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comes from the name of his godfather, Cadel Lee Hunt. His 
father, meanwhile, says he just got bored looking at the 
Women’s Weekly “book of bloody baby names” and settled on 
the one after reaching the suggestions starting with “C”. 

Whatever telling you opt to accept, in Australia and beyond 
“Cadel” has become a one word take on achieving something 
special. There’s a lot more to come from this man yet but before 
he wins another race, he can now reflect on a job well done. 

I’m glad to have been part of it and proud to have known 
him for a long time and seen the progression from protégé to 
champion. His stories have been told often over the years, in 
the pages of this magazine and in the book I wrote with him 
that was published in November 2009. Things have been 
different between us since then. During this most recent Tour I 
observed him and, like others who watched the race, I saw a 
rider become a champion. It is a victory that has conjured 
many emotions but ultimately it’s an objective achieved. 

Neil Stephens told me that in the days that followed the race 
this July he had many discussions with people of influence who 
are now interested in the sport of cycling. He is part of the 
GreenEdge professional team project – a team of the future 
backed by Gerry Ryan, an entrepreneur with a passion for 
cycling and a bank account that’s large enough for him to sink 
significant funds into something that is bound to set other 
sporting precedents. Ryan has won the Melbourne Cup, as a 
co-owner of a French horse named Americain. He is the reason 
why Stephens spoke with people who have become enamoured 
by the Tour, cycling, and a sport that had – until recently – only 
been seen as a second-tier activity. Now it’s mainstream and 
people want to talk about it. They want to understand it. They 
want to believe in it and discover the stories that have been 
written and are yet to emerge. 

Cadel Evans already had a significant legacy but he doesn’t 
stop creating more stories and offering inspiration. The 
GreenEdge is also going to have an influence on how Australian 
cycling is perceived and Stephens opted to limit his appraisal to 
one sentence for fear of becoming bogged down in detail and 
losing the interest of his audience in late-July/early-August 
when sponsors were queuing up to talk to Ryan about sharing 
the cost – and the prestige – of taking cycling to a new level in 
the country they call home. These people wanted to know 
more about Cadel. What is he like, honestly? The answer is 
complex but Stephens stated a response that sums it up well: 
“He is a really good bike rider.”

Learning how difficult adults can be.
 I thought only teenagers were immature and stupid!
 Don’t point the finger at anyone – let people make their 

own opinions.

ThaT’s noT iT for ausTralian cycling and This is a good Thing. 
Cadel is a renaissance man. He’s certainly a rider who rode a 
race that we could all enjoy. It brought people together. What I 
saw this July was remarkable. I remember covering my first 
Tour de France in 1997; if I saw an Australian flag I knew who 
was waving it, there was a small collective who did believe. But 
now there are thousands of Evans’ compatriots on hand to 
cheer him and the other riders on. Cycling is interesting. That’s 
why we watch. It’s why we follow the race in record numbers. 
It’s why SBS was able to generate huge ratings figures. The 
rider has had mixed thoughts on the professionalism of people 
on Tour over the years, he’s been scathing in his appraisal on 
some, and has used physical force to shun others away from his 
personal space, but in 2011 he used some charm.

Thanks to the clever management of the BMC team and its 
PR representative Georges Lüchinger, the relationship with the 
media was a positive one. He portrayed himself as a rider in 

>>

control of his destiny, someone who is grateful for the efforts of 
his team-mates, respectful of the strengths of his rivals, 
impressed with the enthusiasm of the fans. He was willing to 
give just enough time to relay his thoughts and analysis, but also 
allow himself the appropriate period of rest and recuperation. 
By not taking the yellow jersey until the eve of the final stage, he 
limited his obligations with the media and wasted no energy 
having to be repetitious in the ‘mix zone’ after each stage. 

In the first week, he wore two prize jerseys. On day two he 
had the green jersey, for the winner of stage one Philippe 
Gilbert, though he led both the general and points classifications, 
could not wear both yellow and green. In stage three Evans was 
the first Australian to wear the Tour’s polka-dot jersey. But he 
was actually second in the that classification… until his victory 
in stage four – on the Mûr de Bretagne, half a wheel ahead of 
Alberto Contador. This meant he was also the first Aussie to 
legitimately lead the competition for the best climber. 

These are the reasons he had to attend the podium protocol 
early in the 2011 Tour but he wouldn’t have to do so again 
until stage 19 when he was second in the time trial that started 
and finished in Grenoble. And the reason for his appearance 
that day was to collect the maillot jaune. This time, it was 
clear, it was his to keep. He would ride to Paris, as he dreamed, 
as the leader of the Tour de France.

Accidents happen, crashes occur, mechanical failures 
hinder the results of some, tiny little traces of clenbuterol were 
digested – in one way or another – and are somehow detected. 
Asterisks appear, uncertainty emerges… but the scenes at the 
finish didn’t really reflect that this is a sport that has been 
besieged by doping. There were a multitude of questions that 
were asked about the topic for that’s how we understand 
coverage of cycling must be. No one is ignoring those facts. No 
one is being a sycophant because an Australian is the winner 
and suggesting it’s a “clean” win simply as it was achieved by 
one of “ours”. What was apparent, however, is that this edition 
of the race was more honest than some in the past. 

We watched, saw performances, enjoying all aspects of a 
bike race – not just reflecting on the one positive doping control 
that caused but a minor hiccup to an exciting contest.

Alexandr Kolobnev didn’t finish the race but his test result 
was the only blight on an otherwise amazing competition. One 
that, when we consider it and analyse it, had a fantastic start, 
followed by a few quiet days in the battle for GC honours but 
in the mountains it all began again. With the preliminaries out 
of the way it was time to climb. In the Pyrenees, as expected, 
the GC guys came to the front. They marked each other closely 
and perhaps we will remember the first mountain range as one 
that didn’t quite provide the spectacle that it could have, but 
the second one delivered in every possible way. 

What we saw on the roads to the col du Galibier and L’Alpe 
d’Huez in stages 18 and 19 was exceptional. It was better than 
the day to Morzine five years earlier when maybe testosterone 
helped Floyd Landis do something incredible – something 
extraordinary, a word that in this instance carries negative 
implications rather than positive ones. 

They used to call the five-time champion Miguel Indurain 
“extraterrestrial”; it was considered a compliment then but 20 
years on from the Spaniard’s initial success – the one that 
inspired a young man who was riding his mountain bike around 
the neighbourhood and exploring the world on two wheels, not 
knowing what lay ahead. It’s been an amazing journey. It took 
86 hours 12 minutes and 22 seconds for Cadel Evans to win the 
Tour de France, and for him to finish the course one minute and 
34 seconds ahead of Andy Schleck. 

Numbers mean a lot in cycling and first in the Tour de 
France is something that everyone remembers.  n Rob ARnold

first and last leaders of the 98th tour… With the finish of the 
race within sight Cadel Evans leads Philippe Gilbert and Michael Schär 
around the hairpin turn at the top of the Champs-Elysées (right).  
The Belgian champion was the first to wear the yellow jersey at the 
Tour de France in 2011 but his former (and future?) team-mate was 
the rider in the coveted colour for the final stage.

It was a fantastic triumph, one that we’ll all savour. Not as 
sycophants, nor as cynics or anything more than someone 
admiring what we’ve seen. That’s not just the winner, it’s the 
whole process – the evolution of the race. 

At the start there’s so much anticipation. You really want to 
know who the winner is but you don’t want to know until the 
end. That’s what’s so captivating about a good Tour de France. 
It’s so enthralling. It brings us in. It makes us believe that it’s 
bigger than just a bike race. The race is amazing, it’s a part of 
sporting history and now an Australian is the winner. 

An Australian… first in the Tour de France. 
It’s spelled it out on the cover and repeated here. I’m thrilled 

by the result. How can you be anything but appreciative of it? 
But it’s the whole race, from beginning to end, that matters. 
The early hype can get dull and analysis lasts forever, but the 
actual competition is what’s so fun about the Tour. It’s seeing 
everyone do what they do and putting their effort into context.  

This is an unprecedented success, a victory for cycling in 
Australia achieved in France ahead of every rival – some whose 
hopes were ended with injury and were forced to withdraw. 
The race could have been even better had it not been for stupid 
incidents that cost the likes of Janez Brajkovic, Bradley 
Wiggins, Chris Horner, Alexandre Vinokourov, Jurgen van 
den Broeck, and Andreas Klöden their places in the peloton. 
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