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FINISHING OFF THE YEAR WITH MORE CHEER
The Confero Mavericks ended a successful 2012 season at the Tour de Bintan. Alan Grant reports on how the Cat 1 race 
unfolded with added input from Matt Lodge for the Cat 2 action. Photos by FinisherPix, Russell Wong and Sean Hogan.

THE standard of racing at the Tour 
de Bintan was as high as anything 
we’d encountered all year but that 
didn’t stop us from snaring a few 
more podiums. The Mavs entered 
teams in both the Cat 1 and Cat 2 
races, with the best individual 
showing from Bastian “// “ 
Dohling, who finished third on the 
final Cat 2 general classification. 
The Cat 2 boys also defended their 
team title, while the small Cat 1 
squad that I was a part of took 
second place in our team contest, 
behind only a dominating 
DirectAsia.com squad.

Prologue
It had been a great year for the 
Mavericks and morale and 
expectations were high. The 
introduction of the Prologue for 
this year’s race offered a chance to 
create some gaps going into Stage 
1 proper and the Mavs were 
hopeful some of their GC guys 
could take advantage of this. 
 Alas, in Cat 1 none of the 
six-man squad delivered a 
knockout performance, with Brian 
“Bear” Johnsen being the best of 
the bunch, covering the 12km 
course in 17:52, a full 85 seconds 
behind the winner, Tjarco Cuppens 
of Team Fuji Asia Singapore. While 
the Cat 1 team was realistic 

enough to know going into the 
race that it would be tough for any 
of us to get on the final GC 
podium, we hadn’t been expecting 
to be so far down after the 
Prologue. Personally, I was very 
disappointed with my time of 
17:57. I felt sluggish out of the 
gate and never really got going. 
 The Cat 2 squad had high 
hopes that //, an accomplished 
triathlete, could win the Prologue 
and then they’d be able to defend 
the yellow jersey for the rest of the 
weekend. Everything looked like it 
was going to plan when the young 
German, starting late, put in a 
blistering time of 17:15, which put 
him ahead of all the known big 
guns such as Nick Swallow of 
DirectAsia Blackhawk. The boys 

rode back to the hotel thinking 
they had the race lead, but news 
soon filtered through that Hamish 
Murchison from the Thug Life team 
had subsequently gone quicker 
than //. The Mavs now realized 
their victory celebrations were 
premature and that gaining 13 
seconds on the previously 
unknown Murchison would be a lot 
more difficult that defending a 
lead. However, with such a big and 
strong squad they were confident 
they were up to the task.
 The other big outcome 
from the Cat 2 Prologue was that 
all the Mavericks made the cut. 
With only the first 110 riders going 
through to Stage 1 proper, a few of 
the less well-prepared lads had 
been a tad nervous but none had 
to worry in the end. Special 
mention here to Laurus “Dutz” 
Meulenberg, who had undergone 
back surgery, again, just one 
month previously.
 It’s worth noting that 
Murchison and // ended up with 
the 5th and 9th best times of the 
day respectively, putting them well 
ahead of most of the Cat 1 field.

Stage 1, Cat 1
Stage 1 was a monster. Bintan is 
fairly flat but the roads roll 
constantly so the 150km course 
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involved over 1,000 metres of 
climbing, which when mixed in with 
temperature in the mid 30s and near 
100 percent humidity, meant for a 
tough day in the saddle.
 The Cat 1 race started fast 
and stayed fast. The Mavs were 
active at the front of the bunch all 
day, with Bear, Ben “TimTam” Arnott 
and Nathan “BooBoo” Galang being 
the most prominent in the early 
stages. Meanwhile, I was struggling 
at the back of the pack, just 
managing to cling on as I watched a 
steady string of single riders around 
me get spat out the back. 
 The Red Road to Hell, a 
16km section of rollers to the coast, 
proved disastrous for the Mavs, with 
both Bear and BooBoo losing contact 
with the peloton, the former no doubt 
affected by a heavy crash just four 
days before the race, while BooBoo’s  
dodgy back gave up on him and he 
ended up temporarily in an 
ambulance. 
 Of the remaining four Mavs, 
TimTam, Chris “Wii” Nyonyintono and 
Richard “Oldish” Paine were still 
figuring prominently either getting in 
one of the constant breaks or chasing 
them down. I continued to do not 
much more than hang on, and was 
hoping my legs would come good 
later. However, my troubles worsened 
at the 65km mark when my Di2, 
which had been acting up for the 
previous few weeks, packed in on me 

completely, leaving me stuck in the 
53/13. I assumed I was toast but I 
realized fairly quickly, that I could use 
the momentum of the peloton to help 
me get over most of the rollers. I had 
one or two scares when the bunch 
slowed down just before the ascents 
but even then I managed to grind my 
way over and stay in touch.
	 A race pattern of attack and 
chase continued until just after the 
final KOM of the day when Colin 
Robertson (DirectAsia.com) and Peter 
Hope (Fuji Asia) managed to get 
away. Lying second and third on GC, 
their teammates slowed things down 
at the front of the main bunch. 
 A few short-lived attempts at 
chasing the escapees fizzled out until 
with 25km to I spotted Oldish 
dangling 50m ahead in no man’s 
land. I’d like to say that the attack 
that followed was 100 percent 
premeditated but to be honest the 
gradient of the roller ahead was 
perfect for the gear I was stuck in. So 
to begin with I was just trying to 
make sure I’d get over it without 
slowing down and the best way to do 
that was go flat out.
 No doubt fueled by my old 
friend adrenalin, as I bridged to 
Oldish I couldn’t help but say “let’s 
go” and we were off. Attacks are a 
key feature of our Tuesday and 
Saturday training sessions and so it 
seemed perfectly natural to find 
myself off the front with our trusted 

Confero Mavericks on tour:
Stephen Ames – Hairblade
Ben Arnott – TimTam
Jody Chapman – Lottie
Ali Cullen – Borat
Bastian Dohling – //
Richard Donaldson – Biggish
Nathan Galang – BooBoo
Alan Grant – Rambu
Conan Hales – Boutros
Adam Horler – KKB
Brian Johnsen – Bear
Matt Lodge – Pony
Laurus Meulenberg – Dutz
Will Mumby – Student
Chris Nyonyintono – Wii
Richard Paine – Oldish
Richard Parkinson – Il Pirata
Geoff Pollard – Chef
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road captain. A Specialized 
Kynkyny rider had come with me 
but he didn’t last long leaving the 
two of us on an improbable 
adventure. We worked well 
together, and helped by the 
twisting nature of the course 
quickly built a gap on the bunch. Of 
course the fact that neither of us 
were threats on GC also 
contributed to us getting away as 
neither DirectAsia or Fuji chased.
 With about 15km to go we 
caught sight of Robertson and 
Hope who looked like they were 
waiting us. When we came together 
it quickly became obvious that Big 
Col was struggling. With his 
teammate Cuppens in yellow, the 
onus wasn’t on Hope, leaving the 
big Scotsman to flog himself. But 
we had no such qualms about 
working so we drove the break 
forward. The gap grew to 55 seconds 
and then to 90 with about 5km to go. 
Only then did we take the gas off a 
bit as the heavens opened.
	 With Oldish being a bit of a 
sprinter I was dreaming of a victory 
for the Mavs; the pair of us had 
pulled off a two-man smash and grab 
earlier in the year when Oldish won 
the Singapore Nationals Super 
Masters road race. But these were 
different calibre riders we were 
dealing with and our hopes were 
dashed when with about 800m to go, 
Hope attacked on the final rise and a 
recovered Robertson went with him. 
The slope was simply too steep for 
me and my single gear, and instead 
of following the attack, Oldish 
typically waited for me to get over the 
hill. Not only that, as the front two 
battled it out for the win, he allowed 
me to take third place and the bonus 
seconds that came with it.
 Hope won the stage and 
moved into second place on GC. 
Robertson’s consolation for losing 
the sprint was considerable; he was 
now in yellow as the peloton rolled in 
a minute down.
	 We were understandably 
elated with our third and fourth place. 
The general race plan had been to try 
and get into the decisive break and 
with that perhaps get a top 10 spot 
on GC. Mission accomplished so far 
as I was now sitting in fifth with 
Oldish just outside the top 10.

Stage 1, Cat 2
The plan was simple, get // away 
from the leader and hopefully the 
yellow jersey would be handed over 
to the young Mav at the end of the 
day. Alas, things didn’t pan out that 
way as the race was relatively 
uneventful in terms of GC movement. 
 The expected break of about 
50 riders got away after the second 
sprint point and this was whittled 
down further due a big crash at the 
110km mark involving some 20 
riders. Mr Confero himself, Matt 
“Pony” Lodge, made one final 
attempt at getting // away with about 
10km to go but Murchison was just 
too strong and the stage was 
inevitably heading for a sprint finish. 
 First over the line in torrential 
rain was Daan Kegel from 4T2, a 
remarkable recovery considering the 
big Dutchman fell heavily in the 
earlier crash. Revsin’s Kelly Davey 
was the runner-up with Murchison 
nabbing third and importantly another 
4 bonus seconds. Pony couldn’t 
quite get his sprint right and had to 
settle for sixth. Will “Student” 
Mumby , Conan “Boutros” Hales  
and // finished safely in the lead 
bunch, which left the Mav GC man 
still holding second overall.
 The main talking point was 
that there was zero water support for 
the front group for the last 50-60km. 
The designated Mav domestiques – 
Geoff “Chef” Pollard, Ali “Borat” 
Cullen and Richard “Biggish” 

Donaldson – all dropped way back to 
try and get bottles for the team 
leaders but unfortunately none of 
them were able to rejoin the lead 
bunch, it was just too far.
 It was another disappointing 
TdB Stage 1 for Cat 2 road captain 
Adam “KKB” Horler, who suffered his 
third flat in three years, this time at 
the 20km mark, leaving him a long 
solo day in the saddle. Richard “Il 
Pirata” Parkinson was also looking 
strong until the man from Optima 
Capital came down in the afore-
mentioned crash. He was fine, 
though, and ready to ride Stages 2 
and 3.

Bintan Chainring Massacre
With Stage 2 due to start around 7am 
the next morning there was plenty of 
time for the team to rest and recover 
and sort out any niggles with the 
bikes. I had a slightly bigger problem. 
We’d ascertained that it wasn’t just a 
case of changing batteries, the whole 
system had shut down and the on-
site mechanics didn’t have the time 
or the resources to try to fix it. 
	 I considered getting my spare 
bike sent over from Singapore but 
then big Dutz stepped in with an offer 
to let me use his bike for Stages 2 
and 3, what a teammate. His 
Specialized SL4 tarmac was late 
arriving back to the bike depot from 
the Stage 1 finish so it was around 
8:30pm when we started measuring 
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the fit and swapping over saddles, 
etc, from my NeilPryde Alize. 
 Alas, one of the pedals was 
stuck. Having managed to get one 
out using my multitool I persuaded 
Dutz that we didn’t need to go back 
to his room to get his proper tool kit. 
Big mistake. On the third or fourth 
attempt at removing the obstinate 
pedal the multitool slipped out and I 
put my thumb straight through the big 
chain ring. 
 There was blood splattered 
everywhere and an eerie silence 
replaced the chatter from the 100 or 
so people in the depot at what was 
no doubt a curdling scream. What an 
idiot. Somebody handed me a packet 
of tissues and this stopped the blood 
flow. But in addition to a nasty 
looking cut I’d also managed to rip a 
deep gouge in my thumbnail.
 Luckily, Nirwana Gardens has 
a doctor on call round the clock and 
within minutes I was in her surgery 
deep in the bowels of the main resort 
building. Upon removing the tissue I 
was informed the nail would have to 
go. The three injections into my 
thumb that followed were without a 
doubt the most painful thing I’ve ever 
experienced in my life but once that  
towel-biting ordeal was over it was 
strangely fascinating watching the 
doc cut and remove the nail from its 

bed. Three stitches were also 
required and then I was sent off to 
rest with two panadols. The doctor 
told me not to race the next morning 
… ha ha.
 Dutz’s lovely wife Tania had 
come back to check on me and so 
she accompanied me to their room 
where my new steed was sitting fully 
equipped and waiting. What a trooper 
the big Dutchman is.
	 I finally returned to my room 
about 10pm and started to get ready 
for the next morning. Not exactly the 
best prep for what was sure to be a 
fast and frantic two hours of work.

Stage 2, Cat 1
I rarely sleep much anyway the night 
before big races, and with all that had 
happened the day before the 
adrenalin was trumping the tiredness. 
I got up in the dark, had a bit of 
breakfast then went out early for a 
proper warm-up. I’d been dropped 
like a stone on the first hills in Stage 2 
of the 2011 race so I was determined 
not to let that happen again.
	 Sure enough the pace was 
brutal as soon as the commissaires 
dropped the flag just past the 
Nirwana cobbles for the scheduled 
83km of action. Despite trying my 
best not to, I was stuck hanging at 
the back again for the first few clicks. 
TimTam was as usual prominent at 
the front along with Wii and Oldish. 
As we hit the hills to Checkpoint 
Charlie that included the short but 
very sharp KOM, I dug deep and 
moved up the field a bit which was 

enough to keep me in the peloton. A 
few attacks had come and gone until 
a move driven by Cannasia looked 
like it might get away. Wii got himself 
across to the it and when a second 
small group also managed to escape, 
the peloton slowed down as all the 
big teams had representation up 
front ... except for Fuji. 
	 It really was coffee-shop pace 
for a while and when TimTam drifted 
to the back to find Oldish and I 
having a good old chat, he shook his 
head in amusement. Not for him, he 
got a bottle and returned to the front. 
It was just the three of us Mavs left in 
the bunch and with Wii being pretty 
good at saving his legs in a small 
group, we were hoping for another 
stage podium rather than defend a 
fifth place overall. No chasing for the 
Mavericks.
 Hell knows what the yellow 
jersey and his team were up to as the 
break had to be driving hard up front, 
but it wasn’t until we were told that 
the gap was 3 minutes and 10 
seconds with just 40km to go that 
Fuji sprang into action. It seems 
DirectAsia had miscalculated too. 
With two DirectAsia top 10 riders in 
the breakaway they hadn’t been 
bothered about chasing either. 
However, word eventually got out that 
big Pierre from Anza, was in the break 
and being sixth on GC, he was now in 
virtual yellow. 
 So from a gentle Sunday 
morning spin we went into a 
smashfest in the blink of an eye as 
DirectAsia turned up the heat. The 
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peloton was soon a single-file 
paceline stretched out to the max as 
the speed rarely dipped below 50. 
My legs felt pretty good by then but 
I’d been caught napping by being at 
the back when it went off. I nearly 
paid for that bad positioning a 
number of times when the riders 
immediately in front of me couldn’t 
hold the pace and I was left killing 
myself to close the gap. No such 
worries for Oldish and TimTam who I 
could see up front.
	 As we approached 
Checkpoint Charlie for the second 
time we swept up the first casualties 
from the break, which meant we were 
closing. Sure enough, just before the 
escapees crossed the final KOM we 
hit the bottom of the same slope. 
The gap was bigger than it looked, a 
hill presents an optical illusion as to 
how close a chasing group really is, 
but the chances were they’d be 
brought back. 
 That wasn’t to be the case, 
though. The break fragmented further 
but six of the 12 managed to keep 
going all the way to the finish, with 
Heksa Prasetya, last year’s overall 
TdB winner, taking the stage from 
Pierre and another Anza rider, James 
Guardino. Nice work boys.

Alas, young Wii hadn’t managed to 
hang on and he was swept up in the 
final kilometre. But he dug deep and 
finished with the hard-charging main 
bunch, which included all three of us 
remaining Mavs. Wii had covered 
himself in glory and fully vindicated 
the decision to include him in the Cat 
1 squad. 
	 It turns out our GC hopes 
would have been better served if the 
break had been caught, as there 
were a number of men among the 
successful escapees who had been 
sitting just behind me on the general 
classification. These included former 

Mav and still regular training partner 
Dibble. I dropped to 8th with Oldish 
back in 12th.

Stage 2, Cat 2
Attack! Attack! Attack! With Stage 1 
not bringing the hoped for successful 
breakaway, Stage 2 was the only 
realistic chance for the Cat 2 Mavs to 
try and take yellow. The plan was to 
ride super aggressively from the gun 
and three sections of the course had 
been pinpointed where they would 
try to get // away in a break. They 
had to separate Yellow from his team 
and take him out of his comfort zone 
– see what he was made of. The first 
missile was launched heading 
towards the KOM at the 8km mark. 
Chef went hard after the big right-
hander up the first long drag, 
followed closely by Boutros and 
Stephen “Hairblade” Ames (HB was 
another true soldier, riding while still 
in pain from a broken scaphoid). The 
the Mav masterplan was on 
schedule; not being able to get away 
from the main group after putting on 
the gas certainly wasn’t. 
Nevertheless the peloton was down 
to about 70 by Checkpoint Charlie.
 A second salvo was fired in 
the new section of road as // and 
Mark Stride of 4T2 got about 100 
metres off the front. Pony bridged 
across but soon the 4T2 man 
indicated he wouldn’t work due to an 
agreement to help Thug Life; such is 
cycling, no big deal. With the field 
back together, KKB had been doing a 
fair bit of work on the front, helping 
to keep the pace really high. By now, 
Yellow had lost most of his team but 
the collaboration with 4T2 was 
paying dividends. 
 On the big windy stretch of 
highway, the Mavs managed to get // 
in a break of four riders that included 
Swallow, who had formed another 
one of those unofficial coalitions, this  
time with the Mavs. The four were 
working well together and managed 
to stay away for about 10km but the 
peloton always had them in sight due 
to the long straight stretch of road. 
As the flat gave way to more rollers, 
Murchison pretty much brought the 
break back singlehandedly, almost 
riding away from the group in the 
process. Pony once more tried to 
drag // away but it wasn’t to be. This 
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was probably the defining moment of 
the TdB for the Cat 2 men. They had 
managed to separate the yellow 
jersey from his team and allies and 
get a break of good riders up the 
road, but he was too strong.
 The Mavs gave it one final go 
on the final KOM stretch 8km from 
the finish with Pony, Student, Il Pirata 
and Jody “Lottie” Chapman taking 
turns on the front trying to split the 
pack and get // away to time trial it 
home. No dice. The stage ended in 
another bunch sprint, with Mohamed 
Fadzli bin Hayof grabbing the win. 
Kegel came home in second place 
and picked up a valuable time bonus 
of 6 seconds. While // was still No. 2 
on GC, Kegel was now just 2 
seconds back in third.

Stage 3, Cat 1
About three hours separates the end 
of Stage 2 and the beginning of 
Stage 3 at the TdB, which is usually 
enough time to grab something to 
eat, a shower and even a quick nap if 
you’re lucky. Not for me. I had to 
revisit the doctor to get my wound 
cleaned and wrapped up again as the 
dressing hadn’t lasted the course of 
the morning’s action. The doc 
mockingly scolded me and we made 
a date for later that afternoon.
 Stage 3 is a short and sharp 
affair that follows the course of the 
Bintan Triathlon bike leg. At only 

38km it’s virtually impossible for a 
break to stick but that didn’t stop a 
string of people from trying their 
hardest to make it happen, including 
of course the bold TimTam. He’s such 
a strong rider and as super 
aggressive in racing as he is in 
training. He hasn’t really had a break 
when it comes to race results this 
year, but his time will come soon, of 
that I’m sure.
	 The attacks all came and 
went and the whole field was 
together as we once again 
approached the Nirwana cobbles 
with 2km to go. As the bunch was 
directed left around the small 
roundabout, I followed another rider 
in sneaking right, a fortuitous move 
as an incident occurred on the other 
sie that caused a split in the peloton. 
Poor old TimTam got caught up in 
that and slowed to a halt. Bang went 
his chances for final glory. Wii, Oldish 
and myself were well positioned for 
the finale but the big guys swamped 
through for all the line honours, with 
Prasetya taking his second win of the 
day. He paid dearly for a poor time 
trial on Friday.
 We were happy with our 
weekend’s work. I finished 8th on GC 
and Oldish just missed out on the top 
10, ending a very credible 11th. 
Robertson took the Tour de Bintan  
from Hope in second and Cuppens in 
third.

Stage 3, Cat 2
Like the Cat 1 race, it was a 
procession for Yellow but second 
place was well and truly up for grabs 
and being hotly contested. As ever // 
was full of energy and doing far too 
much work – gaining huge respect 
from the other teams in the process, 
though. Chef, Biggish, Borat, Lottie, 
Paul “The Count” Dalton then KKB 
were also prominent on the front for 
the Mavs during the early and middle 
parts of the stage. But it all came 
down to the sprint and about 70 
riders dangerously jostled for position 
coming into the last 800 metres. Up 
the final hill they roared but when the 
snarling peloton came round the last 
corner the Mavs missed out on the 
podium again, Pony coming an 
agonizing fourth, with fellow sprinter 
KKB in seventh.
	 More importantly, that man 
Kegel won the stage and with it the 
10 bonus seconds that were enough 
to see him overtake // for the 
runners-up spot on GC. Thug Life 
and 4T2 deciding to work together 
had probably changed the overall 
outcome, but such is racing.
	 // still took third place overall 
to go with the win he captured in the 
26-25 Cat in the recent Tour of 
Matabungkay, which is a remarkable 
haul for the young rookie in his first 
two bike races. Expect great things 
from him.
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IN OUR SPONSORS WE TRUST
The Confero Mavericks would like to thank our sponsors for their 

support in making 2012 such a great year for the team.
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