shout at
each other from point blank range. Ken Sutton
drank far too much beer in here and felt a bit rough.




In the pub, from the left, Ken Sutton,
Michael Wadsworth, Russell
Johnson, Andrew Mutter behind wife
Suzie, Peter Wright and Andrew's
mate Colin.

Above, some of the ride out, from the front, Phil,
Peter, Samuel, Nick, Mike, Jim, Igor and Lovely
Hazel. Opposite Top, Ken's K750 was last to start
Saturday morning after a struggle. | began to
wonder if it would, especially as Ken himself,
hungover, looked hard to start as well. He held the
throttle to keep it spinning at 3,000rpm, not daring
to let it idle all day and made it back to the
campsite, just, as usual. | think, at the next rally,
we should have a look at it as a sort of rally game.
At least Dan Nemeth put the clutch screws back in
for this one. What were you thinking Russell?

Right, Lovely
Hazel about to
experience the
appliance of
science, digital
fuel injection,
cutting edge
automotive
tech as
opposed to the
Soviet Union's
pragmatic
necessity she's
used to.
| chose to lead
the ride out on
my Voskhod, so Jim could keep up, and because

I love riding my Voskhod. Norfolk and Suffolk
Avaition Museum is about 15 miles away by the
most direct route but we took the wiggly roads
because Russell complained Norfolk is flat. | found
him a hill but I'm not sure he noticed it.

Above, Mike looks down an MIG 15. I'm not sure
how many of the outside exhibits have any guts in
them but they look complete from the outside. The
info board will tell you this particular aircraft has
been owned by air forces and museums all over
the world and although it's currently painted in
period Polish Air Force colours, that was just one of
its responsibilities. Below, parked next to itis a
Pucara close support aircraft, acquired on Port
Stanley Air Field at the end of The Falklands War.
It's one of two brought back to England for
evaluation. This is what's left of it after a thorough
poking about. Never mind that, it isn't Russian.

[
v

2Nt

If the MIG didn't have red painted plywood shutters
in its intake hole, Mike could have peered down the
intake ducts split either side of the cockpit to feed
the Klimov VK1 jet engine. The what? Well.........
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Right, this is a VK1,
not a Rolls Royce
RB41 which looks
pretty much identical,
that's because it is.
It's a small picture
because jet engines
all look like
complicated space heaters and compared to
anything with pistons in, they have the aesthetic
appeal of a hair dryer, in my opinion. | know they're
a fantastic technical achievement but they're about
as interesting as electric cars. On the subject of
technical achievements, politically motivated
trickery and blatant lying, here's the internet on the

Artem Mikoyan,
right, was the son
of an Armenian
carpenter, trained
as a pilot in the
Soviet Air Force
and then became
an engineer.

His brother was
on the Soviet Council of Ministers. He joined the
Soviet State Aircraft design Burueau in 1937.

Mikail Gurevitch, below wasn't Russian either, he
was Ukrainian, and trained as an engineer from
school. According to Mikoyan's son, they were
good friends, kind and decent people. Stalin,
horrified by the West's undenialble techincal
superiority, thought Polikapov, the then boss of
Soviet aircraft design, was too old and boring to be
innovative enough. Over to the new boys then.

After WW2, the
first generation
Soviet jet fighters
relied on copies of
the BMW engines
used the in Me
262, pillaged from
the wreckage of
Nazi Germany but
without German
metallurgy and production techniques, the Russian
copies fell apart. Apparently the turbine's
compressor blades broke off and nothing the
Russian tried would fix it.

The post war UK, on its kness economically and
desperate for trade agreements with anyone,
invited a Soviet delegation for a look at British
production. In July 1946, the Soviets sent Mikoyan
with it, to have a look round the Rolls Royce

factory. As suspicious as ever Stalin said "What
fool would sell us his secrets?" Were the Brits
really so naive that they thought sending a couple
of RB41s to Russia would convince the Soviets to
buy some rather than copy them?

Legend has it that Mikoyan got on very well with
the Rolls Royce people and they were drinking
brandy and playing billiards during a night out. He
lost the first few games but then bet that if he won
the next one, Rolls Royce would sell him an RB41.
| don't know what he offered in return but he was a
razor sharp billiards player and won the engine in a
perfect drunken hustle! More likely, and beautifully
Cold War, is that the Soviets wore special soft
soled shoes for a tour of the Rolls Royce machine
shop. To find out what Rolls Royce compressor
blades were made of they stamped on as much
swarf as they could to collect it, to take back to
Russia to analyse. By the time the RB41 arrived,
the Soviets knew what it was made of. Whatever
the truth actually is, giving the Soviets a Rolls
Royce Nene engine was a spectacular mistake.
The first public appearance of the new wonder
fighter was in July 1949 over Moscow.

Test Pilot Alexander Scherbakov said of it "600,
700, 800 kph, no noise, no vibration." Valentin
Bondarenko, a Soviet Air Force pilot said it was
"Designed with love, overwhelming, you just want
to break into song."

Later, after the failed North Korean invasion of the
South, by November 1950, the US army had
reached the Chinese border on the Yalu river.
The Chinese acted, rolling back the UN forces as
the bitter winter weather worsened. The Soviets
secretly joined in, sending hundreds of MIG15
fighters flown by Soviet pilots, battle hardened
veterans of WW2. They operated from bases in
China, and were
given Chinese
uniforms to wear,
but didn't.
Yevgeny
Pepelyayev, right,
bought a suit as
soon as he was
paid and flew
looking like a
gangster. He shot
down 16 Sabres, 2 Starfires, 1 Scorpion and one
Thunderjet dressed like that. Here's Valentin
Bondarenko again...... "We learned we should
never fight Sabres (F86) horizontally. The Sabre
was a good plane but its engine seemed to be
weaker. | could climb to escape from him, but he
could not escape from me."
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Ralph Parr, a Sabre pilot, "The MIG had 2500' per
minute better rate of climb" and on the subject of
horizontal speed difference "Were only talking
maybe 3,4,5mph." The two 23mm and one 37mm
(Blimey, how big!) cannon were slow firing but only
one shell was enough to destroy an F86, or
anything, even a B29. Before the first few Sabres
were rushed to Korea, lots of those fell. American
F86 pilots complained of pouring whole magazines
full of "point fifty" machine gun bullets into MIG 15s
and watching them fly away.

Russian history records that the MIG15's kill ratio
was 4 to 1 in their favour. Modern Internet
interviews with the Russian pilots who flew them
give the impression that's true, but then they're the
skillful, or lucky, survivors. All the interviews are
modern because the Russian pilots could only
admit they were there 40 years after the shooting
stopped. US history records a 10 to 1 kill ratio in
favour of the F86. Truth is always war's first kill.

Every one knew Russians were flying MIG 15s in
Chinese colours. They dare not fly in South Korean
air space for fear of being shot down or captured,
or gifting the enemy this top secret areoplane. In
spite of being told to shut up, they became excited
and swore at each other in Russian over their
radios in combat.

US pilots, in UN colours, could not cross the Yalu
river and be seen as the aggressors. Cold War
terror meant that no one could admit Russian and
American airmen were dogfighting each other for
fear of WW3. Stalemate was inevitable.

In order to get their hands on one, the US military
offered a $100,000 reward and political asylum to
any Russian, Chinese or North Korean Pilot who
delivered a MIG 15 intact. This was humorously
called "Operation Moolah". During the war, no one
did. After the ceasefire, a 21 year old North Korean
Pilot, No Kum Sok, below, stole the MIG15 he'd
been flying from
Sunan in North
Korea. He
reached 620mph
sprinting south
and landed 17
minutes later at
Kimpo Airfield in
South Korea. He
avoided radar and
South Korean anti
aircraft defences
and landed the
wrong way on the
runway while an

F86 was landing at the other end. They passed,
just, on the ground in the middle.

Thinking the war had started again, the panic
stricken Americans scrambled every available
aircraft. No Kum Sok stood up in the cockpit, tore
up a picture of Kim Il Sung and raised his hands in
gratitude to the approaching security guards for not
shooting him. He didn't know about the reward, he
just didn't want to live in North Korea.

After being thrashed around the skies over
Okinawa by Chuck Yeager, amongst others, to see
how good it was, the US Air Force tried to give it
back but the North Koreans didn't want it. Below,
this is that actual MIG15 in Japan. It's in a museum
in the USA now, in colour.

Above, a pile of crashed scrap, mostly Bristol
sleeve valves and Dainler Benz DB601 engines
with the odd Merlin. The museum was started
originally by a bunch of enthusiasts who excavated
the proliferation WW?2 crash sites in Norfolk and
Suffolk. Engines, heavy and usually first, are
buried the deepest of all.

Opposite top, this is a Contintental flat six light
arircraft engine, relevant here because of,
particularly, the Dnepr's wandering gugeon pins.
Dnepr circips don't stop that but this idea will.
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AMC used
bronze gudgeon
pin plugs in their
"lightweight"
singles and our
very own Mark
Avis has run
teflon
successfully. In an aero engine reliability is
everything, because it's not going to roll to a halt by
the side of the sky is it? It's interesing to see
Continental's choice is aluminium.

Above, Igor's Dnepr on the end of the COC line up
being photographed by a member of the public.
The museum offered us a place as a display,
something they do lots of with a number of classic
vehicle clubs. They asked if we could do Sunday
as well, for their 50th aniversary day.

Below, a Hawker Hunter with the main display
hangar full of fantastic treasures behind it. As
pretty as a MIG15? | think so. You've had enough

aeroplanes for one issue. One last tenuous link to
Soviet or motorcycles then, here's Weslake's
W65/80-118-02 engine, below. Don't worry it's a
flat twin and the other side's just the same. Note
the long cylinder studs. It was built to experiment
with low fuel consumption on low octane fuel
without a significant drop in power output. Weslake
thought it might work out 25% cheaper than other
aero engines and if it did, it could be used as the
basis for multi cylinder models like the Continental
opposite. | don't know how many were built but this
one was fitted into a Ken Wallis frame, the famous
autogyro man, and test flown once before it was
parked in his hanger.

The next morning Ken was busy doing something
or other when a noise like a gun shot was followed
by the sound of something bouncing off the walls.
Eventually he found a piece of one of the cylinder
studs with the nut and washer still on it. No one
knows why it didn't fail in the air, thankfully.

Right, this is a Pratt
and Whitney Wasp
Junior piston. It's not
just us then?




Page 15 bottom, the ride home [B

stops off at Tindall Ales, our

local micro brewery. There's

no shop, just a stand of bottles,

below, with an honesty box,

opposite Seething Airfield, yet

another WW2, US 8th Air

Force bomber base. If you

want your Jerrycan, washing

up liquid bottle or bucket filled

up with a bulk purchase, you

have to make an appointment

to pass it over the gate.

| know it's a tiny image but

Ken's K750 looks particularly

delightful, right. It's rattling

away as this picture was taken, anxious to get
going again before it got too hot, or was that Ken?

Right. Have you got
a license for that
jumper Peter?
Opposite, Lovely
Hazel's riverside
walk, one of several
picturesque

footpaths around / 8 -
Loddon, and the Above, waiting for breakfast in The Angel. Not a

serious business of menu as such, just a list of anything you want. Did
eating in The White ’ I mention food? No one starves in Loddon. We're
Horse. going to do this again next year. Watch this space.




Whilst on a recent trip to
Prague | separated from
the group | was with to go
to the National Technical
Museum (no one else
wanted to go). But boy am | glad | did. This is a
museum of everything, mostly Eastern bloc
technology ranging from home improvements, to

Adam
Lockwood

mining, architecture and most importantly transport.

In the transport hall (by far the biggest and most
impressive) they have modes of transport varying
from the Czech history of bicycles to huge Soviet
trains, hot air balloons and even a Spitfire used by
a Czechoslovak RAF squadron! If you hadn’t
guessed, I'd thoroughly recommend a visit. All
signs have rough English translations, and it's
interesting to see how Soviet influences crept into
Czech technology yet is also clear to see how they

tried to distance themselves from Soviet ideologies.

However, the reason for writing this article was for
a little gem tucked halfway along the motorbikes
section. There was this rather smart-looking CZ500
with a sidecar attached, below. But if you look
closely at the picture, you may notice the kickstart

is between the bike and sidecar. It really made me
grin because it was such a niche detail that I'm
sure most would miss, but a lot of us in the UK with
hacks could sympathise with! Especially those with
only kickstart, my chins have certainly had their fair
share of whacks.

But as you may also just about be able to see in
the background photo hanging behind the bike, the
combo is the other way around. Intrigued, | began
to research the reason behind the discrepancy and
found an interesting slice of history which | thought
could be shared.

As part of the Austro-Hungarian empire,
Czechoslovakia had always been a left hand drive
country, but they signed an agreement in the 1920s
to begin the transfer to right hand drive. These
plans however were repeatedly delayed for over a
decade. Eventually, in 1939, the government
agreed for the switch to take place, partly caused
by the Nazi occupation. However, there were
disagreements on the day for the transfer to take
place which left a peculiar situation where different
parts of the same country were driving on opposite
sides of the roads! For many years people were
also now driving on the wrong side of their cars and
combinations were the wrong way round. This was
until a mandate came in to only allow right hand
drive cars and sidecars on the roads. This meant
people had to get their bikes converted.

Naturally, bike design had to change, but this
interim period meant there were a lot of sidecars
that had their kickstart between the hack and bike.
I’'m sure there are many occurrences of this in
different countries, but this was a well preserved
example with this largely forgotten characteristic.
One can imagine it would have also resulted in
quite a few bruised Czech chins and legs!

Thank you for that Adam. Did you know that on
Sunday 3rd of September 1967, at 5.00am,
Sweden swapped sides to drive on the right. The
event was called "Hogertrafikomlaggningen".




They did this because by the late 1960s, 10 million
left hand drive cars were crossing Swedish borders
each year and double that would in the next
decade. Four years before the
change the H logo, right, was
placed on everything from milk
cartons to underwear. Bus
stops, bus doors and traffic
lights were moved and road
markings were repainted but
covered with black tape until the night of
September 2nd. The total cost of the change was
equivalent to £40m in 1967 money or £648m now.
12 million notes were handed out to Swedes and
130,000 H signs were errected alongside Swedish
roads. On the morning of H day all non essential
traffic was banned from 1.00 to 5.00am, allowing
the final adjustments to be made. ALL vehicles
had to stop, drive carefully onto the right side of the
road and then wait ten minutes before being
allowed to continue. 8,000 officials and 150,000
volunteers were employed to help ease the
inevitable confusion. To enjoy the fun, hundreds of
thousands of eager Swedes poured onto the roads
that Sunday causing only 157 accidents with only
32 resulting in personal injury. The following
Monday's rush hour went smoothly too, with less
accidents than usual with carefully focused drivers
anxious to get to work safely.

3.9 1967

The British watched with interest. The same switch
in Britain was estimated to cost seven times the
Swedish expense and the collateral damage would
be a nightmare. 1969 research by J J Leeming (?)
discovered that keep left countries have a much
lower collision rate than keep right countries. The
consensus here is that because most people are
right handed, drivers of right hand drive cars keep
their best hand on the steering wheel while
changing gear, playing with their phones or
fumbling for sweets in the glovebox with their left.

According to the internet, Japan drives on the left
because the Samurai carried their swords on the
left for instant right handed access. In the narrow
city streets of the Edo Period, sword clashing was a

big issue. However, although Japan was never a
part of the British Empire, which is why most of
Planet Earth's keep lefters do that, after the Meiji
restoration and the scramble to adopt Western
technology, the British supplied most of it. The
budding Japanese rail network was imported from
Britiain and therefore kept left.

Interestingly, when the US occupation of Okinawa
ended in 1978, the population switched sides to
drive on the left once more, in line with the rest of
Japan. Keeping left is so safe in Japan that more
people choke to death on food than are killed in
road accidents. Keeping left in India isn't safe
because other people driving up the middle will kill

you however you try to hide.
Zak

Penrose

Not so international rescue.

We begin on the morning of
Friday the 4th of November
with a phone call from my wife. She had been away
since Tuesday that week being trained up for her
new job as a manager of a stationery shop. |
answered the phone and made my way through the
tool room, through the fire exit to the stretch of
canal behind my place of work that we refer to as
"the phone booth."

There were no ducks about this morning but neither
was there a mountain of swan excrement, so | was
hopeful for ducks.

My wife had travelled by train from where we live in
Aylesbury in Buckinghamshire to Salisbury in hilly
Wiltshire. The first spot of bother should have been
read as an omen of trouble to come when the first
train failed to arrive.

The trains are on strike. Perfect. She's over ninety
miles away and the trains are on strike. To
complicate matters my Honda Dullville had a lovely
front puncture the day before so | wasn't going to
jump on the little tourer. | don't drive either which
left Gordon as the reluctant choice.

Gordon is an '98 KMZ Dnepr MT16 with a '78
MT10-36 frame. Thankfully I'd rewired Gordon in
October so everything works much better. He even
idles from cold now with all the lights on. | doubt the
verdigris in the original fuse box helped.

Just as our telephone conversation came to a close
a moorhen paddled it's way into the reeds looking
for a nibble.

| can't stress that | love my wife but | really didn't
want to go that far with the sidecar. The furthest I'd
gone in one trip previously had been to a classic
meeting in Cassington, just west of Oxford.
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Mind you that was a very hot day and a lot of the
old British bikes stayed at home.

The Three Magpies is about eighty five miles from
home. If | can make it to Salisbury | can certainly
make it to The Three Magpies next year. At least
that's what | told myself.

| couldn't just leave her there so | had to make a
plan. | decided that thirty miles between stops
should be enough. Refuel, have a munch, a wee
and let things cool down a bit. Ooh and check
nothing has fallen off!

Luckily after a week of rain Friday was dry which
meant | could prep without the bother of everything
getting soggy in the process. First job, swap the
rubber driveshaft cover (the one by the differential)
for the correct one I'd bought from Mike Rowe the
other week. After filing off a random blob of weld
that had no business being there we had a winner.
Next job, valve clearances. The engine had only
recently broken the one thousand eight hundred
mile mark. Only just run in. Nothing much to report
in the heads. The nuts on the studs were still at
30nm. Valve clearances were a little off so that was
amended. Check olil, yes it's still there. I'll bring a
bottle and funnel as insurance. The tools all live in
the boot anyway so that's already addressed. Just
to make sure | thought it prudent to kick it all into
life. Pump the kick-start till | saw oil pressure, three
kicks with the fuel and enricheners on, switch the
ignition on. One kick and it's alive! Let the revs
slowly climb and enricheners back in. Lovely
steady idle with 55psi of oil pressure at low idle

| packed a rechargeable work light, waterproof over
jacket for the missus and put the winter liner in her
bike jacket once | remembered where I'd stashed it.
Dinner with the cat who, as always, wanted my
dinner then off to bed trying not to think about
everything that could go wrong.

The alarm goes off at 6am on the 5th of November.
I'm sure that's a significant date I'm supposed to
remember. | manage to drag my reluctant self out
of bed by 6:30. Well I'm up, so that's a start. It's a

damp day outside already. Whilst getting dressed |
hear a mallard calling in the soggy morning air. For
one reason or another this gives me a bit of hope.
Why? No idea. Mr Duck isn't likely to help me up
the hills is he. Thermal socks and a base layer are
the order of the day. It's going to be a long, cold
and soggy one. Cereal and a spoon in the lunch
box, tea in the thermos, scoff a couple of sausage
rolls the wife left for me and on with all the
waterproofs. Cover off the Dnepr, kick into life and
warm up whilst | load the sidecar. Thankfully all is
running as well as the day before. The duck didn't
lie. By the time I've finished procrastinating and set
off it's 8am.

The ride out of Aylesbury and onto the A418 is
uneventful. First port of call is Thame services for a
top up. | thought it wise to fill up a five litre fuel can
as well whilst here as added insurance.

Leaving the services we headed for the A329
despite prompts to head to Oxford from the wife's
satnav. We cross the M40, bimble throught
Stadhampton and head to the A4074 to pass the H
Cafe. After a couple of roundabouts heading south
the satnav had got the idea. Luckily this was
around the time | no longer knew quite where | was
going. Just outside Cholsey by the Thames we'd
clocked up thirty miles since Thame and luck
brought me a little petrol station at 9am. Perfect.

After a little wait to get to a pump with petrol |
topped up the tank. | could only get £3 worth in.
Really? I'd expected to have used more than that.
Feeling a bit guilty | bought a Yorkie (the chocolate
bar, not the dog) to eat. Giving Gordon a rest |
drank my tea, crunched my cereal and chomped
my Yorkie. Pitstop over | decide to put my glove
liners on, swing a right up Halfpenny Lane and
head for the A417 through Blewbury and head to
the A34. Heading south on the A34 | maintained a
steady 40-45mph.
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I'd swapped the K63T carburettors the outfit
originally had for a pair of Mikuni BS27 CV carbs
after the Pekar items changed their mind about
working properly after a week. They worked one
week then were awful the next. I'm still on original
brake shoes though but they work fine as long as |
do my bit.

Miles pass steadily. I'll increase speed to 50mph
before a hill to build some momentum. | might need
to drop down to third before the top but not before
I'm half way up. Through the constant drizzle some
of the views available are quite nice. It's hard to see
the distant scenery as well through the weather. |
needn't worry about overtaking anyone.

For a brief moment (possibly before Newbury, not
that it matters) there was not a soul in front or to
the side of me. Checking my mirror | find nobody in
sight. | found myself totally alone. It was a little
magical. We'll ignore the fact that everyone had
overtaken me doing just over half the speed limit.

After 25 miles | spot a sign for Tot Hill Services. A
brief wiggle round the roundabouts and | park up at
the Shell garage at about 10:30am. Do | need fuel?
Apparently not. After breaking into the thermos and
laying my glove liners on the cylinders to warm up
an older gentleman asks if | know how to use the
tyre inflator machine? | never use them but offer
him my foot pump. He declines and disappears
inside. The usual questions about the outfit from
passers by are answered while | drink my tea. The
gentleman later returns rather worrisome and asks
me the same question. | give it a go. He, his wife
and | kept trying to inflate this tyre with the machine
but it couldn't manage and kept throwing an error
code up. Public convenience my arse. Turns out he
declined the footpump before because his knees
are knackered. Mine aren't though. Once his wife
found out the correct pressures for a Mercedes C
Class | set to. All the pressures were out. Foot
pump to the rescue and one relieved couple on
their way to drop off a very heavy vacuum cleaner.

After the Mercedes reinflation | found the satnav
with a flat battery. Probably should have switched it
off when | parked up. Lesson learned. Not to worry
| brought my 10 year old one for the return journey.
| prefer mine to the wife's as her screen never
switches off meaning it's harder to see where
you're going in the dark and it wastes battery. It's
now past 11am.

Onward to Wiltshire! Back on the A34 we get back
in to the same rhythm as before. Steady speed till
you see a hill. It is getting hillier. After Tidbury Ring
we wiggle our way onto the A303 for a few miles
turning off at Andover onto the A343. If | weren't on

an emergency taxi job I'd have stopped at the iron
age hillfort and military flying museum. | very nearly
let myself get distracted looking at the planes
outside.

Passing the Wallops of Over, Middle and Nether
we joined the A30 and the rain has eased off.
Nearly there. Past Figsbury Ring and into Salisbury
to meet the wife off the bus. On time at 12pm. It's at
this point | realise | really need the toilet. After a
phone call enlightening me to how crap the buses
are with much pacing up and down from myself, |
check the oil. | have to say, after 92 miles Gordon
had used a little oil. Not a lot, but some. Qil topped
up the bus arrives. I'd trimmed a bit more off my
beard than | intended during the week and she
doesn't recognise me immediately. Confusion
aside, we regroup. Grab some snacks for the
journey north and make our way towards
somewhere for lunch (and a trip to the loo) at a
nearby pub.

We leave the pub about 2:30pm and | immediately
go the wrong way. It's tradition! The return journey
is a little harder on the outfit what with the extra
company and a weeks worth of luggage. Gordon
managed the hills of Wiltshire well nonetheless.
Using Tot Hill Services as a halfway point again we
stop at the Starbucks, warm ourselves with hot
chocolate and | remember the five litres of E5 in the
boot. After a heavy downpour passes | reckon |
probably should top up now. All five litres go in the
tank. Well it is all up hill going north.

We set off again steadily making our way up the
A34. Weather is a bit mixed but not too bad. Just
cold and damp. We turn off at Didcot and make our
way through Milton. It's getting dark and the
smoothness of the dual carriageway is behind us.
Steady
progress is

road closure
causing a
diversion. Oil
pressure has
dropped, time

for a break. We ’/
head to the H
Cafe asit'sa
quiet place to
stop. The
wife's legs
have gone to
sleep and
she's not
bothered about
getting out.
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We give it twenty minutes to let the oil cool down a
bit. It's not really long enough but | know the route
home from here without any kind of map and the
roads open up a bit.

Back in Aylesbury the skies are lit with small
firework displays announcing our return. How very
thoughtful. We're home just after 6pm and her legs
have woken up enough to clamber out. | should
probably replace those seat springs.

People often ask how uncomfortable the rubber
tractor seat is. After around 184 miles in a day I'd
say not uncomfortable at all.

Sadly, a couple of weeks after writing this my wife
and | were involved in a RTA on the way home
from Oxford where she teaches children how to
make films on Saturdays. She was in the sidecar
and took the brunt of the impact in her legs. The
first aid kit in the boot landed on the grass verge.
I'll spare the readers the heavy details. | write this
whilst waiting for her to come back from theatre
wherein the surgeon begins the process of putting
her femurs right. Before going into theatre she
could still wiggle her toes so I'm hopeful.

The surgeon's name is Mark and the night before
my wife was telling him to get some sleep at the
end of a 25 hour shift. Not for her benefit, for his!
She was strapped to a board but trying to look after
the staff. Typical her.

I have the impression Zak suffers from oil pressure
anxiety and that ducks are a mystical thing. The
photo on page 20 is "Gary The Speed Duck made
by Tony The Engraver." [ also have the impression
Zak's love for his wife is a beautiful romance. Wish
her well people.

| have 2 KMZ bikes:

1970 K750 combo L/H
sidecar, green. Purchased
Jan 2021 more or less as is. 1961 K750 solo, short
leading links forks and early heads, black.
Purchased Jan 2022 bit tatty condition now tidied
up a bit.

Bart
Middleton

Both unregistered but with all NOVA and original
docs which helped to give a fairly smooth
registration process with DVLA. Both have K302
carbs which are a pig to set up but got there in the
end.

| have altered the final drive gearing to solo which
makes for a great improvement over the sidecar
ratio. Both bought from Fastboys both had serious
engine problems which | have since resolved via
Easthighway in Estonia who are brilliant, delivery
charges are very reasonable and quick door to

door DHL. | Got a few bits from Fastboys, fishtail
exhausts and a few other bits. Ural Hamburg are
also very good source of parts for reasonable price.

| particularly like your solo. Did you know they both
had serious engine problems when you bought
them from Fastboys? What serious engine
problems? Have you rebuilt the engines with parts
supplied by Easthighway? All this stuff is helpfull to
know for others following your path.

The combo sounded OK when | went to view and
bought it. A few months later it appeared to get
quite rattley. | went through tappet adjustment etc
but made no difference so | slipped one of the
barrels off and there was noticeable play in the big
end. | decided | couldn’t live with the rattle and
found a NOS engine at Easthighway. It cost me
about £1000 plus £110 for delivery within 10 days!
Can’t see any NOS these days for that price,
probably down to the Ukraine issue. Anyway fitted
it and all perfect. My wife loves it!
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The solo was running sweet apart from exhaust
knackered then out on a run a few months later
terrible knocking and then stopped and seized up.
| went ahead and got a recon unit from
Easthighway. Started to investigate, on taking off
the gearbox saw that two clutch screws had come
loose and collided with a small steel cover inside
the bottom of the gearbox housing thus locking up
the engine. Matter resolved with some new parts
replacing clutch bits and pieces as well. Should
have investigated first! The 9/35 crown wheel and
pinion | got from Ural Hamburg along with new
bearings etc.

To be fair there are lots of things I've bought for

both of the bikes replacing worn out things as | go
along. | suppose I've dismantled most of them and
put back together just to satisfy myself that they are
OK, brakes, hubs, forks, rewired both of them,
LED bulbs etc. Fairly easy to work on as they are
pretty agricultural. The downside is that every time
a package arrives for me then my wife adds up her
own shopping needs list.

I've had old bikes for the last 40 years so am used
to the seemingly endless tinkering and associated
costs. It's a hobby and a bit of fun. On the whole |
love them, | particularly love the countable revs
when ticking over fully retarded, it's amazing!

Clutch screws coming loose is very common, see
page 6. Things like this is why it's lovely to publish
other people's experiences in the magazine, so the
whole club's aware of them. We've had two locked
up engines recently just because of loose clutch
screws.

Did you tell Fastboys what happened to the bike
they sold you? | wonder of they were apologetic or
concerned at all. Did you know we have a Buy Sell
Swap Facebook page? People post requests for
parts or parts they don't need for sale on it. For
example | could have sold you a 9/35 final drive set
a lot cheaper than Ural Hamburg. There's often
whole engines too.

Yes to be fair | did tell Tomaz at Fastboys about the
combo engine and he was very apologetic, but
obviously not financially apologetic! | bought the
solo from him because | got on quite well with him,
he’s not a bad chap, very personable.

I love that expression, "financially apologetic".

Here's an Update on Noel's Ural
conversion to all hand control.

Noel
Having got the old girl running DaVIes
nicely the next stage was to —
adapt the controls to hand operated. | lowered the
seat to make it easier to get on and fabricated
some brackets to fit a pair of Harley foot boards.
Less chance of a foot slipping off.

The gear change required a bit more metal bashing
so that | could take the right hand selector to the
side of the tank. That seems to work nicely
although | haven't had my crash test dummy take it
out on the road yet.

Next was the rear brake. | doubled up the cables
on the font brake lever and altered the foot brake
end so that the second cable operated the rear
brake. | wasn't too confident about this bit but it
seems to work quite well (bearing in mind the bar
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was not set very high to start with). | should be able
to balance the amount rear vs front by adjusting the
tension. Another job for the crash test dummy as

| won't be able to ride it till the sidecar is mounted.
Next job is a complete rewire and paint the new
parts.

My crash test dummy is called Richard. BTW after
sorting out the various ignition problems, | switched
back to Amal carbs as the Pekar 65s were a bit
rich, so | have a couple of Pekars going spare.

If you want these you could private message Noel
on Facebook or contact the HV office, details on
page 4. Below, here's what they look like on. Note
very special alternator. | think this is one of those
German, bolt straight on replacements for the
original 6v dynamo. Noel mentioned this in the July
Augst 21 HV, page 30. Note opposite top, is that
finned black thing below the seat the voltage
regulator it comes with? Also note the pretty air
filter. Where did that come from? The hawkeyed
will notice the prefered Amal carbs and in the
gearbox out picture, the old car type regulator used
with the Soviet dynamo to convert it to 12v.

I wonder how well that worked? Mechanical

regulators like this often consume considerably
more power than little boxes full of semiconductors.

Right. Noel's
professional
looking tank
mounted gear
selector lever, to
replace the
interim mole
grips opposite
bottom.

Page 24 top,
Almot, the
discerning
rebuilder's
option.

23




Every so often it comes up
on Facebook or forums that

people have problems with Russe"
electric starters, so I thought ' Johnson

I'd share my experience
from a couple of years ago.

Back in February 2020 | was on the way to the
Dragon Rally in Wales, taking the scenic route
south of Manchester when | stopped in Ashton at
an Asda petrol station. Pressing the starter button
afterwards resulted in a loud "clunk" and not much
else. Shit, all | need on a Friday afternoon in a
queue of cars waiting for fuel. After some
desperate button pressing, the starter sluggishly
turned over and the engine started, that's a relief

| thought.

This scenario was to repeat itself every time |
stopped over the course of the weekend, but plenty
of beer at the Bruce Pollard rally on the Friday
temporarily relieved the stress, although it didn't fix

the problem. This was the weekend of Storm Ciara
which included rain, high winds, rain, flattened
tents, and rain, and axle deep mud. Anyway, the
bike just about started on Sunday morning and it
was time to brave the elements. By this time all |
wanted to do was get home and really didn't fancy
the idea of waiting at the side of the road for the
breakdown truck of shame, so | left it running at
the petrol station while | refuelled and continued my
miserable journey home, which included the M56
river and several detours around flooded roads the
nearer home | got.

| spent the next few days recovering from the
experience, looking on ebay for replacement
starters and psyching myself up to tackle the
problem. Used ones on ebay were pretty scarce,
not particularly cheap and could well have been
just as bad as my existing one, so | started with the
easy stuff first and got a new battery, even though
the original had plenty of volts in, according to my
meter. Unsurprisingly this made no difference, so
further investigations were needed.

I'd already discounted the small relays shoved up
the frame tube, if they were faulty it wouldn't have
worked at all, so next step was the starter motor
and solenoid assembly.

It was quite straightforward to remove and strip
down, the insides if the motor were pretty dirty, but
not so much as to explain the problem, even the
brushes had plenty of life left in them, so after
plenty of contact cleaner, emery cloth, wire brushes
and elbow grease it all cleaned up nicely and was
put back together again, leaving me still unsure as
to whether I'd cured it or not.

| made a bench test rig up out of bits of wire, my
now spare battery, and a push button liberated
from work and the motor span up nicely.

Now for the real test, back on the bike, started first
time, great stuff. Stopped bike, pressed button
again, "click". Bollocks.

Sometimes it's best to walk away for a while and
have a think, and a sulk as well, so | did. The
battery's new, motor's OK, what else could it be?
The only thing left unchecked was the actual
solenoid itself, which looked a bit too much for my
modest facilities at home, so | thought | might as
well take it to work and do it, with the bonus that I'd
get paid for doing it, as long as nobody saw me.

Right, motor off again, can't quite remember how |

separated solenoid from motor, but can't have been
too difficult. Dismantling solenoid completely | think
involved a couple of nuts and bolts but to get inside




and expose the
contacts meant de-
soldering the two
wires which came
from inside to the
terminals, as in the
pics. Once apart it
was obvious what
the problem had
been all along. The
loud click/clunk
was indeed the
solenoid operating,
but the condition of |
the copper ring and
the two terminals
in the other half
meant little or no current was getting through.

If you look at the pic of the cleaned up parts you'll
see a nearly vertical line on the right hand terminal,
below, this was actually a mark where the

repeated action of the copper ring had worn it down
to the point that it was barely proud of the housing,
which wouldn't have helped either. Luckily the pin/
bolt/terminal thing comes out and has a square
section so it can be turned round 180° and put back
in again.

Once re
soldered and
re assembled
it was back on
the bike and
has been
faultless ever
since. So far
anyway!

This took
about 3 hours
to write and
re-write, and then type it out on my phone using
just my thumb, no computer, tha' knows!

Forgot to
mention the
bike, I just
assumed that
everybody
would know
by now, given
the measure
of my
celebrity!

Mention your
Jumper
Russell.

Excited to be a new member
of the Cossack Owners Club.
| am a Brit ex-pat now living in
Florida. | have known about
the club since my classic
motorcycling career began as in the early

1980's. Living in England then, | was drawn to the
ubiquitous Neval adverts in every monthly
motorcycle magazine and visiting their impressive
show stands at the Earls Court shows. But what
really impressed me about Soviet bikes was
witnessing them staunchly earning their keep when
| visited remote developing areas overseas.

Geoff
Denham

After 40 odd years of owning numerous British, HD,
Italian and some Japanese classics, | at last
acquired a Chinese CJ750. | was not expecting too
much from this machine, assuming it would be
something like another cheap Chinese consumer
product. How wrong | was. The bike is a fascinating
piece of quality engineering designed at a time
when production economics was a low second to
quality for the customer.

A few years later | came across a 1994 Ural
IMZ-123. Rare here in the US and probably one of
the first bikes imported by Ural America Inc. This is
a solo machine that now pulls the highest gearing
available making it a very practical highway cruiser
for our flat Florida roads. Smooth, comfortable and
reliable. Another intriguing piece of quality
engineering. | have never understood how the
Cossack 650's got such a bad reputation for
reliability that | remember from the 1970s. As a
member of my small collection of vintage Brit, HD,
and even Japanese bikes the Ural and Chang have
always been the go-to for reliable transport,
smooth, comfortable and reliable.

So pleased to finally be a member of the CoC. I'll
look forward to doing what | can to contribute to
these machines and their owners. Hopefully by
location on the other side of the pond will not be too
much of an impediment.

The bike came with sidecar gearing 8:37 (teeth). |
quickly changed this to the highest solo ratio | could
find. | believe it is either 9:35 or even 10:35. | seem
to remember it being the same ratio as the 750cc
solo. In any case the bike pulls it fine here in the FL
flatlands. | did the same thing with my solo CJ. This
now has the 9:35 gear set. Both bikes have

19” wheels. | have done a few other modifications
to the Ural. The first was to ditch the electronic
ignition and do a points retro-fit. This was an easy
mod and | much prefer having an ignition system |
can repair myself. Another worthwhile change was
to fit a dual HT lead Harley coil.
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| ordered on Ebay never seemed to
provide a very good spark. The US
bikes sold by Ural America Inc in
the 90s were also fitted with Mikuni
carbs to comply with US emission
laws. However the bike runs much
better with K68s and now runs
great on a pair of Chinese K68
knock-offs.

I have here a box of NOS speedos,
which fit Jupiters, Minsks and
Voskhods, one of

which | sold to Te rry

Terry to
experiment with. I nman

| have done the conversion on the
Jupiter speedo you sent. | have
used a sealer on the case seals as

they obviously let water in. Painted the inner bezel | had to buy
white and put a little bit of Lithium grease on the 10 of the
two worm wheels.Tested it with a drill and it works ~ SPeedo
fine. faces and
they were
Just trying to £7/8 ish.
get my head | would be
around what happy if you |
it's worth put the price
ready to go. up at £45
Picture below | and see
right is how the
apparently a interest
badge that goes. The
goes on the picture right

back if you can throw any light on it. Anyway a few s of the
of them came with the speedo dial faces. What do disc on the
you think? side of the

Luckily it doesn't
say "CpenaHo B
Kutae"! How
much did it cost
you? | mean £15 for the speedo plus how much
per face? Compare that with the price of a speedo
online and the thought that your conversion is
waterproof and greased. From the factory they're
not lubricted at
all and
consequently
the spindles
break. | think

| have enough
speedos if you
don't want to do
service
exchange.

26




spindle shaft. | removed one and there is a felt He didn’t

bung underneath. Using my urine syringe (got to although he
find a use for them other than pee) | have knew a man
lubricated it with gun oil. down the road

who ran the
tractor shop
who had more
Derek's Voskhod project began than 40 of them!
on page 10 of the May June 2022~ Derek My relationshi
edition of HV. We've been chatting Ansell wi)tlhreA;iIrc:nS ip
on Facebook since and he tells me
there might be another series of Bonneau was

. : : born, he had a
pictures and videos as it comes back together. In
the mean time check this out, below. With luck he'll Y éloSolex 3800

: : for sale for
tell us where he gets his chroming done. €100! As usual

with all these
old bikes (this
is a 1966 model) there was something wrong. In
this particular case it was the membrane on the
carburettor which helps pump up the fuel to the
carb. Alain soon has fixed this and we were off on
our long lasting VeloSolex adventure. We are close
friends now with the Bonneau family and see them
every year when we go to France, we even
attended Alain and Sophie's wedding a few years
ago.

Page 26 bottom is what the converted speedo
looks like. Want one? Contact details on Page 4.

Andrew trailers |
his Ural down
to France's
Atlantic Coast
where his
Velsolex is.
Since the last
holiday his
Ural has
developed a
smoking habit -

which we'll deal with in a future issue. In that,
possibly, there'll be pictures of his Velosolex and
the strange, and French, world of Velosolex culture.

On one of our caravanning and

camping trips to the west coast  ANArew
of France | helped a friend Mutter

replace his rear windscreen

wiper motor. To do this we had

to go to a car breakers yard to find a secondhand
motor. Whilst there | had the great idea of seeing if
there were any motorcycle breakers close by for
interesting bits and pieces. We found a motorcycle
breakers yard and | spied in the corner a broken
down old VeloSolex. It was a non runner and didn’t
seem worth repairing. | asked the guy in the shop if
he knew of any of these for sale that were working.

27




At the Norfolk 'n' Good
Michael rode his
French registered Ural

Michael
750, towing on page 9, Wadsworth
which he had to nip

over to France to get, because his English ride, his
BMW engined Dnepr suffered clutch failure. At the
time of writing we think the rivets in the middle of
the clutch plate tore out. This is a BMW bit, not
Dnepr. Michael hasn't looked yet though.

Michael's HV stories are in a sort of graphic, comic
book style with pictures and brief captions leaving
me to write my way round them to explain what |
think happened. "On the Friday morning and only 9
miles from home and | have a clutch problem?"
This is it, coasted to a halt in the village of
Sherwood, below. | think this because there's a
link in Michael's email to a BBC iplayer page from
where | could watch a crime drama series called
"Sherwood". I'd better not do that because | don't
have a TV licence. Note tow bar.

Michael's caption for the picture with the huge
trailer bottom left is "The Tip Run", with all that
rubble? Oh that poor clutch! I'm not sure how long
Michael was stranded for but he enjoyed the
kindness of strangers. Right,
"Retired paramedic Nick
brings tea and melon." and
below, "Locals bring water."

Above, "Fellow sidecar rider stops." with
presumably patient small child as ballast in the
chair. Below, "At last the Cavalry arrived." It can't
have been too long because Michael had time to
break out his car and drive to Greetham with time
enough to still get to the East European rally.
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Above, "Oakham Castle". It's not really a castle
any more but might have been once. Surviving is
The Great Hall which is the finest example of
Norman domestic architecture in Europe, built
between 1180 and 1190. It houses a collection of
230 ceremonial horseshoes the oldest of which
was given to the castle by Edward IV in 1470.
We're probably going to hold rallies in Rutland
anually. We could run a ride out here. The website
says "....... and of course our children's guide with
puzzles and quizzes galore". Don't miss the COC,
East European adult's Rutland treasure hunt quiz
with Jim Turner next issue, and a lot more
Wadsworth's Websites.

N o Arctic
riday’s rain was cold an
penetrating. | stopped outside MO"Y
Oppdal because I'd had enough,

not because there was anything special about the
campsite. It was high up above the condensation
in cold air, although that wasn’t apparent at the
time. Within a few yards of leaving, the road went
downhill, down and down and down through the
condensation layer into the steaming pine trees. My
waterproofs got wet on the inside, along with
everything else, and hot. The condensation layer is
thick enough to produce its own gentle rain. It's a
bit like having a shower fully clothed, while riding a
motorcycle.

We are now in Andalsnes, having been comfortably
drenched this time, as oppposed to uncomfortably.
We're surrounded by almighty mountains whose
snow covered slopes are only occasionally visible
through the clouds of steam. We can’t see the
peaks ever, they’re up in the proper clouds. The
locals predict the whether tomorrow will be a bit
better, meaning the condensation will rise. It's
Trolstiggen tomorrow.

We rode through some spectacular scenery, more
atmospheric than picturesque because of the
gloomy weather. Molly has never run better than
she did today. It's been absolutely blissful, purring
along the edge of fjords, past little harbours, boats,
farms, endless parades of distant mountains and
constant pine trees sweating steam, all reflected in
shiny grey water. We've been up high in the
dripping moss and waterfalls as well. It all smells
fantastically wet.

After Eresfjord, at the junction to Andalsnes the
sign says 10% for 7km. It twists and turns all the
way to the top and every corner reveals another
stunning view. Molly ambled up gently in 2nd gear
at 20mph, quietly so as not to disturb the
ambience, feeling very, very smooth. There was
no wind, it was deathly still. You'd feel you'd need
to whisper if there was anyone to talk to.

There’s some big, heavy bits in a Planeta Sport
engine. Molly feels like hers all fit together now.
She’s developed a lovely, rumbly, even, tick over
and a soft gentle pick up. | can feel her rattle. | like
to listen for a moment before | switch her ignition
off. She bounces off compression a few times
before she stops. That’s how | know everything’s
spinning freely. She didn’t always do that. She
used to get agonisingly hot and clank gratefully to a
standstill the instant | touched her key.

There was sort of a point to prove. Only an anorak
would stay awake while | explained exhaust
dimensions and how the port mods enhance the
scavenging. Would anyone at all care about the
tedious but vital method of gearbox shimming?
Everyone’s read all the books and soaked up the
myths and legends. Tuning means faster doesn’t
it? Nope! Today, Molly was lovely because | made
her like that, precious beyond her doubtful market
value in ordinary, boring money.
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Above, infinitely more interesting than a BMW.

July 4th Monday morning, Trolstiggen 31361 miles.

I’'m writing this at the top of the Trolstiggen pass
because it's ‘kin unbelievable. Not just spectacular,
amazing or breathtaking, it's ‘kin unbelievable,
spectacular, amazing and breathtaking.

All the mountains around Andalsnes were
shrouded in low cloud when | left. There was little
visibility low down but | thought I'd leave anyway in
case the peaks might poke out through the top.
Within a couple of miles the road started to climb,
into the same layer of steaming trees and wringing
wet moss we enjoyed yesterday, rivers, rocks,
water falling everywhere and all of it hot and humid
like you wouldn’t believe. | get where the troll thing
comes from. If trolls lived anywhere they’d live in
this swampy, wet, green wonderland. It's so
atmospheric.

Then there’s the first hairpin bend, then another,
then another. Visibility was so bad that | could only
sense | was climbing steeply. Millions of gallons of
water thunder out of the rocks on either side of the
road but | couldn’t see enough to tell exactly where
from.

After | lost count of the hairpins it became suddenly
brighter, there were patches of snow obvious
through the grey and a minute after that brilliant
blue sky and sunshine. Suddenly there were no
trees, just moorland grass and big bald rocks, dry
and level with the top of the clouds swirling around
the snow caps poking out of the murk we just came

from. It's quite a shock to burst into sunlight and
it's a completely different place. In the fog, you'd
never see it coming.

The road falls away in both directions so this is
plainly the top. I'll get back on Molly in a minute
and we’ll descend once more into the gloom, with
no idea what's in it.

Bottom left, note tiny people playing in the snow in
the tops of the clouds. The view over the edge in
the left of the picture on a sunny day would be a bit
like the above.

2,500 vehicles pass through here daily peak
season. There are 11 hairpins at a gradient of 10%
and the top is 2,790' above sea level. Vehicles
over 41' long are prohibted because the hairpins
are so tight but in 2011 and 2012, 43' vehicles were
allowed as an experiment. | went down here in
2010 on my CJ750 and met several buses coming

up, which must have been
the shorter 41' ones. It took
most of the day to unravel the

et

b Sz

blockages. 43'? Stupid idea! 2
This is the densely packed
tourist route to Geiranger and
there are lots of buses. On =z

October 23 2009 the pass o

was closed by an avalanche r
after early heavy snowfall. &L ot

July 4th Monday, Geiranger
62° north, 31405 miles. i

We were in and out of the steam layer several
times in the 50 miles we rode to Geiranger which is
a jewel even by Norsk standards. Would you like
an apparently incongruous comparison with Edale
in Derbyshire? Geiranger is isolated, prettier than
anywhere else around it and more of whatever it is
that makes the area special, condensed into one
small postcard sized space.

All of it is in the end of Geiranger fjord. There’s a
sharp turn in the fjord which shuts off the open end
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Molly camped here

so it feels like being in a crucible of mountains. It's
the essence of Western Norway. Last time | was
here, short of time, | rode through. This time I'm
camping by the water’s edge. There’s nowhere
else. The sides of the fjord are sheer, 500m high
and drop straight down another 300m under the
water. According to the info boards in the village,
the farmers on the top tethered their children to
posts and rocks to stop them falling over the edge.

The campsite opposite the village is built on the
rubble brought down by a waterfall which empties
into the fjord beside it. From my tent | can see all
of this end of the fjord to the village a mile away up
the other end. The village has one street but five
hotels and ten
campsites. It's
the third largest
cruise ship
terminal in
Norway even
though only 250
people live here.
All of them work
in the tourist
industry. 300,000
cruise ship
passengers

swamp the village each season. There’s a car park
surrounding a small supermarket and the biggest
campervan/tour bus snarl up in Europe. You
haven’t done Norway until you've been here. All
Nordkapp’s traffic comes here first. Even so,
Geiranger fjord is achingly beautiful, just like Edale.
Nordkapp isn't.

The campsite’s reception lad was sorry for the state
of the pitches after so much rain. “It's a bit wet.” he
said. Well yeah, it's in Norway, what isn’t.

There is no wind, at all. Note vertical diesel smoke,
bottom left. The air is so still it carries the sound of
crashing water from the waterfalls in the village and
the campsite, echoing off the fjord walls. Opposite
the campsite the rock face is vertical until it
disappears into the steam layer.

Above, the Cunard Line's Queen Victoria looming
past the campsite, through the early morning fog,
remarkable for being so big in such a small space.

July 5th Tuesday, Byrkjelo, 31493 miles.

For the first time in two weeks my boots are dry!
The climb out of Geirangerfjord through the village
might be even more dramatic than Trolstiggen. A
couple of tour buses and a camper van were
wedged into a giant coachbuillt Chinese puzzle at
he bottom of the climb but they had the grace to let
me thread my way through before resuming their
struggle. Within a few hairpins it's up through the
clouds again. The viewpoint where everyone takes
the definitive shot of the village was almost
invisible. After that its one hairpin at a time, can't
see from one to the next, up through the pine trees
and the waterfalls. Soon it's more moss than trees,
then snow, then no more trees. | passed a stone
elevation marker at 800 metres above sea level in
thick fog. Then suddenly it's brighter, with patches
of blue sky overhead and a towering snow capped
peak. Before | could think "bloody hell!" round the
next hairpin | was in fierce, hot sunshine under
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brillant blue skies with almighty mountain ranges
stretching majestically in all directions as far as |
could see, thick fog to snowblind in moments.

It really is that bright. Everyone stops every few
hundred yards to take it all in. There's so much
light. The sky is crystal clear, the snow is brilliant
white, the sun comes at you reflected in the water
too, which has lumps of ice floating in it but
everyone's in shirtsleeves because it's flaming hot!

Then as if that wasn't spectacular enough, there's a
series of tunnels which add up to 12km
underground with water falling through the roof

most of the way, then another series of hairpins
with their own snowcapped backdrop to take the
road down to sea level. Most of the rest of today's
ride went round the end of Nordfjord which is just
as relentlessly beautiful as everywhere else in
Western Norway, picturesque villages on one side,
the Jostedalsbreen mountain range on the other, all
glowing in the blistering sunshine.

To get to Byrkjelo, in the valley pictured above, we
had to nip back up to 600 metres above sea level
for another few hundred eye popping views, just to
make sure the ride couldn't be anything other than
biblically spectacular. Consequently the camera
battery was flat by the time we got here. | had to
resort to some roadside editing to save disc space,
because a lot of the pictures | took in Sweden look
deadly dull now. It's so hot and dry here 90 miles
later, two weeks washing dried in two hours.

| have been here before, two years ago on the
Chang Jiang, opposite top. | don't remember being
blown away like this. | didn't write it down. | only
had four days up here and had to be back at work
on Monday morning. That's not a life is it? This is
the bit of Norway which counts. You need to do the
rest, right up north, because it's there in the
midnight sun, but this is the bit to come back to.
The CJ was very, very slow and hated the heat and
Scandinavian petrol. Molly is much better.
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Up on the top today | met a German with a bicycle,
a titanium, carbon fibre space ship. He had a
tripod for his proper camera, to take proper
pictures. His holiday was photographic, around
Geiranger. "Where are you going?" he asked.
Apart from south | hadn't really thought about it.
"You don't know do you?" he laughed.

July 6th, Wednesday, Balestrand, 31649 miles.

While we're on the subject of biblically spectacular,
| thought I'd take a look at Sognefjord so I'd go to
Ferde and start at the seaward end to make a loop
out of it. On the way we passed the end of Route
13, which looked a bit more mountainous and had
an info board which said it was open. We went up
over a mountain pass with the usual panoramic
views and | thought that was it. Then we started
climbing seriously up into the dwarf birch trees
instead of pines, moss covered rocks, grass roofed
hunting cabins and another national park. Up high
you get a wide open space feeling rather than
being hemmed in. There's a distinct difference
between lowland, fjord hugging farmland and the
big scenery above it. The plants are different, it
even smells different.

As the road began to fall we approached a left

hand turn with a downhill sign, below. Note "Low
gear" in English. | thought "This'll be interesting."
and swung Molly between the rocks. Sorry but |

actually did think "kin hell!" Round the turn the road
follows the rock face and we were stuck on the side
of an immense chasm, looking straight across to
the other side with thousands of feet to fall before
the bottom. I'm glad Molly didn't have to go up. This
is the descent down into Sognefjord. The skies
were blue, it was hot and Sognefjord was just like
any other but scaled up for added drama, wider,
higher, longer and more complicated. The road is
like the line you'd draw round your fingers. The
campsite is 3km from Balestrand up the end of one.

| rode to Hgyanger, 61° north, thinking | still might
like to ride to the open end of the fjord but
discovered | didn't. For some reason | felt like I'd
like to go home now. Breathtaking though Norway
is, | only have so much breath to take, so | turned
Molly round and we're on our way back to the E6
and the ride home. Which way though? Over the
fijord somewhere and south for the Kristiansand/
Hirtshalls ferry? | get to go look at more Denmark
like that, somewhere flat for a change.

Hgyanger, by the way, was the first industrial town
in Norway to be powered by hydroelectricity
generated in the surrounding mountains. The big
thing here and the need for power is aluminium.




Hooded Sweat Shirts
£21.50 These are normally Rega"a I
on an order only basis.

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

Full & Half Zip Fleeces - £25.00

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

T Shirts
£13.00

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

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

34




LR

el
AW o)







