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Politburo 

Front cover A warm welcome to….. 

 Colin Shore Brighton, East Sussex. 
Stephen Jacobs, Sidcup, Kent. 
Clare Shepherd, Torquay, Devon. 
Russell Nott, Illminster, Devon. 
Gary Moss, Chorley , Lancs. 
Neil Adams, Bradford, West Yorks. 
Adrian Nurse, Farndale, North Yorks. 
Keith Alderman,  New York,Lincoln. 
Kevin Honey & Claire Crossland, Amisfield, 
Dumfries. 
John Tickell, Sawtry, Cambs. 
Marcin at Cheappartsforcars, Rugby, Warks. 
Christopher Holley, Faringdon, Oxon. 
Ronald Holmes, Acocks Green, W. Mids.  

No one feels the thrill of uncertainty, the 
apprehension, trepidation and dread an ordinary 
pop down the shops can bring like we do.  If you 
pop out for a pint of milk on a Honda you get a 
pint of milk, for us the reward is adventure! 

How sweet it is to experience the joy, the elation 
and euphoria even, of that first burst of life. 
Those rumbling bearings, the slapping of pistons 
and the ominous clatter of cold valve gear herald 
a good day, a day on which shopping is ON! 

Every yard is a joy and every mile an 
achievement, a unity with mechanical integrity 
and something you just don’t get with inferior 
motorcycles.  OK, only kidding!  We hope you’ll 
grow to love Russians too. 

The stunning orange Voskhod belongs to John 
Chrystal and is featured on page 12. 

My cynical and simplistic attitude to marketing is 
that it’s basically selling people things they don’t 
need therefore propagating rabid, ruthless 
capitalism and the consequent poisoning of the 
planet.  Our quote for this issue is from Simon 
Mainwaring.  The internet tells us   “His 
experience and observations of the trends in 
social media and the impact of consumer power 
on brands led him to create the concept of We 
First capitalism. This is a new set of principles to 
guide corporations and consumers to reengineer 
free market capitalism to become a motor of 
positive global social transformation. He is the 
author of We First: How Brands and Consumers 
Use Social Media to Renew Capitalism and 
Build a Better World.” 

“In the vision of We First capitalism, the private 
sector is the only resource left untapped that has 
the capacity to help solve the scale of problems 
in the world.” it says.   To my mind this sounds 
like handing over control of the asylum to the 
inmates themselves!   

Interestingly marketing isn’t only the cornerstone 
of consumerism and there are of course other 
ways of money grabbing.  Political systems need 
to be sold for long after the last shell cases of 
the revolution have fallen, discarded in the dust, 
and I like to think Soviet selling is the root of the 
charm we all appreciate in this club. 

Is the pragmatic and economically spectacular 
little Minsk a product of anti-marketing?  Instead 
of selling what no one needs is it giving them all 
they really do? I mean if you’ve got one of these, 
everything else just looks like glitzy market 
forced overkill doesn’t it?  No?   

Oh dear, it’s just you me and Chris then Tim! 
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RED OKTOBER returns to the impressive setting of Millennium Place, directly in front of 

Coventry Transport Museum. 

This celebration of Eastern Bloc motoring, more than 25 years since the end of the Cold War (and 
exactly 100 years since the October Revolution!), brings together some of the unique vehicles from 
those regimes ‘on the other side of the Wall.  All vehicles designed or built in the Cold War period 
are welcome. Just turn up, there’s no prior booking or fee for taking part. 
Entry to Coventry Transport Museum is free!    www.transport-museum.com   

Vehicles may displayed from 10am – 4.30pm.  Access to Millennium Place is from Coventry Ring 
Road, junction 1. SatNav: CV1 1JR.  Richard Hemington, 24 Recreation Road, Colchester, Essex, 
CO1 2HE events@ifaclub.co.uk  01206 792360 / 07736 962572.  

Comrade Carl’s Classic C.O.C. shows this year are……………………. 

Manchester bike show 25
th
-26

th
  March, 9.30am- 5.00pm, Event city, Trafford park.   

International motorcycle show 22
nd

-23
rd

 April, Stafford showground.      
CRMC weekend 4

th
-6

th
 August  Donnington park.     

Motorcycle mechanics show 14
th
-15

th
 October, Stafford showground. 

The COC Dent rallies will be the weekend after the May bank holiday, and in October it'll be the 

second weekend of the month.  So in 2017 these will be: 5/6/7 May, and  6/7/8 October. 
They will be held at Conder Farm, Dent. LA10 5QT.  Vince Briar’s number for further information is 
07850 770176. 

If you haven’t been to one of these rallies, a traditional Northern COC event for many years, Google 
Conder Farm Campsite.  This gives you a wealth of info on Dentdale’s tourism potential.  It’s a 
spectacular place to visit. 

Carpathia some time in early May.  See page 19 for Tony Jones’ contact details and an 

outline of his plans. 

Hedingham Sidecar Owners club are again holding a day meet at Jacks Hill cafe on Sunday 

May 7th.  There will be awards for best bike, sidecar, 3 wheeler etc, on the day.  Cossack owners 
club and their friends are invited to attend.  Look forward to seeing you there.  More info from Dave 
Greenwood at  davidjgreenwood@hotmail.co.uk or Tel: 0165285 28866.   

Jawa/CZ national rally 16
TH

 – 18
TH

 June at The Bull I’ th’ Thorn (that’s what is says!)

Ashbourne Road, Hurdlow, Near Buxton, Derbyshire SK17 9QQ.  This venue has limited B&B, a full 
pub menu with veggie options, a proper caravan/camp site and a large barn if wet!  
wwwbulliththorn.com to check it out.  I suppose Jawa/CZ club secretary Pete Edwards is the man to 
see at  jawaczownersclub@gmail.com  

The Iron Curtain Vehicle Rally is based at the Foxfield Railway, Caverswall Road Station, 

Blythe Bridge, Stoke on Trent, ST11 9BG.  Free camping and caravan space is available from 
midday Friday 7 July 2017 on the field alongside the station.  Lavatories and a shower will be open 
throughout. Evening meals are available in local pubs, restaurants and take-aways. Sunday 
breakfast will be served in the Station buffet.  This is another IFA Club event and we know this 
about it……………….. 

Saturday 8 July 2017:  ‘Cold War Classic’ vehicles head out on a leisurely road-cruise through 
the wonderful scenery and historic towns and villages of the fabulous Staffordshire Moorlands and 
into the Peak District National Park.  The relaxed schedule will include several stops for re-grouping, 
sight seeing and refreshments.  Detailed route maps will be provided. For those staying over, the 
celebrated bar at the Foxfield Railway will be  open into the evening to round off the day. 

Forthcoming Events 
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Sunday 9 July 2017:  ‘Cold War Classic’ vehicles will be displayed on the station forecourt.  
There’ll be plenty of time to meet up with colleagues and the visiting public and enjoy a steam ride 
on the historic Foxfield Railway.  Richard Hemington is the man to see about this , his details are as 

for Red Oktober. 

MZRC Release the Beast Rally is at The Farm House Talybont-on-Usk Powys LD3 7YJ on 

21
st
-23

rd
 July.  Sandy Morgan knows about this on 07929955221 

Ace café. You mean you don’t know where this is? Ace Corner, North Circular Road, Stonebridge 

London NW10 7UD. (0)20 8961 1000.  Of particular interest to us are June 18th which is Polish Bike 

Day and October 22nd which is the other Red Oktober, Eastern Bloc Vehicle Day. 

Fancy any of this rogue’s gallery?  These pictures 
were sent to Tony, in his capacity of club secretary
and therefore point of contact for the outside world.  

He fancied the Ural, probably because it’s green!  I fancied the Minsk, obviously, not least because 
of its CZ front end and real front brake!  However, this text came with the pictures. “good afternoon . 
we are engaged in restoration and repair of motorcycles and old cars. we also have a lot of Soviet 
original spare parts for motorcycles Minsk. Dnepr MT 10. 750. to rise. also could you restore to 

motorcycles or cars that exist in Ukraine. Price we 
have an order of magnitude lower. We can be 
found in Ukraine you are interested in cars or 
motorcycles hour.”   

I’m not sure about this because the file names of 
each of these pictures is wildly different consistent 
with them having been taken with different 
cameras or sourced from different sources.  
Worse, the backgrounds are very different too, 
suggesting that the bikes were in very different 
locations when the pictures were taken.  I chop off 
spare background sometimes to save space but 
this time it’s important not to. 

In the November/December 2015 issue of 
Horizontal View we published Graham Woods 
experience where someone in Cyprus had lifted a 
picture off the internet claiming it was a bike they 
had for sale along with lots of parts Graham paid 
for but obviously didn’t get.  Is that what’s 
happening here? 

Stranger still we featured a picture of the Dnepr 
custom with gold hubs on the rear cover in the 
May/June 2015 issue of Horizontal View.  In that 
picture you can see the number plate.  Is it 
Ukrainian?  It looks very Russian to me!   

Of course it’s entirely possible I’m mistaken in my 
suspicion but given the current hard times suffered 
by Ukraine at the moment I can’t blame the poor 
sods for trying it on!  Anarchy’s a common 
phenomenon in circumstances like those. 

Caveat Emptor, again! 



5 

 The fact is that many of our new members each 
month join the club because they’ve been 
tempted by the flow of wonderful opportunities 
flooding westwards these days.  Usually all is 
well and the imports are supplied honestly and 
honourably.  Then the major headache is 
dealing with the UK paperwork. 
 
NB.  At the risk of getting boring for those 
long term members, our constant stream of 
newcomers all need help with that same 
problem and we’ll revisit it again and again.  
Hopefully our collective experiences will make 
us useful and productive and we’ll encourage 
lots of people to ride Russian.  It’s good for 
them!  I’m not sure this pair from Juri’s less than 
apparent stock will help though. 

We’re going to have to go on and on about 
originality too, and on and on and on.  DVLA 
insist that the club provide evidence of how we 
arrive at a particular date for the purposes of 
issuing a dating certificate.  Because it’s 
perfectly possible to fit a 2017 Ural with a 1957 
Chang Jiang engine, and with anything in 
between, lots of people have.  BE VERY 
CAREFUL BEFORE YOU BUY ANYTHING IN 
CASE IT’S NOT WHAT IT SEEMS! PLEASE!!! 

 

 

 

I’m sorry if the previous few pages have 
dampened your enthusiasm.  Feel encouraged 
by this………………. 

As a new member, I just thought it would be 
good to send you a photo of our Ural. There was 
an old Ukrainian log book with it stating that it 
was born in 1967. I bought it for a project for me 
and my son from a guy who bought it from a 
dealer in the Ukraine. Like a lot of these bikes, 
the guy got fed up with it and left it outside for 4 
years in all weathers until we found it. 
  
He had done a few mods to it to make it more of 
a Bopper style which we have reversed some of. 
The photos 
you see are 
it looking 
pretty 
shabby, but 
we have 
gone 
through the 
whole bike 
making it 
safe and 
roadworthy. 
We have 
added 
indicators, fixed the electrics and got her running 
quite nice. The next is getting an MOT and then 
UK registered as it has no registration at 
present.  That’s about it for now, we are looking 
forward to getting this beast out on the road as 
soon as we can. 

The club’s website address is 

www.cossackownersclub.co.uk  
Or if you fancy a chat try 

www.facebook.com/
cossackownersclub 

Chris Holley 
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In part two our numb fingered adventurer 
reaches Nirvana. 
 
Elephant Treffen, a goal for many years, I once 
bought a 2wheel  drive Dnepr outfit just to go on 
but for one reason or another never set off. 
Good job really because I would have parked it 
up and never have been able to find it again. If 
you like that thing, it is Cossack heaven. If you 
don't they are like dog eggs, every where you 
don't want. 
  
Sign in and get the badge, woohoo!  Next thing 
is to buy a bale of hay, then find a campsite. The 
term campsite is relative, as all pitches are on an 
alp!  Site found then spread the hay on the snow 
for insulation and put the tent up on top, sorted. 
 
Next job was to sort out the communal seating 
area. I had brought a tarp and some poles for 
this, and it worked very well as a first attempt. 
This done, unpack and assemble the wood 
burner!  Yes I carted a fold up wood burning 
stove all the way from England in my box. Cut 
fire wood is available to buy from the same place 
as the hay, and there are fires everywhere. It 
seems to be obligatory, with many people 
bringing chainsaws and men playing with their 
choppers every where! 
 
Home comforts sorted, and time for a wander. 
The place is like a gold rush town with tents 
everywhere, all with a stove pipe through the 
roof chuffing away happily.  Bikes are 
everywhere, seemingly abandoned.  Driven into 
snow drifts and left, or just leant against 
something. Outfits as far as you can see, 
behemoths with fold out campers pretending to 
be outfits.  Bikes with skis as stabilisers, bikes 
with stabilising wheels, a bike with a friction drive 
chainsaw driven off the back wheel!  Outlandish 
people, and the constant noise of chainsaws, 
bikes and fireworks. 
 
After wandering about wearing out my camera 
for a couple of hours, we bought some food and 
beer, retired to the tent and sparked up the 
stove.  What a splendid thing, soon started 
chucking out loads of heat.  A pleasant evening 
was had quaffing lowenbrau, stoking the stove 
and passing comment on the efforts of a group 
of Italians who were setting up camp just a little 
lower down our alp. They seemed to have a very 

professional way of putting up their tents and 
shelter badly.  They were a friendly enough 
bunch and soon came across with home made 
Slovenian wine and bear sausage!  I like bears, 
and wasn't very keen on people making 
sausages out of them.  But I tried it anyway, it 
was palatable enough and tasted of pork. I think 
that it was pork, bear being a poor translation of 
boar!  Hit the hay (literally) about 10pm and slept 
the sleep of a happy man, only waking to cast off 
a layer as I was too hot! 
 
Friday 29th.  More of the same but no riding, 
got up about 9.30 and headed to the nearest 
imbis for a coffee followed by the pleasure of 
visiting the facilities.  Functional is all that can be 
said really, but they were clean and there was 
always paper hung above the mud line. You 
don't often see the long drop type toilet anymore, 
and I have to say I don't want to see one again 
for a long time. 
 
The Italians erection had succumbed to some 
overnight rain, so we had the pleasure of 
watching this performance again. The result 
appeared different but was the same.  All the 
camp fires had a tripod arrangement with a grill 
which can be lifted or lowered depending on the 
cooking to be done. The Italians had one of 
these, and from the moment they arrived they 
had been cooking meat.  Vast quantities of meat, 
I have only ever seen the quantities in a 
butchers shop before.  Once one thing was 
cooked, more was produced and dangled over 
the embers. Huge piles of steaks, ribs, sausages 
and pieces of cheese heated on the grill and 
eaten with strings hanging off and catching in 
beards. Then some chops and start again. 
None of them had an ounce of extra body fat on 
them, and all were trying hard to wear out their 
jaws. 
 
This didn't seem to be an isolated pastime as 
where ever you cared to look there were groups 
of people doing the same, there was even a 
group higher up our alp with a whole pig on a 
spit. 

Bynnzi 
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I could only observe this for so long as it was 
making me hungry.  So off to explore a bit more. 
An hour of pointing and exclaiming at all the 
sights and we found ourselves in the main 
arena. This sounds very grand, it is in fact the 
lowest point in an old quarry with what looks like 
a scramble track running round it.  Within the 
track were a beer/food caravan, a jewellery stall, 
a stall selling elephant branded tat and a 
German army surplus store.  The  smell of a 
surplus store turns me into a bistro kid and I get 
dragged by my nose into a dim and foisty 
wonderland where It is impossible to leave 
without buying some pre used crap, dead men’s 
boots are a favourite.  On this occasion I came 
away with an old cork stoppered drinks flask with 
an integral cup. I shall fill it with Jura and take it 
to the Dragon I think. 
 
The food wagon was doing a roaring trade with 
all things meaty, and W/C and self had a 
schnitzel burger and an elephant burger (no 
elephants were harmed) respectively.  Followed 
by a beer and the walk back to the tents with 
more pointing. 
  
A nap seemed to be  a good idea (it's my age), 
but in this I was unsuccessful so I had a couple 
of hours reading before I got up for another 
wander. I knew another couple of blokes, Woody 
and Starkers who were as daft as we are so set 
off to locate them, in fact they are probably 
dafter as they set off to Bavaria 2 up on an outfit 
bought specially, and neither had piloted a chair 
before!  Anyway they got here, so we caught up 
over a beer and a sausage base sandwich round 
the stove. 
 
The snow that had greeted us on our arrival was 
now thawing and turning our alp into an 
unpleasant quagmire.  I blame this and not the 
beer for Starkers falling over and taking our 
shelter with him, three of the four poles were 
bent at right angles and the tarp fell on the stove 

and did what plastic and fire does.  Less to take 
home! 
 
On his way down Starkers automatically 
grabbed for the nearest thing which 
unfortunately for him was the stove pipe, which 
he also managed to head butt. He has not got 
much insulation on the head, and now as well as 
having a sore hand has a stove pipe shaped 
burn on his head. He will now be known as 
Gorbachev.  Shortly before this performance we 
had been commenting on the health and safety 
implications of a very drunk German in the next 
camp swinging  a chain saw about trying to cut 
his firewood! 
It was around this time that the Wing Co and I 
decided that having no shelter and having had 
two nights of full on rallying, it was probably time 
to move on in the morning. 
 
Saturday 30th.  Got up about 8.30, and the 
place had changed but not for the better. Full 
blown swamp, the decision to move on had been 
a good one.  45 minutes to pack up, and then 
off.  We weren't the only ones leaving, as one 
left another came to replace him with the benefit 
of having a campsite pre-paid. 
Leaving the site was slightly traumatic, as there 
were bikes parked and abandoned all over with 
no thought for anyone wanting to get through. 
About 200 yards from the site the obstructions 
thinned out and that was that, we had had our 
elephant and had now started home! 
 
We headed back towards Chad in nasty thick 
fog, and stopped for breakfast (goulash soup) 
after about 20 miles at a filling station.  A 
discussion over the coffee led to our changing 
destination and heading into the Czech Republic 
as it was only 50miles out of our way. The stop 
for the night was to be Pilzen. 
 
First impressions of Czech as we crossed the 
border were not very favourable, it seemed to be 
casino, knocking shop, casino, knocking shop 
for a few miles followed by run down villages. 
Pilzen was totally different. A vast industrial 
hinterland led into a beautiful bohemian city with 
wide squares, cobbled streets and trams.  Found 
a hotel bang in the center, the Enjoy Inn, and 
managed to park directly in front of the main 
doors. The room had a bath!  What joy, after 
slopping around in mud and a smoky haze for 
two days. 
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 Duly cleansed and off for a wander, beer and 
food in a bar for both of us came in at less than 
£15. The town is famous for its brewery, Pilsner 
Urqwell.  So samples were taken and found to 
be good as well as a reasonable £1.50 for the 
large variety.  Back to the hotel anticipating a 
sound sleep, but tossed and turned all night due 
to the heat of the room. That's what camping on 
snow does for you! 

 
Sunday 31st January.  Best breakfast of the 
trip with bacon, sausage and scrambly egg. 
Then hit the road out of town, but ten minutes 
into the suburbs all is not well.  A sudden noise 
like a construction gang, I thought that this was 
what it was, but I soon realised that it rose and 
fell with the revs of the engine. With my heart in 
my stomach I knew what it was, it was the faulty 
oil pump coming back to haunt me.  After 875 
miles the big end had fallen out of my world! 
 
Surprising that I managed 250 miles before I 
found the faulty pump and then a further 625 
miles before it went bang. By rights it should 
have gone tits up before I reached Ull.  That was 
it, game over.  Managed to get back to the 
center of Pilzen and rang the truck of shame. 90 
minutes later the old boy was carted off on a 
recovery truck, I had said farewell to the trusty 
Wing Commander (he still had 900 k to cover to 
get back to Rotterdam!) and I was back in the 
Enjoy Inn. Which I was definitely not enjoyin! 
Depressed and lonely, too heart sick to think or 
sleep I spent the afternoon reading and ringing 
the recovery co for progress reports.  Sadly with 
it being Sunday, the main office was closed so I 
had to wait until the morning before anything 
could be done.  The bike was to be taken to a 
garage for a fault diagnosis, and then the 
decision was to be made by a manager as to 

whether it was worth repatriating!  I was a little 
perturbed about the last piece of information, I 
wasn't going to abandon my bike!  We have a lot 
of history. 
Sadly all I could do was sleep on it.  I decided to 
have a walk around the town and a drink. 
Sunday's are not a good evening to explore 
anywhere and within 10 minutes of finding 
everywhere closed I was reduced to pointing at 
pictures on a Chinese restaurants menu. 
 
Good choices though, hot egg soup and cripsy 
duck with sweet and sour sauce with a can of 
mango juice all for a fiver. Replete I retired to my 
room and surprisingly slept well, waking late to 
frantic knocking on my door and a lady shouting 
at me in broken German. 
 
Monday February 1st.  All I could make out 
was that there was someone waiting for me. 
Foregoing the slow start to the day that I am 
accustomed to, it was up, pack n out.  The guy 
who had taken my outfit away was back to take 
me to the garage for the assessment.  About 7k 
from Pilzen I was dropped at a small workshop 
attached to a house, and welcomed by the 
mechanic. His first words were Elephant 
Treffen?  I have no Czech language, and the 
mechanic had no English, but we both had a 
smattering of German. It was enough and I 
spent the morning being fed watered and 
entertained by this guy and his wife. It was 
established that the injin was indeed kaput and 
an estimate of €400 including parts was given. 
What a bargain, the downside being that the 
parts must be ordered and it would be ready 
Friday/Saturday. 
 
The information was sent to the recovery co and 
then it was wait.  While I waited I spent my time 
wandering round the workshop. This was a 
splendid place, more like a log cabin.  
Alternating taking photos with warming my rs in 
front of a large stove. On top of the stove were 
the crank cases of a 175 cezet  scooter warming 
to release the bearings. The body of the scooter 
was in the workshop waiting for paint, but 
standing next to the bits was a beautifully 
restored model.  
 
Other than the cezet, it was mainly restored 
Harley's dating from 1929 to modern. There was 
a 1930 Indian (we had a good conversation 
about Indians and wall of death riding!) BSA 
engines, a Brough Superior engine, and a 
Harley shovel head engine coffee table! There 
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 was also an early Harley engine converted to a 
beer pump. I got to sit in a mustang too! 
 
It appeared that all the guy wanted was an early 
Bonneville, and I think he wanted me to find one 
and ride it out for him! That was my take on the 
conversation anyway. 
 
One o'clock, and the workshop shut for the day. 
Still no news from the recovery chaps, and I was 
stuck in the sticks. The mechanic was kind 
enough to run me back into town (via a 
bankomat!) and we parted with shrugs and 
indications of waiting for telephone confirmation. 
We also swapped email addresses.  It was a 
strange but pleasant and memorable morning. 
The only thing we had in common was a love of 
motorbikes and bad German, could be worse! 
 
Back to the Happy inn, and the good news that it 
had been agreed to ship the outfit home (I would 
have paid anyway), but it had not been 
decided  whether to fly me back, drive me or get 
me a hire car. I left them to it (I think they were at 
it in an office somewhere) and played with my 
iPad for a bit, turning into a very happy bunny 
when I discovered google translate. 
 
I sent an email to my hosts of the morning 
thanking them and also apologising for the 
disruption, and then typing wants and questions 
and showing the results to the hotel receptionist. 
All were met with smiles. I can't wait for things to 
move on to Babel fish! 
 
Armed with my iPad I hit the town, this was not 
as successful as it could have been as you need 
the inter web for the translator to work. But 
proved entertaining anyway.  I had a couple of 
hours wandering round the town gazing at the 
splendid architecture, and then back to the hotel 
for a beer and a snooze to bolster me for the 
evening. 
I had a good evening all in all, helped by the 
good news about the bike I suppose.  I went to a 
posh pizza restaurant which was full of blue 
rinses, the background musak was iron maiden 
and that shouty German band ,which I found a 
bit strange, but obviously no one else did. 
Pizza and two beers was just over a fiver. Yum 
Whilst I was in scoffing mode I had a phone call 
informing me that I would be flying home from 
Prague tomorrow. 
 
It will be good to get home, I feel like I am in 
limbo here but have settled well to hotel living. 

Also I miss the dog!  Back to the hotel to 
celebrate the good news, but the barman 
wanted to talk politics so I was not too 
disappointed when he announced that I had just 
had the last bottle of beer, (I only had one) and 
this in a brewery town!  Up to my room and 
started to read The Invisible Man on my iPad, 
but having left the charger in the sidecar the 
battery was getting low, so called it a day 
Will try to get a new charger in the am. 
 
Tuesday 2nd February.  Up at 8.30, shower 
and out.  I am getting very cosmopolitan, I went 
to the post office and pointed to a padded 
envelope (no inter web).  Filled the envelope 
with my penknife and nail clippers, then went to 
another window and posted them home. You get 
useful things like knifes confiscated on planes, 
and I was attached to mine as it drew first blood 
many years ago. 
 
On the way back to the hotel I called into a cafe 
for ham, eggs, coffee and a sit. Not heard 
anything about my flight, but it is only an hour to 
Prague so I won't worry until lunchtime.  Very 
pleasant sitting in a cafe watching life go by and 
drinking strong coffee, but I will have to call it a 
day soon as I am getting the jitters. 
 
Not only can I not 
find a charger for 
my iPad, but there 
are no mobile 
phone shops. The 
whole dynamic of 
the Main Street is 
totally  different, 
there are no 
charity shops or 
hairdressers 
either. In Bingley I 
once counted 13 
hairdressers 
between my house and the railway station (600 
yds) and charity shops open for fun.  Had 
contact from the Wing Commander, he is at the 
first McDonald's that we stopped at going into 
Germany. Good going he is only 3hrs from 
Rotterdam. This will be because I am no longer 
holding him up, his super 5 can leave my ETZ 
standing! 
My flight is confirmed at 12 o'clock. 18.10 from 
Prague, this is great news but I need to sort 
internet access and a printer to have my tickets 
sent!  A panicked rush round to get the web 
address of the hotel, then wait.  Sitting in the 
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   hotel foyer with nothing to do, I don't need any 
more coffee and I am bored with playing with the 
telephone. (Phones were more interesting when 
they had a dial)  Ebay has a crank, buy it now for 
£80. I will wait until I get home.  12.40 no tickets 
yet. 
 
12.47 I am called to confirm tickets and a taxi in 
30/40 minutes, also informed that I will have a 
taxi waiting at Manchester airport to take me 
home! This is a result as had I got the train I 
would miss the last connection in Leeds. 
1pm and no tickets yet! 
 
To contact the recovery co I have to ring the 
head office in UK and they then put me in 
contact with their Czech department, it's a bit 
cumbersome and time consuming but it works. 
Everybody is panicking now, the email I gave for 
the tickets to be delivered to is invalid. Eek! 
Got another email address from the hotel, now 
wait again. It's hard to stay calm, that last coffee 
was a mistake, I'm jumping like spit on a stove. 
Had to call again 15 minutes later, wrong 
address again! Curse these people with accents, 
how do they get enjoying out of enjoyinn? 
Finally got the ticket! Two minutes later my taxi 
arrives, it's the same truck that picked the outfit 
up minus the bike, that's still at the garage. 
Drive down to Prague like only a recovery driver 
can drive and dropped at terminal 2. 
 
My flight to Brussels is at 18.10 so I have a 
couple of hours to kill. I'm starting to feel like that 
bloke who lived in an airport, what with all the 
hotel lurking and heel kicking I have done lately. 
The beard and the vacant look are the same. 
I appear to be flying business class, this makes 
me feel very comfortable as I am travelling in my 
bike gear. I also seem to smell worse than my 
fellow passengers who are all wearing suits, it's 
not that I have shied away from soap just that I 
am wearing the smell of the elephant ingrained 
in my clothes, like I have been kippered on a 
bonfire. 
 
I couldn't bring myself to jump the queue, even 
though I was entitled to fast track.  As the 
accusing stares of my fellow passengers are 
worse than the constant mocking of the seagulls. 
From Brussels to Manchester reclining in my 
extra legroom seat with hot and cold running 
obsequiousness from the cabin staff.  Finally 
back in Blighty, woohoo the relief is 
unbelievable. Pick up my waterproof duffel bag 
from the carousel, strangely it was the only one 

so easy to spot. Then out through the nothing to 
declare channel and there is a guy with a board 
with my name on it, and a Mercedes taxi waiting 
to whisk me home to the bosom of my loving 
family! 
 
So, travel to the airport from Pilzen, first class 
flights, travel home, bringing my bike home plus 
all the other bits and bobs will have cost a 
bomb.  I knew that I had European cover, it was 
included in my bike insurance policy.  But I 
assumed that it would mean being picked up 
and transported with my bike in a truck and 
dropped at Rotterdam where I would have 
pushed it onto the ferry and been out of their 
hair. I would then have partaken in a beverage 
with the Wing Commander, debriefed, had a 
good night’s rest and then pushed it off the ferry 
to be picked up at a later time in my van. 
 
Thank you and well done Carol Nash.  Home at 
last, strangely Mrs B is very pleased to see me 
making more fuss than the dog.  The bath has 
been prepared and I gratefully sink into its 
delousing depths and ponder the past week with 
its highs and lows. The biggest low was having 
to part company with Graham, leaving him to 
continue on his own while I travelled in comfort. 
The biggest high was the whole journey, I 
enjoyed it all including the breakdown and would 
set off again next week (Mrs B allowing).  I was 
out of my comfort zone whilst rattling round 
Pilzen, but if you don't push the envelope you 
end up wrapped in bubble wrap. 
PS. My outfit was delivered a week later by a guy 
who had driven 
to Czech and 
trailered it all the 
way back to my 
home. There 
was also another 
victim of the 
Elephant on the 
trailer, a BMW 
outfit with a fritzed clutch. Guess which will cost 
the most to repair! 
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Matthew Hodder remembers real 
life back in the 1970s 
 
When our Dad purchased a 
Cossack Jupiter 3 outfit we all stood in to defend 
the brand and became staunch, and apparently 
life long, fans of Soviet motorcycles. Dad 
became a customer of Eddie Cordle Motorcycles 
in Bramford Rd. Ipswich and was on good terms 
with both Eddie and his brother Dave. I was a 
little in awe of Eddie whom I knew to be a 
champion trials rider on a Montessa. Dave was 
the quiet man getting on with stuff in the 
workshop and never having much to say. 
 
One day in 1977 Dad returned from a trip to 
Ipswich (he knew the route well) and 
conversation turned to things mechanical. I was 
good at saving up in those days and had my 
heart set on a moped to use when I was 16, 
which would be late 1978. Dad wasn’t keen on 
the idea of me on a sports moped but he had a 
great idea up his sleeve. “Why not buy a 125?” 
said Dad. I looked at him with joy and 
amazement, could this be true? Dad wanted me 
to get a 125? My sister had a Puch Maxi but 
she’d soon be selling that and she wasn’t keen 
to sell to me. I was already able to ride a 
powered machine having ridden a Puch Maxi S, 
my sister’s Puch Maxi N and my Dad’s Honda 
C50, so I felt ready for a big machine. 
 
The deal was straight forward, Eddie had a 
Minsk demonstrator which he was willing to sell 
at a discount. I was all for a bargain even at that 
tender age so a price was agreed and a deal 
done. Dad collected the Minsk from Ipswich and 
‘Stanislav’ aka SPV867R came home. The deal 
at home was for Dad to make occasional use of 
the bike and for him to be able to take me out for 
a ride from time to time. This part of the deal 
worked well and Dad made sure the bike got an 
outing every couple of weeks. I think his Honda 
C50 was sold about this time but I can’t be sure. 
I know the little Honda was sold out of the fleet 
sometime late in the 1970s and is no longer on 
the DVLA database, shame because CAR97K 
was a neat registration number. 
 
We rode out around local lanes and pottered 
about without any trouble. Then Dad’s elderly 
aunt became ill and was admitted to the Royal 
London Hospital. This meant that Aunty Elsie 

needed to be visited by her dutiful nephew and 
great nephew. Dad went up and down to London 
by train to see his aunt but one Saturday Dad 
suggested a boy’s adventure, we could visit 
Aunty on the Minsk! 
 
So we set off, Dad up front with me riding pillion. 
We pootled down the A12 to the metropolis and 
all went well until we were only about 2 or 3 
miles from our destination. At a set of traffic 
lights the brave little machine coughed and 
stopped as we pulled away. Then came the 
performance; plug out, check spark, kick engine 
over with plug out (vigorously) with no effect. 
Plug back in and try to start bike. Repeat often. 
Eventually we walked the bike to a motorcycle 
shop on the east side of the road, possibly an 
MZ or CZ dealer. It was one of those 
establishments commonly found in the 1970s, 
and the decades prior to them, shop at the front, 
counter amidships and workshop at the back.  
 
The proprietor was a serious looking chap who 
kindly took a look at the bike. He took it in for 
about 30mins and fixed nothing but got it running 
sweetly. He wouldn’t accept any payment from 
Dad and we, both effusive with thanks, rode on 
to the hospital. 
 
My great aunt was sick but was pleased to see 
her favourite nephew (my Dad was an only 
child). When we had reached the hospital we 
parked the bike at the side of the road, took the 
key out and left it there. Even the late 1970s 
were relatively innocent, either that or a Minsk is 
of no attraction to an East end ne’er do well.* 
 
We had been dutiful younger relatives and Dad 
had made a promise to return later in the week, 
by train. We got back on the bike and rode off for 
a short distance until the bike stopped. The fuel 
tap needed to be ON in order for us to complete 
the journey home, once we had sorted out that 
conundrum we were off to Colchester at Minsk 
speed. 
 
I don’t recall any other long journeys with Dad on 
the Minsk, but I made a few myself later on..... 
 
Does anyone remember Mathew’s Dad,   
Trevor Valentine Hodder, a former Cossack 
Owner’s club member from a very long time 
ago?  He probably knew Charlie on page 22. 
 

 Minsk Meet 
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You’ll remember in the last issue we featured a 
spectacularly green Voskhod, a very late model 
none of us on the stand at Stafford had seen 
before?  Well here’s another one. 

And here’s John to explain……….. 
 
As requested by Gina a small resume of myself. 
Have just re joined the CoC, was a member a 
few years ago when I had a Minsk but let it lapse 
when sold it. I’ve been looking for a suitable 
IZH56 but nothing was forthcoming then spotted 
this on Ebay. In the 1970's I owned a Voskhod 
and once sorted found it to be quite an enjoyable 
bike considering its deficiencies. I ran it as my 
go to work bike for 18 months including two 
winters and it never let me down. This is a 3M-
01 which is somewhat different but decided I had 
to have it. Its 1993 but a new un sold, 
unregistered bike with 8 Km on the speedo.  
 
I’ve never seen any of these and guess not 
many were sold in the UK. This one came from 
Northern Ireland where there are a number in 
poor storage hence the condition. An interesting 
project. Should be quite nippy, 14 HP.  
 
I’ve been surfing the CoC website but could not 
find the Forum, is it dead? I had the Voskhod 
running only after the Russian spark plug was 
changed for an NGK. Seems to be running a bit 
rich, Is there any one in the club that is a 
Voskhod guru? I need basic info like ignition 
timing, oil capacities, tyre pressures etc. The 
paint work seems to have weathered its poor 
storage for 24 years quite well but the chrome 
work is shot. I see on a Russian website on 
Ebay a workshop manual for all models of 
Voskhod, its in Russian but could be of us. Do 
you have any experience of these books?  
 

 Do we have an expert on these late model 
Voskhods in our club?  I own a Voskhod 3, as 
pictured below and I can be vaguely helpful by 
pointing out that mine has electronic ignition very 
similar to that used on later Minsks.  It says in 
the Minsk book that in order to set the ignition 
timing you should set the engine at the correct 
point BTDC and then move the generator stator 
so that the protruding stud on the pick up coil 
coincides with the groove in the ignition rotor.   

However the groove is quite thick and on mine 
the spark fired at its leading edge.  I found the 
killer fix was to strobe the timing so you’d see 
where it actually fired instead of where the book 
said it might do.  I also discovered that the 
standard Minsk timing was much too far 
advanced.  Mine is much sweeter about 1mm 
BTDC less than the book says. 
 
The Voskhod 3 has a wonderful squish banded 
head where older versions haven’t .  Perhaps we 
can assume the compression ratio is higher and 
therefore ignition advance could be less.  
Compounding this the port timings are a lot 
wilder and the carb is bigger.  The huge 
horsepower claim (Claim that is and blatant lying 
is likely) means that the Voskhod 3 achieves a 
much higher charge density than earlier models.  
This too requires less spark advance.  The 
development might have continued with John’s 
later still version and timing figures for older 
models aren’t going to be useful. 
 
I notice John is still encumbered with the dear 
old K60 series carb we all know and love and his 
is running a bit rich too.  Pitfalls to watch here 
are the tiny neoprene washer on the end of the 
float valve, which old people can’t see without 
glasses, and the casting burr on the plastic 
floats. 
 
The neoprene washer dissolves in the ethanol 

John Tickell 
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 present in modern fuels and can be replaced by 
o rings made of Viton.  It say’s here that “The 
performance of fluoroelastomers in aggressive 
chemicals depends on the nature of the base 
polymer and the compounding ingredients used 
for moulding the final products. “ but you should 
be OK using part number BS 002 V75 available 
from all good seal suppliers, I do. 
 
Several of the K60 carbs fitted to the editorial 
fleet have suffered from persistent flooding, 
particularly from cold.  This has turned out to be 
because the plastic floats are cast in two halves 
and then glued together.  Untidy burrs on the 
castings catch on the float bowl body making 
them stick down.  You can carve them off with a 
Stanley blade or file them smooth VERY 
CAREFULLY.  If you overdo it you’ll break into 
the float itself, then it won’t, float that is! 
 
When your Voskhod is purring sweetly you’ll 
need to register it with DVLA of course.  How 
much fun is that?  Well…………………… 
 
 
 
 
In the July/August 16 issue we featured John’s 
lovely Voskhod project. Progress with this has 
been spectacular and  the finished beauty 
graces our front cover.  I’m not sure the rusty 
pictures he sent are the before before the after 
or of the spare bike he’s offering for sale. Here’s 
our cover queen’s other shiny side. 

John said  Voskhod 2 finished! I just thought you 
might like to see that I have at last finished 
putting together my long term little 175. I am now 
about to try and get it to start after so long, but 
has anyone any idea how to get it to stop, as the 
front brake is non existent. I have sent for some 
fancy linings see if that works any better then I 

will get to ride it for the MOT. I now have another 
one that I got for to use as a manual, (see where 
things came from) when they had been removed 
for so long that I could not remember where the 
came from, old age creeping in, so if any one 
wants spares for one I have got a few, nearly a 
whole bike. 
 
As ever we swapped emails and our 
correspondence continued thus…….. 
 
She looks lovely doesn't she?  The thing with the 
front brake is it's all a bit small and flimsy.  Try 
doing the front wheel spindle up while holding 
the brake on, this centralises the brake plate. 
Also make sure you haven't swapped the shoes 
over by mistake.  They don't wear evenly so if 
the top one goes back in the bottom you'll be 
braking on only one shoe.  Try swapping them to 
see if that helps. 
 
Chris Drucker had a thing where he put soft 
linings in his Minsk brake and they gripped so 
well the brake plate snapped!  Watch that one! 
 
Would you like me to put your email address in 
the mag, in case anyone wants to buy your 
spare bike?  Is it registered?  That will help sell 
it. 
 
Hi Paul , thanks for the info, yes you can use my 
email, I have no log book for it but it has the last 
tax disc on it so might be able to get a log book 
for it. I can send you some photos of it if you like.  

I had to ask “Have you tried searching with the 
reg No on the tax disc on the DVLA 
website?  You might find you're still registered 
even though the log book is lost.  If you are, 
apply for a new one and double the value of your 

John Chrystal 
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Importing 
and 

registering 

Andy Enon 

WARNING!!!!!! Anyone with something to sell 
talks bollocks.  I think that applies universally 
and Ebay is a swamp!  Dating your new bike is a 
bit of a mission and DVLA are insisting dating 
certificates are supported by info on the sources 
used to arrive at the date.  If you have any 
original East European paperwork, a log book is 
perfect, you'll save loads of time but make sure 
the numbers match. 
 
Originality is also essential.  Ebay is awash with 
Dneprs with Ural engines, side valves in modern 
chassis and lash ups assembled simply to sell to 
the unwary.  Dating these is impossible.  The 
huge compatibility of the major parts is brilliant 
for running a Russian bike but originality is just 
as easy to lose.  
 
Google NOVA number and make sure you 
understand exactly what that is.  It's free, it's a 
formality and it doesn't really apply to us but it's 
still a hurdle you'll have to jump.  It's your first 
and most urgent step in registration. 
Good luck, Paul. 
 
Thanks for that, it makes it sound fairly straight 
forward.  I've had some previous dealings will 
the purveyors of bollocks on Ebay and since an 
unfortunate incident with a Z750 soured my view 
of humanity, I have been very wary of buying 
stuff on the internet. 
 
As an aside, 
do you know 
anyone in the 
club who 
needs an IZH 
Planeta sport 
engine, I got 
one a few 
years ago it 
was bolted 
into a Jawa 
frame that I 
bought for 
the wheels, I never got round to doing anything 
with it.  I'm not 100% sure its a sport engine but 
it certainly looks like one.  Thanks again, I'd 
better go and make a bike sized space in the 
garage. 
 
I've been watching what comes up for sale from 
Latvia/Estonia/Leicester half of which appear to 
have no reg documents.  Reading the importing 
a bike guide you sent, my understanding is, it is 
possible to get the bike registered in this country 

Voskhod.”   John sent back……………. 
 
Thanks for your suggestion about searching the 
DVLA site for the bike, I did and it is on there so 
I am going to apply for a new log book. 
 
How about that!  It’s 
worth trying first folks.  
If you want a 
registered Voskhod 
project make John an 
offer at 
jbmw08@tiscali.co.uk  
  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

This is happening a lot these days and the 
PJB .pdf guide is proving to be a hot mover.  
The editorial computer has sent out several 
lately and the experiences of the punters it’s 
sent them to are interesting and worth sharing.  
They take the form here as email streams 
between us, I’m learning lots too and you never 
know, one day I might actually know what I’m 
talking about! 
 
 
Hi Paul, 
Having just joined the club, I thought it would be 
a good thing to actually get a bike, and I believe 
you’re the man to contact about advice on 
importing one. Can you send me a copy of the 
guide.  How reliable are the Latvian guys on 
Ebay or am I better waiting to find one that's 
actually in the country.   
Regards Andy Enon. 
 
Hello Andy, 
Oh yes you'll need a bike!  I'm the man to 
contact because I edit the magazine which is 
turning into the info hub it should be. 
 
We have a guide compiled by club president 
PJB which is a good place to start thinking about 
what's involved in registering a Latvian.  There 
are lots of Russians in the country now and 
saving yourself the hassle of the paperwork is 
well worth it. However, the East European 
imports include a lot of models we didn't get and 
the opportunity to buy something special.  Fancy 
that? OK then....................... 
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 without the original reg documents , its just a 
matter of VIN plate matching frame number and 
getting it dated, is that true or am I fooling 
myself. 
 
Yes that's right.  If you have the original 
paperwork it just makes dating very much easier 
because DVLA require Peter Ballard to explain 
why he thinks a particular bike is a particular 
year.  He has to specify as many as three 
separate sources such as reference books, 
museum records or factory specifications.  If you 
have a registration document which says "First 
registered in 19++" even if it's in Latvian, you've 
got a head start. 
 

More often than not these days, because HMRC 
and DVLA are trying to stop, tax or control cross 
border vehicle trading they're making it hard for 
us too having covered ALL cross border trading, 
not just the big car traders.  The forms are 
bewildering and it's common for them to go 
backwards and forwards a few times before 
everyone's happy.  I'm telling people not to get 
discouraged and take the view that the system 
does work, but slowly! 
 
Matching numbers ensures you have a whole 
bike of course but early IZH bikes don't have the 
frame number stamped on the frame, only on a 
VIN plate, if that's gone you're stuffed. 
 
So that's NOVA number, rebuild, photos of 
everything off to Peter for dating, MOT then fill in 
the V55, £55 and off you go, in that order.  If 
you're very lucky the bloke who brought the bike 
into the UK will have already applied for the 
NOVA number, he's supposed to.  Ask.  If he 
hasn't that's you and HMRC will complain but 
relent when you explain.  It's like that all the way! 
Good Luck and keep in touch. 
 
Thanks Paul, instead of thinking about it I may 
just dive in.  
 
This definitely 
is a Planeta 
Sport engine 
which Andy 
says he 
doesn’t want 
any money for.  
It turns over 
smoothly 
although it’s a 
bit corroded on 

the outside.  It’s in Lockerbie if you want it, email 
me and I’ll let him know. 
 
NB this is the 
early model 
from around 
1975/6 with 
the rubber 
mounted 
engine. It 
won’t fit the 
later models. 
 
Right is a 
picture of not 
just the engine number but the peculiar front 
mounting with its rubber still in place. 
 
 
 
Please could you send me a copy of PJB`s 
guide as I have recently bought a Ural from 
Ukraine and am finding it a bit of a headache to 
register it with HMRC. 
 
Hello Neil, 
Please find the aforesaid guide attached.  It's a 
bit technical and no two applications seem to be 
dealt with the same so it might not be the 
complete answer, but it's a good place to start. 
 
We have discovered that the NOVA form has 
almost nothing on it relevant to us and trying to 
answer the questions which don't really apply 
causes impenetrable confusion. 
 
There seems to be a problem when whoever 
imported the bike isn't the person trying to 
register it.  Has this happened to you? 
 
It's been necessary to explain sometimes that a 
project, incomplete, in a box or otherwise 
unroadworthy has no real market value, has 
changed hands several times and no one really 
knows exactly how it got here.  HMRC are 
usually very sensible and accept such 
explanations.  It isn't us they want to keep tabs 
on, it's the cross border car dealers. 
 
Keep in touch.  Let me know if anything baffles 
you because it'll help those who follow you to 
cope with the process. 
 
About that, recently bought 1975 IMZ Ural 
650cc. Sold as engine running imported from 
Ukraine via Poland to find out that it needed a 

Neil Adams 
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 new wiring harness for bike and sidecar, new 
brakes complete system all round, new ignition, 
new battery and list goes on, so I found a 
motorcycle mechanic to write me a list of all 
essential parts needed and listed them on my 
nova application and sent it to them. 
 
About 8 days later I got a reply from them saying 
that with out knowing which port it came in to 
country through and a receipt of purchase price I 
could go no further.  So I ask said mechanic to 
value the Ural for me, he said to take it apart and 
then valued it as a restoration project. 
 
Sent all new paper work including scanned 
copies of all receipts and Ukraine documents 
back to them and I have just got my VAT duty 
bill from them, once paid they will release paper 
work for DVLA....what a hassle........BUT 
PERSISTANCE PAYS OFF. 
  
PS. Could you help me with age related reg 
please? 
 
I’m not sure if things are different now but not so 
long ago I sent this………. 
 
Dear HMRC, 
You’ve sent back my application for a NOVA 
number for KMZ Dnepr motorcycle VIN number 
##### advising me that you cannot process the 
vehicle in my name because I was not the 
original acquirer at the time of importation into 
the UK.  However your office has processed two 
applications from me recently concerning 
vehicles which have been acquired by me under 
almost identical circumstances.  These 
are………………. 
  
##### has been changing hands for many years 
as a project, in boxes, and beyond the resources 
of the hopefuls involved to do anything 
with.  Someone, and those of us lately enough to 
be accessible have no idea who, has lost the 
paperwork.  We think that it was imported 
officially and supplied new through the 
concessionaire’s UK dealer network some 40 
years ago.  Sadly the importer and the dealers 
have gone now. 
  
I filled in Mr Achefor Shedspace as the supplier 
on your form simply because I knew who he 
was.  He’s not a dealer, an importer or anyone 
other than an ordinary bloke who needed the 
space in his shed and having sold the boxes of 
junk he’s been tripping over for the last few 

years, he’s likely to be utterly disinterested in 
filling in an official form, particularly as I paid him 
pennies.  On the last application form I left the 
supplier section blank because I couldn’t 
remember the name of the man I bought the 
vehicle from all those years ago.  At the time we 
didn’t think we’d ever need a receipt.  Your office 
seemed happy with that. 
  
Is there an issue with the definition of 
“supplier”?  The people concerned aren’t 
businesses.  The identity or accessibility of “the 
original acquirer” is missing.  Mr Achefor 
Shedspace will have no more information than I 
have, less if he can’t remember the name of who 
he bought ##### from.  If no information is 
helpful where disclosure seems to be prohibitive, 
why are we doing this? 
  
They sent back................. 
Good morning Paul,  Please could you print this 
email off and send the NOVA application back to 
us with the attached email print and we will have 
a look at it for processing.  And they did, just like 
that!   Maybe we shouldn’t tell them anything!! 
 
On the subject of helping Neil with dating, the 
next phase of his mission, I sent him……. 
 
I can't personally help you with your dating 
certificate but Peter Ballard can.  This is 
because he's officially recognised by DVLA as 
the club's representative.  You'll need to send 
him photos of everything, especially your engine 
and frame numbers and any paperwork that you 
have.  A Ukranian log book would be 
marvellous, it'll have the date of registration on 
it.  The closer to original and standard you are 
the easier the process will be. 
  
 
 
Just reading Horizontal View just arrived today. 
Have emailed before to Pete Ballard with no 
reply on how to register motorcycle.  Getting a 
bit frustrated with friends who all know 
everything until it comes to the job in hand.  Bike 
completely stripped after MOT found some jobs 
in engine to put right.  Bike repainted looking 
good just waiting for engine parts and tyres.  will 
get it back together in new year but no good with 
out registration, could you help please and do 
you know if they do a 6volt CDI for the Dnepr 
Cossack thanks for reading, Phil. 
 
Attached is a guide to registering compiled by 

Phil Foster 
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 Peter but it's a bit scary and doesn't quite 
address some of the pitfalls. 
 
Mega important, do you have a frame number or 
any paperwork at all?  You're stuffed if you don't 
have either.  The frame number on a Dnepr is on 
the frame close to the left rear shock mount. 
 
The NOVA number is a formality but often 
causes trouble because the form isn't for us, it's 
for car dealers who import cheap cars as a 
business.  HMRC will ask all sorts of stupid 
questions.  Don't be frightened by the £5 a day 
thing, that's not for us either. Google NOVA, 
that's your first challenge. 
 
Your rebuild will need to be as close to original 
as you can get it to get you a dating 
certificate.  A mixture of Ural/Dnepr parts from 
various years won't do.  DVLA ask us to submit 
our source material these days rather than just 
believe we're experts. 
 
Almost all CDI systems are 12v.  In my personal 
opinion a set of points and a twin coil from 
something like a CD175 Honda is good.  Don't 
buy anything made in China.   
 
 
 
Hi Paul, looking for another bike to do up 
thinking of imported one, not done it  before. 
What may I hit, pit falls and the rest.  If you could 
email us PJB’s guide it would be a help thanks. 
John. 
 
Please find attached the PJB guide.  There are 
lots of pitfalls but almost all of them are because 
the huge forms you'll need to fill in are mostly for 
someone else.  If you have any original 
paperwork with the date on it it's worth it's weight 
in dating value.  Originality is essential.  You 
won't get a dating certificate for something made 
out of a collection of Russian bike parts.  Huge 
compatibility makes this easy.  Watch out! 
 
 
 
Next issue watch out for more Bynzzi, added 
Mathew Hodder and a shed load of Tim Machin, 
literally!  You have the editorial gratitude for 
contributing profusely.  Thank you gentlemen. 
 
More PJB is also featured, hopefully indirectly as 
a consequence of a hundred new import 
registrations as the Baltic tide continues. 

 
 

 
To know a Minsk is to love it, so much so that 
Minsk addiction is a very real and prolific 
phenomenon, even within this small club, isn’t it 
Chris Drucker?  I deliberately avoid Ebay simply 
because there might be a Minsk for sale that Tim 
Machin doesn’t want!  Here’s part one of what 
he’s been suffering from……………….. 
 
So my story starts just over a year ago, in 
December 2015, when I was on the Thumper 
Club forum, where a mate, Mart, had posted 
some info about him and his son Dan, taking a 
trip to Vietnam. The whole trip was a group tour 
with two Aussie guides and two local 
Vietnamese mechanics, and most of the group 
were on Minsks. 
 
I was immediately interested as I love tall tales 
of journeys on obscure motorcycles. So I started 
googling info on Minsks, and particularly they're 
common usage in Vietnam. I'd also read some of 
the disparaging press reports of the early 
Eighty's, from the likes of Bike, which just raise 
my interest even more. 
 
Minsk No 1 (the Red One). 
A couple of weeks later, on a grim January day, I 
was having a look at Done Deal. Its similar to 
Gumtree, but covers the whole of Ireland. Low 
and behold, there's a little red Neval 125 for sale 
near Sligo. Still on UK plates and with a UK log 
book.  I couldn't justify going all that way for such 
a poxy bike, but by pure fluke, my Mrs, Alison, 
had friends in the same village as the Minsk, so 
off we went on probably the wettest day of last 
winter, to visit her friends, but of course, with my 
ulterior motives. By this stage, I new that a Neval 
125, just like a Cossack 125, is a Minsk. 
 
The bike was 1979, and a runner, however, it 
was missing its ignition pod/nacelle, and a 

John Howorth 

Three Little Minsks 

May/June 2017 HV 
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 rectangular indicator lens. It still is by the way, if 
anyone has one? A deal was done for around 
£400, I can't remember the exact amount. 
We threw the bike into the trusty Berlingo, and 
home we went. Paperwork wise, everything was 
easy peasy, just a change of ownership on the 
V5C from Swansea. If the bike had been on Irish 
plates, I'd have had to import it, as NI is part of 
the UK. So I mostly stripped the bike, painted 
and tidied up a few bits and pieces and then lost 
interest over the spring and summer.  
 
The next thing was, that through Paul Codling, I 
think, our esteemed editor, I was told about a 
Minsk 125 for sale on eBay. The bike was 
exactly the same as my recent purchase, 1979, 
but was in Norfolk, and had been lying in a 
hedge for the last thirty odd years. So you can 
imagine its condition. Northern Ireland to Norfolk 
is a long way, so it was out off the radar for me. 
But the bike sold for £30, and after contacting 
the seller, I was able to contact the buyer. He 
had bought it as part of a job lot of mostly Honda 
step throughs which he was after. So he was 
quite happy to break the bike, and sell me 
anything I wanted cheap. The current situation is 
that he still has the bike, and I have bought it 
complete for £50. But the guy has no time to 
break it, so at some stage I will have to head 
that direction and break it myself. 
 
Stafford, October 2016.  I've wanted to go to 
Stafford for years. The Thumper Club has a 
stand every year, and we're all good mates, so I 
went over on my Nuovo Falcone, and camped 
for the weekend, with the Guzzi displayed on the 
Thumper Club stand. So free entry and camping 
for the weekend, happy days! Plus I got to meet 
some of you lot, as the COC stand was on the 
opposite veranda. 
 
The lads knew about my recent Minsk madness, 
so I got a text to say one of them had come 
across a complete engine on one of the outside 
stalls. So I tracked it down, good compression, 
and a carb, bought for £50. A mate from home, 
who was over in a van, brought it home for me, 
though I probably could have strapped the wee 
engine onto the back of the Falcone.  So I'm now 
the owner of a nearly complete Minsk plus a 
spare engine. 
 
Minsk No2 (the Beige One). 
Time moves on, and its now November 2016. I 
get a text from my best mate Tony, 
apologetically informing me that a brand new 

Minsk has appeared for sale on the Car and 
Classic site, and its location is Belfast docks! 
Bloomin Nora! I go onto the site, take a look, and 
sure enough, there it is, still with plastic over the 
seat, though all the chrome is a horrible rust 
brown, or is it? 
 
I contact the seller, and arrange to go and see it 
the next day. I arrive at a shipping company at 
Belfast docks, and am issued a security pass 
and eventually pass through their tight security, 
as the seller wheels it across the car park. Its 
brand new, 1992 according to the engine, and 
the horrible brown staining is nothing more than 
what I had hoped for. Hardened grease! 
Someone has pinched all the indicators and the 
air out of the tyres, but its all looking good. 
Though there is no paperwork at all, and it has a 
Russian type number plate. "So what's the 
story?" I ask. The guy and his mother now run 
the shipping company, his father having died a 
few years ago. The bike has been lying at the 
back of the warehouse for over twenty years, 
and the best answer, is that his father was 
probably given the Minsk years ago as a 
present, by one of his many business 
associates. He's looking £850, which I know is 
too much. I get it for £650, which is probably too 
much anyway, but I don't care! I've just bought a 
brand new Minsk FFS! 
 
It goes into the Berlingo for the twenty minute 
drive home. Then I remember that it has no 
paperwork, and I will have to import it somehow. 
Now, I have been through this process before, 
with bikes from southern Ireland, so I know that I 
have to go through the NOVA process online 
with HMRC. I get online, and away we go, until I 
get to the section about the seller. Mmmm....... 
I phone the seller to discuss my problem, but 
soon realise that that is a waste of time, as 
obviously, his address is Northern Ireland also. 
Then I have a light bulb moment!  I make up a 
Russian sounding name, and then go on Google 
maps to look at Tallin, the capitol of Estonia. I 
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 pick a random address, and voila, I  have now 
bought the bike from some guy in Estonia. ( I 
chose Estonia as its an EU country, which 
Russia isn’t).  (Oh yes! A solution of poetic 
simplicity!!) 
 
The next stage was to strip the whole bike for a 
clean up and regrease  of everything. I get 
carried away, and decide to strip the engines as 
well, to replace the rubber seals, as some wag 
tells me its a good idea on a two stroke that 
hasn't been run in years. Now, I reckon, I should 
have just cleaned everything up and left the 
engines alone, but its all a learning experience. 
Plus I now know these wee bikes inside out, 
including the differences between the different 
models over the years. 
 
Minsk No3 ( the Green One) 
While all this is going on, there is a thought 
constantly buzzing around the emptiness that is 
my head. And that thought is the fact that I know 
a friend who has a Regent 125 lying in his shed 
abandoned. Well, I'm now in this right up to my 
neck, and know the wee bikes pretty well, so a 
phone call can't hurt. Anyway, I buy the Regent, 
which is a Minsk for £200. Its complete, but in a 
very sorry state. Bent frame, bent forks, bent 
tinware bodywork. Interestingly, although it is 
definitely a Minsk, all be it, called a Motovelo 
Regent 125, it is a very different frame, forks, 
and bodywork to the other Minsks. Also, it has a 
NI registration, and a green logbook. £25 to 
DVLA soon turns this into a new V5C. 

The Romanian Connection.  So, I have a list of 
bits and pieces, as in consumables that I need, 
and find Minsk Parts online, based in Romania. I 
place an order for such things as complete 
gasket sets for 7euro, and engine seal sets for 
6euro, complete piston kit, for 18euros, chain 
gaiters for 14euros. This was in mid December, 
and by mid January they still hadn't arrived. I 
contacted the ever helpful Matei of Minsk Parts, 

who persuades 
me to wait a bit 
longer. Next 
day, what 
happens? My 
order arrives in 
full! So, I 
thoroughly 
recommend 
Minsk Parts, and have a friend who has also 
used them successfully. 
 
The wiring looms 
were sheathed in 
bright purple or 
white! So I cut this 
all off and 
recovered the 
looms in black 
loom tape. 

 
I like the 
purple!  Soviet  
colour 
schemes have 
an individual  
aesthetic 
charm, I think. 

In part two 
you’ll be 
astonished 
to find out 
what this is 
all about.  
“Beyond 
economic 
repair” 
doesn’t apply to Minsks.  There’s always a fix! 
 
 
 
Many thanks for the mag, there is always 
something of interest in it. I keep meaning to try 
Hazel’s recipe for oatcakes.  I like oatcakes, but 
the Tesco ones taste like sawdust and they have 
a dire effect on my giblets, I think if I had more 
than two I would end up whizzing round the 
room like a deflating balloon. I have no objection 
to seeing the female form displayed, they look 
much nicer than most of us males after all, but 
we are a bit worried that my friend Greame will 
go permanently cross-eyed from squinting at the 
small photos, perhaps I will get him some sort of 
magnifier for Christmas. 
 
On to biking matters, I thoroughly enjoyed the 

Fr Alan Davies 
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 Red Star rally, and my feet dried out eventually. 
An eastern European rally every two  years? 
Yes please. 
 
Unfortunately I couldn’t make the A.G.M as I had 
to conduct a wedding, somewhat irritating, 
particularly since  out of the 120 guests who 
rsvpd only 40 bothered to attend the ceremony. 
Seems its not just bike gatherings that have 
attendance problems these days. 
 
On the issue of payment to those who contribute 
a great deal to the club, I can only repeat the 
words of my master, “The servant is worthy of 
his Hire” enough said surely. 
 
Now having been officially an old fart for several 
years, I decided to join the V.M.C.C, and got a 
pleasant surprise when I attended my local 
branch and many of the members were very 
interested in the Ural and one member has one 
already. Those of you who remember this club 
from years back as being somewhat exclusivist, 
as I did, will get a surprise when you find that 
they now welcome anyone with an interest in 
older bikes, not just those that are officially 
vintage. They are particularly keen on recruiting 
younger members to ensure continuation. At the 
end of the day someone will inherit our bikes 
when we drop off the perch and hopefully they 
won’t all go to magpie collectors. My local 
branch is even having a Boxing Day run out, I 
haven’t been on one of those for years, yippee. 
Do check out your local branch.  Good riding to 
you all, Fr Alan. 
 
I’m not sure 
Alan’s friend 
Greame is spelt 
like that but if he 
isn’t, he is here!  
A phenomenon 
exists such that 
searching for 
Russian 
feminine beauty 
on the internet 
throws up either 
the rough end of 
pornography or 
young women in 
military dress armed to the teeth, usually with 
IZH’s old favourite, the AK47!  This must be an 
insight into something.  Is it the Russian national 
character, the art world’s perception of that or 
just a simple ingrained stereotype? 

Do you fancy a good ride out to some of the 
most unspoilt mountains in Europe? Why not 
join me on the Great Carpathian Adventure. I 
have been dealing with Alenka Miroshnky from 
Arbalet in Kiev for many years. She is venturing 
out into tourism and is offering motorcycle 
experiences in the Carpathian mountains. Riders 
can take their own bikes or rent bikes from her.  
 
We are still in the planning stage but so far there 
are six off us going off to the Ukraine in May. We 
are planning to visit the Moto Veteran Bazaar in 
Lodz, Poland on 5/6th May and then ride onto 
the Ukraine. Personally I will be transporting my 
outfit to Lodz to avoid all the boring motorway bit 
but others are riding there. We will then travel to 
the Ukrainian border where Alenka will arrange 
for an English speaking guide to meet us. We 
will use two different hotels and have ride outs 
from each over about seven days. The guide will 
stay with us to the border on the way back. It 
would be great if we could have four more riders 
to make up the numbers. If you are interested 
then please contact me, Tony Jones on 01942 
605949 or 07504 700522. 

Transfagarasan Highway 
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 When Tony sent me the info on his plans to do 
Romania he asked if I could find some nice 
pictures of Carpathian mountains.  
Transfagarasan comes up everywhere when you 
search on line for those.  I’m not sure Tony’s 
itinerary will include that but it ought to.  The 
picture inside the rear cover could do with more 
definition to be honest but it’s there because it’s 
a real “Bloody hell! Look at that!!” moment. 
 
This is Alenka from Arbalet, the tour organiser…. 
 
It is approximate option of a tour to start 
discussion. I apologize for my English in 
advance. I tried to write well and clear. 
 

1. Day first.  Meeting on border with Poland 
in point Korczowa.  Travel on recreation facility 
of 180-200 km.  Placement on base. Rest 

2. Day second.  Breakfast. Departure on 
motorcycles to National park of "Skolevskiye 
Beskida"  (distance directly 19 km, on the route - 
25 km).  Visit of the falls Kamyanka of National 
park " Skolevskiye Beskida " - one of the 
Carpathian falls. Height of his about 7 meters. 
Water falls down several cascades down In 
warm day it is possible to bathe in falls. 

It is possible to walk to the settlement of 
Rozgirche. Here unique in own way two-level 
monastery, cut down in the rock is located. To 
reach the monastery, it is necessary to pass with 
the bridge through the small river Stry and it is 
possible to drink water from a natural mineral 
source. 

3. Day third.  Breakfast. Departure on 
motorcycles on Scala Dovbush (99,5 km)  It is 
possible to take with itself a lunch "dry ration" (to 
order in advance)  Return to evening to Zveniv 
base. Dinner.  Free time. It is possible to swim 
for a while in the pool, to play billiards, table 
tennis.  Lodging for the night. 

4. Day fourth.  Breakfast. Departure on 
motorcycles towards the Veretsky pass in the 
direction. The lower Gate, the village Top 
Grabovnitsa (65 km) In this region of the 
Carpathians numerous objects of military 
tourism are located - earlier it were strong 
points, pillboxes, earth-and-timber 
emplacements, trenches, reinforced concrete 
constructions and so forthThese constructions 
have received the name "Arpad's Line", in honor 
of the prince Arpad who in 889 has united the 
Hungarian tribes and has founded the Hungarian 

state. The most presentable zone is Top 

Grabovnitsa where 1,5 kilometer tunnel with side 
branches are located.  Visit of the bunker.  In the 
territory of near bunker there is a cafe. where it 
is possible to drink coffee, herbal tea or to try 
dishes from a brazier.  Return to Zveniv to base. 
Dinner. Free time 

5. Day fifth. Breakfast. Release of numbers. 
Departure to Lviv. I offer placement near Lviv, in 
Rakovtsa, (17 km from Lviv). Gostinna Glade 
complex.  The base has a sauna, the small pool, 
a tub. There is a protected parking. Owners and 
personnel know English. Placement in numbers. 
Free time. Dinner. (independently) Lodging for 
the night. 

6. Day sixth. Breakfast. Departure to Lviv by 
mini-bus. Sightseeing tour around the city (2 
hours).  On Rynok Square visit only in the world 
of a kopalna of coffee where in the face of 
visitors get coffee from under Rynok Square of 
the museum of coffee. Here it is possible to drink 
the most tasty coffee, and also to buy it by 
weight and to pack in the form of a souvenir. 

Further - visit of other original institutions near 
Rynok Square. Choose:Return to 
Rakovets.Dinner (independently). Free time. 
Lodging for the night. 

 7. Day seventh. Breakfast. Departure by mini
-bus to Lviv. An excursion with visit of the 
museum of weapon Arsenal. Further supporting 
weapon subject, I suggest them to visit REMBO 
dash (the downtown)  Free time.  In certain, in 
advance stipulated time, get into the mini-bus 
and come back to base. Dinner (independently). 
Rest. 

8. Day eighth. Breakfast. Release of numbers. 
Accompanied by the representative departure 
towards the Polish border. 
 
If you fancy that 
contact Tony.  
There’s a lot more 
information than we 
have space for here, 
I’m sure he’ll send it 
to you.  That 
includes a list of 
websites on which 
you can check out 
the facilities and 
attractions Alenka 
mentioned. 
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I’ve had a hankering for a sidecar for 30 odd 
years after seeing a family touring England and 
France in one, including two kids and a dog. 
 
After finding what I thought we wanted we drove 
to the midlands and picked up my 1979 MT10. 
That came working with 10 months MOT. Buyer 
beware! It’s only now after 2 new wheels,3 tyres, 
brakes, lights, cables and various other parts 
replaced, that I am able to use it. (Thank you 
husband Tony who’s happy to tinker, fettle and 
rebuild). 
 
The plan is to fit the sidecar out for my dogs, but 
I need to ride it a bit first without them as I’m 
finding it a truly hair raising experience. 
(usual bike is FZ1). My long suffering friend has 
had the honour of passenger for the trial runs up 
and down the road. If anybody is in the South 
Dorset area and has any advice (not too rude 
please), do get in touch. "Debbie and Tony 
Warren" <debbiewarren@zwebsolutions.com>  
 
Is that an opportunity to exercise your sense of 
humour or what? 

 
 
 

The way we were 
contribution for this issue 
comes from PJB himself!  
A man who’s technical 
expertise helped a lot of 
us be how we were then 
too. 
 

My two M63 Urals 
As a poor engineering student I bought my first 
bike a Ural M63 in 1973, originally sold new in 
Accrington. It was a 1971 example in pretty well 
original condition with an enormous Busmar 
Astal sidecar ideal for carting luggage up and 
down the country and motorcycle rallies. I lived 
in Essex, studied in Hertfordshire (Hatfield Poly) 
and worked in Leyland Lancashire. I did many of 
the big bike rallies with the Ural, Dragon etc 
most years. 
 
I met up with my local Ural Owners Club 
member, Charlie Akrill from Nelson near 
Burnley. So we met up quite a few times and 
attended club rallies. Charlie had bought a new 
M63 in 1971, he ran it solo and sometimes 

pulled a nice little 
single seat chair; 
he was a metal 
work school 
teacher so behind 
his house he ran a 
great workshop 
where he fettled 
his and his son’s 
bikes.  
Work included 
new links to put 
the gear change 
lever on the right 
and the foot brake 
on the left, aluminium petrol tank and 
mudguards, dual seat with bigger rear light, 
Amal 26mm concentrics, respoked with alloy 
rims  and 410x19” Avon Roadrunners (now 
‘Universals’), narrow stainless steel handle bars 
and new levers and switches, stainless 2-1 
exhaust made up out of two pairs of the 
stainless down pipes the UOC had made, sump 
extension to keep the oil cooler, another UOC 
project and lightened flywheel and single plate 
clutch that made the engine much more 
responsive. 

A high top gear was fitted, the 4
th
 gears were  

replaced with a pair from a Hillman Imp as the  
distance between centres was very similar. OK it  
made a bit 3

rd
 to 4

th
 gap but could cruise at  

70mph solo easily.  
 
Frame mods included canted over rear  
suspension units to soften the rear end a bit and  
he also had the fork trail increased from about  
2inches to 4 inches by slotting the top yoke and  
pulling the wheel back whilst heating the lower  
yoke, then brazing up the top yoke, that really  
made the bike handle well! 
 
Very little went wrong with my standard M63; 
broke a few spokes, cleaned the dynamo 
commutator, cleaned the regulator contacts and 
replaced exhaust valves. I used to run on 
Duckhams ‘green’ 20W/50 in the engine and had 
no bearing problems but I only cruised at 45mph 

Debbie Warren 

Charlie 
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 and never ran low on oil. I ran this bike until 
1976 and bought a new Dnepr MT9 outfit from 
T.C.Mundays of Brixton. 
 
I kept in touch with Charlie and his son Richard 
over the years. Then in the late 1990s’ Charlie 
and Richard recognised that Charlie would not 
ride his M63 again, so Richard contacted me 
and we did a deal and I promised to look after 
the M63 now christened ‘Charlie’. Thankfully 
Richard, an enthusiastic motorcyclist and 
engineer, had converted the foot pedals back to 
standard and kept the bike in really good 
condition. 
 
I rode Charlie for many miles in solo trim and did 
a bit more work on it.  Boyer Electronic ignition, 
nice and reliable, M66 cylinder heads ported and 
smoothed out and upped the compression ratio 
to about 8:1, single aircleaner to replace the 
individual aircleaners, little nose faring cut down 
from the standard Ural steel fairing, pair of 
Rodark steel panniers, bigger indicators, 12 volt 
conversion with the UCB100 regulator in the 
headlamp shell, neat, and put the clutch back to 
twin plates, but kept the light flywheel. 

Charlie would easily run at 70mph and certainly 
pull over 90mph. The handling was very good for 
a Classic bike, no weaving and would lay down 
and come back up smoothly and quickly! 
Then in 2009 I decided to sell a few bikes 
(Honda TLR200, KLR650 trail outfit, IZH Planeta 
Sport & Sputnik and my MT12) and buy a 
Morgan 4/4 that both Ann and I could enjoy. 
BUT kept Charlie of course. 

In the next 
issue of 
Horizontal 
View read 
“Green Lane 
Charlie” The 
Ridgeway 
storming mud 
monster he is 
now. Charlie, 
and original 
owner Charles 
Akrill were 
featured in the 
November/December 2016 issue.  Charlie must 
be one of our longest serving club members.  An 
honourary mechanical president perhaps? 

 
 
 

Will we become 
desensitized to 
pictures of 
motorcycles 
eventually, yes, 
even Russian 
ones?   
 
Mechanics are 
an art of course 
and nothing is 
more beautiful 
than the record 
of a thousand hours worn into the already 
fascinating precision of mechanical engineering, 
except the feminine obvious of course!  I wish 
you lot would take pictures of the inside of your 
motorcycles as well, just for me! 

Art 
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I have joined 
Cossack Owner’s 

Club so finding my footings.  I really like the bike, 
it will do me just fine when I get it going and 
plodding is my kind of riding have had a couple 
of Brit bikes in the past and a old Sportster. Here 
is a pic of my bike, work in progress. 

This is apparently a widened Soviet sidecar 
equipped with all sorts of old clutter, including 
what looks like a Honda Lead, sorry, Goldwing.  
Is that a chimney we see poking up astern?     

Pictured left is John 
Harrop’s 250 Planeta 
Sport.  250?  Yes that’s 
right. This vision of 
shininess has been in HV 
before but it’s time for a 
reminder because it’s for 
sale for £800! About ten 
Sports were sleeved 
down using MZ pistons 
by Neval as an 
experiment to find out 
how the UK L plate 
fraternity felt about 
buying them. I’ve no idea 
what happened to the 
other nine or how much 
difference the conversion 
made to how the Sport 

performed.  If you want to find out email 
paulcodling@mail.com and I’ll pass on your 
interest.  John won’t be able to tell you how it 
goes because the learner limit is 125 now and 
he still is one!  It’s likely to have been hardly run 
since complete renovation, inside and out. 
 
 
 
Although it’s forthcoming this event isn’t on 
page3 because your committee are wondering if 
holding one is really necessary.  Apparently the 
law has changed making an AGM no longer a 
legal obligation.  However, according to the 
current law we need to hold an AGM in order to 
decide not to hold another one.  At the moment 
the committee is considering a return to Wing 
Hall in Leicestershire over the weekend of 
11/12/13th August for this.  This is so far only  
provisional.  
 
The prime mover for thinking about abandoning 
the AGM is the difficulty in fitting it in the busy 
schedules of enough committee members at the 
same time to make it worthwhile.  Club decisions 
and the relevant opinions before hand would be 
made and expressed here or on the website at 
any time and not be limited to one afternoon in a 
pub backroom somewhere. 
 
If you have an opinion on this please respond to 
make it heard.  The AGM is a very good excuse 
for a get together, something we do too little of, 
and the worry is that without that official 
necessity we’ll lose another social weekend, 
making Carl’s shows the only time we ever get 
to meet as a club. 

Greenwood’s Gallery 

Kevin Piper 

2017 AGM  
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Regatta Dover Fleeced Lined Jacket - £47.00 
Product Code: COCJ1. Waterproof, Windproof 
hydrafort polyester fabric. Fully lined with 
Thermo-guard insulation. Taped seams, 
concealed hood and adjustable cuffs. 2 zipped 
lower pockets. These jackets are very nice and 
comfortable and come with the Star Logo on the 
left breast as with other products. There is also 
the clubs web address 
(www.cossackownersclub.co.uk) across the 
shoulders on the back. Colours: Only in Black 
with Silver Logo and writing. Sizes: M (40") - L 
(42") - XL (44") - XXL(47") - XXXL(50") Chest to 
fit. 
 
 

Full & Half Zip Fleeces - £25.00 to £26.50  
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  

Baseball Caps - £9.00 Adjustable band at 
back, supplied in Black or Blue. One size fits all, 
choice of either the standard club logo or the 
star logo.  Woolly Hats - £8.50 The woolly hat 
is the knitted type and again with either club 
logo. This is an essential bit of kit for any club 
member. Standard Club Logo or Star Logo.  
 
Our thanks to John Harrop, his grandson Jake, 
Phil Rushworth, Phil and Gina Inman, Lovely 
Hazel, Matt Woodward and Carl’s ornamental 
Jupiter for posing. 

Established regalia page 
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I run a classic car restoration business, mainly 
1950’s and 60’s Ferrari’s but we’ll have a go at most 

things. I have been involved in registering imported cars for many years so I know how fickle the 
DVLA can be sometimes. Although I have got the Ukrainian log book for this bike, the frame plate 
on the headstock is missing and there is no number stamped on the LH damper mount either. I will 
need to get a dating certificate from the club for me to 
proceed. 
 
My guess would be b6/371 but I'm not sure.  Peter Ballard is 
better informed here.  Engine and frame number should 
match and that number is on the log book twice.  If you have 
an engine number that matches the log book you're 
saved.  No number stamped on the frame or a VIN plate 
makes things harder. Later Dnepr frames are stamped by the 
L/H rear shock but I'm not sure about frames this early.  Again 
Peter is the man to see at pjb.barnend@icdonline.co.uk   

Hooded Sweat Shirts 
£20.00 to £21.50  These 
are normally on an order 
only basis. 

Chris Holley Stop Press! 
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Consequently Chris sent PJB this email………….. 
 
Paul has suggested I email you with regard getting help getting a dating certificate for my 1967 
Dnepr K750. I have attached some photos of the bike as it is now. We don’t want to restore it but 
keep it as you see it. There were some mods made by the previous owner, but in essence it is still 
the original bike. I appreciate the bike needs to be to a certain standard for the club to issue a 
certificate and again, this is where I will need your help. 
  
One of the photos shows the Ukrainian log book that was found in the tool box on the bike, 
unfortunately there is no frame plate on the headstock anymore, and no number stamped on the LH 
rear damper top mount.  Please have a look and let me know your thoughts, I will be more than 
happy to furnish you with more photos if needed. 
 
Peter was able to advise……………………. 
 
Chris, thanks for the photos, the photo of the old reg doc is most useful, the photos of the part 
numbers on the gearbox and the final drive should match the part numbers in the parts book. The 
engine number is the one of course unique to the bike. Does that match the log book? 
 
Get a new VIN plate and stamp and fit that as that will keep DVLA happier. 
http://www.oldtimergarage.eu/catalog/index.php?cPath=211&osCsid=aanumjqpd8grf9338bjij80ub6 
Also worth restamping the frame 
where one has been ground off to 
match the logbook. There is a 
possibility that this is a bike made up 
from parts, but who knows. 
 
I think we can get the bike in its 
current state through DVLA as it is 
basically original, shame about the 
mods like repositioning the headlight 
brackets.  So once you have the VIN 
plate on and frame number stamped I 
will need new photos and I'll do a 
Date Cert for you. 
 
How about that then?  A valid and 
valuable experience for us all! 
 
 
 
 
 
If there is still time to update my trip 
details could you include that the 
Ukrainian part of the trip, i.e hotels 
with breakfast, a days sight seeing in 
Lviv and tour guide comes to around 
£275.  I have up to six spaces left. 
 
I think you will agree that this is 
extremely good value.  I got the prices 
based on ten in the group. If I end up 
with less then 10 then the price will be 
a little higher but if I get more than 10 
it will be a little lower. 

Tony Jones 
stop press! 
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