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 Freezing ‘kin cold edition! 

Adventure, everyone has had adventure.  Everyone 
has had an adventure bike and not known it.  
Everybody who rides a bike has ridden a 125. 

That was life’s first adventure! 
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Front cover A warm welcome to….. 
 

 

 
This issue’s philosophical gem is not the 
ethereal proclamation of an ancient or mystical 
sage, it’s a fundamental truth from the heart of 
one of our own and probably a more valid 
comment on the meaning of life than any 
salesman would understand. It follows the theme 
of last issue’s front cover and earns Mr Andrew 
Binns a huge chunk of Horizontal View to 
encourage the rest of us with. 
 
By the time you read this you'll be utterly pissed 
off with the weather, the gloom and discomfort of 
post festive life in the UK.  It doesn’t stop some 
people.  Although Bynnzi wasn’t riding a Russian 
motorcycle at the time, his adventure to the 
Elephant Rally is as culturally compatible as it’s 
possible to get without one.  See page 6 and 
onwards to find out why he did it. 
 
We can’t be sure who took the picture of the 
Dnepr ice cruiser.  It comes from Matthew 
Hodder’s Flickr account which he kindly sent me 
the link to.  We know that the photo was posted 
originally by someone called Patrick Engman but 
further than his name, we know nothing.   
 
Lots of this issue’s pictures come courtesy of 
Matthew’s Flickr account.  Cheers Mate! 

The sign is just a road sign, except that its 
latitude is almost 70 degrees north.  Its picture 
was taken on June 21st, not in the middle of 
winter like Bynnzi’s, because not only would it 
have been pitch black all day but it would have 
been covered in inch thick ice! 
 
June 21st 2012 was a lovely sunny day, and 
night, and the temperature soared to a 
remarkable 12c!  Myself and a handful of fellow 
enthusiasts camped by the Russian border to 
watch the sun skim the horizon above the arctic 
sea on the night of the summer solstice simply 
because we could.   
 
Everyone else went to NordKapp on the bus for 
some reason. 

 
 
 

Richard Hope Simpson, LLanavapley, 
Monmouthshire. 
Ross Atabey, Marle Green, East Sussex. 
Kevin Piper, East Bourne, East Sussex. 
Ken Vickery, Aston-Under-Lyne, Lancashire. 
Tony & Debbie Warren, Weymouth, Dorset. 
Robert Gray, South Stoke, Oxfordshire. 
Lester Stenson, Malvern, Worcestershire. 
Garry Cook, North Walsham, Norfolk. 
Philip Foster, Mansfield, Notts. 
Miguel Amortigui, Rottingdean, West Sussex. 
Andy Enon, Lockerbie,  
Aleksander Wiecek, Thornton-Cleveleys, Lancs. 
Dennis Manning, Monmouth, Glos. 
John Firth, Huddesfield, W. Yorks. 
David Moffat, Shapinsay, Orkney. 
Matthew Hodder, Great Yarmouth, Norfolk. 
Nathan Rice, Thatcham, Berks. 
Andy Collins, Melton Mowbray, leics. 
Linden Cahill, Huddesfirld, Yorks. 
 
Good to see so many new members already 
following and posting things on the Club’s 
Facebook page.  I note with interest that we 
have a couple of new members in Norfolk.  I live 
there!  Matthew’s been in touch already and 
offered to become our “Far Eastern” 
correspondent.  No, not Japan!  The only way he 
could get further east is to live in Lowestoft.  It’s 
not impossible that some club related thing 
might happen here next year and give him 
something to report. 
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Callum Scott said this………….. 
 

An excellent read. Although a relative newby etc 
etc, may I offer my congratulations to the 
committee for their efforts throughout the year 
and in achieving a highly creditworthy set of 
accounts. I know through experience that often 
you can feel that your (voluntary) efforts are for 
not a lot, well let me assure you that’s not the 
case. I am only sorry I am too far away to thank 
you all in person.  
 
Callum can be found on his company’s website, 
www.scotmotolimited.com  He sells motorcycles 
and parts and after flattery like this, we don’t 
mind telling you! 

 

This subject will come up a thousand times in 
the future and PJB has produced a pdf 
describing the process as simply as it’s possible 
to do technically.  However our experience 
suggests that each attempt to navigate the 
swamp of paperwork encounters its own 
personal pitfalls.  So if you want to take a punt 
on yet another one of Latvia’s hopefuls, email 
me at paulcodling@mail.com, I’ll send you a 
copy of PJB’s guide and off you go.  Then, rather 
than sink into exasperation and despair when 
you stumble over the inevitable block, tell us, cry 
on our shoulder and I’m sure someone will help. 
 
The club’s website address is 

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

www.facebook.com/
cossackownersclub 
 
Other people get things registered, it is possible, 
don’t get discouraged just because it takes ages. 
I think many new members join our club faced 
with this challenge, a good call! 

 
 
Sunday April 16th 2017  'Historic Vehicle Day' 
at Jacks Hill cafe.  On the A5 just north 
of  Towcester Northants. More info from Glen 
McBirnie Tel: 01 788 573062.  Glen would like 
as many interesting bikes and sidecars as 
possible top attend.   
 
Weekend April 22/23rd. 2017 Classic 
Motorcycle Show, Stafford County Show 
Ground.  Comrade Carl the Stand Man knows all 
about this, contact him on his NEW email 

address comradecarl@mail.com  

There’s very little feminine content in this issue, 
to recover from the excess in the last, unless 
you count the motorcycles themselves.  A 
colleague asked my Spanish teacher “If 
someone invents a new thing no one has ever 
seen before, and then has to invent something 
to call it, how will they know if that’s a male or 
female noun?”   Our teacher unhelpfully told him  
“If you’re Spanish, you just know.” 
 
However, although us English speakers find the 
concept of stupidly complicating foreign 
languages, for no acceptable reason, by adding 
another layer of grammatical rules and 
regulations, it seems perfectly sensible to 
consider machines as female.  Especially 
machines as fractious and capricious (I love this 
word!) as our Russians.  I can’t think of a 
language which doesn’t feel this way.  C’mon 
then smartarse, which ones don’t? 

Forthcoming Events Praise! 

Buying and 
Registering 

a 
Motorcycle 
Imported 

into the UK 
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Adventure(ous) Bike(ers) 
 
I've been down the route, everyone knows 
it ,BMW adventure bike, 2 wheel drive Ural outfit. 
All kitted up and ready to travel the world. It 
never happens, you just go to Morecambe (like 
the end of the world) with the same people and 
dress like a clone. (Clown?)  Why plan to tour 
the world when there are vast tracts of the U.K. 
where no one thinks of going. 
 
It's the same with the Landrover boys, grow a 
beard ,stick a winch and a roof tent on and off 
you go to live your one life.  What is adventure? 
What is an adventure bike?  The big bikes are 
ok, but are a niche/style thought up by people 
who are in the market to sell bikes.   And to me 
big is a problem.  Being a short arse I struggle to 
get my feet on the ground (not a problem with an 
outfit).  And when the bike is loaded up it is 
impossible to pick up should you have the 
misfortune to drop it.  Adventure is not sitting on 
the motorway at 75, it's going on B roads and 
tracks that you have just seen and think where 
does that go?  You don't need to go any faster 
than 50 and is better at much lower speeds. 
 
I do a lot of riding on an MZ 250 outfit, I go 
places even the locals don't know about, and 
consistently average 20 mph. I get where I want 
to go and see loads that others miss, just set off 
a bit earlier. 
 
It's not about buying loads of Touratack bolt ons. 
it's not about following a satnav, satnav's are 
ace.  They get you where you want to go, which 
is good, but at the cost of knowing where you 
are but having no idea where you have been. 
Maps are acer, but not when it's windy.  You can 
see where you are, where you have been and 
where you want to be.  Maps never get a flat 
battery. learn to read a map! 
 
Adventure, everyone has had adventure. 
Everyone has had an adventure bike and not 
known it. Everybody who rides a bike has ridden 
a 125!  It was the first vehicle they had that was 
quicker than the bus. It was a magic carpet to 
whisk them from the grime of inner cities to see 
the wonders of the Yorkshire Dales or the Lakes 
or Derbyshire Dales, or anywhere that got you 
away from the parents for a weekend. 

It was the reason that they spent hours on the 
side of the road with oily hands trying to fathom 
why the bastard wouldn't go.  When the problem 
was found, that little gem of knowledge was 
stored for future reference.  (I have to put oil in 
it ?) It was the start of understanding engines 
and mechanical things and the beginning of a 
lifetimes love of motorbikes.  That was life's first 
adventure! 
 
It's a much denigrated means of transport, a 
means to an end. Ride your 125 till you take 
your test, then discard it for a bigger more 
capable (adventure) bike, but you will never 
have more fun than you did on your first bike. 
 
I had a Honda TL125 of which I have many fond 
memories. I sold it to a buddy who also has 
many memories of it, not least when he learnt 
not to adjust the chain whilst the engine is 
running.  He can now only count to 9 1/2! 
 
The little 125, built to the same quality as its 
bigger brothers, but expected to endure so much 
more.   Spotty yoof crashing, crashing the gears, 
crashing, picking it up, crashing again. Screwing 
the arse off it (abuse by over revving). Taking 
stout girls to the chippy, crashing it. Passing the 
test on it, taking stout girlfriends camping, falling 
out with stout girlfriends whilst waiting on the 
side of the road for a mate with his van. Then 
shoving it in the back of a shed for someone 
else to learn on, or chopping it in against a 
bigger bike and the same cycle starts again. 
In other countries it is a dependable commuter, 
workhorse and means of family transport. 
 
All this rattled round my head on a regular basis 
when I was out on a ride, it took my mind off the 
one line of una paloma blanca which kept 
circulating.  Eventually I gave in.  Sod it thought 
I, I'm having one. I can always sell it on if the 
glasses prove to be more burgundy than rose 
tinted. 
 
I may have mentioned that I have a problem with 
MZs so that narrowed the search down a lot. I 
did toy with the idea of a Yamaha TW for a while 
as Mrs B had one which I abused for a bit, she 
also had a Minsk, but I don't wish to dwell on 
that. Parsimony won out as always. The 
cheapest TW I could find was 800 bucks and a 
reasonable MZ TS125 was 250, done deal. 
The first time I rode him (I call him the green 
man as he has a poor khaki paint job) the world 
expanded and time slowed down. I live 12 miles 

Bynnzi 
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from Skipton which generally takes 20/30 
minutes, it took 4 hrs and I had clocked up 140 
miles. Where did it all go? 
 
I squeezed a gallon of petrol in, not forgetting a 
sniff of smoke oil ,and off I went again. Up hill 
and down dale trailing a plume of smoke behind 
me, stopping intermittently to remove the bugs 
from my teeth. I was like a fat Cheshire Cat on a 
ridiculously small bike, 
 
Time passed in a blur of Yorkshire and a little 
smear of Lancashire until, funned out I made my 
weary way home by the light of a 6 volt glow 
worm and left the little lad ticking down in my 
workshop wondering what had happened. 
 
The day after was more of the same, screaming 
around the dales at no more than 50 mph. More 
back lanes, more miles more bug removal, and 
only getting a sniff of fuel in at the end of a ride. 
Ever increasing circles, testing the reliability. He 
weighs nothing, and goes round corners like he's 
on rails . Always with a little plume of smoke. It's 
like being Dan Dare on his rocket cycle except 
the smoke doesn't overtake me. 
 
I have now done over 2000 miles on him and am 
totally addicted, my other bikes are collecting 
dust and sending me little telepathic messages 
of loneliness. I tried parking the green man in 
awkward positions and places in my workshop to 
force me to get one of the others out, but that 
hasn't worked.  Every time I go out it has to be 
the green fella, I can't wait, it's the call of the 
wild, it's adventure. 
 
Get one, you will not believe what is missing 
from your life. 
 
What follows is Bynnzi on tour.  It’s an epic and 
is therefore split in two.  Part one is because you 

deserve to read it snuggled up beside your wood 
burner with the hail crashing down against your 
windows, therefore appreciating the fortitude 
necessary to bring you………………... 
 
Well, departure day has arrived. 12months in the 
planning but dogged by so much bad luck to 
make it last minute.  The original party of four 
honed by illness and accidents down to the 
usual suspects, myself and the wing 
commander. This is fine by me as we travel well 
together, and it was on one of our outings when 
the first problem occurred with my outfit. I ride an 
MZ ETZ 250 with a tradesman’s box on the side.  
 
Coming back from Shetland last summer the 
comedy moment happened, the wheel came 
adrift from the chair!  On a left hand bend by 
Balmoral castle it stopped going round the 
bends. This was bad, I had an evening planned 
in the Scotsman lounge in Edinburgh, and the 
wing commander was buying. 
 
Ho hey.  Due to the recovery services not 
knowing where the queen lived, I spent a happy 
4 hrs waiting for deliverance.  And then a further 
6 getting home (but they did get me home). 
 
Strip down showed that the wheel mount on the 
chair was feked (technical term meaning 
snapped due to over abuse).  My good man 
Allan next door sorted this by totally rebuilding 
the suspension mount, which made the outfit sit 
better handle better and sport a ten inch wheel, 
woohoo. 
  
Normal service was resumed for a while, until 
after an exceedingly good run to a rally in 
Teesdale, the big end fell out of the motor. No 
probs, a new crank was procured  and installed 
by me. 
 
I have learned by bitter experience that I need to 
stay away from engines, I don't have the 
patience required, and always end up with bits 
left over!  Something went amiss, the engine 
was removed and dropped at Mollsprings (a 
world renowned expert in all things MZ) to rectify 
my tosspottery.  This is all good and around 
October time, so no reason to be worried. 
All moves on, still going to make it no problems. 
Joy! 
 
Early December, starting to sweat a little, no 
engine.  December 24th Huzzah engine ready! 
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 Holidays commence, looking 
forward to relaxing holidays 
in Ingleton North Yorks with my good 
lady, taking in scenery and local 
beers. 
 
25th Dec. Joy to the world. 26th 
Dec. The phone started ringing at 
8am, happy Christmas etc and by 
the way it's raining here. You may 
want to come home and have a 
look!  It was In fact raining 
everywhere, and it seemed that it 
had been forever. So early Boxing 
Day myself and my good lady set off home, a 
distance of roughly 40 miles which normally 
takes just over an hour. It took three and a half, 
and we nearly doubled the mileage with all the 
detours caused by flooding 
 
The rain was biblical, and the telephone kept 
ringing with concerned friends. I have the good 
fortune to live next to a river, in fact my house 
forms part of the river bank. In general it is a 
lovely place to live, Boxing Day 2015 it was a bit 
damp.   
 
By the time we got home there was four feet of 
water in my basement, this rose to six feet by 
the end of the day. I garage my outfit in the 
basement. In fact I garage all my bikes in the 
basement, fortunately I have an MZ problem so 
financially it wasn't a disaster. But all the same I 
had four bikes and all my riding gear, spares 
etc to dry and fettle before the 23rd of 
January (departure date). 
 
Luckily the engine for the outfit was not in the 
bike, so that was one less thing to dry out. My 
outfit was in a sorry state, the box on the side 
being buoyant, the rising water had flipped it 
onto its side where it lay in all the detritus of my 
man cave. The headlamp half full of water and 
the body covered by silt.  The clean up began. 
 
What a wonderful thing the Internet is, and how 
generous people are both with their time and 
goods. The 27th of December,  one day after the 
deluge and my house and garden were full of 
friends and strangers putting the riverbed back 
where it belonged. There were more strangers 
than friends, all organised on Facebook and all 
wearing tee shirts emblazoned with Bingley flood 
relief.  One day after and they all had shirts!  I 
thank every one who helped, I still get emotional 
when I think about it. 

Stripped all the bikes into big bits and hung them 
on radiators, emptied and greased engines, 
greased and emptied bearings, removed fish 
from the plug sockets and got on with life whilst 
watching the skies for further mana which was 
threatened but never materialised. 
   
Early January I collected my injin from Holmfirth 
and spent a happy few hours working to reinstall 
it. It was nice working with something that was 
not covered in slime.  All back together and time 
for some proving runs. Running ok but has been 
better, stripped the carb down again and it is full 
of a nasty jelly.  Put it back on still no good. 
 
Got a brand new carb out of its soggy box and 
put this on. No difference.  Disaster is spinning 
through my head, time is getting short, so a plea 
for help to my friend Smithy who has been 
around bikes forever and can sort anything. 
Which he did. The new carb was full of the same 
jelly, blocking the pilot jet. I had dried it out but it 
must be a sewage/river water /aluminium thing. 
Anyway with the patience denied to me all was 
meticulously cleaned, dried and set up, and the 
testing continued. 
 
All went well until Friday the 22nd when a very 
bad misfire started . I managed to limp home on 
one cylinder (I think this is humour) and finally 
found the fault at 9pm the evening before 
departure.  A loose connection to the capacitor. 
Game on. 
  
Departure Saturday 23rd January.  Set off to 
meet Graham about 11 am after a tearful 
farewell to the wife and dog (I love that dog) and 
parked up next to a splendid MZ super five outfit 
(Graham's) about 11/2 hrs later.  All present and 
correct so a leisurely ride through pleasant 
scenery to arrive at Ull ferry port I time for 
the 8pm sailing. 
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 No drama embarking, a wander around the ship, 
a few celebratory drinks and back to the cabin to 
await the morning Sunday 24th. 
 
Disembarked the ferry at 9.30, through passport 
control and a breathalyser test then out into the 
Rotterdam traffic. Riding in mizzling rain with a 
slight chill.  Up the main road keeping a good 
pace to Leerdam where we stopped for 
breakfast at a cafe advertising something called 
snert.  Snert is Dutch for pea soup, it is a good 
word and now for me pea soup and snert are 
one and the same. 
 
Through Holland and into Germany and all goes 
well until Graham goes onto reserve, finally runs 
out of fuel and pulls onto the hard shoulder. 
No problems, I have a Jerry can of fuel which I 
put into my box at the last minute.  This proved a 
mixed blessing, half a gallon added to the W/Cs 
bike got us to the next filling station, but the bike 
was running rough. Filled up with fuel but still 
rough, off with the carb, this proved to be full of 
crud and water and after a good clean the bike 
ran like a Swiss cheese. 
 
Down the road apiece then coffee and apple 
strudle time in a McDonald's no less.  Returning 
to the bikes and mine wouldn't start!  Another 
carb strip, and mine is full of crud too. Got 
started but it ran terribly, coughing, backfiring 
and dying with monotonous regularity for the 
next 40 miles. This caused us to fall behind 
schedule(!) and have to continue to ride after 
dark, this is no fun as super 5s only have 6volt 
glow worms. 
 
Finally called it a day in a village called Dorsten 
Werfen, where we booked into the hotel 
Humbert.  A very German hotel and very 
welcome being the first accommodation we had 
seen for 20 miles.  A couple of beers some food 
and rhetorical fault finding it was 
decided that the bad running was 
due to bad fuel as I had emptied the 
last of the spare can into my bike 
before topping up, and I couldn't 
remember when I last topped up the 
can.   
 
Monday 25th.  Bugger won't start, 
nothing at all!  Drained the tank and 
filled with fresh fuel and stripped the 
carb more times than I care to think.  

Each time there was water and crud floating 
about in the bowl, but still no joy. 
 
Walked into town to find a Moto Guzzi dealer 
that a passing Frau had told us about, but they 
were unable to help not having a trailer. I had a 
perfunctory look around the shiny exotica and 
then bought a universal coil (€96) then 
wandered back via a coffee shop.  The bastard 
started first kick!  But still running very rough, so 
I fitted the new coil, a condenser and a plug and 
tried again.  Same again.   
 
Stripped the carb again, more crap and water, 
tried again but still no improvement. Kick kick 
kickety kick, starts but won't run.  Three hours 
later, schedule badly dented, I admitted defeat 
and called in the cavalry.  A very nice young man 
on the telephone found exactly where we were. 
Why they were unable to find Balmoral earlier 
last year is beyond me. It's a big house in 
Scotland, oh and the Queen lives there! 
Waiting, waiting, promised 60 mins, the Wing Co 
has been to get some liquid sanity so now sitting 
on a wall drinking coffee. 
 
The recovery truck arrived after two hrs and 
dropped me at the same Guzzi dealers visited 
earlier, I could have pushed it there.  I was 
convinced that the bike was going back on the 
truck, as the mechanic seemed very hostile to 
having an MZ in his workshop. He even seemed 
to laugh in a derisive way (he didn't point 
though).  I talked him through the problem, only 
running for seconds, backfiring etc then started 
the outfit to demonstrate. 
 
His expression changed and he was wreathed in 
smiles and had it running sweetly in seconds, he 
literally put his finger on it. The gasket has gone 
from between the head and the manifold and 
when he blocked the hole with his finger all ran 
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   well.  Half an hour later he had made a gasket, I 
had fitted it and we were trucking again. We set 
off immediately and did 30 miles to a town called 
Ludinghausen, where we overnighted.  A town 
which appears to shut Monday's including bars! 
 
Tuesday 26th January.  Bike started first prod 
this morning, so that is sorted then. But 
discovered when I went to top up the stroke oil 
tank that the pump had not been working. There 
had been no oil used, 250 miles with no 
lubrication, lucky not to have seized the engine, 
lucky escape I think.  Started pre mixing the oil 
to be safe, and managed to cover 50 miles in the 
first 11/2 hrs today. Better be careful that it 
doesn't bring our average up.  We consistently 
average 25 mph taking in tee and pee stops. 
 
The weather is dry and the roads good all day 
easing from rolling meadows to more 
mountainous terrain with some long uphill drags 
later in the day.  Some lovely old buildings, many 
in need of repair.  And two or three castles 
perched on the hilltops.  
 
Stopped for a brew after about 120 miles in a 
pizza shop, it was the only thing open. Had a 
brew, a warm and used the loo and the guy 
wouldn't take any money!  Shortly after we fell in 
line with some other outfits for a while. Big 
German cruisers with massive sidecars. They 
soon left us peasants behind.  Rode till 5 
pm then stopped in a nice town called 
Meiningen, have covered 220 miles. This is the 
first time we have reached our target. 
The hotel is palatial, with a turret in our room 
overlooking the Main Street.  The Henneberger 
Haus looks to have some age on it, but it says 
that it was built in 1895 in the brochure. My 
house was built the same year and has a similar 
cant to the floor, but I have not needed to cut the 
bed legs down to level it.  We are making the 
most of the facilities, as we will soon be 
camping. 
 
Fairly knackered today, and I feel like I have an 
MZ shaped boil on my arse.  Wash and brush 
up, then off to the fleshpots and to get some 
snap.  Meiningen! What a place, thought it was 
going to be another let down as all seemed shut. 
But my unerring nose for a beer took us to the 
locals bar, five people sat at the bar and we 
were the only ones without a squint.  Silence 
and surly service turned into pleasantries (I 
think) after a couple, and then hunger dragged 

us next door for a curry (same nose different 
tuning). 
 
Strange menu, including salmon, duck and 
PORK? The portions were huge and very good, 
which is praise indeed from a Bradford lad. 
After food it was back to the bar for a settler, but 
we were rebuffed with a curt last orders! 
Common sense prevailed and the barmaid 
relented, we then struck up a conversation with 
two guys one of which turned out to be the 
landlord.  All surliness disappeared, but I did 
notice the barmaid keeping an eye on us. The 
other was focused on her dog. 

She was definitely much more outgoing than 
previously thought and presented the W/C with 
cigars, stating that she would keep the bar open 
if we played cards. The offer was declined, but 
the offer of more beer by the landlord wasn't. He 
led us by various back alleys to a splendid bar 
where we drank and chatted. everyone knowing 
English/German after a couple more pints. 
  
Astounded, but disappointed. It turns out that not 
only do they make and repair steam locos here, 
but being so close to the former DDR (they had 
to learn Russian at school instead of English) 
but there is a museum to MZs in the town! 
 
As we were unable to visit due to early 
departure, we were given a very nice hardback 
book with glossy pictures of all the MZ and 
Simpson models on display. 
Return visit required. 
 
Wednesday 27th.  Woke with a bad head for 
some reason, but soon came round after a 
splendid breakfast included with the room. It 
included boiled eggs. With knitted hats! 
  
Back on the road, my bike starting first prod 
again. 190miles to Cham, our stop for the 
evening. The riding today was more of the same 
feeling at times like we were riding on the top of 
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the world.  Started to rise as soon as we left 
town, and apart from a couple of stretches it was 
uphill all the way.  Sometimes going up when it 
looked like we were going down! 
 
Hard work for the bikes, ragging the gears 
between 3rd and 4th to keep a bit of momentum 
up. Topping out at 50mph for a brief time and 
then back down the box to keep the revs up. 
Distant views of mountains and castles, castles 
and mountains verdant fields and picturesque 
farm buildings. 
 
Pulled in for a break about 20 miles short of 
Cham and we were passed by six bikes, mainly 
Harley's, loaded up and going to the rally. First 
bikes we had seen today, I was beginning to 
think we had the wrong weekend.  Good riding 
and friendly people, many stopping dead in the 
street and staring at zwie englander on the little 
bikes with big boxes on the side. Quite often a 
car or van would pull alongside hooting with 
the driver grinning madly and giving us the 
thumbs up.  Finally got to Cham and booked into 
the hotel new post, right in the center.  A 
bargain at €58.  And right next door to a bar 
called Zwingers, well who would pass up that 
opportunity! 
 
Thursday 28th.  Zwingers turned out to be a 
gasthof so we didn't get chance of a drink there, 
but we managed to have a good evening and 
got up fairly late for a leisurely breakfast. Then 
off for the final leg.  The scenery never failed to 

impress as we continued to rise into the 
mountains.  About 10 miles from Sola, my 
satnav wanted a rest (this is the Wing Co, he 
navigated all the way on maps!), so we tagged 
along with six other outfits who didn't know 
where they were going either.  After driving 
along, around and back again on some 
woodland roads all was sorted and the objective 
accomplished! 759 miles from home, 759 miles 
on a little bike pulling a fat kid and loads of gear.  
Seemed like it was all uphill as well. That was a 
big ask. Little bikes with the hearts of lions! 
 
In part two Bynnzi celebrates his arrival at the 
Elephant, and the triumph over adversity getting 
home again became. 

The hero pictured above at the Elephant is a 
Monarch, produced in Sweden in about 1970.  
Monarch had a long history in motocross and 
once rivalled Husqvarna on the world stage with 
mighty Hedlund powered mud monsters.  The 
factory produced lots of mopeds and commuters 
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 but are remembered mostly for their off road 
models, producing motocrossers, enduro and 
trail bikes based on a common design.  Here’s a 
shiny one.  

And one less so.   Apparently the Sachs engine 

was powerful enough but a bit peaky, there 
being no factory recommendations for exhaust 
pipe dimensions, so customers were on their 
own.  The six speed gear box could be a bit 
fussy, especially if the pipe necessitated 
changing gear at very high crank speeds.  In 
1970 most people bought Yamahas in the UK so 
we’re not familiar with Monarks, or Hercules, or 
Puch, or Zundapp or…………………. 
 
 

Some years 
ago now, in 
the same 
spirit of 
adventure as 
Bynnzi’s lust 
for life, I took 
a ride round 
Scandinavia 
on what I considered at the time to be an awful 
motorcycle.  Much fiddling and preparation later 
it sort of worked and I got away with 8,000 miles 
in 8 weeks!!! 
 
Consequently I’ve fallen in love with the nasty 
bad tempered bitch and feel emotional enough 
to have given her a name.  Here she is below, 
Arctic Molly, at midnight on June 21st, almost in 
Russia on the crumbling slipway at Grense 
Jakobselve. 

As far as I can tell it’s midnight.  There were 
three of us waiting to experience the low point in 
the sun’s elevation, the minimum maximum of 
the summer solstice of course, but none of our 
watches were sunchronised. 
 
We negated reliance on time keeping by using 
the geometry of the solar system and watching 
the sun fall until it started to rise again.  Then we 
knew it was June 22nd. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Arctic Molly 
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Then, we enjoyed a debate about the spooky 
relationship between our perception of time and 
the geometry we’d just observed.  Soak this 
up………….. 
 
At 70 degrees north we were a lot closer to the 
axis of rotation of the earth than we were at 
home.  This meant that although we were 
rotating at the same speed, taking 24 hours to 
go all the way round, the distance we’d travel 
would be less because we were travelling in a 
smaller circle.  Therefore our linear speed would 
be much less.  Because from the planet’s 
surface it looks as if the sun is travelling round 
us rather than watching us spin, at 70 degrees 
north it looks like it’s moving very slowly. 
 
Worse, the trajectory the sun appears to move in 
up there is very much flatter, tending to be more 
parallel with the horizon.  At home, later in the 
evening, the sun is diving at the horizon at such 
a pace you know it’ll be dark soon.  Up there, tea 
time doesn’t look very much different to bed time 
and if you don’t watch it, you’ll be needing to get 
up before you realised you should have been in 
bed!  Why are all the shops closed?  That’ll be 
‘cos it’s 3 o’clock in the morning then!! 

The other amazing discovery I 
made was the astonishing 
coolness associated with 
risking an epic like this on 
something perceived by the uninformed as 
completely inadequate.  All the way up 
Scandinavia BMW Touratack monsters blasted 
past in a tearing hurry to be back at work on 
Monday morning.  Sweden is a thousand miles 
of pine trees and yes, unless a reindeer steps 
out unexpectedly (Oh yes they do!) you can do it 
all in one three figure speeded day.  There were 
probably at least twenty of them parked up 
amongst the tour busses and campervans on 
the huge car park at 
Nordkapp.  At every 
stop along the way 
however Molly stole 
the show and the 
best the BMW pilots 
could do was join the 
crowd and gaze in 
awe at her. 
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It’s that time again, report time of the mechanics 
show in which we participated.  Although we 
started with problems due to Tony’s motor home 
and trailer being stuck in Germany with the 
gazebo, B.B.Q, and other bits.  Outside plans 
had to be changed, cooking was DIY but with my 
small gazebo we all managed to fit in round the 
fumigator and get smoked, also managing to still 
get drunk till the early hours with the help of 
some 95% vodka brought by Matt, and my new 
creation, pear & blackcurrant (cider) 
rechristened wallpaper paste by Phil Rushworth, 
(with its paralytic powers proven by his mate 
Harry who lost were his tent was) and talking 
rubbish as usual for the rest of the time.  
 
We had our stand up on the balcony which was 
filled with 7 bikes. a mixture of combos/solos 
and 2/strokes including a rare Jupiter 5.   
 
Between the bikes and my banner we were kept 
very busy over the weekend (which shows there 
is a lot more interest in Russian bikes) also on a 
stand just down from 
us was a Voskhod 3 
in mint condition. The 
show bikes on display 
on other stands are in 
mint condition or 
better but are behind 
ropes and out of 
reach, our stand is 
always unroped as we 
like to encourage 
people to come and 
touch as you can’t 
damage our bikes and 
are they’re used on 
the road.  This helps 
us communicate 
better. Tony came 

down on his 
combo then 
commuted 
between the show 
and his mates 
house in Lichfield 
to help out (now 
that’s dedication)   
 
Gina and Phil also commuted between Uttoxeter  
B&B and the show instead of camping (old age 
and home brew withdrawal). The autojumble 
keeps getting bigger each show and this means 
more rooting for parts, this year the major Suzuki 

clubs had their own large marque on the 
showground and their own special guest 
speaker, with parade laps, trail biking, race 
paddock, restoration show and other things 
going on it’s a none miss event. Thanks to all 
who help the club at these events and give us 
publicity to our cause in restoring Soviet Union 
bikes.                       
 
Displayers:: Tony Jones-Jupiter 5, Matt 
Woodward-Voskhod 2, Paul Codling-Ural M63, 
Phil Whitney-Ural M63, Paul Greensmith-Ural 
Dalesman combo, John Chapman-Dnepr MT9, 
Me-Jupiter 3(as usual).     
          
Calling all members!!! “THIS MEANS YOU” 
please think about putting your bike on display at 
one off the shows I get a stand for, as we need 
to show a different line up of bikes to keep 
people interested.  You get FREE entry and you 
get a weekend doing something you are 
interested in which is why you own a Soviet/
Chinese bike.  Comrade Carl….  
 
Carl’s show reports are always a challenge to 
edit and I’m never sure whether altering the 
punctuation, or having any at all, might destroy 
the thread of what he was thinking.  If you came 
to the shows you could meet him, then you’d 

Stafford in October 
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Because they’re some of Europe’s major classic 
events the Stafford shows always throw up 
something of interest for everyone, so on the 
subject of cultural compatibility, check this 
out……… 

It’s a Gnome Rhone, 800 cubes of pre war 
heavyweight Gallic side valve.  It was offered for 
sale next to this……………… 

A Ratier, which looks very much like a BMW 
R71 and I think is powered by a BMW engine.  
According to the ever informative interweb the 
Ratier factory made cars before the war but 
then, after it, got hold of loads of BMW parts to 
produce motorcycles out of.  They did so until 
1962, even equipping president Charles De 
Gaulle’s escort police.  The model pictured 
above is 1956 we think. 

appreciate the 
challenge and he 
would then make 
perfect sense!  In 
the daylight that 
is.  When the sun 
sets other rules 
apply. 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Pictured here we have Carl and Matt Woodward, 
below them we have Carl, Matt, Lovely Hazel 
and a pensive Mike Stevens and then we have 
Tony Jones, Phil and Gina Inman and Dave 
Angel. 

Stafford gems 
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Does any of 
this look 
familiar?  At 
least the 
use of 
intermediate 
technology 
like blocks 
of wood and 
clothes pegs 
should. 
 
How about this for a restoration project? 

And one someone prepared earlier…………….. 

The hawkeyed amongst you will instantly spot 
the one piece crank and split rods with roller big 
end bearings in the reproduced page from the 

Gnome et Rhone parts book.  Magneto and 
presumably dynamo drives are side by side in 
the top of the timing chest.  Has anyone we 
know ridden one? 
 
 
 
I’ve been experimenting with fitting inlet and 
exhaust valves meant for a car or van to a Ural 
650.  This came about as my bike was missing 
badly on one cylinder.  It would run OK for small 
throttle openings, but not well at all as soon as I 
tried to open it up beyond half throttle.  I had no 
joy with cleaning carbs and changing plugs, and 
by chance stumbled over a piece on a classic 
car website where this symptom was put down 
to poor compression.  Sure enough, exhaust 
valve clearance had disappeared on one side.   
 
The first time this happened, it worked fine when 
I set the clearance properly again but soon after 
it happened again on the same valve, and this 
time putting some clearance back in made 
things a bit better, but not much. 
 
On taking the head apart, the exhaust valve, 
seat and guide were all not great.  I ordered 
some valves and guides from Ebay and decided 

Mark Avis and Valves 
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 I could probably re-cut and grind the existing 
seat well enough.  I put up a question on the 
forum www.russianbike.co.uk to ask about 
whether the valve guides you can buy on Ebay 
are any good, and if not what to make them out 
of.  Answers came back that seats and guides 
from Ebay are OK, but valves are now all 
Chinese.  Experience on the forum seemed to 
suggest that such stems are generally 7.8mm 
(where they should be 8.0mm) diameter, and 
although one can use an adjustable reamer to 
size new guides accordingly, another problem is 
that the valves are made of something 
unsuitable and stretch in use.  
 
This surprised me.  I had assumed disappearing 
clearance implied valve seat recession into the 
head and not a stem lengthening under heat and 
spring pressure, but I have no reason to doubt 
the experience of the helpful German bike shop 
mechanic who described his problems with such 
valves, amounting to burnt seats within 8000km, 
despite constant attention to clearances.  I 
wondered what to do next. 
 
I have an old copy of ‘The Vintage Motorcyclists’ 
Workshop’ by ‘Radco’.  It must be out of print 
since used copies are really expensive on Ebay.  
I should photocopy mine and sell the original, to 
defray the costs of buying things to fix my Ural.  
As well as lots of interesting detail on pre-war 
carbs and girder forks, there’s a bit in the book 
about using car valves for long-obsolete 
motorbike engines.  Thanks to computers, a 
huge catalogue of car valves is now only a click 
away, and no longer requires one to have 
contacts in the auto trade (or indeed real friends 
of any kind, such is the nature of a virtual 
existence).  So I downloaded one from ‘AE’ (a 
brand of Federal Mogul, who I think might own 
Ferodo these days amongst other things). 
 
My used exhaust valve was 34mm OD around 
the head with 45 deg seat, had a stem just under 
8mm diameter, and was 92mm long.  Eventually 
I settled on an exhaust valve from a Ford Escort 
with an 8mm stem, 45 deg seat, 34mm OD head 
and which was too long at a hundred and thirty-
something mm and with the wrong collet 
detailing.  Still, it was perhaps long enough to 
turn a new waist into it for the Ural collets, and to 
cut the unwanted end off.  So I ordered some 
NOS ones on Ebay very cheaply, since how 
many people need new exhaust valves for an 
Escort these days? 
 

When they came, the stem was hard, but not 
amazingly hard, about like stainless, and a throw 
away carbide tip cut it well enough on my small 
lathe.  The ones I got also had an unfortunate 
swelling in the stem near the head which had to 
be turned down to just under 8mm, to avoid 
fouling the tip of the valve guide.  This worried 
me.  I didn’t want the head to fall off and wreck 
my engine but performance car people get away 
with a bit of grinding around the valve stem here 
without (always!) destroying things, so perhaps it 
would be OK. 
 
The new Ural valves came meanwhile, and 
indeed the stems were 7.8mm dia.  Unhelpfully 
the exhaust valve head OD was 35mm, 1mm 
bigger than the Ford valves.  So I scratched my 
head, reasoned that my previous 34mm valve 
had worked for a good while, and tried to think of 
it as only being 0.5mm small in the radius rather 
than the more onerous sounding 1mm small in 
the diameter!  On fitting the Escort valve, the 
head diameter was indeed a bit small.  I got the 
1.5mm seat width I wanted, but only at the very 
edge of the valve.  So I had another look in the 
catalogue and ordered a Sierra / Transit 2.0 
OHC  ‘Pinto’ valve UV7885  (again, common, a 
bit obsolete, and cheap) with 36mm diameter 
and 8mm stem, to see if this might work better. 
 
On fitting this one, things looked good.  I had a 
nice seat out to the edge of the seat insert, 
whose width I controlled by opening out the 
exhaust port bore a little with a 20 degree cutter.  
There was also no swelling in the stem to foul 
the end of the guide.  Actually, I had made a 
slightly shorter, fatter guide from phosphor 
bronze bar with this in mind, shorter so as not to 
foul the end of the stem, and fatter since this 
head had had guides replaced before and the 
aluminium bore which takes the guide was a bit 
oversize.  The bought in guide slid in (and out 
again) cold, which is no good, it has to go in hot, 
and tight. 
 
So now it was almost time to assemble the 
head, put it on, and see if the valve would work 
properly or seize in the guide, drop its head off, 
or do something else disconcerting.  Just to 
delay this moment of truth a little, I looked back 
into the catalogue to see if I could find an inlet 
valve to match.  My Russian inlet valve was OK, 
but why not finish the investigation while 
everything is in pieces.  Peugeot 1.9 diesel inlet 
valve IV537708 seemed to fit the bill, 8mm stem, 
38.5mm head, long enough to cut down and 
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 make a new collet detail.  So I bought one, and 
indeed it was a nice fit, lapped in OK, and 
responded to cutting the collet detail with the 
carbide tip and plenty of coolant. 
 
Now I was stuck with having to find out if it would 
work or wreck my engine.  It seemed the valves 
were a little softer in the stem (at the new point 
where they meet the Ural tappet adjuster) than 
they were at the (intended for car use) tappet 
end, maybe clearances would open up too 
quickly.  So as to prevent this article turning into 
something like a modern TV documentary, 
where it seems to have become compulsory for 
the producer to build in ‘peril’ into his/her 
‘narrative arc’ (complete with ominous music) so 
that the most prosaic decision required of the 
program’s subject is played as a dramatic cliff-
hanger, I’ll just say that I bunged the head on, 
and it worked.  Ten miles only so far.  I’ll add 
stuff on that forum detailing how it performs over 
time. 

 L to R:  1) Ural valve to copy; 2) Unaltered 
Escort valve; 3)  Escort valve with Ural collet 
detail machined into stem and 'thick' bit where 
head joins stem turned down so as not to foul 
end of valve guide; 4) Finished valve cut to 
length.  As the text points out, turning the stem 
down where it joins the head in 3) was not 
required with the 2.0l OHC Transit valve I ended 
up using.   
 
As ever contributions by email are often followed 
by a short exchange and this happened………. 
 
On the subject of valve substitution, did you 
worry about the angle of the valves in the head 
or just check you ended up with a nice even 
valve seat width?  I've noticed that sometimes 
the geometry is a bit inaccurate.  I have a couple 
of heads where the rocker doesn't push on the 

valve stem in the middle of the end so it's either 
pushing it over as it opens or trying to collect it 
inwards.  This stresses the guides and I wonder 
whether that's the reason some guides wear out 
quickly and others are fine. 
  
You can adjust out some of this with lapping a bit 
off the rocker spindle base or shimming it up 
depending on which way the error is.  Once the 
guide has come loose, or the guide bore has 
been increased without care, the factory valve 
angle is lost.  
  
In Mongolia, without a word for precision in the 
language, I found some heads with bits of biscuit 
tin under the rocker assemblies.  The rockers 
missed the valves without them and I was a bit 
baffled until I watched the Mongolian valve guide 
replacement process.  Some ancient tribesman 
does this round the back of the market by 
holding the head between his feet and 
hammering the new guide in cold, with a 
hammer, and in Mongolia that can be -40c! 
  
Modern valves are sometimes made in three 
pieces and believe it or not, welded 
together.  The head is hot resistant, the stem is a 
bearing surface and the end is hard.  I think you 
might have discovered the difference in 
materials.  Some manufacturers used hard caps 
on the ends of their valves, Royal Enfield for 
one.  I'm not certain but I think I've seen them on 
a Dnepr.  If you get trouble with the ends of your 
stems splaying you might be able to find some 
caps. 
  
Well, there was some positive instant Karma 
from writing a mag article!  Dnepr valve caps are 
a thing, and the end of the cut valve will indeed 
cut properly with a file, whereas the end of the 
Ural original will mark, but only just.  So, some 
valve caps are on order from (ironically enough) 
Ukraine.   
 
There's an old tin of Kasenit at work, but I worry 
I'd bugger up the hardness properties of the 
valve by heating it to such a degree.  Maybe 
when these caps arrive, I can see whether it 
would be worth making them vs buying them at 
about 2 quid each incl p&p. 
 
Well there you go!  That's what Clubs are for. 
  
I'd be very wary of heat treating blacksmith style 
because if you make the stem brittle and it 
breaks, the catastrophe will be biblical!   Honda 
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 use incolnel, an "austenitic super alloy" valve 
heads welded on a steel stem of only 3.5mm 
OD, safe to 14,000rpm.  They know more about 
welding and metallurgy than we do.   
  
I think the Russians were clever too.  The 
Chinese however...................... 
  
I’ve said this before but, it’s lovely when our club 
works! 
 
 
 

Dave Greenwood’s camera caught the artwork 
on Steve’s Ural for the front cover of the last 
issue, here’s the whole outfit.  He emailed to 
admit the bike was his and said  “It has to be 
said that the Ural is probably one of the most fun 
motorcycles I’ve owned, and that’s been a few 
over the last 40 years.” 
 
He rode it to Spain this last summer, the latest of 
several European adventures and if we’re very 
lucky he’ll tell us all how it went.  It’s posted on 
http://advrider.com/index.php?threads/portugal-
or-bust-probably-the-latter.1159410/    
His past adventure is posted at…………… 
http://sovietsteeds.com/forums/viewtopic.php?
f=2&t=44840  To enjoy 
these properly you need 
to be a member  but a 
quick glance will fill you 
with inspiration just the 
same. 

 

 

 

At the time Horizontal View featured quite a few 
letters on the subject of inertia, no, not flywheel 
effect but the dragging along of the club in spite 
of the real life responsibilities of its membership. 
 
Ron Anderson thought this…………… 
 
“To chastise with a club or something 
resembling a club.”  or “To unite for a common 
purpose, combine forces and means to effect a 
common end.” 
 
The above are dictionary definitions of the word 
“club” and the former seems a truer assessment 
than the later when applied to the C.O.C.  If the 
committee packed up en masse tomorrow I 
wouldn’t blame them.  Why should they run a 
club for our benefit?   
 
Let’s make 1981 a year of effort.  Never mind 
the excuses, we can all make those, myself 
included.  Let’s all make the effort to attend at 
least one club event.  I have been just as guilty 
as anyone.  Oh yes I do have a wife, children, 
transport problems, money problems, just like 
anyone else, but I have decided that if I want to 
stay in the club, I must make an effort, show 
some commitment. 
 
In 1981 people felt guilty about such things but 
now they don’t.  All is well, we’re still here, we’ve 
always been this way! 
 
These are posted 
here because 
they’re a late entry 
for this issue, the 
magazine having 
been almost 
finished when they 
arrived but they’re sooooo important they’re in. 
 
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. 

Steve Rogers 

Spring 1981 

Comrade 
Carl’s Show 

Dates 
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My first bike was a BSA Bushman in about 1980. 
It was the trail version of the ubiquitous Bantam 
and voted 2nd worst trail bike ever in Trials  
and motocross news. I pootled around on that 
for a few years and then stepped away for bikes 
for years. 
 
About 5 years ago I wanted to get back onto 
bikes but I thought that for Ebay money these 
days I could get a bike 10 times more powerful 
than the BSA and be in a hedge by tea-time. 
Instead I bought an old Mobylette moped and 
got that back on the road. 
 
I had so much fun on that thing that I decided to 
stay with old and underpowered bikes and got a 
Honda Superdream. That was OK but finding a 
Velocette LE as a basket case was brilliant and 
gave me the appetite for flat twins. 
 

Here we are a year 
later and I had been 
looking at the Latvian 
Dneprs on Ebay 
when one came up in 
the UK. The 
Superdream was 
quickly moved on 
and as the new 
owner was strapping 
it down on his trailer I 
was scooting off to 
pick up my Dnepr. 
 
It's in a bit of a state 
but the engine turns over and it rolls. It will be a 
while before it is back on the road, I'm aiming for 
next April but I'm sure there will be plenty of fun 
ahead. 
 
Let the adventure begin! 

Indeed Andy!  You have some work to do there 
but the adventure might begin with the long and 
tedious route to registration.  I have a pdf of the 
process compiled by PJB I can email you if you 
like, just ask. 

Yes this is a self portrait.  How 
cool is that? If anyone else wants 
to get artistic, please do! 

I'm a 54 year old Dad of 3, 
married to Mrs H for 33 years & owned my first 
Cossack in 1977 when I was 15. I've just 
purchased a 1979 Minsk & will get it home soon. 
I've been running a Flickr.com group for Neval 
Motorcycles for quite a while now. There are 277 
photos in the group from the 16 contributors 
https://www.flickr.com/groups/
neval_motorcycles/   
 
Several pictures from this group are featured in 
HV.  Some members have disabled the 
download function, preserving their copyright 
presumably.  Some haven’t and don’t mind 
reproduction, we hope.  Sorry if you do.   
 
The following article is a wonderful insight into 
how the  Russians we now forgive with such 
kindness failed spectacularly to deliver in the 
harsh realities of a Western market.   I 
particularly like the description of the family 
Jupiter as “capricious”,  I bet Dad called it that! 

Andy Collins 

Matthew Hodder 
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 My Dad was a lifelong motorcyclist and a bit of a 
hero to his two sons. Having owned a 1971 
Honda 50 for a few years, he bought a Honda 
CD 175 brand new in 1976. We all loved that 
bike and it gained me a lot of kudos at school. 
Needing to have a few more seats than the two 
provided by the CD Dad looked around at cheap 
family transport which wasn’t a Reliant car 
because Mum wouldn’t travel with Dad in a 
Reliant based on past experience. Dad never 
passed his car driving test so it looked like an 
outfit was required to give us the chance of a 
ride out together. Mum didn’t drive either and our 
older sisters were unlikely to come out with us. 
One of the girls was living away from home and 
the other was independent. 
 
After careful research, much reading of ‘Which 
Bike’ and a visit “all the way to Ipswich” to meet 
Eddie Cordle and his brother at their shop in 
Bramford Road, Dad decided to buy a Cossack 
motorcycle and sidecar. I think we imagined a 
Dnepr would be coming home but not so; Dad 
had ordered a Jupiter 3, so 1977 would be the 
year of the Cossack. 
 
There were tears when the CD175 was ridden 
off to Ipswich with Mum on the pillion. I used to 
go home for school day lunches and saw them 
leave. Dad wept, Mum too and I wished they had 
kept the Honda, which Dad polished every time 
it went out. By the time I got home from school a 
tired Dad and a flustered looking Mum had 
arrived home on and in the Jupiter and sidecar.  
 
The blue and grey paintwork looked quite old 
fashioned but this didn’t stop my brother and me 
being keen to hear and experience the bike. So 
we did, but I can’t recall our first ride out, 
probably only around the block but a new 
adventure none the less. My brother probably 
couldn’t recall Dad having a Reliant Regal so 
this was the biggest piece of machinery that he 
had seen Dad operate. The two stroke twin 
engine burbled and purred in a very distinct 
manner, so much so that if I was at home and 
Dad came back from a ride out I could hear the 
bike at the front gates and would run out to let 
him in. If I was outside at the time I was able to 
hear the bike making its way up the steep hill at 
the bottom of our road. 
 
Our summer holidays were taken in Somerset at 
the home of Dad’s cousin. That was where we 
always went, by train, without fail, until 1977 
when the train was not the transport of choice. 

Four of us would be taking a trip on the Jupiter 
all the way to the West Country. Wait! There 
were only 3 seats; who would be running 
alongside? No one, my brother would be sitting 
on a buddy seat rigged up in the sidecar 
between my legs. Not the greatest idea if I am 
brutally honest but we weren’t given a choice. 
The day came for the great adventure, but none 
of us knew just how much our patience and 
nerves would be tried over the next several 
hours. What I have only realised in 2016 as I 
write this account, is that Dad had only once 
before made a road journey of over 100 miles 
and then only with Mum on the CD175 taking all 
day to get to the Peak district from Colchester. 
To take 4 of us to the west country, close to 
Bridgwater, we would usually take the train but 
now Dad was responsible for getting us there 
and it wasn’t a task he was looking forward to. 
Nevertheless we set off. 
 
Mum isn’t a navigator, Dad had little sense of 
adventure, us boys just went along for the ride 
and soon we realised we had spent a long time 
getting nowhere. By what appeared to be 
lunchtime we were still in Essex, in fact in a pub 
car park at Thundersley. I still have no idea how 
we ended up in South East Essex quite some 
time after leaving home and having started out 
heading west. Dad was intent on missing out 
motorways but he had made a booboo 
somewhere along the way. I wasn’t all that 
warm, I’m not sure how my brother felt, but I 
know Mum was not happy. Dad wouldn’t go and 
ask for directions and we never ever went in a 
pub no matter what. So we had a quick snack 
from Mum’s packed supplies and Dad went to 
restart the bike, nothing happened. Much 
adjusting the throttle, tickling the carb jabbing 
the kickstart, nothing. Things got so bad that I 
was enlisted to work the kickstart. Plugs 
changed, spark checked, tempers frayed, fuel 
checked, nothing. As Mum finally made plans to 
find a station and get a train either home or to 
Somerset, the bike burbled into life. We headed 
off, vaguely west towards where the sun sets. 
 
I think we went from Essex into Hertfordshire, 
where Dad knew the roads quite well from the 
days when we lived there. I recall Berkhamsted  
rolling past (or I think I do). Then we seemed to 
get onto the A303 at some point. The Jupiter 
tank full of fuel didn’t seem to get us very far so 
we stopped often for fuel, map checks, the 
petroil mixing performance and to top up our 
spare 2 gallon can. At some point it rained, quite 
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 volumous British summertime rain which a 
sturdy eastern European outfit should stride 
through, being built for near artic winters and for 
fording rushing rivers. Not so! The Jupiter 
coughed, spluttered an cut down to one cylinder.  
 
Now as tough as that 350 was it was no good as 
a 175 single with 4 up and luggage too. It 
crawled, we crawled up hills and struggled down 
hills. Occasionally it would catch Dad out and 
perk up on to two cylinders and rush off like, well 
like a well loaded 350.  Whilst we were on the 
move we stayed slightly dry. My brother and I in 
the chair, with the big windscreen managed to 
stay almost completely dry unless we stopped 
and stop we did; often. 
 
Dad changed spark plugs, jiffled about with stuff 
and prayed but the one / two cylinder 
conundrum went on. I think our last stop was 
near Sparkford, famous for the Haynes 
Collection, but we saw no museum or classic 
cars. We just saw Dad tinkering, looking at the 
map forlornly and trying his utmost to get us 
away on our annual holiday. I don’t recall what 
time we got to our destination but we were 
overdue, Dad’s cousin was worried, Mum was 
frazzled and Dad looked like a man who’d had a 
very bad day, which he had. 
 
The bike was capricious. It would run on 2 
cylinders sweet as can be, then cut down to 1 at 
the merest thing, a hill, a main road junction, you 
get the idea. Fortunately Dad’s cousin had a 
relative called George who lived in the same 
village. George was a chap who had worked ‘in 
the trade’, which I guess meant he’d been a 
mechanic at some time but he’d moved on and 
was a self made, retired, man at this time. 
George liked my Dad and his cousin so he 
looked kindly upon us and agreed to take a look 
at the bike. It didn’t take George long to find the 
problem; plug caps. The original equipment were 
hard plastic (like Bakelite) shrouded in metal. 
George peeled off the metal shroud and 
improved performance but nobody could listen to 
a radio or watch telly within yards of the bike 
when it was running. Dad was dispatched to 
Bridgwater to get some new plug caps. He came 
back with some all weather rubber Nippon 
Denso caps which George fitted and thus sorted 
out the problem.  
 
Now all we needed to do was to get home at the 
end of our 2 week stay. I am pretty sure we used 
buses for most outings during our stay although I 

recall a run across the Somerset levels to 
Glastonbury possibly on the 1 or 2 cylinder form 
prior to George’s marvellous medicine. The 
journey home was daunting to say the very 
least. We need to go to Reading en route 
because my eldest sister was getting wed and 
she lived near the town. Dad had decided, after 
much persuasion by well travelled types, to take 
the M5 and M4 to get us to Reading before we 
lost our nerves, ate each other or wore 
ourselves out trying to restart the bike. We 
pottered along at 50 mph and I am heartily glad 
that my brother and I were on the nearside. The 
journey was boring and noisy but not too 
eventful.  
 
Mum misread a motorway sign, none of us were 
used to motorways at all, and as a result Dad 
almost took a slip road in the wrong direction as 
we got closer to Reading but that was the only 
hiccup. We dropped Mum and my brother off at 
Reading railway station and we trundled out of 
town back towards Essex. The remainder of the 
journey was just a case of getting home, which 
Dad and I were both glad to do. He was going to 
collect his parents, my sister and his priestly 
garb then head back to Surrey for the wedding 
whilst I stayed at home to look after an aged 
uncle and the cat. 
 
The Jupiter remained a reliable, slow plodding 
bike until Dad sold it. I learnt to ride an outfit, 
with Dad’s permission, by riding it around the 
church hall grounds. It wasn’t the only or last 
Cossack in the household... there were at least 4 
others about which more later. 
 
I’m looking forward to later and the Hodder 
family love affair with Cossacks.  I love the idea 
that the poor souls who bought a new one back 
in the day thought they would work.  Check out 
the ad on page 21, and the gleaming temptation 
it promised on the back cover.  You would 
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 wouldn’t you? A family holiday on a Jupiter 
combo?  What a fantastic adventure!! 
 
Matthew has a brother, he fancies East 
Europeans too but had to split up with his 
Ukrainian love.  I think he’d like her back.  If you 
know where L746 VRH is, get in touch.  Next is 
the other Mr Hodder……….. 

I claim no extraordinary family twist, but both my 
father, and elder brother owned bikes from the 
USSR, and so did I. 
 
As a young boy I had often travelled in the side 
car of my father's 350 Jupiter combination. On 
one memorable occasion we travelled from 
North Essex to deepest Somerset. My father 
could never have been described as 
adventurous, and the undertaking overtook him 
somewhat, to say the least!  My brother has 
detailed the journey elsewhere in this august 
journal, and I will not describe it any further. 
 
The almost inevitable up-shot of a youth spent 
with a Soviet-bloc two-wheeled background was 
that I would end up owning a Russian bike, and 
so I did. (Yes...it was made in the Ukraine....I 
know) 
 
As best as I recall, I took out a bank loan to buy 
a new Dnepr in 1991, for about £2500. I eagerly 
awaited its arrival and took the day off work 
when the due date came around. It was 
delivered, I was given a quick familiarisation, 
and then bade the delivery chaps farewell. I was 
impressed with all of the extra bits and pieces 
which came with the bike.  Among the 
comprehensive array were hefty handle bar 
mirrors, a jack, metal pump for tyres, full 
puncture repair kit, paint, tyres levers, and leg 
shields, clearly designed to deflect in-coming 
ordinance. Without a doubt, this was a machine 
whose quiet charm, to me at least, lay very 

much in its pre-war flavoured concept . 
 
I don't have much recall of the first ride, but I 
quickly came to love  its gentle strength, and the 
sedate re-assurance, which my Soviet chum 
engendered in me. I was proud of that bike, and 
soon found that where ever the two of us went, 
people would ask me all sorts of questions. 
 
Some less knowledgeable people laughed at my 
MT10. They were caught in a trap of their own 
ignorance, and foolish Western pride. I had a 
perfectly capable 650 flat twin, which suited me 
and ably did everything I wanted a bike to do. 
There were some slight problems. The carbs 
weren't too well made, and fairly early on, during 
the run-in period one of the floats stopped 
floating. I didn't think quick enough, and pretty 
soon, over a few days, the performance fell off 
quite distinctly. 
 
I believe that I had to have the left hand head off 
and replace the inlet valve, but, with the passage 
of 25 years, I couldn't say with any conviction. I 
am fairly certain however, that it was the 'ditch 
finder' side 
that was the 
problem. 
 
After the run-
in period, 
which required 
low  revs, and 
extra use of 
the gear box, the happy day arrived when I was 
able to remove the carb limiters. These 
consisted of small metal pegs within the casting 
which physically limited the action of the carb 
slides. A simple tweak with a set of pliers (from 
the comprehensive tool kit) and the job was 
done. A small adjustment to the mixture, and the  
full extent of 27hp was all mine! 
 
The thing I recall was that although the engine 
power wasn't ever going to frighten the horses, 
the torque, and the smoothness of its delivery 
was very impressive. Without a doubt, the Dnepr 
was a bike that required a certain degree of 
mechanical empathy from its rider. I had been a 
mechanic just a few years previously, and was 
able to tune in to the nature of the machine. 
Somehow I understood what it could do, and 
what it wouldn't. Even back then I was angered 
by the way that some people regarded, and 
treated Soviet bikes. 
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 Too often I discovered that noisome critics had 
either never owned or ridden a bike like mine, or 
had ridden one, but had done so with a childish 
and ill informed regard. This regard often being 
rooted purely in a confused macho attitude that 
suggested if you liked Soviet bikes you were 
some sort of lesser being. I heard too many tales 
of Red Twins being treated worse than scrap, 
just because of what they were. It angers me 
still. Some of that attitude was born of the small 
minded conservatism that pervaded the 
restrictive world of the hairy biker, and it was the 
very reason that I eventually came away from 
the world of denim and leathers. 
 
Aside of my youthful indignation, my memories 
are of a large and steady, genuinely lovable bike 
which served me well, appeared to delight in wet 
weather and never missed a beat. With a 
sadness that still remains, I sold him for a 
fraction of the purchase price, just for the want of 
somewhere to keep him. 
 
Perhaps in some small way this article may 
stand as a memorial to a long lost and worthy 
friend.  Matt Hodder’s brother. 

 
Check out Pretty in Pink below and 
look closely at the MZ top end with 

Mikuni carb, MZ shocks, MZ fork legs, MZ 
rubber engine mountings and what might be MZ 
wheels and cush drive. 

By the look of the engine’s case this is the older 
Minsk engine with the gearbox oil lubricated 
main bearings which means it will have a single 
pair of transfer ports rather than the tuning 
opportunity the later Regent type’s two pairs is. 
If this thing works it could be a 150 instead if a 
125 and overcome some of the dear old Minsk’s 
limitations.  A piston made of piston metal 
instead of aluminium cheese would be nice! 
 
The green Voskhod opposite was displayed at 

Stafford a couple of stands along the balcony 
from our COC stand.  The side panels 
announced that this was a Voskhod 3m-01, not 
a model I’d seen before.  At first I thought it was 
some clever bastard’s mongrel Voskhod with a 
MZ cylinder but no, it’s a real Russian model. 

The lad who owned it didn’t know much about it 
other than it was manufactured in 1994.  He 
thought it was a 125.  The speedo read 194km, 
yes 194km and the bike looked consistent with 
never having been used on the road. 

Apart from the engine the cycle looks pretty 
much the same as the Voskhod 3m, nothing 
remarkable there then but the cylinder appears 
to be fitted with a reed valve.  Was this the last 
model Voskhod two stroke?  That’s a production 
run of something like forty years! 

MZ? 



23 

 

 

 

 

A group of us attended Cadwell Park in 
October.  We stayed B&B in nearby Louth.  The 
whole weekend event was for sidecar/3 wheeler 
racing.  
 
They were classes for all types of early girder 
fork outfits, Morgans and up to modern worm 
type outfits. 
 
The photo shows 3 different types representing 
3 different period classes all in one race.  160 
miles to Cadwell from home for us but Ural 
made it okay. 
 
We attended the 
annual 
remembrance day 
service at the Ace 
Cafe.  This year it 
was combined with 
a 'Military Vehicle 
Day'.  The photo 
shows our Ural 
outfit lined up at 
the front alongside 
a row of Willys 
Jeeps. 

 

Greenwood’s Gallery 
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Across 
 
1   Hawkwind had a 
silver one. (7) 
6   Vital life force in 
machine. (3) 
7   Stick it out, wrap a 
scarf around it. (4) 
8   Send over sea. (4) 
9   Help! (3) 
10  Before start. (4) 
11  Look to catch. (4) 
13  Retract or rub. (11) 
18  When it’s green. 
(2) 
19  Female fasteners 
or are they male? (4) 
20  Our Ed Paul ……. 
(7) 
23  What you do on 
your bike. (3) 
24  Keep in the right 
one. (4) 
25  Engine after a long 
ride. (3) 
28  A man’s name. (4) 
29  One for the Mods. 
(6) 
 
 

Down     1  Belarusian. (5)  2  You are in it. (3)  3  It’s not out. (2)  4  Tire of gasses. (7)  5  
Orbiting neighbour 5

th
 from the sun. (7)  6   Kicking dancer between your legs. (7)  12  It needs to go 

over. (3)  14  Do you love me enough to give me your last one? (4)  15  In our all. (4)  16  One of a 
pair to hold your sausage. (4)  17  Dress, to the right or left. (6)  20  Pre Jiang. (5)  21  Dr. Pen. (5)  
22  Factory. (3)  26  Everything stops for this. (3)  27  Russian agreement. (2) 

 
The secret answers to Lovely 
Hazel’s puzzle are on page 26. 
 
The last Tzar of Russia , Nicholas 
II, spent the final two years of his 
reign high on a cocktail of 
addictive drugs.  He took cocaine 
for colds, opium and morphine for 
stomach complaints, and 
hallucinogens, which he obtained 
from a herbalist.  Visitors were 
shocked by his appearance and 
remarked on his dull eyes, dilated 
pupils, hollow cheeks, vacant 
smile and his apparent lack of 
concern about the impending 
crisis. 
 

Lovely Hazel’s Homemade and Humourous crossword 
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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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Peter the Great was the first Russian Tzar ever to travel west, but shortly before he left he arranged 
a small exhibition to concentrate the hearts and minds of his people in case any of them had any 
treasonable ideas while he was away.  He had the ringleaders of a suspected plot against his life 
arrested and tortured, then publicly dismembered and beheaded.  The Tzar then ordered the 
remains of the famous dissident Ivan Miloslavsky, who had been executed ten years earlier, to be 
disinterred.  Miloslavsky’s decomposed corpse was dragged by pigs to the place of execution. 
butchered into small segments, then placed underneath the scaffold in an open coffin.  On the 
platform above, the new plot ringleaders were slowly dismembered so that their fresh blood irrigated 
the remains of the late Miloslavsky below.  The severed body parts were neatly arranged in a large, 
human meat pie and their heads fixed on spikes.  Peter left express orders that no one was to 
remove the grisly display, which lay rotting and stinking until his return. 
 

Encountered in “The Giant Bathroom Reader” so it could of course be complete garbage! 

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

In order to make casual cheating less likely Lovely Hazel’s answers are printed in tiny letters.  Across.  

1 machine. 6 chi. 7 neck. 8 ship. 9 SOS. 10 kick. 11 hunt. 13 carburettor. 18 go. 19 nuts. 20 Codling. 23 sit. 24 lane. 25 hot. 28 Igor. 29 Viatka.   Down.  
1 Minsk. 2 COC. 3 in. 4 exhaust. 5 Jupiter. 6 Cossack. 12 leg. 14 Rolo. 15 Ural. 16 tong. 17 outfit. 20 Chang. 21 Dnepr. 22 IZH. 26 Tea. 27 da. 



27 



28 


