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Everything will be alright 
in the end.  If it’s not 

alright, it’s not the end. 
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All we know about the main picture is that it was 
taken three years ago by a man called Cristian 
Arapu in somewhere called Moldova, which is a 
whole country in Eastern Europe.  Whether it‟s 
finished or not it is as spectacular as it is 
useless. 
 
The young woman struggling to escape from the 
embarrassment of breaking down in the middle 
of one of Beijing‟s four lane ring roads is kicking 
the living daylights out of an overhead valve 
Chang Jiang.  It fired as soon as our man put the 
camera down making him feel less guilty he 
didn‟t help. 
 
Pictured opposite is our very own Comrade Carl 
caught in the act of swapping a Jupiter for a 
Dnepr kickstart lever.  Close scrutiny of the box 
of bits in the cover photo shows it might contain 
a non standard carburettor.  This could be worth 
something and probably swung the deal.  At the 
time Carl said he was going to build a race bike 
out of the Jupiter.  Cristian Arapu took a picture 
of the very same thing in Moldova.          
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The quote on the cover comes from the film The 
Best Exotic Marigold Hotel.  The hero of the tale 
nips around on what looks like a YB100 Yamaha 
in what could be the world‟s most interesting 
traffic. It‟s a lovely snapshot of India but the idea 
applies well to living with a Russian motorcycle I 
thought.     
 
In a nightmare a man thought he‟d been visited 
by the grim reaper.  The only thing he could find 
to defend himself with was the vacuum cleaner 
his wife had left beside their bed, talk about 
dyson with death! 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Andrew Kinnear, Chester. 
 
Karolis Tunaitis, London. 
 
Matt Fletcher, London. 
 
Michael Roe, Keighley, West Yorks. 
 
Tim Lees, Llandrindod Wells, Powys. 
 
Irene Kind, Bagworth, Leicestershire. 
 
Alison Machin, Antrim, N. Ireland. 
 
Ian Ray & Norlene Delaney, Sheffield, S. Yorks. 
 
Neal Gault, Coventry, Warks. 
 
Mick Poxon, Ellistown, Leicestershire. 
 
Phil Hegarty, London. 
 
Dan Bogdan, Coventry, warks. 
 
Chris Drucker, Staines Middlesex. 
 
Alan Davies, Kings Lynn, Norfolk. 
 
John Neale, Rugby, Warks. 
 
Peter Savage, Brading, Isle of Wight. 
 
I know you‟re all very busy but when you get 
round to writing a little bit about yourselves as an 
introduction for our community, please attach a 
few photos of the reason you wanted to join it, 
and keep us posted on your progress. 
 

Front cover 

A warm welcome to…. 
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The Cossack club has its own Facebook page, “like” the page and keep up to date with what‟s 
happening.  To get there try www.facebook.com/cossackownersclub 
 
May 10th and September 13th are the Cossack Grand Days Out. So far this year we 
have meeting places at The Super Sausage Café on the A5 near Silverstone with Phil and Gina and 
this one with Tony Jones who says………... 
 
I'd like to nominate Devils Bridge at Kirkby Lonsdale for the Grand Day out in the North West. 
Meet up any time between 11am and 2pm. There's usually plenty of poseurs on their rocket ships 
trying to impress everyone so why not show them some real metal. There is a Dent Camping 
weekend on that weekend so why not combine the two or just  visit both. It's a beautiful ride over the 
moors between Dent and Kirkby Lonsdale. 
 
May 8/9/10th and October 9/10/11th are this year‟s Dent rallies at Conder Farm Dent 
LA10 5QT.  Vince Briers is the man to call on 07850 770176.  Google Dent Dale for inspiration. 
 
May 14/15/16/17th is 11th Oostblock (East Block) Treffen (Rally?). Camping is at 
Camping de Seedykstertoer, Marrum, Nederlands.  Googling this and clicking images 
throws up pictures of everything from chopped Simson mopeds to running Tiger tanks, it looks an 
unrelieved riot! 
 
May 17th is Hedingham Sidecar Owner’s Club meet at Jack’s Hill Café, Watling 
Street, on the A5 at Towcester, Northamptonshire, NN12 8ET.  The people to ring are 
John Taylor on 01788 578743 or Dave Greenwood on 016285 28866 or email Dave at 
davidgreenwood@hotmail.co.uk 
 
May 27th to June 2nd is Motorcamping Little Creek, Utscheid, Germany.  Phil and 
Gina go every year to this campsite in the Eifel region of Germany on the Luxembourg border.  If 
you‟d like to join them get in touch on 01780 720420 or email iroll245-littlecreek@yahoo.co.uk 
 
June 11/12/13/14th is the Vintage and Classic BMW rally at Llywyngwair Manor in 
Pembrokeshire.  Contact Peter Arden on 01673 844519.  Our invitation is featured in the March/
April issue of this mag. 
 
June 28th is Swaton Vintage Day at Thorpe Latimer Park, Helpringham, 
Lincolnshire NG34 0RF.  I‟ve googled this for you and discovered that amongst other things 

the event has an entry of 400 vintage vehicles and hosts the world egg throwing championships, but 
I don‟t know what at. 
 
July 24/25/26th MZ riders in the Isle Of Man.  We‟re invited to join the MZ pilots in Laxey, 

details are available from the MZ rider‟s Club. 
 
August 7/8/9th is the Norfolk Camping Weekend at The Links Campsite, Links 
Road, Mundesley, Norfolk NR11 8AT.  Contact Nigel Stennett-Cox on 01692 406075 or 
email binroundabit@btinternet.com to find out about a lovely rural seaside experience. 
 
August 8/9th is the Donnington Classic Motorcycle Festival,  featuring over 500 
classic racing motorcycles and Comrade Carl‟s Cossack Owner‟s Club stand!  Anyone who exhibits 
gets free access to all areas and free camping he tells me. Contact him at 
comradecarl@tiscali.co.uk 

Forthcoming Events 
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August 21/22/23rd is The Civilised Cossack Camping Weekend and AGM at 
Wing Hall Campsite, Wing, Rutland.  This is our third year here, to find out why it‟s so good 

contact Phil and Gina Inman on 01780 720420 or at membership@cossackownersclub.co.uk  The 
AGM is your chance, dear membership, to observe the inner workings of our club. 
 
September 4/5/6th is the 3rd Stags Head Rally  The café and campsite are 
situated on the A623 between Chapel-en-le-Frith and Baslow in Derbyshire.  
Gary Carroll is the man contact on cossackglc@yahoo.com 
 
October 17/18th is the Classic Motorcycle Mechanics Show at Stafford County 
Showground  Comrade Carl‟s stand will be here as usual representing the club.  Entry to the 

show is free for anyone who displays a bike on the stand.  To offer contact 
comradecarl@tiscali.co.uk 
 
The Wartburg Trabant IFA club provisional dates are May 10th at Wythall Transport Museum, 
Birmingham, September 5/6th at Foxfield Railway, Stoke on Trent and October 10th at Coventry 
Transport Museum.  These events are vehicle days, meaning anything from east of the iron curtain. 
Richard Hemington on 01206 792360 or at events@ifaclub.co.uk can tell you all you need to know. 
 
How on earth will we fit it all in? 
 
 
 
 
I realise that for the casual reader, a solid block of featureless text can be a bit daunting.  Paul 
Duffitt‟s introduction to his struggle for survival in the boondocks on page 8 is such a thing but you 
should read it.  Buying a Russian motorcycle for such a Russian sounding environment makes 
perfect sense if you ask me. 
 
At the other end of the magazine you'll find some of an article first published in 1987 in Cycle World 
Magazine in the USA sent in by George Fedor.  Fascinating is only half of it.  In the context of its 
reproduction here the article is more about Americans than Russians.  The reference to Neval re-
exporting to America as a comfort stop on the way to the free world made me smile.  Presumably 
Hull isn‟t in the free world. 
 
The traditional contents page has disappeared under the pressure for space in this issue, so each 
page will be a source of mystery and adventure.  Lovely Hazel‟‟s recipe this issue didn‟t go quite 
according to plan, because it‟s a Russian recipe and probably as reliable as a Russian motorcycle.  
So she painted an egg for Easter instead.  It‟s pictured here sitting in a real Russian egg cup, in a 
real Russian bowl with real Russian spoons bought on holiday in Moscow.  Ever the humourist, she 
would like to point out that she intended it to look like me, a careggature of your eggitor, going for 
the hard shell in an effort to egg people on to 
send more cracking stuff in… then the yolks got 
really bad! 
 
On page 22 we have a guest appearance by the 
RMOA featuring their take on rally reports which 
seem to involve the sort of get away from it all trail 
riding we can only dream of here in the densely 
packed UK.  They say…………. 
 
Unfortunately our website is under still 
construction however go have a look at: 
https://www.facebook.com/groups/
RMOAMEMBERS 

Radio Horizontal 
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Fancy one of these then?  These adverts are 
from an American magazine which is obvious 
because the price is in dollars.  If you look very 
closely you‟ll see these American models are 
powered by 2 stroke engines. 

It‟s a good job we get the ordinary ones! 
 
Also from The USA the glossy lifestyle online 
magazine which carried the feature on this 
year‟s Ural pictured opposite classified the 
article as “fetish”.  Apparently you touch the 
motorcycle (as in caress it?) to read all about it, 
but not in this magazine! 
 
Watsonian Motorcycles, who sell squire sidecars 
and Royal Enfields, now sell Urals as well.  
Presumably the factory have recovered from the 
trouble they suffered in meeting last year‟s Euro 
emissions standards and all is well again. 
 
I notice the F2 website features the CT model , 
which looks like a base for a bit of mix and 
match customising.  How‟s it going David? 

 
 
 
Wanted…  for Dnepr MT10. or Ural  . rubber 
seat blocks (one or two please!) .  Gear shift 
rubbers (to go over pedals) and a reasonable 
pair of Dnepr silencers and exhausts..thanks.. 
Faebhean Kwest   07856 498827 
 
And a dnepr mt10 wheel bearing adjuster tool. 
(the one with the two prongs!) as I have the 
other tools.. or can I borrow one? or is there an 
alternative?  
 
Hammer it round with a screw driver like 
everyone else does! 

2015 Model Urals 

Wanted 
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Hi , hope you can help . I‟m a former member of 
COC . Lapsed when I sold the outfit some years 
ago , something I have often regretted since. So 
when the outfit came up for sale last summer , 
badly bodged and neglected , heart ruled head 
and I bought it back . I‟m pleased to report that it 
is now up and running , complete with fresh 
MOT and tax . 
      
The bike is a Dnepr MT10 with right hand chair 
and was first registered in the UK in 1980. 
However , the factory plate on the headstock 
gives a date of 1975 and a chassis no‟ 38439.  
Is the outfit now old enough to qualify as a 
“Historic vehicle” and if it is , could you help out 
with some official dating info and some advice 
on dealing with the DVLA ? 
  
Many thanks , Tim Lees . 
 
For info on this subject google Historic Vehicle 
Tax.  At the top of the list of sites to look at are 
Vehicles Exempt from Vehicle Tax which will tell 
you your Dnepr must be manufactured before 
1st January 1975, and Taxing Historic Vehicles 
which will tell you how to do this next year.  Next 
year because Vehicle Excise Duty: 40 year 
rolling exemption for classic vehicles, will tell you 
that the new cut off date is April 1st each year. 
 
Reading this literally you should be exempt next 
year because the rule is manufactured before 
1975, not registered. 
 
Tell us how you get on and send in a photo of 
the Dnepr in question please Tim. 

 
 
 
Hi, my name is Matt. Most call me Fletch, 
which , as an abbreviation of my surname, has 
stuck since secondary school days. I‟m 27 and 
currently work as a 3D visual Effects artist in the 
advertisement and short film industry for a post 
production company called Glassworks. 
Recently I felt the need for an interesting 
personal project, that doesn't involve sitting 
down. As an avid bike rider and with an interest 
in mechanics, a motorbike restoration project 
seemed to be the best bet to fulfil my needs. 

Initially (this was before any prior research) I 
was interested in a WWII era bike, most 
recognized being the Harley WLA. After a quick 
bit of Googling, quickly realized, these were of 
very sort availability, hard to acquire (especially 
for restoration), and beyond my ideal price 
range.  More searching was required. After a 
while I got lead to the German BMW, and 
naturally following came the discovery of Urals 
and Dneprs and the interesting yet debated story 
of their origin. For some reason I was drawn 
more to the Dnepr/M72 more, as I think it is one 
of the better looking bike of of this 'set'. A few 
lost and missed listings, I finally ended up with a 
1965 Dnepr K750, pre-restored condition 
pictured above. 
 
What a find it was. No major structural issues, it 
even ran (which,after being stuck in a garage for 
30 years, is an amazing thing), yes it needed a 
cosmetic overhaul, and a complete strip down 
and rebuild, but overall, I couldn't have found 
any better I think. Since acquiring, I‟ve been 
working to restore it to its former glory, which I 
have been documenting here: 
www.dneprk750restore.blogspot.com 
 

Fletch’s page Almost historic with  
Tim Lees 
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 It‟s now coming (sort of) towards the end of the 
restoration, and soon to be to being 
reassembled and back in a road going shape. 
So I thought it may be a good idea to join some 
form of club. Here i am. 
 
It will be a great bike to run around on at 
weekends, or go on road trips, I cant imagine 
there are that many folks in the UK with these, 
so it could even lead to meeting many new 
people, etc.... Its just been a bit of fun, 
something a different and a fantastic learning 
experience. Can‟t wait to go for a ride, been a 
bike rider for 9 years now, and never had the 
experience of riding a combination. I‟ve heard it 
is... different. That will be part of the fun I think. 
 
Feel free to check out the restoration blog if you 
have time! 
 
 
 

Throughout this issue you‟ll find scattered 
pictures of Janek Zingier‟s battered Dnepr side 
valve outfit.  He saw the editorial Chang Jiang 
on the leafy campsite in Szklarska Poreba, in 
Poland, and introduced himself thinking I might 
like to join him for an afternoon in the Czech 
Republic.  With typical Polish engineering 
expertise he‟d fitted the outfit with hydraulic 
brakes, the guts of a Fiat alternator and a proper 
Dnepr sidecar drive with differential and 
everything, obtained during a trip to The Ukraine 
a couple of weeks previously.  Justifiably proud 
he insisted I came with him, in the sidecar rather 
than ride my CJ.  He wanted to go off road. 
 
In the extreme left of the above picture, taken as 
we returned you‟ll see a tear in Janek‟s jeans, 
because we went right off road. 

 
 
 
My name is Mick Roe and I recently bought this 
Ural Dalesman, 2004 , which has only done 
10,000 km since new. Already bought Nippon 
Denso alternator and new timing gear to replace 
Russian stuff! Not my only outfit, have a 500cc 
Rotax engined military outfit too. I live near 

Skipton and am 50 years old, had bikes ever 
since I was 17.  
Not easy writing about myself but hope this is 
enough info. 
Regards  
Mick 

Mick Roe’s page 

Janek goes to Czech 
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My Background. 
 
Age 49, from Yorkshire. Moved to Wales when 
18. Work in Welsh speaking Secondary School 
(smallest in Wales) as classroom assistant also 
part-time smallholder. Home Draenllwyn Du: 
1265 feet above sea level in middle of Elenydd 
Wilderness area, Cambrian mountains, 1 ¼ 
miles off tarmac. 
Civilisation: LlanddewiBrefi (of little Britain 
fame) 6 miles, 20min drive, pop 350. Tregaron 
10 miles, 30 min drive, pop 1000. 
Sophistication? Lampeter (home of Europe‟s 
smallest University) 14 miles, 45min drive, pop 
approx 2000. 
Local area: eclectic mix of Welsh speaking 
farming families/villagers, 1st and 2nd generation 
mainly English midland and south-eastern 
incomers, wealthier retireds, rat-racerefugee 
hippies, ex-students and other rural poor. Living 
in a harmonious though sometimes mutually 
suspicious co-existence depending on how well 
people understand the others point of view or 
make an effort to learn the language and respect 
the local culture. 
Emptiest part of southern Britain (once known as 
the Great Desert of Wales), proposed as 
Cambrian mountains National Park in early 
1970‟s but vested interests of large landowners 
blocked idea. Therefore huge afforestation 
especially after decimation of hill sheep flocks 
after bad winter of 1947 led to abandonment of 
farms and population decline. 
I have no piped water inside the farmhouse, no 
landline, no mobile reception, no internet, no 
streetlighting or gritted roads in winter, no light or 
noise pollution, no near neighbours, no 
Jehovah‟s witness callers and no money. Mail 
delivery is unreliable, I have gone 5weeks 
without post see article Saturday Western Mail 
mid January 2010. 
My 45year old Landrover is my lifeline but I need 
a back-up vehicle which can: 
Traverse a long rutted forestry track through 
mud/snow. 
Pull small trailer with either ram, weaner pigs, 
couple of ewes/lambs, goats, poultry and dogs. 
Carry firewood/peat. 
Start at minus 22 degrees Centigrade as in 
Winters 09/10 and 10/11). 
Carry up to 3 people. 
Reverse when meeting 44 ton logging trucks on 
single track roads. 

Low revving engine, torque for slow speed 
pulling/hill climbing. 
Utility finish, no fancy paintwork or shiny chrome. 
Shaft drive and sidecar wheel drive ideally. 
Carry small bale hay/straw, cattle cake, pig nuts, 
goat feed, gas bottles, fence posts/netting/wire. 
Achieve better than 28mpg and 50mph flat out. 
Cheapish to buy, durable and easy to fix. 
Be fun, be not a quad. 
Able to travel round Britain and carry a small 
yurt. 
Passed full motorcycle test 25years ago. As a 
toddler entranced by next doors BSA A10/
Busmar Astral mk2 double adult sidecar which I 
played in. I need a good sense of humour to 
survive as a peasant and live where I do. 
I‟m 1 ¼ miles SW of post code centre for 
SY256PG. Nat grid ref SN708515.It‟s named 
Draenllwyn Du on O/S maps and Phillips 
Navigator road atlas or see Google Earth, have 
a look. 
My nickname is Welsh Paul. Have done a few 
Russian lessons. Sorry no photographs, no 
camera or other gadgets. Money short, when it‟s 
a choice between bridging a river and digging a 
well or having a TV or smart phone there‟s no 
contest. 
A possible venue for a camping weekend one 
day if you‟re up to it? 
Look forward to meeting fellow members soon. 
Now has anyone any suggestions for that back 
up vehicle for me. 
Cheers Welsh Paul 
 
Hello Paul.  I’ve had a look on Google Earth 
intrigued by the picture you conjured up in your 
introduction and urge anyone else who reads it 
to do so as well.  Particularly since you suggest 
it might be a good place for a camping weekend. 
Oh yes, I’ll say! 
 
Some years ago Pete Clinch and partner Cassie 
hosted something called Penhafodlas Camp 
which was a camping weekend on one of their 
paddocks half way up Snowdonia.  Facilities 
were accordingly basic and first timers were 
required to give him a ring from the phone box 
on the nearest road so he could come down the 
mountain on his Ural outfit and lead them back 
up.  
  
Long term members will remember this I’m sure, 
it was a beautiful setting, peaceful, serene and 
lovely to escape from real life for a while.  Does 
living in it permanently require Russian like 
determination? 

Paul Duffitt’s page 
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I am John Chrystal from Redcar on the northern 
edge of North Yorkshire , I have had motorbikes 
since 1958 one day I will make a list of them all. 
Never had a Russian before but I went on the 
Round Kurland Rally in 2011 and found Latvia 
an interesting place and went back there on the 
2013 world rally on my 350 Ariel. 
 
On my travels I came across a 175 Voskhod 

with 35 kilometres on the clock in a 
sad state in a shed for 33 years and bought it 
with the intention of putting it on the road.  It has 
been in my shed ever since, this year I went on 
the world rally again to Switzerland on my 
Triumph speed twin. On the way I came 
across a Ural M66 and I purchased it and at 

Christmas this last year I decided to 
start on the Voskhod, now I‟m into it in a big 
way. Meanwhile in last month‟s Mag there is a 
reference to needing a scanner well I have one 
you can have if you want it I can Post it to you. 

Well I am going to the world rally again it is in 
Andorra so if the M66 is up to it, I will be going 
on it. Do any of you fancy a ride out, all the best 
John.  
 
Hello John.  Firstly good old Gumtree delivered 
just the scanner we wanted but thanks for the 
offer of yours.  Secondly I would think quite a lot 
of people fancy a ride out.  If you want to tell us 
of your plans in some detail as the world rally 
approaches, please do.  And thirdly, your M66 
looks very familiar.  Would it be the very same 
M66 restored to retina scorching intensity by our 
webmaster himself?  
 
He says there might be an article about this 
later, over to you Mr Cox.  Below is a list of his 
associates including Comrade Carl’s current 
email address.  In April/May Horizontal View we 
published his old, obsolete address, sorry. 

John Chrystal’s page 

 
 
President &Technical Advisor Peter Ballard: 
01225 891634.  pjb.barnend@icdonline.co.uk 
General Secretary: Tony Jones:  01942 
605949/07504 700522 
cossack@blueyonder.co.uk 
Treasurer: Phil Inman:  01780 720420 
coc.treasurer@mail.com 
Membership Secretary Gina Inman 01780 
720420 membership@cossackownersclub.co.uk 
Show Organiser: Carl Booth:  01253 720327 
comradecarl@tiscali.co.uk 
Webmaster: Dave Cox:  01794 884492 
info@russianmotorcycles.co.uk 
Regalia: Phil & Gina Inman  01780 720420 
regalia@cossackownersclub.co.uk 
Magazine editor  Paul Codling 01508 520890  
paulcodling@mail.com 

Politburo 
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Pictured below is what’s left of Pete’s left hand 
piston, remarkable because his engine was still 
running!  He says……………. 
 
I have no idea why it broke or to be honest 
when, it started smoking awhile ago but still ran 
ok :-) just seemed to pink a bit more just thought 
I needed to adjust the max advance. Only pulled 
the barrels off to check the rings to see if the 

smoking was worn rings or bore. Testament to 
Russian engineering that it still ran ok. Thanks 
for the interest may send in another article about 
the joy (I believe that's what it's called, or was 
that glutton for punishment) of my ownership of 
this outfit :-D 
 
Another article will be gratefully received thanks 
Pete.   

 
 

Pictured above is the man himself and his IZH 
Planeta Sport 250.  John tells us he keeps in 
touch with Nev Mason, half of Neval, who 
informed him that they modified only ten 350 
Planeta Sports by sleeving them to fit MZ 
pistons.  They did this to take advantage of the 
then current 250 learner limit in the UK.  John‟s 
bike is one of the ten. 
 
John also owns a water cooled, yes that‟s water 
cooled, Ural.  This bike is fitted with a kit of parts 

available some time ago in Eastern Europe 
which added water jackets to the cylinders and 
the necessary radiator.  Although we can‟t see 
very well in this small picture, the front of the 
engine looks different and might even have a 
water pump. 
 
Sometimes John gets fed up with having to 
climb over it in his shed and thinks about selling 
it. He‟s been a member of the Cossack Owner‟s 
Club since the early days, and has a thousand 
stories to tell.  If only we could get him to write 
some down. 

Pete Turner’s half a 
piston 

Planet John Harrop 
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Having been fortunate enough to visit the Minsk 
factory in October 2011 and at the time having 
been presented with an English translation of 
their “60 Years of Minsk” celebratory publication 
I thought it might be of interest to paraphrase a 
short article with information from it.  Here‟s a bit 
of history. 

 
Motorcycle production dates from 1951 with the 
first model the M1A based on the DKW RT125 
(as were many others after WW2). An interesting 
bit of information here as to how the Soviet 
system worked, the publication states that the 
technical documentation and production 
equipment was brought from DKW Zschopau to 
the USSR and that the first 125cc the K-125 was 
in fact produced at Kovrov. This would have 
been at ZDK better known to us as the 
manufacturer of the infamous Voskhod.  I seem 
to remember reading somewhere that these little 
bikes were known as Kovrovettes.  Production 
then moved to Moscow where the model was 
designated M1A. 
 
Meanwhile at Minsk (c1945) a cycle factory was 
reconstructed using German equipment, then in 
1951 production of the M1A was moved from 
Moscow to Minsk.  Another interesting snippet of 
information here, the early Minsk built M1A`s 
were fitted with tanks bearing the Moscow motifs 
(Moskva).  The “M” designated models were 
made with various improvements up to 1973 
M1A, M1M, M103, M104, M105, the M106 was 
introduced in 1971 and production of this range 
was ended by the introduction of the MMVZ 
3.111 in 1973. 
 

The MMVZ range was considered to be the new 
generation of machines having been developed 
in conjunction with the Vneemotoprom Research 

Institute at Serpukhov (outside Moscow). This 
range continued to be produced with various 
changes and styling until 2006, the 3.115 model 
was deemed to be the most successful with a 
production run from 1975 to 1982.  A Honda 
derived four stroke engine was first fitted in 2003 
in the 3.114 frame then in 2009 the Minsk C4 
200 was introduced on the 3.114 frame with the 
200cc four stroke engine and cosmetic changes.  
In addition to the road going models the factory 
produced a range of competition machines from 
1956 onwards.  They actively participated in all 
the USSR championship events but were 
uncompetitive in FIM competitions. 

 
Minsk has also produced mopeds from 1995 but 
production has been plagued with problems 
sourcing the 50cc engine units. Riga and Lvov 
(RMZ LMZ) were the main players with engines 
being produced at Siauliai and Leningrad, but 
with the break up of the former Soviet Union, 

Mike Stevens and more 
about Minsk 
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 Latvia, Lithuania, and Ukraine gaining 
independence there became good reason for a 
home produced moped. 
 
The 1.101 “Kroha” was introduced in 1995 fitted 
with a “Krasny- Oktaybr” (Red October) D-8M 
engine but production stopped in 1998 when the 
Red October factory finished engine production.  
A rather nice 2.152 model was introduced with a 
Vyatka (VPMZ) built IFA Simson engine cylinder 
head, piston and crank in a standard Minsk built 
crank case. The 2.601 “Kadet” followed with a 
ZID “Pilot” 50cc engine but again engine 
supplies dried up when ZID stopped production.  
The 2.152 and 2.601 models were reasonable 
looking mopeds but ongoing production became 
impossible with no continuation of engine 
supply.  There was a short re-introduction of the 
Kroha using a licence built Motobecane engine 
but it was not very successful and the way 
forward now seems to be with the D49 step-
through mopeds with the Honda derived 
engines. 
 
The factory have also 
built some rather odd 
vehicles other than 
motorcycles.  Minsk 
was the first soviet 
factory to become 
involved with the 
production of invalid 
carriages.  They have 
built the C-3.095 
“UMCA” snow swamp 
mobile with huge tyres 
fitted on fibre glass 
wheels powered by a 
fan cooled version of 
their 125cc engine and another all terrain car 
engine vehicle the VTS-P that can be driven on 
marshland, soft snow and even water with its 
special low pressure tyres.  They also produce a 
range of light agricultural machines. 
 
I was fortunate enough to see most of these 
weird devices on my visit and hope this short 
article gives you some idea of the past and 
present activities at the Minsk factory. 
 
Mike also took the picture at the top of the next 
column showing our secretary, Tony Jones, 
sitting behind his Minsk at one of the Stafford 
shows.  He later sold this bike to me, your editor, 
and it has covered several thousand miles over 
the last two years as my main transport. 

At this particular show the club had on display a 
Riga V50 engine, sent from Russia by Mike’s 
friend Vlad. It was too worn to run  but was 
interesting all the same.  You can just see it on 

the table about a yard 
from Tony’s left elbow. 
 
Left is the Minsk today, 
with my other 
distraction with her kit 
off.  In case anyone 
cares it’s a Yamaha 
3XV 250 two stroke V 

twin.  About as much spectral polarity as you 
can have in one tiny picture of motorcycles I 
would think! 
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The first instalment of 'The Ural Diaries' dealt 
with the purchase of  my Ural 750 Solo.  The 
following account takes us to the end my first 
day of Ural ownership. 
 
Well, in a nutshell, the ride home was uneventful 
and the bike didn't miss a beat.  I filled the tank 
at Maidstone Services on the M20 and there 
was fuel to spare on arrival home in Rutland. 
 
Once rolling, and beyond the horror-show low-
speed steering, the Ural was uncannily stable 
and even the buffeting crosswinds didn't push it 
off line.  However, that low-speed strangeness 
persisted – it felt as if, perhaps, the steering-

head bearings were worn or maladjusted, or 
even that the steering damper was too tight.  I 
tried adjusting it – it wasn't.  Maybe the huge, 
front-wheel mounted, period-looking Dunlop K70 
tyre was the culprit.  I resolved to seek guidance 
from a higher authority at the first opportunity. 
 
The journey continued, with the weather 
alternating between rain and not rain.  As we 
rumbled inexorably onwards, I fell to thinking 
about the way the bike was running – steady, 
BMW Boxer-like drone from the exhausts, lots 
and lots of induction noise from the twin foam air 
filter pods through which the fake Mikunis were 
breathing, loads of grunty torque which seemed 
to be available from any speed and a 
surprisingly civilised pattering from the valvegear 
(very un-BMW Boxer-like).  There was, however, 
an unpleasant-sounding mechanical chattering 
noise emerging from the bowels of the motor.  
This was later identified to me as timing gear 

noise, caused by the less than perfectly accurate 
machining of the gear teeth.  I understand it is 
mechanically correct to refer to this excess 

clearance as 'backlash' or, to use a purely 
technical term, 'slop'.  An expert in these matters 
told me that the original Russian-made timing 
gears looked for all the world as if the gear-teeth 
had been chewed into shape by large rodents, 
hence the noise.  (Note: Some 65,000km later 
the noise is still there, no better, no worse.  Oh 
well.  Better stop worrying about it then). 
 
OK, I've put it off for long enough.  Let's take a 
look at the elephant in the room.  The Gearbox.  
Ural gearboxes of this era appear to have a 
reputation for awfulness, taking seemingly ages 
to run-in.  This one seemed fairly tight, with 
changes from first to second, and third to fourth 
needing quite some effort on the rocking gear 
pedal and resulting in a dull clunk on 

engagement.  I can best describe the change 
from second to third as being practically 
indistinguishable from some kind of cataclysmic 
seismic event.  If you can imagine the sound of a 

Phil Inman’s Ural Diaries, 
part two 
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tipper truck unloading a consignment of anvils 
down a mineshaft I think you'll get the general 
idea.  I winced each time I made that change – 
imagining the chewed-up gear teeth, the 
destroyed bearings, the psychological damage 
being done to a newbie Uralist.  Truly the stuff of 
nightmares.  Looking back, it took me more than 
3 years to finally learn that delicacy of touch, that 
sneaky use of false neutrals, that impeccable 
timing to finally achieve a silent 2-3 gearchange.  
I wish someone had told me instead of leaving 
me to work it out for myself.  But maybe that's a 
requirement to prove oneself a truly committed 
Uralist.  Maybe I should have been committed!  
(Note to self: change gearbox oil a lot, and buy a 
magnetic drain plug.) 
 
John, the bike's previous owner, had told me he 
had fitted an improved headlight, since the 
Soviet original was crap, having a matt grey 
reflector, I was urged to believe.  Indeed the 
original must have been truly dire, since it's 
60/55w replacement was nothing to write home 
about.  I resolved to upgrade further. 
 
Well, that's about it.  Home in one piece with 
only cold kneecaps to show for it.  Plus a 
growing and not altogether unpleasant suspicion 
that this could be the start of something big (or, 
at least, completely surreal.) 
 
Stay tuned for other amazing true stories from 
the very cutting-edge of Soviet technology. 
 
Phil Inman 
 
The photos accompanying this article were 
taken shortly after the Ural joined our family 
circle. 

Mark Avis and the last 
issue’s front cover 

 
 
 
  
 
It was funny seeing my bike on the front, I 
looked at it and thought 'that looks a bit like 
mine' and then looked more closely (funny v.reg) 
and thought 'I think it is mine' and didn't notice 
the caption on page two for some time!  Since 
you've invited some of the story around it, I'll fill 
you in - maybe you can use the material.  I had a 
1974 M66 which worked, and which looked a bit 
like the bike you photographed, and I wanted to 
build a diesel bike.  But mine was too good to 
cut up, so I went and bought another one which 
was a kind of green army bike, complete but in 
pieces and quite a way through a restoration 
with nice paint etc.  So I decided I couldn't cut 
that one up either (eventually I put it together, 
registered it and sold it), and I bought the one 
you photographed for £62.  It had stood outside 

for something like 20 years - I've attached a 
photo so you can see what it was like.  It had no 
v5, so I knew I had to restore it to get an MOT 
and register it, before deciding what to do next - 
even though I had bought it because it was 
cheap, and very rough.  It was a 1971 bike, so a 
candidate for free tax, which seemed attractive.   
  
The tank had snails living inside it and was 
beyond saving, as were the fork shrouds, wheel 
rims and saddle.  It was a shame, really, as I'd 
have like to have tried to halt the rust with some 
kind of phosphate treatment and do it as a kind 
of blue-brown relic - but anyway, it ended up 
black.  The barrels were so rusty that each one 
took me a full day to pull off, driving wedges 
under the bottom flange in ever increasing 
thickness.  I found it had probably been 'retired' 
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 as a big-end had seized, which led to some very 
un-empathic wellying with a big hammer to get 
the crank into the kind of size/shape which 
would 'roll out' of the space left by the removal of 
the rear main-bearing carrier. 
  
Oddly, the gearbox and final drive were oily and 
OK, so most of the work was cleaning up and 
painting, once the engine was done.  I used 
POR15 paint, which is really nasty stuff which 
flows very well and sticks quite well, but is a bit 
more peely after several years than one might 
hope for such an expensive product.  It also 
oxidises to a cloudy finish, and so I applied top-
coat of rattle-can 'smootherite' with lots of 
rubbing down with 3M production paper.  I had a 
lot of this in different grades as I had been 
regularly visiting a 3M plant at the time! 
  
One of the nice early silencers in your pic has 
now fallen apart completely, and it currently 
sports a home-made 2-1 pipe made from the 
standard down pipes which are also in your pic, 
from which the chrome has departed (would you 
like an article on how to do this?) (Oh yes 
please.)  It also now has a home-made RH 
kickstart, as I hope to fit a LH chair and I'm not 
very good with the standard arrangement as 
tried on others' bikes with this setup.  I found a 
dual-seat like the one decomposing on the bike 
in the attached picture, and I quite like the look 
of the bike with it on - I also find it more 
comfortable than the tractor seat.   
  
The bike has been off the road for 6 months as I 
have had a lot of family / house / work stuff to 
deal with, and the tank had sprung a leak as the 
ethanol in today's fuel ate the old tank sealer 
with which I had treated it many years 
ago.  Getting the old pet-seal out so as to have a 
clean tank to put new ethanol-resistant stuff in, 
has been a nightmare (another short article here 
- if you want it) (Yes please to this too, it’s a 
problem many of us can expect to face.) but I'm 
now just about ready to do it.   
  
And the diesel bike was made by cutting up my 
original 1974 M66, having nicked some of the 
nice bits off it to use on the bike you 
photographed.  This is my confession - I await 
your judgement as to my penance!   
  
all the best, Mark. 
  
Mark’s £62 snail breeding unit is pictured on the 
rear cover this time. 

 
 

An American on holiday walked into a village 
pub looking for some local atmosphere and 
discovered it to be pretty much empty except for 
the barman and an old man seated at the end of 
the bar.  An outward going sort of bloke, the 
American offered to buy the old man a drink and 
engaged him in conversation, mostly about how 
different life in rural England seemed to be 
compared to his Texas home.  “If I get on my 
Harley when the sun comes up,” he said 
proudly, “I still haven‟t reached the other side of 
my property when the sun goes down.”  “Yeah, I 
had a bike like that.” the old man replied. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
There‟s not too much to appeal to the military re-
enactment camo community in this issue so 
here‟s a quick fix.  The young woman pictured 
above not only carries the AK47 assault rifle we 
all know and love, she‟s packing an RPG7 
hollow charge recoilless rocket launcher, a 
favourite of the Soviet Union‟s best customers 
for many years.  The observant will notice the 
shape of the warhead, the clever part of the 
hollow charge principle which focuses the 
explosion in it onto a single point on the target. 

Humour 
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Phil Rushworth and the 
best classic at  Leeds 

Our Moldovan mate Cristian Arapu is 
responsible for bringing together the following 
two pictures.  The lady in the right hand one is 
apparently Russian.  Is that a joke in Moldova? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
September 12th -14th saw the Leeds Custom and 
Classic bike show at Drighlington come round 
again. I've been four times now and it‟s always 
good. I bump into people I've not seen for years, 
or even just last year. It‟s not too big and it‟s not 
too small. Anyway, I was working in Belfast 
during the week and got home late Friday night 
so set off Saturday 
morning, arriving about 
lunchtime, stumbled 
across Accrington 
MCC's little camp and 
pitched the tent. This 
took ages because of 
the CDF (Cossack 
Delay Factor)  which 
I'm sure you're all 
aware of. People keep 
coming up to you 
asking all the usual 
questions about it and 
you can't get 
on with stuff.) I don't 
mind though, in fact I 
love it. It‟s a great way to meet people.  
 
After the tent was up, I trundled round to put the 
bike in the show. We've already established 
people are interested in it haven't we?  There 
didn't seem to be that many bikes entered, but I 
joined mine on to the end of the line. Then I 
wandered around a bit to see who was about 

and soon found 
people I knew. 
We drank tea, 
caught up on 
stuff, and then I 
went for another 
wander. There 
was a strong 
man 
competition on 
with loads of 

muscle bound He-men chucking wagon tyres 
and beer kegs around. There was also a few hot
-rods and American cars on display. Later in the 
afternoon I had a wander down to the Accy MCC 
camp to see who was there, had another brew 
with them and went to see when the judging was 
on for the bike show. 
 
I found Martin and Sue, Martin was looking a bit 
harassed as he was involved in the organization 
and was being bombarded with questions and 
queries all day. Just as we said „Hello‟ two guys 
pulled round in a truck wanting to know who was 
available to help get more beer from the 
clubhouse, so I offered to go seeing as the 
strong man comp didn't look like ending anytime 
soon and it‟s not like I was going to win anything 
in the bike show anyway, so off we went.  
 
About an hour or so later we were 
back and I wandered back to the Accy camp to 
see where everyone was at. On the way I met 
Scotty who said "Where've you been? I think 
you've won Best Classic or summat. You'll have 
to go and ask someone about it.” Best Classic 
eh? That‟s alright. I've got a rat-bike trophy 
already, which is great, but I don't really want a 
mantelpiece full of them. Off I went, but no-one 
seemed to know anything until I bumped into 
Martin dashing about and he said he'd bring the 
prize at teatime as I'd booked us a table 
in the pub for six o'clock. Teatime came round, 
Martin brought my trophy. We all stuffed 
ourselves and went back out into the evening as 
the bands were coming on.  
 
Quick photo of Martin presenting my prize and 
into the marquee to watch the Guttersluts 
performing. Martin disappeared into the 
gathering gloom. I circulated for a few hours until 
Martin whisked me away to the club's private bar 
where it was a bit quieter and I stayed until 
about one o'clock before lurching off to my 
tent.  The next day, I got up, packed and was 
ready to leave when Accy MCC left as they were 
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 going home via the A roads instead of motorway 
as well. A nice smooth ride back home and didn't 
do much for the rest of the day except try and 
decide where to put my Best Classic Trophy. I 
don't think I won because it was the only classic 
there, more like it was the nearest-thing-to-a-
classic there. Still took it home though! 
     

George Fedor sent this poster in  but because of 
the bi-monthly nature of this publication and its 
production deadlines, we’ve missed the event 
itself.  However it’s a lovely insight into classic 
USA. 
The last issue of HV featured something called 
Turd Polishing, here’s George………. 

While shopping at a local thrift store I purchased 
this wonderfully polished "vintage" turd. 

Note the exquisite patina and 
natural symmetry. The bottom 
of this little beauty is perfectly 
flat. 
I am currently working on a 
1967 Yamaha YL1(along with 
the Neval) which I intend to 
convert into a camping 

motorcycle (upswept exhaust, enduro-style tires 
{tyres}, etc.). The crowning glory of my 
perversion will be to affix this turd (via epoxy) to 
the cap of my gas {petrol} tank. 
Some may call this "Yankee Ingenuity", other 
kindred spirits may call it.........BRILLIANT ! 
By the way Paul, I do live alone: no, I wouldn't 
turn away some blue-eyed Ukrainian babushka 
to keep me warm on these freezing winter nights 
here on the North Coast ! GEORGE. 
 
How about her with the firewood on the previous 
page then?  Or the Angels on wheels opposite. 

 
 

Although Janek‟s home made 12v conversion 
fitted in the mechanical sense, there was still 
some development needed and it lacked any oil 
sealing, operating on the total loss principle.  I 
really should have realised his brakes and his 
final drive might need development too. 
 
We found ourselves barrelling downhill on a 
loosely surfaced track towards an adverse 
camber left hand bend.  The resulting crash 
Janek said was because the new sidecar drive 
had moved the third wheel slightly rearward, 
altering the balance of the outfit, catching him 
out.  It cart wheeled down the hillside after we 
abandoned ship, coming to rest upside down a 
hundred yards below us.  Not a case of za 
szybko then Janek? 
 
It took a bit of kicking for the poor thing to 

Our Man in Ohio 

More oil Janek? 
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 recover from the shock but when it did 
eventually fire up, Janek gave it a fist full of revs 
and roared back up the slope towards the track 
in a shower of stones, weeds and dust. 
 
He felt guilty for making our trip to Czech a bit 
more exciting than he intended and invited me 
home for dinner.  What a lovely afternoon! 
 
 
 
 
Following on from the custom theme instigated 
on the front cover, here‟s some more motorised 
art, East European style.  It‟s what Americans 
should be really scared off. 

These are Jailings according to David 
Greenwood who says the sidecar spike is 
indeed for a machine gun, of course. 

Wild Internet 
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The year is 1987, two years before the wall fell and 
Jimmie Lee, Sonny Joe and Larry Bob get it almost right in 
this reproduction from the Cycle World article sent in by 
George Fedor.  It’s all still in its original American English 
complete with punctuation (!) and includes the peculiar 
journalistic version of history the nervous or faint hearted 
might find absolutely terrifying. 

Take it way gentlemen……………………. 
 
If you ask me, we‟ve been worrying too much about the 
wrong things about the wrong darn things. 
 
I‟m saying forget about the bomb, who has it and who 
don‟t and who‟s trying to make one out of a broken 
Philco12” black and white.  Forget about Fidel and forget 
about the Chinese hoards.  Ditto Central America, the Mid-
East and all those other tacky little spots where they don‟t 
have IHoPs.  Those rusty fishing trawlers with all the new 
CB antennas from the radio shack you see when you 
crank up the Evinrude and take the Chris-Craft out in the 
bay?  Put „em out of your mind. 
 
Everybody‟s yipping and yapping and yammering about 
this stuff.  Them boys up in Washington, the ones with the 
mental batteries that won‟t hold a good charge, they been 
going on for years about how we‟re behind in this or that.  
Balance of power, they call it.  Fine and dandy.  As long as 
we don‟t lose sight of what made the Free World great.  
I‟m talking the balance of power here. 
 
I ain‟t no PhD, but it seems to me that we‟ve gotten things 
a little mixed up.  We‟ve got us a pretty good idea of how 
we stack up against the commies when it comes to 
nuclear subs, but what about their interstates?  While 
we‟ve been busy counting up warheads, what if the other 
side has perfected that additive that turns tap water into 
high-octane?  Or the thousand-mile-per-gallon four barrel 
carb?  Curb feelers that don‟t rust?  Who knows what 
them sneaky devils have been up to? 
 
I‟m saying that the Free World runs the risk of losing our 
road superiority unless we‟re careful.  Do you want to 
surrender the blacktop?  I don‟t mind telling you I‟m 
worried bad. 
 
Me and the boys at Jimmie Lee‟s bait camp and All-Nite 
Towing Service, well, we‟ve been thinking about this a lot 

lately.  It didn‟t look like the fellers up on the Potomac 
River were in any big hurry to do anything, so that‟s why 
we come up with our think tank down here on Road Hill 
Creek. 
 
Right off, we realized that we had us a bigger chaw than 
we could chew.  There were only four of us and a limited 
amount of quarters for the juke box (you can‟t have a think 
tank without the benefit of Hank Jr), so we set out to 
narrow out focus some.  Larry Bob had heard somewhere 
that Russia didn‟t have no drive-in theatres, so that took 
care of the car question.  If they had decent cars, we 
figured, they‟d take „em to the drive-in on Saturday nights. 
 
That left us with the motorcycle race.  And I mean to tell 
you, that one worried me the most.  None of us had ever 
heard tell of any Russkie bike.  If they were that hush-
hush, God knows what kind of two-wheeled iron horse 
those sumbitches had.  Made me shudder. 
 
It took us a lot of time (five or six days, not counting time 
off for a few games of eight-ball and some trips out back to 
convene with Mother Nature), a lot of expense (maybe 
$30 in quarters for the Seeburg), a bunch of research 
(eight, maybe ten phone calls, including a couple of long 
distance), and mucho cerveza (not included in the 
expenses, since Jimmie Lee donated it on account of this 
being a matter of national security). 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
We went to the well and, I‟m proud to say, we came back 
with the water.  We rounded us up a real Russkie state-of-
the-art scoot and went mano-a-mano with the Kremlin‟s 
earthbound MiG.  This here‟s our report.  Copyright 
Jimmie Lee‟s Bait Camp and Think Tank.  Top secret.  
Void where prohibited.  Local taxes may apply. 
It was Larry Bob who got the first nibble.  We were using 
the creek bottom‟s civil defence telephone chain to try to 
send out diplomatic feelers to the other side, when ol‟ 
Larry Bob had himself a thought.  His on-again, off-again 
girlfriend Wanda June, had gone off one semester to the 
junior college and might have some invaluable contacts.  
Wanda June wasn‟t too keen on the idea , since she and 
Larry Bob had just had another falling out, something to do 
with him forgetting the monthly dance at the VFW post and 
spending the evening armed with a case of Pabst and 
patrolling the back roads for enemy paratroopers.  But 
Larry Bob‟s got this golden tongue, and after a little sweet-
talkin‟, Wanda June agreed to go undercover and do some 
snooping at the J.C. 

Cold War Perspective 
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Damned if the old girl didn‟t come through.  Turns out one 
of Wanda June„s old boyfriends had one of those touring 
bikes outfitted like a Winnebago and was always riding it 
to these big picnics around the country.  He told her he‟d 
seen a Russkie bike, a sidecar setup, at one of those hoe-
downs a while back.  Good Lord, I thought, they‟ve 
infiltrated.  Problem was, this gent just couldn‟t recall much 
about the Sov-cycle.  „Bout all he could remember was 
that the boy who owned it hailed from Denver. 
 
Back at headquarters, we got right on the bait camp 
hotline.  Finally, we got through to a feller name of Burt 
Richmond in the Mile-High City.  Yep, said Richmond, he 
had one of them hammer-and-sickle cycles with the 
sidecar.  Matter of fact, he was in the business of bringing 
‟em over here.  And sure, seeing as how we were on an 
official mission, we could come on over to Denver to have 
a look-see if we wanted. 
 
We piled right in Jimmie Lee‟s pickup and took off on our 
fact-finding mission, after a quick pit-stop to fill the cooler.  
In no time flat we rendezvoused with Richmond.  And with 
the best the other side could muster.  “Here it is.” said 
Richmond.  “Hmmm,” said Sonny Joe.  “Looks kinda like a 
BMW I saw the other night on the Late, Late Show.” 
 

If you study your better WWII movies, „specially ones 
starring the Duke, you‟ll see the Germans chasing the 
Russians toward the North Pole.  If you squint your eyes, 
you‟ll see some of the Krauts on BMWs (not the cars but 
R12s, the bikes-and-sidecar rigs).  
 
Now the Germans were whuppin‟ the Russians something 
bad.  Then America got mad and jumped in.  The Duke 
opened a second front in France and started giving the 
Germans hell from the other end , so Adolph had to send 
some his guys who were camped outside Stalingrad. 
 
Now, the Russians were great admirers of the Duke.  They 
decided they wanted to meet the big guy, oh, somewhere 
around Berlin, so they headed south.  That came as a big 
surprise to the Germans, who decided the Commissar‟s 
beer was no good, so why not run back down to Munich 
for a quick six-pack of Lowenbrau?  This resulted in what 
is known as the Great German Retreat. 
 
The Germans couldn‟t fill up their BMWs for the return 
commute, since the Russians had stopped taking their 
credit cards.  So a lot of the bikes ran out of gas, and the 
Germans had leave a bunch of them along the highway.  

The Russians came along and towed everything to the 
pound.  When the Germans didn‟t show up to pay the 
storage charges within 30 days, the Russians retitled the 
whole shootin‟ match, took everything to the Sovhio 
station, filled up, charged it (Josef had a gold card), and hit 
the road again. 

 
During the drive south, the Russians took a real shine to 
the German sidecar rigs, and they sure were tickled when 
the Duke and NATO took the slice of Europe that included 
the BMW plant.  So before they pulled back and organized 
the purges, Ivan‟s team stopped by the plant.  While 
everybody else was looking the other way and planning 
the United Nations, the Russians shoplifted a few things. 
“Bless you.” said Sonny Joe, moving to one side.  “No,” 
said Richmond.  “I said Dnepr, what you‟re looking at is a 
Dnepr.”  Actually, what he said was closer to Duh-neeper.  
In Russia, apparently, vowels are about as rare as 
microwave ovens that can brown.  Because of the vowel 
shortage, they conserve what few they have, which results 
in spellings like Dnepr.  “Whatever,” grumped Sonny Joe, 
“Still looks like a BMW rig to me.”  
 
For good reason.  The Russians are as good as your 
average Manhattan car-stripper when it comes to taking 
something apart and then putting it back together again.  
You‟ve heard about them taking apart a Sylvania 60-
watter, copying it, and claiming to have invented the light 
bulb?  Turns out that when they got home from the war, 
the Russians had carted off enough of the BMW plant to 
invent the BMW combo.  Twice.  They built two factories, 
each turning out the same bike-and-sidecar rig, but under 
two different names.  A plant in the Ural Mountains 
commenced to making the Ural, explained Richmond.  
The other plant, near Kiev, made the…….. 
 
“Kiev!” Sonny Joe blurted out.  He had a grin like a coon 
dog does when it finds a stump in the Sahara.  “Dnepr,” 
corrected Richmond, “after the river near Kiev.”  Sonny 
Joe got all glum and sulked for a bit.  Then he jumped like 
he‟d gotten the business end of a cattle prod and took to 
flailing his arms.  “This here thing‟s from Kiev?” he 
shouted.  “I seen the newsbreaks during the Late-Late!  
Melt-down!  Great God Almighty, I‟m mutatin‟ as I talk!” 
 
No need for concern, Richmond calmed him.  His Dnepr 
rig was a „78, well pre-melt-down.  That soothed Sonny 
Joe some.  A thought came to Larry Bob.  “But that‟s nine 
years old,” he said.  “You promised us state of the art.”  “It 
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 is.” said Richmond.  “But it looks like a „39 BMW.” said 
Larry Bob.  “That‟s why they still make „em.” said 
Richmond.  While we were digesting that, Jimmie Lee, 
who has a sharp set of eyes (which is why we let him drive 
after we‟ve been out all night carousing), noticed 
something amiss.  “Say,” he said to Richmond.  “You‟ve 
been talking about Dneprs when that there gas tank says 
„Neval‟ clear as hell.” 
 
Seems the Dneprs make a comfort stop on their way to 
the Free World.  Kind of like how bananas that start out in 
some guy‟s backyard in Honduras end up in the Safeway 
with a Del Monte sticker. 

 

Okay, pay attention.  In Mother Russia, Dnepr and Ural 
sidecar combos come in four versions.  There are two 
choices for powerplant: a 650cc pushrod engine or a 
750cc flathead (most of the 750s, though, go to the Soviet 
military or to the local smokies).  Buyers get a choice of 
drivetrains: a rig with a driven third wheel, or without.  Oh, 
and they do get a choice of colors: The Urals are green, 
the Dneprs are black.  That, basically, sums up the 
Russian motorcycle line for the past , oh, thirty years.  
That‟s what you call your seller‟s market. 
The export model is the 650 Dnepr (called the MT-10 
without the driven third wheel, the MT-12 with the 
differential and the extra-wheel drive).  For a short time in 
the early seventies, the Soviets tried selling Dneprs 
themselves under the brand-name Cossack.  They might 
as well have called it the Bolshevik.  You can imagine how 
well the Cossack went over: slight image problem. 
 
That would have been all she wrote, except that the sun 
never sets on Limey ingenuity.  Some Brits signed the 
fleeing Russkies to an exclusive contract and got the 
rights to market the combo under their company name.  
Thus, the Dnepr begat the Cossack, which begat the 
Neval, which actually begat some sales. 
The Russians shipped the rigs to the British Empire like 
Sears ships its bicycles to the American suburbs: in pieces 
to be screwed together by the buyer.  This meant separate 
engines, drive trains, frames, fenders, steel sidecar bodies 
and so forth.  The parts were married in Britain.  The 
process avoided a lot of embarrassing trade questions, 
since the finished product could carry a sticker that said 
“Assembled in Great Britain,” instead of “Hecho in CCCP.” 
It also gave the Neval folks the opportunity to perform a 
few refinements-quality control in Kiev being what it is-
while they were wrenching things up.  Would you trust 

your life to Russian tires?  Hello, Dunlop and Avon.  Ever 
wondered how bad the Sovs are with electrics?  So bad 
that the Brits swapped it out for Lucas (that sound you 
hear is a collective giggle from Triumph and BSA riders) 
and Bocsh.  The rest of the list: Akront wheels from Spain, 
Veglia instruments from Italy, SU carbs, Lodge plugs, 
Jaguar (no kidding) valve springs from England.  Levers 

and hand controls from France.  Yuasa batteries from 
Japan.  New rings, seals and assorted nuts and bolts.  
Before long, you could get your Dnepr in a second color 
(red, appropriately enough), with a choice of alloy or wire 
wheels, and even with a fibreglass sport fairing in place of 
the old Wehrmacht perch (although then you gotta give up 
nifty machine-gunner‟s folding windshield. 
 
Masquerading under the Neval badge, a few hundred 
Dneprs could be found on Liz‟s little island by the end of 
the decade.  France fell next, followed by the rest of 
Europe. Then Canada…………… 
 
In the next issue the boys get to ride the Dnepr in 
question. 
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Red Centre report. 
In the last newsletter I talked about the possibil-
ity of a Rally in the Centre of Australia 
somewhere and I described a trip through the 
Centre that I was planning. That trip was very 
successful and I had lots of well-wishers and ex-
pressions of desire (thanks to all those people). 
Such a trip is a big investment in planning and 
time to complete, and shouldn‟t be attempted 
without serious thought. For most people once is 
enough. With that in mind and considering 
the small membership that we have, a RMOA 
Rally to the Red Centre is very unlikely to 
happen. If members are interested in such a trip, 
my advice would be to tag along with 
another club or group. In 2016, the Off Centre 
Rally destination will be Mungarannie on the 
Birdsville Track. Most of the time, this is a fairly 
easy ride with fuel available at reasonable 
distances. Mungarannie is a great Pub and there 
is always good company to be had there and 
the camping is also good as it is on the edge of 
an extensive desert wetland, not far from the 
famous Cooper Creek. I recommend this trip, 
either from the north or south; include it in a 
big loop.  

FUSA 
In September 2014, about 10 or 12 Uralistas 
(members and non members) gathered in the 
Flinders Ranges for a week or so of great riding 
and good camaraderie over some tasty drinks. 

As far as I know, there was no blood spilt but 
there was some oil left on the track when a very 
unusual breakdown occurred. It started with a 
broken valve spring... not too serious, 
especially if you have a spare one in the boot 
(which we didn‟t). It was only 20k to Copely so a 
bike to bike tow was undertaken. After only a k 
or so the towed bike locked up the back 
wheel. After inspection, the brake was released 
and everything seemed ok and the tow 
recommenced. Another 2 k down the track the 
towed bike back wheel locked up again. This 
time, inspection showed the final drive had 
smashed and the swing arm and axle were bent. 
It was all very perplexing. As luck would have it, 
a group of 6 or 7 big bore trail bikes arrived 
and pulled up to have a yak. They had the luxury 
of a backup trailer and were happy to carry 
the broken bike to Copely. The unlucky bit was 
that a local contract recovery vehicle was also 
on the way and it still had to be paid. I haven‟t 
heard the definitive explanation of what exactly 
caused the breakdown. 

2014 AGM at Ewingar 
Great weather, green grass, cold drinks, good 
local company, and plenty of good food greeted 
the members and guests that made it to Ewingar 
for our AGM Rally. The usual gymkhana 
events plus a few new ones like Spud Spearing 
from a Chariot and Barrel Pushing kept us all 
involved and or entertained. This really is a good 
venue with hot shower, big covered area, 
bar, electricity (but no powered camp sites). 
Andy took us all on another mystery tour deep 
into the Ewingar forest tracks and off the road 
to explore gold bearing creeks and old forestry 
camps. Thanks Andy (who is a local) for 
making this rally and this site possible. 
 

Here’s Australia 
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 Regalia 

Choice of either the Silver Club Logo or the Silver Star Logo over 
the left breast and in all the popular sizes: Normal range of sizes: 

Hooded Sweat Shirts 
£18.00   

These are normally on an 
order basis, as we only 

Full & Half Zip Fleeces - £23.50  
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  

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).  

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.  

Club Umbrella 
£27.00  

Golf sized brol-
lies in two types 
with COC logos 

on 2 panels. 

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 Star Logo. 

Key Ring 
£1.50   

Cossack Owners 
Club metal ring 
on an easy tag. 

It must be said that although this clothing exudes style and an air of 
calm confidence anyone would be proud to achieve, it also implies 
that you own a Russian motorcycle, or know someone who does.  
How cool is that? 
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