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			I dedicate this book to Annie who, for more than 30 years so far, has been at the centre of my world.

			And to Nige, Shane and Therese — we were each incredibly fortunate to have this opportunity and, with our stadium of four million, we nailed it.

		

	


	
		
			The players

            

			Understanding who’s who in the Rugby World Cup world is an important precursor to appreciating how the whole jigsaw puzzle of the event structure fits together.

			What follows is an introduction to the main ‘players’ in this game, the key organisations and some of the key personalities within those world cup organisations.

			The IRB

			The International Rugby Board (IRB), based in Dublin, is a membership association charged with overseeing international rugby and the rules of the game. The IRB is the owner of the Rugby World Cup event and all its associated commercial and intellectual property.

			Although, like the International Cricket Council (the ICC), more than one hundred countries are members, the reality is that the decision-making powers of the IRB rest with a small cabal (the four Home Nations along with France, South Africa, New Zealand and Australia).

			At the start of the Rugby World Cup (RWC) 2011 project, the IRB board was chaired by Syd Millar of Ireland. After RWC 2007, Syd retired and was replaced by Bernard Lapasset of France, with England and Lions legend Bill Beaumont his deputy. Mike Miller was CEO of the International Rugby Board throughout the RWC 2011 project. He resigned in January 2012.

			RWCL

			Rugby World Cup Ltd (RWCL) is a 100 per cent subsidiary of the IRB. The IRB has delegated to RWCL the power to manage the world cup event. The board of RWCL is chaired by the IRB board chairman. Thus, for our project, this was Syd Millar followed by Bernard Lapasset. Mike Miller was, at all material times, managing director of RWCL. There are three additional board members.

			Kit McConnell has been RWCL’s lead manager on the world cup event for the last three tournaments. He is part Kiwi, part Australian, and had worked for the International Olympic Committee in Lucerne, Switzerland before joining the IRB and RWCL in 2002.

			Ross Young was RWCL’s ‘manager on the ground’ for the last three events. Ross was a ‘bobby’ with the British police force before becoming a leading club administrator in England then moving on to the Rugby World Cup. Ross and his family lived in Sydney for two years leading into RWC 2003, then in Paris for the four years through to RWC 2007, before shifting to New Zealand in early 2008. Early in 2012, he resigned to take up a senior management role with England Rugby 2015, the local organising committee for RWC 2015.

			Kit and Ross moved to Wellington and set up shop with us more than three years before RWC 2011 took place. Both played vital roles in the RWCL/RNZ partnership evolution and then in the delivery of the event itself.

			NZRU

			The New Zealand Rugby Union administers rugby in New Zealand and it is, contractually, the host union for RWC 2011. Jock Hobbs was board chairman of the NZRU before bad health forced his resignation in late 2009. Mike Eagle replaced Jock. Chris Moller was CEO throughout the NZRU bid process. Steve Tew has been CEO since Chris’s resignation in early 2008.

			RNZ

			Rugby New Zealand 2011 Ltd (RNZ) was formed by the New Zealand Rugby Union and the New Zealand Government in 2006. Its function was to prepare and deliver the RWC 2011 tournament as provided for in the RWCL/NZRU host union agreement for RWC 2011.

			The New Zealand Rugby Union and the government are equal shareholders in RNZ. The RNZ board was chaired by Jock Hobbs until late 2009, at which time New Zealand Post CEO Brian Roche assumed the chairmanship role. The RNZ board had equal representation from its two shareholders plus two independent directors.

			IMG

			International Management Group (IMG) has, since 1995, been the IRB’s and RWCL’s commercial rights manager. It is IMG’s job to secure the broadcasting, sponsorship and merchandising partners and to manage those day-to-day relationships. It was also IMG’s job to manage the protection of the IRB’s and RWCL’s commercial rights.

			RTH

			Rugby Travel and Hospitality (RTH) is licensed by International Management Group (on RWCL’s behalf) to manage the Rugby World Cup travel and hospitality programmes. RTH is a joint-venture entity owned by Sodexo, a French-based multinational hospitality specialist, and Mike Burton Travel, an English-based sports travel and match hospitality company. Andrew Burton is currently CEO of Rugby Travel and Hospitality. Their main representatives in New Zealand were Simon Jefford and David White, now CEO of New Zealand Cricket.

			Official travel agents and official corporate hospitality agents

			Rugby Travel and Hospitality, in 2009, appointed 20 travel agencies, covering most of the rugby world, as official travel agents (OTAs) for RWC 2011. Only these agents (and their sub-agents) were entitled to sell packages combining match tickets, travel and accommodation.

			Also in 2009, Rugby Travel and Hospitality appointed two official corporate hospitality agents (OCHAs). One was JE5, an Australian-based joint venture between Ticketek Australia and John Eales 5. The other was Rugby Sales Limited Partnership, a joint venture involving the Eden Park Trust Board, the Auckland Rugby Union, and Sports Marketing Ltd. Only these two official corporate hospitality agents were authorised to sell packages which involved tickets and match-day hospitality.

			The office of the Minister for the Rugby World Cup

			Following the bid victory in 2005, the (Labour-led) New Zealand Government created the position of Minister for the Rugby World Cup. Trevor Mallard was appointed. In early 2008, Trevor was, for unrelated reasons, replaced in that role by Clayton Cosgrove.

			In November 2008, following the general election and change of government, Murray McCully became the Rugby World Cup Minister and Gerry Brownlee his deputy. Throughout Minister McCully’s term in office his senior advisor on world cup matters was Chris Major.

			The New Zealand 2011 Office

			This office, based within the Ministry of Economic Development, was in mid 2009, at my request, established by Ministers McCully and Brownlee to assume responsibility for managing and facilitating a nationwide world cup festival, an event which they ultimately created and delivered as the REAL New Zealand Festival.

			The New Zealand 2011 Office mandate was broader than the festival. They also created and delivered the comprehensive REAL New Zealand Showcasing programme, which highlighted a number of our country’s best industries; the Business Club, a business networking initiative; and were instrumental in the creation and delivery of a wide range of cup community-engagement initiatives such as the Rugby World Cup schools programme and the best-dressed street competition.

			Leon Grice was the New Zealand 2011 Office director. His team included festival director Briony Ellis and business director Alex Matheson. Leon reported to Neville Harris, a very experienced public servant, a deputy secretary with the Ministry of Economic Development.

			Throughout its existence, the New Zealand 2011 Office was serviced by an Advisory Board, initially chaired by Christchurch Mayor Bob Parker then, after the earthquakes took Bob away, by former All Black coach John Hart.

			The regional coordination groups

			As part of RNZ’s match and team allocation process, each of the regions around New Zealand that were interested in RWC 2011 agreed to establish a regional coordination group (RCG). There were 18 such groups created between May and August 2007.

			This meant that, with few exceptions, in each region RNZ could deal with one body, the local coordination group, rather than having to communicate individually with a range of organisations within that region.
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			1. Those unforgettable few minutes

            

			After 45 fantastic days, it was those last few minutes of the final match of Rugby World Cup 2011 that topped everything off beautifully.

			Courtesy of modern technology, social media and a touch of creative flair, a relatively unknown but talented cinematic wedding filmmaker, Jared Brandon, has preserved an invaluable slice of the incredibly intense emotions of those final moments.

			On his Facebook site, Jared describes himself as ‘an inspired and passionate filmmaker . . . films that pull you in, absorb you and tug at your heart strings’. On the evening of the RWC 2011 Final, he and four of his friends, armed with an array of hi-tech cameras, set themselves up at a fan zone on the Auckland waterfront and, for the period from just before the start of the match until just after its conclusion, captured the emotions of the fans gathered there to witness rugby history.

			Let’s face it: in the minds of just about everybody, the All Blacks were red-hot favourites, a ‘sure thing’. Only seven days before, our team had wiped the Aussies in their semi-final and, to be frank, their opponents in the final, the French, had been very ordinary throughout the tournament and were considered by many to be lucky to be still in the hunt. Yes, surely it was just a matter of Richie and the boys turning up and the cup, that damn cup that had eluded us for more than 20 years, would at last be ours again.

			If you Google Jared or find him on YouTube, you’ll discover a clip lasting 3.22 minutes, set to music by Ludovico Einaudi and using suitably dramatic match commentary snippets from the likes of Grant Fox and Ian Smith of Sky TV.

			The real beauty of this piece of art is that it captures the authentic rawness of that wild emotional ride that those fans (and, for that matter, just about all of us Kiwis) went through that night.

			He captures the relaxed cockiness that most of us felt prior to kick-off, reinforced by Woodcock’s early try. He captures the palpable anxiety when Cruden is injured and has to be replaced by first five-eight choice number four, Stephen Donald. He captures the disbelief when Dusautoir scores to bring France within just one point of us, and the stomach-wrenching agony as our fans then start to shrink into their shells. He captures the sudden realisation from a small group of excited French supporters who have gathered at the fan zone that their team has a real chance, and perhaps something of their shyness as they realise the pain that a French victory will inflict on those all around them.

			And he captures those All Black supporter faces, during those last three or four minutes, when it suddenly dawns on everyone that one point is enough, as those supporters (I suspect, mirroring what every All Black supporter, whether they be in Eden Park or at the many fan zones sprinkled around the country or at home in front of their TVs, is doing at the same time) turn all of their collective energy into the creation of an invisible but powerful nationwide psychic force pushing the All Black pack up the field, metre by metre, not letting the French get a sniff of the ball.

			And he captures the moment of triumph, the sheer relief, and the ecstasy that follows the final whistle.

			Really, we should have known better.

			After all, wasn’t it the French who at Twickenham in 1999, and again at Cardiff in 2007, shrugged off ordinary form and the All Blacks pre-game favouritism to end our cup dreams? And, outside of world cups, isn’t it the French who have regularly (usually when we least expect it) made a habit of getting under our skins and upsetting us? And haven’t RWC Finals, as often as not (1995, 2003, 2007), been nail-biters?

			To be honest, I’m glad it happened this way. Somehow all of the drama surrounding the final, all of that agony and uncertainty, seemed to me to be the perfect way to finish the RWC 2011 script, to make it all worth so much more.

			For me, and I’m sure for thousands of other Kiwis, while we might have hated having to endure it, those last few moments were the icing on the cake for what had been a truly amazing 45 days for New Zealand.

			And the way it all finished, the agony — as if we had been dragged across gravel for 80 minutes — and then the ecstasy, made sure that the memories of RWC 2011 will stay with us for the rest of our lives.

			The event has now long gone but, around New Zealand, everywhere people are still stopping me in the street, in cafés and shops, and in airports, wanting to tell me their personal world cup stories.

			As often as not, it is women telling me that they had thought, prior to the tournament starting, that they would have no interest in this damn rugby event but that, once it got under way, they had got absolutely swept up in the fever. When it all came down to those final minutes, they had found themselves yelling and screaming at their TV sets or otherwise too scared to say a word, and often walking away from their TVs trying to somehow escape the tension but then being drawn back in by the need to know what was happening.

			There was the woman, one of my neighbours, who started watching the match at home but after Dusautoir’s try spent the rest of the match sitting on her toilet, willing time away and trying to distract herself by memorising every word written on her loo-wall calendar. And another friend told me of how she spent the last 20 minutes making copious cups of tea for herself and friends, not because they were wanted (she tells me that none was even touched) but because she needed to be doing something active to try to relieve the anxiety she was suffering.

			It was a bit like that even for me sitting in Eden Park itself. I was physically there but, to be honest, for most of those 33 minutes after Dusautoir scored, I was fixated on the stadium’s electronic video screen which carried the time clock, willing the match to finish before the French could kick a penalty or drop a goal to sneak ahead. My state of mind certainly wasn’t helped by virtue of the fact that I was sitting right next to my good friend Etienne Thobois, who had performed my organising committee CEO role during RWC 2007. Etienne, usually a very relaxed and jovial companion, was as uptight as me and, of course, from my point of view, he was not only backing the wrong team but his team had a great chance of winning.

			Many of those I have subsequently spoken to about how they survived those final moments tell me not about the elation and unbridled joy they expected to feel at the final whistle, but about the total exhaustion and, for some, the strangely deflated feelings they experienced once the match was over. Many tell me that they were too tired to celebrate but just wanted to go to bed and sleep. Even then, because of the tension, sleep didn’t necessarily come easy.

			Of course, plenty of people did manage to enjoy themselves later that night, although I suspect that it wasn’t really until the following afternoon, when the Auckland ‘Rugby World Cup victory’ street parade began, that the genuine realisation of what had been achieved really started to sink in and the smiles started to come more naturally.

			For New Zealand, at last the 24-year wait was over. Without doubt our four-yearly ‘Rugby World Cup failures’ have been a burden we have hated bearing. At last the world cup jinx was beaten. Thank God we wouldn’t have to endure again the inevitable shredding to pieces of our All Black coaches and players. Thank God we now had a guaranteed four years of respite and world cup peace.

			That night of the final at Eden Park, as preparations got going for the handing over of the Webb Ellis Cup to the victorious captain, I sat quietly in my seat in the stadium and looked around, knowing how much this moment would mean to so many.

			I saw Jock Hobbs, the face of the NZRU bid in 2005, a man who had provided so much crucial leadership before being struck down brutally by leukaemia. Nine months out from the tournament, as Jock embarked on a bone marrow transplant operation, many of us wondered whether he would make it through to the tournament. But Jock was a tough bugger and, through sheer willpower, and with the unflinching support of his wife Nicky, had made it through this far and, best of all for him, his beloved All Blacks had finally made it.

			I saw Chris Moller. While Jock got much of the accolades for the NZRU bid victory, from what I have seen read and heard, Chris was really the guy who was the key bid driver and strategist. He was the one who drove the bid team through all sorts of obstacles to secure what most termed an upset victory. And he was also, for the subsequent five years of RWC 2011 preparations, our behind-the-scenes ‘go to’ guy, someone who would act as a vital sounding board and advocate, as our RNZ management team worked our way through the various challenges.

			I saw Brian Roche. He had been there right from the start, so crucial to the bid process. And then, when Jock became too ill to continue as RNZ board chairman, he stepped so selflessly into the breach despite having an enormous workload to handle from his normal ‘day job’.

			I saw Steve Tew. There is no one in New Zealand sport, athlete or administrator, more resilient or loyal than Steve. He is tough, and yes at times he is aggressive, occasionally abrasive. But there is another side, a much gentler side, to Steve that the media and public don’t very often see. Steve had known full well that his job was on the line if the All Blacks didn’t win the cup. He so deserved this success.

			And I saw Therese Walsh, Nigel Cass and Shane Harmon. Those three plus me made up RNZ’s senior management team. Together we had led this process for nearly five years. Before that, while still at the NZRU, Therese and Nige had done much of the early world cup spadework. The four of us had gone through a hell of a lot together to get to this point. I may have been the ‘face of Rugby World Cup’ but these guys, in my eyes and in the eyes of many close to us, were of equal standing. They are each champions. The memories of our time together will bind us for the rest of our lives.

			I saw John Key and Murray McCully. Both of them, our Prime Minister and our Minister for the Rugby World Cup, had given us enormous support. They had taken a pretty big political risk doing so. It had paid off. Murray and I took a while to gel. However, what I know without a shadow of a doubt is that, while I had my difficult times with him, I’m glad he was on my side.

			Down on the field, I could see Graham Henry and Richie McCaw. Everyone loves Richie. It hasn’t always been that way for Graham, even though he has had a brilliant coaching career at all levels of the game. This victory at Eden Park will give them peace of mind and, more than most, they deserve that.

			A bit further along sat the IRB officials: Bernard Lapasset, Bill Beaumont, Mike Miller and others. People all the time ask me what it’s like to have to deal with them. I’m sure that these people expect me to throw my hands in the air and vent my frustrations. Wrong. Truth is I really enjoyed the IRB relationships and the interactions. And, that night at Eden Park, I felt genuinely glad that New Zealand had fully repaid the faith the IRB had placed in us in November 2005.

			And right next to me was Annie. I held her hand, kissed her and said thanks. For almost 30 years she has been my rock. For the last 11 of them, first during my time as CEO of New Zealand Cricket and then of RNZ, she has had to put up with me being constantly public property, always away from home and constantly under stress. Only people like Nicky Hobbs and Michelle Wilson (Tew) really know what that feels like.

			So, by about 11 pm that night of 23 October 2011, we were at last at the end of a long journey, a journey which had begun with the NZRU’s RWC 2011 hosting rights bid in 2005, which culminated in our country’s reputation being fairly and squarely on the line for all to see.

			Sitting there that night, quietly reflecting on things, I knew with certainty that our country, our people, had succeeded. I knew that, without doubt, we had delivered and hosted this huge international event to a standard which had not just met but which had actually exceeded most expectations. The international rugby world was saluting us.

			Best of all for me, the ‘us’ that they were saluting was not just the All Blacks, not just the many tournament and festival organisers, but it was, most importantly, the people of New Zealand that were now getting the international kudos.

			It is vital to me, as RWC 2011 fades into history, that it is widely recognised that this cup hosting success belongs to all Kiwis. We, the organisers, had invited the whole nation to help us deliver something special. The nation accepted that invitation and, from Cape Reinga in the north to Bluff and Stewart Island in the south, from Greymouth and Hokitika on the west coast of the South Island to Gisborne and Tolaga Bay on the east coast of the North Island, people everywhere had done their bit.

			This total embracement of the event struck home even more to me when, during the pool phase, I was driving from Rotorua to New Plymouth and got lost in the King Country. Driving on gravel roads, through rural New Zealand, it amazed me how many farm gates were adorned in world cup bunting or New Zealand or All Black flags. I stumbled across the tiny town of Benneydale, population very few. Like the farm gates, their main street shops and business frontages were covered in bunting and flags. And hanging off each lamp post in the main street was a rugby painting, one team per lamp post, 20 paintings in all.

			This desire to unite even crossed the religious divides. In mid 2010, I was approached by Ross Georgiou, a Christian based in Auckland, who had started work on pulling together various religious organisations to form a network that would provide social and spiritual support to the tournament. Therese and I provided Ross with the ‘official’ support he needed to gather in not just the Catholics, Anglicans, Methodists, Presbyterians, Baptists and the Salvation Army but some more ‘New Age’ organisations. This group, banded together under the ‘Engage’ banner, provided chaplaincy support to teams and players, free home accommodation for families of the players, access for fans to religious services, gentle support in fan zone situations, and opportunities for their respective congregations and communities to come together to enjoy the event.

			When we first starting talking about our ‘stadium of four million’ vision, some people scoffed at the idea. Many, much more polite, Kiwis said nothing but, I’m sure, doubted that a vision so all-encompassing was realistically possible.

			Well, we did it. We brought our ‘stadium of four million’ to life. Our people recognised it. The media, both New Zealand and international, recognised it. Everyone loved it. It became central, and will stay central, to every analysis of why the RWC 2011 event was unanimously judged a roaring success.

			I am an unashamed patriot. I love New Zealand with a passion. I took the RNZ CEO job because I knew that this would be a critical moment in our country’s history. I desperately wanted to play a part in making sure we nailed this unique opportunity.

			None of us could ever have anticipated the Christchurch earthquakes and the Pike River mining disaster, both of which caused serious loss of life. New Zealand is a very small and isolated country. The degrees of separation are small. Someone always knows a friend of a friend. So the loss of 29 lives at Pike River and 185 lives in Christchurch hurt us and affected us all.

			When the pain of these events began to be exacerbated by a Western world economic recession which had lingered far longer and bitten far deeper than anyone had expected, the general mood in New Zealand, particularly as the 2011 winter hit, became very sombre, even a bit sour. It got to the point, in May and June, when our people had stopped smiling.

			I will always believe that RWC 2011 played a crucial part in New Zealanders shaking ourselves out of this state of depression. At last we had something to enjoy together, something to laugh about. We began to feel really proud about how well we were hosting the teams and our visitors. Colour and noise of people having fun filled the stadia, and the fan zones, and the city centres. Our self-esteem and confidence was on the rise again. And, boy, did we enjoy those victory parades.

			RWC 2011 did not solve any of those problems but it did, temporarily at least, release a lot of the built-up tensions and it did bring us closer together.

			And, best of all, we had started smiling again.

		

	


	
		
			2. What on earth would a cricketer know about rugby?

            

			On the morning of 19 December 2006, Jock Hobbs sat in front of a fairly sizeable media group which had gathered at the New Zealand Rugby Union headquarters in Wellington, with me seated beside him, and announced that I had been appointed to the position of CEO of Rugby New Zealand 2011 Ltd. RNZ was a joint venture company established by the New Zealand Government and the NZRU to organise and deliver Rugby World Cup 2011.

			In a day and age when most things confidential, in sport and politics particularly, leak into the media, this had been a well-kept secret. Mind you, only a few short weeks beforehand, I hadn’t seen it coming either.

			I can clearly remember that November 2005 morning I heard that New Zealand had won the rights to host RWC 2011. My family and I were living in Christchurch. I was CEO of New Zealand Cricket (NZC). I remember thinking ‘Bloody hell. How the hell did that happen?’ I certainly hadn’t expected it. Not many had.

			In fact, my first reaction was one of pure selfishness. At that time, I had just started working with Cricket Australia’s CEO James Sutherland on a plan to lodge a bid for Australia and New Zealand to jointly host the Cricket World Cup (CWC) in February and March 2011. James and I figured that we were going to be able to put together a pretty compelling case to the ICC. I wondered, with New Zealand now confirmed to be hosting RWC 2011, the country’s biggest ever event, in late 2011, whether that might count against us.

			Fast forward to September 2006.

			I got a call from Chris Moller. By this stage Chris had been the NZRU CEO for nearly four years and we had met plenty of times. Towards what I thought was the end of the conversation, Chris said, ‘Had any thoughts about applying for the Rugby World Cup CEO role?’

			Without much delay I said, ‘No thanks. Wrong timing.’

			I recall explaining to Chris that I was happy at NZC and very focused at the time in overseeing the Black Caps’ preparations for CWC 2007 in the West Indies. Being the eternal optimist, I was very excited by our chances to finally win a cricket world cup and didn’t want to miss that chance.

			Anyway, I didn’t give the conversation another thought and I guess assumed that they’d find their CEO quite quickly after that.

			But it’s funny how life takes its twists and turns.

			In late November I was working with NZC board chairman Sir John Anderson on my annual remuneration review. We were benchmarking my salary against others in the New Zealand sports industry. I thought I’d check what the Rugby World Cup CEO role was paying so rang the recruitment agent running that process. It was a Friday afternoon. Annie was about to pick me up to drive to Hanmer Springs for a weekend break.

			The agent was happy to provide the info I needed but also mentioned that the role hadn’t yet been filled. He asked me whether I might be interested. I suspect his was almost a throw-away line. The agent would have known about my earlier conversation with Chris.

			For whatever reason, and I don’t know why, I suggested he immediately email me the job description so I could have a read on the drive to Hanmer. He did this and Annie picked me up a few minutes later. I mentioned what had happened to her. Her ears perked up. ‘Have a good read. That might be fun.’

			So I started reading the job description and, as I worked my way through it, I thought, ‘I know about this stuff; I could do this.’ Two hours later, by the time we’d got to Hanmer, Annie and I were getting pretty excited by the idea.

			Later that night, by pure coincidence, TVNZ were broadcasting a live debate about whether Eden Park should be upgraded for RWC 2011 or replaced by a new stadium on the Auckland waterfront. This debate had been raging in the public domain for a few months. When we returned to our motel we tuned in to watch. It turned out to be a very lively discussion, very emotionally charged.

			As I watched, I thought about how New Zealand must be the only place in the world where rugby is considered important enough to cause our main TV network to make prime-time space available for a stadium construction debate. I was thinking, if we were already nuts enough about rugby to show this, imagine what we’ll be like when the Rugby World Cup, our biggest ever event, comes to town.

			That was the moment Annie and I decided that I should definitely have a crack at the job.

			Next morning I rang the agent and said, ‘Yes, I’m interested.’ Things started to move very quickly from there. First step was to ring NZC board chairman Sir John Anderson and let him know exactly what I was thinking. I was not prepared to act behind John’s back on this. He had been too good a friend and mentor.

			Then, early the following week I shot up to Wellington for an initial interview with the RNZ recruitment panel. That seemed to go well. The RNZ people were anxious to keep things moving. They had a full board meeting planned in Auckland for 13 December. They wanted me there for a final interview. After my interview Jock asked me to wait outside for a bit while they discussed things. A short while later he came out and told me that the board had authorised him to offer me the job.

			I returned to Christchurch that night. Things were moving very fast. I sat Annie down and we had a serious discussion about things. This would mean the family shifting again, to either Wellington or Auckland. We weren’t afraid of change. Six years before we’d shifted from Auckland, where we’d lived all our married life, to Christchurch and had really enjoyed the change. We’ve got four kids. We’ve learnt over the years that, if anything, they are probably more adaptable to change than their parents.

			The only thing that really worried me was New Zealand Cricket. I’d loved my nearly six years there as CEO. Cricket has always been a huge part of my life, and the sport has given me a lifetime of fantastic experiences. I knew that my departure would be a shock to my team at work. I wasn’t prepared to leave them in the lurch.

			So I took this back to Jock. I suggested that I stay on at NZC until after the Cricket World Cup, being played in the West Indies in March and April 2007. In the interim, I would make myself available to RNZ to get myself fully up to speed about the world cup project and to make some key senior management appointments, people who could then get cracking on initial project preparations even before my official start date. I argued that my attendance at CWC 2007 would be beneficial because it would give me a first-hand opportunity to observe that tournament from an event management viewpoint and to feed my observations into RNZ’s considerations.

			Thankfully, Jock understood all of this and was able to persuade the RNZ board to agree. On 18 December I signed up to involvement with Rugby World Cup 2011.

			Jock’s original intention was to make the announcement of my appointment early in January, but he became worried that it would leak before then so decided that the announcement would take place at the NZRU in Wellington at noon on 19 December.

			This presented me with a problem. Jock had made his decision on the evening of 18 December. I was in Wellington. My staff in Christchurch still knew nothing about any of this. I could not put them in the position of letting them know by email or phone or finding out through the media. The only option was for me to call an urgent staff meeting for the following morning then catch the first plane from Wellington to Christchurch, front my staff with the news, then get on a flight back to Wellington in time for the noon media conference.

			Logistically, it was all a rush but it worked. It was, however, emotionally tough breaking the news, particularly as it had happened so quickly for me and was coming out of the blue for all of them. But their response was warm and generous. My staff knew how much effort I had put into cricket and, like most Kiwis, they were also looking forward to New Zealand hosting RWC 2011. The fact that my finishing would be part of a measured, six-month transition helped a lot.

			For a long as I can remember I have always loved rugby and cricket. A bit like the Hadlees and the Bracewells, mine is a sports-mad family.

			My dad, Warwick, played cricket for Auckland, His brother, my Uncle Colin, had played one cricket test for New Zealand, against Walter Hammond’s 1946/47 MCC team, but had been better known as the ‘voice of Eden Park’. He was both the rugby commentator and the cricket commentator for all matches played at Eden Park during the 1950s, 1960s and most of the 1970s.

			Warwick and Colin’s dad, Nessie, played cricket for New Zealand over a 10-year period, both before and after the First World War, including some matches as captain.

			Nessie’s dad, Alexander, was one of a group of five who, in the very early 1900s, purchased some swamp land in Sandringham and turned it into the sports ground known since then as Eden Park.

			My mum’s dad, Bill Quane, had been a New Zealand 100 yards hurdles champion in the 1920s and then, until his death in 1968, a much sought-after athletics coach, including having been attached to New Zealand teams competing at Empire Games. During my primary school days, I used to stay the night at my grandparents’ home at least once a week, often more. They had a big backyard with an enormous vegetable garden, but with a long-jump pit and high-jump bar and mattress woven somewhere in the middle. I would spend hours pretending I was competing at an Olympics or Commonwealth Games. Bill also had a vast array of sports magazines which I loved and devoured.

			I am the youngest of five, three brothers — Pete, Dave and Pat — and my sister Jenny. We have always been very close. Our backyard at home in Mt Eden was venue for thousands of All Black rugby tests and New Zealand cricket team tests. My brothers weren’t averse to giving me a working over. I learnt quickly. It was sink or swim.

			If my brothers weren’t around, I’d spend hours by myself playing make-believe games: cricket tests, rugby tests, FA Cup finals, the works. It was fun watching my son Michael, who loves sport but hasn’t any brothers, do exactly the same.

			With my family genes and home environment, I guess it was no surprise that I was fairly handy at both rugby and cricket. I had some talent but also a strong competitive streak.

			In my last year at school, I made the New Zealand Schoolboys cricket team which competed in and won the Australian Schoolboys champs. Our team included Jeff Crowe, John and Brendon Bracewell and Vaughan Brown who each later played for the Black Caps.

			I also captained our school 1st XV. My playing career in rugby lasted only two more years. I played for the Auckland under 19 and 21 teams but once I was selected for the Black Caps, I had to make a choice, and cricket won.

			With all the effort I was putting into sport, schoolwork lagged far behind. While I scraped through end of year exams by the skin of my teeth (I was a very effective last-minute swotter), my school reports in my last two years were littered with ‘Ds’ and ‘Es’.

			As it happens, my poor academic performance in my first two years after school gave me the best break of my life. In each of those two years I did, or should I say attempted, Law Intermediate at Auckland University and, both times, failed miserably. Too much rugby, too much cricket, and too many parties.

			After the second year, I was faced with a decision — do I try my luck at another university or do I get a proper job. The latter wasn’t that appealing so off to Dunedin I went, to try doing law at Otago University. It turned out to be a terrific three years. I went down there knowing one person. After three years, I left with heaps of friends, great memories, a law degree and, best of all, Annie.

			We met on a blind date. Our friends believe that she must have been blind as well as blind drunk to go out with me. She knew nothing, absolutely zilch, about rugby or cricket. Her world was on the water: sailing, skiing and lake fishing. We were both doing law. Law is entrenched in both our families. My dad was a lawyer, and his dad and his dad’s two brothers were lawyers (strangely, the three of them set up three separate law firms in Auckland). My brother Dave now runs what began as our grandfather’s legal practice and which was then Dad’s. Annie’s dad, Jock Twigg, was a lawyer, setting up Napier’s biggest practice, Langley Twigg, a firm that Annie’s brother Pete is a senior partner of today. Our daughter Steph is currently nearing the end of her law degree.

			After finishing Otago Uni, Annie and I shifted to Auckland. I began working in the family firm. I was to stay in that job for the following 19 years, although for the first nine of those my time was spent equally between law and cricket. On retiring from cricket in 1990 I became a partner of the firm, staying in partnership with Dave until I left in July 2001 to become CEO of NZC.

			Annie practised law in Auckland for the rest of the 1980s, happily retiring when number two baby arrived on the scene. However, she had always harboured an ambition to teach. So, when we moved to Christchurch in 2001, and with the teachers college just down the road from home, she set about retraining herself. Since we moved to Wellington in 2007, she has been teaching fulltime at a small primary school, St Mark’s.

			We have been genuinely blessed with four children — Lucy, Stephanie, Michael and Ella — all of whom are great company, who have each looked after me when times have got tough with some of the cricket or Rugby World Cup issues, and who never let an opportunity go by to bring me back to earth if they perceive I’m getting too big for my boots.

			I was, by international standards, a pretty average cricketer.

			Over a 10-year stretch between 1980 and 1990, I played 25 tests and 93 one-day internationals. As luck would have it, my international career coincided with a golden era for the Black Caps.

			During the 1980s, the New Zealand team, spearheaded by Richard Hadlee and Martin Crowe, was a force to be reckoned with. We did not lose a test series at home throughout that decade, even beating then later matching two very formidable West Indians teams that visited New Zealand when they were at the height of their powers. Ground-breaking series wins against England and Australia, both home and away, were achieved.

			My international career started with a tour of Australia in 1980. I was a student from Dunedin being paid $10,000 plus all expenses to spend my whole summer break playing a sport that I loved with a passion, for my country, on famous grounds and against famous players, playing in the infamous ‘underarm’ game. It couldn’t get better than that.

			I loved the 10 years I spent on this international cricket circuit. It was tough work. An ODI world record for the most expensive bowling — 12 overs for 105 runs in a CWC match against England — dented my confidence so badly that it took me four long years to recover. But being a key part of a test match victory over the West Indies and in saving a test against Australia and, finally, after eight years of trying, being an automatic first choice for the test team, including a brief stint as vice-captain, are what will last longest in my memories. I was a better ODI than test bowler. I was about the seventh or eighth player in international ODI cricket to hit the 100-wickets milestone. When I retired from international cricket in 1990, I was ranked seventh on the world ODI bowler rankings.

			Three months after retiring I found myself elected to the New Zealand Cricket board. I stayed there for two years, the highlight of which was New Zealand and Australia’s joint hosting of CWC 1992. With Martin Crowe batting sublimely for the whole tournament, the Black Caps had a dream run through to the semi-final where Pakistan, the eventual tournament champions, beat them in a heart-breaking loss.

			The CWC event was a huge success in New Zealand but a dismal fizzer in Australia. The Aussies had gone in as defending champions and hot favourites but, after a shock loss to us in the opening match, completely fell apart. It is a difficult challenge running a major event over two countries, even two as close as Australia and New Zealand. I have some concerns about this as we head towards the joint hosting of CWC 2015. If Cricket Australia and NZC want this to come anywhere near close to emulating the success of RWC 2011, they are going to have to find a way to galvanise the public on both sides of the Tasman and, most importantly, to persuade people to take pride in the joint hosting effort.

			In 1995, with cricket in New Zealand in chaos, I was included in a committee independent of NZC and chaired by John Hood, pulled together to review the governance and management of cricket in New Zealand.

			John was a masterful strategist. He drove what became, and still is, the most searching look at leadership of a sport in New Zealand. The recommendations of the Hood Committee were radical for the time — in essence they were, firstly, to get rid of a board comprised of stakeholder representatives with vested interests and create a board which is truly independent of cricket’s stakeholders, one which will make decisions based on what is in the best interests of cricket in New Zealand rather than one which is dominated by a cabal of the strongest representative stakeholders; secondly, to appoint a chief executive and give him or her the delegated authority to deliver on the board’s strategy. All the sweeping recommendations of the Hood Committee were accepted and then implemented. It was a brave move by NZC. But, as a result, the governance structure of NZC is the envy of other major sports in New Zealand as it is within the cricket world.

			You would think that others would have followed quickly but, although plenty have tried (for example, both the International Cricket Council and Cricket Australia are going through governance review during 2012), the stumbling point always comes at the point when the existing stakeholder-representative board — to be blunt, the individual members of these boards — realise that to adopt a pure governance model is to take the very real risk that they will each lose their board positions and the perks that come with them. Turkeys don’t vote for Christmas.

			It was an amazing learning experience for me. It opened my eyes to how badly sport was making the transition into a professional era and just how much could be achieved if the right governance structure was in place.

			My opportunity to become CEO of NZC came directly from Chris Doig who in 1995, after the Hood Report, had become NZC’s first true CEO. Having done a wonderful job of, first, breaking cricket’s mould both in New Zealand and internationally, Chris had then started the rebuild job but, by 2001, had come to the view that fresh blood was needed.

			I had rejoined the NZC board in 1999 and had seen, first hand, what an effective job Chris had done. Once he announced that he was stepping down, he then embarked on a process of stalking me until I agreed to put my name forward to replace him. He told me that it was an easy job and that I’d have enough time to play golf every Wednesday afternoon. At the end of the NZC recruitment process in May 2001, I was appointed and, for the next six years, never once got to play golf in Christchurch.

			I started at NZC on 31 July 2001. On 9 September, the terrorist attacks in New York took place. For the next six years I was to spend a disproportionate amount of my time dealing with the impact of terrorism threats on cricket and, in particular, on the Black Caps. It was a steep and very taxing learning curve.

			The nadir of these experiences came in May 2002. The Black Caps were in Karachi, finishing a tour of Pakistan. A bomb went off just outside the team hotel moments before the players were due to board their team bus. Dozens of innocent people were killed or maimed. The extensive security precautions we had put around the team for this tour paid off big time. Although none of our squad was injured, it was a terrifying experience for each of them, and some saw sights that no one should have to see.

			The experience wasn’t new to me. As a player, I had been in Colombo in 1987 when a bomb went off near where we were playing, killing over 100 people. After two days of a total curfew in the city, our tour was cancelled. In 1992, the Black Caps were again adjacent to a major bomb blast in Colombo. On that occasion, some members of the team returned home but others remained and were joined by reinforcements from New Zealand. This was a major mistake by NZC and split the team in half, a rift that remained an open sore for years after. I wasn’t going to put our players through that again.

			The attack happened about 2 pm New Zealand time. By 4 pm, having spoken to the team manager Jeff Crowe and Pakistan Cricket’s CEO, I cancelled the tour and ordered the team home. The Pakistanis weren’t happy with our decision to cancel and protested to the ICC. The ICC backed our decision fully.

			That experience taught me a lot about the mechanics of decision making under extreme pressure, the need to gather in only enough information as is needed to make a decision and, having done so, to act decisively and to communicate clearly.

			There were a number of other terror-related issues NZC faced over the subsequent five years. On some occasions, workable solutions were found to minimise risk and disruption, but this wasn’t always the case.

			In 2003, the Black Caps had been scheduled to play a Cricket World Cup pool match in Nairobi, Kenya. A short while before CWC 2003, a major terrorism attack took place in Mombasa, Kenya’s second largest city. At our request, the ICC sent a 12-man delegation to Kenya to investigate then make a recommendation as to whether it was safe for our match to be played there. The delegation members, riddled with vested interests, were split 50/50 on whether or not it was safe. Meanwhile, the security agencies of all Western countries, in their travel advisories, were warning against any travel to Kenya.

			The ICC wasn’t prepared to transfer the match, even though it was an easy logistical decision and wouldn’t cause any disruption to the tournament schedule or the commercial and broadcasting arrangements. Our CWC 2003 team participation agreement exposed NZC to multi-million dollar fines and, potentially, expulsion from the tournament if we didn’t honour our playing obligations. The match itself, if the Black Caps beat Kenya as expected, would guarantee us a semi-final slot, something that was very much on the players’ minds.

			When all this came to a crescendo, I was in South Africa with no NZC board members to keep me company. Because of the time differences, being in crisis meetings all day and on the phone home all night, it felt like I was in the middle of a 24/7 debate which was swirling in all directions. I was keeping the Black Caps team completely up to date but was not prepared to pass the buck and ask them to decide. Because of what had happened since Karachi in 2002, the players and their representatives trusted me. I knew that they would back me whichever decision I took.

			In the end I refused to allow them to go to Kenya. I felt very lonely and exposed that day. The ICC had buried its head in the sand and refused to transfer the match to South Africa. We had no choice but to default. Although the Black Caps then failed to make the semis, there were never any words of recrimination from any of our players. I admired them for that. I did not admire the ICC for its lack of courage. I would have been happy to take the ICC on in a legal battle if it had tried to do any more to penalise either NZC or our team. It didn’t and the issue died.

			Other ICC members and the international media were sceptical of the merits of our decision to default. The difference was that, over the preceding two decades, although purely by chance, the Black Caps had been caught in the middle of some awful terrorist activities. That hadn’t happened to any other team. We knew first-hand what it was like. The majority of the media and some other ICC member countries thought that the idea of a terrorist attack on a cricket team was fanciful. I didn’t miss the irony a few short years later when, after a terrorist attack on the Sri Lankan team and the ICC match umpires and referee, every ICC member country took about five minutes to completely back out of every playing obligation in Pakistan. Not so fanciful after all!

			My relationship with our top players wasn’t always so harmonious. In the latter part of 2002, after a few months of somewhat fruitless negotiating between NZC and the New Zealand Cricket Players Association (NZCPA), without warning all international and first-class players went out on strike. While the negotiation’s objective was to agree on a complete framework for our professional players, the most difficult issue was money.

			With the players on strike, the issue inevitably hit and stayed in the media spotlight. The six weeks the players stayed out were extremely tense for all involved. The dispute was resolved before too much damage was caused to the season schedule. It took time for relationships to mend but, by the time they did, the legacy of this dispute was an excellent and robust professional player agreement which has stood the test of time.

			A second, very important, legacy was the establishment of a healthy relationship between NZC and the NZCPA, something that has been of huge benefit to cricket in New Zealand over the last decade. The public faces of the NZCPA negotiation team, Rob Nichol and Heath Mills, both took quite a public battering during that process but they have huge integrity and have gone on to provide critical leadership and guidance for professional sportspeople across many sports in New Zealand.

			Their support was invaluable when NZC hit our next crisis. On Boxing Day 2004, a tsunami ripped across the Indian Ocean, causing massive destruction in many places including Sri Lanka. At the time the Sri Lankan team had just begun a six-week tour of New Zealand. As reliable information began to seep through, it became clear that, for their own peace of mind, the Sri Lankans would have to return home.

			We agreed without hesitation, but it left us with a huge void in our season. Heath and the Federation of International Cricketers’ (FICA) stepped up to assist us. With their help, within two or three days of the Sri Lankans’ departure we had secured a strong multinational team, captained by Shane Warne, to play a three-match ODI series against the Black Caps. While the players didn’t necessarily treat the matches as seriously as they would an official international, the series was lots of fun and provided NZC with a platform to raise over $1 million for the Sri Lankan tsunami appeal. There is now a housing village in Sri Lanka funded from the monies raised by NZC.

			In 2005 I faced yet another issue, albeit one with massive political overtones. The Black Caps were scheduled to tour Zimbabwe in August 2005, and their team was to tour New Zealand later that year. There was some very vocal opposition in New Zealand to both tours. The New Zealand Government did not want the Black Caps to tour but wouldn’t force a cancellation. Without government intervention, NZC wasn’t prepared to cancel and expose itself to the certainty of multi-million dollar penalties prescribed for in the ICC’s Future Tours Programme agreement.

			The whole issue required delicate handling. We respected the views of those opposed to the tour but felt we had to honour our ICC FTP contractual obligations. The tour to Zimbabwe proceeded without incident, but the reciprocal tour due in late 2005 had to be cancelled when the government indicated it would not authorise the issuing of entry visas for the Zimbabwe team members. From my point of view, we were able to manage our way through all of this because we concentrated on dealing with the substance of the issues and carefully steered clear of getting into personality politics. The government obviously appreciated our approach because it subsequently fully compensated NZC for financial losses arising from the tour cancellation, something it wouldn’t have done if we had been overly aggressive in defending our stance.

			During my time the Black Caps’ on-field performance, while never particularly consistent, was still pretty good. We never seemed to get our test game and our one-day game together at the same time. Our ODI ranking stayed around 3 or 4 for a long period — we made it to 2 for a brief time — and we made it to the semi-finals in each of the Champions Trophy in 2006 and both CWC 2007 and T20 World Cup events in 2007, the only team to achieve this trifecta.

			One cricketing achievement I was very proud of was the creation of the Chappell-Hadlee Trophy series, an event that Cricket Australia’s CEO James Sutherland and I devised one day on a plane trip to Dubai. The last official engagement I presided over in New Zealand before leaving for Rugby World Cup was our 3–0 thrashing of the Aussies. It was a good way to finish on home soil.

			When the RNZ board started its CEO search, the sorts of qualities I suspect they were looking for probably included the following:

			
					They needed someone who was an experienced credible leader and who was recognised as such.

					While they wanted the best person, they were hoping it would be a Kiwi.

					The person was inevitably going to become a very public face of the Rugby World Cup project so it needed to be someone they were confident could handle the intensity of the public spotlight.

					As part of that, the person needed to have the capability to deal effectively with the media and to communicate clearly.

					Someone who understood the importance of strategy and who could lead a process which would result in the creation of a world cup strategic story which had full key stakeholder buy-in.

					They needed someone who would understood the importance of choosing the best team possible, and who could delegate and trust, and not get bogged down in the day-to-day running of the business;

					Someone who would be able to draw the myriad world cup stakeholders into one cohesive force striving together to achieve an agreed common strategic objective;

					Someone that people — the public, the media, world cup stakeholders, the IRB/Rugby World Cup Ltd (RWCL), and RNZ staff — could trust;

					Someone who understood the beast that is a major event;

					Someone who had the emotional intelligence to effectively troubleshoot on the big issues but not sweat the small stuff;

					Someone who was resilient enough to take the knocks, accepts the inherent risks, and last the distance.

			

			What they didn’t necessarily need was someone who also had specialist high-level managerial skills and experience in areas like corporate affairs, financial management, marketing, HR and match management. A smart leader can lean on his senior staff to cover up some managerial deficiencies, but a manager who is an average or poor leader can’t do the same in reverse.

			By the time the RNZ board got to me, they had been actively looking for three or four months but clearly weren’t happy with what they had found.

			I don’t know who’d applied but I suspect one or two high-profile internationals had put their hands up. I think that the board was right to prefer a Kiwi provided everything else stacked up. Because of rugby’s prominent place in our nation’s history, the world cup was always going to be something with a very high emotional content. The ‘face’ of the event was going to have to be instinctively tuned in to that emotional side of things to be able to harness its positive force and to mitigate its negative force.

			Conversely, the board recognised that it would likely be helpful rather than a hindrance if the CEO was not drawn from within the established rugby family. They knew that they were going to need the support of all New Zealanders, not just the rugby fraternity. The CEO having some independence from rugby would be useful.

			They needed a CEO who understood and accepted the personal career risks associated with the position. As David Rutherford, CEO of the NZRU at the time of the RWC 2003 sub-hosting debacle had found, and as Mike Hopper, CEO of the Commonwealth Games Federation in the lead-up to Delhi 2010, had found, mistakes made in a job that is so much in the public domain are very career limiting. There would have been a few people who had lots of the qualities relevant to the world cup CEO role who would not have been able to bring themselves to take this career risk.

			And they needed someone who was not going to shy away from bringing malcontents into the camp. In cricket, and in most sports, there is always a group of people, usually good-quality ex-players, who for some reason seem to always want to put the knife into the sport that they had loved and which had given them great opportunities. These people can cause quite a bit of damage. Most sports administrators try to deal with them by shunning contact with them, leaving them on the outside. In my experience, most of these people are crying out to be remembered and somehow kept involved. My approach in cricket was always to get beside them and try to find a way to give them a way to again feel part of the cricketing family. It is a high-maintenance approach but it works.

			The truth is that, on the whole, I was a pretty good fit with the Rugby World Cup CEO job description. My cricketing experiences as a player and administrator gave me the credibility the RNZ board needed from its CEO. During my six years as NZC CEO, both the sport and the business had continued to build positively on the base created by Sir John Anderson and Chris Doig. I knew the workings of the ICC Cricket World Cup, an event which has much similarity to a Rugby World Cup event, back to front. I had lived and coped with some extremes of risk and adversity and had come out okay at the other end.

			The reaction to my appointment was warm. The New Zealand public and the media had for six years seen me in action including, at times, under significant pressure. My style of public communication was something to which people responded positively. In general, people felt that I was a tried and true leader, someone they liked and trusted.

			Occasionally, someone would ask me how a cricket person could possibly know enough about rugby to run a successful world cup. The simple answer is that most of what I would be doing during RWC 2011 were the same things that I had been doing at NZC. The shape of the ball wasn’t going to matter. It was the people who mattered.

		

	


	
		
			3. Too small, too isolated, too obsessed . . . and too boring

            

			It’s about 5 pm on a Thursday afternoon in Dublin. It’s 17 November 2005 and, being the northern hemisphere, it’s already cold and dark outside. Back in New Zealand it’s early morning on Friday the 18th, a little bit chilly but summer isn’t far away.

			The chair of the IRB, Syd Millar, makes his way to the podium. The members of the IRB Council, members of the three bidding delegations, and some invited media, have gathered at the Radisson Hotel, out near Dublin airport, to hear Syd announce the outcome of the RWC 2011 hosting rights bid process.

			It’s been a long day for Syd, as it has been for all the members of the IRB Council. Many have flown quite a distance to attend. Some have had a late night the night before, courtesy of the NZRU (as part of its cunning lobbying plan). They’ve all spent most of the day at the IRB’s headquarters in St Stephen’s Green, first listening to presentations from South Africa, Japan and New Zealand, then enduring an unrelated two-hour council meeting, before navigating their way through the hosting rights voting process. Buses had then transferred them all to the Radisson. None of them, not even Syd, at this stage knows what the final result of the vote had been.

			There is a lot of tension in the air, a lot. Not surprising. There is plenty at stake. From personal experience, I can assure you that a bidding process of this nature can be pretty brutal.

			In a close-fought race like this one has been, the bidders each spend considerable time and effort ‘courting’ the voters. Inevitably, as it gradually becomes clear where voting allegiances lie, some relationships become strained.

			This time is no different. Australia, whom New Zealand would normally expect to be able to rely upon in these circumstances, has indicated they are backing Japan. Wounds from the RWC 2003 sub-hosting debacle have been reopened. The NZRU bid team is incensed by this perceived ‘betrayal’.

			As Syd prepares himself to make the announcement, one of the three bidding delegations already knows their fate, and it’s not good news for them. Earlier in the day they had been eliminated on the first of the two votes.

			So it’s down to two. Every IRB Council member, and the bidding delegations themselves, but not the attending media, know exactly which two.

			Syd begins: ‘Ladies and gentleman, it is my great pleasure to announce. . .’

			. . . there’s a bit of a pause now as Syd opens the envelope given to him by the vote auditors PWC . . .

			‘the host union for Rugby World Cup is. . .’ and then a second agonising pause while Syd gathers himself to make sure he gets it right . . . ‘New Zealand.’

			‘Yeesss!’

			When you watch and listen to the recorded coverage of this moment, when Syd starts to say ‘New Zealand’ you can hear a ‘Yeesss’ hiss out from someone in the NZRU delegation.

			Otherwise, the audience’s reaction is noticeably subdued, partly out of respect for the two unsuccessful delegations but also, perhaps, partly because there may be a bit of shock that the least fancied candidate, the rank underdog, has somehow triumphed. And no doubt there are one or two present who are feeling more than a little bit miffed.

			The next morning in New Zealand, the front page of the Dominion Post newspaper carries a photo showing the instantaneous reactions of members of the NZRU bid delegation to Syd’s announcement.

			Jock Hobbs and Chris Moller show little emotion, but if you look closely at their expressions, the emotion is certainly there. For those two, it is a matter of pride: pride for rugby in New Zealand and pride for our small country.

			It turns out that Jock and Chris had agreed beforehand that, whatever the outcome, this would be their reaction. They were acutely aware that they were seated next to the Japanese delegation.

			Steve Tew and Nigel Cass, seated to Chris’s right and further away from the Japanese, display much more emotion. They obviously weren’t part of Jock’s conversation with Chris. They are both very determined, competitive buggers. Even if they had been part of that conversation, I doubt they could have contained themselves anyway.

			Back in the NZRU headquarters on the waterfront in Wellington, the NZRU staff has gathered to hear the decision. It’s about five o’clock in the morning but most have made the effort to be there and, what’s more, to dress up in their formal corporate uniforms. This is a special occasion.

			While Chris and Steve are out of New Zealand, Therese Walsh is acting CEO. Therese, who actively dislikes rugby, has played a huge role getting to grips with and finding solutions to the incredibly onerous obligations the NZRU has signed up to in the bid. She will go on to become an unsung hero of New Zealand’s delivery of RWC 2011.

			Also there is Syd Duflou, a member of the NZRU office administration team. Syd is due to get married later that day but, being the sort of person she is, nothing is going to stop her being there.

			Syd’s is one of the lovely people stories of RWC 2011. Once I started with RNZ in early 2007, and began building our team, she was one of the first to come on board, and she was still there right at the end of the project. In the meantime she had managed to have four children while fluctuating between working fulltime and part-time!

			Another present that morning is Trevor Mallard, then Minister of Sport in Helen Clark’s government. Trevor was a crucial figure in the NZRU bid process. Without his enthusiasm and influence within Cabinet, the NZRU would never have received the government’s backing. Without that backing there would have been no bid, there would have been no RWC 2011 in New Zealand. Politics being what it is, when it came to handing out the post-event accolades late last year, Trevor’s contribution tended to get buried. Those of us who know what Trevor contributed won’t forget.

			Working for a high-profile sporting organisation is always something of a wild roller-coaster ride. The journey is never smooth. On and off-field successes and failures tend to be very visible. Being, by some considerable distance, the biggest and best-known New Zealand sporting organisation, this was definitely the case for the NZRU.

			The NZRU’s reputation had taken a hell of a battering, both at home and offshore, around the RWC 2003 sub-hosting rights issue. The ongoing four-yearly All Blacks world cup failures hadn’t been helpful either. But earlier in 2005, the success of the British & Irish Lions tour had started the NZRU on a reputational redemption process. And they were very hopeful that a successful world cup bid would continue that upward momentum.

			So on that Friday morning, when TV in New Zealand beams Syd’s announcement in live, when the bid dream suddenly becomes a reality, not surprisingly the NZRU staff erupts and the party gets started. I’m told on good authority that it was a damn good party which stretched over a few days.

			The reaction of the media and general public in New Zealand is, as you would expect, ‘over the top’ positive. After all, despite our tribulations, we are a rugby country. Rugby is in our DNA. This is definitely something worth celebrating.

			The immediate reaction of the international rugby media is, to put it mildly, less than enthusiastic.

			The rugby hacks, particularly from the northern hemisphere, appear unsettled by the decision. They pride themselves upon their ability to read the rugby tea leaves. They make bold predictions as to how things will turn out and they hate it when they get it wrong. So when the unexpected happens, some (perhaps as some sort of reputational or editorial defence mechanism) lash out.
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