
Summer ôs Journey & Adventure  (Part 1)  
By Jack N. Kaylor 

 

 I knew that my life as a Blue Knight would always be an interesting journey . I have constantly 

met new friends every year that I have been involved with the Blue Knights. Now, as the International 

Secretary my travels have definitely increased. This year my wife and I were able to attend five Blue 

Knight Conference Meetings and the International Convention all which took place throughout the 

months of May, June, July, August and September of 2011. Some Shari and I were able to ride our 

motorcycle to, while others we headed out on the road in our pickup truck . On all adventures, we had 

a great time, saw some of the country we had not seen before and were welcomed at all events with a 

show of Blue Knight hospitality and friendship. I hope I am able to incorporate in writing some of the 

things we experienced and maybe stir your interest in  visiting othe r Blue Knight events as sort a 

vacation yourself one day. 

Our J ourney Begins  
To the Rio Grande Conferenc e in Granbury Texas  May 1 9-22 , 2011 

 Sunday morning May 15th, two suitcases packed, case of water and my diet foods all in the 

pickup, Shari and I head out for the Rio Grande Conference in Granbury, Texas. Our route would be 

heading south to Interstate 8 t hen a short stop in Yuma, Arizona to visit our friends Buster and Gaye 

Hummel . We left early enough so as to arrive at the Convalescent Hospital in Yuma to allow time for a 

short visit. I know there is never a short visit when we visit friends, but what th e heck, time was not 

really a factor for us on this trip.   

As we arrived at the hospital we could see Gayeôs car in the parking lot (bee decals is a dead 

giveaway). We entered the lobby and immediately saw Buster, in a wheelchair, and Gaye sitting on a 

bench next to him. Buster was looking good and recognized both of us right away and waved at us. 

This was definitely a good sign. We chatted in the lobby for a while and soon it was time for Buster to 

have his evening meal. The hospital had a dining area for the patients set up like a cafeteria. We 

helped Buster with his tray and then rolled him out to a patio area. As he ate we talked for quite some 

time. Buster kept relating to us how he wanted to attend the Southwest Conference and personally 

thank all tho se who supported him and Gayle with their thoughts and prayers for their recovery. I 

have to say between the support and the medical staff; if it was a motion on the floor I would second 

it.  

All too soon good things have to come to an end and Buster needed to retire to his room. The 

visit was well worth the loss of travel time.  We said our good byes and then continued on I -8 until we 

came to Gila Bend, Arizona. The hour was late and we needed to find a room for the night and maybe 

a place to eat.  The two larger motels had no vacancies but we were lucky enough to get a room at 

Americas Choice Inn  on the east end of town. Right next door was a Subway which was about to close; 

I was able to make due on a couple of slices of roast beef, no bread and a salad.   

Monday morning we headed towards Las Cruces, New Mexico as we were now on I-10. At Las Cruces, 

we secured a La Quinta Hotel for the night. It would not be right not to have a great Mexican dinner at 

the La Posta Restaurant in Mesilla, New Mexico. On the road near Deming, we called our friend, Larry 

Kunard ; he would meet us at the restaurant. After unpacking at the hotel we drove to the restaurant 

where Larry was awaiting us in the parking area. We discussed many things and Buster Hummel was 

on the top of the list. Since we were at a restaurant it would be my test on how to manage my weight-  
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loss program with their meals. It worked out fine I got my lean and green meal covered. Larry had just 

gotten back from a CALTEX Ride and his motorcycle looked like a rolling dust cloud. I t was sure great 

to visit with Larry but all things have to end. We told Larry we would be back through on our way 

home from the Rio Grande Conference. 

 

 
                LA Posta Restaurant, Mesilla, NM  

Tuesday morning we got an early start and headed again on I-10 going through El Paso, Texas 

and onward to Van Horn where we caught I-20 heading toward Odessa. Texas is a big state and the 

scenery in this particular area was mainly plains with sage brush, a lot of cacti and a few trees. As we 

neared Odessa the landscape came alive with oil derricks, oil businesses and the same landscape but 

with more to see. We decided that we would stop for the night in Odessa as it seemed to have an 

abundance of hotels and motels. We tried hard in vain to find accommodations for the night as an Oil 

Convention of some sort filled all available rooms. Luckily ,  the town of Midland, Texas is just up the 

road from Odessa and though most of the hotels were booked we were able to find a Travel Lodge for 

the night and believe it or not a steakhouse that delivered food to your room. The room and meal was 

excellent but from this point on we will secure a room ahead of time in the future in this part of the 

world. The next morning we again headed east ward toward Abilene and our exit a few more miles up 

the road. We were now in the hill country and our southerly turn off took us along a two lane country 

road with several large farms and ranches and through a couple of small towns and then we were in 

Granbury.  

 

                                 
        Granbury Hotel                                Granbury Court House       Streets of Granbury  
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 The Rio Grande conference put on an excellent event, had some very scenic and historical areas 

both within th e town and the surrounding countryside. On the second night they provided the 

attendees with a carne asada dinner fully cooked on the largest frying pan we had ever seen. Of course 

with a meal like this it was only proper to have Margaritas and Beer for al l to enjoy the southwestern 

flavor totally. Jalapeno peppers were my down fall. I also can state that the Texas peppers have truly a 

little more kick to them.  

 

 

                                  
                    Pretty darn big Frying Pan                  Shari by Lake Granbury Convention Center  

 The banquet at the Granbury Convention Center on Lake Granbury signaled the conclusion of 

the Rio Grande Conference and on Sunday morning we would be retracing our route back  on I-20 to 

I -10. We made our reservations at the same La Quinta Hotel in Las Cruces we stayed at on the way to 

the Rio Grande Conference. Before entering El Paso we again called Larry Kunard and met him at the 

Golden Corral Diner in El Paso for another dinner. Again we had a great meal and wholesome 

conversation before calling it an evening and heading to the hotel. 

Shari and I made the trip more pleasurable by splitting the drive from one destination to the 

next and were able to do between 550 to 600 miles for the day. From Las Cruces I started out and at 

Wilcox, Arizona, Shari took the wheel. We had intended to head for Yuma for the night and again visit 

with Buster and Gay Hummel. With Shari driving and the sound of the tires slapping the highway like 

a train clicking on a track, it wasnôt long before I was out like a light and napping soundly.  

We both knew that near Casa Grande I-8 cutoff from I -10. When I awoke I looked out the 

window and the scenery did not at all look familiar. I asked Shari if we had reached Casa Grande yet. 

She replied she didnôt think so but she had no idea as there was a lot of construction she had passed. 

The next road sign I saw said Phoenix was 20 miles ahead of us. I knew then, we would not be 

revisiting with Buster. I have to give Shari credit; she managed to drive through the Phoenix area 

during rush hour traffic like a pro . However she was only too happy to turn the wheel back over to me. 

We drove to Blythe for the evening staying at the Quality Inn.  Tuesday morning, we made the trip 

back to Temecula in about four hours  which gave us plenty of time to unpack, get the laundry done, 

catch up on the missed mail and for me to get ready for the Wednesday evening staff meeting the very 

next day. 

 On June 11, 2011 the chapter had its annual Benefit Ride and of course both Shari and I worked 

along with our participating members to register, put on a good ride for those attending and feed all. 

After the event we assisted in cleanup of the Range and then made our way back to the home pit stop. 
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Prescott Arizona and  the Southwest Conference  June 1 5-19, 2011  

 For this trip , the bike was our vehicle of choice. We had previously planned to meet Rob Dotie 

and Howard Burke near our home in Temecula in the Lowes parking early in the morning. From  there 

we would ride to Beaumont at Interstate 10 and Highway 79 to meet up with Russ Golesh and his wife 

Marie.  At Beaumont Russ and Marie pulled in to the Dennyôs parking lot just after we arrived. 

Greeting and hugs were exchanged and though we were at Dennyôs we elected to ride to Chiriaco 

Summit  where we stopped for breakfast and topped off the motorcycles. Before heading out further it 

was decided that Shari and I would ride in the rear as we were towing a trailer . Russ had a GPS he 

could lead the group with Rob and Howard in th e rocking chair. 

We continued up I -10 crossing the Colorado river continuing on to the cutoff at Quartzite 

where we caught Highway 60. The weather was starting to get a little more warmer so additonal water 

and fluids were called for, not to forget needed butt breaks. Highway 60 meets Highway 71 at Aguila 

but just before making the turn off it was decided that we could stop, take a butt break and those who 

wanted to could fill up their  bikes.  

The temperature was all ready in the triple digits and we were in no big hurry so we rested for 

awhile. I had at least a half tank of gas and from visiting Prescott several times in the past did not 

have to fill gas as we were now only about 55 miles from Prescott. As we were resting two former 

Chapter VI members, now members of Chapter IV, Richard Bennett and Bruce Pfferkorn arrived at 

the service station. They topped and again greetings were made. After a short visit Bruce and Richard 

departed. For some reason the heat was really getting to Shari and I guess also Marie, but it was time 

for us to get back on the road as the butt break was over, after drinking our fluids. Russ again took the 

lead depending on the GPS to guide the group to our destination. Making our turn on to Highway 71 

we headed up the two lane highway towards Congress, AZ where we made our turn shortky onto 

Highway 89.   

We had only gone a short distance and then all of sudden at Kirkland Junction our group made 

a sharp left turn the sign post saying Bagdad 51 miles. Now I knew that we were now on one of my 

famous adventures. I radioed Russ saying I think we should have continued on Highway 89 but the 

response was the GPS says we are on the right track. It just so happens that this particular route took 

us about 26 additional miles and came in to the backside of Prescott. If we would have continued on 

Highway 89 we would have had only about 22 miles further to go.  But, then this was an adventure and 

on a road I had not ridden before. The 48 mile ride did take us through Kirkland, Skull Valley and 

Iron Spr ings, all places I had not seen or heard of before.  
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                 Prescott Resort and Casino          Downtown Prescott ñWiskey Rowò 

Russ was still using his GPS system to guide us to the Prescott Resort. However, the GPS 

ind icated that we were to continue to the left on Highway 89 instead of bearing right on Highway 69 .  

I recalled from the 2006 SWC meeting that the resort could be seen on the hill  from off the highway 

and it was a shorter route to the resort to bear right and then take a left turn at the first light going up 

the hill to the resort . However the GPS guided our leader to the left. I told Shari the resort was on the 

hill to our right side now and that there was a veternans hospital we were passing on our left side. 

 I also told her there may be another way up to the resort that the GPS is guiding us to. So we 

went along for the ride. It was not long, maybe five miles down the road when Russ and the group 

pulled over to a tire shop to get some positive direction. I  told the group that I believed we had already 

driven by the resort and I advised that we should go back to the main junction of 89 and 69. 

Apparently GPS systems have a tendancy in this area to not be accurate.  The group asked me to lead 

us back to the road I knew we should turn on to.   Our first priority would be to locate a fu el stop. I 

made my famous U-Turn  and drove back the the Intersection or Highways 89 and 69 finding a Shell 

service station.  

I had informed the group of the shortest route to the hotel and advised that they  had to bear to 

the right and take  a left turn at the first stop light which would be the road heading up the hill to the 

resort.  I was a little slow getting my gas paid for and as I got to our bike I saw the group was already 

on their way, Russ at the lead. I had to wait a couple of minutes for traffic to pass before I could exit 

the station. The group was out of site so Shari and I proceeded to the resort and met with other Blue 

Knights already in the front entrance. A few mi nutes later,  Russ and the group arrived and I could 

hear Maria telling Russ you should have let Jack lead because he is already here. Just a little humor, 

here as most of the people I have worked with and ridden with know that once I have been somewhere 

I  usually remember how to get back there. 

                  
    The Famous Intersection Hwyôs 89 & 69                      Group at Jerome, Arizona  
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The Southwest Conference venue was in an idealic location for riding, historical value and just for 

general relaxation. There were two noted occurances: first this was the first time that a Chapter 

Presidents Meeting had been held which enabled a positive exchange of information and secondly at 

the Banquet our own Bill Craw received the Southwest Award as the Ambassador of the Year (A much 

deserved award). There is so many roads that we were treated to but in all areas we were greeted with 

tremendous beauty and great riding roads. After the banquet and Bill receiving his award the next 

morning would find us riding back home leaving the cool mountains to ride through the desert back 

home. Shari and I chose to ride with Chapter IV members on the way back to the San Bernardino and 

Riverside area.  

Chapter IV had a fairly large group of members attend the event. As we passed by Aguila, part 

of the group stopped for breakfast. Shari and I were not hungry yet and kept going with the lead 

group. When the group arrived at Quartzite they elected to eat at a fast food place at the truckstop. We 

said our good byes and continued across the Colorado into Blythe where  

we stopped at the Steak & Cakes Restaurant  for  a sit down breakfast. The rest of the ride back to 

Temecula was uneventful and we arrived home without incident.  

            
    Veterans Hospital and Mili tary Fort Whipple             Bill Craw Ambassador of the Year  

 

The next week and a half would be dedicated to getting ready for the International Convention. 

Shari and I had done some previous planning in advance for this upcoming event. We had looked into 

various means of getting back to Cheseapeake, Virginia. We looked at flying then renting a car, 

thought about actually rid ing the bike and towing the Bushtec or we even thought about taking the 

Amtrac train there. One was too pricey, the desert heat and the unpredictable weather ruled out the 

bike and train travel though very comfortable, still like flying would require the rental of a vehicle 

once we got there. RENTAL was the key word, so we decided to again drive in the comfort of the Pick-

up and rent a bike while we were back there. Registration paid, hotel accomodations, secured and a 

motocycle waiting fot us at Eagle Riders in Virginia Beach were were all set for our next Blue Knight 

trip.  

International Convention at Chesapeake, Virgina July 1 7-22, 201 1 

 Bright and early Monday morning July 11 th, Shari and I were back on the road and on our way 

to Chesapeake, Virginia. We had contacted our freiends and former San Diego Chapter members, 

Gary and Teri Talkington and had made plans to visit them in Milton,  Tennessee on our way to the 

convention so we decided to give us enough travel time for a good visit without being pressed to a 

schedule.   
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 Our route would take us north on Interstate 15 to Barstow where we headed east on Interstate 

40. At Ludlow w e stopped at a quaint roadside Café for breakfast. This was one of those side of the 

road places that the freeway traveler usually by-passses but we were hungry and we took a shot in the 

dark. The coffee at this eatery was top notch and the food they served put Dennyôs to shame. Look it 

up when you are in the area.  

 After breakfast we headed to Kingman, Arizona for gas, anything to avoid the higher California 

prices. With Shari and I splitting the driving our first stop would be Gallup, New Mexico for the night. 

We would be using as many  LaQuinta hotels for our stays whenever possible as on this trip the points 

would be mounting up and we had already built points up from  our trip to Granbury as the hotel we 

stayed at across from the Host Hotel was a La Quinta. 

The route to  Gallup  included on again off again lightning displays with  cloud bursts. It got to 

be comical as when it was dry the bugs slattered the windshielf and the downpours of rain with the 

wipers cleaned the bugs off for us. The streets were still wet with large p uddles of water and the air 

had a smell of freshness you only get after a lightning storm. The night was very relaxful for both of 

us. 

 Tusday, we again would dodge some thunder storms as we worked our way to another La 

Quinta on our way east on I-40 through  Oklahoma stopping just out of Oklahoma City in Yukon, 

Oklahoma. That night we splur ged a bit but found a great eating establishment, the Interurban 

Restaurant on reno Street. The food is excellent, the service is great and for a family establishment  the 

prices were equal to most good steak houses. I would recommend a visit to this place if you are in the 

area, you wonôt be disappointed. 

Our next stop would be in Jackson, Tennessee about 180 miles short of Milton, Tennessee 

where we would visit Gary and Teri the next day. A restful night after a good meal  meant that the next 

morning we would be fresh for  a much waited for visit with our friends the next day.  

Now I do not know how Gary and Teri located this area but I can only think t hat they were 

riding about the scenic rolling hil ls countryside of Tennessee and found this little spot of land just a 

little southeast of Nashville and someone said ñThis is the perfect spot for thou!ò And the rest is 

history.  

To get to Milton we took I -40 east until we followed the GPS route which took us through a 

bunch of different roads which involved , I -440 E, I-24E, taking us to Murfeesboro then through some 

awesome countryside east to the town of Milton. We located Halls Hill Pike and drove a few more 

miles until we came to the Talkingtonôs residence.  Five acres of pure beauty and what I would call a 

small farm.   All that was missing as far as I could see was a couple of cows and some chickens. But the 

property is big enough to require the use of a large Toro with a big grass catcher or a medium size hay 

thrasher. 
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                    Garage from Back Patio      Outside Patio looking toward backyard  

 

                     
The Property line is at  the stream and far trees        Looking toward the Pond thatôs full of catfish  

                             

  
  Our Host for a great stay Gary & Teri Talkington                 Gary, Teri, daughter and POPO 
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 What a wonderful visit. Even after several months at the time of this writing both Shari and I 

are still talking about how much fun we had with Gary and Teri and that included their daughter, 

grand daughter and their two dogs, POPO being the cutest puppy that looked more like a bear cub, 

but all loving.  

 Sadly on Friday July 15th we had to say our good byes and head back on the road to 

Chesapeake. Gary gave me a route that would take us straight to I-40 where we could avoid having to 

drive through Nashville during a workday. The route took us  through Cainsville on Highway 286 and 

somewhere near Lebanon, Tennessee we were back on I-40. Gary the two lane road was a Godsend, 

loaded with small towns, beautiful scenery and definitely we were void of any commuter traffic.  

 A little outside of Knoxvi lle we took I-81 north toward Richmond, Virginia. As we got  a late 

morning start we decided to stop just south of Roanoke and found a La Quinta  at Salem, Virginia. 

That would leave us a short, we thought, drive into Chesapeake the next day. We wanted to arrive one 

day earlier and be able to meet some of the early arrivals and to be there the following day to meet the 

Convention bound Blue Knights on the first day.  

Saturday morning bright and early we were back on I-81 heading north to connect with I -64 

east toward Richmond and the Norfolk areas. Just ou tside of Richmond we found our selves in one of 

the largest traffic jams I have ever been in due to road contruction and several accidents that occurred 

miles in front of us.  The heat and humity to match was telling on some of the vehicles as there were 

several sitting on the side of the road with hoods up and steam pouring up into the air. I kept saying to 

myself this is Saturday and I am glad this is not during rush hour as my air  conditioned pick up 

moved along at the mind boggling speed of five to ten miles per hour in stop and go traffic.  

A couple dozen miles down the road we came upon an on ramp where we saw a couple of 

motorcyclist s from New York. I recognized one of the riders and the motorcycles clearly identified 

them as Blue Knights. Shari rolled down the window and called to them. One of the riders asked if he 

could put his bike in the back as the heat was severe and his butt was tired, I yelled back be my guest 

but then the traffic let up for awhi le and we told them we would see them in Chesapeake. We did and 

a round of cool refreshment was tossed down when we did see them later that day. 

 It seems that even in Norfolk there was construction going on too as we were back in stop and 

go traffic until  we reached the tunnel on I-64 going into Norfolk area.  

 
  Hampton Ro ads Tunnel heading to Norfolk   Same tunnel in  other direction to Hampton  
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A short twenty minutes later we were pulling up to the to the Marriott Hotel in Chesapeake, 

Virginia.  Upon entering the front lobby we noticed a bunch of young really buffed up men walking 

about the hallways that all looked like linebackers; and you know what they were as we found out. 

These guys were all part of an expansion team that was being organized during the course of the 

Players Strike and their head manager was  

none other than a one time San Diego Charger Coach, Marty Schottenheimer. He too was seen 

walking the hallways and had an office on the first floor.  

 

                  
   Our Home for five days the Marriott Hotel    A whole lot of Motorcyles at the Marriott  

 Shari and I both enjoy going to these conventions, there is always a lot going on and places to 

see. I think the most enjoyable is renewing our friendships with those we have been with at each 

convemtion throughout this USA. We enjoyed the friendship and conversations with Frank Gillespie 

as he attended his last International Convention. A very interesting person who enjoyed a drink, 

sitting and talking with people and believe it or n ot like most of us still liked looking at good looking 

women.  

            
      Frank Gillespie on left with friends                    Blue Knight in Training    
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  The Youngest Blue Knnight in Training      New Friends Louis and Toni from  New Jersey 

 

 Sunday we watched the attendees arrive and we also located a friend we have known since 

attending our first convention in Vail, Colorado in 1999, Rocky Castiello, and the good times began. 

Along with Rocky we found the rest of the Executive Board and that night it was meet, greet, eat and 

prepare for the next days Board of Governorsô Meeting in the morning and the General Membership 

Meeting at 1:00 PM.  

Yes it was a long day of meetings but a lot of business was discussed and settled. The hour was getting 

near the 4:30PM time for the fish fry they were go ing to have at a park which was within walking 

distance. I believe that they served us trout or something that tasted to me like catfish along with 

country fixinôs like corn bread and coleslaw. There was live entertainment  provided by a three person 

group that kept us all hopping and thumping our feet to the music they played and sang to. 

        
                         Group at Fish Fry                                                       Great Three Piece Band  
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        Shari sitting with Rocky Castiello              Our cook, Past International President Ronnie Young  

  

On Tuesday morning July 19th at 9:00 AM, the Board of Directors condu cted a meeting. Of 

course this was the third meeting I was required to attend. What a way of spending your birthday. 

Thankfully this meeting was conducted  well within the norma l three hour range.  There was a hotdog 

get together on the outside patio area but not much else was planned for that day except the very 

minor detail that we were going to celebrate the birthday of Kelsey Small, the daughter of our 

International Executive Officer, Bessie Small. This was prearranged by Rocky and those invited were 

Kelseyôs friend Baily Alvarez and her father DJ Alvarez the International Vice-President, Bob & 

Connie Flanagan our current International President and his wife who also like her huban d was a 

Past-International President. Really rubbing elbows you might say but I have known everyone of 

these people over thirteen years. The dinner place was Kyoto Japanese Steakhouse. To my surprise 

and with my wifes full knowledge I, along with Kels ey were both the party celebrants. 

 

       
                         Kelsey and Bessie Small                              Both Kelsey and I got our own cakes to share 

   Tuesday day morning directly after the Board of Directors meeting , Shari and I drove into 

Virginia Beach and picked up our rental bike from Eagle Riders. The bike was sweet, an 2011 Classic 

with most of the hoops and hollars. The weather was very hot and the humidity was right up there 

also. In fact we just made it back to the hotel when the clouds that were looming in the skys darkened 

and let loose with buckets of water and a great light show for about a half hour. Just as quick as it 

rolled in, it was over leaving a very steamy  
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situation outside. This was a good excuse to walk around and check out the many venders and check 

out their sales items. There was a large ballroom full of sales booths and then on the other end of the 

lower floor  there were two rooms set aside for chapter sales in one room and International Office 

Sales in the other. If there was anything to do with Blue Knights , it could be found  here. This is not to 

mention the many vendors in the parking area doing everything from custom painting of motorcycles 

, selling decals, flags and motorcycle parts to buying new tires, and décor placed on your bike. It was a 

candy store, of sort, for the motorcycle enthusast.   

 Thursday we would be riding in the parade through the Chesapeake areas escorted by the 

Chesapeake Police Department all arranged by the Past-International President Ronnie Young and 

his chapter Vriginia V. I have no idea just how many bikes went on the ride but there were more than 

a couple of hundred that I could see. 

              
      Chesapeake PD Escort                               Front of the parade Blue Knight Founding Father  

   
                 Line up of bikes for parade                   Yours truly wi th Shari holding on to the flag of Maine  

 

 

 

 

 


