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			Foreword 

			by Sir Murray Halberg

			When I look at the athletes in my day and the athletes of today there are many differences. We still ran to a tape, electronic timing had just been invented and the tracks were still cinder tracks. We had no direct assistance from the powers that be. We had coaches, but they were often not sent with teams to overseas events. There was no commercial assistance, as there is today, and barely enough money going around to send the athletes to the Games.

			Today there are many different disciplines such as health, nutrition, physiotherapy and sports psychology assisting the athletes. There are all of those differences.

			But some things have not changed at all. To win at the Olympic Games then, and to win at the Olympic Games today, requires the same attitude, application and commitment. And when the gun fires, or when you’re called to throw, you’re still by yourself. So it takes exactly the same effort, the same output, the same sort of competitiveness today as it did then — that’s how it always has been and always will be.

			What brings gold medal winners together and gives us that human bond, that sporting bond, is basically our love of sport and our desire to win, to be the best we can at the highest level. If we’re going to the Olympics, we say, ‘We don’t just want to make the Olympic team, we don’t just want to perform with distinction, we don’t just want a medal. We want to win. We want to win. And we will not be satisfied until we’re standing on the dais and we have that gold medal around our neck, and it can’t be taken away.’

			My association with Valerie goes right back to 2002 in Manchester, and I remember her coming into the village straight from the Caribbean where she’d just won the world junior championship. I was so impressed even then with the lady’s demeanour and attitude.

			Then in 2004, with the team in Athens, going to Olympia, I saw her denied the chance of being in the final rounds because the woman who led the competition was subsequently found to be a drugs cheat.

			In the years since, as Valerie has been involved with the Halberg Trust and the awards, speaking at functions and meeting people, it has been a real pleasure to observe how she always gives more than is asked of her, how she puts people at ease and has such a wonderful rapport with young people.

			As a competitor Valerie presents a real game face to the world, but out of competition Valerie is a big-hearted, warm and kind-natured person.

			I learnt that Valerie the athlete had total focus and commitment, and you felt you shouldn’t intrude on her space. She occupied her space, a space that was very powerful. I’ve always admired that in Valerie.

			I once said that she may become our greatest athlete ever, and she could well be on track for that.

			Sir Murray Halberg

			Auckland, August 2012
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            Gold

			
			My hopes for a gold medal in London all involved getting everything right in front of 80,000 people at the Olympic Stadium on 6 August 2012.

			In my wildest dreams I’d never have believed the gold would come six days later, the day after the Games closed.

			Nothing seemed to have changed in my world when I headed out at lunchtime on just another Tuesday to drive to my coach Jean-Pierre Egger’s home in La Neuveville in Switzerland, to pick up a new pair of throwing shoes.

			At 12.30 came the news that changed everything — changed my emotions, changed my life really.

			It was almost unbelievable. My phone rang, and it was Dave Currie, the chef de mission of the New Zealand Olympic team. He said, ‘I’m just ringing you up to let you know that the IOC has informed us that you’ve now won the gold medal. Ostapchuk has been done for drugs.’

			I let out a massive cry. ‘Are you kidding, Dave? Stop pulling my leg. Is this for real?’

			He said, ‘No, no, this is for real. You’re now back-to-back Olympic champion.’ I said I needed a moment, shut the phone off and pulled into the side of the road.

			Back in Auckland, my sister Paddy had just returned a few hours before from London, and she was sound asleep when I rang. It was her husband Ken who answered the phone. I was crying, and Ken asked, ‘What’s the matter?’

			‘I’ve just won the Olympic Games. I’ve won the gold medal.’

			As you can imagine, everybody in the house woke up and there was a screaming match, all of us just so happy and proud. It was such an amazing feeling.

			I got myself together enough to drive, and carried on to Jean-Pierre’s house. When his wife Beatrice opened the door, I started gulping and crying. She was so concerned, asking, ‘What’s happened? What’s happened?’

			I looked at her, and looked at JP, and said, ‘We won, we won!’

			JP walked up to me and I went into his arms and he gave me a massive bear hug. It was the most fantastic moment.

			Jean-Pierre Egger

			I had heard a rumour from a friend that morning that Ostapchuk had tested positive for drugs, but it was not confirmed.

			When Valerie arrived, she said, ‘We won the gold, we won,’ and we cried.

			For a minute we were all so very happy, and nobody could say one word at this time. It was one of the most fantastic moments of my life, to have so much joy.

			I never dreamed something so extraordinary would ever happen in my career. Once I had heard the news I had a huge grin on my face that just stayed there for a long, long time.

			The lead-in to London had been going very smoothly until just two weeks before the Games. My last meeting before London was in Lucerne in Switzerland on 17 July. I threw very well there; it could hardly have gone better. It was an awesome meeting all round. The star Jamaican sprinter Yohan Blake was competing, along with a number of other top athletes. Being in Switzerland for me was like a home competition, and they did a fantastic job staging the meeting, and the atmosphere was ideal.

			At the meeting I achieved a season’s best throw, and my consistency was very good, too. I actually had the best series of my career. I threw 20.72 metres, then 20.91, 21.01, 21.11, fouled, and finished with 20.86 metres.

			JP and I knew we were on the right track leading into London. All the training and all the hours working on technique were paying off. Everything was going very well.

			But then, on Saturday, 21 July, I hurt my back, and it was quite a bad injury. I was doing a dead lift and tore a muscle, really screwed it. I had to shut down all training for three days. On the Monday I visited specialists in Zurich and they gave me three cortisone injections.

			On the Sunday I’d said to Jean-Pierre when we knew I was getting the jabs the next day, ‘Have faith in me. Write the programme as you would normally write it, so we can start on Wednesday.’ He asked if I was sure, and I said I was.

			On Tuesday my stubborn-cow side came out and I went to the gym. On the Wednesday JP said, ‘I don’t know if you’ll be able to get through this.’ I have to admit it wasn’t the easiest. I was getting physio twice a day, sometimes three or four times a day, which continued for the next five or six days.

			Thank God my wonderful physio Lou Johnson was with us. She knows my back so well, and has got me through similar injuries in the past. We knew from experience that the injections would heal the back very, very quickly. Lou was scheduled to head back to London on Tuesday, 24 July, but she was able to change her flights and stay to help me.

			There were times in the days straight after the injury when I was thinking, ‘My God, I don’t think I’m going to be able to compete at all.’ But I was able to put those negative thoughts — and that’s all they were, random thoughts — aside. I had faith in my ability to recover. I knew it was something that we’d encountered before, and something we’d got over completely before.

			So we were able to get through the hiccup. On Friday, 27 July, I had my first throws session, and it was okay, but 10 days after the injury I was back to full sessions, throwing really well, over 21 metres, and in full swing with the weights. My mental preparation was on track as well.

			We kept things quiet about the injury. I wanted to keep it behind closed doors, because we didn’t need any outside pressure or speculation. By the time we flew to London on Thursday, 2 August, I was strong and dynamic again.

			Three of us, Lou Johnson, Jean-Pierre and I, had taken a train to Zurich then caught a plane to London.

			I was very excited heading into the village, excited about going to the Olympics, and feeling very prepared and ready to go.

			I’d made a request to have a room of my own if it was possible. I wanted a little personal space to prepare for the biggest event of my life. When I got to the village I discovered that two other girls had their own rooms, but I had to share. They did offer me a single room, but it had no windows in it. JP said no to that, because it wasn’t very healthy to be staying in a room with no fresh air.

			They suggested Lucy Van Dalen, the 1500 metres runner, who I ended up rooming with, an amazing girl, should go into the windowless room, but I wasn’t ever going to let them do that. I wouldn’t have put my dog in that room.

			JP just said, ‘Go to the room with Lucy.’ And I said okay. Don’t get me wrong — it was okay after that, and Lucy was great. But I did think, ‘Mmm, first little hurdle here that we didn’t really have to face.’

			Nick Cowan, Valerie’s manager

			On 9 July I got a text from Valerie, saying, ‘Hi Nick, if possible could I room by myself? Could you help on this by talking with Athletics New Zealand about it as I don’t want to get involved. Thanks, Val.’

			I had a conversation with an official at Athletics New Zealand, saying Valerie has asked if she could have a room on her own. If she can’t that’s all cool, and Valerie feels that if she can’t have a room on her own maybe Lucy would be good to share with as she’s new and it might be helpful for her to be with someone more experienced like Val.

			They said there could be a room available on her own, but it would involve a manager moving out and sharing with an athlete, which is not ideal because a manager can be getting phone calls at all hours.

			I assured them that Valerie understood that, and we were only asking, so if the opportunity for a room on her own came up, could she have it please?

			I texted Valerie the same night: ‘Spoke about room. May share with Lucy [Van Dalen]. Still going to try for room on your own. Will keep you in the loop. Cheers Nick.’

			In my mind it was a case of job done there. We didn’t worry about it too much. But when Valerie got to the village two female athletes had rooms of their own. My face dropped. Val just said, ‘Don’t worry about it, I’m fine.’

			We had a weightlifting session on the Friday. I felt really good, and there were no problems with my back.

			Saturday was a day off and I went and met my sister Paddy and my niece Sharne, who’d travelled to London for the Games. I hadn’t seen them since March so, as you can imagine, it was a very emotional and very happy reunion.

			Meanwhile there was another strange little issue, this time over my competition uniform. I was never able to get one that fitted. If you look at my competition uniform in London I was actually wearing Nike tights with the logo removed, and not Asics, the sponsor of the track and field team.

			Nick Cowan

			People may wonder why getting a uniform right is important, but I’d ask: What if your wedding dress didn’t fit on your wedding day? What would that do to how a bride would feel?

			If you know you’re on television, in front of a massive live crowd and your top is too short, or your tights are cut so they disappear into your crotch, it does have an effect.

			The Asics competition uniform for Daegu, South Korea in 2011 was custom-made. Her tights didn’t fit properly but she put up with it. When we signed with Toyota they used a photo of her in Daegu and the marketing manager said, ‘We’ve just touched up the photo a little because there’s a component . . . the best way to describe it would be that it doesn’t help her ladylike image.’

			Val keeps quiet on that. She doesn’t want to rock the boat. We get a new uniform for the world indoors, in March. She throws and wins. The tights are still the way they were in Daegu — uncomfortable and embarrassing to wear.

			At the end of March I told Athletics New Zealand we needed to sort things out. I kept telling them: ‘Don’t leave it too late. We don’t want to be in a position where it’s one month out and the uniform doesn’t fit and we’re scrambling around to get it.’

			April and May came and went. We were told they were working on it with Asics, and to be fair I’m sure they were.

			June comes, and we’re told they’re just days away. Into July and we’re told they’ll despatch them directly from Japan. They send them to Switzerland, where they sit in Customs for a week.

			Now we’re less than three weeks out, and they arrive. And when Val tries them on they’re unusable, worse than the earlier tights.

			We had a clause in Valerie’s contract that if a suitable uniform wasn’t provided in a timely fashion she could wear other clothing. So Nike, Valerie’s personal clothing sponsors, found tights that would suit for London, and they resolved it in a matter of days. She got the tights three days before her competition.

			What should have been a minor, straightforward issue turned into a mad scramble at the last minute.

			Sunday, 5 August

			At 2 pm I went online to see what pool I was in for qualifying the next morning. I had about an hour to kill before our last training session.

			When I found the lists my name wasn’t there. I went through it three, four, five times, but I just wasn’t listed. There was no New Zealand flag in among all the other flags beside the athletes’ names.

			I ran into JP’s room and said, ‘I’m not on the start list. What do I do? What do I do?’ Of course I’m in a panic because I don’t know why I’m not on the list.

			I started to ring people to find out what was going on. Nobody was returning my calls, so I handed the phone over to Lou to deal with because I was freaking out.

			If I wasn’t on the start list I’d be sacrificing the last two years of my life being in Switzerland to do what I had to do. For an athlete, nothing could be more serious at an Olympic Games than finding you’re not on the start list. That’s basically a disqualification.

			By a mile it was the hardest lead-up to any competition I’ve ever been in.

			Nick Cowan

			Val got Lou to ring me because she didn’t feel she was getting any action. I got a text at 3.11 pm from Lou on Val’s phone saying I needed to ring urgently. My first thought was an injury or an illness. When I talked to Lou and found out what had actually happened we agreed we would leave Val out of the loop while it was resolved. She didn’t need to know the ins and outs.

			Shortly afterwards, I talked to a team official who was with Dave Currie, and he said we’re confident they’ll be able to get it organised without any major difficulties. I said, ‘We don’t want to hear that it’s being sorted, I just want honesty, and that it has been fixed, not that you’re confident it’ll be okay.’

			Val just wanted it sorted. We never anticipated that it’d take until 7 pm to get the problem rectified.

			At 3.51 pm I received a text from the same official saying we’ve got a meeting at 6 pm, can’t do it any earlier, sorry. At 6.15 pm I sent a message saying: ‘Need to know when fixed immediately and also updates, need Val to get into her pre-night routine. Please call me ASAP.’ At 6.21 pm I got a text saying. ‘It’s been resolved. Be in touch.’ At 6.50 pm a text came, saying, ‘It’s live. She is in pool A. No other changes.’ Finally, at 7 pm, Val’s name appeared on the start list online.

			Dave Currie says he found out about the name omission before me, and if that was the case I thought he might have had the decency to tell me before I discovered it myself.

			When the shit hit the fan one of the disappointing things was that my own federation, Athletics New Zealand, didn’t step in. They should have been there to support me, and also to support Raylene Bates, the section manager who had not completed my entry form correctly. There weren’t a lot of athletes that they had to look out for, there were only eight people in the track and field squad, and I would have expected more from them.

			My whole state that afternoon wasn’t good. I tried to train as well as I could, but I was only half there. The stress of having to cope with that the day before you compete means that your last training session isn’t going to be easy.

			I really had to knuckle down and make it through my session. I eventually got through it, but the damage had already been done. When I arrived back at the village I still wasn’t on the list.

			Some people might think, ‘Well, she’s had a lot of experience, she should be able to handle the situation.’ But I’ve never been put in a position like this. Not being on the start list for the Olympic Games, of all events. I’ve never even heard of it happening to any athlete before. It’s hard to deal with something so weird.

			Finally, at seven o’clock my name was there. Nick and Lou had been dealing with the situation. Lou was my rock in many ways. Along with JP, she did everything she could to try to ease the stress I was feeling. It was horrible. My stomach was just churning.

			Lou was the one who came in and told me I was on the start list. She was the team physio and she’s been my personal physio for 13 years. She went the extra mile for me. But, really, it wasn’t her job. Team management should have been a bit more proactive right from the start, when they should have been the ones to notice that I’d been left off the list.

			The word was out that I hadn’t been entered. In the dining hall at the village other shot-putters were asking me, ‘Are you injured? Are you not able to compete? Why aren’t you on the start list?’

			I can understand how some people couldn’t see how serious the situation was. If you were in track and field and you knew the process, you’d appreciate it more. Imagine if you’ve worked and saved for your dream holiday, paid for your air tickets weeks in advance, and when you got to the check-in desk the airline says they have no record of you.

			So while I was glad my name was finally there, I was still nerve-wracked. I should have gone to bed and slept like a log. But my body was strung out. I couldn’t get to sleep until midnight, and I was wide awake at 4 am.

			Monday, 6 August

			I went into the first call room at the stadium, which was all good, but when I went through to the second call room, where the formal process really begins, where you get your bib with your number and surname on it, they didn’t have my name on the list or my bib printed out.

			For 20 minutes I stood there and begged them, ‘Please, please, check on the internet. I’m on the start list, I swear I’m on the start list, please print me a bib.’

			Terrible panic, because I still didn’t know, just minutes before the final call, whether I was going to be allowed to compete or not.

			Eventually, after phone calls, they were prepared to print out my bib, so I could throw. It was a situation I didn’t want to be in. I should have been ready, everything focused on going out there, throwing the qualifying distance, packing up and heading back to the village to get into the right space for the final.

			But I was a lot more worried about just getting my name on the list. Then I had to try to regroup and focus on competing. I really had to pull myself together. I think you could see from the qualifying round the mental state I was in by then.

			I didn’t even get past the qualification distance with my first throw. I just threw it too early without giving it anything. In the second round I really concentrated on what I needed to do and popped out 20.40 metres. It was a strange feeling. I was blank, without the sort of feeling that I would usually have.

			At the top level, my sport is a real mind game. When I won gold in Beijing I was in my zone, where you can see the attitude on my face, the ‘don’t eff with me, don’t even bother trying to make friends with me during a competition’ look. It’s do or die time.

			In London it was totally different. I didn’t feel my usual self. It was like a bad dream, as if the person throwing in that competition wasn’t me. Normally, I’m feisty, and I’m out there pushing hard, firing on all cylinders. Instead, I felt like I’d just stepped off the plane into the circle. The results I was getting didn’t reflect in any way what I’d been achieving in training.

			Emotions do play a massive part in your physical being when you get into a competition. If you’re not emotionally there, with positive energy running through your system, it’s very hard to get up. A panic attack does take a lot of energy out of you. The emotional stress will override all the physical aspects of what you’ve been doing leading into the competition to make sure you succeed.

			The pressure meant that in qualifying I came round too early on the first throw and released too early. For the second round JP said keep down, keep low and be patient, and that’s what I did.

			You have three chances to qualify, and I was glad it got out to 20.40 metres, but I wasn’t very happy about not getting it out there on my first round.

			I headed back to the village, and tried as hard as I could to get some sleep, but my head was spinning. I badly needed to sleep, but all I could do was lie on my bed for three hours and try. It wasn’t successful.

			Heading into the final we prepared as normal. I always try to think positive, to get some positive energy running through the system. The stress of my name being missed from the list could have been minimised, and the omission did have some effect, but it wasn’t the whole reason I threw the way I did. It was one of those situations that you have to deal with as best as you can, and I did the best I could.

			There was no way the situation was completely responsible for the result. Hindsight’s a beautiful thing. Maybe if I was doing it all over again I’d do my own registration — just kidding!

			You can only do the best you can do on the day. But I was just not as dynamic as I normally would be. I just wasn’t all there. The usual legs, the usual dynamics, were just not there. Basically, I felt like shit. I was still able to throw 20.70 metres, but it just wasn’t my competition.

			I tried so hard, but I just couldn’t control the way I was feeling. When I went to JP he said to me, ‘Smile, Val, just try to smile. Smile and enjoy yourself out there.’ For the life of me I tried, I left my heart out there trying, but it wasn’t my day.

			I’m sure if you saw it on television you would have seen the disappointment in my face and in my body language. It was one of those days where everything went the opposite way to what I would have wanted.

			I always knew Nadzeya Ostapchuk from Belarus had the potential to throw big, but watching her throw all five throws over 21 metres was massive. In the last two months before the Olympics she was throwing some very big throws in Belarus. Anything is possible in the Games, and she just came out and did what she did.

			What we’d find out, of course, was that she was cheating when she did those amazing throws. Now she’s got to live with it.

			Jean-Pierre Egger

			I have seen what happened with Ostapchuk many times before. In our spring in Switzerland I said to Val, ‘You will see that she will not start in Europe, she will not go outside her frontiers, to avoid doping control. She will come to the Games charged with drugs.’

			I have seen that scenario many times in the past, and I see it is no better today in some cases. I think we have to do something about that.

			I said to Val, you will have to throw 21.50 if you are to win against a doped athlete. She should make it, and we were in that shape when we left Switzerland. But all of the situations meant it was emotionally too much for Val.

			I saw on the day of the competition that her face was blank, with her usual expression — very aggressive, very competitive — not there. I knew it would be hard, and it was hard. But we must not forget that 20.70 metres is a good performance. And it is enough. In a clean competition you can win with 20.70 metres.

			It took a long time to get through the mixed zone where the journalists are able to do interviews. I cried at times. A lot of tears were shed that night.

			The medal ceremony was held the same night, so I cleaned up a bit, and put on a pretty face for it. After the ceremony we got taken for drug testing. Then I was able to get together with my family, and that was when the emotions really flooded out. I went back to the village really late, and tried to sleep.

			Tuesday, 7 August

			The next morning it was up very early to go to the Westfield press centre next to the village for more interviews, starting at 6.30 am. It was a very long day, doing the interviews, being with my family, going to Kiwi House, and catching up with Visa, Nike and Air New Zealand.

			It was a roller-coaster for me. I tried so hard not to cry during the interviews at the press centre. The fact is the reporters are there to do a job, to try to get as much information as they can about what happened, and how you saw things.

			But by then I think I was just a blank space. I really tried to pull it together, and I think I did okay. I had to work really hard to achieve that. To be honest, what I really would have liked to do was just curl up in bed and get over it all in private. The media people in general were pretty good with me that morning. I got a lot of support. The one that was the easiest for me was being interviewed by Michelle Pickles for TV3. Over the years Michelle’s covered some big miles to report on what I’ve been up to, so there’s a good connection between us.

			Did we prepare a public relations strategy for what I’d say? No. What came out just came out. I didn’t plan anything, but I did feel there was no point in blaming people for my poor performance on the day.

			At about 7.45 we moved from the press centre to a coffee shop in the Westfield mall: JP, Nick, Ashley Abbott (the New Zealand Olympic Committee’s communications manager) and Margaret Webster, also from the NZOC, and me.

			It was agreed that it was important we meet with Dave Currie so he could explain to me directly what had happened with the entry form. We walked about five minutes away to a breakfast room at the local Holiday Inn, which was a little more private. We met with Dave, at around 9.30, and he apologised to me for what had happened.

			He told Nick and me how on the entry forms submitted by Raylene Bates for me and Lucy Van Dalen the box confirming we would be competing had somehow not been ticked. Nick and I said, ‘Please don’t name Raylene.’ I especially didn’t want Raylene named. This is a general procedural issue; it’s not completely her fault, even though she was in charge of registering the athletes. I’d spoken with Raylene, and I knew that she still had a job to do with others competing, and needed to keep it straight.

			Nick Cowan

			At the meeting that Val, Jean-Pierre and I had with Dave Currie, and Ashley Abbott at the Holiday Inn, Dave stepped Val through how the entry debacle had played out. We talked for a while about it, and I said we wanted some accountability about the process.

			I told Dave about the rooming situation, that I felt he needed to know that now, but at the moment we didn’t want to talk about it publicly. He said he’d be looking at it as well.

			I said, ‘I feel you need to know [about the room] because both JP and Valerie at the time, separately, asked if it had been done on purpose. They don’t believe that now, but it’s important you know that that’s where they were then.’

			Val and JP had to leave at about 10.30, to go to the village and pack. Val was heading for Paris at six the next morning with Paddy and Sharne, and JP was due to leave the village. That night we all stayed in a hotel, JP and his wife Beatrice, Valerie and her family, me and my son Thomas.

			After Val and JP had gone, we were joined at the Holiday Inn by Kereyn Smith, the secretary general of the NZOC, and for the next 45 minutes or so Dave, Kereyn, Ashley and I went through the issues that needed to be raised.

			I suggested Athletics New Zealand should take the responsibility, but they said to me, ‘No, that’s not fair because Athletics New Zealand are not here to defend themselves.’

			Ashley specifically asked me to support the NZOC. I said I would back them on the basis they would thoroughly investigate what happened. My understanding was that it was agreed that morning that at the press conference in the afternoon Dave would say what had happened, he wouldn’t name anybody, but he would say how he had gone to a meeting with the Olympic officials and was able to get the entry list sorted.

			Kereyn would speak next and she would apologise on behalf of the NZOC, and say the mix-up was going to be investigated, reassuring everyone there was going to be a process to discover where it went wrong.

			I basically was going to say Valerie was humbled by the support she was getting and that while it was a difficult situation, Valerie and I had faith that the NZOC would investigate it fairly and, meanwhile, let’s just get on with the Games.

			I was satisfied with what we’d agreed to, and left to meet Valerie and Margaret Webster and JP at the Stratford train station at about 11.30. We took the Javelin train for the 10-minute ride to King’s Cross station, and walked to Kiwi House.

			Valerie’s family was there to meet her and, when she walked in, the reception was amazing. People were clapping and cheering her. It was really touching.

			We had a couple of commitments before Val went back to the main area. In a more private room Valerie did a video interview with Simon Plumb from Fairfax. Minister for Sport and Recreation Murray McCully came to meet Val and it gave me the chance to fill him in on what had been happening. I told him what the impact had been on Val.

			You may have seen on television Valerie then speaking to the people at Kiwi House. It was easy to see the emotional effects the stresses of the day had had on her.

			We had lunch at Kiwi House and I was about to take Valerie to Nike, who are just five minutes’ drive up the road. But as we were leaving, outside Kiwi House I noticed that the chairman of the NZOC Mike Stanley, Kereyn, Ashley, and Dave were all conferring.

			The press conference had been called for 3 pm, and we had about 45 minutes before it started. I’d planned to stay with Val at Nike and get back about five minutes before the conference started.

			But when I saw such earnest talk going on among the NZOC leaders I changed my mind. On the way to Nike I said to Valerie, ‘I think it might be better to drop you off and I’ll get back to the press conference.’ So she stayed at Nike.

			I was back within 20 minutes, and to reassure myself the earlier agreement we’d all reached still held, I double-checked with Ashley, and was assured nothing had changed. Kereyn confirmed it as well.

			The first shock came 30 seconds into the press conference. Dave Currie named Raylene. Then, at the end of his statement, he said, ‘Right, any questions?’

			Kereyn basically wrestled the mike off him, and said her piece, then she passed it to me, and I said what I’d agreed to say.

			Then questions started, and one of the early questions was, ‘Who found out about this [Valerie not being on the start list], Dave?’ He said, ‘I found out about it at 2 pm, and Valerie found out at about 2.30 pm.’

			A journalist asked Dave who had informed him. He replied, ‘Somebody in management, then it came through to me.’ The questions kept coming, and he continued to refuse to say who told him.

			They asked me, and I said I’d heard from Val, and I believed she was the first to know.

			The next weird moment was when Simon Plumb asked Dave whether it was true that Valerie didn’t have a room on her own, and others did.

			Dave said Valerie hadn’t requested a room on her own.

			Plumb turned to me and asked, ‘Did Valerie request a room on her own?’ Twice somebody else distracted attention from his question, which I was grateful for, because I was determined not to lie.

			Simon asked a third time, and I said, ‘Valerie asked me to make a phone call to the athletics team management, and she made a request if she couldn’t have a room on her own maybe she could room with another female athlete.’

			So she did ask for a room on her own? I said, ‘We’re not really concentrating on rooming arrangements this morning.’

			I was fuming inside, for three main reasons.

			Val and I believed that we’d agreed Raylene wouldn’t be named, and without even being asked Dave named her. NZOC’s recollection of the meeting was different.

			And in the same meeting I’d told Dave about the rooming arrangements, and that Val had requested a single room if possible.

			The press conference couldn’t end soon enough for me.

			At the press conference I felt Dave Currie hung Raylene out to dry, and I was really sad about that. I was even more upset to read online that Raylene’s husband had revealed how disappointed and upset she was.

			At the end of the day it was Dave Currie’s decision to name her, and I wish that she had been given more support and help throughout the situation. Someone should have been there to support her, and I was really upset that nobody was.

			I sent her a text saying, ‘Hey Batesy, I’m sorry Dave disclosed your name publicly. This is something I didn’t want at all. I didn’t say any names or anything like that. We spoke to NZOC about the process, not personnel. We’re not saying any more and hope it dies down, but sorry your name’s in this. It’s not really about that.’

			Raylene texted a reply: ‘Val, thanks for the text. I heard your interview and you spoke really well. Thank you. You don’t know how distraught I was when I found out it had happened. I am so sorry for the undue stress. I haven’t had a chance to sit down and give you a huge hug and say how sorry I am. Yesterday was not the time. You know how much I love and care for you, and would never want to intentionally hurt you. I know it’s not about me personally, so okay. Enjoy Paris. See you when you get back.’

			A mishap happened, and people should be held accountable, but I think what was done to Raylene was wrong. Why was it done? In my own opinion Dave Currie was just covering his butt. He made the decision, which I think was the wrong one. I believe what was done was very unfair.

			Jean-Pierre Egger

			I have never in all of my involvement with athletics, which is for over 40 years, heard of what happened with the entry list. But we should not look to victimise anyone. What is important, and Val said it very well, is we have to make sure that something like this is not possible in the future.

			Wednesday, 8 August

			It was always planned that after I had competed at London, I would spend two days with Paddy and Sharne in Paris. I’d been away for so long, and missed them so much, so I was really happy that I could be with them during that time, especially with everything that was happening.

			Some might think I left the village having a little sooky fit, but that wasn’t the case; it had already been arranged.

			We went to Disneyland and then to Parc Astérix theme park, featuring the brave Gauls Asterix and Obelix, and we looked around Paris, a city I’ve always loved. It was the first time in Europe for Paddy and Sharne, and I wanted and needed to spend time with them.

			We stayed in Paris from Wednesday until Saturday, and they flew out to New Zealand on the Saturday night. Then I went back to the Olympic village. I was so sad about them leaving; I felt a little vulnerable, a bit depressed that my loved ones had gone.

			At the end of the Games it’s time for partying, but the way the dates fell meant I still had a job in hand. I had a Diamond League competition in Stockholm on 17 August.

			Sunday, 12 August

			I flew back to Switzerland, and when I got back to Biel in the evening I was picked up from the train station by my Swiss-Kiwi family, people I’ve become good friends with: Royna and her daughter Rebeka. They had a little doggy bag of food for me, and we went back to my room at the Swiss Olympic Centre in Magglingen, which is on a mountain overlooking the city of Biel. I had a big cry with them when they picked me up, then we had a long chat in my room.

			My first thoughts, missing my family in New Zealand so much, were that I wanted to go home, but then in the morning I had a little sleep-in, decided to soldier on, and got back into my training.

			Tuesday, 14 August

			After the phone call that changed everything I was on cloud nine for days. It felt surreal. To a degree I don’t totally feel like an Olympic champion, because there wasn’t the hype, there wasn’t the moment when the anthem is played.

			I don’t want to waste any energy, any breath on Ostapchuk. I don’t want to give her the time of day, ever. I’m glad that they caught her. It’s a shame it hurts our sport, and our event, but at the same time I’m so glad that the World Anti-Doping Agency and the drug-testers are doing such a great job catching these people.

			At the end of the day it’s not fair play. This is the reason we talk about fair play. We put in the hours, and put in our heart and soul to be the best athlete we can be. To have someone just come in and take substances to short-cut the process is very unfair, and I don’t think they should get a second chance and be allowed to come back. My attitude is that once a drug cheat is caught they should be gone forever.

			As for the silver medal, it’s in its box, and I’m not opening it again. I can’t wait until I get the gold medal.

			Thursday, 16 August

			I woke up to read online that Ostapchuk was accusing me of failing a drugs test in 2005, and saying that the reason I wasn’t on the start list in London was because I’d tested positive.

			It wasn’t a nice thing to wake up to, although I wasn’t too affected because it was totally untrue. Here’s the interesting thing. Not one media person rang me about it. I guess they trusted me and knew that Ostapchuk was telling barefaced lies.

			Friday, 17 August

			In Stockholm at the Diamond League meeting I received very warm congratulations from a lot of people, not only throwers but sprinters, coaches and managers. Everyone was genuinely pretty happy for me.

			One of the sprinters from the States, Wallace Spearmon, who finished fourth in the 200 metres in London, came up to me and said, ‘You knew, you knew about it, you knew about it, didn’t you?’ I just started laughing. Among the athletes it’s almost like a joke.

			My friend Cleopatra Borel-Brown, a shot-putter from Trinidad and Tobago, was so happy for me. There was a lot of warmth among the shot-putters, lots of massive hugs and kisses. It was very nice and reaffirming for me. A lot of the shot put girls are happy with what happened, because it’s a step towards having a level playing field for all of us.

			In the Stockholm competition I won by over a metre, throwing 20.26 metres, with four throws over 20 metres. I found a new wave of energy at the meet.

			The other thrower from Belarus, Natallia Mikhnevich, who I’ve always really liked and got on well with, came straight up to me, gave me a huge hug, offered big congratulations, and said, ‘I told you so. I’m very happy for you.’

			What did she mean by that? Straight after the shot put in London Natallia had come to me and said, ‘Congratulations, you won the final.’

			I found her reaction very interesting. You might have expected she would be supporting Ostapchuk right or wrong, but it wasn’t anything like that. It was very bizarre, but very cool at the same time.
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