Robert Anderson
June 8, 1966 - July 1, 2018

Robert (Bob) Anderson, 52, of Maple Springs rural of Lake City, passed away Sunday,
July 1, 2018 at his home after a long fight with cancer.
He was born June 8, 1966 in Worthington, MN to Verle and Phyllis (Campbell) Anderson.
They moved to Red Wing in 1967, when Robert was one and a half years old. He was a
graduate of Red Wing Highschool. He went onto Winona Vo-Tech for motorcycle
mechanics and graduated with honors from the autobody program.
After being together for 9 years he married Sharon Lanches on April 19, 2017 in
Rochester. He retired from Rich’s Auto Body Shop in Goodhue, February 12, 2018 due to
illness. Bob worked their 2 months short of 20 years.
Robert was a motorcycle enthusiast and enjoyed fabricating and rebuilding motorcycle’s,
scooters ect. He also restored classic cars. A friend once said about Bob “parts, junk and
a vision” whatever he made went to a show. Bob was never short of bringing home a
trophy. He enjoyed many things: swap meets, motor cycle races, auctions, flea markets,
motor cycle and car shows, and also had a soft spot for animals.
He is survived by Wife Sharon and beloved dog Shorty; son, Alex (Arnicha) Simone of
Rochester; 2 Grandchildren and one due in September; brother, Ken (Traci) Anderson,
Bellechester, MN; sister, Barb (Dave) Mueller, Hutchinson, MN; mother and father Phyllis
and Verle Anderson, of Mountain View, AR and eight nieces and nephews.
A Celebration of life will be held July 11, 2018 from 4-7 at Mahn Funeral Home AndersonPeterson Chapel, in Lake City. In honor of Robert please being your motorcycles and
classic cars to his gathering. Online condolences may be placed at
www.mahnfamilyfuneralhome.com

Events
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Memorial Service

04:00PM - 07:00PM

Mahn Family Funeral Home, Anderson-Peterson Chapel
1022 W. Lyon Ave., Box 90, Lake City, MN, US, 55041

Comments

“

A tribute video has been added.

Mahn Family Funeral Homes - July 06, 2018 at 01:42 PM

“

My condolences go out to Bob's family; I knew him for a short while, when met thru a
friend I went to the Vo-Tech with, He was kind; creative and a very good person !!! I
am so sorry of hearing this too late ;to attend service's....My prayers; as he was
taken way too young & missed by many.... s
Sincerely, Patti Brokaw

Patricia S Brokaw - July 15, 2018 at 10:31 AM

“

Bob was one of the most talented and creative people I have ever known in my life.
Whenever I stopped to see what he was working on, I would be absolutely amazed
at his ingenuity. He was a great inspiration. I will never forget the unbelievable time
we had riding the Sturgis Rally in 2002. That memory, all the flood runs we did, his
humor, his character and friendship will stick with me forever.
Rey Bordthauser

Rey Bordthauser - July 04, 2018 at 12:23 PM

“

Many memories with Bob during my teens ! Always had a smile when I ran into him !
Sorry for your loss

Kim White - July 03, 2018 at 06:10 PM

“

He was a great man went to school together had some very fun times.He well be
missed.Prayers for his family and love ones.

Ray Love - July 03, 2018 at 05:14 PM

“

I knew Bob from the time we were teenagers in Burnside, and we became close
friends. I worked with him, rode with him, and enjoyed a close friendship with him
until the end over 40 years later. When we were kids he was "Bobby", Kenny's little
brother. Then later we started calling him "Bullet Bob" and in my circle that's the
name that stuck for reasons that are now vague. Even my kids called him "Bullet".
As anyone who knows him is aware: Bob was a gigantic creative force, with talents in
such a vast and diverse disciples. Bob was a master painter, mechanic and bike
builder. He had incredible vision and could see possibilities in items I frankly walked
past. The yellow Triumph he built in the mid 1980s, now to me seems like his 'portrait
of an artist as a young man' bike--the skills he honed on that bike really came into
their own when he built his incredible bikes 15-20 years later. The antique bike he
made from scratch seemed more antique and authentic to a 1910 motorcycle than
actual bikes from 1910. His scooter build, the WL and his Honda CB550 should all be
in motorcycle museums. Or an art museum.
I've worked in the motorcycle industry for 30 years. When the "builder" trend hit in the
late 1990s, frankly it was hard for me to take these big names like Jesse James and
others seriously because I thought, sure, they could build cool stuff with a full
machine shop and bales of cash. Bob did the same level craftsmanship in his garage
with an old lathe, gas welder and basic tools.
Like most good artists and creative types Bob had a unique and usually hilarious
outlook on really anything he came across, from people to vehicles or American
culture. We would sit and talk until my sides split from laughing. I spent a few
minutes alone with him close to the end and he was just the same--made me laugh
hard.
A long, long time ago we were in some town deep in the heart of Wisconsin and
ended up in the back of a squad car in handcuffs while the hiway patrol guy ran our
licenses. He gave us a long speech about loud exhausts and expired registration and
how we were supposed to ride in a law abiding manner. I said nothing, hoping to get
off with a warning, but--his comedic timing 100% perfect--Bob takes a breath after
the chewing out and replies to the trooper, "So, do you REALLY expect people to

take you seriously in that Dudley Do-right hat?" Even the cop had to laugh.
I live in a quiet neighborhood. In the summer I work in the garage with the door open,
always kind of listening with one ear to the cars and bikes going by on the main road.
I could usually tell by the exhaust note when Bob decided to stop by. When I'd hear
the Triumph or the CB or the Corvette, I'd usually just stop whatever it was I was
doing, grab two chairs and wait for him to come in the garage to show me something,
ask something or just to sit and talk for an hour.
His death hasn't really hit me--I just saw him last week so it's not really real.
I suppose the enormous tragedy of Bob's way too early death will hit me when I hear
an old Triumph come up the street the next time, but there won't be any chairs or
laughter.
Dean Adams - July 03, 2018 at 04:54 PM

“

2 files added to the album New Album Name

Dean Adams - July 03, 2018 at 04:19 PM

“

1 file added to the album New Album Name

Dean Adams - July 03, 2018 at 03:55 PM

“

Heidi Danielson Befort lit a candle in memory of Robert Anderson

Heidi Danielson Befort - July 03, 2018 at 03:13 PM

“

Great man. Sorry for your loss

sherri vanberg - July 03, 2018 at 02:51 PM

“

Very sad to hear this. We went to school together starting in first grade. I remember
playing softball with the neighborhood kids (Bob & Kenny, Tom Paasch, Steve
Brown, etc etc in the former open lot kiddy corner from where he grew up. I'm glad
he found happiness, hope he found some peace before passing.

Derrinda Griffin - July 03, 2018 at 12:10 PM

“

Thinking of you all during this difficult time. My prayers are with you!

Brittany Young - July 03, 2018 at 11:53 AM

“

Bob had a gift of creating something from nothing and turning it beautiful. I never
knew a man who would help a down brother the way Bob would, he always went the
xtra step to make sure you were back on the road.
Bob also had a unique way of showing his friendship and willing to do the unordinary
with you. I remember Bob and I together riding our bikes on New Years Eve 19992000, couldn't have brought I the millennium in a more fashionable way, a memory I
will cherish even more now than I already had.

You are a true brother and will be missed by many. Keep the wind in your face and I
will always keep you in my heart. Full throttle bro till we meet again
john aslakson - July 03, 2018 at 09:37 AM

“

Julie Conroy lit a candle in memory of Robert Anderson

Julie Conroy - July 03, 2018 at 07:16 AM

“

Lot of great memories with Bob. Was such a great guy. Glad I got to visit and laugh
last fall. Was said to hear the news from him when we last talked. Had a good
outlook on his sickness. Had a lot of fun hanging out in the neighborhood growing
up. Good times on the Flood Run. You could always tell Bob was around when he'd
start laughing. You will be missed.

David Claridge - July 02, 2018 at 08:03 PM

