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  Heidi Blake is a multi-award-winning investigative journalist. She was assistant editor of The Sunday Times, attached to the Insight team, until spring 2015 when

  she became BuzzFeed’s UK investigations editor. She lives in south-east London.




  Jonathan Calvert has worked for various newspapers in a long and distinguished career as an investigative journalist. He is the longest-serving editor of the Insight team at The Sunday

  Times, having held the role for more than ten years. He lives in west London.




  The Insight team have won a series of awards for their work on the FIFA Files, including The Paul Foot Award for campaigning and investigative journalism as well as Investigation of the Year and

  Sports Journalist of the Year at the British Journalism Awards. They were also awarded the Scoop of the Year prize by the London Press Club and won News Story of the Year at the Foreign Press

  Awards.




  





  ‘I would also like to pay tribute to the Insight team at The Sunday Times without whose investigations, many of these allegations may never have come to

  light’ John Whittingdale, Secretary of State for Culture Media and Sport




  ‘Allegations of shady dealings have long swirled round FIFA . . . never before has bribe-giving been documented in such graphic detail’ Independent




  ‘[The Ugly Game] offers the most comprehensive account of the affair to date, and asks why Blatter continues to support Qatar despite all the evidence against

  the desert state’ Radio Times




  ‘There’s an urgency about the storytelling as the authors manage to extract excruciating tension from the unpromising materials available to them’ The

  Secret Footballer




  ‘An explosive account of the biggest World Cup heist since the trophy was nicked in the 1960s’ Sport




  ‘By examining how Qatar landed the 2022 World Cup, two investigative journalists, armed with internal documents, take apart the continuing FIFA corruption

  controversy’ Boston Globe




  ‘With Sepp Blatter under criminal investigation, this tale of how Qatar bagged the 2022 World Cup is a timely football horror story. At times it is hard to believe how

  corrupt and dirty football’s global leaders were. With every page of this book, we see just why FIFA desperately needs a complete overhaul’ Sun




  ‘Riveting and insightful . . . What is perhaps surprising is just how successfully it has translated from a series of headline-grabbing news stories into a gripping

  book’ New York Journal of Books
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  This book is dedicated to the casualties of corrupt decisions everywhere and the whistleblowers who risk so much to expose the rot in the hope of a better world.
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  Prologue




  The announcement that the tiny desert state of Qatar had been chosen to host the football World Cup in 2022 was greeted with shock and disbelief in the packed auditorium in

  Zurich and around the world. The great and the good of international football exchanged incredulous glances in stunned silence as the Qatari royal family erupted into jubilant cheers, clenching

  their fists in the air.




  It was a snowy afternoon on 2 December 2010 in the Swiss city where FIFA, world football’s governing body, has its headquarters. This was the climax of years of frenzied campaigning by the

  nine countries competing to host the world’s biggest sporting tournament – worth billions of dollars and priceless prestige to the victor.




  How had a minuscule Gulf state, with virtually no football tradition or infrastructure and searing summer temperatures of up to 50°C, beaten established footballing countries with much

  stronger bids? One man, more than any other in that room, knew the answer. Mohamed bin Hammam, the billionaire Qatari FIFA official, waited modestly for the royal celebrations to subside before

  stepping forward to embrace the Emir and kiss the young sheikh at the head of his country’s bid on the cheek. No casual observer would have guessed that this dapper man, with his mild manner

  and his neat silver beard, was the true architect of Qatar’s astonishing and improbable victory. Even the men who ran the official bid committee would tell you he had nothing to do with their

  campaign.




  Since that day in Zurich, allegations of corruption have swirled around Qatar’s World Cup bid. Journalists, private investigators and powerful figures in football have tried to unravel the

  mystery of how the royals commanding the country’s campaign from their desert palaces could have pulled off such an audacious feat. But the hidden hand of Bin Hammam remained a closely

  guarded secret – until a massive leak of confidential data changed everything.




  In the early months of 2014, more than three years after Qatar’s triumph, journalists working at The Sunday Times Insight team in London received a phone call. The familiar voice

  of a well-connected source at the top of world football told them a whistleblower from inside FIFA had come forward with what appeared to be a large and explosive cache of documents. The source

  arranged an introduction and then took a step back. Coming face to face with the Insight team, Jonathan Calvert and Heidi Blake, for the first time in a London hotel, the whistle-blower explained

  nervously how he had developed grave concerns about the way Qatar had won the World Cup and had decided its secrets needed to be spilled.




  He led the journalists to a discreet location far away from London where they were shown a treasure-trove of hundreds of millions of documents stored on a network of supercomputers. Many of the

  files related to the activities of Bin Hammam working secretly to bring the World Cup to Qatar against the odds. The whistleblower himself had barely scraped the surface of the vast mass of

  information, but he wanted the journalists to dive in. Over the course of the next three months, the reporters worked day and night in a secret data centre with the blinds drawn, surrounded by the

  whirring of overheating servers and the blinking lights of powerful machinery, all hidden behind the bland façade of a high-street shop front.




  The scale of the leak was unprecedented. The whistleblower had given the reporters the key to emails, faxes, telephone logs, electronic messages, letters, bank slips, accounts, cash chits,

  handwritten notes, flight records, secret reports, diaries, minutes of confidential meetings, computer hard drives and more. The documents were a portal into the secret command centre from which

  Bin Hammam waged his campaign to buy World Cup support and later the dare-devil attempt to topple the FIFA president Sepp Blatter which led to his own spectacular downfall. The reporters used

  forensic search technology to unravel the network of slush funds from which he paid millions of dollars in bribes to scores of FIFA officials and to piece together the backroom deals and

  vote-rigging ploys which brought him first victory and then disgrace. The man who overcame the odds to bring glory to his country now lives anonymously in his mansion in Doha, the capital of Qatar,

  estranged from the royal family he once served and sworn to silence as preparations for the World Cup he brought home to his city gather pace around him.




  The Ugly Game comes in the wake of ‘The FIFA Files’ exposé in The Sunday Times – a world exclusive that made headlines around the planet when it broke

  on the eve of the Brazil World Cup in June 2014. It tells the extraordinary story of the most corrupt World Cup bidding contest in history, shining a light into the darkest recesses of FIFA through

  the portal of Bin Hammam’s secret campaign. It is a human drama of personal triumph and disaster, of one man who realised an impossible dream but was brought low by overreaching ambition. It

  is a tale awash with dirty money but glittering with mystery and intrigue – its characters swept up in the treacherous currents of sport’s power politics. Above all it is an invitation

  to join Bin Hammam as he moves through the corridors of world football greasing palms and striking deals; revealing the ugly venality of the men who control the beautiful game.




  





  One




  A Surprising Proposal




  The air was thick with tobacco smoke and tension. A small clutch of men in long white dishdashas were craning around their host Mohamed bin Hammam in the dimly lit room.

  Cardamom-scented steam rose from cups of Arabic coffee freshly poured from a fine golden dallah by robed servants who melted in and out of the shadows. No one was watching the football match

  flickering on the wall. The Qatari billionaire had a lot to get off his chest, and his guests were listening intently. Tonight, like every other night, Bin Hammam was holding court in his majlis,

  the male-only sitting room of his Doha mansion where local men came to lounge in exquisite comfort as they smoked and drank coffee or mint tea.




  These evenings had once been relaxed and jovial affairs, alive with the hubbub of many voices and shouts of celebration or dismay as goals were scored or saved on the giant television screens.

  Bin Hammam was known by his friends around the world for being generous to a fault, and he was never without company. At the peak of his success, he had opened his home every night to dozens of men

  who piled into the sitting room at sunset to talk and watch football before moving through to the dining room to feast on Qatari specialities at his banqueting table. His guests gorged themselves

  on flatbreads stuffed with marinated shawarma meat, vine leaves, spicy kabsa, zatar pie, tabbouleh salads, baba ghanoush and ghuzi lamb, all washed down with ice-cold mineral water.




  Back then Bin Hammam was away on football business as often as he was at home, but when he was present at the head of the table, his grandchildren skipped around him and he would break off from

  the dining-room chatter to tousle their hair or press sweets into their palms. Neither his younger wife Nahed, a beautiful Jordanian who dressed demurely in western clothes and spoke French, nor

  the older Fatima, who covered her face and had been at Bin Hammam’s side for many years, were anywhere to be seen when the men were at the table. In his glory days, these gatherings had been

  lively, crowded occasions, with guests jostling for position for a word with their host. Now all was lost, Nahed had left him and just a few loyal friends remained in the majlis.




  This quiet evening, only Bin Hammam’s voice could be heard by the newcomer who had been ushered past the football pictures lining the hallway into the splendour of the sitting room, and

  was now approaching the party through the haze of cigarette smoke in the air. Having slipped off his shoes at the door, the tanned visitor in a crisp open-collared shirt and a dark blue business

  suit padded across the carpet. He was an unfamiliar face in the room, and the locals eyed this western interloper with caution, but he was greeted warmly by their host. He smiled respectfully as he

  settled into an ochre sofa opposite Bin Hammam, but something had unnerved him.




  It was a few months since the visitor had said goodbye to the Qatari in Zurich, and his friend had changed. It wasn’t that he was any less immaculate than usual. His silver beard was

  tightly trimmed around his strong jaw and the spotless white keffiyeh his servants had pressed that morning flowed over athletic shoulders. But for all Bin Hammam’s finery and the opulence of

  his surroundings, it was clear that his spirits were tattered. The 62-year-old was admired by all who knew him for his steady poise and dignity. Now his shoulders were hunched and his eyes were

  circled with dark shadows. His friend was worried. Did Mohamed’s hand tremble as he reached for his golden coffee cup, or did he dream it? Did his voice quaver as he spoke? How could he be so

  altered? This man had forged a long career as a captain of industry at the helm of a multi-billion-dollar construction firm, riding the economic boom that thrust the shimmering metropolis of Doha

  skywards out of the desert. He had transcended his humble origins and surged through the ranks of Qatari society, becoming one of the richest men in a city of billionaires with a place in the inner

  sanctum of the Emir’s most trusted counsellors. Now he was brought low, and by what? A game.




  Bin Hammam’s friends, like his family, knew that football had always been his first love. Now it had spurned him. The man who had pulled off the audacious feat of winning the right to host

  the World Cup in the Qatari desert only months before was now in disgrace and banned for life from the game he adored. Shut out and consigned to silence, there was nothing left for Bin Hammam but

  to watch as Qatar’s plans to host the tournament he had brought home for his country took shape outside. In the weeks and months after his spectacular downfall in May 2011, he sat among the

  friends who gathered in his mansion each night, going round and round the events leading up to the catastrophe, trying to make sense of how it could have happened.




  The billionaire spoke slowly and deliberately, but there was one word that almost choked him with its bitterness every time it spilled from his lips: Blatter. The traitor he had once called his

  brother. The man who owed him everything, for whom he had been prepared to sacrifice even the last precious moments with a dying son. The man whose presidential crown by rights belonged to him. The

  man who had destroyed him.




  Bin Hammam had been a hero in world football before his career was wiped out in one sickening blast by the bribery scandal that had exploded under the Caribbean sun in the Port of Spain,

  blotting out all he had achieved. Everyone knew the lurid details of what had happened on that ill-fated junket for a host of small-time local football chieftains whose loyalty he had tried and

  failed to secure. The world had seen the photographs of cash spilling out of manilla envelopes which had surfaced like bloated corpses, bobbing in the warm West Indian waters, when those traitors

  had turned on him in the days after the trip.




  But there was much about Bin Hammam’s demise which continued to mystify even the most knowing onlookers. This was the man who had achieved the impossible by bringing the World Cup to the

  desert, and his downfall had followed strangely quickly on the heels of that improbable triumph. His visitor was puzzled. Why had Bin Hammam’s old friends at FIFA turned so viciously against

  him? And why were the young figureheads of Qatar’s 2022 World Cup Supreme Committee so quick to disown their former mentor? Strangest of all, why had this proud man suddenly crawled away so

  quietly?




  The Qatari football grandee denied the specific allegations against him and he was known to be planning an appeal in the relative secrecy of the Court of Arbitration for Sport (CAS), but on all

  other matters he was sworn to silence. So the men who gathered in the privacy of his majlis were the only people who would be trusted to hear the whole story. It was these men who sat listening

  intently that night as Bin Hammam mulled over his ruination. Mostly they were locals, sweeping into the mansion set back from the hot city street as the sun went down outside. Every now and again,

  they were joined by a friend from Bin Hammam’s days in Zurich, like the visitor who had entered this evening: westerners who flew through Doha from time to time and stopped to see a man they

  remembered at the peak of his powers. So Bin Hammam told these guests his story. How it all began. How he had turned his boyhood dreams into reality. How it had ended like this.




  All his life, Mohamed bin Hammam had been gripped by a peculiar passion for football. The obsession had kept him up at night as a youth, straining to hear the commentary on his

  favourite team, Liverpool, crackling out of his father’s transistor radio from a country far away. Football was a lonely love for a boy from Doha in the 1950s, and Mohamed cut a solitary

  figure kicking his ball around the dusty streets and scrublands. Many of his friends didn’t even know how to play this strange foreign game.




  Bin Hammam was born in Doha in 1949 – the same year Qatar shipped off its very first exports of crude oil – when the country was just an obscure Gulf statelet under British

  protection. This tiny peninsula, which juts out of the Arabian mainland into the Persian Gulf, had a minuscule population of just 25,000 back then. The energy boom was on the distant horizon as the

  oil started gushing out of Qatar’s wells, but the city had not yet started shooting up out of the desert into the gleaming mirage of glass it was destined to become. Back then, the sandy dirt

  roads where Mohamed played were lined with crumbling single-storey buildings, the sky pierced only by the minarets of the Wahhabi mosques where he and his father went to worship.




  This little boy chasing his tattered ball through the dusty streets wasn’t only marked out from his peers by his strange love of a foreign sport. Mohamed’s wide-set features and

  tight cap of black curls belied the distant African ancestry that would always set him apart from the pure-bred Arabs who ruled the roost in Doha. His mother was a nurse and his father a local

  businessman, both of whom had been born Qatari, but way back in the family’s lineage was an ancestor from Africa In this tiny country differences like that stuck out, and being different

  meant never quite belonging.




  Mohamed dribbled his ball along the rocky paths leading up the West Bay and ran along the waterfront, ducking between the pearl merchants’ rowing boats dotting the unpaved foreshore. He

  scampered up the jetty, with the cobalt waters of the Persian Gulf glittering all around him, watching the fishermen bobbing on the waves and the lighters chugging out to meet the cargo ships on

  the horizon. The skyline was speckled with the white masts of dhows carrying fruit, vegetables and barrels of fresh water along the Eastern Arabian shores, and from time to time an oil tanker

  loomed into view – a harbinger of the vast mineral riches his tiny country was beginning to discover. And with oil, came football. Down by the West Bay, little Mohamed would watch with wide

  eyes as, all along the shore, foreign oil workers fresh off the boat from Europe played his beloved game. He saw how they threw down their grubby flannel shirts to mark the goalposts, divided into

  teams and tossed a coin for the first kick. He heard them shouting to one another in strange foreign tongues; clapping each other on the back; cheering in celebration when the ball flew through the

  makeshift goalposts in clouds of desert dust.




  Football arrived in Doha with the foreigners who flocked to the Gulf when Qatar first began spudding its vast oil reserves at the end of the Second World War. The country had come under British

  protection after the collapse of the Ottoman Empire, and its first onshore oil concession was awarded in 1935 to the Anglo-Iranian Oil Company – the predecessor of BP – and operated by

  a local firm that would become the Qatar Petroleum Company. Drilling began in the late 1930s, but the war delayed its full development and the first crude exports didn’t start until 1949, the

  year Bin Hammam was born, by which time 5,000 barrels a day were gushing out of that first well.




  The foreign riggers brought with them their love of football, and the game they played all along the shore and on patches of scrub throughout the city began to catch the attention of the local

  population. By 1950, when Mohamed was just reaching his first birthday, Qatar’s first amateur football team, Al-Najah, was formed. It fell to the Qatar Petroleum Company to organise the

  country’s inaugural football competition – the Ezz Eddin Tournament in Dukhan – in 1951. The Qatar Football Association was set up almost a decade later in 1960, when Mohamed was

  11, and when he turned 21, in 1970, the country’s national association was finally recognised by FIFA.




  By the time Bin Hammam had grown into a smart young entrepreneur in his early twenties, the country’s fortunes were transformed. Qatar threw off the yoke of British protection in 1971 and

  the ruling Al Thani family took full control of oil operations, cranking up the extraction of the country’s energy reserves, pouring the massive revenues into the swelling coffers of its

  sovereign wealth fund and setting the Gulf state on a fast track to becoming one of the world’s richest countries. Bin Hammam’s own company, Kemco, was founded in the same year the oil

  industry was nationalised, 1974, when he was just 25. With the oil money flooding in, building projects were mushrooming all over town, and the young businessman grabbed the opportunity. Kemco

  began life as an electro-mechanical engineering firm, with the tools and talent required to help build the glass skyscrapers erupting all along the West Bay waterfront. With each new development

  that sprang up along the shore where he’d watched the oil workers play as a boy, Bin Hammam’s bank balance expanded. Before long he was a millionaire.




  For all that business was booming, Bin Hammam still found plenty of time to pursue his childhood passion. Aged just 18, Bin Hammam had fallen for a local girl and decided to get married,

  abandoning any boyish hopes of a playing career. Instead, in the early 1970s he took up the mantle of running Al Rayyan football club – nicknamed the Lions – which had been formed only

  a few years before as an amateur team run out of a two-bed house in Rayyan town. In 1972 the Qatar Stars League was formalised, and Al Rayyan played in its first season. Bin Hammam proved a

  talented manager, and he would steer his Lions to multiple championship titles in the QSL during his presidency, all the while keeping a firm hand on the Kemco tiller.




  Rayyan was the home town of Qatar’s ruling Emir, Sheikh Khalifa bin Hamad Al Thani, and Bin Hammam’s transformation of the shambolic local side into a winning team did not go

  unnoticed. This dapper businessman with his love of the foreign game of football particularly caught the eye of Qatar’s heir apparent, Sheikh Hamad bin Khalifa Al Thani, himself an ambitious

  youth with western sensibilities. Three years Bin Hammam’s junior and fresh out of Sandhurst, the young royal had come back to Qatar with all the polish of a British education and big ideas

  about what his country could achieve. He remembered Bin Hammam as a local boy from his early school years in Doha, before he had crossed the waters to pursue his education in England, and he liked

  what the self-made multi-millionaire was doing with Kemco and Al Rayyan now.




  Sheikh Hamad was a tall man with shoulders like granite boulders and a forbidding military moustache. He hurtled up the ranks of Qatar’s emerging military to become commander-in-chief at

  the age of 25, and took charge of the Supreme Planning Council, which sets the country’s economic and social policies, in the early 1980s. Qatar was getting seriously rich, but Sheikh Hamad

  believed it was not powering forward quickly enough. He wanted his Gulf homeland to become a truly modern country. The crown prince was a keen sportsman who had observed the power of football to

  unite a nation during his education in Britain. He saw the galvanising potential of the game Bin Hammam loved. The pair became as close to being friends as an ordinary boy of African descent can

  with a member of the Qatari royal family. Bin Hammam sat with his head bowed in reverence when Sheikh Hamad was in the room – but when he was invited to speak, the crown prince listened.




  With the patronage of the royals came certain special privileges, and Kemco began to win more and more major state contracts. It wasn’t long before the millions in the bank became

  billions, and Bin Hammam was one of the richest men in town. By 1992 he had climbed to the top of the Qatari football ladder too, becoming the president of the country’s football association.

  In his first year at the helm, he arranged for Qatar to host the Gulf Cup of Nations and steered the country’s national team to victory in the tournament.




  By now, Sheikh Hamad was getting restless. His father, the Emir Sheikh Khalifa, had presided over impressive economic growth since he took power after independence, but he was a traditionalist

  who favoured a stately pace of change. Sheikh Hamad didn’t have that kind of patience. Sheikh Khalifa had handed him a growing portfolio of royal responsibilities, including control over the

  country’s oil and gas development programme, but not enough to satiate his thirst for power. By 1995, the crown prince was ready to make his lunge. He waited until his father was away on

  holiday in Geneva before seizing control of the Amiri Diwan Palace with the backing of the rest of the royal family. Next, he hired an American law firm to freeze his father’s international

  bank accounts and head off any countermoves the old Emir might try to make. The coup was bloodless, but the crown prince had shown he had ice in his veins by freezing his father out of Doha. Sheikh

  Khalifa endured a decade of exile in France and Abu Dhabi before being allowed to return home in 2004.




  With the old guard out of the way, Sheikh Hamad’s power in Qatar was absolute and he could begin the rapid modernisation he had been dreaming of for years. Under the rule of the new Emir,

  Qatar’s natural gas production would soar to 77 million tonnes per year. By 2008, Qatar’s gross domestic product had reached $84,812 per capita – making it the world’s

  richest country – and 76.8 per cent of that wealth came from oil and gas. But Sheikh Hamad wanted his nation to become so much more than just an energy-rich Gulf statelet, and he knew he

  needed to shore up Qatar’s position in the world for a future when the mineral reserves finally ran out. He intended to position Qatar as a major global power extending its financial,

  political and cultural tentacles all around the globe. Property, the arts, industry, media, sport, education – these were the building blocks of a truly modern nation.




  So Sheikh Hamad would set up the Qatar Investment Authority to spread $100 billion of the country’s sovereign wealth internationally. He would turn the Gulf state into a crucial strategic

  partner of the US government in the Middle East, allowing his new American allies to construct two regionally pivotal military bases on Qatari soil and inviting several world-class US universities

  to open campuses in Doha. He founded the Arabic news network Al Jazeera in 1996 and later established the Qatar Museums Authority which transformed the country into the world’s biggest

  contemporary art buyer. And then he would turn his attention to sport. He knew that global glory and prestige attaches to no one like it does to the world’s sports superstars. He wanted to

  transform Qatar into the international sporting capital of the 21st century.




  The Emir set about assembling a group of trusted favourites to help him steer Qatar into its glittering future, and his old friend Bin Hammam was an obvious choice to help him realise his

  sporting ambitions. The billionaire football lover was given a seat on the Emir’s 35-man advisory council – his Majlis Al Shura – charged with deliberating on new laws, economic

  and social policy, cultural development and the general glorification of Qatar.




  Bin Hammam had ascended to the very highest echelons of Qatari society that it was possible to reach without royal blood. Charm, nous and determination had carried him a long way from his modest

  origins, but he could never escape his ancestry altogether. The other courtiers were jealous of this outsider’s newfound status and as he passed between the colonnades of the vast white

  palace on the Corniche, he could hear their whispers. They called him ‘The Slave’. However high he climbed, however limitless his fortune, Bin Hammam would always be an interloper in

  the upper reaches of Qatari society, where pure Arab blood was the only true mark of nobility. He would always be looking over his shoulder; always anxious to jump higher than all the other

  favourites to please the Emir; always striving for the chance to really put himself and his family on the map of Qatar forever.




  By the time he reached his late forties, Bin Hammam was a super-rich businessman who ruled over Qatari football and held a coveted place in the inner sanctum of the Amiri Diwan

  Palace – but he wanted more. Determined to shore up his status at home and prove his worth on an international stage, he ran for election to the executive committee of the Asian Football

  Confederation – the body which controlled every member association across the continent from its headquarters in Kuala Lumpur – and won. It was 1996, the same year Bin Hammam joined the

  Emir’s advisory council, and now he had transcended Qatari football to take a powerful position at the helm of the Asian game. It wasn’t enough. Next, he extended his gaze far past the

  Doha city gates, and beyond all of Asia, to the distant European kingdom of FIFA. There was no higher place in football. FIFA dictated the rules of the game and was the keeper of soccer’s

  most sought-after prize, the 18-carat gold World Cup trophy. All the star players that Bin Hammam had so admired in his youth had adorned this glittering tournament. It was the greatest show on

  earth.




  The Fédération Internationale de Football Association controls the beautiful game from its hilltop headquarters in the Swiss city of Zurich. The World Cup is the biggest and

  best-loved sporting tournament on the planet, and FIFA sweeps the hundreds of millions of dollars that flow in from marketing, sponsorship deals and TV rights into its vast reserves. World

  football’s governing body is controlled by an elite cabal of two dozen men who fly into Zurich from the far-flung corners of the world to meet in secrecy and call the shots on the sport.

  While FIFA’s congress, with a representative from each national football federation, met once a year and voted in the president every four, the ruling executive committee (Exco) of 24 men

  took many of the most important decisions including which country should host the World Cup. Bin Hammam wanted to be part of their club. He ran for election onto the executive committee in 1996,

  the same year he ascended to the Emir’s advisory council and the AFC, and his winning streak continued. The Qatari football-lover took his place around FIFA’s boardroom table and joined

  in the running of the international game.




  This was a very long way from Doha’s sandy desert pitches and the gleaming corridors of the Diwan Palace. FIFA was a brave new world where creed and colour were no bar to prestige and

  recognition. Here, as Bin Hammam would quickly discover, those things were up for sale to the highest bidder.




  Six years on, the delegates at FIFA’s 53rd annual congress in Seoul, South Korea, were sipping their evening drinks between the tall white columns in the atrium of the

  Grand Hilton Hotel. It was a humid May evening in 2002, the night before world football’s presidential election, and the lobby was alive with chatter and political intrigue. Speculation was

  mounting. Could the FIFA president Sepp Blatter hold on for a second term the next day? He was facing formidable opposition from Issa Hayatou, the powerful Cameroonian chief of the Confederation of

  African Football (CAF). What was more, his authority had been sensationally rocked days before by a legal complaint filed by 11 members of his own executive committee accusing him of abuse of power

  and financial mismanagement. Surely the president was finished? It would take something pretty spectacular to turn things around now.




  Blatter was a small, square-set Swiss bureaucrat in his mid-sixties with silvery tufts of hair at his temples and a sly twinkle in his eye. He had been elected in 1998 when his mentor, the suave

  Brazilian João Havelange, stepped down after 24 years in power, and by anyone’s reckoning that was a tough act to follow. Havelange had transformed FIFA from a small gentlemen’s

  club with just eight employees presiding modestly over the organisation of the World Cup into a global powerhouse with hundreds of staff and billions of dollars in the bank. All this was made

  possible by a golden alliance formed early in his presidency with Horst Dassler, the Adidas scion, who came to be known as the godfather of sports sponsorship.




  Havelange had campaigned in the 1974 election on a platform of expansion, promising to double the size of the World Cup, and he needed money to make it happen. Adidas had plenty of cash to

  offer, and it wanted to supply FIFA with branded sports gear to market its products to football fans around the world. So the game’s first major sponsorship deal was born. Adidas and

  Coca-Cola were the first big corporations to pile in and pay millions of dollars to slap their branding all over every available surface at the World Cup, and they were closely followed by fast

  food chains, electronics giants, beer companies and luxury watchmakers galore.




  Spotting the television transmitter masts shooting up in every direction in the 1970s, Havelange had been quick to realise the riches that would flow from selling the rights to beam the

  world’s best-loved sporting tournament into homes all around the planet. The FIFA president packaged up the broadcast rights to future World Cups into bundles and put them on sale. Soon

  enough FIFA was raking in billions from TV, too. Just as Havelange had promised, the World Cup ballooned in size from just 16 teams in the final to 32 under his watch. More teams meant more

  matches, and more matches meant more broadcast money. With so much cash flooding in, Havelange had built FIFA its smart new base in Zurich, and hired an army of full-time staff, spin doctors and

  money men to turn world football’s governing body into the slick machine it is today.




  Blatter worked for Dassler at Adidas headquarters in the French commune of Landersheim before migrating over to FIFA in 1975 to become its technical director in the first wave of hiring after

  the sponsorship gold-rush began. A slick PR man, schooled by the godfather himself in the arts of sports branding, Blatter had buckets of ingratiating charm, a background in business administration

  and an instinctive love of money. He was the perfect protégé for Havelange. The new technical director was tasked with spending Coca-Cola’s millions on new schemes to create

  more coaches, referees and sports doctors, and quickly ascended to become FIFA’s secretary general in 1981. When his master stepped down at the grand old age of 82, he was the natural

  successor.




  Football had turned into seriously big business by the time Blatter took over in 1998, with the non-US TV rights to the next three World Cups on sale for $2.2 billion. The new FIFA president had

  a lot to live up to. Sure, he’d earned his spurs holding the purse strings for 17 years as secretary general, but Havelange was a giant in the mercenary world of international football and

  his were big boots for his small Swiss successor to fill. When Blatter took the head of the FIFA boardroom table, he looked around the room and asked himself how to win the trust and respect of the

  men staring back at him. It didn’t take long to spot the dollar signs in their eyes that gave him his answer. Blatter was the first president to professionalise his hitherto voluntary

  executive committee, offering hefty salaries and gold-plated benefits to the men seated around him. Their pay and perks were to be a closely guarded secret, but leaked documents revealed that by

  2014 they were pocketing salaries of $200,000 for a handful of days’ work a year and topping up their wallets with daily allowances of $700 in cash.




  Blatter had paid handsomely for the loyalty of his board, and he had sprayed FIFA’s cash around the planet in the form of generous development grants to national associations in his first

  presidential term. But now, here he was on the eve of his re-election in 2002 facing an insurrection. His own secretary general, Michel Zen-Ruffinen, had lashed out at Blatter’s dictatorial

  style and produced an explosive report accusing him of misleading accounting practices and conflicts of interest, prompting the 11 members of his well-paid executive committee to file a criminal

  complaint against him with the Zurich courts. How dare they? And as if that wasn’t bad enough, his opponent Hayatou was capitalising on the trouble by running on a ticket of transparency,

  which had won him the backing of the European football confederation, UEFA, and a raft of powerful figures on the executive committee.




  Hayatou had a face like a bloodhound on a tall, athletic frame. The former middle-distance runner and basketball player had loomed over football’s high politics for two decades, having

  become president of CAF in 1988 and joined the executive committee two years later. Hayatou was the son of a local Sultan in Cameroon and he ruled over African football with a regal air. He had

  pocketed the secret salary, bonuses and allowances offered by Blatter with the same alacrity as his colleagues, but now he was promising to publish FIFA’s accounts each year and reveal the

  pay of the president as part of his sudden enthusiasm for transparency. Hayatou was a heavyweight and he did not pull his punches. ‘The image of FIFA is becoming very negative, due to the

  lack of leadership and illegal practices committed by its president,’ he told reporters. Heresy! But his pious stance had won him pledges of support across Europe, and he ruled over

  Africa’s 54 national associations whose bosses held more than half of the votes needed to win in the presidential race. He was a mean opponent to have to beat, and Blatter was still reeling

  on the ropes from Zen-Ruffinen’s attack.




  The delegates whispering intrigue to one another in the Grand Hilton on the eve of the vote in May 2002 could have been forgiven for writing the president off when they gathered in the lobby for

  their nightcaps. But something strange was happening in the hotel that night, and suddenly it seemed as though the game was changing.




  From the lobby floor, the chiefs of African football could be seen traipsing one by one up the stairs towards a room on the upper level of the five-star hotel’s grand atrium. Each would

  return after a few minutes, then the next would take his turn. Their votes would be crucial to victory. Would it be Blatter or Hayatou? The football officials lounging in wicker armchairs amid the

  tropical plants on the atrium floor were intrigued. Where were the Africans going? One or two plucky juniors made it their business to find out, and word quickly began to spread that the officials

  were heading into the penthouse suite of a powerful figure in world football. They went in one by one and emerged a few minutes later with a discreet smile for the next man in line. Which

  power-broker was holding private audiences with these crucial voters behind that closed bedroom door?




  It was none other than Mohamed bin Hammam.




  The Qatari billionaire had been fleet of foot in forging alliances when he arrived in Zurich to take his place at the FIFA boardroom table back in 1996, and the

  organisation’s powerful secretary general Sepp Blatter was the main target of his attentions. It was clear for all to see that this stocky Swiss pen-pusher, the darling of president

  Havelange, was waiting in the wings to seize control as soon as his master stepped aside. Bin Hammam had profited once before by befriending a man on the cusp of power, and he used all the same

  obsequious charm on Blatter that had won him the trust of Sheikh Hamad back in those early boom years in Doha.




  When Havelange finally stood aside in 1998, Blatter went head to head with the then UEFA president Lennart Johansson for the top job in world football, with Bin Hammam behind him all the way.

  The billionaire Qatari bankrolled Blatter’s election campaign, supplied private aircraft to fly the Swiss candidate around the world and lobbied vociferously for his victory. The Swiss man

  quickly discovered that a friendship with Bin Hammam came with royal privileges, and the golden gates of the Amiri Diwan Palace swung wide open. Blatter became well acquainted with Sheikh Hamad,

  who even gave him the rare honour of using his royal jet on at least one leg of his campaign tour.




  Bin Hammam was with Blatter in Paris in the days ahead of the FIFA congress at which the presidents of all 2031 member associations would come

  together to vote in his first election in 1998. The pair were planning the last few visits on the campaign tour, when news of a disaster reached them. Bin Hammam received a phone call from his wife

  Fatima to say that his son had been horrifically injured in a car crash back in Doha. The young man was close to death and Bin Hammam should rush home to be with him, she said. Bin Hammam did not

  go.




  His decision to stay and fight beside Blatter instead of hurrying to his son’s bedside was a source of great pride, and he would often recount the story of his sacrifice. ‘We were in

  Paris and we were planning a trip to South Africa in a commercial flight, not belonging to or financed by HRH The Emir of Qatar,’ he would reminisce in a speech to FIFA delegates after the

  election. ‘The night before we travelled, I received a frantic phone call from my wife with the shocking news that my son, aged twenty-two, had met with a very serious accident and was

  fighting for his life and his condition was more towards death and was lying in the intensive care unit in a coma. I should immediately return to Doha. I regretted and apologised to my wife, and

  told her my son doesn’t need me but needs the blessing of God and help of doctors, while it is Mr Blatter who is in need of my help now. So I sacrificed seeing my son maybe for the last

  time.’ Fortunately, Bin Hammam’s son survived. But his dreadful accident had given his father a valuable opportunity to prove his slavish devotion to his new master – Sepp

  Blatter.




  When FIFA’s member associations came together in Paris to vote in 1998, Blatter had triumphed over Johansson with 111 votes to 80. It was a commanding victory, and the new president of

  FIFA was hugely indebted to Bin Hammam – and the Emir. The presidential crown came with astonishing privileges. FIFA was getting richer by the second, and the president commanded that vast

  treasure chest from his plush office on the uppermost floor of the organisation’s Zurich headquarters. He pocketed a hefty salary but he would hardly ever have to pick up a bill again,

  because when he travelled the world his first-class tickets, gourmet meals and five-star penthouses all came free as perks of the job. FIFA was now an organisation with truly global power,

  controlling a game adored by billions of fans in every corner of the planet, so everywhere Blatter went he would be received like royalty by presidents, prime ministers, kings and queens. Yes, he

  had a lot to be thankful for.




  True, though, that the involvement of his wealthy Qatari friend had not been without its complications. Tawdry rumours of cash-stuffed brown envelopes being shoved under the bedroom doors of the

  African voters at their hotel in Paris in 1998 had taken some of the sheen off his victory, but Bin Hammam had batted those off by insisting he had simply helped pay the expenses for some of the

  officials to travel to the vote. Blatter said sums of $50,000 had been given out as cash pre-payments of previously agreed grants to struggling African federations. Then Farah Addo, the

  vice-president of CAF, had caused a stink by claiming outrageously that Bin Hammam had offered him $100,000 and 18 other officials from the continent had also been offered cash to vote for Blatter.

  He sued Addo for libel and won: the official had to pay FIFA’s freshly re-anointed president 10,000 Swiss Francs and was banned from football for two years for the wicked slur on his name.

  Asked by FIFA’s disciplinary committee to provide any evidence that might justify his claims, Addo had handed over a photograph of Bin Hammam at the centre of a group of African officials who

  he said had signed a declaration alleging the Qatari had paid them to vote for Blatter. The committee was unimpressed, finding that Addo’s claims were baseless and he had ‘undermined

  the interests of football as a whole’.




  On the eve of the 2002 election in Seoul, the delegates watching the African voters proceeding into Bin Hammam’s penthouse had good reason to ask questions about what was going on behind

  that closed bedroom door. Everyone in the atrium that night remembered the rumours from Paris. Nothing had come of all those accusations of bribery and brown envelopes, but then FIFA’s

  hilltop headquarters was a place where allegations of that sort came to die.




  The morning of the vote, Bin Hammam stood at the entrance to the Grand Hilton congress hall in all his flowing white finery, greeting the delegates with the gracious condescension of a royal

  host receiving visitors. ‘We’re going to see fireworks today,’ he told one passing official. Sure enough, the continent of Africa swung its weight behind Blatter, and

  Hayatou’s candidacy was demolished 139 votes to 56. Days later, the treacherous secretary general Zen-Ruffinen who had tried to foment insurrection with his claims of financial malpractice

  announced he would be leaving FIFA on ‘mutually agreed terms’, and the 11 members of the executive committee who had brought the criminal complaint against their president thought

  better of their disloyalty and agreed to drop the action. All was well again, and Blatter gazed out over the Zurich skyline from his office once more and looked forward to another four years in

  charge.




  Bin Hammam had snatched victory from the jaws of defeat for his master, and the ambitious Qatari had extracted a promise in return. The president had vowed privately that two

  terms of office would be enough for him. The next election wasn’t until 2006. By then he would be 70 and it would be time to reach for the proverbial pipe and slippers and retire to his home

  canton in the valley of Visp. Once he had stepped aside, he would do all he could to ensure that Bin Hammam would become his successor, just as Havelange had done for him, and the Qatari’s

  dreams of dominance in world football would at last be fully realised.




  The same year Blatter was re-elected, Bin Hammam became the president of the Asian Football Confederation (AFC), overseeing its 45 member associations. This was real power, and Bin Hammam ran

  the AFC like his own personal fiefdom. It was good enough for now, but it would not keep him happy forever. He wanted the top job.




  Blatter was so definite about his promise to stand aside and make way for his ambitious Qatari friend at the next election that he agreed to revise the FIFA statutes to limit presidents to just

  two terms of office. True to his word, when he returned to Zurich from Seoul in 2002 he called in his officials and told them to begin drafting the new set of rules right away. The new statutes

  would sharpen up the FIFA constitution in several respects: as well as confining the president to two stints in power, there were new regulations governing the status and transfer of players, and

  the rights of home nations to field national teams. The proposals were to be put to a vote at an extraordinary congress of FIFA on Bin Hammam’s doorstep in Doha in October 2003, and Blatter

  kept a beady eye on his staff’s progress in drafting the new statutes as the deadline approached.




  Then, at the last minute, something changed. In a meeting with his aides to discuss the new rules, Blatter suddenly railed testily against the mention of the cap on presidential terms. That

  proposal was being dropped: ‘Bin Hammam can wait,’ he announced. The congress went ahead in Doha that October, but the new statutes put before FIFA’s member associations concerned

  only player transfers and the status of national teams. Term limits were nowhere on the agenda. Instead, Blatter asked the congress to extend his current term of office by another year, to 2007.

  They granted his wish.




  It was a bitter blow for Bin Hammam. He told himself he was a fool to have trusted Blatter. That sly old Swiss fox had double-crossed him. After all he had done! But by now the FIFA president

  was building up a formidable power-base all of his own. He knew how to keep the troops happy, and he splashed FIFA’s cash liberally around the globe, bumping up pay and bonuses and writing

  cheques for hundreds of thousands of dollars to national member associations in the name of football development. He was building a solid coalition of support throughout Asia and Africa, with

  promises of more and more money as FIFA’s coffers bulged. It would be suicide to challenge Blatter head to head when the next election finally came round in 2007 – and anyway, that sort

  of confrontation was not in Bin Hammam’s nature. The softly spoken Qatari would have to put his dreams of becoming FIFA president on ice for at least another eight years, until the next term

  of office ended in 2011. By then, Blatter would be 75. Surely he would be ready to stand aside and let Bin Hammam take his turn?




  Sure enough, when the 2007 election arrived, Blatter was returned unopposed. This time around, he didn’t need the same kind of leg-up from his wealthy Qatari allies. But the following

  year, when Blatter celebrated his tenth anniversary in power, he wrote to Bin Hammam remembering what his friend had done to secure those first victories in 1998 and 2002. ‘Everyone knows

  that in football, very few matches are won by one player alone. Therefore I would like to thank you for your support and above all your tireless work back then. Without you, dear Mohamed, none of

  this would ever have been possible,’ he wrote.




  And then Blatter asked his friend to lift his chin and think ahead. ‘I have absolutely no doubt that we will look to the future with the same drive and commitment and that we will continue

  to work together in our duty to put football on the right path for the years to come.’




  The servant was back, and the men in the majlis held out their delicate golden cups as he poured out some fresh coffee. Bin Hammam was still talking in his low growl. He

  recalled all he had done for Blatter, and how Blatter had failed to stand aside as he had promised. The old fox had smoothed the betrayal over with lashings of charm, of course. Bin Hammam was a

  proud man and the letter of thanks for his loyal service to the president, acknowledging in plain black ink that Blatter would be nothing without him, had also gone some way to consoling his

  bruised ego. But, he said, after the disappointment in 2007, nothing had prepared him for Blatter’s next big move.




  The FIFA president had jetted into Doha early in 2008 to visit the Emir and Bin Hammam. On the morning of 11 February, he was taken to see Qatar’s Aspire Academy for talented young

  footballers and he made a characteristically gushing speech for the benefit of the television cameras. Blatter had been critical of Aspire in recent months, and the time had come to smooth things

  over. The academy had been founded by royal decree to talent-spot and train Qatar’s most promising up-and-coming footballers in 2004, but on the eve of the FIFA presidential election in April

  2007 it had announced a bolder ambition.




  The Aspire Africa Football Dreams project would send 6,000 talent-spotters to screen more than 500,000 boys in 700 impoverished locations across Algeria, Cameroon, Ghana, Kenya, Nigeria, Senegal

  and South Africa. From each country, 50 would be selected to compete in a week of trials. Three victors from each country would then be flown to Doha for four weeks of training, and the most

  talented players would be enrolled in Aspire and airlifted out of poverty forever. The rest would be packed off back to Africa.




  News of the massive talent hunt had discomfited Blatter. Qatar was attempting to buy up future football stars from across the continent to top up its languishing national team with some real

  world-class athletes. It was all part of the 30-year plan to turn Qatar into a truly modern country and a sporting powerhouse. But Africa was the foundation of Blatter’s influence, thanks to

  Bin Hammam’s generosity in 1998 and 2002, and now those Qataris were trying to park their scooters on his lawn. Handily, there was growing disquiet among human rights campaigners who likened

  the Aspire Africa programme to a human trafficking scheme, and Blatter was not slow to take advantage. In a written reply to five concerned members of the European Parliament, mysteriously leaked

  to the Observer newspaper, he wrote: ‘Their establishment of recruitment networks in these seven African countries reveals just what Aspire is all about. Aspire offers a good example

  of . . . exploitation.’




  Blatter’s criticisms had stung badly. But now here he was at the Academy on 11 February, slathering the Emir and the Aspire officials with all the emollient charm he could muster.

  ‘This was a wonderful opportunity to see Aspire and to discuss the important role of sport in youth development and education,’ he simpered at the TV cameras. ‘The essence of

  football is education, because it teaches teamwork, discipline and respect for your peers and your competitors. The fact that Aspire has been able to combine both education and sport in one

  institution is remarkable.’




  But, hang on: the assembled reporters were confused. Had Blatter not accused Aspire of exploiting poor African youngsters only months before? Quite the contrary: ‘This visit has provided

  me with the opportunity to learn about the Aspire Africa programme first-hand and I have to say that I am very relaxed and supportive about the project now that I understand how it works. Aspire

  has a balanced plan for youth development, which supports education and sport for Qatar-based and scholarship students from the developing world. This is making a very important

  contribution.’




  So now all was happy and bright again, and Bin Hammam, Blatter and the Emir could celebrate their renewed friendship over a delicious banquet that evening. It was at the meal that Blatter

  suddenly played his surprise hand. The election was out of the way; the differences over Aspire settled. Blatter was grateful to Bin Hammam for standing aside in 2007, and he remembered all that

  his wealthy Qatari friends had done to help him win power in 1998 and stamp out the scourge of Hayatou in 2002. It was time, at last, to give something back. Bin Hammam recalled what Blatter had

  said to him in front of the Emir at that private dinner as clearly as if it were yesterday, he told his friends in the majlis. He remembered it because it shocked him. It was impossible. It was

  insane. The president of FIFA had waited for a pause in the conversation, sipped his drink and leaned back in his chair with a twinkling smile.




  ‘We are going to bring the World Cup to Qatar,’ he said.




  





  Two




  Brother Jack, Der Kaiser and a Man with a Parrot




  The drone of air catching on lowered wing flaps shuddered through the private jet as its speed dipped in preparation for landing. From his cream leather seat in the cabin,

  Mohamed bin Hammam could see a gleaming citadel of glass, steel and concrete across the waters of the Persian Gulf. He was proud of his home and everything that his fledgling state had achieved.

  But ever since the Emir had made his wish known, Bin Hammam had been gripped by a gnawing anxiety that touching down in Doha in the summer months did little to dispel.




  It was early June 2008, and Bin Hammam was returning after FIFA’s annual congress in Australia. He came home with far more reason to be worried than when he had left. Sepp Blatter had

  caught him off guard when he stood up in front of a packed auditorium at the Sydney Opera House and told more than a thousand delegates that Qatar was one of the countries interested in bidding to

  host the World Cup. Now the genie really was out of the bottle, and there was no way to put it back. By announcing this private ambition so publicly, the FIFA president had left Bin Hammam with no

  choice but to do everything in his power to make the Emir’s pipe-dream a reality. But how could he do it?




  Ever since Blatter had set this hare running at that private dinner in Doha in February, Bin Hammam had tried his best to persuade the Emir that the country risked humiliating defeat if it

  attempted to achieve what the FIFA president had promised. Qatar was simply too hot; it had no international standing as a footballing country; there was only a small fan base; and, to top it all,

  it didn’t even have the stadiums to accommodate the world’s biggest sporting competition. If Qatar entered a formal bid, it was guaranteed only one vote on the executive committee which

  determined the host for the tournament – his own. What if none of his 23 Exco colleagues backed him with support? Wouldn’t that bring humiliation and shame upon Qatar? Would that not be

  an affront to the country he loved so dearly? But it was all to no avail: the Emir wanted the world’s best-loved sporting tournament on his doorstep, and nothing Bin Hammam said could change

  his mind.




  As the cabin doors opened onto Doha International airstrip, Bin Hammam slipped on his signature aviator sunglasses and stepped out into the penetrating white light of the desert sun. Alongside

  him was the familiar figure of Mohammed Meshadi, his constant companion, gopher and confidant. Meshadi revelled in the high life that came from travelling the world with a multi-billionaire. While

  Bin Hammam kept his figure trim with discipline and a daily exercise routine, Meshadi was losing the chiselled good looks of his youth and, now several pounds heavier, was sweatily lumbering across

  the airport tarmac carrying the bags behind his master. Within Bin Hammam’s close entourage, Meshadi was known as a lovable bear of a man with a twinkle in his eye. The female assistants

  liked to gossip girlishly about his playful role as the office flirt, but they were also wary of his quick temper. He had a sharp tongue that he used to keep hotel staff and office juniors on their

  toes. For Bin Hammam, the short walk to his waiting black Mercedes through the searing midday heat did nothing to diminish his nagging doubt about the size of the task ahead of him.




  The car purred through the wide avenues passing through streets which were mostly deserted. Doha is not a city where people go out for a casual stroll in the summer. The sun is too unremitting,

  too cruel. The temperatures average over 40°C and can often climb into the fifties. It is a city that beats to the pulse of a million air-conditioning systems – a hostile desert

  environment tamed and made habitable by the best refrigeration devices money can buy. People move seamlessly from expensively cooled homes and offices to the comfort and safety of air-conditioned

  cars and shopping malls, avoiding the harsh rays as much as possible. Stepping out into the open air is a little like opening an oven door. You are hit by a wave of heavy heat – so thick and

  tangible you could almost grasp it. In such temperatures, pale skin burns within ten minutes.




  They sped along the Corniche snaking around the West Bay with the Persian Gulf shimmering in the glaring daylight, then hit the long wide stretch of Al Rayyan Road heading out to the gated

  compound on the outskirts of the city where Bin Hammam lived with his two wives, 11 children and numerous grandchildren. The billionaire had plenty of time to reflect on the problem he had been

  wrestling with on the way. The Qatar summer is a brutal climate. He had only to look at the forehead of his stout travelling companion: beads of sweat had already formed after a short exposure to

  the sun. Yet modern football is a lung-busting high-velocity game. Players can cover more than six or seven miles in the course of a 90-minute match – much of it in bursts at sprinting pace.

  If it was too hot even to venture outside, surely it was too hot to play the world’s biggest football tournament?




  Bin Hammam was proud of the rise of the game in his nation since he had watched the oil workers play along the West Bay waterfront as a boy, but he knew it could never really compete with

  countries hundreds of times bigger where football was almost a religion. The game had come a long way since his days scuffing around with a ball in the Doha scrublands, and as a pioneer of

  organised football and the former president of the Qatar Football Association, he could take some credit. But it still had a long way to go.




  The top dozen clubs in the Qatar Stars League averaged crowds of 4,000, and that was no more than a club like Yeovil Town in the third tier of English football pulled in. For the price of their

  tickets to the Khalifa International Stadium, the fans came to see the odd fading professional from Europe or South America paid handsomely to bolster the home-grown teams and slog out the dregs of

  their career under the desert sun. Qatar’s tiny population had not produced one single great player of note. Even the native footballers didn’t dare play in the summer cauldron: the

  Stars League season runs from September, when the worst of the heat has died down. Having grown up listening to raucous choruses of ‘You’ll Never Walk Alone’ in the Scouse theatre

  of Anfield, Bin Hammam was realistic enough to understand that football in Qatar would struggle to match the passion so famously encapsulated by Liverpool’s legendary manager Bill Shankly

  when he quipped: ‘Some people believe football is a matter of life and death. I am very disappointed in that attitude. I can assure you it is much, much more important than that.’




  The truth was that Qatar had never even come close to qualifying for a World Cup finals and it was unlikely to do so in the near future. Unless, of course, he succeeded in his mission. The team

  from the country which hosts the World Cup qualifies automatically. Bin Hammam had been successful in bagging the 2011 Asian Confederation Cup to be hosted in Qatar, a big tournament contested by

  national teams from the region, but that would be played in January when the mercury dips to a more bearable 20°C. It was a sensible solution, but not one that Qatar could propose when bidding

  for the World Cup. His nation would have been a laughing stock. Every World Cup finals since the competition began in 1930 had been played in the months of May to July.2 It was tradition, and an unfortunate one from Qatar’s point of view because June, July and August are its hottest months.




  But it wasn’t just about history. The world’s packed sporting calendar had evolved in such a way that those eight or nine weeks every four years in early summer were the only window

  to hold the tournament. The powerful professional football leagues, especially in Europe which controlled many of the world’s top players, were always bitterly resistant to any change to

  their seasons, which mostly ran from August to May. Weeks lost at the heart of a season equalled millions of pounds lost in gate receipts and broadcasting money. In addition, the major television

  companies, which were the lifeblood of a World Cup’s income, would fight against any attempt to move the competition to a time of year which clashed with events such as the Winter Olympics or

  American football’s Superbowl. It had to be June or July. But it simply could not be: not in Qatar. It wasn’t safe for the players or fans. Bin Hammam rubbed his silvered chin

  and stared pensively out of the car window. His task seemed impossible.




  But the Emir wanted the World Cup to come to Qatar and Bin Hammam was the only man in the whole Middle East who stood any chance of making his ruler’s dream a reality. He had risen out of

  the desert and through the ranks of world football to become a member of FIFA’s ruling Exco, earning the admiration, loyalty and gratitude of many along the way. That was why the improbable

  task of persuading his colleagues to let him carry off their crown jewels to the desert fell to him. To outsiders it might have looked like a poisoned chalice. But, on the other hand, might this be

  his big chance to put himself and his family at the very top of Qatari society?




  Sheikh Hamad had explained to him that hosting the World Cup was a crucial pillar of his plan to turn Doha into the foremost sport and tourism hub of the 21st century. It was all part of the

  30-year strategy devised to shore up Qatar’s position for a future without the oil and gas that had brought such riches. Four years previously, Qatar had unveiled a $15 billion scheme to

  transform the country into a centre for sports, tourism, business and culture, and earlier in 2008 the Emir had pumped another $17 billion into the project.




  The plan had just suffered a humiliating setback when Qatar’s bid to host the 2016 Olympics was quashed, failing even to make it through to the candidate city shortlist. The bid had

  proposed to hold the Olympics in October to avoid the summer heat, but this was outside permitted dates for the games. The president of the International Olympic Committee, Jacques Rogge, had also

  privately told his aides that he did not trust his 102 members to withstand the temptation to succumb to the advances of the super-rich emirate, and Qatar’s bid had been nipped in the bud.

  But no matter, Sheikh Hamad had reasoned. The World Cup was an even bigger, more glittering prize. So now Mohamed bin Hammam had a chance to play a pivotal role in securing his country’s

  future. If he failed, he would bring further humiliation upon his homeland. If he won, his family would bask in the victory forever.




  By now Bin Hammam was back home again and the sun had begun to dissolve into a dusty horizon. A shamal was gaining potency and soon a desert sandstorm would be whipping up from the winds gusting

  in from the north-west coast. It was time to close the shutters and attend to his guests who were beginning to assemble in his majlis. His evening ritual was a reminder of the immense wealth and

  status which was founded on the hard-won patronage of the royal family. Sometimes men would come seeking money or loans, and Bin Hammam would always listen carefully. In Qatar generosity is a mark

  of honour and if someone asks you for something you are bound to give it to them. If you admired Bin Hammam’s watch, he would take it off his wrist and press it into your palm. The Emir

  wanted the World Cup and it was in his gift to help deliver it. How could he say no?




  The World Cup is a colossus dwarfing even the Olympic Games for television viewing figures. For four weeks in a given summer, the competition stirs up a heady mix of joy,

  triumph and despair among the billions of people who are sucked in to watch the improbable drama of 22 athletic young men in shorts patriotically chasing a small polyurethane sphere around a neatly

  mown rectangle of grass. A missed penalty can be a national disaster and a hopeful hoof goalwards can be such stuff as dreams are made of. The names of the heroes are writ as large in popular

  history as the pioneers who first stepped on the moon. Think of the slender 17-year-old Pelé juggling the ball over the head of a bemused defender in Sweden 1958, the much-imitated Johan

  Cruyff drag-back in Germany 1974, or the barrel-chested Diego Maradona skipping past half the leaden-footed England team to score one of football’s greatest ever goals in Mexico 1986.




  It is an event of such outrageous glamour that countries will fight tooth and nail to be the hosts in the knowledge that nothing else – except war or natural disaster – would attract

  such a swarm of the world’s television cameras to their doorstep. For a ruler or politician, hosting the competition is a way of bathing in the stardust and advertising the capability,

  organisation, hospitality and, above all, prestige of their nation. It is the ultimate showy dinner party in your lovely home, with the whole world as your guests. So it is perhaps surprising that

  the decision on where to hold this great showcase, the tournament to end all tournaments, should rest with just 24 people.




  Thankfully, Bin Hammam was well acquainted with all of them. After 12 years at the FIFA boardroom table, he had come to call his colleagues on the ruling Exco his ‘brothers in

  football’. This was one advantage Qatar could count on. The Emir’s grand plan was in its early stages, but there were only a few months to get the scheme into shape before it would have

  to be revealed in detail to the world. FIFA was about to open the bidding process for the hosting of the 2018 and 2022 World Cups, and countries who wanted to enter the race would have to register

  their formal bids by 16 March 2009. Speculation had been mounting for months as to which nations would throw their hats into the ring. Would England put together a credible bid? Would the United

  States enter the fray? Unsurprisingly no one had even considered that Qatar might be a contender, until Blatter had let the cat out of the bag in Sydney.




  Once the candidates were formally declared in March, Bin Hammam would have just over 20 months to persuade his executive committee colleagues to back his country’s unlikely bid. The secret

  ballot to host the next two tournaments would be held at FIFA headquarters on 2 December 2010. Bin Hammam had an intimate understanding of the murky world of football politics learnt at the heel of

  his mentor, Blatter. He understood what made his colleagues tick and more crucially how to strike deals with them. It took only junior school maths to calculate what was required for victory.

  Persuade 13 of his brothers – a simple majority – and the glittering prize would be his. The ballot could take several rounds depending on how many countries had entered the race. After

  each round, the bid with the fewest votes would be eliminated until one of the contenders notched up the 13 or more ballot papers needed to win. In the event of a tie between two final bids, the

  FIFA president would have the casting vote.




  Despite all the difficulties he faced, Bin Hammam had to admit that Blatter had given him a leg-up. The FIFA president had announced in Sydney that for the first time ever he would propose the

  rights to host two World Cups should be awarded at the same time, meaning the bidding process for the 2018 and 2022 tournaments would be run side by side. In the same congress speech when he outed

  Qatar as a potential bidder, Blatter had also revealed that England, Spain, the Netherlands, Russia, Japan, Australia and the United States were potential contenders. These were some fearsome

  rivals, but all the big guns from Europe would surely rush for the closest prize – the 2018 World Cup – splitting the field and leaving the contest for the 2022 tournament relatively

  open.




  The Exco had also sanctioned a new rotation policy which would prevent a country from bidding to host the tournament if the World Cup had been held in their continent in the previous eight

  years. Since Brazil had already been selected for 2014, the new rules meant that the whole of South America – one of the world’s most football-obsessed regions – would be excluded

  from both ballots. If all went to plan, Europe and South America, the two continents which had produced all the World Cup-winning teams since the competition began in 1930, would not be in the

  running for 2022. Also, Qatar had only a handful of small stadiums and the 12-year gap between the vote and the 2022 tournament would give the country time to build the requisite eight or nine

  world-class venues from scratch. Even more crucially, the dual bidding process paved the way for the novel possibility that bidding nations for the respective tournaments could broker deals to rig

  the ballot by trading blocs of votes. No one was more adept at that sort of politicking than Bin Hammam. There was a glimmer of hope.




  Best of all, the ballot was secret, providing the perfect cover for any backroom deals the bidders cared to strike. Secrecy was part of FIFA’s culture. While the world of business had

  moved into a new era of transparency and accountability since FIFA was formed as a gentlemen’s club of seven nations in 1904, it suited the men who ran football to cling onto its status as a

  mere non-profit association in secrecy-obsessed Switzerland. That country’s regulators have the tenderest of touches with such bodies, demanding no taxes and placing only the lightest

  requirements upon them to file annual accounts. The laws are intended to shelter national yodelling clubs or homeless charities from cumbersome bureaucracy, but FIFA is one of several

  multi-billion-dollar enterprises which have benefited from the peaceful impunity they afford.




  The Swiss association is structured in such a way that it allows Blatter, as president, a free hand to run the administration of world football more or less as he likes. There are two checks on

  his power: one is the congress of all the member associations, which meets only once a year, and the other is the FIFA Exco. A supine committee suited Blatter very well, and in turn the president

  appeared more than willing to turn a blind eye to anything which did not directly threaten his own position.




  A handful of times each year, FIFA’s ruling committee waft into Switzerland on first-class flights and are put up in the elegant splendour of the Baur au Lac Hotel, with its lawns rolling

  down to Lake Zurich. They are treated like royalty. Since 2006 the meetings have been held in a cavernous chamber in the bowels of FIFA’s new headquarters where the participants are shielded

  from prying eyes by huge black-out blinds. Blatter sits at the head of the table and dictates the agenda while the other 23 men eye each other across a big oblong table in a scene eerily similar to

  the war room in the Cold War satire Dr Strangelove.




  Many of the men stay silent and simply nod through Blatter’s proposals before heading off for dinner in one of Zurich’s numerous Michelin-starred restaurants. These were the people

  that Bin Hammam would have to win over if he was going to fulfil the Emir’s wish and deliver the World Cup on a plate to Doha. He would need to call in favours, cut some deals and grease the

  palms of those who had influence with the voters. There had been a commercially successful World Cup in Germany two years earlier where the final had been watched by more than 700 million people

  worldwide. The next tournament in 2010 was going to be held in Africa for the first time, fulfilling a long-standing promise from Blatter, whose grip on FIFA depended on his support from the

  continent’s power-brokers. Then Brazil would take its turn in 2014. After that, everything was up for grabs.




  A reader of pure heart might be forgiven for thinking that the decision on where FIFA’s prize money-spinning tournament should be held might be judged on the quality of the country’s

  stadiums, transport infrastructure and accommodation for the fans. Surely the bidders ought to be assessed on how capable they are of holding a first-class World Cup? Bin Hammam knew it was far

  more complicated than that.




  Previous ballots have been littered with tales of intrigue and skulduggery. A FIFA Exco member was likely to vote for his own country if it happened to be in the running, although even this was

  by no means certain. Other members would be swayed by regional loyalties, football politics and alliances offering some kind of advantage. Anyone who spent enough time in FIFA’s corridors of

  power would have heard the stories about large cash sums being offered and accepted in the witching hour before the ballot. A sizeable bung, however, was not always a guarantee of support. Since

  the ballot was secret, an Exco member could take the cash, then sneak off to vote for someone else. Nobody would be any the wiser. Broken promises and double-dealing were the dark heart of a World

  Cup ballot.




  Bin Hammam was a little distracted that evening as he sipped his coffee in the majlis while his guests lounged on his sofas, glued to the football on the television. Perhaps the task set by the

  Emir wasn’t completely impossible after all, he thought. But he needed to devise a way to win over his fellow Exco colleagues, and fast.




  For any World Cup bid to be successful, it had to have the support of FIFA Exco member number one: the president, Sepp Blatter. Given his proposal over dinner with the Emir

  back in February, and considering all that Qatar had done to help him get elected in 1998 and 2002, Bin Hammam could surely count on Blatter’s vote. Or could he? While Blatter had blithely

  uttered the words ‘We are going to bring the World Cup to Qatar,’ as though the tournament was entirely within his gift and there might as well be no ballot at all, his duplicity over

  the 2007 presidential election showed he was a man who could not be trusted.




  The FIFA president had the charm of a kindly grandfather and could often seem slightly bumbling in public, with his platitudinous utterances about his ‘FIFA family’ and the

  ‘beautiful game’. But behind the scenes, Blatter’s FIFA lair was a world apart from the football pitch that he so frequently eulogised: that open arena where fair play was prized

  and cheats were punished with a referee’s whistle. This was the ugly game. It was not sufficient to be merely an accomplished football administrator, although Blatter was certainly that. You

  had to be a prince in the style of Niccolò di Bernardo dei Machiavelli. If this meant surrounding yourself with sycophants, purging your opponents and being all things to all people while

  quietly taking a course which secured your position, then Blatter was eminently capable of it all. He had told the Emir he wanted to see the World Cup come to Qatar. Did he really mean

  it?




  By 2008 the 72-year-old Blatter had been the president of FIFA for ten years, and the decade at the helm of world football’s governing body had taken its toll on his private life. There

  had been three failed marriages, producing one daughter, and plenty of salacious rumours about his private tastes and habits into the bargain. Blatter had once been president of the World Society

  of Friends of Suspenders – a campaign group pushing for women to abandon wearing tights and go back to saucier stockings – and he kept a succession of glamorous women dangling on his

  arm, so far as he had time.




  But Blatter didn’t have friends as such, and he couldn’t make these girlfriends stick for long. It wasn’t so much that he devoted his life to his work: his work was

  his life. At weekends he could often be found alone busying himself in his grand office at FIFA’s headquarters. So much of his time was spent on all-expenses-paid business for

  football’s governing body that he barely needed to draw his salary – rumoured to be several million – although this, like much of FIFA’s opaque accountancy, remains a

  closely guarded secret, kept from even the Exco. His attention to detail was as legendary as his political charm. Members of the Exco were used to receiving his gushing emails celebrating their

  birthdays or congratulating them on some recent success, such as re-elections which retained their positions at football’s top table.




  Keeping his grip on power was what mattered most to Blatter, as Bin Hammam knew to his cost. To hold down the job as world football’s top administrator you had to keep the support of the

  Exco and tame the unruly bunch of federations who each had one vote at the organisation’s annual congress. It was not sufficient to send out a few fawning emails. Blatter had learnt from his

  mentor, João Havelange, that the key to success was to use FIFA’s ever-expanding wealth to achieve your own political ends.




  In the four years leading up to the 2006 World Cup in Germany, FIFA had raked in more than £2 billion which could be distributed to win favours. Three-quarters of the federations had

  become financially dependent on FIFA, which paid them $250,000 annually, plus a bonus in World Cup years. Without those payments many of the federations would be bankrupt, so they needed a

  president who kept the cash flowing. Under Blatter, the handouts were expanded to help exactly the type of smaller nations that shored up his presidency with their votes. FIFA’s targeted

  development schemes such as the Goal Project (chaired by none other than Bin Hammam) and the Financial Assistance Programme doled out sums of up to $400,000 a time, which enabled top football

  officials in impoverished nations to cement their standing at home by building artificial pitches and sparkling new administrative headquarters. Though these were ostensibly laudable objectives,

  the payments were also a neat way to win friends and influence people.




  At the same time, Blatter used his patronage to reward supporters and keep opponents in plain sight by appointing them to FIFA’s myriad committees which met a few times a year to discuss

  everything from sports medicine to beach soccer. A committee member could easily earn $100,000 and more each year from FIFA by claiming generous day rates and expenses. The Exco was by far the most

  important committee. Blatter had not only doubled their numbers to two dozen, but he had also secretly introduced the six-figure ‘salary’ for each member, which was a welcome addition

  to the wages they earned from their day jobs back home. As accommodating as ever, FIFA made the payments available in cash which could be picked up from the finance office in tax-free Switzerland.

  It was, of course, pocket money to Bin Hammam. When in Zurich he would often send his chauffeur or Meshadi to pick up envelopes from the finance office containing $10,000 or $20,000 in crisp new

  bank notes. It was money that could be dispersed to friends and underlings.




  The only thing Bin Hammam knew for sure about Blatter was: the old fox would do whatever he needed to cling to power. Nothing more, and nothing less. So if Blatter continued to believe it was in

  his political interests to lend his backing to Qatar’s World Cup dream, that’s just what he would do. If for some reason the wind changed, Blatter’s promises of support would

  diffuse like the dust in a desert shamal.




  Bin Hammam mixed easily with his other ‘brothers’ on the FIFA executive committee. At events in Zurich and around the world, he glided effortlessly from handshake

  to handshake, his serene countenance revealing little of the steely determination that lay beneath. The Exco saw themselves as swashbuckling globe-trotters with wheelie suitcases: toasting each

  other’s honour in some of the world’s finest restaurants; propping up the bar in the early hours at five-star hotels; joshing in the hospitality boxes at the best matches; and snoring

  loudly in their first-class reclining seats on the flight home. For these grey-haired men, FIFA wasn’t just a gravy train, it was a truffle and saffron-infused express with gilded carriages.

  At least a dozen of them were already millionaires and rest were treated by FIFA as if they were. Bin Hammam knew well which members of the Exco old guard had taken bribes and got away with it. He

  was also close to the double act who were quietly fleecing FIFA for millions.




  When sitting down to plot his strategy, it was useful for Bin Hammam to think of his Exco colleagues in regional blocs, because that was how they often voted. It increased their bargaining

  power. The Exco were drawn from the four corners of the globe: seven from UEFA, the body which controls European football; three from South America’s Conmebol confederation; four from the

  Confederation of African Football (CAF); three from CONCACAF in central and northern America; one from Oceania which covers the Pacific islands and New Zealand; and four from the Asian Football

  Confederation (AFC), of which Bin Hammam was president; as well as one from the British home nations and Blatter himself. The cornerstone of his campaign would be to win over the Africans and shore

  up his support in Asia. That would give Qatar almost two thirds of the votes it needed.




  Asia should have been straightforward. Bin Hammam had plenty of leverage over the three other Exco members from the continent as the president of its confederation. There were,

  however, complications. Three other countries from the AFC were planning to enter the bidding race, and as their leader Bin Hammam owed them at least a semblance of impartiality. Australia, South

  Korea and Japan all wanted to throw their hats in the ring, so Bin Hammam couldn’t be seen to be backing Qatar’s bid at all costs at the expense of his other members. He was going to

  have to tread carefully. South Korea and Japan were represented by members of the Exco, and the very rules that Blatter had proposed to effectively disbar Europe and South America from the 2022

  contest had stirred up their hopes. The two countries had jointly hosted a modestly successful World Cup in 2002 and their chances of being allowed to snatch the tournament back so soon were slim,

  but with the big guns out of the running they thought it was worth chancing their arm for 2022.




  The South Korean bid was a political ploy by Chung Mongjoon, who vied with Bin Hammam for the position of richest man on the FIFA Exco. He had been adopted into the family that owned the Hyundai

  Heavy Industries group, and now aged 57 he was the controlling shareholder of one of the biggest conglomerates in the world. Like Bin Hammam, Chung loved sport as much as business. He had been a

  champion equestrian in his youth and further distinguished himself as cross-country skier. He had become the head of his national football federation partly out of a passion for the game, but also

  because he saw it as a stepping stone for greater things: his country’s presidency. And the World Cup was to be the spring-board for his political ambitions. In the regional politics of the

  AFC, Chung was not a supporter of Bin Hammam. The two men were wary of each other and Bin Hammam had his work cut out if he was going persuade Chung to vote for Qatar as a second choice once South

  Korea dropped out of the contest in the initial rounds, as he intended to make sure it would.




  The softly spoken Junji Ogura of Japan was a little easier to deal with. His country had half-heartedly thrown in their hat for the 2022 competition alongside South Korea. Few understood why

  and, like South Korea, nobody expected them to win. Ogura, aged 70, was a quiet, respectful grandfatherly man with floppy white hair who adored football but was more comfortable sizzling up tempura

  in his Tokyo home. He was one of the Exco who went to Zurich to nod through Blatter’s proposals. Ogura, surely, would do the decent thing once Japan was out of the race and vote for its Asian

  comrades in Qatar? So Bin Hammam’s strategy was to deftly tie his AFC ‘brothers’ into a pact. He needed to persuade Chung and Ogura that their three countries would vote for the

  last man standing – out of a regional patriotism. If Bin Hammam could find the votes, that would be Qatar.




  There was one Asian member left, Worawi Makudi from Thailand. Bin Hammam was all too familiar with the 57-year-old Makudi, whose reign in Bangkok had survived the ever-changing whims of his

  country’s many political regimes. He was primarily a football administrator but he used his position to create a number of lucrative business schemes in his homeland with the help of his

  sidekick and chief advisor at the Thai FA, Joe Sim, a gambling baron known to his friends as ‘The Casino King’. Makudi kept questionable company, and he was known in world football as

  ‘Mr Ten Percent’ – a reference to his personal entitlement for the television rights from some of the friendly matches played by Thailand’s national team. He was a close

  friend of Bin Hammam’s, certainly, but he always made sure he got his slice from any deal.




  In order to ensure Asia’s voters backed Qatar when their own countries were out of the running, Bin Hammam would also have to drum up a groundswell of support for his country’s bid

  across all the continent’s member associations who mandated their representatives on the Exco. That wasn’t a problem: Asia was his power-base, and he knew how to curry favour here. Many

  of the continent’s national football officials were already on his payroll. Sewing up Asia would still get Bin Hammam only four votes, however, including his own. He needed 13 to win. Where

  were the rest going to come from?




  Thousands of miles across the ocean were three of the FIFA Exco’s most entrenched members. The trio from South America came as a group and between them they had notched

  up more than 40 years on the executive committee. In any normal organisation with robust ethics, they would have been kicked out of their jobs several years ago, but this was FIFA and Blatter had

  come to rely upon them.




  For 19 years Ricardo Teixeira had been in charge of the football federation that had produced some of the greatest teams, Brazil. A combative, sturdy man with a shock of white hair now aged 61,

  he had married into the FIFA family years before when he took the hand of Lúcia Havelange, the daughter of Blatter’s predecessor. Under the tutelage of his father-in-law, Teixeira had

  become a multi-millionaire in a country where vast sections of the population live in shanty huts and child malnutrition is rife. Teixeira had been the subject of several investigations by the

  Brazilian authorities for creaming off a percentage of sponsorship contracts to his federation, but he had managed to survive. Even the country’s most adored footballer, Pelé, had

  accused him of corruption in a dispute over television rights. But there was one scandal that even he could not escape from: one of the darkest moments in FIFA’s history. It also implicated

  his fellow Exco member Nicolás Leoz, the president of Conmebol, the South American confederation.




  At the age of 80, Leoz, a former sports journalist, lawyer and history teacher, made even Blatter look like a sprightly young thing as he tottered into FIFA headquarters for Exco meetings. He

  had been making the same trip since 1998 and by now had the air of an aloof dictator with bulbous face and raised eyebrows that had fixed over the years into an expression of almost permanent

  disdain. He was comfortably wealthy from his years controlling football in South America, but he still craved recognition in his dotage. In his home country Paraguay, a football stadium and a beach

  boulevard had been named after him and his lackeys kept a book of his long list of titles. He collected honours like other people collected stamps. Like his close ally Teixeira, he had taken bribes

  and got away scot-free. In fact, even as the investigation into the kickbacks began, Leoz was awarded the FIFA Order of Merit for his leadership in football. Blatter knew how to keep the old man

  happy.




  The scandal that engulfed Leoz and Teixeira had followed the collapse of International Sport and Leisure (ISL), a sports marketing company that had been awarded contracts by FIFA in the 1990s to

  sell broadcast rights to the 2002 and 2006 World Cups. ISL had paid several hundred million dollars but had struggled to turn its contracts into profits and collapsed in 2001. A resulting

  investigation by Swiss prosecutors found that it had won the contracts by paying out more than $100 million in bribes and commission payments – many to FIFA officials – through front

  companies in Liechtenstein and elsewhere. Leoz had been paid a $130,000 kickback by ISL, but this was dwarfed by the cash paid out to Teixeira, who pocketed a staggering $13 million.




  The payments were sweeteners for the contracts which had been voted through by the FIFA Exco. However, thanks to Switzerland’s tenderness towards its associations, the acceptance of bribes

  like these was not considered an offence under the laws of the land and the two men were never prosecuted. It was not even a breach of FIFA’s own rules, because world football’s

  governing body didn’t have a code of ethics until three years after the fall of ISL.




  In any normal organisation Teixeira and Leoz would have been shown the door, but these men were key power-brokers and personal friends of the president. Blatter had knowledge of ISL’s

  dirty payments as early as 1997 when a $1 million payment slip had ended up in his Zurich office by mistake. The named payee had been none other than his own mentor, the then FIFA president

  Havelange. At the time, Blatter was just the secretary general and he simply passed the payment on to its intended recipient because, as he later tried to explain, he couldn’t understand why

  the money had been routed through FIFA. He didn’t think to ask why Havelange was receiving such a substantial sum from ISL. That was his story and he was sticking to it.
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