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A common mistake that 
people make when trying to 

design something 
completely foolproof is to 

underestimate the ingenuity 
of complete fools. 
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Our quote for this issue is from Douglas Adams, 
environmentalist, conservationist, committed 
atheist and famous as the author of The Hitch 
Hiker’s Guide To The Galaxy and much more 
during a prolific writing career. 
 
He embraced technology and was the first 
person in Europe to buy a Mac apparently.  I’m 
not sure he had the environmental catastrophe 
modern marketing is in mind when he thought of 
the quote but having had to cope with 
manufacturing’s attempts to achieve “foolproof”, 
I think it applies here, or at least on page 19. 
 
“Turn the wheel slowly to the left Mr President, 
you’re driving 
on the 
pavement.” 
 
What was 
actually said 
will remain a 
mystery of 
course but from 
this following 
picture you can see our world leaders eventually 
figured out a way to work together in harmony. 
 
Pictured in our favourite colour is I think an IZH 
350, the 49’s older brother. 

This is a Riga 16 bicycle manufactured in Latvia, 
but that’s not the clever bit.  It’s fitted with the 
lovely little aluminium jewel featured overleaf 
which is a D4 45cc engine made in Leningrad in 
1958.  In favourable conditions, like a stiff 
tailwind this little powerhouse could push a 
bicycle along at 25mph!  The engines were sold 
as kits to be fitted at home by anyone to 
anything.  We had one on our stand at Stafford 
once.  Robert Hoffman brought it. 

 
David Jones, Poole, Dorset. 
Mark Broadhurst, Doncaster. S. Yorks. 
John Theron, Epsom Downs. 
Bart Warrender, Stoke-on-Trent. Staffs. 
Clive Graham, Srawley, West Sussex. 
Raphael Moroney, Cowley. Oxon. 
Dave Howe, Crawley, West Sussex. 
Simon Knight, East Sussex. 
Csaba Palotas, Swindon Wilts. 
Chris Kinsey, Winchester Hants. 
Stewart Arthur, Groombridge Kent. 
Jayne McCreadie-Taylor, Honiton Devon. 
Callum Scott, Airth, Falkirk. 
Wojciech Lewandowski, High wycombe Bucks. 
Richard Willings, Hardingham, Norfolk. 
Ian Hortley, Caernarfon, Gwynedd. 
 
 
 
There will be an AGM this year, because it’s a 
legal requirement.  It will be on Saturday 20th 
August at  a venue still to be announced 
somewhere in the middle of the country.  Usually 
this is a campsite and we’ll be camped for the 
whole weekend, arriving on Friday 19th and 
leaving on Sunday.  Usually we make a rally of it 
with a ride out and social gatherings in the 
evenings.  If you know of a nice friendly (cheap) 
campsite with bearable facilities, a nearby pub, 
hard standing for bikes and soft grass for tents, 
and beautiful scenery, email either Tony Jones or 
Paul Codling from the Politburo below. 

A warm welcome to….. 

AGM 
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Hi Peeps, 
For those of you bored witless by the winter wind 
and rain:-  Google 'is my car taxed?' 
Enter your bikes registration number and make. 
Now do the same with the previous or next 
number.  As in mine is L250ABC  NEVAL 
so I tried L251ABC NEVAL and got another one. 
Altogether I got 9 Nevals in consecutive 
numbers. 
 
What is interesting is the data gives you 2 or 3 
wheels so you can check if your bike was 
originally an outfit.....or vice versa.  Out of the 
nine in our bikes batch only two were 3 
wheelers.  6 were black and there was a green, 
grey and maroon. Tax needed renewing in 1994 
for two, '95,97, 99,  2010, 2011 and two are 
SORN'd. 
 
So one may deduce there are only 2 out of 9  on 
record as vaguely visible.  So if you find a basket 
case Neval 1993 and it is grey, it is quite likely 
the one and only grey 3 wheeler and as the 
DVLA has kindly given you the VRM you may 
well be able to cross the PJB palm with Silver or 
Stainless and he might consult the data base 
and give you its  correct details such as engine 
number. That way you can sift through the usual 
half dozen engine crankcases that usually come 
with basket cases and actually rebuild the 
original one for your bike- this probably works 
with frames as well.  Nurse says its time to up 
the medication. 
 
This may be of interest to members searching 
for VRM info, and like reading between lines. 
Our campervan previous owner contacted us 
asking what our camper was doing back on the 
isle of Wight and it turned out it was not ours [ it 
is parked outside!] but one with one digit 
different on the VRM- number plate. 
 
Just for the curiosity I entered the number on the 
'Is it taxed'.gov website as all you have to do is 
enter VRM and make.  Lo and behold an 
identical camper make type colour engine size 
etc. So just for the fun I entered 12 more as in 
VRM ABC123 to ABC135 which gave me 12 
1988 campervans with one only scrapped, one 
SORN, 3 run out of tax 2003/5/9. 
The other 8 in all T&T. Thus it is evident that 
importers use block VRMs. 

and if you have a near number for your bike [on 
the hardly readable overpainted rear plate with 
no papers] you can search either sides as the 
only other info you need is make- as in NEVAL, 
URAL, COSSACK etc.  It could be fun to search 
either side of say a pals NEVAL VRM to see 
what vehicles are still T&T etc or about to 
disappear forever off the DVLA having not been 
taxed for 20+ years but not SORN'd. 
Rear Guards,  Bahnstormer. 
 
Keep taking that medication Graham!  Doggedly 
determined detective work like this must take 
some imagination. 
 
 

 

 

Three or four miles away from our house here in 
Loddon is Wardley Hill Campsite.  It’s in the 
middle of nowhere and likely to be pitch black or 
ablaze in starlight when the sun sets.  The 
advertising promises “Unregimented and relaxed 
car free camping.” and invites the fortunate to 
“Come and cremate a sausage by the fire.” 
 
In lush green countryside the camping field is 
separate from the car park and requires some 
planning to ensure you don’t run out of milk.  A 
farm just a short ride away will sell you raw, 
unpasturised milk from a vending machine. 
 
There’s a free gas powered shower, two 
composting toilets and a shepherd’s hut with a 
wood burner.  Fire drums made of old washing 
machines are available and a night there is £6 
per person even if your tent is palatial.  Camper 
vans are welcome but by that we mean VW 
classics. Winnibagos might get frowned upon. 
Check out www.wardleyhillcampsite.com 
 
Lovely Hazel and your editor will be camped 
there over the weekend of June 25th/26th and 
anyone is welcome to join us, for the camping 
and a gentle rumble round the pastoral beauty of 
the Waveney valley as well. 
 
We might do it again next year when it might be 
Norfolk ‘n’ better! 
 
Look out for Andrew Kinnear, experimental club 
logo inventor and 
commercial graphic 
designer, in the next 
issue of Horizontal 
View. 

Bahnstorming 

Norfolk ‘n’ Good 



4 

  

All we have pictured of the mutant above is its 
Ural engine, crankshaft driven supercharger with 
ducting made of domestic plumbing and belt to 
chain transmission across the top.  Oh, and what 
looks like nitrous oxide injection although we 
hope it isn’t. 
 
Whatever it is has rear monoshock suspension 
but the geometry looks highly unusual.  
Goodness knows what’s on the sharp end but 
we know it goes that way because the seat 
faces forward, presumably. 
 
The petrol (nitromethane/methanol mix?) tank 
looks mercifully small.  Why, not what, is it? 

美丽的眼睛 
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Stafford Classic Bike show is at Staffordshire Country Showground, Stafford On April 23rd 
and 24th. 
Donnington Park Classic Racing Weekend is on August 6th and 7th. 
Stafford Motorcycle Mechanics Show is at Stafford County Showground on October 15th and 
16th.  Comrade Carl is organising our stand as usual at these events.  If you’d like to display 
your bike and experience the shows from a new perspective, as well as get in free, contact Carl on   
01253 720327 or at comradecarl@tiscali.co.uk 
 
Hedingham Sidecar Owners Club would like to invite Cossack members & friends to the 
following event.  Day meet at 'Jacks Hill' transport cafe on Sunday May 15th 2016. Located on 
the A5 Watling street near Towcester, close to junction with A43, postcode NN12 8ET.  Awards for 
best combo & trike etc.  More info from Dave Greenwood on 016285 28866 or email 
davidjgreenwood@hotmail.co.uk 
 
6

th
 Chichester College Bike Show  19th June 2016 09.00 -15.00 hrs.  Peter Scott is organising 

this, he says………….. 
 
Hi there, The 6

th
 Chichester College Bike Show will be taking place on Sunday 19

th
 June between 

0900 and 1500 hrs at Chichester College, West Sussex. The event is free for the public to attend 
and is now the largest motorcycling event taking place in West Sussex. Could you please put our 
Show in your Club events list and hopefully some of your members may wish to have a Club stand 
at the Show or enter into the Custom, Classic & Concours Show.  Further details at 
https:chichester.ac.unode/5815 
or bikeshow@chichester.ac.uk, thanks Scottie. 
 
Entry forms are available from Peter if you’d like 

to enter the following competitions. Rat (Worst) 

Bike; Best Modified; Best Performance; Best 

Original Japanese; Best Scooter; Best Paint; Best 

American; Best Trike;  Best British; Best Off-

Roader; Best Custom and Best European, and a 

trophy for the overall Best in Show.  Not only that, 

he has entry forms for autojumble pitches, trade 

stands, club stands and dealer displays.  It 

sounds like a packed day out.  Beam me 

up…………….. 

IZH, Voskhod and Minsk pilots 
might fancy a day out with the 
British Two Stroke Club.  We 
do have several members in 
common.  You can become a 
member for the day when 
completing the necessary paperwork. So far we 
know that their national rally and AGM is at 
Henlow Bridge Lakes SG16 6DD on July 1st –
3rd.  The club is so called because it’s British, 
not because it’s for British two strokes and 
Jupiters fit right in. 

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 

Forthcoming events 
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25 years after the political upheavals marking the collapse of Communism in Eastern Europe and 
the end of the Cold War, the Iron Curtain Vehicle Rally brings together some of the unique vehicles 
produced by those regimes on the ‘other side’ of the Wall that were such an iconic part of those 
momentous times. 
 
Saturday 23 July 2016:  ‘Cold War Classic’ vehicles head out on a leisurely road -cruise 
through the wonderful scenery and historic towns and villages of the fabulous Staffordshire 
Moorlands and into the Peak District National Park.  The relaxed schedule will include several stops 
for re-grouping, sight seeing and refreshments.  Detailed route maps will be provided.   
For those staying over, the celebrated bar at the Foxfield Railway will be open into the evening to 
round off the day. 
 
Sunday 24 July 2016:  ‘Cold War Classic’ vehicles will be displayed on the station forecourt.  
There’ll be plenty of time to meet up with colleagues and the visiting public and enjoy a steam ride 
on the historic Foxfield Railway. Hot food and refreshments will be available throughout the 
weekend. 
 
ALL vehicles with an Eastern Bloc pedigree are welcome. 
 
Don’t miss this great event.  Join us either day, or both, or stay the weekend – you’ll be very 
welcome!  Prior booking is not required and there are no fees for taking part. 
 
The Iron Curtain Vehicle Rally is based at the Foxfield Railway, Caverswall Road Station, Blythe 
Bridge, Stoke on Trent, ST11 9BG. 
 
Free camping and caravan space is available from Friday 22 July 2016 on the field alongside the 
station.  Lavatories and a shower will be open throughout.  Evening meals are available in local 
pubs, restaurants and take-aways.  Breakfast will be served each morning in the Station buffet. 
 
To assist preparations, please contact below if coming on the road run.   
All enquiries to:  Richard Hemington, 24 Recreation Road, Colchester, Essex, CO1 2HE 
events@ifaclub.co.uk or 01206 792360 or 07736 962572 
 

 
Our Czech riding friends have their National Rally and 
AGM at Crewe Vagrants Sports Club in Nantwich, 
Cheshire organised by Glen Newport. 

You should get there early apparently because runs out to Anderton Boat lift, a secret nuclear 
bunker (if they can find out where it is) and somewhere called Gibby’s emporium, if you’re a Jawa/
CZ pilot you’ll know what that is, are being discussed. 
 
There’ll be bike judging, a raffle, prize giving and a hot and cold buffet at some point during the 
weekend.  Torque magazine, the Jawa/CZ club’s news letter tells us the Rally is a family affair and 
even car and van drivers are welcome.  Presumably you’ll be fine on a Ural then.  There’s even 
room on the campsite for caravans! 
 
I hope Glen Newport won’t mind me telling you his email address is glennewport@gmail.com and 
I’m sure all the rally details are available on the Jawa/CZ club’s website. 
 
Just in case there’s even the remotest chance that there’s a single IZH, Ural, 
Dnepr, Voskhod or Minsk owner, or any other appreciator of artistic engineering 
out there who’s likely to forget, the RED STAR rally is at The Anglia Motel, Fleet 
Hargate Lincolnshire from 8th to 10th July 2016. 
 
If you’re new to the wild and wacky world of Russian motorcycle ownership the Red Star rally is a 
chance to check out both the Jawa/CZ club and the MZ Riders at the same time and realise that 
we’re not alone.  The world behind the wall was only behind it depending on your point of view!!! 

Forthcomming IFA Club event 

Jawa/CZ Owner’s Club 
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 Graham Palmer part two  
 
 
If you remember from the end of the 1st 
instalment, you'll know I had some looking 
around to do in order find some help for my 
bike's seemingly impossible running problems.   
After a few weeks of asking around, a good 
Samaritan came to my aid and said he'd be 
prepared to take a look at it. I had the bike taken 
to his place and waited for an email with a 
preliminary diagnosis. The bike would be out of 
my hands for the next few months.  
 
I will add here my sincere thanks and gratitude 
to my Samaritan and his friends for all the 
following work done on my bike and hope this 
article will help others to use this knowledge to 
help keep their bikes running. The following 
information is taken from our emails. 
 
First thing was to replace the old battery which 
was not holding charge, something I'd have 
hoped would have been picked up before and 
which would have had an effect on trying to keep 
it running. The crossover fuel pipe had, by this 
stage, began to leak and was replaced. The 
ignition points were found to be no good so a 
new set was installed and the wire from the 
points to the coil was found to have been 
shorting on the engine so was replaced.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The bike was running but not very well as the 
ignition timing was out and the left cylinder 
wasn't firing. Still had problems setting the points 
so the whole unit was stripped and cleaned.  
The spark plug cables and spark plugs were 
also replaced as the left plug was no good, 
hence the not firing left cylinder. 
 
A common problem with these sort of bikes is 
the ignition switch. Mine was a bit worse for 

wear and not holding the key very well so it was 
stripped and cleaned. Whilst doing this, it was 
found to have no fuse and the fuse contacts had 
been bent together. The ignition bulb was blown. 
It was decided to fit a new ignition switch as the 
other was too far gone.  The silencers, being 
after market ones, were not fitting properly so 
they were removed and shaped to fit. 
 
After this, the bike started second kick and was 
running reasonably well.  Attention was then 
given to the carbs. which didn't seem to be able 
to be set too well but it was eventually found to 
be small studs on the bike where the carbs. fit 
onto were just a bit too long stopping them from 
sitting flush so air was being drawn in. Once this 
had been removed from each one, no more 
problems with them. 
 
So by now, the bike was running great, but was 
now found to be generating no charge. It was 
thought that either adjusting the charging rate in 
the regulator box or checking the pick up 
brushes in the dynamo might fix this. The 
terminals on the dynamo and regulator were 
cleaned, but no luck. The regulator was 
swapped, but still no joy. The dynamo was put 
onto a lathe and tested. It was giving out 0.2 of a 
volt whereas it should have been 7 volts. The 
dynamo was stripped and cleaned. The 
regulator, however, seemed to be beyond repair 
so a new one was ordered. To be sure of a good 
electric circuit, the whole wiring loom was 
checked and some wires replaced. Still charging 
issues so the dynamo was placed on a home 
made clamp with an electric drill and tested. 
Ended up having to have a new dynamo as well. 
 
A cautionary word about buying spare parts for 
these bikes. The new dynamo and regulator 
were both duff so replacements had to be sent. 
The replacements seem to be O.K. Also, when 
ordering parts, they usually have to come from 
places like the Ukraine, Russia, Poland or China 
so this can add time to any projects or repairs. If 
you ask a seller if it'll fit your bike, quite often 
you'll get a yes then find it doesn't, so be 
prepared and check any pictures of spares and 
replacements against what you already have. 
Take measurements where you can, too.  Once 
the new parts were fitted, hooray, it was done. I 
arranged to have it brought back and decided to 
put in my garage to do some further work on it 
before getting it back on the road.  I now had the 
opportunity to try it out.  
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 After a small 
hiccup, I was 
able to at last 
fire it up and 
keep it going, 
keeping an ear 
and eye on 
how it was 
running.  I 
tidied up the 
paintwork, added a new BMW style speedo, 
added a load carriage and pannier bag carrier to 
the rear, replaced the front brake cable which 
had snapped the handle, so replaced that as 
well. I decided to give the bike a real deep clean 
so bought several cans of degreaser and spent 
several days cleaning years of oil and dirt off the 
engine. Looks a lot nicer now. 
 
I can say that, in hindsight, this style of bike is 
not easy to make look like an authentic WWII 
German bike as many of the add-ons you can 
buy simply don't fit the 650cc models. They are 
more designed for 750cc models with longer 
frames, hence, that's why I had to re-fit a 
Cossack rear mudguard rather than use an after 
market version. The load carriage and pannier 
carrier took a day of grinding and filing in order 
to fit level on the rear mudguard as the rear seat 
is also slightly different, but it now looks pretty 
good, if I say so myself. Pity I have a bright 
yellow number on the back which kind of spoils 
the look but as it's after 1973 I have to, by law, 
have a yellow plate. 
 
Once I get it all fully dressed, I'll send a photo in 
for all to see, with a description of what work has 
been done on the add-ons to achieve the fit and 
look they have. It has been under restored to 
maintain much of the original patina of the bike 
giving a look of age, which it's 40 years certainly 
does. 
So now it's time to call the garage who still have 
my sidecar to arrange to M.O.T. it and they can 
have a play with it while they have it - apparently 
it gathered crowds of inquisitive customers to 
their shop and attracted attention in the town 
when it was last there. 
 
That's it? - of course with Russian bikes, that's 
never the end of the story but I hope my 
experiences may be able to help others, and I 
certainly look forward to having years of fun and 
fettling with my bike, showing it at meetings and 
meeting fellow comrades, or should that be 
Kamerad? 

Callum Scott, friend 
of the Stars 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Callum Scott here, newby to the Cossack 
Owners Club. I am a 50 something Mechanical 
Engineering Consultant in the water industry. 
Motorcycles are a lifelong passion and have my 
own small business, Scotmoto Ltd and not a bad 
wee website. Having recently discovered the 
world of Russian motorcycles, I love their look, 
and rustic charm!! I have several bikes and 
follow MotoGP so have included a picture of my 
new bike, and with Loris Capirossi.  

 
And Cal Crutchlow, Bradley 
Smith, Michael Laverty 
taken at Leguna Seca in 
California and Steve 
Hiscock at the NEC!!! 

Love my MotoGP and heading to Jerez in two 
weeks for my 5th visit :-)  
 
I bet you haven’t stayed at La Cueva Park, 
opposite the track as many times as I have (!!!) 
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 Ural M66 Restoration  
 
 
The next problem I had were the exhaust pipes, 
when I bought the bike it had on it, dare I say the 
word - ‘Triumph’ silencers. These look and 
sound nice, but I really wanted it to look 
reasonably as near to original as I could get it, 
OK, the seat is a bad move, but if I could have 
avoided it I would have done so. 
 
Speaking to Chris Marshall at C & C 
Motorcycles, he said that the newer type of Ural 
silencers would fit, but – they are fatter than the 
originals. The only trouble with these silencers is 
that when you’re driving along the road, you 
can’t hear the exhaust, they are so muffled that I 
think that it can reduce the engine breathing 
properly. Of course there is a way to make them 
sound slightly better, it’s called a long piece of 
steel rod about 25mm diameter with a sharp 
point on one end. Place the down pipe 
connection end on a hard surface, insert the 
steel bar through other end and with a carefully 
place a well-aimed blow to the rod with large 
club hammer, the steel point makes nice neat 
hole through the baffle.  
 
I chose a system that has a balance pipe in the 
middle, which may have been a bad move as 
the problems I have had getting the distance 
correct and the angle of the down pipes, well lets 
say it’s not been too easy. In the end though, I 
have succeeded quite well and it has all fitted as 
near as perfect as I could get it. 
 
The fuel tank had been sitting empty for quite 
some time, so rust was allowed to form. If I had 
left it I would have had all sorts of problems with 
blocked jets, etc. So, I found a product called 
‘Petseal’, strange name really, sounds like a 
product to seal your cat or dog into something. I 
found it on the Internet and strangely there was 
another product called Petseal, and this was 
something like flea replant or something like 
that. Anyway, the Petseal I needed was for 
sealing the inside of a fuel tank with resin. 
Before I found it on the Internet I asked several 
motorcycle dealers about it, and all of them had 
heard of it but didn’t know where it could be 
found. So, here is the address: 
www.streetbikedirect.co.uk Tele: 0121 506 
6800 . It’s not exactly cheap though, I paid a 
total of £17.92 or 28.78 Euros including delivery. 
 
The process is also a great exercise, you must 

get all loose rust etc from inside the tank so I put 
a few handfuls of large gravel in and started 
shaking. I think it was about 2 minutes into the 
job when I thought this is a bloody stupid idea 
and thought of an easier way of doing this. Of 
course the only other way is to get someone 
else to do it for you, and after the first six people 
told me what they thought of the idea, I had to 
do it myself. 
 
You ought to see the mussels I have now! (I 
don’t think Dave means shellfish.) After 10 
minutes or so I think that most of the rust was off 
and I shook out all the gravel. Its now very 
tempting to wash the tank out with something, 
but be careful what you put in there as it will take 
quite some time to dry out again. I washed out 
the tank with cellulose thinners; it then dried in a 
matter of minutes. 
 
Before I mixed up the resin I blocked all the 
holes, the crossover and fuel tap holes. What 
you must remember is that you should use a 
material that the resin won’t stick to. I found a 
piece of poly tubing worked well, you know the 
tube that is used for fish tanks, it was just the 
right size for the fuel tap hole. I now had to find 
something to go in the crossover holes, that’s 
when my brain, shut down and went on holiday. 
As the tubes sticking out from the tank were 
angled half way I couldn’t find anything that 
would go in, except for some nylon rope that 
was just the right size. Of course I pushed that 
into the holes thinking that it would do the job – 
WRONG. I sealed up the holes and preceded to 
mix up the resin, read the instructions, which 
said to swirl it all round the tank until it sets. So, I 
sat there tipping the tank to one side then the 
other making sure that every part was covered. 
This took around 5 minutes, I then repeated the 
process over and over again, after a hour at this 
I was getting quite bored with the whole thing, 
but if I left it, all the rest of the resin that was still 
in a big blob would settle to the bottom of the 
tank. 
 
In the end I succumbed to weariness and put 
down the tank, but I made sure that the 
remainder of the resin would settle at the front 
parts of the tank. The next day I had a look at it 
and surely enough it had hardened, but not 
completely. I came back to the tank about three 
days later and the resin had cured completely. I 
shone a torch inside the tank and l saw that 95% 
of the resin had settled at the bottom, but it had 
also done its job of coating everywhere else. 
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 Great job I thought, removed the plastic tubing 
from the fuel tap hole, and then went to get out 
the nylon from the crossover holes, but it 
wouldn’t move. 
 
After some time trying to get it out it suddenly 
occurred to me that the holes were completely 
blocked with resin. After I stopped swearing at 
myself, you know what its like when you know 
you’ve screwed up, I had to think of way to get 
the resin out. Of course, the only way to do this 
is to drill it out, which let me say here is not 
easy, especially when you have to round a bend. 
The morale of this story is – make sure you can 
get out what ever you put in any hole.  
 
Now the inside of the tank had been done, it was 
now time to do my ‘Tarzan’ act; I have to fit the 
new rubber band round the tank. The old cream 
coloured strip was not good enough to put back 
on, so I had to get a replacement, which is black. 
When I first got the rubber strip, I fitted one end 
into the holder at the front of the tank and 
hammered the securing clip in place. I was then 
confused to see that it didn’t stretch round to the 
other clip. I tried pulling and pushing but there 
was no way it was going to stretch. 

When I asked for help the first suggestion was 
that I had to heat the rubber strip in boiling water 
to make it supple, connect one end and it would 
then stretch to the other clip. I pulled and pulled, 
sweat started to bead on the forehead, but there 
was no way I could get it to stretch. Second 
suggestion was to connect both clips and stretch 
the rubber over the tank like an elastic band. 
This suggestion should become a new exercise 
all the keep fit people or developing weight 
lifters. After trying this for 5 minutes my arms 
were acing like never before, again sweat not 
only was on the forehead but now running 
everywhere. This nearly worked, but I caught my 
finger under the rubber at full stretch, which was 
extremely painful, as I couldn’t get my finger out 
for quite a while. TIP: Don’t’ place fingers under 

the strip when pulling the rubber strip over the 
tank ridge. IT’S PAINFUL!!  
 
The third suggestion worked well, place the 
rubber strip in the microwave and heat it up that 
way, but be careful when getting it out of the 
microwave. If you grab it, the rubber will never 
shine again, as your skin that has been melted 
onto it takes ages to wear off. Always put on 
gloves of some kind, as the strip will be very hot. 
Now, you can connect both ends into the holders 
and hammer the securing tags into place.  
 
Using a thin coat of lubricant rub it on the inside 
of the rubber. It was now quite easy to pull the 
rubber strip over the tank ridge, but at the same 
time keeping your fingers out of the way. When 
the rubber strip cools down it tightens leaving it a 
tight fit round the tank. Phew!! 
 
The last thing I tried to do was to start it, the 
wiring was bypassed so I could see if the engine 
was good. The only trouble is, it won’t start. I 
kicked and kicked, but nothing. I have covered it 
with a cover left have it in a very despondent 
mood. 
 
It’s now October and I have to forget the bike 
until the middle of November, Guy Fawkes now 
takes the front stage in my working hours. 
I will continue in a month or so. 
 
Of course it isn’t October in 2016, I’ll just remind 
you Dave wrote this some time ago, it’s October 
in the article. 

Here Callum, following Moto GP is OK, but how 
about following these two? 
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Mark Broadhurst runs MB Scooters in 
Doncaster.  Most of his business is tuning them 
but his interests spread far wider than that, it 
seems he can be distracted by anything 
interesting.  He did this…………... 
 

This is interesting stuff – well if you’re into 2 
strokes and motorbikes. If you’re only into 
Scooters, music, dressing up for the weekend or 
mirrors, stop now it will bore you to death. 
 
Here we have a tuning development of a 
Russian IZH 1950’s motorcycle that we have 
done for a good customer in Norway. We have 
already tuned his vintage Sachs 2 stroke which 
we converted to a reed valve and we’ve also 
made forged Reed and Piston Port pistons for 
the same engine which I think was the same 
used in a Bubble car. He was so impressed with 
his MB Sachs Reed tuned engine in a 
conversation last week he thought his IZH could 
be improved, within 2 days the job was done.  
 
The 350 
cylinder is 
certainly 
interesting as 
is the story of 
the 
manufacturer. 
The main 
strange thing 
was the sides 
of the transfer 
ports unscrew 
and come off, 
making 
transfer tuning 
a bit easier, 
but why I have 
no idea! Next was the twin exhaust ports! A 
simple way to widen the exhaust ports and gain 
some power. Our customer supplied a hand 
made reed manifold that he got from Ukraine, 
but that didn’t fit the Yamaha YPVS 350 it was 
supposed to, so needed welding up, milling and 
grinding to suit. 
 
He supplied a Forged Wossner piston that he 
designed and did his own Cad drawings for 
Wossner. I do like working with other engineers, 
but he over looked the strange twin exhaust 
ports and the piston opened up to the gases at 
TDC, so I had to weld and trim the piston on two 

parts for the engine to work. 
 
By using the Reed manifold the tuning could be 
done to suit the power of the bike. There’s no 
billy bollocks dynos involved, there’s no up to 
date 2 stroke computer programme used. It’s 
tuned by good old fashioned experience from 
history of doing Reed conversions back to 1985, 
and after all the Russians/Germans and Eastern 
Block engineers had no computers to develop 
their 2 strokes. I was quiet surprised how well 
the engineering was. By owning some Eastern 
block Scooters the engineering really was well 
ahead of the times and ideas are still used 
today. As my Polish engineers say ‘they did 
really know their stuff back in the 50’s. 
 

The idea was to 
give a bit more 
power without 
lifting revs as the 
bottom end had it’s 
limits. Even though 
it’s a 72mm piston 
it only has a 15mm 
small end, a 
limiting factor to 
power the Japs 
worked out. 
Interesting for me 
was they used 
8mm fine threads 

on the inlet port studs with a 8mm nut and 11mm 
across flats…….. I know that is sad but I do like 
my nuts! 
 
With a bit of welding and grinding the Yam reed 
fitted perfect and I used a reed stuffer to mate 
with the supplied inlet manifold. The carb from 
these bikes were copies of old looking Amal 
carbs, this engine will be running a more modern 
60/70’s Amal. As with tuning our Lambretta 

How fast!!! 



12 

 reeds cylinders I 
bolted this reed 
assembly to the 
cylinder and flow 
it right through 
so there was no 
steps. We 
added two boost 
ports, squared 
up the transfer 
feeds and twin 
exhaust ports 
and cleaned and 
flowed the 
castings. Over 8 
hours later........ 

 
For those still interested (Are you kidding?) here 
is what our customer sent us on the IZH………. 
 
I bought my IZH motorcycle in 2010, as I was 
looking for something cheap to use during the 
winter months. Paid only £560 for it, and it was a 
runner. It was a "bitsa", with parts from several 
different models and years, but it was built up 
around an IZH-49, 1956 mod.  
 
The IZH-49 was a development of the IZH 350, 
which in turn was an USSR version of the 
German wartime DKW NZ 350/1, identical in 
most details.  

 
Story behind the IZH 350 was that when the 
WW2 was over, and the DKW factory in 
Zschopau ended up in the USSR zone, the 
Soviets took the DKW factory as a war 
reparation, and tools/equipment were sent back 
to the USSR, to the town of Izhevsk and the 
IZHMASH factory (Kalashnikov, army vehicles, 
motorcycles etc.) Many of the engineers working 
at DKW got an offer they could not refuse, so 
they ended up as IZH-employees, either in 
Izhevsk or in a design office set up in Zschopau 
at the IFA/MZ factory, which was built up on the 
remains of the DKW factory. As a side note, IFA/
MZ had a brilliant engineer, Walter Kaaden, 
whose work became the very foundation for all 
the modern two stroke engines & tuning work. 
Another side note is that the DKW engineers 
who managed to get to the western zone, re-
started DKW as a West-German company, 
making many interesting and sweet looking 
DKW motorcycles in the 50's and 60's, before 
closing the gates in the late 60's. MZ ended their 
business just after the collapse of the eastern 
block in the early 90's, was revived as MuZ for a 
while making some interesting 4-stroke bikes, 
but went tits up some years ago.  
 
The DKW engineers in Zschopau and Izhevsk 
however, continued to develop on the DKW NZ 
350/1 design, and the 350 engine was in use 
until 2008, when the last IZH Planeta 5 left the 
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 factory in Izhevsk.  So IZH is a DKW made in 
USSR, which survived the other "off-springs" of 
the original DKW.  All the way based on the 
basic German DKW 350 engine design - 
originally 11 bhp, in the latest Planeta version 22
-24 bhp.  
 
So, what about my IZH-49? It was an ugly 
looking thing, especially with that blue front 
wheel, tank from an IZH-56, rear fender from 

who knows and much other homemade parts: 
But then, the salty roads got to it - spokes on the 
rear wheel started to rust off, and the rest of the 
bike looked very grim... I decided to do a 
complete tear down to "winterize" it - stainless 

steel nuts and bolts, media blasting and 
galvanize frame/fenders/frame parts, powder 
coated all white (winter camouflage). That was 
the beginning of what's now 4 years of parts 
collecting, ideas, setbacks and progress.  
It will end up looking very odd, as I have 
"invented" a custom theme for my IZH, some 
kind of a soviet era civil defence emergency 
vehicle, status of the work as it is now: The red 
tires comes from an Opel Motoclub 500, rare as 
hen's teeth:  The rest of the red/white theme was 
adopted from this very picture. I liked it that 
much. I'm probably bonkers.  
 
Then I bought a cylinder from a 80's IZH Planeta 
4 or 5, specified to have 18 bhp originally. That 
is the one at your workbench :) I got a custom 
piston from Wössner in Germany, as the pistons 
available on the web are dodgy, Chinese scrap 

metal pistons, seizing completely and 
disintegrating before 1000km.  
 
I do not know how much it will gain from the job, 
but the experience from the Sachs engine you 
did a similar job on last time tells me it may be in 
the region of +25-30%, and then we're at 22-
24bhp, along with bags of torque, which will suit 
it perfectly, and a bit up from the original 11bhp 
for the IZH-49. I am looking forward to this, :) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
This is easily the most interesting article we’ve 
ever had in HV(!)  Anxious to know how Torgier, 
Mark’s customer, found the improvement I asked 
Mark and he said…………. 
 
He’s had it 
running  and has 
been asking 
jetting enquiries 
as he fitted a 
MK1 Amal but it 
started to snow 
so now running 
info yet.  
 
I now have the 
same bike be it 
the IZH49, I’ve bought the Planeta 4 alloy 
cylinder and head, but all I got to is cleaning off 
the cylinder in my new industrial sonic cleaner 
that turned up this week. I now have fun Fridays 
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so only work 4 days to give me time to develop 
these things but I’m working on a Jawa Scooter, 
but it’s taking time I’ve had to totally rewire it all 
to get it running before I tune it up.  
 
With luck we might be able to persuade Torgier 
to write up a road test for us for a future HV.  
When the snow melts in Norway of course. 
 
 
 
While reading through my latest Cossack news, I 
saw your piece about perhaps updating the club 
logo. I’m a graphic designer and work as a 
studio manager in an Advertising agency. I 
thought I might have a go and see if I could 
come up with a few designs. 
  
I was thinking 
about a name 
that 
encompasses all 
the various 
Russian and 
eastern bloc 
bikes from the 
50’s to present 
day and I‘ve 
used Soviet 
Motorcycle 
Owners Club in my designs. I’ve used the iconic 
red star and Russian style typefaces. Of course, 
they are just ideas and if there are any of the 
designs you guys like or think might be can be 
developed or modified to suit I can develop them 
further for you. My main thought was use on 
merchandising which I guess is helpful for 
raising some extra dosh for the club, so bear 
that in mind when having a look. I’ve done them 
to suit black, light grey and charcoal grey 
clothing, I’ve been doing them during my lunch 
hour and after work. 
 
Impressed that Nick had taken an interest I sent 
the pdf he sent me with several alternatives to 
the one pictured above to the committee and the 
consensus is that we’d like to keep the Cossack 
Owner’s Club name and keep it in English rather 
than Cyrillic.  Dave Cox took a break from his 
busy life to experiment with variations on Nick’s 
thoughts and came up with the two versions 
pictured opposite.   
 
I’m only a simple editor and I’m encouraging 
anyone who cares to play the logo game here in 
our magazine because someone, sooner or 

later, is going to design a peach!  Opinions, 
advice and further contributions are more than 
welcome.  What do you think? 
 
 

 

 

Many of the London dealers started to discount 
the whole range of Russian bikes which 
annoyed me.  Each bike took hours of work to 
prepare it for sale with a very slender profit 
margin. I think we made about £25 on the 
Voskhod and about £38 on the Ural.  For this, 
we did the pre-delivery work, a free service and 
stocked spares with little or no mark up. 
 
The bikes soon gained a reputation for 
unreliability and the road tests of the time 
created an even worse reputation for what was a 
very fine machine.  The only reason for this was 
the indifference of Fred Wells, who would allow 
the press to collect a machine for road test with 
unrectified faults. 
 
Most, in fact nearly all, the Russians I sold were 
trouble free and gave satisfactory service with 
only the odd cable or so requiring attention. 
 
Who said that?  I’m afraid I don’t know!  Turn to 
page 23 for more 
Mystery history. 
 
Discovered by the 
Jawa/CZ people, this 
real two stroke smoke 
stinking candle will fill 
your house with the 
aroma of an old school 
500GP paddock or a 
bad day in Soviet East 
Berlin, the tin doesn’t 
say which. 
It’s from Flying Tiger 
Motorcycles, Maplewood, Missouri, USA. 

Nick Beech 

Reputation 
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Ian Robinson was the official photographer on 
Raleigh International’s recent (1994) expedition 
to Mongolia led by Colonel John Blashford-Snell.  
A man with an interest in motorcycles, he 
noticed the impact the ever willing workhorse 
that the IZH Planeta is has made to Mongolian 
life.  These days Mongolians buy Chinese but 
then ………… 

Ever since Chinggis Khan’s marauding cavalry 
armies created the biggest empire the world has 
ever seen, conquering Asia from the snows of 
Siberia to the sands of Arabia, Mongolia has 
been known as the land of the horse.  But there 
are signs that this is changing as motorcycles 
enter more and more into daily life, often 
presenting bizarre sights like two men with a 
fridge on the pillion, or a live sheep clutched 
between riders, en route to a celebratory feast. 
 
Thirty two hours across China from Beijing, with 
camels and the Gobi desert still imprinted on 
one’s mind, the trans Siberian railway spirals 
down from verdant mountain slopes towards a 
sombre, depressive looking capital.  Another 
vodka bottle smashes on the track, announcing 
the happy homecoming of celebrating Mongolian 
passengers. 

 
Sixty years ago 
Ulaan Baatar was 
known as “felt city”, 
a reference the 
palisaded gers, 
nomads circular 
tents, many of 
which are still 
inhabited in the 
northern suburbs.  
Today the city is an 
Orwellian sprawl of 
half a million 
liberated people, the 
recent departure of communism has left an air of 
tranquillity and ease over the concrete and 
granite metropolis, despite its unimaginative 
East European architecture and legless beggars 
on main Peace Avenue.  Smiles and traditional 
Mongolian tunics are once again visible on the 
busy downtown thoroughfares. 
 
Orange and white trolley busses trundle down 
the tree lined streets, as unnoticed as the cows 
that graze the sparse verges.  On the other side, 
horses stand tethered to telegraph poles, loyally 
awaiting owners who are browsing the six floors 
of the city’s only department store.  Inside is 
everything a Mongolian could possibly need, fur 
hats, refrigerators, camel hair blankets, sugar 
frosted flakes, even whole gers and, up on the 
fourth floor, a single motorcycle, the Mongolian 
horse of the 20

th
 century.  Standing among the 

ironmongery and the leather coats was a shiny 
red Jawa 350, carrying a price tag of 100,000 
togrogs, new, which translates to around 
US$350, the only other currency readily 
accepted, or about a 13

th
 of the price of a 

Russian truck. 
 
Across the city, beyond its industrial greyness, is 
the very popular black market, once out of 
bounds to foreigners.  If cars weren’t so scarce 
in Mongolia it would have been a car boot sale.  
Here, sharp eyed entrepreneurs were making 
profit and, in a quiet corner, interest was keen in 
hard to come by motorcycle bits and a few smart 
looking machines.  Looming above in the 
overcast sky, abandoned Soviet cranes still 
hung over unfinished apartment blocks.  With 
the collapse of communism parts for bikes also 
dried up when the Russians pulled out three 
years ago. 
 
Bargaining was in earnest and some good deals 

Planeta Country 
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airline, MIAT, is an interesting experience.  Like 
a crowd trying to jam into the NEC on the last 
day of the Bike Show, anxious passengers 
crowded the steps of the ageing Antonov 24 
turboprop.  Even a ticket didn’t seem guarantee 
a seat, and some flew in with the luggage.  Once 
on board, questionable safety procedures lost all 
relevance when the seatbelt broke loose in my 
hand.   Surprisingly. after a tow to the runway. 
Like raucous Harley the big engines coughed 
smokily into life and were airborne.  Before long, 
as frost formed around me feet in the unheated 
cabin, I was gazing earthwards at remote 
clusters of nomad’s gers, round white tents that 
resembled aspirins on a pool table.  Hours later, 
we made a bumpy gravel strip landing in West 
Mongolia that Evel Kneival would have been 
proud of. 
 
The untidy settlement of Hovd has been spilled 
beneath range of sheltering hills.  Tarmac is a 
rare commodity in the town that civilisation 
forgot.  With drastic restrictions at he archaic 
coal fired power station, electricity and water 
never seemed to be on together, even for the 
few that were connected.  For many, toilet is an 
odorous pit in the yard.  Horses outnumber jeeps 
on the cracked concrete main street.  Russian 
motorcycles are beginning to outnumber horses.  
A family of five and a milk churn is not an 
uncommon sight on one two wheeled machine, 

were to be had, at least for locals.  A Czech bike 
suddenly rocketed to $3,000 when I showed 
interest!  Where everything except poverty is in 
short supply second hand is definitely the name 
of the game.  I watched a set of tyres fetch $15 
apiece.  Elsewhere desperate owners clustered 
round displays of used batteries, springs, spark 
plugs and headlights, indeed anything that 
couldn’t easily be replaced by just a piece of 
wire or a bent nail. 

Shortages of Russian fuel are also causing 
considerable disruption to every day life, and not 
only for Mongolian bikers.  Heating of apartment 
blocks is becoming increasingly expensive, to 
the extent that the government is encouraging a 
return to the warm and cheap tent dwellings of 
the past.  And, when fuel restrictions haven’t 
suspended the service, flying with the national 
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and everybody ignores the red light unless a 
policeman is standing around. 
 
Despite the sparseness in the few shops, life 
seems to tick over satisfactorily at an unhurried 
pace, though there never seemed to be enough 
people around to constitute a busy day.  At the 
hotel the menu was mutton stew, which the 
waiter had memorised.  Between hot days, when 
it wasn’t raining, vicious penetrating dust storms 
blackened the sky over Hovd, as if in 
punishment for its ugliness. 
 
In total contrast the green valleys of the west 
provide rich summer grazing for the herds of the 
nomadic Mongols.  Playful yak calves frolic 
irresponsibly in the sunshine and every springy 
riverbank, speckled with wild orchids and purple 
iris, hosts a community of tents, with hobbled 
mounts grazing nearby and often a bike or two 
parked outside.  As one ascends into the lush 
valleys as many as 25 gers may be scattered 
over one area, curds drying on the roofs and 
pillars of smoke climbing from stovepipe 
chimneys.  At dawn and dusk, women would be 
milking regimented lines of goats and yaks, even 
camels, assisted by any children who weren’t off 
collecting dung pats for fuel. 
 
Always on the distant skyline the snow capped 
peaks of Taban Bogd punctuate Mongolia’s 

border with China and Russia, home of the 
rarely seen snow leopard.  Wolves are also 
around and occasionally attack livestock at 
night. 
 
When a family moves to seek better pasture it is 
usually by camel train or Russian truck.  An 
entire ger and all its contents can be packed 
aboard these capable beasts.  With their 
powerful ungainly strides (They can kick in 360 
degrees) they are nonchalant and 
condescending, as if they know that they are 
more reliable than any man made vehicle.  
Unlike a truck, they don’t need to be parked into 
the wind after each torturous incline, to allow 
radiators to cool. 
 
Apart from gers and far flung towns, there is little 
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to sustain and protect the traveller over 
Mongolia’s vast open spaces.  In the far west, 
road signs are as rare as functioning wells, with 
landmarks more likely to be a bleached camel 
skeleton, ancient standing stones or a shaman’s 
cairn, regaled with superstitious paraphernalia.  
Clearly defined bronze age burial mounds are 
also a regular feature on the hills and plains.  
Roads themselves are often little more than a 
dusty rutted rumour following a lonely string of 
telegraph poles to infinity, frequently the only 
reliable form of navigation.  Timeworn tracks 
pattern the far sides of hills, disappearing over 
passes linking unpeopled valleys with yet more 
breathtaking vistas.  Some are green and lush, 
where spinning wheels are all too easily 
entrapped in black peaty mud.  Others are semi 
arid, with grass struggling to gain purchase on 
the rock strewn plain where a traffic hazard is 
likely to be no more than a dead horse.  In some 
valleys there is two or three feet of unmelted ice 
still lingering as late as May. 

Personal encounters are fairly infrequent on the 
empty highways.  Our truck rolled to a standstill 
by a southbound gasoline truck that was 
returning with rare Russian fuel.  Baggage and a 
live sheep were tied to the top.  As the drivers 
exchanged snuff a whole family spilled from the 
congested cab.  Two hardy bikers in caps, long 
coats and riding boots joined the meeting.  Soon 
we were all sharing a churn of goat yogurt on the 
windswept pass. 
 
Moving on, the motorcycles were barely out of 
sight when our driver wrenched on the brake 
halfway up a first gear incline.  I watched in 
puzzled amusement as he leaped stealthily from 
the cab, grabbing a rifle and fluffy yak’s tail on a 
stick as he went.  Waving it hypnotically, he 
disappeared over the brow in a stooped run, 
hoping to mesmerise a suspicious marmot long 
enough to get within shooting range.  Thousands 
are caught this way for their meat and fur.  He 

returned smiling but empty handed, this one got 
away. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Pictured above in the bemused hands of an 
American soldier is the Killinger, which he’s just 
captured?  It was discovered at a German 
military installation in 1945, shipped to the USA 
then sold as scrap. 
 
The front wheel is a three cylinder two stroke 
engine of 600cc featuring rotary valve induction 
with all three cylinders breathing from a common 
crankcase.  Very cleverly the “spokes” were 
arranged to perform as a sort of cooling fan. 
 
We know the engine was bench tested and from 
the complete appearance of the prototype in the 
enemy’s grip shown, some intrepid volunteer 
probably had a go. 
 
The reason Horizontal View is happy that the 
Killinger was caught on the Western side of the 
iron curtain is because the future of our club 
could have been very much different if IZH had 
got hold of it! 
 
Styling was described as “elegant”, by whom? 

Killinger 
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"The case for working with your hands, or why 
office work is bad for us and fixing things feels 
good."  Thank you Mark Avis for the thoughts 
provoked.  You’ll remember his recommendation 
from the last issue I’m sure.  I just had to say….. 
 
There are several references to that 
unfathomable classic "Zen and the art of 
motorcycle maintenance" in here.  This too is 
pure philosophy and I was surprised by that as 
well.  The trouble with philosophy for me is that it 
enjoys the problem rather than attempting to 
resolve it.  That is it's more important to establish 
why and how the problem exists and how it 
should be expressed instead of doing anything 
about it.  It's perfectly sensible to observe that 
modern life negates the sense of achievement, 
self esteem and real life, worthwhile 
accomplishment fixing things induces, and point 
out that working in an office is not what we're 
evolved to do.  So why do we?  The basic 
premise of the book seems to be a complaint 
that we are educated to cope only with modern 
life's consumerism and therefore less able to 
become self reliant and individual.  It must be 
said that our education is paid for by the same 
establishment which hopes to make money from 
the knowledge we gain.  We are nurtured as 
business fodder.  How on earth does riding a 
Russian motorcycle have anything to do with 
finding a refuge of calm and tranquillity in an 
ocean of profit driven madness?  Mr Crawford, 
author of "The case for............."  ran a business 
as a motorcycle mechanic and sank into despair 
as modern motorcycle manufacturing made his 
skills redundant.  This is exactly what happened 
to me too.  Here's the big picture as seen from 
the limited perspective of the editorial 
experience............... 
 
When a consumer buys a new motorcycle, what 
they actually buy is 'new' and not 'motorcycle'.  
Marketing will have convinced them their 
investment in such a joyful thing is worthwhile 
but built into it will be features designed to look 
old when newer is launched next week.  We all 
used to joke about built in obsolescence as it 
was called but that was something which 
complicated the spare parts supply and callously 
offered something available then, available a few 
models later so the manufacturers could sell 

those as improvements as well.  To be fair 
though, they often really were improvements.  
Now they're not. 
 
'Motorcycle', that machine with a wheel at each 
end and an engine in the middle, hasn't 
improved for a long time.  Real world road 
conditions have been more than adequately 
coped with for thirty years at least.  Today green 
issues are a big thing and the manufacturers use 
these to make 'new', not motorcycles.  Anyone 
with half a brain can see that the carbon footprint 
of manufacturing tens of thousands of new 
motorcycles to replace those they manufactured 
last week makes the tiny improvement in 
emissions achieved by the new model pale into 
insignificance.  Programming adjustments to the 
digital fuel injection, or the introduction of 
exhaust system valves, intake flaps, variable 
valve timing, cataclysmic converters or whatever 
are all marketed as improvements to your riding 
pleasure and steps towards environmental 
harmony.  However, burning enough gas to 
produce 100andgoodnessknowswhatBHP is 
clean is it?  Is it bollox!!!  Here's what digital 
engine management's really for.................... 
 
Type approval noise and exhaust emissions 
testing takes place at a particular engine or road 
speed.  It used to be a drive by thing at around 
55mph.  Who decided on that?  We'll get there 
later.  Just say the motorcycle engine in question 
is spinning at 6,250rpm at that speed.  At 
6,200rpm it's running normally, in the same 
smoky, environmentally catastrophic way every 
other engine does.  Then at the critical 6,250, in 
order to maintain that speed, the throttle is open 
only slightly, then the fun starts.  The ECU, 
electronic control unit, shuts the valve in the 
exhaust pipe.  This reduces exhaust system 
volume to match the throttle position ensuring 
that the pressure waves necessary to scavenge 
the cylinders properly don't get lost in the 
cavernous space of a pipe designed to give 
350bhp at 16,000rpm flat out.  The ignition is 
retarded and the fuelling richened to impair 
combustion slightly to keep the noise down, 
compensated for by a solenoid which opens to 
allow the exhaust to suck fresh air from the 
airbox and blow it out of the back never having 
been anywhere near the engine.  It's then 
counted as exhaust gas, reducing the measured 
percentage of harmful emissions by being 
basically fresh air!  Of course the engine won't 
run very well like this so at 6,300 the ECU 
switches everything back and you get every bit 

Why fixing things is 
good, for everybody! 
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 of your dirty, filthy power back.  "And the 
problem with that is?" I hear you cry.  
Well.................... 
 
I spent hour upon day upon weeks of my 
professional life trying to get to the bottom of the 
mysterious "flat spot" our customers were 
plagued with.  Once they found it they kept riding 
like that, to see if it was still there.  It was in fact 
the point at which the emission tests were 
carried out.  The manufacturers said nothing 
helpful (incriminating) but our customers were 
convinced something was wrong.  "You have no 
idea I thought!" 
 
The real advantage over carburettors of digital 
fuel injection is to enable the major 
manufacturers to lobby governments to 
introduce tighter and tighter emission controls.  
They have so much political power, auto 
manufacture being one of the big drivers of 
economies, that it's not unlikely that they can 
choose whoever they want to be elected!  In 
practice they themselves put in place emission 
testing that only their technology can pass, 
impeding any competition from either new, 
smaller or poorly favoured companies.  This is 
why Irbit struggled to perfect it's fuel injection in 
compliance with European (BMW, Audi, 
Mercedes and so on) regulations.  Yes, it's a 
stitch up and it gets worse................. 
 
The globalisation of auto manufacture gives it a 
voracious appetite for Planet Earth's natural 
resources and the political power to satisfy it.  
War is a legitimate business tactic on a global 
scale and the question must be asked "Is it us, 
the little consumers and our seduction by 
marketing which is the root cause of it all?"  Oh 
no! What can we do? 
 
When you buy new, you are intended to be 
unhappy and dissatisfied with whatever you buy 
because the people you bought it from work flat 
out to ensure it, so they can sell you a 'better' 
one.  Don't do that.  'New' is their idea, not 
yours.  It doesn't matter how much of your life 
you sacrifice to keep up with marketing, you will 
never get what you want, you get what it wants 
you to have, again and again and again.  Have 
you ever woken up one morning thinking "My life 
would be complete if I just had an LCD display to 
show me my average fuel consumption popping 
down the shops." or did you only want one 
because you knew about it?  Do you think if you 
could download fuel consumption from a 

thousand shopping trips from your motorcycle's 
USB port you'd want that too?  That might be 
next week's 'new'. 
 
It seems so long ago now but then, you wouldn't 
have bought a motorcycle which wouldn't have 
lasted forever.  Economies were different then.  
Russian motorcycles, the ones we can afford, 
are from such a time.  A Matchless, an IZH or 
Ural had to be repairable because you wouldn't 
get another one.  The example of Mercedes 
abandoning their dip sticks referred to by 
Crawford as consumer culture was used by him 
to question the nature of work.  Questioning 
consumer culture itself is as he puts it "more 
pertinent".  We work to consume and believe it 
or not there is a choice not to.  It always helps to 
illustrate a point by extrapolating to extremes so 
on one hand we have the Mercedes customer, 
who has to work so hard to be able to afford a 
Mercedes he doesn't have time to check the oil, 
and on the other, the penniless Ural pilot with 
time to enjoy it.  What's going on there then?  
This isn't transport we're talking about, it's 
lifestyle statements. 
 
The greenest motorcycle ever is the one you 
already own.  If you bought a new one last week, 
so complex, so remote and so precarious, you 
rely on a global infrastructure maintained by 
shocking irresponsibility.  Dig that 1976 M66 out 
of the shed, learn to fix it or make friends with 
someone who can and you will experience 
motorcycle purity instead.  It will be truly yours 
by becoming the manifestation of your success 
in repairing it and extrapolating that to its 
extreme, you'll love it!  That's something 
marketing and the briefly wonderful products it 
promotes must seek to avoid at all costs, relying 
on the idea that it can make you love something 
else, always something else.  "What's he on 
about?"  If you like I'll explain next issue!! 
 
Most of the time I ride a Minsk and progress is 
arduous to say the least.  I do this because it's 
consistent with my own personal economy, 
something it was evolved to be part of.  In 
comparison Serenity the editorial Ural is soooo 
smooth, quiet, effortlessly powerful and an 
irreplaceable joy.  I can't help thinking marketing 
is quite simply wrong. 
 
Is electric the answer?  I dread to think how 
much trouble the auto industry's scramble for the 
raw material batteries are made of will cause the 
poor souls who live on top of it.  For an insight 
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into the editorial opinion on which is the true 
path of righteousness check out  
www.youtube.com/watch?v=YnEMwB7CmgE  
 
Pictured below is a comment by world famous 
and furtive street artist Banksy, a man with a 
valid opinion on the state of humanity and the 
artistic skill to express it.  As editor I shouldn't let 
my personal views influence this magazine's 
content and I 
have vowed to 
fill it with our 
membership's 
input first.  Over 
the winter 
however we've 
all been 
snuggled up 
round our wood 
burners and our 
motorcycles 
have been 
dripping in 
condensation in our sheds.  This means May/
June HV has some spare space and the 
universe has offered me a birthday present, 
cheers mate!  Anyone outraged or offended by it 
is welcome to have a go back.  It's a magazine, 
that's what it's for.  

 
 

Here’s a few pics of our other 
bikes, all SORN’d at the minute. 
The blue one is a 1973 Ural 
M66, with a Dnepr tank. Bought 
from an old fella in Donegal, but 
still on its English reg, by a 
young fella in Limavady. He was 
going to chop it up into a café 

racer, but thankfully changed his mind, as the 
bike is in lovely order, and we bought it from 
him.  The outfit is 1982 Dnepr M11, and as we 
found it in Co Clare in south west Ireland. Still on 
its Co Clare plates.  

Minnie the Minsk. I had recently been reading a 
blog of some fellas from the Thumper Club, who 
had been on a tour of the Vietnamese highlands 
on rented Minsks, and they obviously had a lot 
of fun. Shortly after reading about their exploits, I 
spied this Minsk for sale on Donedeal in the 
west of Ireland near Sligo. So without any 
rational thought, myself and Alison drove for 
three hours in torrential rain from Antrim, and 
bought the bike, then another three hours in 
torrential rain home. The bike is a runner and 
still has an interesting English reg and V5, so 
hopefully paperwork should work out ok.  

Stop press.  The V5 has arrived but Minnie 
might still need an indicator lens and an ignition 
switch.  07950 179966 if you can help. 

 

Not impressed with turning 
water into wine? 
 
Russians turn potatoes into 
vodka!  Which turns Russians 
back into potatoes!! 

Tim and Alison 
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I went with a few friends to the 'Pioneer 
Run'.  This run is for veteran bikes, from Epsom 
to Brighton.  We could not see any Russian or 
Eastern block bikes amongst the 
competitors.  However parked up in a lay-by 
viewing area, there was this Jawa 2 stroke 
bike.  I remember seeing them on the roads in 
the 1960's. 

We went to the world famous Dragon rally in 
North Wales.  Approx 3000 bikers attend.  I took 
these photo's of a Ural combo with a BMW 
engine fitted.  The second photo clearly shows a 
hydraulic conversion to the front brake.  I have 
heard about this conversion before but never 
seen one until now.  I wanted to ask the owner 
for more details but could not find him among 
the crowds of rally goers. 

If you find your bike caught by David’s camera 
and posted in the pages of HV, get in touch and 
tell us all about it.  
 
For this issue, to help continue the process of 
decorating Steve Lowry’s mancave, the rear 
cover is on the inside.  It’s the PMZ 750 we 
featured some time ago on the front, but on its 
own without the angel in overalls in its way.  
David found this picture too and further research 
reveals that the bike is part of the “Motos of War” 

collection from a 
museum called 
Motorworld by V. 
Sheyanov based in 
Samara.  I know David 
Cox took an interest in 
the previous front 
cover picture and I 
couldn’t tell him much, 
but now I can reveal 
that the museum is on 
Facebook and has 
several videos on 
Youtube.  Spend a 
happy hour or two 
trawling through it all 
and I’m sure you get to 
see more of it, and the 
angel in overalls as 
well! 

The David 
Greenwood Gallery 
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While I was on the Motorworld Facebook page I 
found the above picture.  It’s not of anything 
Russian but because we’ve already been staring 
down the barrel of Torgier’s Planeta, I thought 
we’d gaze in wonder at this.  It’s a Puch 350 split 
single, far too clever for its own good!  Stranger 
still…… 
 
 

I know nothing.  The other thing parked to its 
right is a Lilac, a Japanese two stroke V twin 
from a time before Japanese motorcycles were 
deadly dull.  Perhaps it might be fair to assume 
that this picture was taken at some sort of 
vintage meeting in Japan and that the bike in 
question is also Japanese.  The tank badge is 
an M on a black disc.  Are the Cossack Owner’s 
Club’s flat twin pilots interested in a possible 
oriental cousin? 

You don’t 
need a 
parachute 
to skydive, 
you need 
a 
parachute 
to skydive 
twice. 

 
 
 
Mark Warrender rode 
his Kawasaki half way 
round the world 
including much of the 
old Soviet Union.  He 
says………….. 

I'm new to the club but I 
saw you wondering 
what the caption to the 
artwork on the rear 
cover translates to. I 
travelled through 
Russia by motorcycle in 
2014 and have a basic 
understanding. 

К новым трудовым победам was used in a lot 
of propaganda posters in the USSR. It roughly 
translates to 'Towards new labour victory'. See 
the enclosed image for another example. Sadly 
it's not motorcycle related at all. 

If anyone would like to read about Mark’s epic 
trip it’s at  www.sophiewhiptank.com  I asked him 
if he’d like to write up the Russian experience for 
us, “Stand by!!” he said. 

 

 

This is reproduced from the copies of the ancient 
Cossack Club news letters Chris Drucker sent 
me from around 1981.  It ends with a hand 
written note which says “Cont’ next mag.” Oh no! 
we don’t have it!!  Whoever wrote this was a 
dealer and will be very familiar to all his old 
customers.  Does anyone remember? 

A Russian of my own. 

It all began in 1971 when I saw in “The Motor 
Cycle” an article about Russian motorcycles and 
how a London dealer called Fred Wells as going 
to import them.  At the time, I had a little 
business in the industrial West Riding of 
Yorkshire, repairing motorbikes that other 
dealers couldn’t or wouldn’t touch. 

Always on the verge of extreme poverty (for this 
was one of motorcycling’s depressed times), I 
really needed an agency for a popular make to 
help finances, so I wrote to the Wells emporium.  
I expected to receive the usual arrogant “We 
don’t need…….” type letter, to add to the similar 

What is it? 

Sophiewhiptank 

Mystery history 
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 such from BSA, Triumph, Norton, Honda ect.  
Surprise, surprise, an invite was sent to me to 
view the machines at a dealer day.  This was to 
be held at a private airfield somewhere in Essex, 
as Fred Wells was a keen pilot and a member of 
the club there.   

Come the appointed day I jumped in my 1958 
Reliant wheelbarrow (I like this bloke, whoever 
he is!) and screamed the 200 miles down the M1 
to the deep south.  I was introduced to Fred 
Wells (How peculiar, I thought) and to Jock Kerr, 
his chief salesman. 

At last, after all the promises and 
disappointments in the press, I was able to 
inspect the marvels of Russian technology.  
There was the Ural “Mars” which we all now and 
love at £299 plus £89 for the sidecar, an 
unbelievably low price even for those halcyon 
days.  From memory , a BMW was around £950. 
(Serenity, registered as a Mars, must be one of 
these!) The sidecar differed from most of the 
SATRA imported versions in that it had leaf 
springs instead of rubber cone springing 
between the chassis and the body, and an 
opening boot. 

The Jupiter 350cc twin was even uglier than the 
photos suggested (No, absolutely not!) with its 
bulbous sprung front mudguard, and sold for 
£239 (Beautiful indeed).  The Minsk “Saturn” (M-
105) 125cc was similar to a mirror image of the 
still popular Bantam except that it had a similar 
mudguard to the IZH Jupiter and retailed for 
£119. 

The Voskhod 175cc (With less panelling and  
garish chrome than the Cossack version ) was 
perhaps the most stylish of the range, and a test 
run proved that the machine was quite a nippy 
iron for £129. 

There was the Riga moped, in two speed form at 
£69, more of a copy of the Puch than the NSU 
Quickly that the press talked about.  The scooter 
line up comprised the Tula Tourist which looked 
like a tank and the Tula three wheeled truck, 
somewhat similar in concept to the Vespa truck. 

The Ural amazed me, and I was an instant 
convert.  All the machines were my type of bike, 
no frills, no complications, just for riding.  To my 
delight, I was offered an agency and accepted 
on the spot.  I was told that they had a six month 
parts and labour guarantee, came complete with 
a packing case substantial enough to make 
ships from and a handbook more like a 

workshop manual than the flimsy little leaflets 
handed out with most other machines. 

Before returning on the epic journey in the 
wheelbarrow I had a drink and some curly 
sandwiches in the company of some other 
dealers.  I remember one of the partners from 
Coburn and Hughes stating what rubbish these 
“commie” machines were, and how perfect 
Hondas were.  They sold many Urals, still sell 
MZ and import many Italian motorcycles.  Some 
have what it takes (money). 

A talk with the bank manager later saw myself 
and three friends, the dreaded wheelbarrow and 
a trailer parading down the M1 to collect the first 
Ural outfit in the north.  The description of the 
packing case was rather an underestimate when 
we saw it.  Around the size of a semi-detached 
house, only weighing twice as much!  No wonder 
carriage was quoted at £15.  Undaunted, we had 
the behemoth loaded onto the uncomplaining 
(borrowed) trailer and set off for home. 

The wheelbarrow shook it like a rat before slowly 
gaining the advantage and pulled away.  The 
next exciting moment came when trying to stop!  
Give Reliant engineers their due, that poor, 
struggling vehicle made it back to Yorkshire 
without trouble in about six hours, with an all up 
payload of around three quarters of a ton, 
excluding the weight of the wheelbarrow and 
trailer.  Nearly all the Russian bikes were 
collected this way, but looking back, I think it 
would have been cheaper to have had them 
delivered. 

After unpacking each Ural or Voskhod it took a 
full day to prepare for sale.  First the anti rust 
coating had to be removed with the aid of petrol 
and much elbow grease.  All allegedly chrome 
plated parts, much of the paintwork and much of 
the alloy had been (in the words of the Russian 
blurb) “sloshed” with a kind of varnish.  The 
petrol taps had to be stripped to allow passage 
of any liquid, usually the carburettors needed the 
residue of Russian petrol removing along with 
the accrued muck.  The ignition timing was 
checked and altered, the points cleaned and 
British spark plugs were substituted for the 
agricultural variety. 

All oils were drained including the forks and 
suspension units. 

Maybe one day we’ll be able to tell you what 
happened after that.  Watch this space…….. 
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The next Stafford show is coming up and there 
might be an opportunity to replace some of 
these poorly lit, emergency regalia pictures with 
something a little more professional.  Did we 
tempt you into buying something?  If you’re 
going to the Stafford show over the weekend of 
April 23/24th, stop by the stand and introduce 
yourself.  We might give you an opportunity to 
dress up and be on this page!!! 

 
 
 
 
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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Hooded Sweat Shirts 
£20.00 to £21.50   

These are normally on an 
order only basis. 

 

. 

The only way you can 
get hold of one of these 
East European rally 
badges is to go to the 
Red Star Rally on 8th-
10 July.  Many thanks to 
Phil Rushworth for 
organising the badges.  
Will there be any left 
over?  Don’t risk it, be 
there, please. 

Club Umbrella 
£15.00  

Golf sized brollies 
in two types with 
COC logos on 2 

panels. 
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