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EDITORõS NOTE 
 
Coming to the end of a difficult year 
and taking stock of how each twist and 
turn changed our lives one way or 
another, it seems like a good time to 
look forward to better days.   
 
As a club we have adjusted to each 
changed condition and managed to 
maintain momentum despite our 
major events being cancelled and our 
calendar being more of a ôas it comesõ 
arrangement.   
 
Bubbling along right now is the ride 
calendar for 2021 and the wall 
calendar for the year ahead.  Both will 
be available to members soon.   
 
Worth noting is the fact that members, 
despite the constraints imposed, have 
been well informed throughout this 
year and many ideas have been tossed 
around at our club meetings which 
will help make 2021 much improved.   
 
Given the go ahead, we can look 
forward to our previously postponed 
monument unveiling, larger ride 
gatherings and perhaps even a swap 
meet if circumstances allow.  We 
make no promises in these 
unpredictable times, but rest assured 
we will do all thatõs possible to keep 
our club active.   
 
Our magazine has managed to keep 
rolling out, but you will see from this 
issue that reduced events means 
reduced content.  A special thank you 
to all those members who have 
provided photos  - the weather has 
been perfect for riding and itõs 
wonderful to see everyone making the 
most of what this season offers.   
 
So for now, our focus is on Christmas 
and on returning as close as possible 
to the life we remember before a 
cocktail of tragic events challenged 
our confidence and threatened to 
reduce our secure existence.   
 
We hope all of you are able to enjoy 
family and friends, time doing 
whatever makes you happy and that 
you are safe and well, ready for the 
year ahead. 
 
Stay positive everyone, look after 
yourselves, travel safe wherever you 
go and however you get there. 

 
 

Dale 

OUR CLUB 
 
Classic Riders Club Goulburn (CRCG) 
was born from the idea to form a 
Motorcycle Club which catered for 
restorers and riders of old and classic 
motorcycles.  Nurtured by Neil 
MacDonald and Richard Corbet, this 
idea very soon blossomed into ôour 
clubõ.  Neilõs under house area became 
the unofficial workshop for this 
enterprise and the official launch was 
on 13 August 1991, with the 
inaugural meeting held at Goulburnõs 
RSL Club.  CRCG commenced ôlifeõ 
with 23 potential members, and today 
we have around 135 members and 
120 motor cycles on Club Plates.  We 
meet on the second Tuesday of each 
month at Goulburn Workersõ Club, 
commencing 7.30pm. 
 
New members are always welcome 
and more information is available on 
our Club Website  :      
www.classicridersclubgoulburn.com.
au                         
 
 

GREAT SOUTHERN 

SWAP MEET     
 
The organising group for our Annual 
Swap Meet has now announced that 
CRCG will be holding a mid-year swap 
on Sunday 6 June 2021.   
 
Of course, this will depend on Covid 
health issues, but for now, it is possible 
and plans are continuing in the hope 
that the health situation doesnõt suffer 
a setback and restrictions are not 
increased. 
 
Significant changes to our usual Swap 
Meet have been made ð mostly coming 
from the need to cancel our January 
date and needing a venue close to 
Goulburn which provides the space 
and facilities we require. 
 
So, we are launching our ôWakefield 
Park Racewayõ experience.  é and the 
benefits of this are ð 
 

¶ Cabin style accommodation 
at venue; 

¶ Large green space for 
camping; 

¶ Security; 

¶ Night lighting; 

¶ Covered, larger sites; 

¶ Easier set up for our 
organisers; 

¶ Toilet facilities; 

¶ Café on site; 

¶ Permission for Rotary 
catering and coffee vendors 
in addition; 

¶ Ample space for vendor 
gathering prior to the 
Saturday set up; 

¶ Generous parking for buyers 
and visitors in attendance. 

 
Wakefield officials are working very 
hard to make this event not just a 
success, but something we might sign 
up for in the years ahead.  It certainly 
makes sense to hold a motorcycle club 
event at the Raceway, given the racing 
history factor and the focus on motor 
sports.   
 
The chosen date of 5/6 June was to fit 
in with the larger Rotary ôall itemsõ 
swap meet scheduled for the first 
weekend in May.  .. and also to secure 
a date in the Wakefield Calendar. 
 
There has been much discussion about 
the weather and expected low 
temperatures at this time of year, but 
balancing this out, is the excitement in 
everyoneõs voice ð having spoken to 
many potential sellers since we 
announced the date ð as they chat 
about the swap meet actually 
happening.   
 
ôYesõ, there may be difficulties which 
weõve not even considered, but we are 
hoping that this opportunity will offer 
the promise of a bigger and better 
Great Southern Swap Meet. 
 
So, rug up and pull on those boots ð 
we are anticipating a wonderful 
weekend.  After all, there are many 
people out there who have used the 
Covid lock down time to clear out their 
sheds, finish off those projects, start 
new ones and make a list of everything 
they need to get their motorbike 
running to perfection. 
 
Right now, 33 covered sites have been 
booked, which leaves six available for 
purchase ð at $35 per 14m x 7m x 
2.1m (door height) space. 
 
Wakefield Parkõs on-site cabins may 
be booked by calling Wakefield Park 
office on (02) 4822 2811.  There are 
five cabins available, each featuring ð 
six bedrooms accommodating two or 
three people each; large shared living 
area with lounges and television; bed 
linen/towels provided; kitchenette 
with fridge, kettle, microwave, 
tea/coffee and three bathrooms. 

http://www.classicridersclubgoulburn.com.au/
http://www.classicridersclubgoulburn.com.au/


Each room is $75 per night, or if you 
hire the entire cabin, the cost is $450 
per night.  A very reasonable fee if you 
consider  that the capacity for each 
room is 2 or 3 people and each cabin 
holds 12 or 14 people at most. 
 
Whatever your preference, there are 
lots of options to choose from in this 
case and being scheduled for June, we 
look forward to a much cooler event. 
 
 

  

 

  

 
                                                                                                                           

                                                                                                                                       
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  

 

 

THE GREAT SOUTHERN 

MOTORCYCLE  ONLY  

SWAP MEET  

 

 
 

Sunday 6 June 2021 
Gates open 6.00am 

Uncovered Sites  -  $25;   Covered Sites  -  $35;  Shoppers and onlookers - $5 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 

Hosted by Classic 

wƛŘŜǊǎΩ /ƭǳō ƻŦ 

Goulburn 

 

 

 

 

Strictly Motorcycles and 

Motorcycle related items ς 

NO TRASH OR TREASURE 

Catering options available for 
the purchase of food and 

refreshments at the raceway. 

 

 

For further details and covered site bookings, please 
call Dale ς 0422 367 011 

STALL HOLDERS SET UP FROM 12 NOON (not 
before) SATURDAY 5 June 2021 

Prices include Saturday overnight camping for 
vendors  

 
NO DOGS ALLOWED 

 
 

4770 Braidwood Rd, 

Tirrannaville NSW 

2580 

 

New Venue ï 

Covid Safe, QR sign 

in entry 

 

 



 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

  

 

CRCG COMMITTEE  

Elected 

President                Bruce Tinsley 

Vice President   Gary Suddull 

Secretary   Dale Towell 

Assistant Secretary  Mischelle Lees 

Treasurer   Charles Hillier 

Public Officer   Ross Gilchrist 

Club Captain   Frank Millwood 

Events Director 

Magazine Editor   Dale Towell 

Appointed 

Publicity Officer   Wayne Adams 

Regalia Officer   Ron Barton 

Equipment Officer  Wayne Adams 

Monument Warden  Mark James 

Assistant Monument Warden Paul Fitzgibbon 

 
Swap Meet Team  Geoff Bland 
   Wayne Adams 
   Bruce Tinsley 
   Charles Hillier 
   Dale Towell 
 
 

 Rally Director 2020      Dale Towell 

  

Machine Examiners & Registration Officers 

                       Richard Corbet (Goulburn) 
                       Chris Parlett  (Goulburn) 
                       Wayne Price  (Goulburn) 
                        John French  (Bowral) 
                      Craig Southwell  (Gunning) 
  Ron Barton (Yass) 

 

Club Patron  Vacant 

 
Life Members  Wayne Adams 
                      Richard Corbet 
                       Howard Kneebone 
                       Marjorie Speer 
                       Ross Gilchrist 
 
Website Manager Secretary  
 
 

Full details and contact numbers on website 

 

 

SUNDAY RIDE CALENDAR FOR 2021 

 

March 21  -  Bungendore, Sutton, Gunning 
 

April 4  -  Boxers Creek Road, Towrang, Greenwich 
 

April 18  - Kialla, Crookwell, Roslyn, Woodhouselee 
 

May  2   - Tarago, Windellama, Bungonia  
 

May  16  -  Taralga, Crookwell  
 

May 30 -  Gunning, Grabben Gullen 
 

June  13  - Mountain Ash Road, Marian Vale Road, Boxers Creek 
Road 
 

June  27  - Currawang, Bungendore, Tarago 
 

July  11 -  Gurrundah Road, Gap Road, Parkesbourne Road 
 

July 25  - Goulburn loop 
 

August 8  - Bungonia, Windellama 
 

August  22 -  Gurrundah Road,  Grabben Gullen 
 

September 11&12  - All Historic Racing Meeting Pheasant Wood 
 

September 26  - Bungendore, Captains Flat 
 

October 3  - Taralga, Abercrombie River 
 

October 17  - Windellama, Nerriga 
 

October 23 & 24  -  CRCG Annual Ride 2021 
 

November 14  - Taralga 
 

November 28  - Bungonia, Tallong, Fitzroy Falls 
 

December 5  -  CRCG Christmas lunch 
 

December 19  - Open Ride -  decide on the day 
 
 
 
 
 

Meet at Belmore Park opposite Court House 
9.30am  September-May 
10.00am June  - August 

Phone Club Captain Frank Millwood 0439 604 153 
 

 
 



MOTORCYCLE FEVER 

Written by Dick Nell 

Motorcycle Fever by Dick Nell gives a 
wonderful insight into the mystique of 

our love of bikes.  Dick was an active 

member of our club.  He was a great 

character and adventurer not only 

with bikes, but he also flew various 

planes including a Tiger Moth. 

Dick is survived by his much loved 

wife Margarette who kindly gives 

permission for us to include the 

content of ôMotorcycle Feverõ and the 

photograph provided, in our Club 
magazine. 

The cover (right) depicts just how ôat 

homeõ, Dick is with his motorcycle and 

is a wonderful pre-empt to the 

fabulous story within.   

An article in the Goulburn Post ð 

August 2006 -  described Dick Nell as 

ôadventurer and master aviatorõ.  He 

joined the Goulburn Aero Club in its 

early days (1955), beginning his love 

affair with the DH82, Tiger Moth.  

Dick and the Tiger Moth shared birth 

years.  Dickõs skill in the skies and his 

talent for daring and precision earned 

him the reputation of most celebrated 

aerobatic pilot in Australia for his 

time. 

Anyone fortunate to have known him, 

will relate directly to the words shared 

here.  For those who didnõt, this is an 

opportunity to ômeetõ an extraordinary 

man and share in a story unique and 

wonderful. 

 

CHAPTER 1 

Mac Velo 

Crookwell 1947 

They are wild animals with wire-
spoked wheels, dripping oil into 
the gutter, Nortons, BSAs, 

Triumphs, AJSs and more.  My 
leather-coated mates, with 
scuffed boots and oil stained 
trousers, are their tamers.  They 
kick their dirty beasts into life, 
mount and wait, with throttles 

ôblippingõ.  A Norton 500 and an 
ex-Army Beeza remain obstinate  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

and their owners boot the hell out 
of them before they too cough, 

blow white smoke and join the 
deep-throated chorus.  Gears 
clunk into mesh and with a 
bellowing roar they leap from the 
kerb and tear off in a cloud of 

dust, down the road and out of 
town. 

The howl of their engines is 
slowly fading as I watch them 
disappearing into the distance.  
And I mope towards home 
wondering how I can possibly  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

own one.  Is this why people rob 
banks? 

Itõs impossible to save money on 
my dismal wage of two pound ten 

a week ð paid Friday, broke 
Sunday.  Iõm supposed to pay my 
mother ten shillings a week 
board but rarely can.  Friday 
nightõs beer, more beer to build 

up my courage to face the girls at 
Saturday nightõs dance, usually 
sees the end of it. 

If I didnõt drink beer Iõd manage 
better but everyone drinks beer.  
Iõd have few mates if I didnõt.  The 

 



publican knows Iõm under age 
but also knows when thereõs 
going to be an after-six-oõclock-

closing time raid, and warns me.  
He doesnõt want the police to 
know heõs encouraging me, the 
local parsonõs son, to break the 
law. 

My friends with bikes are 
avoiding me with my ôhang-dogõ 
look.  Sometimes I wear them 

down with my pestering and they 
throw me a bone or two in the 
form of a pillion ride, but it 
doesnõt help much.  I want to be 
in charge of the noisy, throbbing 

lump of metal that can send me 
into ecstasy. 

I buy a ten-shilling ticket for a 
draw in a Melbourne Cup sweep 
and put my mind to willing it to 
win, visualizing over and over of 
having the money, hoping that if 
I believe in it strongly enough it 

will happen.  I tell my mates Iõll 
soon have my own bike but I 
donõt even draw a horse é it 
seems an impossible dream. 

Itõs almost more than I can bear.  
One of my work-mates, ôMouseõ 
(Trevor Grenager) arrives from 

Goulburn on a rather worn, 
1939 model, Mac Velocette.  Heõs 
going to do it up, he says, and 
soon has it totally dismantled.  
What was a motorcycle is now a 
pile of dirty parts in the corner of 

his fatherõs shed.  Every single 
nut, bolt and screw that can be 
undone is stored nearby in old 
treacle tins. 

ôIõd do anything to own a bike,õ I 
say, watching him. 

ôIõll sell you this one if you like,õ 
Mouse replies, surprising me. 

ôBut I havenõt any money,õ I say, 
thinking how hopeless it is. 

ôHave you got anything you can 
sell?õ 

ôWell, thereõs my pushbike and 
guns,õ I say, forgetting the effort 
it took in trapping and skinning 

all those rabbits to raise the 
money to buy the guns, and that 
my push bike really belongs to 
my father.  He just gave up in the 
end from trying to stop me from 
borrowing it and it, sort-of, 

became mine. 

Mouse gestures over the pile of 

parts, ôTell you what, you can 
have it for what I paid, seventy-
five pounds.  Iõll take whatever 
you can raise as a deposit and you 
can pay it off when you can.õ 

The words are hardly out of his 
mouth.  ôItõs a deal,õ I say and rush 

home to gather up my saleable 
possessions. 

I take them down to the second 
hand shop:  my pushbike and gun 
collection; a Savage 22 calibre 
repeater rifle; an antique double-
barrelled shotgun; a 32 calibre 
Winchester repeater (just like the 

ones in the cowboy movies); a 
World War 1 303; and an old 
Bull Dog revolver that had been 
given to me by a farmer whoõd 
found it in a dried up dam, and 

itõs one bullet Iõd never been 
game to fire. 

ôTwenty five poundsõ the man 
says and I donõt haggle or 
question.  All I think of is that itõs 
enough and rush back to Mouseõs 
place, hand it over, and he lends 
me a wheelbarrow to take my 

Mac Velo home. 

I tip the barrow of dirty, greasy 

parts into the back veranda and 
look up to see my mother, wide 
eyed and mouth agape, 
struggling to say something é 
Finally the words come out, ôOh, 

Dick.  What are you up to now?õ 

ôItõs my motorbike Mum,õ I say 

gleefully. 

ôDid you get it from the tip, 
Dick?õ 

ôNo Mum, Iõve sold my guns for 
it.õ 

ôOn well, thatõs a blessing I 
suppose é Please try not to get 
oil on the cement, the stain will 

never come out.õ 

ôYes, Mum,õ I say, throwing down 

a couple of hessian bags, not 
thinking that the oil will go 
straight through them. 

At dawn Iõm up working on it.  
My mother leans out the window.  
ôNot too much noise Dick, youõll 
wake your father.õ 

ôYes Mum,õ I say raising the 
hammer only half as high to 

knock out a pin. 

Every spare moment I toiled on it, 

imagining how it will feel to be 
riding with the gang.  I donõt 
replace anything worn, as I donõt 
have the money, just clean each 
part with a wire brush and 
kerosene, hose it off with the 

garden hose and bolt it back on. 

It hasnõt been long and the pile of 

parts are beginning to take on a 
shape of what it had been before 
Mouse dismantled it ð just with a 
little less dirt and grease.  I think 
that after I ride it for a while, Iõll 

fix the things that donõt work, 
like the kick-starter, brakes and 
generator. 

Itõs ready for its road test: tickle 
the carbie to make it flood; push 
it down the road as hard as I can 
go; jump side-saddle onto the seat 
and let the clutch out.  It 

obediently roars into life é but 
keeps roaring ð and roaring.  The 
throttle is jammed wide open! 

My left hand is holding down the 
clutch and I canõt let it go because 
the bikeõs in gear.  And I canõt lift 
my foot to the gear lever because 

I need both feet on the ground.  



The engine is screaming as the 
revs build up and the vibration is 
alarming.  I canõt think how to 

stop it!  The ôcut-offõ switch 
doesnõt work either!  And I canõt 
reach the fuel tap! 

It feels like at any moment the 
whole thing might explode and 
fly apart.  I make a desperate kick 
at the gear lever but it seems 
stuck.  My whole body is 

vibrating with the machine.  
What will I do?  Itõs like holding 
a mad bull by the horns é  
Thereõs only one thing for it, I toss 
it down on its side, letting go the 

clutch.  The drive chain takes 
hold with a bang, sending the 
back wheel spinning at blistering 
speed, and I dive for the spark 
plug lead. 

ôBloody hell!õ  Painful charges 
stab up my arm.  But with the 
lead off the engine dies é my 

heart, though; keeps racing on 
like the devil as I sit down in the 
gutter beside the hot, smoking 
motorcycle to recover. 

A new plug lead, the throttle 
fixed, another push and my bike 
springs back to life, this time 

under control.  Up and down the 
street I go with a grin so wide it 
could split my face.  People are 
coming out of my fatherõs church 
as I go past and I give them a 
wave.  They are seeking bliss in 

prayer but I have found it my 
way. 

The Mac Velo isnõt registered and 
couldnõt pass the test anyway.  
The lights only work for the short 
time until the battery goes flat, 
because of the dud generator; the 
brakes are almost useless at any 

sort of speed and the bushes in 
the girder-type front suspension 
are so badly worn they let the 
forks flop from side to side in a 
dangerous way, but the engine 

goes like hell and doesnõt miss a 
beat. 

My best friend, Billy Searle, who 
lives across the street beside his 
fatherõs cordial factory, owns a 

beautiful Red Hunter Ariel 
(which he has never let me ride), 
has a go on my Mac Velo and in 
ten yards falls off. 

ôHow do you ever ride this frigin 
thing!õ he yells, picking himself 
up. 

The truth is I canõt always handle 
it myself.  Hitting a big bump, the 
front wheel goes into a wild 

wobble, nearly always throwing 
me.  Iõm often bruised and sore 
but not seriously hurt so far.  
Maybe Iõm just tough from 
playing rugby league football. 

After yet another heavy landing it 
begins to dawn on me why 

Mouse was so eager to let it go. 

As well as the bike not being 

registered, I havenõt bothered 
about getting a riderõs license.  It 
niggles on my conscience that Iõm 
breaking the law but the local 
policeman has seen me riding it 
and not stopped me.  So I reckon 

he must think I have a license and 
that the bike is registered and, 
therefore, it may be best to just let 
sleeping dogs lie.  When I finish 
my motor mechanicõs 

apprenticeship and leave town, I 
reckon Iõll get one then. 

It occurs to me now that back 
then, when I visualized owning a 
motorcycle, it has actually 
happened, though not in the way 
I had intended.  I have my bike 
but donõt go for rides with the 

gang after all.  Sure, I love my 
Mac Velo but Iõm a bit ashamed 
of it too.  Most of my friends now 
have more modern bikes with 
telescopic front forks, such as 

brand new Triumphs, that make 
me drool.   

Sometimes I go for a ride with Bill 
though and last Sunday evening 
after a ride to Binda and back, we 

decide to take our mufflers off 
and see how they sound.  Hell, 
theyõre noisy! 

ôBet youõre not game to ride up 
the main street like this,õ Bill says. 

ôWe could do it after dark,õ I say. 

ôBut you donõt have any lights.õ 

ôI mean without lights.õ 

ôWeõll go so fast they wonõt be 
able to see us.õ 

We wait at the bottom of the 
street until there are few cars 
about.  Itõs pretty clear now and 
we let it rip, heads down like 
racers.  The exhausts are 

screaming, making an enormous 
racket that echoes back off the 
buildings each side.  Past the post 
office, the policeman jumps out 
from the footpath.  Heõs trying to 

wave us down, but we wheel 
around him and keep going.  At 
the end of the tar, at the edge of 
town, we turn down a side street, 
coast into a lane, switch off and 
wait for the reaction.  Breathing 

heavily we light up a smoke.  
ôChrist that woke the place up!õ 
Bill says giving me a nudge. 

ôItõs woken the police up too, 
donõt you reckon?  Theyõre sure 
to be out looking for us.õ 

We wait for a while but all 
remains quiet and we push our 
bikes down the back lanes home.  

All week we wait expecting the 
police to question us but it doesnõt 
happen ð home free, but they 
must know who it was é Why 
are they leaving us alone? 

 

 

* * * * * * * * 

  



                                                                                                                                                                

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Dick is remembered for his modesty, 

his talent and the immense respect he 

held of those who knew of him.  The 

Tiger Moth and Stampe were his 

signature planes.  His BMW was his 

favourite motor cycle. 

The gift of a model plane as a boy 

ignited his desire to fly.  His first joy 

flight was as a 16 year old in a Jenarco 
at Crookwell ð it hooked him into the 

world of aviation.   

His first solo flight and getting of his 

private pilotõs licence was in the mid 

1950s.  He gained his agricultural 

licence at the age of 56.  Crop dusting 

meant 60 or more take offs and 

landings each day.  Of this task he said 

ôCrop dusting breaks all the rules but 

you can do it legally.õ 

In 1971 he rode a motobike from 

London to Bombay.  He rebuilt three 

antique biplanes, including a Tiger 

Moth recovered in parts from WA. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

He was a successful businessman ð 

establishing RM Nell Pty Ltd, 

manufacturing tractor equipment, an 
endeavour that survived when many 

others did not, because of the quality 

produce he provided. 

He left behind a legacy of accolades 

and high level recognition for 

outstanding achievements ð notching 

up 6,000 flying hours. 

Publisher of three books, two about his 

motorcycle adventures and another, 

ôFlying on the Edgeõ which recorded 

his flying experiences.  He painted, 

crafted metal, sculptures, 

photographed, hang glided, skied 

(water and snow), played harmonica 

and loved nature. 

Describing himself to a reporter once, 
Dick said ôThere is a saying that what 

you seek, you find, and I have found 

an awful lot of freedom in my lifeõ. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

To his family at wife Margaretteõs 80th 

birthday party, he said he had figured 

out the meaning of life.  It wasnõt 
about success, adventure or being the 

best at everything.  ôItõs about looking 

after Margarette and having a 

successful relationship.  Itõs all about 

love and being true to yourself.õ 

In 2003 he built a Kit plane, Rans S-6s 

Coyote ii.  After his Stampe had been 

in the hangar for some time, he rolled 

it out, to find it would not start.  He 

pulled it back to the hangar and patted 
it, saying both the plane and he were 

destined for other things. 

Dickôs film ñThe Aviatorò can 
be viewed on a You 
Tube Search - Dick Nell + 
Aviator.  

  

 Dick Nell with his Tiger Moth ς photograph compliments of Margarette Nell 



TOM TOPARIS 

5/6 December 2020 

Article compliments of Tomõs Mum 
Vanessa Toparis. 

Goulburn motorcycle racer Tom 
Toparis won his second consecutive 
Australian Supersport Championship 
at Wakefield Park in December 2020.  

The win capped off a year filled with 
ups and downs for the young rider.  

Earlier in 2020 Tom returned to 
Europe where he spent much of the 
past two years. Unfortunately, Covid-
19 put an end to his World 
Championship season, however he 
was thrilled to get the chance to race 
in Bennettõs British Superbike 
Championship for Dutch team Benro 
Racing. 

A big crash in the opening BSB 
weekend unfortunately resulted in 
Tom suffering a broken wrist and 
injured shoulder. He missed half the 
season while waiting to recover in the 
Netherlands and wasnõt really able to 
recover in time to salvage any decent 
results in the BSB Championship. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

However, returning to Australia and 
while in quarantine in Perth, 
Motorcycling Australia announced 
rounds 2 and 3 of the Australian 
Superbike Championship would be 
held in early December at Tomõs home 
track, Wakefield Park. He was 
fortunate to have competed in round 1 
at Phillip Island just before departing 
for overseas, finishing second in the 
first round.  

Tom was quickly able to put together 
a small team with mechanic Glen 
Richards and local mechanic Sid 
Rowlands, as well as help from his 
father Richard and brothers Sam and 
James.  Unlike 2019 which saw 
around 6000 spectators pack into 
Wakefield Park, 2020õs races were 
held on a track closed to the public, 
although fans were able to watch from 
home on televised coverage on both 
days.  

Tom was able to take pole position and 
win both races in round 2 to take the 
points lead. For round 3 he woke up 
feeling really sick and couldnõt eat all 
day. Extremely windy weather also 
added to the challenge.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

òI knew I had to be smart on Sunday 
as I had an 11-point lead and didnõt 
have to risk it all.  Itõs easy to go out 
and try and win in those conditions, 
but you can go from here to zero and 
look stupid,ó Tom said.  

Fortunately, Tom was able to 
consolidate his earlier efforts from the 
weekend to finish both Sunday races 
with enough points to win his second 
Aussie championship.  

Tom is now looking ahead to 2021 
where he would like to continue in the 
BSB, but if Covid-19 conditions 
continue, he is looking to step up into 
the Superbike class here in the 
Australia Superbikes. He has great 
respect for current ASBK Champion 
Wayne Maxwell, as well as former 
champions Bryan Starring, former 
Goulburn rider Troy Herfoss and Mike 
Jones. 

òIõd love to try and chase down those 
guys on the superbikes,ó Tom said. 

òThere arenõt many young guys in the 
Superbikes and I think it would be 
good to get some young blood in 
there.ó 

                                                                                                   

 

 

                                                                    

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


