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A journey of a 
thousand miles 
begins with a 

single step.  This 
will be registering 

the motorcycle 
then! 
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Our main picture this issue is of an adventurist on, 
yes that‟s on, a frozen Lake Baikal.  Find out more 
about why he‟s there, what an adventurist is and why 
he‟s riding a venerable 650 Ural, even though the 
picture was taken last year, on page 13, and be 
amazed. 
 
The quote this time is a translation of ancient 
Chinese philosopher Laozi.  What he actually said 

was,  千里之行，始於足下 ,  referring to the ancient 
Chinese distance equivalent to 360 modern English 
miles.  However, because this is the front cover, 
poetry is important and “a thousand miles” reads 
sweetly even though that might be too far for a 
Jupiter. 
 
Registering the motorcycle refers to the rusty orange 
one, a saga developing into a journey of discovery 
even Laozi would have been  challenged by 

Welcome to the wandering gudgeon pin edition of 
Horizontal view.  Here‟s one some unfortunate 
prepared earlier using nothing but a Planeta Sport 
and 10,000 rpm. 
 
We have an art gallery 
this time, on page 16 
featuring what certainly 
is art and showing that 
anyone can do it.   
 
Also on page 16 we 
have two competitions 
set by Tony Jones.  For 
some reason 
competitions don‟t seem 
to be widely appreciated 
but there‟s a real point to 
a new club logo.  Lots of other Soviet bikes have 
arrived from Eastern Europe lately, mostly the 

wonderful two strokes, but 
the only thing they all have in 
common is the much 
maligned K60 series carb.  
Which is not very pretty and 
could make a baffling choice. 
 

I‟ve received lots of contributions sent as email 
attachments which arrive in all sorts of strange 
formats.  Usually I pop down the library, where their 
computers are installed with the current versions of 
everything when I get something tricky, but this time 
we were foiled.  TXT format, what‟s that?  Bear with 
me, I‟m learning.   According to Lovely Hazel, my 
 

representational systems are kinaesthetic rather than 
visual making me the wrong person to judge such 
things.  Art, what would I know? 
 
Time has been a bit short this 
month.  We‟re in the middle of 
two race meetings within a 
fortnight as I write this and the 
next one will be my first ride in 
anger (joy) on my feisty little 
Yamaha at Cadwell Park.  
Surely one of the best race 
tracks on Planet Earth.  How 
well did testing go?  Need we 
say more! 
 
The added pressure means that pages 15 and 16 
have mysterious extra borders I can‟t get rid of now 
on this different version of Publisher, Lovely Hazel 
having gone to work with her laptop and the familiar 
one.  Would you have noticed if I hadn‟t owned up? 

Above is Lovely Hazel‟s contribution for this issue, a 
combination of art and philosophy.  She calls it “Man 
on a Minsk”. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Just for a laugh, deliberately walk straight into 
someone wearing a camouflage jacket and say 
“Sorry mate, I didn‟t see you.” 

Front cover 

Radio Horizontal 
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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 
 
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.  There is some chance you might get this magazine in time to rush off at short 
notice. 
 
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 
 
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 your motorcycle or help, contact 
comradecarl@tiscali.co.uk  See page 18 for more info. 
 
The Wartburg Trabant IFA club provisional dates are 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. 
 
September 13th is the second Cossack Grand Day Out. So far this year we‟ve had 

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. The first Grand Day Out was 
less well attended than expected which means this second one will be a perfect opportunity for all 
those people gutted to have missed it last time. 
 

Forthcoming Events 
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A warm welcome to…. 

October 9/10/11th is this year‟s autumn Dent rally at Conder Farm Dent LA10 5QT.  
Vince Briers is the man to call on 07850 770176.  Google Dent Dale for inspiration. 
 

Secretarial 
encouragement 

At the time of writing this I have just returned 
from the May Grand Day Out.  Three sidecar 
outfits, a Japanese trike, an MZ sidecar outfit 
and one car (you know who you are). A 
disappointing turn out but we didn't really push it 
this year like we did for the first one. Perhaps we 
need to get something in the motorcycle press 
before the next one. 

Time flies by and it will soon be time for the 
AGM, 21st August at Wing, Rutland.  Time to 
start mentioning it in the magazine. We have 
already dispensed with the need to give months 
of notice for anything that you want to discuss at 
the AGM.. Just turn up and have your say.  It 
would help though to give me a bit of warning if 
you want to bring something up. Just drop me an 
email and I will add it to the agenda.   

On the way back from the Grand Day out I called 
in at the venue for the next East European Rally, 
15th - 17th July 2016 at the Canberra Club, BAE 
Systems, A59 near Preston.  We need to start 
planning ahead.  I am an hopeless artist and I 
could do with some help to design a flyer to 
hand out/ send to other clubs etc.  I hope that 
Bill Toland will be up for organising a run 
out.  We need prizes for the raffle so start 
begging.  Don't leave it all to the MZ Club again. 
What would you suggest for entertainment?  Do 
we need any or is the raffle enough?  I can't see 
us having time to fit in a rock band or even 
Karaoke. Anyone have any suggestions for a 
speaker or suggestions for something else . I 
know that in this atmosphere of Health and 
Safety these days and we can no longer have 
motorcycle jousting or balancing on a beam but 
how about some stupid games like wellie 
chucking or oversized dart boards. Suggestions 
would be welcome.  For those of you that want 
to be there but don't fancy camping there is a 
motel opposite to the site.  If there is enough 
demand I will see if I can get a reduced rate deal 
for a block booking. Let me know if you are 
interested.  

Tony 

Russ Bruce, Tadley Hampshire. 
Gary Tate, Worksop Notts. 
Mary Powis, Clacton-on-Sea, Essex. 
Martin Davis, Sheffield. S. Yorks. 
Nick Tucker, Lincoln 
Nick Rutter, Wigan, Lancs. 
Morris Jones, St. Helens, Merseyside. 
Gratham Atha, Doncaster, S. Yorks. 
Bob Holt, Ashby-de-la-Zouch, Leics 
Paul Southam, Breadsall, Derby. 
 
Have you joined our club because you‟ve 
recently acquired a Russian motorcycle?  
These days it‟s so easy to take a digital picture 
of it and send it through the ether to be 
reproduced here as a record of the beginning of 
your relationship with it.  Go on then!  Send in 
pictures as you grow to love it so we can share 
the journey with you, or sympathise if it all ends 
in tears. 
 

No, not a Vespa but a Viatka, Russian for wasp, 
on display in the awesome Vladivostock 
museum featured throughout this magazine. 



5 

  

Some weeks ago Tony Jones discovered on Ebay a 
number of sellers encouraging their punters by giving 
them the impression that the lack of paperwork to 
identify the Russian motorcycles they needed to shift 
was no problem, because dating certificates were 
easily available from the Cossack Owner‟s Club to 
facilitate registration.  It always makes sense to 
approach a deal with an open mind, the premise that 
anyone with something to sell talks bollards is sound 
advice indeed but Tony found that these mystery 
Russians weren‟t all they should have been.  Some 
were bits of Ural, bits of Dnepr or just bits of anything 
of no particular vintage.  Complaining about that 
rather than simply issuing a dating certificate on 
request might make the club appear obstructive and 
unhelpful he thought.  DVLA are well ahead of us! 
 
The rusty relic pictured below is editorial project 
number 317 or something, bought twenty years ago 
because I made the vendor an insulting offer I 
thought he‟d be sure to refuse but he didn‟t.  £10 in 
his pocket he cheerfully helped me shovel it in the 
van and I took it home to abandon in the shed with 
the rest, like you do. 

Now its time has come.  It has an MOT, insurance 
and a NOVA number. The only variations from 
standard are the fork gaiters and the horrible 
temporary seat cover and unrestored, it still wears its 
original 1974 paint.  On its dating certificate it looks a 
model of integrity.  Confidently I sent the registration 
application off to DVLA thinking an age related 
number would be a formality, just as it was for the 
similarly original Voskhod I registered last year, but 
something has changed.   
 
According to the people Peter Ballard was able to get 
hold of on the phone there has been no major policy 
changes, however it‟s not just us.  I know of others 
who‟ve had previously acceptable dating certificates 
from even the mighty VMCC rejected. 
 
As I write this, the application is in the post for the  

fourth time having been rejected by DVLA the first 
three because we failed to understand exactly why 
they didn‟t believe the 1974 on the VIN plate.   
 
To be fair it is faded, 197 was printed on and is 
almost worn off and only the 4 is stamped but it is still 
readable.  74 is stamped in some of the electrical 
components and the engine and frame number on 
the VIN plate match.  At the time IZH didn‟t stamp the 
frame number on the frame, relying solely on the VIN 
plate, but that wasn‟t the problem.  DVLA, or more 
accurately their man, wanted to know what records 
we‟d referred to.  “What were our sources?” he 
asked.  Our sources collectively because Peter 
Ballard has spent as much time on this as I have, 
explaining the impenetrable nature of Russia, 
Russian factories and worse, Soviet Russian ones, in 
writing, twice! 
 
Because the importers have gone and IZH 
themselves aren‟t interested there is no official 
documentation to compare the specifications of 
Russian motorcycles with.  In conversation with Peter 
DVLA informed us that registration or rejection is at 
the discretion of the clerk. This is someone who 
works in an office and knows nothing other than the 
information presented by the applicant.  Why the 
applicant doesn‟t understand is of no consequence 
and the reasons for rejection seem to be picked from 
a menu of preset possibilities by someone 
disinterested in anything else.   
 
I hope we‟ve figured it out now. The internet is awash 
with Jupiters identified by whoever uploaded the 
pictures as 1974, bedevilled by all those who got it 
wrong and just as common, the credibility of my 
almost perfect originality is questioned by websites 
full of lash ups.  I told our clerk I used the internet as 
a source.  Peter has a book, Mr Clerk seemed to 
want there to be a book, and luckily dates are not in 
Cyrillic script.  Are these good enough?   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Attached to this fourth submission I sent a letter for 
the attention of our clerk, urging him not to get bored 
with our persistence because down here on the 
planet‟s surface, we know that this IZH Jupiter 3 was 
manufactured in 1974 and we‟re resolved to make 
him happy somehow, whatever it takes. 

Caveat emptor 
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 My experience would seem to suggest that if you buy 
a Russian motorcycle with no paperwork and you 
want an age related number, registering it will be 
hard.  The further it deviates from original the less 
someone in the insulated atmosphere of government 
is likely to believe you have a legitimate claim to a 
date in history.  An obvious fact of course but we 
don‟t know how strict the clerks will be and there is 
no point of contact between you and them.  Peter 
tried to ring our man to plead our case and 
discovered it‟s unhelpfully forbidden. 
 
If DVLA check up on the sources you claim to have 
used, which surely is the point of their asking, 
something as trivial as colour or plating could be 
significant if it changed year to year at the time.  My 
Jupiter, still in its sexy Russian orange, looks so 
1974 we„re confident we have truth on our side. 
 
How you‟d get on with a Dnepr engined Ural with a 
Yamaha front end and purple metal flake paint is 
anyone‟s guess. 
 
 
 
 
Does anyone have any old magazines with road 
tests of, articles about or adverts for Russian 
motorcycles in them?  Old sales leaflets, parts books, 
manuals or any other literature could turn out to be 
important because I think it‟s going to be necessary 
for the club to build up an archive of reference 
material to support the dating process.  Even 
anything which isn‟t dated might be important in 
proving the integrity of the motorcycle in question. 
 
Hello Mike Stevens. You know that Minsk factory 
history you brought back from your visit to the 
factory?  Hang on to it, it‟s going to be priceless! 
 
 
 

 
 
Our man in Windsor, no not the 
castle, asks us to worry about 
the all seeing eye of the 
establishment.  Notice how that 
window in the top centre of St 
Basil‟s cathedral is exactly the 
same shape as Alenka herself, 
she‟s watching with those 
piercing blue eyes!  Cheese at 
bedtime was it John? 
 
 

John is of course Mr John Denny, long time member 
of our club and a previous owner of the Jupiter 3 on 
the rear cover.  Apart from the earlier pattern petrol 
tank it‟s pretty much as he sold it more than fifteen 
years ago.  Does he remember it? 

 
 
 
 

Are four strokes supposed to have transfer ports?  
This issue’s mechanical catastrophe wreaked havoc 
in Phil Rushworth’s Dnepr cylinders.  The tragedy 
has been featured before but this time it’s in colour.  
He says…………… 
 
The circlips holding the gudgeon pins broke.  The 
foot is covered in oil from the engine.  It went through 
my boot and sock turning my foot black and oily.  
That‟s a lot of oil!  Still ran though, did a good couple 
of hundred miles on it.  Finally cut one up as a 
display.  (On page 16.) 

Desperate plea 

Offerings to the god 
of speed 

Little Sister Alenka 
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In part two, maintaining time honoured auto 
journalistic principals, Jimmy Lee, Sonny Joe 
and Larry Bob reinforce their preconceptions 
and come to the predictable conclusions. 

 
Richmond is a semi-retired 
industrial decorator, 
developer and car/
motorcycle buff ( we‟re 
talking about a man here 
who claims to have owned 
31 Morgans, folks, and 
whose current collection of 

37 bikes runs from a 1919 Enfield sidecar rig to a big 
Interceptor, with a lot of eccentric American, German, 
Italian and English machines in between).  In 1978, 
Richmond heard tell of the Dnepr/Cossack/Neval. 
 
There was this Canadian, the story went, who had brought 
one to the US of A, when he relocated here because the 
TV programmes are better or something.  Richmond 
tracked the guy down in Boulder, Colorado, him a cash 
offer.  That‟s how Richmond came to be the owner of a 
barely broken-in ‟39 BMW R61 rig.  Or a hardly used ‟78 
Dnepr.  Or a Cossack or Neval.  German or Russian or 
British.  Tack you pick. 
 
Richmond rode the thing for a while before he had this 
doozy of a notion.  “I thought everyone should have one,” 
he sais.  The other sidecar rigs he saw were like the 
offspring of a triple-crown winner and a donkey: road bikes 
with sidecars coat-hangered on as an afterthought.  The 
Neval, though, had been designed by all those Deutsch-
speaking boys 50 years ago as a true combo.  Nowadays, 
it‟s the only bike made that comes out of the factory with 
all that extra stuff on the starboard side.  “I had great 
visions this would revolutionize middle-class 
transportation,” said Richmond.  “Momma could even use 
it to go to the grocery store and pick up the dry-cleaning.” 
 
In 1980 he convinced the Brits to give him the U.S. 
market.  That was the easy part.  It took three years of 
back-and-forth with the fedecrats before Richmond had 
the rubber-stamp collection he needed to make everything 
bueno.  He cranked up his own Denver-based company, 
Sidecar Imports Ltd. (telefono [303] 831-0100; addresso: 
1065 Lafayette Ave., Denver Colorado, CO80218), and 
opened the garage doors. 
 
So far, Richmond has sold 80-some-odd Nevals (counting 
both MT-10 and MT-12s) for prices averaging $5000.  
He‟s sold another 20 or so military-style sidecars ($1750 
each) as aftermarket add-ons for other bikes. 
 
As far as revolutions go, so far this one is a little shy of the 
one the Russians threw in 1918. 
 
“Some things,” said Richmond, “take time.”  “Remember 
the domino theory,” said Larry Bob, who plays a great 
game of bones. 
The first thing you notice is that this is one big Russian 
Mother. I don‟t know what it is in Russian pounds, but on 
our all-American scale, it weighs in at about 700 big ones, 

dry. 
 
Second thing you notice is that it looks sturdier than 
Arnold Schwarzenegger.  All these tubes as big as L.A. 
sewer pipes, massive castings that would feel right at 
home in the innards of the USS Nimitz, enough steel to 
bullet-proof all of Beirut.  Rough, but strong, like some 
mean hombre of an Ivan got up one morning all hung-
over, swigged a quart of the czar‟s-hair, walked to the 
back yard, shovelled up a half-ton of ore, pissanted it over 
to a high-school bonfire, got it good and hot, and whupped 
it good with a ball-peen until it would run. 

 
This is one of those no-frills, what-you-see-is-what-you-get 
bikes. Everything is kind of hanging out there.  Generator, 
coil, distributor, air cleaner, all kinds of things.  While you 
gotta be an MIT-grad, Master‟s or better, to change the oil 
on some of those Japanese bikes, your fifth-grader with an 
Erector set tool-kit could do a complete top-end in 15 
minutes flat on the Dnepr/Neval. 
 
Jeep-strength shocks everywhere, including on the 
sidecar.  Drum brakes.  Kick start only ( this is, remember, 
1939; besides, they‟re probably hoarding all their electric 
motors for Weed-Eaters).  Complete tool kit, with tire 
pump and grease gun, located behind the sidecar seat, 
where there‟s also enough room a smuggle a small child 
aged 4 or pillaging.  A five speed transmission, „cept one 
of the speeds is reverse (which comes in damn handy, by 
the way, with this sumo sized machine), and shaft drive.  
Lotsa weird foreign markings we couldn‟t read even 
standing on our heads. 
 
A dual seat is available, but Richmond‟s bike has the 
standard solo saddle and pillion. ( “Uh,” said Richmond, 
“Russian soldiers don‟t like to have to put their arms round 
each other when they ride.”)  For you nit-pickers, he has 
painted his a non-stock white.  Since most of his riding is 
on routes that are listed in Rand-Mcnally, Richmond has 
the MT-10, without the limited  slip differential, extra drive 
shaft and driven third wheel.  ( If there‟s a frozen tundra in 
your neck of the woods, or if you want to cross a few 
sovereign borders, you might want to take a hint from the 
German and Soviet armies and check out the MT-12.) 
Firing „er up is a cinch.  Tickle the carbs ( remember 
that?), close the chock lever on the left intake manifold, 
retard the spark lever ( dela vu, II ) on the left handlebar, 
then let loose on the kickstart lever.  Coupla hops usually 
does it. Advance the spark and hit the road, Boris. 
 
I‟d think twice, though, about pulling into the path of a 

Cold war perspective 
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 fireballing Peterbuilt.  Ain‟t a lot of power here.  „Bout 40 
horses is on the generous side, which ain‟t much for a 
beast this size.  Call full speed ahead to the engine room 
and you‟ll pull 65 mph max if you‟re lucky and angled 
towards China.  Cruising speed is more like 50-55 mph, 
which‟ll make your local state trooper and the highway 
safety folks proud.  ( You think we got it bad; the national 
speed limit in the USSR, according to Richmond, works 
out to 36 mph.  That‟s why they got all them 120-year-old 
guys; they‟ve been riding 80 years to the stop-n-go for a 
pack of smokes.)   But, say an M1 tank bogs down in the 
next county during National Guard manoeuvres: You can 
make yourself a quick twenty by pulling it out of the mud.  
There‟s enough torque here-from git-go first all the way 
through forth– to pull us all back to the age of Woodstock, 
if anyone wanted to go. 
 
Handling is what you‟d expect from a sidecar rig.  Nifty left 
turns.  Right turns like the kind that 16-wheelers make.  
And if you go into one of those tight right-handers without 
ballast in the sidecar ( like a passenger or a full keg ), 
you‟ll swear that Rasputin has got hold of the right side 
and is trying to tip you over to meet him.  Just takes 
getting used to, like your first plug of chewing tobacco.  
Carrying capacity is in the vicinity of 600 pounds, roughly 
the cargo of Whoppers and Doritos and Pabst ( remember 
to allow for the driver ) that you‟d need for a weekend of 
network baseball.  Damned practical. 

According to Richmond, the Russians have bought some 
6000,000-plus of these things.  Could 600,000 Russians 
be wrong?  “And they don‟t even have no baseball,” said 
Sonny Joe, ever the philosopher. 
 
Larry Bob: “Fun to ride.  People wave.  Women giggle.  I 
could put my pit bull in it, if I wanted to.  Haul lumber or 
gravel.  Go to a drive in.” 
 
Jimmy Lee: “An everyday convenience, „specially if you 
was poaching deer out-of-season and saw the game 
warden coming.  Lash that buck down, hit a narrow trail 
and you‟re out of there, pronto.  Hypothetically speaking, 
of course.” 
 
Sony Joe: An instant collectible.  How many other things 
can you buy and have an off-the-shelf antique?  I have a 
cousin who‟s still hanging on to a six-pack of Billy Beer, 
thinking someone‟s gonna give him enough money for it to 
retire on.” 
 
Me: “Hate to say it, but maybe them Russkies got 
something here.  Simple, sturdy, fun, handy.  Not quite the 
thing you‟d want to go Superbike racing with, or enter in 

the Baja, but, well, hell, it‟s damn handy in between.  Quite 
the conversation piece around town, too, especially at the 
VFW-like to give half of them old boys heart failure.” 
 
We still own the highways.  Handling and performance still 
count the most.  Sorry, Ivan.  Better luck next time.  But 
they‟re crowding us.  And this thing does have its place.  
There‟s room for the Dnepr/Neval in a world of Japanese 
tire-melters, just as sure as there‟s room for 45-rpm 
singles amongst compact discs.  In other words: Can you 
get Dion and the Belmonts on a CD?  Can you take the 
wife and kid camping aboard your canyon racer? 

 
Observation: What 
happens if the Soviets lay 
in a nice little V-four?  
DOHC?  Four valves –per?  
An aluminium frame?  
Fiberglass body and 
sidecar?  Other new-wave 
pieces here and there?  I 
mean, the Russkies‟ bikes 
are state-subsidized.  What 
happens if they borrow 
from their space-station 
programme? 
 
Recommendation: 
Increased government 

spending for offensive motorcycles.  And vigilance.  
Eternal vigilance. 

 
 
Americans making offensive 
motorcycles?  There’s a thing!  I 
thought this was going to be a 
road test but did they actually 
ride it?  Personally I think not. 
 

 
 
 
 
Many thanks to George Fedor for taking the trouble 
to airmail that Cycle World article from Ohio.  I‟m not 
sure I read it in the spirit you intended George but I 
found it a fascinating insight into the strange country 
you live in.  Media, magazines and marketing are 
pretty much the same thing and they‟d be laughably 
ridiculous if it wasn‟t for the trouble they cause.  For 
those of us cynical enough to view it that way, they 
can be both funny and sinister at the same time. 
 
Phil Rushworth found this….. 
 
http://heavy.com/news/2015/05/cossacks-motorcycle
-club-biker-gang-waco-texas-shootout-shooting-
members-photos-patch-video-scimitars-history-
arrests-crimes-rival-bandidos/   
 
For those of you without internet access it‟s the story 
of a mafia style shoot out between three biker gangs, 
one of whom have adopted the name Cossacks 

The Dark Side 
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 Motorcycle Club.  Presumably because they feel 
some sort of empathy with history‟s steppe dwellers. 
Is there a place for drug running, arms dealing and 
prostitution in Kazakhstan‟s traditional culture?  You 
can be certain that‟s what the gun battle in The Lone 
Star State was all about, although conspiracy 
theories abound on Youtube. 

Perhaps not so strangely the story makes a thought 
provoking comparison with Russian president 
Vladimir Putin raising a few eyebrows with his 
association with the Night 
Wolves recently,  Moscow‟s 
ruling motorcycle gang.  
Politics is only half of it, it‟s 
the money underpinning it 
which counts.  Motorcycle 
magazines make people buy 
motorcycles, an innocuous 
thing if you don‟t worry about 
what the establishment does 
with the money.  Guns and politicians however, is 
that something else? 

I‟m not sure this is an appropriate subject to be 
covered in a happy little club magazine like 
Horizontal View.  It has almost nothing to do with 
Russian motorcycles after all.  We should be grateful 
that the worst our relationship with authority gets is 
unsympathetic bureaucracy at the DVLA. 
 
On a lighter note, the really scary thing is the 
uncanny resemblance of the Night Wolves top man, 
pictured above dominating Putin himself, to Dave 
Ramsden, a man of comparable presence!  Is Dave 

still a member of the COC?  Longer served members 
of our club will remember Dave fondly as our 
secretary for some years. 

 
See what we mean?  
The dent in Dave‟s 
head was caused on 
impact with the roof of 
the UAZ jeep we were 
driving across the 
Gobi desert by the 
way. 

 
 

In Dave‟s hands is a rare find, a brand new Ural 
cylinder head for sale from an old shipping container 
serving as a shop at the Naran Tuul technical market 
in Ulaan Baatar.  Standing behind him and looking 
justifiably pleased is Tony Sansom, Mr Thirsty Horse 
himself.  Anyone interested should Google Thirsty 
Horse Mongolia and check out the website complete 
with promotional video.   
  
Most Urals in Mongolia are fitted with a factory two 
into one exhaust system like the one below.  Make 
one yourself with Mark Avis on page 21. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

How‟s it going Tony?  We haven‟t heard for a while. 

Thirsty Horse Mongolia 
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In the last issue John Chrystal showed us his beautiful 
M66 and David Cox offered to explain how it got that blue.  
You’ll be interested in this John.  Here’s David from 2003 
with part one of a long story……………….. 
 
I already have a Dnepr MT9 which has been a wonderful 
motorcycle to have, but that is an „Outfit‟ – 3 wheels – 
wide as a car, and just as heavy I think, and no good in 
traffic jams, so. 
I have been looking for another motorcycle for sometime 
now, you know what it‟s like when you have a combination 
outfit; you get stuck in traffic jams. With all the cars in 
Salisbury (Wiltshire) it is fast becoming a car park these 
days and if you don‟t catch the traffic at the right time, you 
can be there for 30 minutes or so. The poor old outfit will 
just sit there and overheat, so as you may have gathered 
the motorcycle I was looking for is a solo. I had made a 
few tentative enquiries to various people but hadn‟t made 
too much progress.  
 
Chris Smith Speedway Motorcycles (as it was then), sadly 
no more, knowing that I was looking for something had a 
phone call from a chap in Weston-Super-Mare who had 
been asked to sell a Ural for a client who was no longer 
able to ride, restore or even know what a motorcycle was. 
Unfortunately this can happen to any of us in our later 
years.  
 
Not knowing how much Russian motorcycles were worth, 
he phoned Chris Smith to find out, of course Chris gave 
him a completely honest price not having seen the 
machine for himself and thought it worth around £200, this 
was on the assumption that it was an M66 and made in 
1975 and that it was blue and in stages of some 
restoration. With that in mind he phoned me to say that he 
may have found me a bike that I could do something with, 
as this price fell right into my price bracket (cheap). 
 
I rang a nice chap called Lea who was selling the 
motorcycle the next day and said to him I believe you have 
an old Ural M66 for sale. After a few conversations about 
the motorcycle like what he wanted to sell it for, and what I 
was prepared to pay for it, I arranged to go and have a 
look at the bike. Lea must have had some spoken to 
someone as he said, “I want to make something out of this 
deal but I understand that they are not worth a round of 
drinks really”. With that, I felt that this could work. I said 
that I would be down on the weekend with the trailer and I 
will possibly buy it on seeing its condition. 

 
He then dropped a small 
spanner in the works and 
said that there was 
another engine mixed up 
with the Ural stuff but 
didn‟t say what it was, on 
hearing that I wasn‟t sure 
what I was going to find, 
so a quick phone call to a 

friend, Chris Northcote who already has a M66, and would 
know the different parts, tried to explain the differences. In 
the end I said come with me, at this suggestion Chris was 
very eager to come with me and have a look at the Ural, 
so I picked him up and away we went. 

 
When we got to the building it had one these large steel 
garage doors, one of these motorised jobs that take ages 
to rise. You tend to get that anticipation jittery feeling when 
you have to wait for something you want and you know it‟s 
on the other side and its taking along time to see it.  

 
Once the door was 
opened there stood this 
M66, looking at it for the 
first time you could see 
that it was in very good 
condition 
 
The pictures do not do 
the motorcycle real 

justice, but gives you an idea what we saw. It looked like 
the restoration of the motorcycle had been started but 
events took over the gent and this is how it has been left, 

for 8 years I believe. 
 
The rest of the motorcycle 
was in several boxes and in 
each one the parts were 
carefully wrapped in 
material and newspaper or 
placed into ice cream tubs, 
none of which were labelled 

to show what they were, or even what motorcycle they 
belonged. 
 
I found in one of the boxes carburettor parts for a Villiers 
engine, so what that fitted 
onto who knows, but later 
on I sold the carbs and 2 
air cleaners for a small 
fortune on ebay. 
 
This is the pile that 
greeted us and at first 
glance it looked, as Chris 
Northcote put it, “Old tut 
for the scrap pile” and that was the way we left it and didn‟t 
mention it again. Little did we realise at the time what was 
wrapped up in the boxes. 
 
You can see that there is part of an engine sat on the top; 
on lifting it up revealed a complete gearbox, but in pieces 
– am I any good at jigsaws I thought to myself? 

 
With a closer inspection 
of the boxes we found 
that there was another 
engine in there and it was 
not a Ural. We couldn‟t 
make out what it was at 
first but later discovered it 
was a complete engine, 
but in parts. 

 
After quite some time talking to the dealer, we managed to 
convince him that the motorcycle was not worth his now 
£500 asking price. I offered him £220 plus £30 for all the 
bits that went with it. Again he scratched his head and 
walked around a bit, then said, “what about the other bike 
that came with it”. Both Chris and I wondered what he was 

Ural M66 restoration 



11 

 talking about, and asked the obvious question, “what other 
bike”.  
 
He took us to over to this 350 Jawa leaning against some 
shelves, “that bike he said”. Looking at the bike it seemed 
in very good condition for a 1990‟s bike. What was the 
only thing that was missing – the engine – and guess 
where that was? Yes, your right, reduced to kit form and in 
the box with all the Ural parts. 
 
“How much do you want for that” I asked, “how much will 
you give me” came back.  
Not wanting a 350 Jawa anyway, especially a 2-stroke, 
those days ended many years ago, so I said it‟s not worth 
anything to me at all, then looking at Chris I said, there 
you are Chris, you can have it in your garage? Chris was 
in agreement I asked again what his price was. You could 
see it in the poor chap‟s face that he was not going to get 
any decent money from me and walked around the garage 
scratching his head again. By now you could tell he 
wanted to get both of the machines out of his workshop so 
he could work on his sport bikes, some of which were very 
nice, if you like that type of bike. 

 
Finally he 
came over 
and said “Tell 
you what; 
give me £300 
for the both 
machines he 
said”. Not 
trying to say 
yes straight 
away I turned 
my head and 

looked at Chris who was desperately trying not to give 
anything away but managed to raise the eyebrow again in 
his expressionless face. I also managed to indicate my 
agreement and said to the dealer, “Well OK but the Jawa 
is scrap value really but I‟ll take them as they are a pair”. 
We shook hands and the deal was done, I had managed 
to get both machines for £300 as well as all the bits that 
came with them. 
 
Very casually we loaded the trailer with both machines 
and all the boxes, I had only thought that I was going 
home with one not two motorcycles. Now we had an 
agreement Lea became very relieved and relaxed about 
the whole thing and it turned out that he didn‟t want them 
anyway and just needed to shift them for the best price he 
could get. He then told us that he was also given a Harley 
Tank and would make his money on that. I think he was 
happy with the price he got, although I‟m sure he wanted 
quite a lot more for them but realized he was not going to 
get it. I suspect other bikers had told him the same old 
story, Its Russian crap and worth nothing. But in the real 
world away from the sport bikes we know they are very 
good motorcycles. 
 
Having struck the deal, you may now notice a pleased 
look on Grim the younger‟s face, we had just bought a 
1990 350 Jawa for £50 with a clock reading of 4,000 km. 
The engine had literally been reduced to kit form, which 
means every nut, bolt, spring, washer and stud has been 
removed and placed in boxes, why, who knows but on 
inspecting the engine we found that the crankcase has 

been damaged quite severely, but time will tell what the 
real damage is. 
 
Having loaded the trailer, which now had a little, more 
weight on than expected we drove away, waving out of the 
window to Lea who thought he had a good deal.  
 

 
It was only 
when we got 
out of sight and 
round the 
corner both 
Chris and I 
shouted 
together - 
Yessssssss!!!!! 
Had we got a 
good deal or 
what? We 

stopped and got out to just look at what we had got 
ourselves and again let another display of completely 
childish expressions. Every few miles we had to stop and 
tighten the ropes holding the machines on the trailer, and 
each time those childish expressions kept coming out. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
David reminded me five minutes before the printing 
deadline that we’ve so far neglected the Three Magpies 
Southern Softies gathering in August.  Here’s Peter 
Ballard’s confirmation of this years details squeezed in 
anywhere…………. 
 
 
 
 
Three Magpies: approx 12 tents for 2 nights Fri 7 Th and 
Sat 8 Th August at the grand sum of £8.00 per tent per 
night. 
Attendees can endure the rain for further nights by 
arrangement with the pub when on site. 
Camp site is behind a pub which has great food. WC's and 
showers on site. 
First arrivals, please check with the pub for our section of 
the field, otherwise we are typically far right at the end. 
Usual sensible restrictions on noise and riding around 
apply. 
 
Ride out to Motor Museum on Saturday PM, http://
www.atwellwilson.org.uk/ 
http://www.threemagpies.co.uk/campsite-facilities 
http://www.threemagpies.co.uk/home 
Sells Green, Melksham, Wiltshire SN12 6RN 
01380 828389 

The Three Magpies 
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Two issues ago I thought we’d have some fun 
with a little questionnaire as a method of 
introducing ourselves, although no one else 
seemed to!   One man did however, meet Alan 
Davies………. 
 
Who Am I?  Fr Alan Davies, an old fart who has been 
riding for over 50 yrs, I was active in the club in the 
80s, but then went on to Jawas due to poverty. 
 
First Bike.  98cc James Comet, an incredible device 
with a Villiers engine and two speed gearbox with a 
handlebar mounted gear lever.   
 

I would not like to ride one 
now, because being run 
over by a truck can be 
bad for your health, but 
then, after I had just 
escaped from a brutal 
boarding school it was like 
being given a magic 
carpet. 

 
Worst Bike.  Honda 450 black bummer, the most 
unreliable bike I have ever owned, bought from new, 
it was always breaking down, it even attempted to 
saw its own top end off in half when the cam chain 
tensioner went west, to say nothing of the departing 
generator rotor that took most of the case with it.  It 
was so bad I took to leaving it in Sheffield with the 
keys in, but of course no one went near it.  With great 
relief I finally swapped it for a rather tired BSA A10, 
now of course regarded as a classic.  Magpie 
collectors are welcome to this one. 

 
Best Bike.  A dead heat between the lovely BSA A10 
that I rebuilt and modified in the 70s and the retro 
Ural I ride now, the Ural does have the advantage 
that I can see where I‟m going after dark, but as far 
as riding pleasure goes, they are about on par. 
 
Best ride.  On the Ural, a flat out ride from Kings 
Lynn to Cleethorpes, normally I am mindful of my 
licence, but on this occasion I was in a real hurry to 
get there to give my old mother the last rites, so it 

was throttle against the stop most of the way, one 
heck of a ride.  I felt rather sorry for abusing the poor 
Ural in this way, so I gave it an oil change before 
heading back.  (NB, flat out on the Ural in question 
was probably 59mph, we assume!) 
 
Worst ride.  Riding a hack B31 from London to 
Yorkshire, I had just replaced the chain with one from 
a burned out wreck, not realising that the heat had 
annealed the chain so that it kept breaking.  I walked 
several miles to a bike shop but he hadn‟t got a 
suitable chain, so I bought a box of split links and 
had to keep stopping every few miles, it seemed to 
take forever to get home. 
 
What motorcycle would the only one have to be? 
It would have to be the Retro, it would survive without 
the 650, the Jupiter, and the nasty Chinese novelty 
that now keep it company.  Apart from its weight it is 
the perfect old mans motorcycle, nice low seat so I 
can get my leg over, electric start, and the reverse 
gear helps avoid having to lug it about.  I hope to 
keep riding for some time yet.  Good riding to you all, 
Fr Alan. 
 
You own a Jupiter then Alan, how good is that? 
 
 
 
This was written a long time ago, well before 
several significant waves of investment and 
development  flooded mercifully over Irbit.  Even 
the mighty Honda under achieve sometimes!  
Louise calls this her “Brief Encounter”. 

Fellow „Horizontals‟ may wish to hear about my 
misfortunes whilst owning a Ural, albeit very briefly. 
Initially I brought a second hand beast and having 
enjoyed it so much decided to invest in a new one. 
So I went to F2 and purchased a brand spanking 
new shiny Ural. I had been assured that all the 
previous horrors associated with the bikes had been 
eliminated; most of the important parts either had 
been improved or manufactured in Europe to a much 
higher quality, with reliability and build quality 
monumentally superior. 
  
Before I start my sequence of unfortunate events, I 
must make it clear that David Angels of F2 
motorcycles was overwhelmingly supportive and 
helpful. Indeed I feel that he was equally if not more 
disappointed and frustrated with the whole situation 
as I was, after all it is the core of his business. So no 
blame attaches to him. 
  
The first alarm came after about 3000mls when the 
Speedo packed up. No problem I thought, just a new 
cable. It turned out that the drive to the gearbox had 
worn clean away. No hardened parts there then! A 
massive struggle entailed dismantling the rear end to 

Questionnaire 

Poor Louise 
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 get to the gearbox. Back on the road, these things 
sometime happen, (don‟t they?), just a slight sound 
of jingling in my ears. 
  
The second event happened when I began to detect 
that the engine was sounding unusually noisy. After 
consulting with David it was decided that it would be 
prudent to trail it up to F2 for inspection. So I had to 
hire a car trailer and ask/persuade a chum to drive 
me the 100miles to F2. Apparently the bearings had 
disintegrated. They were still using old Russian parts 
having said that only German bearings were now in 
the new bikes. Despite having the repair covered by 
an extended warranty, the alarm bells were by now 
clanging away inside my head. 
  
It took me some time to get my confidence and trust 
back on the reliability of the Ural, so it proved to be 
the last straw when the bike suddenly lost 
compression. Another hire trailer, another 100mile 
trip and another return to F2. This time the rockers 
had broken! Any confidence in a reliable bike had 
now been shattered. The alarm bells having rung 
themselves off their headstocks had now fallen 
through the roof and were in tatters on the floor. To 
cut a long story short, I no longer own a Ural. To say 
I am bitterly disappointed would be an 
understatement. Perhaps my expectations were too 
high, but I did expect that the bike would survive 
10,000miles without major even catastrophic failure, 
or was I just a little naive? Nevertheless, despite my 
unhappy experiences, I did enjoy riding it. It gave me 
tremendous pleasure and I have met marvellous 
people, particularly the Cossack crowd. In my opinion 
the concept of a classically styled three-wheeler is 
great and I do believe that there is a huge market out 
there for it. However if Ural is ever to succeed in 
what is a very competitive market both technically 
and financially, it really does need to raise it‟s game 
dramatically and also shaken by the „short and 
curlies‟. 
  
In the long term my brief encounter with the Ural was 
worthwhile and I don‟t regret the experience. The 
Ural was a splendid  introduction to the delights of 3 
wheels. I intend to continue in this vein, and have 
ordered a 3 wheel Morgan. 
  
Best wishes to all, Louise Ward. 

 
 
Is Tarka still 
with us? 
 
 
Does he still 
own his 
Viatka? 
 
 
 

 
 
 
Check out www.theadventurists.com/ice-run and get 
blown away by how far out these people are.  The 
heading to their explanation reads  
You, a crap antique Russian motorcycle and the 
deepest lake in the world 

The website has a near four minute video which can 
only be described as breathtaking.  It‟s of the 2015 
event and publicises signing up for the 2016 bash.  
Anyone who thinks about going is nuts and anyone 
who actually does it must be completely unimpaired 
by common sense.  If you don‟t have internet access, 
get it, you must watch this video. 

For Ural sidecar lovers it‟s absolute vindication that 
there is no other motorcycle for that ultimate 
expedition.  These are bought locally second hand, 
Russian bikes at home in Russia, in their natural 
habitat.  Wow! 

The Ice Run 
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My name is Nick Tucker, and having totted it up, I 
find to my surprise that I have been riding mo‟ bikes 
these past forty years. I have owned our family 1996 
Dnepr MT11 since 1998. Back along I was a club 
member, but lapsed when we moved to New Zealand 
nine and a half years ago. Now, we are back. 
 
The first time I ever saw a Cossack was in the mid-
1970s when I rode my first bike – a Fantic Ti six 
speed super moped from St Austell up to Liskeard to 
the local dealer who was mostly engaged in shifting 
Zetor tractors, but was moving on the odd Cossack 
outfit. Fifties bike for a fifties price, they said. Didn‟t 
pursue it any further, but it stuck in my mind. Fast 
forwarding to the late nineties, I was wanting to get 
rid of my Reliant Scimitar in favour of something that 
might be fun to shift the kids about. I saw an advert 
for a two year old Dnepr. I thought the bloke might do 
a swap, but he was not keen, and wouldn‟t suggest a 
price he might be happy with. Just to get him moving, 
I suggested £100. Oh no, I couldn‟t take that little, 
how about £200? Done, and done, rushed over to 
collect it in a hire van. It had 468km on the clock, and 
already amongst things a new mechanical regulator 
replacing the original electronic one.  

The list of teething troubles had clearly taken the 
gloss off ownership, so I became owner of a barely 
used Neval Dnepr MT11. Cleaning out the carbs and 
charging the battery got it going, and an interesting 
ten mile ride, punctuated by cries and signals of 
goodwill and encouragement from my fellow 
motorists installed in me the rudiments of outfit 
piloting. 
 
I used it to take the children to school. They liked it, 
but one of my nuttier neighbours would run out and 
shout “that‟s illegal what you are doing, I‟ll call the 
police”. If he did, the Old Bill took no notice of him 
either. Oddly enough, I used to get the same thing 
from an old bat in Stoke on Trent, about taking the 
Missus to ante-natal classes on our MZ – nice long 
dual seat to accommodate the bump. Still the police 

did nothing. 
 
We moved to Coventry, and the folk in the 
mechanical engineering workshop at my work were 
really helpful. The tendency of the gudgeon pin on 
one side to walk out through side of the piston, and 
score the barrel was cured by sending the con-rod to 
Oselli to get it straightened. ( Did you read this Phil?) 
Coming home from work one night, and it stopped 
dead. Deader than a flat hat. A passing chop rider 
helped me push it over the hill to our house. Turned 
out the contact breaker unit had fallen to bits. I fitted 
a Boyer-Bransden to replace it. What a revelation! 
Sparks at the same time on every power stroke. 
Notes written by Peter Ballard were invaluable to 
assist with installation and set-up.  

I collected some DNFs in long distance trials with the 
Motor Cycle Club, and went to the Dragon Rally on it 
to meet the other hardy souls. Then came the great 
notion of moving to New Zealand. Work sprung for a 
container, and the outfit was steam cleaned and 
stuffed into it. 
 
New Zealand is a friendly country with great roads, 
friendly people and only two crimes – speeding and 
murder. If there are no murderers to catch, it is all 
hands to catching speeders on the lovely empty 
roads and their blanket 100km/hr speed limit. I never 
actually managed to get a ticket of the Dnepr – a 
shame because it would have been more like an 
achievement certificate. 
 
Dnepr spares are in short supply in the far south, so 
everything has to be imported from Europe. Despite 
this, I thought to do a ground up re-build. Bits were 
ordered and eventually arrived, and I stripped the 
engine to a bare case, and built back up again with 
my lovely new parts. Somehow, it was difficult to get 
the valve timing right after the rebuild. I did a whole 
50km, before it became evident that I had fitted a soft 
cam follower. Despite being soft, the wretched thing 
ate my nice new nitrided camshaft, and no doubt 
spread shrapnel all through the engine. Sigh. The 
supplier declined to take any responsibility for his 
dud bits. Ah well. It gave me the opportunity to sort 

Nick Tucker’s page 
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out an interesting noise from the bevel box, and to 
see why the cardan shaft had been wobbling up and 
down ever since I bought it. 
 
The support bearing for the cardan shaft came out in 
about 300 bits, and the crown wheel and pinion were 
beyond further service. I got a new shaft shipped in 
from David Angel. It turned out not to be any better 
than my other one. David was a model of good 
professional service in sorting this out, and I 
eventually got the UJ rebuilt by a local expert. All this 
occurred over about two years, but we did have the 
earthquakes to deal with.  By this time, I was thinking 
that it was time to let somebody else have the 
pleasure of ownership. My first eager punter thought 
it was a bit tatty looking (true, but about a third of the 
price of a cosmetically good one). So I thought a 
cosmetic tidy up would be a good idea. Oh, and to fix 
the seized front fork. The fork had seized because 
one leg had never had any oil in it!  So, on the down 
side, quality control in the Ukraine - not so good.  On 
the up side, a good design, because freeing it off, 
and putting new oil in, and it seems to be working 
fine… 
 
I set to with a wire brush to get the worst of the rust 
off the chair before slobbering some epoxy paint on. 
Unfortunately the brush went through floor of the 
chair. Bugger.  A local firm bent up and spot welded 
a new floor in, and a pal TIG welded up the seams, 
and the other rust holes that became apparent after 
all the original powder coating had been caustic 
stripped. 
 
Elite Powder coating in Christchurch did a lovely job 
on coating the mudguards, the tank and the chair in 
Clough Caution Yellow over a primer coat. 
Now, of course it is far too good to be sold. And my 
two eldest daughters had moved back to Blighty, so 
in the interest of getting the whole family back on 
one island, we have moved back to the UK – Lincoln 
to be precise, and we look forward to renewing our 
friendship with the UK biking community and in 
particular of our fellow SovBlock superbike 
owners…   
 
Cheers, Nick 

Did you know that this pretty little thing was made by 
KMZ in Kiev after the whole Wanderer factory was 
shipped, lock stock and barrel there from Chemnitz 
after The Great Patriotic war?  If you‟d been to the 
museum in Vladivostok you would. 

Especially for Robert Hoffman we have this very blue 
TIZ AM600, a copy of a prewar BSA.   

 
 
Robert displayed 
his on our stand at 
the Stafford show 
one year.   
 
Left is a Red Army 
dispatch rider on 
manoeuvers in 
1939 wondering 
where on earth he 
is, on exactly the 
same thing. 
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There‟s no real excuse for this picture in a 
Cossack Owner‟s Club magazine, but what can 
you say other than “Stunning!” 
 

This piece, displayed by the Rushworth 
Experience, embodies a great part of the 
spectrum of human emotion in a mechanical 
sense, achieved in spite of its initially apparent 
simplicity. 

The sign in the background reads Alabama, is 
this way down south? 

John Harrop made this for 
Lovely Hazel, even going 
so far as to enquire what 
her favourite colour was, 
bless him. 
 
A cool way of smuggling 
engine bits inside the 
house?  I‟d never have 
thought of that! 
 

The following mysteries are a competition.  
Anyone who can identify the Russian bits 
pictured incomprehensively might be awarded a 
prize.   

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Tony took the pictures so we hope he can 
remember what they are.  About the other 
competition he says…………….. 
 
Sometime ago we mentioned about designing a 
new logo for the Club. The current one is a Ural 
logo and fine though it is we do represent a 
wider range of bikes. How about throwing it 
open to members to submit a new logo.  We 
agreed that the prize would be one years 
membership. Photos to be judged by the 
committee possibly with Peter having the final 
say. 
 
Now if that isn‟t an invitation to get artistic I don‟t 
know what would be.  We also need a flyer to 
advertise the up and coming Red Star Rally 
which is turning out to be Tony‟s responsibility to 
organise whether he wanted it that way or not. 
 
Mobilise your grandchildren‟s artistic flair, rip 
something off the internet, eat cheese for supper 
and dream something, anything could lead to 
inspiration, and the satisfaction of “I did that”. 

Art 
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Long time members will know all about this but 
those of us who‟ve joined the club in the last 
three years will need to know that the Red Star 
Rally is the East European motorcycle event to 
be at.  It happens every four years and is 
organised by one of the three British based East 
European motorcycle clubs. The next one is a 
Cossack Owner‟s Club responsibility which 
means lots of work for Tony Jones.  On page 4 
of this magazine you can read about ways you 
can help, mostly through simply exercising your 
imagination. 
 
The Dutch keep in touch and usually ride over in 
strength with the beer they can‟t fit in their 
sidecars towed on a trailer.  Quite a few 
foreigners are friends with the MZ riders and the 
Jawa/CZ club, turning the rally into a truly 
international event. 

Robert Hoffman rode this Junak from Holland to 
Market Harborough and back to the ferry again 
using a bag full of batteries instead of a charging 
system.  

How often do we see Junaks in the UK? 

These two outfits were ridden in by the Owen 

brothers, Trevor‟s Jupiter 3 making it all the way 
from Hertfordshire!  The K750 Dnepr was 
restored in Poland by Old Timer Garage I think 
and looked a peach. 

Professor Phil Whitney‟s beautifully original M63 
made it too as did Peter Wright‟s less than shiny 
Dnepr.  Such is the importance of the Red Star 
that despite owning something like a hundred 
Russian motorcycles, Peter hardly ever rides 
one to rallies, but here it was. 

Chinese machinery was represented too, not 
just those 125s you can buy for £3.28 but the 
miraculous CJ750, seen above left 
mischievously wearing BMW badges and right, 
registered in Holland and also ridden over. 
 
If you only ever get to one East European 
motorcycle rally, make it this one.  Scribble July 
15th-17th 2016 in your diary now.  You don‟t 
even have to camp! 

Red Star Rally 
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In Comrade Carl’s personal interpretation of written 
English is April’s Stafford show report, left intact 
because if you know him, it makes perfect sense. 
 
This was our best show to date as we had a stand 
which had a full variety of bikes which our club 
represents from utilitarian to the exotic,125cc to 
750cc.  For the first time two strokes outnumbered 
the big twins with there being six on display from a 
1951 Minsk to 1978 Planeta Sport, these generated 
a lot of interest & questions as we are associated 
with the big Urals only.  A rough & ready Planeta 2 & 
Minsk M1A (supplied by father & son) brought a lot of  
interest as they told of their hopes to get them totally 
restored, as John had done with his Planeta sport 
which looked a treat in its red livery.  Even Tony is 
hooked as he brought down a 1950s Polish WSK 
150 (version of a Bantam) which is rare over here.   

At either ends of Gina's regalia table stood the 
Voskhod 175 & Jupiter 3.  At the other end of the 
spectrum was the big bikes with the synonymous 
Ural outfit & the M63 Ural which everyone knows & 
likes to talk about & have owned or are looking too.  
The two stars on our stand had to be the Soviet 
knight which had been totally restored to nearly 
concours condition which shone out like a beacon & 
shows what can be achieved if you put your heart to 
it & the extremely rare 1990s Ural Voyager 720cc 
Chopper of which only 250 were ever built & this one 
with only 200kms on the clock was in total original 
showroom condition. 
 
Its history was that it owned by a Russian mafia 
person who only used it to travel round his English 
estate on nice days & then one day just vanished.  
His assets were seized to pay debts & that is how the 
bike was acquired.   
 
The weekend ran as usual with good company, beer, 
BBQ & laughter.  The weather even played ball with 
glorious sunshine & no gales or torrential rain.  The 
fumigator kept the atmosphere jovial & warm even 

when John's grandson failed to keep it fed & caused 
a wonderful smoke screen the envy of any battleship.   

The show its self was interesting as it keeps getting 
bigger with the knew cavalcade & a restoration show 
with Pete Thorne the bloke who helps Henry Cole 
build bikes on the Motorbike show (itv4), also around 
was James May & Richard Hammond who came on 
a BMW bike (copy of a Ural?) from Top Gear who 
were selling some bikes at the auction & were there 
all weekend.  I think Hammond came to our stand for 
some info on his Russian two stroke (just think we 
might get his bike on the stand).  Paul got a photo of 
his children with them.  Some prices in the 
autojumble are silly & there seems to be more built 
bikes for sale than spares but if you root bargains 
can still be found.   
 
This show is the premier classic show & it is great we 
are involved for our clubs future evolvement as we 
can show our pride & joys which in time are 
becoming real classics in their own niche area & we 
can involve a younger generation to carry on when 
we shuffle off, so our bikes will carry on like other 
classics.  Just think who thought Jap bikes would be 
so sought after now?    

Bikes supplied by Tony Jones, WSK 150,  Mike Luyt, 
Minsk M1A,  Tony Luyt, Planeta 2,  John Harrop, 
Planeta Sport,  Matt Woodward, Voskhod 175,  

Stafford Classic Show 
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 Comrade Carl, Jupiter 3,  Phil Witney, M63,  Gary 
Carrol, Soviet Knight,  Ian Taylor, Voyager,  Paul 
Greensmith, Dalesman combo.    
    Thanks from Comrade Carl. 

Next show:Donnington classic bike club show 8 & 9 
August. This show is a mixture of a classic racing 
weekend, run by the CRMC & a classic motorbike 
club show run by the VJMC which is only open to 
bike clubs.  If you display your treasure you are 
entitled to free camping & two passes for access all 
areas on site. (so you can watch all the racing, about 
50 races all together)  
 
There is a parade of 5 laps for bikes on display, in 
two sections Japanese first then the rest later on. 

The show is open sat 10am-5pm, sun 10am-4pm.  
Racing starts friday10am?-Sunday 6pm.                                   
Access for displayers is from Friday.                                     
If interested call me Comrade Carl on 01253 720327. 
         
 
 
In the last issue you might remember Paul Duffitt 
introduced himself and his rural home in Wales.  
Impressed, Peter Barker fancied his suggestion that 
it might be a spectacular venue for a camping 
weekend and asked this…………... 
 
I was interested in the guy who lives on a 
smallholding in Wales and who seemed to be inviting 
us to have a bit of a get-together on his land.  
  
I thought we might suggest to him that a few of us 
come and camp on his land for a weekend in 
summer.  We might do this in the spirit of WOOFING 
(Workers On Organic Farms).  So we ask him  to put 
together a few tasks that he needs doing (painting 
walls; repairing fences; feeding the chickens etc) that 
we could help him with.  It would avoid those 
inevitable longueurs that you get at the traditional 
rally; would keep us all busy; give us an appetite; and 
help him.  It sounds pretty remote so there may not 
be a lot else to do! 
  
Cally and I came back from Pembrokeshire over the 
Cambrian mountains a couple of years ago in the 
combo.  Magnificent country.  But I'd have to contact 
him first to see if he is up for it.  We could make it 
invite only for the first year maybe while we size it up. 
  
Cheers, Peter. 
 
To which Paul replied……………. 
 
Hi, just read the message, sounds like a great idea to 
me. People don‟t have to do jobs if they don‟t want to 
but if they are  keen there‟s always something that 
needs doing. 
  
Anyone can come and stay anytime so long as they 
let me know in advance. The only problem at the 
moment is lack of a toilet! I use bucket and chuck it 
sanitation as I haven‟t sorted the water system to the 
house. I‟d like to finish this and whitewash some of 
the buildings, clear some ditches etc,  but what would 
be a great project would be to build an outside 
wooden eco loo/ composting toilet. A dry toilet with 
attached outside tap for people to camp. I‟ve no 
tractor or quad so have to do many things by 
handraulic methods. There‟s a place to leave refuge 
a couple of miles away for the fortnightly collection 
(weather permitting). 
  
I could really do with help to get my 1972 IMZ M66 
which I‟ve just bought, going. 
  

Woofing 
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On this orbit John tells me he’s sold his water cooled 
Ural and his other Ural solo, but you haven’t missed 
the opportunity to water cool your own Ural because 
he has another full kit of parts he might sell you. 

He’s been so busy he’s exceeding the available 
space per issue to record his exploits but squashed 
into this vicinity you’ll see he’s finished his 250 
Planeta Sport and is pressing ahead with his Ural 
commercial trike. 

Nice workshop!  Compare the picture below with the 
same bike in the last issue and those of its guts 
above.  That’s striped, rebuilt, polished and painted 
in between issues.  The joys of retirement!  We 
expect the three wheeled truck to be delivering beer 
to the next rally although I can’t see how he’s going 
to get it up the balcony at Stafford for the October 
show. 

Planet John Harrop There are two cracking pubs in the village, Llanddewi 
brefi  just 6 miles down the road, the New Inn and the 
Foelallt Arms. The locals are very laid back, see the 
entry for the Rough Guide to Wales for the village. 
There has been a murder in the mountains 1982, the 
largest drug raid ever in Britain, google operation 
Julie. We have a medieval manuscript called the 
Book of the  Anchorite of Llanddewi brefi ( it‟s in the 
Bodlian library Oxford. Films and Tv series have 
been filmed here, we‟ve had festivals, raves, trotting/
harness races. 
  
In the late sixties Paul McCartney , John Lennon, 
Jimi Hendrix all came to escape the limelight and 
allegedly get “supplies” from David Litvinoff, an ex 
film crew member on the run from the Krays. Eric 
Clapton lived here for a while and Van Morrison‟s 
drummer suggested the name for the village in Little 
Britain. The first ever reference to St David is in the 
church a 7th century inscribed stone. The name 
means the consecrated enclosure (Llan) where a 
church was eventually built of David (Dewi) by the 
bellowing/roaring river (Brefi (Afon)).  I‟ll tell you 
about the great Ox next time or when I see you, 
ponder this; 
  
Llanddewi brefi fraith 
Lle brefodd yr ychen naw gwaith 
Nes hollti craig y foelallt 
  
As I work in the local secondary school part time a 
date during the 6 week school holidays would be 
great.  Please pass this on to anyone who would be 
interested and give them my E-mail. 
  
The village is fantastic and there are a lot of bon 
viveurs. I guarantee a good time will be had by all. 
  
Diolch yn fawr, hwyl.  Cheers, Welsh Paul. 
 
Paul’s email is P.DUFFITT@tregaron.ceredigion.sch.uk 
We could have something wonderful here. 
Google translating the Welsh poem, if that’s what it 
is, tells us…………. 

“Llanddewi brefi spotted.  Where brefodd the oxen 

nine times.  Until the rock split Foelallt”   Oh I see. (?) 

 

This is a PMZA 750. 

Apparently only two of 
these exist in the west 
and one of them came 
up for auction with 
Bonham’s at the 

Stafford show.  It failed to reach its £12,000 reserve. 
Tony Jones made us turn out our pockets desperate 
to try to save it for the club but we’d brought £32.98 

collectively, oh well. 
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As well as exploring the fringes of common 
sense, because they’re there, by installing the 
wrong engines in his motorcycles, Mark Avis 
does practical things too.  Here’s his description 
of making a very sensible two into one exhaust 
system for a Ural, left exactly as he wrote it in 
case some tiny detail is important for someone 
following his directions. 
 

I made a 2-1 exhaust 
for my Ural M63 just 
using the two standard 
downpipes. The type 
„M63‟ is significant, as 
the bike has no oil filter 
under the points 
housing, which gives a 
little more room to 
cross the pipe over. 
However, I think this 
method may still work 
for M66 and later, and 
probably for the Dnepr 
too. I wanted to move the exhaust to the right as I 
intend to fit a British LH chair, and needed the room 
to make new fittings. This technique should work for 
a system on the left as well; the side which retains 
the silencer remains more-or-less as standard, with 
only a small modification. 

I took the redundant silencer off, but left that 
downpipe in place. Imagine (but don‟t do it yet!) now 
cutting that pipe straight through, half way around the 
bend so that the open end now faces vertically 
downwards. If we were now to rotate that pipe 
through 90 degrees „inwards‟, then the open end 
would point straight across the front of the engine. 
This would not be very useful, since it would be 
pointing into space rather that at the other downpipe, 
with which we would like to intersect. However, it 
would only miss by a little…what if we cut it through 
rather more that half-way around the bend, and 
rotated it rather less than 90 degrees? 

Perhaps you can see that in this way, we might 
arrange the open end of the cut pipe so that it points 
towards an intersection with the (so-far unmodified) 
uncut pipe, a little in front of the pipe clamp which 
holds it to the frame. If our cut is straight-through the 
pipe (meaning that the cut end is circular, and not 
elliptical) then a piece of straight pipe welded to that 
cut end would join on nice and smoothly without a 
kink, and would point in just the direction we were 
hoping for. 

Luckily, we have just such a piece of straight pipe; 
the other end of the pipe we just cut off! Yet more 
luckily, this straight pipe has something useful on the 
end of it; a curve (the balance of our 180 degree 

bend, something more than half of which remains in 
situ) which turns out to be just what we need to 
achieve an elegant „blend‟ into the as-yet unmodified 
„other‟ pipe. Those curves still add up to 180 
degrees, which we still need – but in a rather 
different arrangement to the way they were employed 
originally. 

To achieve this blend, we need to cut or grind the 
side of the curved section away. We want to grind off 
slightly more than half the „side‟ of the pipe, and to do 
so using a „flat‟ cut (a large abrasive belt or grinding 
disk works well) so that the pipe curves up and out of 
the plane of the cut. In other words, if we were 
working on a horizontal abrasive belt running across 
the bench away from us, we might hold the pipe 
offcut so that the curved end is down-most and 
pointing away from us with imaginary exhaust gas 
emerging horizontally, with the straight part pointed 
up at an angle towards our chest, but not „rolled over‟ 
to the left or to the right. We then start to grind the 
side of the curved end away, doing our best not to 
rock the pipe left or right, front or back, as the cut 
progresses. 

If we do it right, then the new cut should sit nicely on 
top of the unmodified pipe. The fit will be a little 
approximate, as we can‟t make two pieces of pipe fit 
one inside the other where they share the same 
diameter! However, if we grind away a little more 
than half, the error is quite small. On placing the new 
piece in situ I found that the straight part was a little 
longer than that needed to meet up with the open 
end of the pipe which we left poking out into space, 
so we can trim a little off. It‟s important to remember 
at this point that it‟s easy to cut a little off and not 
easy to add anything back on, so cutting it long and 
then easing it off gently using an abrasive belt or 
wheel works well, and makes it easier to keep your 
ends really clean and true. 

At this point we might use a few scraps of wood and 
a pair of jubilee clips as splints to hold the thing 
together (or borrow another pair of hands), so we can 
draw around the shape on the hitherto unmodified 
pipe where the two pipes meet. We have to make a 
hole – more like a slot – inside this shape, to admit 
the gasses from our new pipe into the other half of 
the system. I chain-drilled a lot of small holes just 
inside this perimeter and punched between them with 
a sharp chisel-edge punch; this wasn‟t as pretty as 
the result I might have achieved using the milling 
machine and slot-drill I didn‟t have, but there you go. 

I have a small MIG welding set at home, so the next 
step comprised my usual „quick, get a blob on while 
everything lines up‟ school of fabrication. If you‟re 
worried about burning through the tube with a stick 
set, you may still be able to tack everything in place 
and get someone else to finish it for you with gas, 
MIG or TIG. If you have no welding equipment, you 
may be able to mark it up carefully – if everything is a 
good fit – and then take it somewhere for welding, or 
perhaps even try holding it together with splints, 

Two into one 
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jubilee clips and hot glue on your way to a mate‟s 
house with facilities. I often use weld as filler much 
more generously than I might if my cutting were more 
accurate, so I was lucky to be able to weld much of it 
in-situ. The finished assembly is slightly springy so a 
small misalignment while welding it up off the bike 
will be OK, but if too much force is required to get 
your pipes into the heads you will stress your welds 
and maybe cause the thing to split after some time 
being subjected to normal engine vibes. 

Here‟s a picture of how mine came out. I‟m pleased 
with it, though as usual I‟ve not been able to find any 
„heat resisting‟ paint worthy of the name. If you‟re 
suspecting that I may have tidied up the welds 
considerably with the belt linisher and angle grinder, 
you‟d be right. 

I have some second-hand stainless pipes with which 
I might try to make a replica system, and I‟ve just 
bought some stainless MIG wire; I need to practice 
on some scrap and see how I get on with „Argoshield 
light‟ as opposed to the recommended pure Argon, 
as this is all the gas I have. If anyone reading this 
can advise, I‟d welcome it – when the MIG (and, oh 
the shame, stick) gear comes out at work it‟s a 
standing joke that I am the most highly qualified 
welder present, but how painfully it shows that not 
one of those qualifications is in welding! 

Cheers, Mark Avis, Manchester 

mark.avis.at.home@gmail.com 
 

 

 

 

 

 

This eclectic mix of Ural parts sold on ebay several 
years ago with a carbon fibre end can on a proper 
factory two into one.  It made a lovely noise. 

 
 
 
Tucked away in the awkward corners of this issue 
are pictures of some of the exhibits to be found in the 
museum of automotive history in Vladivostok.  A bit 
of a bitch to get to so you‟ll have to make do with 
looking at www.automotomuseum.vl.ru featuring a 
display of captured German and Japanese 
motorcycles from The Great Patriotic war.  I know 
some of us might be keenly interested in that. 

Not only that, this is exactly the sort of reference 
material we‟re going to need to convince DVLA that 
the motorcycles we‟re attempting to register were 
once more common than BSA Bantams, just not 
here.  The museum‟s website has histories translated 
into English, badly but good enough, and dates 
which although vague must add credibility to any age 
related registration application.  The above evidence 
that VKD sold thousands of Voskhod 3M models will 
be off to Swansea when I get round to registering 
mine. 

Above is the 
legendary Red 
October and left  
a very pretty 
IZH 350 which 
the museum 
can tell you is 
one of 126267 
made, by 1951! 

Vladivostok 
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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 
£20.00 to £21.50   

These are normally on an 
order basis. 

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  

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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