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Foreword

This is the story of a man who happens to be extraordinarily talented. His 
story is beguiling in his ordinariness, but this ordinariness envelopes 

his huge talent which leads him to becoming the leader of Australia’s largest 
charity, World Vision. And without him ever saying it (but I can) it became 
Australia’s largest charity in large measure because of the spirituality, vision 
and leadership of this one man–Philip Hunt. 

For those wanting to understand how an obscure American Christian 
charity could set up office in Little Collins Street, Melbourne, in 1966 with 
a typewriter and volunteers licking stamps, to now operating in over 60 
countries and $500 million of annual income today? The answer in a large 
part was that Philip became the communications or marketing director in 
the years of its phenomenal growth. Then, after years of faithful work, he was 
recognised by becoming its CEO for nine years. And this journey all started 
on the copywriter’s desk.

Philip charts his early life in rural Queensland, his parents and church 
and the powerful influence of Dr Lew Born who mentored him and so many 
other outstanding leaders. Philip relates his early jobs working on night shift 
radio stations and a chance invitation to work at World Vision in 1976. At 

by Tim Costello
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this time, World Vision was still microscopically small and certainly not a 
household name. 

To give the reader some perspective: the mother ship US World Vision, 
which has been running for over 70 years, is still today unknown to most 
Americans. In Australia, it is not just a household name but many of today’s 
generation of politicians will tell you that when they did the 40 Hour Famine 
as high school students their eyes were opened to privilege, power and 
powerlessness and for many it seeded their journey into public life. The 40 
Hour Famine was a rite of passage for hundreds of thousands of Australian 
students–a much healthier rite of passage than schoolies week. And who was 
effectively the pioneer of the 40 Hour Famine? Philip Hunt and his then boss, 
David Longe.

But success was not linear and in this story the challenges and bumps 
are honestly discussed. The making of Philip as a leader to keep the World 
Vision mob (staff) heading in the right direction was tough. His struggle 
to model the values and behave consistently as a leader is discussed with 
refreshing candour. And his struggles to move the vision from a transactional 
fundraising office to a transforming relationship that empowers both donors 
and the poor in the field, is all part of Philip’s vision and legacy. 

His life with World Vision later took him and his family to open the 
World Vision office in Hong Kong (also a fabulously successful office) and 
later to Vienna to look after ‘easy’ places to manage like the Middle East. 
Throughout all this, Philip’s humour and humility shines through. 

World Vision is known for its bright orange logo and is called in the 
development field “the big Orange”. In writing this book, Philip has been 
vulnerable and opened the orange Kimino that clothes World Vision and 
invited us to take a peep. I, for one, am deeply grateful as though serving as 
a successor to Philip as CEO, I had never really understood the complete 
World Vision journey. Reading this story gave me pride that I was also able 
to be part of this remarkable story–and a richer awareness of the impact 
others have had in the formation of the values, structures and reputation I 
tended to take as granted.

This is an insightful Australian story–grounded, humble, honest and 
perceptive. It is a journey of self-insight with lashings of self-deprecation by 
a man I am honoured to call an associate and a friend.

Tim Costello AO
CEO World Vision Australia 2004-2016
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When The Mission 
Statement Is Wrong, 

Change It

29

“There’s nowhere to park!”

It had not always been so. When World Vision moved into the former 
“Astor House” in South Melbourne, we had eight storeys of space, plus 
a two-storey warehouse out the back. After the clutter of the Coventry 
Street building, we had at last, room to breathe. And after breathing, 
room to grow.

Although I designed the layout of the Communications 
Department, I never lived in it. Just before the staff relocated, I moved 
rather further—to Hong Kong. By the time I came back, World Vision 
had grown. World Vision staff gradually displaced tenants. How long, 
I asked, before we needed something bigger?

The symptoms of growth were showing. Burdened by no long-
term view of our future, we had allocated parts of the warehouse to staff 
parking. This was extremely popular. The nearest all-day street parking 
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Leadership & Me138

was far away or full before 7:30am. We had offered one floor of the 
rear warehouse to Open Family for their charitable community work 
in South Melbourne. A peppercorn rent of $1 a year was contracted, 
but never invoiced.

When we needed space to set up fifty telephones to handle the 
response to television promotions, a few staff car parks disappeared. 
Soon, I learned the value of “staff benefits”.

You could get to the office by public transport. Just a step to the 
right and a turn to the left off St Kilda Road. An easy ten-minute walk 
from the place all trains ended up, Flinders Street station. But, since 
there was parking available, it soon got used up. A few executives had 
parking spaces, each unsubtly labelled with a job title. For the rest it 
was first in first served. This standard caused endless complaints.

In a moment of delegatory inspiration, I sent a message asking 
if anyone was interested in a staff committee to come up with a 
solution. Thirty-two people raised their hands. I asked these 32 to 
whittle themselves down to a dozen, and was delighted when they 
did, without causing a blue. Many saw this act of delegated decision-
making as a revolutionary move. I sensed that the word got around 
that there might be a shift in the management weather.

They proposed, and I endorsed, a roster system that enabled most 
drivers to get a monthly park at least every second month. It seemed 
to work for a while, but soon the cracks showed. Staff aggrieved at 
missing out on this month’s ballot would often have to walk past those 
executive car spaces and see them empty, their owners interstate or out 
on business. Outrage was gently expressed when a Personal Assistant, 
familiar with her boss’s peregrinations, took it upon herself to put her 
mini car in his space. (You will notice the gender-specific language of 
that last sentence. In the 80s, only one of the execs was a woman. Even 
she had a female PA).

“Car parking is not an entitlement,” someone said in an executive 
team meeting one day. “It’s just a benefit.”

From the point of view of the organisation, this may have seemed 
correct. But, after you had battled a greasy, wet winter morning on 
the trains and trams during the month they’d balloted you off, the 
sight of an empty parking space, just yearning for your little Datsun 
120Y, could cast a shadow over your morning that might make job 
satisfaction a temporary impossibility.
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139When The Mission Statement Is Wrong, Change It

Where you stand depends on where you sit, and a benefit enjoyed, 
soon becomes an entitlement.

I yearned for the day when my leadership was not engaged in 
negotiating car parking issues. I wanted a big convenient building 
somewhere, with plenty of space because most staff wanted to drive.

Father Bob’s visit to my office strengthened my resolve.
“You’re tipping us out onto the street. You can’t do that.”
Father Bob McGuire was the priest of the South Melbourne 

Catholic parish. And the founder of the Open Family Foundation, 
whose $1-a-year lease, never claimed, I was ending. Everyone called 
this modern Saint, “Father Bob”, and he was such a selfless bloke that 
he could get away with being unsaintly when it suited him. A Scot by 
heritage, he sure was canny.

“Where can we go?” Bob laid on the guilt trip.
“I know. It’s hard. But we just need the space.”
“You think we don’t need the space?”
“No. Of course. No,” now I was stuttering. “We’re not asking you 

to move right away. I’m just saying that we will need the space, so 
you’ll have time to work something out.”

“Once more, out in the gutters,” he moaned theatrically as we 
shook hands and he left the office.

This felt all wrong to me. Perhaps we had missed an opportunity. 
What was World Vision about? Why were we here in South 
Melbourne? What was our mission?

Mission statements were all the rage in the 1980s. Not too long after 
we moved out of the Melbourne CBD, I recall a meeting where we 
debated a key objective. We crafted something like this:

World Vision Australia exists to raise as much money as 
possible, at the least cost possible, for projects overseas.

World Vision was a money-transfer organisation. That is how we 
saw ourselves. When I was Communications Director, my job was to 
raise money. As much as possible, within a reasonable cost. We sent 
the money overseas. We saw ourselves as an overseas aid agency. When 
someone asked why we didn’t support need at home, our usual response 
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was that it wasn’t our job. There were many worthy organisations 
meeting the needs of Australians. Our focus was the Third World.

But the decision to end Open Family’s lease burned. It was a 
decision which I supported and implemented, but we based it on 
a narrow vision. It made money sense. Open Family’s occupancy 
produced no cash stream. In money terms, there was nothing wrong 
in the equation. The alternative to termination would mean we would 
have to rent premises. The cost of keeping Open Family in the house 
would be the cost of housing World Vision staff elsewhere. That 
would increase our running costs. The Board read the profit-and-loss 
statements. Our performance was measured by the numbers.

From my workstation outside Harold’s office, with its superior 
view of the Melbourne Skyline stretching from the Melbourne Cricket 
Ground (MCG) across the city, I tried to get two things going. I 
started a conversation about our mission, and I pulled some colleagues 
together to plan for a future World Vision facility that might meet our 
needs for more than just a few years.

*  *  *SAMPLE
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Where You Stand 
Depends On Where 

You Sit

30

“That was a transcendental conference,” he said.
“Transcendental? What do you mean?” I asked.

“Of that conference, no earthly trace remained.”
The speaker was Manfred Grellert, a Brazilian who succeeded my 

colleague, Geoff Renner, as Vice President for World Vision’s work in 
Latin America. Everything from the Texas border southwards.

Perhaps it is best we say nothing about the conference to which 
Manfred referred—a conference so lacking in on-the-ground 
outcomes that its deliberations soon disappeared from memory. But it 
was an invitation from this same Manfred Grellert that provided me 
real on-the-ground outcomes that would influence my leadership style 
for the rest of my life.

The setting was Puebla, Mexico, a pleasant drive from Mexico 
City. The occasion was a regular annual meeting of the leaders of 
each of the twelve field offices. The agenda contained a half-day for 
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“support office/field office issues” and the President, Tom Houston, would 
join us. He had a surprise party for his 59th birthday. Someone had booked 
a mariachi band.

Manfred Grellert spoke at least four languages fluently, or so it seemed 
to my naïve ears. As a Brazilian, Portuguese was his mother tongue, but 
he seemed to speak Spanish equally well, and his English was fluently 
American. His heritage was German, so I presume he knew a deutsches 
word or zwei.

Sometime earlier, I had used the phrase “a point of view” during a 
conversation with Manfred. He had looked at me with a grin and reminded 
me that a point of view was merely “a view from a point”. Manfred’s second-
language orientation made it easier to see the literal meaning behind the 
metaphor. 

Likewise, when I was learning Cantonese, I discovered that the word 
for computer in Cantonese literally means electric brain. I thought that was 
perfect. Native speakers of Cantonese automatically ignore the literal 
meaning because they are so used to the intended meaning. 

I’m delighted such insights are not copyright. I have repeated Manfred’s 
aphorism uncountable times since.

In a similar vein, Dave Toycen taught me “where you stand depends 
on where you sit.”

One can achieve a lot of understanding by applying these ideas to any debate. 
The live debate in World Vision during 1986 and ’87 was the location of the 
international office. From the day of its invention, the international office 
lived with the US office in Monrovia, an Eastern suburb of Los Angeles.

Soon after I joined World Vision in Melbourne, I was intrigued to 
hear that our international office was in Monrovia. I presumed they meant 
Monrovia, the capital of Liberia in Africa.

“How enlightened,” I commented.
“Enlightened? I don’t think so.”
“But surely it’s commendable for a development agency to locate its 

international office in Africa?”
“Africa? Are you trying to be funny? Where do you think Monrovia 

is?”
“It’s the capital of Liberia, isn’t it?” I was having doubts. “You know, 

where the Americans tried to set up a new homeland for emancipated 
slaves.”
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143Where You Stand Depends On Where You Sit

I learned then, more of the geography of Greater Los Angeles.
In the years before the Puebla Conference, a grand plan had 

emerged to establish, not merely a separate international office, but an 
international campus. The site selected was a disused quarry in the further 
Eastern Angelino suburb of Claremont. The plans were impressive, 
but the reaction around the World Vision partnership ranged from 
enthusiasm to gob-smacked derision.

The heat in this argument caused a related discussion to emerge. 
Whether a global organisation ought to locate its international office 
anywhere in Los Angeles. The common view, at least outside of California, 
was that L.A. lacked a certain international cachet. We knew it more for 
Disney, Hollywood and the Beach Boys. New York and Geneva were 
widely recommended as more suitable, with smaller lobbies for London. 

“How about Sydney?” I joked.
“It’s too far from here.”
“Oh. I always thought you were too far from there,” I responded, 

showing my jet-lagged eyes.
It’s not overstating the vigour to say, the debate raged. For months.
Finally, the proponents of the quarry surrendered. The international 

board attempted to quell the location debate with a resolution to stay 
put in Monrovia.

At the Puebla meeting, President Tom Houston, outlined the 
board’s rationale for its resolution, in summary (and I quote my notes):

• a need for stability in the partnership.
• a need for stability in the international office.
• concerns about reduced effectiveness by dividing the work 

between Monrovia and Geneva.
• the readily available pool of development expertise in Southern 

California.
• desire for a Christian image, rather than simply an international 

one.
• prohibitive moving expenses.
• consistency with lifestyle commitment.

The reaction from our Latin American colleagues in Puebla ranged 
from flabbergasted to shoulder-shrugging inevitability. Jose Chuquin 
bravely responded to the fecund air of dismay.
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“I think we need to communicate that the US image is a serious 
barrier to relationships with groups and individuals in our part of the 
world. Especially on the left of politics.”

A wave of grumbling agreement passed over the nodding heads 
in the room.

Sensing that Jose was stereotyping Monrovia as representative of 
everything wrong with America, Tom, whose Scottish heritage did not 
require him to defend the Land of the Free, responded.

“They said of Jesus, ‘Can anything good come out of Nazareth?’ 
and, of course, the answer was ‘Yes’. Jesus rejected imposing a 
propagandist or pharisaic stereotype on Nazareth. We should not do 
that to Monrovia, or the United States. We should be careful not to 
tell others that nothing good can come out of the US.” It was a rebuke, 
gentle yet clear.

Each of us needed better insight into our own cultural baggage, no-one 
more than me. The fact is that we see the weight of cultural baggage 
in others more easily than we see it in ourselves. The more I lived 
outside of the Australian culture, the more I gained the view of the 
outsider. And the more I could be appalled by the behaviour of other 
Australians.

Living in Vienna, as we would do a few years later, we were passing 
down historic streets of the old central city and overheard an Australian 
woman announce in loud Strine, “I wanna see the church.” Somehow, 
the harsh Aussie vowel sound in “church” demeaned the elegance and 
magnificence of St Stephen’s Cathedral towering towards the sky a 
few metres away.

Similarly, foreigners often find it amusing that Americans could 
have a baseball tournament titled the “World Series” when only 
American teams played in it.

Thinking some theory might soften the debate, I quoted Stanford 
Professor Raymond Leavitt.

“Professor Leavitt suggests there are two forces that determine an 
organisation’s culture. A general force and a local force. He says the most 
powerful general force is the society in which it is located. I believe we 
are making the task of developing and communicating an international 
image immensely more difficult by locating our international office 
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145Where You Stand Depends On Where You Sit

in a culture which has such problematic implications all around the 
world.”

Someone, perhaps Tom, asked, “What’s the local force?”
“It’s leadership. Tom’s role in leadership would be less difficult, if 

we located the office in a place where the general force of the culture 
was more international in character, such as New York or Geneva.”

It troubled me that we were dealing with blind spots. Some of our 
Latin American colleagues agreed.

“What does the Board mean by ‘readily available pool of 
development expertise in Southern California’?” asked one of the 
South American leaders. “Have they been to Brazil, India, Kenya? 
The experts are here, where they are really needed, not in American 
universities.”

Ouch.
“The board says this is ‘consistent with lifestyle commitment’. 

That’s just words to me. I don’t know what it means. Whose lifestyle 
are we talking about?”

I did not know whether Tom ever played cricket, but he was cool 
enough to let these go through to the keeper.

The debate was maturely frank, but I felt sour as we broke for the 
evening meal. I shared my dismay with Darci Dusilek, Brazil country 
director. 

“I have a feeling we are missing something,” I said.
Darci had his mouth full. He chewed slowly. I could almost see 

him forming an idea with each mastication.
“We are missing the bigger picture,” he said. “We do not share a 

common idea of who we are.”
“You mean like a vision statement? I know Tom wants us to work 

on that.”
“That is good.” Darci took another mouthful of the chicken 

enchilada and chewed thoughtfully. I did too.
There was a lot to like at the Puebla Conference. For starters, 

Latin American people are fun. They love to sing and play. There was 
volleyball, at which I was quickly deemed hopeless and taught to 
umpire instead. Jose Chuquin, the delightful director of our work in 
Colombia, loudly blamed “the Australian umpire” whenever a point 
went against his team.

In the evenings, an informal glee club formed. Various people 
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played guitar or sang. The harmonies were Latino, the guitar work 
beyond competent. Yet, there was no bravado about their music. This 
was not performance. It was that old-fashioned round-the-piano 
shared enjoyment.

“Do you have a song?” asked Tito, holding out the guitar. I was shy 
to display my rusty guitar work, but there was open encouragement, 
so I gave them “Waltzing Matilda”, and everyone found harmonies 
in the choruses. When I handed the guitar back to its owner, he said, 
“Nice chords.”

*  *  *
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