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National Automobile Museum Revisited 
By Rodd Lighthouse 

George Canavan once again treated the Comstock Chapter 
members to a guided tour of the National Automobile Museum on 
Earth Day, April 22. As a volunteer at the museum, George has 
acquired and retained a significant amount of knowledge about the 
vehicles on display. In addition to his knowledge, George has been 
granted special privileges and has driven many of the cars in the 
museum. Combining George’s knowledge and driving experiences 
with his ability to tell a good story, the National Automobile 
Museum tour is a must do Comstock Chapter event. 

Fourteen Comstock Chapter members took advantage of the tour, 
which was preceded by the April general membership meeting. 
Although there are only a few motorcycles on display, the museum 
contains over 200 vehicles and is said to be one of America’s top 
five automobile museums. Some of the vehicles on display are 

shown in the following photos. 

Don’t miss the tour next year. 

 

 

 

 

1965 Centaur  

1946 Harley-Davidson 
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Indian Four 
 

1934 Morgan 
 

1907 Thomas Flyer 
Actual Winning Vehicle 

1908 New York to Paris Race 
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Earth Day Fossil Fuel Run 
By Rodd Lighthouse 

 
I love Mother Earth and I enjoy spending time in the beautiful northern Nevada environment, but I 
cannot stand environmental whackos making up problems to try and control me. As a protest directed to 
the whackos, I thought it would be a good idea to do a Comstock Chapter ride on Earth Day and burn 
some fossil fuel. Eight Comstock members, four on vintage machines, started the ride after the chapter 
meeting and tour of the National Automobile Museum. Before we could get out of the parking lot, 
karma struck; Jim Coe’s battery was dead on his Indian Chief due to a faulty brake light switch. 
 
Leaving Jim behind to fend for himself, the group headed out to Red Rock Road via North Virginia 
Street, where we stopped for fuel at Jacksons. Once fueled up and ready to hit the road, my Ducati 
decided it did not want to start, another dead battery due to a non-charging electrical system. Not 
wanting to ruin the ride for everybody, I told the group to go ahead and pick me up after they were 
finished with the ride. 
 
Leaving me behind, the six remaining riders took off on the designated route. Waiting there return I had 
a dog and a water. Approximately 1 hour later everybody returned. Asking how the ride went, it was 
revealed that Gene Shields has some fuel line issues with his H-D panhead, After fiddling with the 
panhead and getting the fuel leak slowed, the group decided to call it a day and scrap the ride. 
 

1923 Rolls-Royce (American) 
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Mother Earth got the best of me this time, but I’ll be back next year to challenge her again on Earth Day. 
By the way, the only vintage bike to get through the ride trouble free was Jeff Park’s Triumph T-140 
Silver Jubilee. 
 

Reno Rough Riders, Part 2 
By George Canavan 

 
If motorcycle polo and riding down to the Bay Area weren’t enough excitement, the Rough Riders also 
had a penchant for racing. What better way to celebrate Labor Day in 1920 that a quick sprint from Gold 
Hill to Reno. Get there in plenty of time to ice down the keg and husk some fresh corn from the field. 

 
If that seems tame for the Rough Riders, you are right. They had another exploit that might just pop your 
eyes open. Back in 1923 they put together a course that would really get your attention. The club fielded 
riders in their own Round Nevada event. Think about this; it’s 1923, on hard tail Harley and Indian 
twins: 

Reno 
Wadsworth 
Lovelock 

Winnemucca 
Battle Mountain 

Austin 
Tonopah 

Mina 
Hawthorne 
Yerington 

Gardnerville 
Carson 
Reno 
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Yup, 720 miles through the territory without support, two lane blacktop, frequent gas stations, credit 
cards, cell phones, etc. Heck! They probably didn’t even have pit toilets! I think that is one endurance 
run that would earn any finisher the title “Rough Rider”. All for that dinky tin cup. 
 
I’m impressed. A tip of the helmet to Mr. William Kelley and the Reno Rough Riders of the 1920’s.  
 

The Great Race 
By Jim Coe 

The original “Great Race” was started 25 years ago in Australia. It was started by Dave Reidie, the 
Harley Davidson dealer in Melbourne and Peter Arundel, an Indian collector and restorer. The idea was 
to get both brands together and keep the rivalry going. In 2017, the Great Race took place in Kanab, 
Utah, May 18 through 20. 
 
Riders leave in groups of 4 or 5 at pre-determined times, three minutes apart and are awarded points by 
starting on time, answering several questions at the checkpoints, and by riding at a predetermined speed 
for a given distance. Awards are given for three places for the highest points per make. The total points 
are added up and averaged to determine the winning brand. There were about 50 bikes registered, 
including a gutsy rider on a Powell. I didn’t see him after his break down on day two.     
 
DAY 1 - 100 Miles: 
The ride started on Thursday May 18 at 1pm. Since riders were showing up in the morning, it was a 
short day. First Ride was south of Kanab to Johnson’s Canyon. The road was about 20 miles, and was a 
timed drive at 45 miles per hour. Riders had to withstand snow flurries, and at the end there was a test 
with five questions. From there, it was back down through town and on to Best Friends Animal Society, 
a big, world renowned sanctuary. There were 5 more questions, some about the Australian Great Race, 
the forerunner to ours. After that we headed to Coral Pink Sand Dunes for another 12 mile timed ride at 
42 MPH that ended with another set of questions. With the first day of competition complete, it was 
back to the hotel to have a look at who came back on the trouble truck. 
 
DAY 2 - 190 Miles:  
The first rider group left at 9:45 for a 10-mile ride to Pipe Springs National Monument. From Pipe 
Springs the ride proceeded to Arizona Highway 389 through Fredonia and then on to Hurricane for fuel. 



 11 

After that it was on to the Parkhouse Café outside of Zion for lunch. The ride through Zion was 
cancelled due to a rockslide. Some riders and the checkpoint crews made it through, but most had to 
backtrack to Kanab. Due to the cancelled portion of the ride, Gary Stark caught up with everyone at the 
hotel to ask question to the riders who were not allowed to ride through Zion.  
 
After the ride I saw my hotel neighbor who also rode a 1953 Chief, removing a lug nut from his rear 
wheel. I asked what problem he was having.  He told me he loaned his 1948 Chief to a Harley rider 
(whose generator gears failed on Thursdays ride) and he lost all six lug nuts. He was going around 
getting 1 lug nut from five Indians to fix his bike. I told him I had enough spares with me and he could 
have them. We then went over to the Harley now Indian Rider and told him we had what he needed. 
When he was installing them, he told me he was going to wait until it was dark and then go around to 
the Indians and take what he needed. Since my two bikes were parked close by, I told him now he could 
get a good night’s sleep, because he was going to need all his strength to push all the Harleys on the 
trouble truck the next day.  I won’t put in writing the comments from the surrounding Harley riders, but 
some were good. 
 
DAY 3      185 MILES 
Starting time was 9:15am for the first group. We headed north on Highway 89 towards Bryce Canyon.  
The first checkpoint was at 63 miles just outside of Bryce Canyon. Then we drove to the end of Bryce 
Canyon to Rainbow Point for more questions and lunch. After that it was back down to Mt. Carmel 
Junction, 17 miles from Kanab, for our final check point. We got back and loaded up and then cleaned 
up to get ready for the Banquet. For the record, the trouble truck came back empty. THAT IS A GREAT 
DAY! 
 
The Banquet was a big slab of prime rib. There were a lot of stories and joking by all. The rivalry 
continues. Awards were presented with the highest points awarded to a Harley Rider. He won a nice 
glass trophy for his efforts. By now the suspense was high, who won, Harley or Indian??  Up to this 
point with 3 races behind us, it was Indian 2, Harley 1. Now the moment we all worked and challenged 
each other for 3 days was ready. As the room quieted down Gary Stark announced, Indian won!!  Now it 
is three to one.  I’m sure Harley will be back for blood in 2019. 
 
I would like to thank Gary Stark from Starklite Cycles and his loyal volunteers for their hard work.  
They did a fantastic Job. Looking forward to 2019 now! 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 


