
Summerõs Journey & Adventure (Part 2) 
By Jack N. Kaylor 

 

 My story left off in part one having returned from attending the International Convention at Chesapeake, 

Virginia. Between July 26
th

 and August 13
th

 I was made busy transcribing the minutes of the two meetings I had 

attended and getting them posted on the International Webpage. Included in this short period of time were 

conducting a chapter staff meeting and a general membership before making ready to head out on the road again; 

This time to Canton, Ohio and the Great Lakes Regional Conference summer meeting.  Shari and I were a 

couple of busy people, during those 19 days. 

 Late Saturday morning August 13 we headed north on I-15 to Mesquite, Nevada and stayed at the Virgin 

River Hotel and Casino. The idea was to have a little fun on this trip for ourselves. It was not as it turned out to 

wreak the rewards of a big payoff but just the fun of seeing how your luck ran. The next morning we were again 

heading north on I-15 until we started heading eastward on I-70. That night we stopped in Fruita, Colorado at a 

La Quinta hotel on Raptor Rd. About a block away we found a Mexican Restaurant named El Tapatio which not 

only served very authentic Mexican and Southwest meals but had just about every brand of Tequila you could 

name ready for the asking. We decided that when we travel on I-70 this would meet the same standards as the La 

Posta Restaurant in Mesilla, NM off I-10. 

 Monday morning we continued east to Denver driving through some of the most scenic mountains and 

through the Eisenhower Tunnel. Just outside of Denver we head north east on I-76 on into Nebraska and to 

connect with I-80 east. 

 Once on I-80 we headed east 

stopping at North Platte. Again we found a 

convenient La Quinta hotel and another 

find restaurant, a Whiskey Creek Wood 

Fire Grill where the steaks and ribs are 

renowned. With this kind of luck keeping 

me on my diet goals with lean and green 

meals was falling right into place. From 

North Platte we continued along I-80 

through Nebraska and most of Iowa before 

calling it a full day at a little spot in the road 

named Colfax, Iowa. This night we used 

the Comfort Inn. That night we were also 

treated to another thunder and lightning 

show which for me is very conducive to a 

good nightõs sleep. 

 Wednesday, well rested and ready to roll we drove east through Illinois and in to Indiana along I-80. We 

had driven through miles of construction and before going through South Bend we were rerouted along a two lane 

road which ran parallel to I-80. The street took us past the University of Norte Dame the home of the òFighting 

Irishó and it was there in Mishawaka, Indiana that we stopped for the night.  

We walked from our Comfort Suite Inn to a fast food eatery where we were among many students who 

were studying sports medicine as proclaimed by their attire. 

 

 

 

 

The Eisenhower Tunnel looking east 
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Norte Dame University 

 Interstate I-80/I-90 combined and turns into a toll road, that to us from the land of freeways turned out to 

be more of a nuisance than anything else; as it seemed every county had to get into the act collecting a couple of 

dollars here and a couple of dollars there, then throw in a fatality big rig accident and it seemed we would never 

get to the cut off to Canton Ohio on I-77 South. Once we got on I-77 it was smooth sailing on into Canton where 

we ended the dayõs journey at the Holiday Inn which also was the Host Hotel for the Great Lakes Regional 

Conference Summer meeting.  

 Shortly we were unpacked and ready to enjoy the rest of this day as we had arrived a day before the actual 

event. We had been invited to visit with Bob and Connie Flanagan (Both are Past International Presidents and 

Bob is the current International President) who reside a short drive further south in Dover, Ohio. So after 

refreshing up a bit and making a call to let them know we were in town, we headed down I-77 toward their 

summer home. The countryside in this area is lush with greenery and rolling hills covered with trees and dotted 

among them are medium size farms and pasture lands. We arrived at their summer home to be greeted with a 

warm welcome and great Blue Knight hospitality. After some great conversation we all loaded up in their car and 

Shari and I were given a cooks tour of the City of Dover.  

 Dover is a wonderful middle size city with some very interesting history. The excerpt below was taken 

from the City website. 

William C. Quantrill  
William Quantrill is perhaps Doverôs most infamous native son. Fighting for the 

Confederacy during the Civil War he developed a national reputation for his ruthlessness. 

Born July 31, 1837 in Dover and educated in the local schools, Quantrillôs father, 

Thomas, was Doverôs first Superintendent. Shortly after his fatherôs death in 1854, Quantrill 

moved west for the first time. He would eventually spend time travelling the western frontier of 

the United States in what is today Kansas, Missouri, Wyoming, Colorado, and even Salt Lake 

City, Utah.  

After the outbreak of the United States Civil War, Quantrill joined the Confederate side 

serving first as a Captain. He would eventually end up as a Colonel leading one of the warôs 

most ruthless bands of guerilla fighters. He is most famous for his raid on Lawrence, KS in 1863 

when he had nearly eight hundred men under his command. During the raid Kansasô capital city 

was burned to the ground. Two years later, Union troops cornered Quantrill in Kentucky and he was mortally wounded. He 

died a month later on June 6, 1865. 
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 As part of the tour, we were also invited to attend the Ohio ChapterðXVII. The meeting was conducted in 

the next town over, New Philadelphia, at a local restaurant. We had a great meal and after the meal the chapter 

conducted a short business meeting. We enjoyed meeting these Blue Knights and their spouses; we laughed and 

reveled in our Blue Knight experiences throughout our years of membership. Before long it was time for us to 

head back to our hotel in Canton.  

 The first day of the Great Lakes Regional Conference was mainly for registration and welcoming incoming 

members. That morning we met the Host Chapter President, Brian Arnold OH-XXV (Canton) and his wife 

Cindy Arnold of OH-XVII (Dover). Shari and I were given two passes for the Football Hall of Fame. This was 

just too good to be true. I had played football in high school and a couple years in college where I found these 

bigger guys were more serious about playing than I was but like any young footballer it is always a dream to be 

able to walk through the hall of fame. I really have to thank Brian and Cindy Arnold for fulfilling my dream. That 

day with a couple other good Blue Knight Friends, Gayle Murnane, Colette DeFalco and another Blue Knight 

named Chris whose last name has slipped my mind jumped into my pickup and joined Shari and I on a trip to the 

Hall of Fame. 

 
 The short drive was filled with excitement and wander of what would be seen. Would we see the 

Championship rings, some of the stories and legends that we only heard about, all kinds of speculation and 

anticipation was in our group. The short ten minute ride to the parking lot seemed to take hours but most of the 

time was trying to locate a spot to park in its parking areas. Several young footballers were playing in the marked 

off field adjacent to the upper parking area as we walked up to the shrine. Once inside, all our questions and then 

some were answered. Every football team that ever existed was represented in photos or film posters or statues. 

For me it was a dream come true and after a wondrous three or four hour tour our motely group gathered and 

departed. In reality we could have probably spent a couple of more hours walking through and around this tribute 

but we needed to get back to the hotel for the planned events there.  
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 We had a couple of hours before the main activities of the Hospitality Room would be kicking in so we 

took a cooks tour of the surrounding area and came upon a  great  place for an  afternoon meal named Quaker 

Steak and Lube. Okay when I first heard the name I was thinking about Jiffy Lube, but once we sat down and 

were greeted by the friendly staff, and looked around I knew we were about to have a good experience. The meal 

was very tasty and very well priced for what they served you.   

 The Great Lakes Regional Conference really puts on a great event filled with camaraderie and friendships. 

During the banquet we were treated to a shotgun wedding where the Conference International Representative and 

the Chairman toting 12 gauge shotguns brought the lucky couple before the Conference Chaplain to renew their 

wedding vows.  While at the this conference I met up again with our friends Bobbie Sue and Thomas Peed who 

we first met in Vail, Colorado in 1999 and witnessed them getting married on the top of a sky lift, not to mention a 

very high altitude. 

 
 Brian and Cindy Arnold 

      
          Bobbie Sue & Tom Peed            

Some of the fine 

people we have 

known and got to 

see on this trip. 

Some others we met or renewed friendships on 

this trip were: Bob and Connie Flanagan, Bill 

Haylett, Gale Murnane, Colette DeFalco, 

George Klug, Paul Groteau and Sheldon and 

Brigitte and Sheldon DeMattio to mention just a 

few others that came to my head. In Brian and 

Cindyõs friendship we met them at the Rio 

Grande Conference back in May. Like I said you 

always get to meet or re-meet friends in the Blue 

Knights. 
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  Before too short of a time it was time for us to head back toward California. Early Sunday morning we 

drove to I-77 turning south to connect further down the road with I-70 where we would take that interstate 

basically west until we connected with I-15 in Utah.  The first night again on the road got us as far as Effingham 

Illinois where we found a Country Inn and Suites. After a good nightõs rest, Monday morning found us driving in 

local commuter traffic. Once the traffic opened up we were back to viewing the countryside and large open fields. 

We crossed into St. Louis, Missouri and on through Kansas City and the Topeka area until we made it about half 

way through Kansas where we stopped for the night at Hays at a Comfort Inn right off the freeway. Across the 

street, and I might add, windblown street, we found a Carlos OõKellyõs Mexican Caf®. This spurred my ladies taste 

buds and I could not find any German eateries nearby so Oleõ, spicy food it would be. 

 The next morning I-70 west began to get more familiar as we road through Denver and headed into the 

Rocky Mountains. I did say earlier that I had a craving for some good old German food and thoughts of 

Sauerkraut with knackwurst were dancing through the fat cells of my body while the brain was saying òhey boy you 

have done well losing over a hundred poundsó. The battle of the cellõs and mind was raging fiercely when we 

pulled off I-70 into a small little village of Georgetown, Colorado and lo and behold Bavarian Food was served at 

the Euro Grill. This location was just off the I-70 and nestled among the high pine tree covered mountains and 

next to a fast running mountain stream. The ambience and the fresh pine smell of fresh air sure made my day. 

             
                    The Euro Grill in Georgetown, CO              Georgetown shops and downtown area 

 Very much satisfied with an excellent meal we were back on the road. It wasnõt but a few moments before 

we were entering the Eisenhower Tunnel and again driving in some of the most scenic area in this here United 

States, not to forget some very expensive real estate sites like Aspen and Vail. All too soon our dayõs journey 

would end in Fruita, CO and back at the La Quinta Inn and not too much of a surprise back at the El Tapatio 

Mexican Restaurant. This time the Tequila Bar was visited. 

 Our last leg of the trip would take us to the I-15 connection and one more night at the Virgin River 

Casino, Mesquite, Nevada to recoup some of the moneys we left on the way to Canton. (Note here: check in to 

Gamblers Anonymous upon return home). We made the trip home the following day.  

 Getting home on the 25
th

 gave us about a week before we would be again on the road but this time for a lot longer 

period.   

 We had scheduled two more conference visits to attend before our cross country travels would conclude 

ant that would be to attend the Northeast Conference Fall meeting in Rhode Island and follow that on the way 

home with a visit to the Mid-West Regional Conference meeting being held at Spirit Lake, Iowa with a short 

personal vacation in between the two meetings. 

 

 



PAGE 6 

 Our journey eastward began early on Saturday morning September 9, 2011.  The sun was shining bright 

and it looked like we were in for another long drive through areas we had seen before. We headed south on I-15 

to connect with and head east on I-8 through San Diego county and into Yuma Arizona. It was nearing noon 

when we arrived in Yuma and stopped for our noon meal at a Golden Corral buffet style restaurant.  We 

continued eastward through Tucson and came to our first stop at Wilcox, Arizona. We stayed at a Days Inn, just 

off I-10 on W. Rex Allen Road. For dinner on the other side of the freeway there is a truck stop which of course 

has one of those allðnight cafes where the food is terrific.   

 We needed to put some miles on towards the north east coast so the next morning we headed out through 

New Mexico and made a pit stop in El Paso for nourishment. From El Paso it was on to Van Horn, Texas where 

we turned on to I-20 for Odessa, Texas for that evening. We had been on this route earlier this year when we 

attended the Rio Grande Conference but all points past mile marker 380 going into or rather around Fort Worth, 

Arlington and Dallas, Texas on I-20 would be new to us. During this particular trip, Texas was experiencing the 

most horrific fires. Several homes had been lost and several hundreds of acres were involved in the area which 

also affected parts of Louisiana. We were about 40 miles from the Louisiana border when the pungent smell of 

smoke entered the air intakes and the sky turned dark from smoke. It would be into Louisiana and about ten 

miles before we arrived at Shreveport until the sky would clear and the smoke dissipated. We stopped for the 

evening in Shreveport at another La Quinta Inn. 

 Tuesday morning the smoky clouds turned in to drizzle and some rain as we drove through the rest of 

Louisiana on I-20 into Vicksburg and Jackson, Mississippi. At Meridian, Mississippi I-59 joined I-20 as we went 

into Alabama and circled Birmingham. On the east side of Birmingham I-59 headed north and I-20 continued on 

in to Georgia. On the west outskirts of Atlanta we stopped at Douglasville for that night. We were kind of 

marching through the same area Sherman had during the Civil War for the next morning we would be heading 

toward Richmond, Virginia. 

 Out of Atlanta we caught I-85 which would take us in a northeasterly direction through South and North 

Carolina and in to Richmond which would be our last night on the road before we arrived at the host hotel for the 

NEC meeting in Warrick, Rhode Island. The route on I-85 took us through South Carolina, North Carolina and 

into Petersburg, Virginia where a short distance later I-85 ended at I-95 where we headed north toward 

Richmond. All along the route we had encountered intermittent rain fall, some heavy at times others just light 

drizzle. That night from our hotel room window we were treated to a spectacular lightning and thunder display. 

 The next morning the roads were still damp and we found ourselves again in morning commuter traffic as 

we wove our way through Richmond along I-495 as I-95 split up to either go left of the Capitol or right of the 

Capitol. Mother Nature was calling for a rest stop for both of 

us; so the next off ramp, Laurel was taken. The sign read 

òVisitor Center and that was all we needed to see.  . The sign 

post told us we were at the Patuxent Refuge National Wildlife 

Visitor Center and to us it read open to public and restrooms. 

We turned off Laurel Road on to a single lane one way road 

which led to a completely empty parking area with a large 

building and two vehicles parked beside it. The building did 

have a number of excellent exhibits of stuffed wildlife examples 

of the area and quite an extensive amount of historical relics on 

display. The area provided an excellent chance to stretch the 

legs and learn about the area.  

 

 

Patuxent Research Refuge National Wildlife Visitor 

Center, Laurel Maryland 
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 As we entered the Washington DC area the reliance on the GPS was utterly needed. Before long we were 

re-introduced to Toll Roads in Baltimore, Maryland and all through New Jersey; Pennsylvania; New York; 

Connecticut and into Rhode Island. One thing I will admit is that for the amount of tolls we had to pay, the 

highways were well maintained and only when there was an accident did you get into stop and go traffic.   

 Early evening about 5:00 PM we arrived at our host hotel, the Radisson Hotel near the Providence 

International Airport. We met with a few people I knew from that conference, Pat Fox and few other early arrivals 

at the front entrance. They told us about this excellent restaurant next door named Legal Sea Foods. We quickly 

checked in and unloaded as we had visions of Lobster in our noggins ever since our last visit to the east coast back 

in 2004 when we ate a lobster in Portsmouth, Maine. 

  

 

 We were not disappointed as true to the eastern way of serving lobster we were each served with a whole 

lobster and not just the tail. To make it even more special we got two of them for the price you would pay for just 

a tail here in California.  I will add that we did receive a call from our daughter while we were ordering our meal. 

She asked if we still had lights and electricity. Of course our answer was yes we did. Apparently we had not told 

her that we were on the road and back in California they had a power outage that basically blacked out quite a 

large area. We did thank her for her concern and informed her we were ordering Lobster. 

 Since we arrived a day earlier than the scheduled meeting activities we decided to do the tourist thing and 

take a ride out to Cape Cod and see what that was all about. The next morning we fired up the pickup truck, fed 

the GPS with the town name of Provincetown which according to the map was pretty much at the tip of the cape 

and off we went.   We drove a short distance northward into Massachusetts on I-95 where we turned on to I-195 

which took us further east until we connected with route 6 where we were actually now driving on the Cape. The 

road on the cape is mainly a two lane road but the beauty of the area is mesmerizing. On the maps one would 

think that you should be able to see water on both sides of the road but that is not the case at all. When we 

reached the town of Orleans we decided we wanted to take the lesser traversed road Hwy 28 which would take us 

along the coastline of the Nantucket Sound and see some of the homes along the route. This was one of the most 

scenic roads we have ever been on.  

Most of the homes ranged from moderate to mansions, all nestled among many trees and lush greenery 

with views of the water. On this road we learned about òturn aboutsó where several roads, not just two, can be 

confusing to the GPS and the driver but eventually we did end up on the right road. We stopped at a roadside 

café, The Old Harbor Café in Chatham for lunch. 

For me a good tuna salad but what else do people get in Massachusetts, a bowl of Boston Clam Chowder 

for Shari!  Satisfied and well fed we continued on our way, where we drove to a little beach area where a couple of 

photos were before heading back to the hotel. 

 

Inside the Legal Sea Foods  Radisson Hotel Courtyard 
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 We followed along Hwy. 28 until we came upon the town of Mashpee where we headed north back to 

Hwy. 6 and our route back to i-195 and Warrick. Unfortunately for us there was a length of construction going on 

and we would be stuck in it for a little over an hour; but it was a good way of really scoping out the scenery. 

 We got back to the hotel where we were met by many Blue Knight members of Chapter Rhode Island 1; 

the host chapter of this event. The Chapter President, John OõDonnell and Vice-President Ken Penza showed us 

to the hospitality room and where our evening meal would be served before the much larger hospitality room 

would be opening up later. The hospitality we received and new friendships we obtained were simply outstanding. 

After a good meal in the banquet room we went over to the now opened hospitality room. Here Margaritas and  

 

Old Harbor Cafe in Chatham, MA Homes of Chatman from Cafe parking 

Sitting on I-195 (Check out the rear view mirror) 

Beach Homes near Chatham, MA Beach crowd across from homes in Chatham 
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Pina Colada drinks were flowing freely; happily poured by Ken Penza and other RI-1 members. The party was 

even more thrilling in that a live band provided excellent music for dancing. Yes twinkle-toes got up several times 

and shook out a few kinks with Shari. The next morning I attended the Conference Meeting as did D.J. Alvarez 

the International Vice-President. New Conference officers were elected and soon the meeting ended. 

         
Our Rhode Island 1 Bartenders                Some of our Quebec Friends                      Ken Penza and his wife 

                  
Party goers with Pat Fox pictured                  First Nights Band                     Second Nights Band 

 That afternoon there was a scheduled ride out to Jamestown and the Beavertail Lighthouse. We had told 

the ride captains and our host, Ken Penza that we would follow behind the motorcycle group as best we could in 

our pickup truck. As the bikes lined up in the rear parking lot of the hotel; I will only guess that the number was 

more than 100, we made ready to pull in behind the last rider.  

The procession was well escorted by members of RI-1 with fully police equipped, though privately owned, 

motorcycles escorting this large group along the road ways toward the lighthouse. The group was doing fine but 

trying to keep up with them while being cut off by other motorist was extremely difficult. 

 

Lining up in parking lot Following behind the motorcycles 
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No other driver on the road figured our white truck was part of the group. The ride captain in the rear noticed we 

were having some difficulty and realized we had not a clue as to where we were, had the group slow up and then 

waved for us to fall in behind the bikes and he followed me.    

 The ride back to the hotel was uneventful 

and gave us plenty of time to make ourselves ready 

for the closing Banquet and to pack up some of 

our gear. The next morning after breakfast we 

would be back on the road with a few extra days to 

wind our way to Northern Iowa and the Midwest 

Regional Conference at Spirit Lake. 

 Sunday morning we went to the farewell 

breakfast and said our good byes to all that were 

there. Many of the Blue Knights had already 

departed much earlier. A couple of eggs and two 

cups of coffee and we were heading out ourselves. We had never actually seen Niagara Falls though we drove by 

them on the west side in Ontario, Canada when we rode the bike to Quebec.  

 We headed north on I-95 into Massachusetts and took I-90 out of Mass into New York and what seemed 

to be a never-ending turnpike with every city or county having toll booths. We went through the cities of Albany, 

Schenectady, Utica, Syracuse and Ro; all places we had heard about but never seen, the landscape in upper New 

York State is for lack of words, radiant with beauty as we ran alongside the Erie Canal. Shari was diving at this time 

and I was humming the words to the old song òLow Bridge we are coming to a town, 15 miles on the Erie Canaló. 

Arriving on the outskirts of Buffalo, NY, I took over driving and our course toward Niagara Falls took us north on 

I-190 on into Niagara Falls where we had our hotel, the Hampton Suites. The location of the hotel was within 

walking distance of the falls itself and directly across from a casino. When we arrived the clouds opened up with 

every bit of wetness they had but that would not dampen our spirits to enjoy the area. The rains did lighten up a 

bit, enough for us to take a walk over to the casino where the hotel clerk told us we would find some excellent 

restaurants.  

The walk took us past a historical church renowned for its part in helping provide shelter to slaves seeking 

freedom during the more dismal part of our countries history.  It kind of struck my funny bone as to the fact the 

casino was the next building you came upon. 

 

 

Beavertail Lighthouse, Jamestown RI Shari walking back to vehicle 

Another view of Beavertail Lighthouse 
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I guess you could stop and pray for good fortune 

on your way to sin and degradation and then go back and 

pray for forgiveness in the same block. Inside of the 

casino there were several fine eateries and we choose to 

dine Italian this evening and were not disappointed in the 

least. The Antipasto Salad was superb. 

 The next morning the clouds were still there but 

the rain was gone. Since we had a few days to go before 

we had to be in Iowa we decided to actually do the tourist 

thing and check out the Niagara Falls. We were only a 

few blocks away and the temperature was moderate. The 

falls are everything and more that we had heard about or 

seen in pictures. What a tremendous amount of water is 

spilling over them and I guess eventually ending up in 

Lake Erie or Ontario. We walked among the many 

shops and then through a park area and a museum 

before actually walking out along the rails and viewing the falls up close. You certainly could hear the power of the 

falls as it rang and echoed about the large hotel buildings that dotted the area. We took a couple of photos of each 

other with my cell phone to document our being there for memory values. 

 

 After a couple of hours we walked back to our car at the hotel; having already packed and checked out 

earlier,  we got back on the road to head toward Spirit Lake, Iowa.  The route we selected would take us to the tip 

of Lake Erie, where we would find a hotel somewhere near Cleveland Ohio but not before going through part of 

Pennsylvania first. We retraced our route back down I-190 to I-90 heading out of New York and into 

Pennsylvania along the shore line of the Great Lake Erie. 

 

 

 

Niagara Fall Catholic Church and Casino 

The American Falls & Horseshoe Falls in background 

Author at Niagara Falls 9-12-2011  Shari at Niagara Falls:  9-12-2011 
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For several miles and along the New York Thruway we were on s toll road right up to the state line. Less 

than a mile into Pennsylvania we were back on another toll road. It is apparent that this part of the country is very 

dependent on collection of highway fees. We came upon a 

rest stop set in a lush farming area next to a vineyard. This 

was the first indication that made us aware of the great wines 

that do come out of Pennsylvania. The inside area of the rest 

stop gave the visitor a historical foundation of the area and 

invited the guest to walk out to the rear fence and take a taste 

of the grapes right off the vine. 

 Here we switched drivers and Shari was up to bat as 

we continued south on I-90 toward the tip of Lake Erie.  

After almost 200 miles I took over and we entered the 

outskirts of Cleveland Ohio. You know what, even Ohio 

has toll roads. We were about òtolled outó for the day so 

with the coordinates placed in the GPS (now named 

Gertrude) we located our La Quinta Inn. The course 

given us took us from Iñ90 to I-71 and dropped us off 

near the location we could clearly see but had no idea 

how to get to and I will also add neither did Gertrude. By 

doing a little Daniel Boone, we did find the route to the 

training and commuter parking area which also served as 

the main entry to this La Quinta. Tired and a bit hungry 

we had spotted a couple of restaurants a block from the 

hotel and were told by the hotel clerk that Somers was a 

fairly good family style restaurant. So we decided to give it 

try. We were not disappointed. All their meals are made 

from scratch and they had a large variety from meals to 

select from. Many of them I had to ask what they were as 

I had not heard of them much less could I pronounce 

what they were. For my meal I had a side dish of Tabouli, 

which is an Arab salad comprising of tomatoes, 

cucumbers, chopped parsley, mint, onion, garlic, olive oil 

and lemon juice. This was not quite a Cesar Salad but it 

was very healthy. With my salad I had another side of 

Bab Ganooj, which is an Egyptian plate of eggplant mixed 

with olive oil and served with a kind of bread that I would 

call pita bread. Shari stayed with the traditional meal plan 

but we both walked out of Somerõs satisfied. We then 

waddled back to our hotel room. 

 Back on the road before 8:00 AM and we again 

depended on Gertrude to head us toward I-90 west as we 

departed Ohio for Indiana and Illinois. Once we got onto 

I-90 we were again on a toll road all the way across the 

northern border of Indiana and Michigan on to Chicago. Illinois.  

Rest Stop and vineyard in Penn. 

http://somersrestaurant.webs.com/apps/photos/photo?photoid=100560819
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One thing about the toll roads they have conveniently located service and rest areas often enough. All that 

we saw had food courts and fueling stations so it did make the ride comfortable, just expensive with toll fees. 

I-90 again turned northerly as we neared Gary, Indiana and now had passed below Lake Michigan and just 

on the south end of Chicago we were joined with I-94. 

The plan was to take some time and revisit the Old World Third Street area of Milwaukee the following 

day. At this point we were but another couple of hours or so from there so at Gurnee, Illinois we stopped for the 

night and that way we would have plenty of time the next day to visit, have a fine German meal at Maderõs and 

take a look at some of the sites before stopping for the night in Madison, Wisconsin. 

As it was, getting to Gurnee took us through downtown 

Chicago during the commute hour. We were able to see most of 

the sites along the highway at length and so why not take a photo of 

the Sears Tower, one of the most notable buildings in the area 

clearly seen from the thruway. 

    It was getting toward 6:30 in the evening when we pulled 

into the La Quinta Inn. This was a marvelous area. If we had 

younger children there was a Six Flags Amusement park only one 

exit south of us and where this hotel was located off Grand Street 

had several very popular restaurants within a short walking distance 

from it. There happened to be a Joeõs Crab Shack 

just a hop, a skip and a jump from the hotel and that 

would be a definite stop for this evening. Like I said 

this was the vacationing part of our trip and both of 

us enjoyed everything we had done and were looking 

forward to just having a great time. WE DID JUST 

THAT!  

Off I-90/94 Sears Tower, Chicago 

Joe's Crab Shack at Gurnee, Illinois 

Usingerõs Fine Sausage Est. 1880 


