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A Little History   
About seven years ago, Chris Wooden, of our sister Blue Knight Chapter IV in Riverside, 

invited our chapter to help out with an event his chapter had been working for a few years, The 

Redlands Bicycle Classic. It stands to reason as Chris was a retired Lieutenant from the 

Redlands Police Department and his friend Sgt. Chuck Alexander was appointed the Event 

Coordinator. I had met Chris when I worked a case with his department a few years before so it 

was almost like old home week.  

That first year the event sponsor gave each participating Blue Knight the extremely high 

wage of five dollars per hour and paid for our motel accommodations. Since the event was over 

four days this eliminated the need to commute back and forth to San Diego. It also presented the 

Chapter with an opportunity to make a little money for the chapterôs charity benefactor and gave 

us ample time to relax, meet people, to help a law enforcement agency and enjoy the camaraderie 

of Blue Knight Friends 

Rick Davies, Gary Talkington, Tom Slaughter and Jim Harkins joined me on this first       

Redlands Bicycle Classic. We stayed at the Good Nite Inn in Redlands and worked all four days 

of the event. We watched as both the male and female race teams race up Mt Rubidoux one day, 

race across the Victorville Desert another day, up into the mountains of San Bernardino and 

then finally through the downtown and community of Redlands on the final day. Each night we 

would chat with various team athletes, go out to some local restaurant, then sit around the  pool-

side talking about what we had seen the day before and solving the worldôs issues. It was not 

long before the decision would be made to continue supporting this event for multiple reasons. 

These reasons were the fact that we were providing a margin of safety for the racers while 

assisting the local police with traffic control at intersections and following behind slower racers 

as they fell back of the group. One of the biggest reasons was the friendships that were developed 

between the participants, the community citizens, the local emergency services personnel and 

within our own Blue Knight group.  

Though the financial crunch we are all currently experiencing and the loss of a major 

sponsor the Redlands Bicycle Classic continued on through the next years to the present. The 

Blue Knights no longer receive the $5.00 per hour per man working, nor do we get paid lodging; 



the race is confined now to the Redlands and Beaumont areas and the Blue Knights are only 

needed to help with the Beaumont Race on Friday and the Sunset Race in Redlands on Sunday. 

The thing to remember is that we are specifically asked each year to return by the Redlands 

Police Department, the Race Event Planners, the Racers themselves, and the community, how 

can we say no? That is why around the first of the year you will start hearing about joining us 

for this event. 

2011 Races  

 

 

  
 Thursday morning, March 31, 2011, 11:30 A.M.; the motorcycle is packed with items for a 

four day ride. I am definitely ready, canôt that clock move faster so I can get on the iron steed 

and ride to the meeting location where my friends and fellow Blue Knights, Tom Slaughter and 

Larry Hansen are to meet me between 12:15 and 12:30 PM. We the old vets of this event had 

hoped that there would be more Blue Knights from our chapter joining us this year but with 

many having busy schedules and such all we knew it was their loss and our riding weekend. 

 Finally the hour arrived, I was at the Shell Service station where I awaited, Larry and 

Tom who arrived at 12:29 PM and 34 seconds, but who is counting time! We stood around for a 

while making small talk but all were anxious to ride to Redlands and get settled down at our 

motel, the Good Nite Inn. 

 Tom led the three of us up Interstate 215 to Highway 60 where we continued to the 91 and 

to Interstate 10 East to Redlands. After about an hour ride we arrived at our temporary home in 

Redlands. Tom and I split a room that was upstairs and Larry had a room just below us. After 

unpacking we sat around at our favorite spot by the pool and spa to await other Blue Knights 

from our sister chapter California IV and to plan where we would have a late lunch or early 

dinner. 

 I guess it was about five oôclock when hunger got the best of us and we decided to walk 

over to the Old Spaghetti Factory. I have been on a special diet since November so going to a 

restaurant would present a challenge with so many varieties of pasta and tempting delights. 

Intersection Control as the racers cross over Interstate-
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Lucky for me, they had a broiled chicken breast over salad that fit right into by diet plan. The 

food was excellent and the service was superior. After the meal we waddled back to the motel to 

await our arriving friends as we sat again around the poolside.   

 
 While we were sitting poolside we watched a couple of the racing team support staff as 

they worked feverously getting the bicycles ready for Fridayôs race. Several of the men and 

women from the teams were checking out their bicycles and making sure the tire pressure was 

correct for these very light-weight machines.   As we were watching the preparedness going on 

around us our friends Richard Bennett and Bruce Pfefferkorn of chapter 4 arrived. Greetings 

were made and the fun was to begin. Phil Du Bois also of CAIV met us at the motel as he would 

be staying the evening for the early morning ride to Beaumont we were looking at for tomorrows 

duty. We all retired early for the evening for a good nightôs rest and an early five-thirty reveille. 

 Friday morning came early, 5:00 AM I believe, I wiped my glazed eyes got the last 

remnants of sleep from them and took the first step of the morning. Tom and the rest of our 

group planned to have breakfast at the IHOP just down the road. Being on a diet I had brought 

some of my diet meals with me so elected to stay, have my meal and then meet them before we 

took the fifteen mile ride to Beaumont. We were told that we needed to be at the start point by 

7:15AM, thatôs right we had to kick the roosters to wake them up.  

 We arrived at the Beaumont Staging area where the group was met by a few more Blue 

Knights from California IV and the Race Safety Coordinator, Sgt. Chuck Alexander, Ret. 

Larry and Tom at 

Poolside 



  
  Chuck brought a box of these very colorful and bright safety green t-shirts which we were 
to wear for identification purposes. I now have about nine of these shirts, all hanging in my 
closet, and I donôt need a light to see where they are. We also received Safety placards to be 
placed on the windscreens. I guess we were ready for the first race.  

This year would be a little bit different than in the past. This was the first year we were 
requested to assist with the Hand-Cyclist/Paraplegic Races. This was only the second year that 
this group of athletes competed at the Redlands Classic. These racers are men and women who 
have overcome their physical situation and gone beyond. Now they were getting ready to race 
twenty-one miles through the streets of Beaumont, up hills and some flat roads using their arms 
and upper body strength.  Larry Hansen, one of our fellow Blue Knights, is also a bicyclist and 
he put this to all of us very simply,ò How many of us can do 21 miles on a bike, pedaling with 
your legs, on flat terrain.ò  

The race began at 7:45 AM, and our group followed at a distance behind them. Not too 
long into their first lap on this Friday morning we could see that by their low profile they 
would blend into the road when they were about 200 yards in front of us. Safety concerns kicked 
in quick time, and each of us would fall behind those racers that lagged behind. These were 
open roads and vehicles using the roadway would have a hard time seeing the cyclist they were 
passing.  

At points I was moving at less than five miles per hour, barely keeping my balance when 
these cyclists were going up a grade and Harleyôs are not built for slow speeds. Soon we would 
hit a flat spot or a downslope and the hand-cyclists would pull away, cranking their arms for all 
they were worth. This stamina was so inspirational to all of us that day, but it was not over for 
us yet. This event was just getting started. By the way, I used to like to arm wrestle, but I would 
not want to go against anyone of these racers, man or woman.  
 After the hand-cyclists  completed their race  at 9:15 AM the male cyclists were given the 

start for their 120.5 mile race on a course that was about 24.1 miles long or five laps. We were 

about to fall in behind the men when the women lined up to start their 72.3 mile race or 3 laps 

over the same course. Their race began at 9:25 AM. Only ten minutes behind the men. Our group 

then fell in behind the women. We completed the first lap and decided that we would split our 

group up and hit the track at different intervals as to pick up and follow any stragglers and to 

provide any assistance should there be an accident. Our main concern was to protect the racers 

from cross traffic at intersections which were no longer manned by motorcycle police or race 

marshals.  

Sgt. Chuck Alexander Ret Sgt. Race Safety Director 
Beaumont Staging Area 



 
As the race went on about midway through the volunteers and some of us were given a 

meal. I was still on the course when they were given out so when I got back to our staging area I 

was stuck with a bottle of water, a lemon crunch diet bar and a can of tuna. Not bad and 

probably a lot better for me than the Bean burritos I heard were passed out. 

The race was exciting and for me was fun in that here I was getting to ride my 

motorcycle, help others while getting to learn more about the bicycle races and racers. Just a 

great time! 

Most of the time the racers would ride in groups the larger being called a Peloton. You 

would see these riders drafting off the riders in front. Occasionally one rider might touch the 

rear wheel of another and then look out, bikes and scrapped up bodies all over the place. 

Luckily , there were only a few accidents during the Beaumont stage one race. As I followed or 

tagged along beside a couple of the slower racers, they would actually thank me, and I know 

they did to the other safetyôs, for protecting their sixes and controlling traffic at unmanned 

intersections. 

 Before we knew it the race was over and it was time for us to ride back to our lodging, 

clean up a bit and enjoy the rest of a Friday evening. We all felt that we had performed well. 

 Back at the motel, the shower felt so good. The weather was in the upper 70ôs and the 

group was thinking about an early evening meal.  The group decided on riding over to a steak 

house that they had gone to the previous year. We rode a short distance to the Spunky Steer 

Restaurant. The orders were placed; I thought I had ordered an 8oz. rib-eye but after the 16oz. 

rib-eye was set in front of me I knew I had screwed up somewhere. The menu actually did have 

an 8oz steak but it was a Sirloin. Oh well! I knew what I would be having again tomorrow night. 

 After the meal it was time for some good old fashioned poolside chats. It was at this 

poolside chat that we were introduced to Anjii Hanson. She and her parents were moving a 

hand-cycle into their room, which was next door to Larryôs Room. I guess the bright green shirt 

we were wearing helped identify us to her as being the ones that followed behind her at 

Beaumont. Actually, all of us at one time or another followed behind her and then broke off to 

follow another racer. Anjii explained how thankful she was as were the other racers in the 

Paraplegic/Hand-cycle races to have us behind them and watching out for their safety. 

Racers crossing I-10  on 

Brookside  heading back 

into Beaumont. 



The more we talked the more we learned about her as did she about us. We told her that we were 

all Blue Knights, that we were in a Law Enforcement Motorcycle Club and that we were all 

retired police officers. She on the other hand had studied Forensics and I believe had gone to the 

University of California, Davis. The friendship was struck up.  

 Anjii asked if we would be working the Criterium Races Saturday. We told her that we 

would not be but we would most likely go to watch them. Larry told Anjii that he too was a 

cyclist and was actually enjoying being involved with these races and enjoying riding his 

motorcycle. 

 Several ideas were exchanged and before long Anjii knew the names Richard, Bruce, 

Larry, Tom and Jack. We were having a great talk when the night security guard told us that it 

was time for the pool area to close. We said our good nights and called it a day. 

 
 Saturday morning wide awake and ready for action! Tom had some personal business to 
do in El Segundo and would depart shortly after breakfast. The five of us walked to IHOP. This 
was good exercise for me and walking was right up my alley. The amount of activity I had done 
between Thursday and this morning found me after breakfast boring two more holes in my belt. 

Tom had left. Larry was in his room so I walked down to Bruce and Richardsôs room 

where they were sitting outside. I joined them and before long we were talking about their 

BMW motorcycles. I think I could get used to riding one of those but getting my wife to buy into 

the thought of purchasing another bike would be as easy as me picking up the Rock of Gibraltar 

with one hand. We talked about going into Redlands and watching the races which would start 

sometime after noon. While we were talking motorcycles, directly in front of us the Bissell Pro-

Cycling team was going over team strategy while some of their bikes were being worked on. This 

was also interesting to watch. 

Anjii's Ride Anjii Hanson 



                           
Richard and Bruce, back on their BMWôs, decided to ride to Riverside to check out a 

dealership and the new motorcycles. I elected to stay and see what Larry was up to. 

 Larry had been working on some new ideas for our website and newsletter but had come 

against some kind of glitch. Larry needed to find a Wal-Mart for a couple of items and I 

thought that would be a good place to pick up a whistle that we had forgotten to pack, as we 

might have needed them for Sunday.  

 We were standing outside of the Larryôs room when Anjii came out of her room dragging 

out her hand-wheel racing bike. Actually she was borrowing a bike from her buddy back in 

Davis. She was going to warm up on the Criterium track before the actual race began at 1:30 

PM. She was happy to hear that we were going to be right at the start area. Anjii wanted to have 

some fans yelling GO ANJII GO! We were definitely up for the job. We watched as her ride was 

placed on the back of their vehicle and then drive off to downtown Redlands. We took a short 

ride to Wal-Mart and purchased some needed items.  

 Shopping spree completed we returned to the motel to await Bruce and Richardôs return 

before heading to downtown Redlands. It was getting closer to 1:00PM when we decided to ride 

there ourselves and maybe meet them there. 

 We ended up at the corner of Orange and Citrus Streets where the only parking available 

was a little ways behind a Paramedic crew. There was a Redlands Officer at the corner who 

allowed us to park in the Red Zone as long as our Safety Placards were displayed. With that we 

walked up to the start point for the Criterium race to begin. The race just began as we got to the 

start. The race itself would last 30 minutes. The racers had to race around a one mile circuit. As 

we were waiting for Anjii to come around on her cycle 543 her mother walked up to us with 

their dog and chatted with Larry and me.  

Her mother told us that Anjii had taken a spill during her warm ups and had injured her 

left elbow and got a little road rash. But then around the turn she came pushing that hand 

crank as hard as she could. As she passed, we yelled at her ñGO ANJII GO!ò That seemed to boost 

the spirit in her as she managed to take second place after giving it her all. This gal is packed 

with dynamite I will swear. Larry and I were both a little hoarse after all our yelling, but it 

Bissell Support &Team 

members. 



sure was worth it. Shortly after the race Anjii appeared and with her parents again came over to 

Larry and me, we gave her hugs and congratulations for a race well run and told her we would 

be around when she received her award.   

                      

     
Right at the Start/Finish line there was an area set aside for VIPôS where they were given 

food and drinks. It did not register in our minds that we were not VIPôs but told the security 

officer checking people at the gate that we were ñsafetyôs and volunteers.ò He allowed us to pass 

and said if the next guy let us in we would be given wrist bands. Not a problem, we walked to the 

next person who directed us to a table where we were given our bands.  The food was a 

smorgasbord of various tastes, from Mexican to Italian and all kind of drinks in between. A cool 

refreshing drink along with a green salad loaded with jalapenos was just what the doc ordered. 

 We sat around looking at the passerbyôs with thoughts that we might spot Bruce and 

Richard, but we never did. We decided to move our bikes to a area closer to where the award 

presentation would be.  We found a location adjacent to the race team support area where we 

were able to park our bikes in some shade. We also spotted Richard and Bruceôs motorcycles but 

Anjii rounding the final turn to the 

finish line 

Anjii Hanson and Mom 

START / FINISH LINE 

GO ANJII GO! 


