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Delivery Bikers
Dave Bucher looks back at som e little gem s of experience from his 45 years of riding and w riting.

The Industry
When I stumbled into the motorcycle aftermarket business in the late
‘70s, it was during a boom phase in
the boom-or-bust cycle of the motorcycle industry. Sales were huge, but
the manufacturers hadn’t yet started
to equip their bikes with a lot of goodies, so the aftermarket was thriving.

Many of the companies that made
performance parts or bolt-on accessories or lubricants and fluids were
owned by ex-racers. The motorcycle
media, which, in those pre-Internet
days, consisted of dozens of national
magazines, was also heavily populated by seasoned track veterans. As
you probably know, you have to be
half-crazy to race motorcycles. And
after you’re done doing that, you’re
being even crazier when partying.
So while my friends who had
taken jobs in more conventional lines
of endeavor were going off to do business in dreary places like Buffalo or
Dubuque,
I
was
sponsoring
Supercross races in the Superdome,
hanging out in the pits at dirt tracks,
or doing trade shows in warm, fun
places…and consorting with a bunch
of crazy people.

The stories I could tell are endless; like the time an industry friend
was sitting with a couple of guys on a
tenth-story, beach-front balcony in
Daytona during race week. “Look!”
one of the guys said, “Those crazy
people are driving their cars into the
ocean…Hey, wait a minute! That’s my
car!” Seems this fool had lent someone his rental car keys and there had
then been an impromptu contest to
see who could get a vehicle farthest
into the water before it sank.
In fact, rental car antics were quite
common. A favorite was easing the
car up against a wall and seeing how
much smoke you could create by
flooring it. I remember driving down
the main drag in Vegas one sunny
afternoon, going about 40, when the
guy in the passenger seat reached
over and threw the car into reverse.
Ouch!
All of this nuttiness came to a
focus at the annual industry trade
show in Vegas. And the memory that
is possibly its best metaphor happened while I was standing in the
aisle in the middle of a vast convention center. Along came Peter Gray,
one of the funniest, most sarcastic
people I’d every met. Like me, he
wasn’t a motorcycling veteran, but an
engineer, turned to selling helmets.

So he had an objective viewpoint.

In his usual, intense fashion, he
leapt right into analysis: “Can you
imagine, Dave, bringing someone
from outside this industry to this
show? First they’d be walking down
the aisle and see the two guys from
the Crotch Rocket Factory. In those
days, public use of the word “crotch”
was a pretty big deal. But Tim and
Terry, who made incredible mini bike
performance stuff in a wildly disorganized back room workshop in Santa
Barbara, didn’t stop with that. They
always looked like they’d just rolled
out of bed, had assembled their booth
from cardboard and bailing wire and
were down to their last dime.
“Then,” he continued, “they’d run
into the water shield man.” This was a
guy who was selling a two-layer face
shield with a big tube arching over the
top. So, to switch from clear to a
smoke, you’d take off the helmet, fiddle with some valves and let the dark
fluid in the tube replace the clear fluid
between the two layers. Never mind
that it was heavy and goofy looking, it
cost over $50 at retail, a fortune at a
time when you could buy a clear and
a smoke shield for two bucks a piece.
But the real killer was his product literature, which actually claimed that

he’d thought up this crazy idea while
he was confined to a mental institution.

“And then…” Gray gestured
behind me and I turned to follow his
sweeping hand as it revealed a huge
banner, “You come around this corner
to find a bunch of guys selling anal
lube.” True! There was a booth pitching some kind of synthetic oil and
they’d picked the name “ANALUBE.”
Rendered in all caps on their sign, it
really did look like Anal Lube. “Dave,”
he concluded, “this is a very sick
industry.”
Well, things change. The Crotch
Rocket Factory is no more, though
Tim and Terry moved on to greater
accomplishments. No one ever heard
of the water shield man after that one
appearance. And it seems the trade
name “Analube” was quickly and judiciously abandoned. The motorcycle
aftermarket industry, too, has altered
greatly, since that golden decade. All
those wild and crazy guys either went
broke when the next bust came or
hired MBAs to get them through it.
Now it’s all about money instead of
pranks and fun, and it’s pretty much
like all those other boring industries. I
was so very lucky to be part of it during that one, short, magical time.

Join our

Buckinghamshire, UK
This is a great concept whose time
has come to implement in America.
It’s easy to see chapters from the
CMA, Blue Knights, HOG, GWRRA,
ABATE, and many others getting
involved to help their communities
more than they already do.
For the past ten years, John
Stepney has spent his nights and holidays delivering blood, breast milk,
vaccines, medical equipment, test
results, and other vital materials to
hospitals in England on his motorcycle. Stepney does all this as a volunteer,
through
the
National
Association of Blood Bikes (NABB). “If
you’re going to go for a ride anyway,
then why not give something back to
the community at the same time?”
said Stepney, 57, an avid motorcyclist
who is also the chairman of
Buckinghamshire-based NABB.
Thanks to their rising public profile—spurred by a recent Point of Light
Award from the prime minister—the
NABB has won a series of legislative
victories that allow them (with proper
training) to use sirens and run red
lights if they’re delivering timesensitive materials. Volunteers can
also now get tax benefits on their
bikes. There are more than 1,500
blood bike volunteers across the UK,
organized into more than 30 local
groups. The riders make about 40,000
trips a year to hospitals. The effort has
contributed the equivalent of millions
of dollars to the country’s public health
care system, speeding up service
delivery for patients and freeing
ambulances and professional personnel to focus on the most important
cases.
Stepney said he has been contacted by bikers in Canada and
Australia who want to start a similar
service. The model makes the most
sense in these and other countries
that have public health systems,
Stepney said, since the volunteer
work saves taxpayer money.
“Blood biking” began in the 1960s
in the UK, when bikers didn’t have a
good reputation with much of the public. The idea was to “do something for
the community that would give [bikers]
a more upbeat image,” Stepney said.
The movement really began to take off
around 2008, when the number of riders swelled.
Over the past few years, bikers
have increased the amount of breast
milk they carry, after calls went out to
mothers to donate extra milk for premature babies in need. Stepney conducted a pilot study of picking up and
delivering the milk in 2009, and he
helped develop a training program
that ensures safety through strict control of temperature and other variables. Requests from hospitals have
volunteers carrying spinal fluid, rabies
vaccines and test results. “It’s an idea
that is catching on,” Stepney said.
For more information, contact
Stepney at chair@bloodbikes.org.uk
or visit thenabb.org.uk.

