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			This book is dedicated to Norma Edith Allen, a very special lady without whose love and support her husband’s legendary achievements would not have been possible.
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							Lieutenant Fred Allen (fifth from left) with members of his platoon, Guadalcanal, 1942.
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							Fred Allen with, from left, three of his most famous pupils: Brian Lochore, Kel Tremain and Colin Meads.
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			Foreword

			I am honoured to write an introduction to the life story of Sir Fred Allen, the most dynamic and inspiring individual I have known in 60 years’ involvement in sport.

			The first time I saw Fred I was only 11 years old. It was the year I went to Auckland as a member of the King Country primary schoolboys’ team to play in the final of the Roller Mills Shield competition at Eden Park. After the game we had special seats in the stand to watch Auckland play Wellington.

			I saw some great players in action that day, but none impressed me more than an Auckland five-eighths named Fred Allen. As I watched him in action, little did I know I was admiring the man who would one day play an important role in my life, a man whose philosophy would reach out and encompass me.

			I first encountered Fred during training for the 1956 North Island–South Island game. I had been selected for the North XV and he was the coach. During one of his team talks he gave me a scathing dressing down and I was not impressed. For some time my feelings towards Mr Allen were not exactly friendly.

			Things worsened before a test match in Auckland when I yawned during one of Fred’s team talks. He nearly jumped over the table in front of him. ‘Am I boring you Pinetree?’ he said. ‘Because if I am, there’s a bus leaves on the hour, every hour, for Hamilton and you’ll be on the next one.’

			In 1967, however, during the All Blacks’ unbeaten tour of Canada, England, Scotland, Wales and France, my feelings changed. Other hardened veterans had also felt the lash of Fred’s tongue, but once we came to recognise his ability, his integrity and his intense loyalty to his players, our differences dissolved and we soon became a close-knit unit.

			By the end of the tour, the bond between Fred and me had reached full strength and I found myself his number one disciple. I believed in him implicitly and there was nothing I would not do to help him. At one team meeting I appealed to the players to carry his message of 15-man rugby back to their clubs and provinces when they returned home.

			We went through our 17 games undefeated and because of our fast, open style of play we won the praise and affection of rugby supporters wherever we played. The 1967 All Blacks were, they said, the greatest team ever to tour their countries — all because of the speedy, accurate, intelligent rugby taught by Fred Allen.

			One of his great skills was the motivation of his players. He recognised that each man was an individual who, if the right psychology was applied, could be moved into producing something extra. I’ve seen him achieve this many times.

			He also had the remarkable ability to bond men from all walks of life into one closely knit unit and once that was achieved his teams kept on winning and winning.

			Fred Allen was not a man to be trifled with. But although he could be fearsome at times he was always fair, and I never once found him to be otherwise. It was because of this quality, along with his loyalty and integrity, that he acquired such enormous respect from his players.

			He is, without doubt, the strongest disciplinarian ever to coach the All Blacks. To don the black jersey was, for him, a privilege for which you were expected to meet certain standards — to train hard, to give of your best, to respect your opposition and uphold the traditions of the game both on and off the field.

			I recently read that Fred Allen’s coaching would not be successful today. I refute that statement for the reason that position, possession and pace, as taught by Fred, are still, and always will be, the fundamentals of winning rugby.

			I also believe that were he coaching today, Fred’s vast knowledge of rugby, along with his lengthy experience, would enable him to make all the changes necessary for success in the modern game.

			And there’s another thing I’m sure of — because of their off-field behaviour one or two of today’s players would soon be on their way home.

			This great man’s mana increases with the years, a fact clearly demonstrated on his 90th birthday when the City of Auckland honoured him with a civic luncheon in the Town Hall to which 100 distinguished guests were invited.

			We came from near and far to pay homage to a man we had all grown to admire, respect and even revere.

			I say with absolute confidence that Fred Allen’s enormous contribution to our national game as All Blacks captain, selector, coach, administrator and ambassador around the world will never be equalled.

			Sir Colin Meads

			Te Kuiti

		

	


	
		
			Preface

			The inspirational life of Frederick Richard Allen has earned the admiration and respect of thousands, not only in his own country but also in every other rugby-playing nation in the world.

			For many years this great New Zealander has declined to have a book written about his life. ‘There are things I would not say for fear of hurting people,’ he told the writers who approached him.

			But the all-clear was given in 2010 and for the first time all who know and admire him will be able to read what he has to say about the game he loves, his personal life and the triumphs and disasters along the way.

			Fred was a child of the Great Depression whose home life was one of poverty and family feud — and it was during those bitter years that he first displayed a character of such strength and proportion it would stay with him for the rest of his life.

			From the moment he picked up an oval ball at the age of seven, rugby became young Fred’s burning passion, a passion that has burned brightly for more than 80 years and will undoubtedly continue for the rest of his life.

			Leadership and discipline, even as a boy, came naturally to him. In his teenage years he captained every team in which he played, even though he was often the smallest player in the side.

			On the outbreak of the Second World War, he fibbed about his age in order to fight for his country. He was in many a bloody battle, was promoted in the field, was twice wounded and was lucky to survive. When he returned from active service, such were his strength of character, qualities of leadership and razor-sharp intelligence it was obvious he was destined for greatness.

			Today he remains the only true unbeaten coach in All Blacks history, having guided our national side through 37 games against major rugby-playing countries without a single defeat. No other national coach has possessed his aura of authority or magnetic charisma. Wherever he goes today, be it the shopping plaza, his local RSA or his beloved Eden Park, people still gravitate towards him to pat him on the back or shake his hand. Scarcely a day goes by that he doesn’t receive requests to attend functions of various kinds. It is impossible to cope with them all, but Fred Allen does the best he can for the game he loves — and for the things in which he believes.

			Today Sir Fred is the patriarch of New Zealand rugby, a leader extraordinaire and an individual with the rare capacity to bring out the best in others. His record of service to his country as sportsman, soldier, administrator and ambassador, as well as community worker, is unsurpassed.

			It is a mark of the man that throughout his adult life he has carried in his wallet a neatly folded piece of paper on which are written the following words:

			The duration of an athletic contest is only a few minutes while the training for it may take many weeks of arduous work and continuous exercise of self-effort. 

			The real value of sport lies not in the actual game played in the limelight of applause, but in the hours of dogged determination and self-discipline carried out alone, imposed and supervised by an exacting conscience.

			The applause soon dies away, the prize is left behind, but the character you build is yours forever.

			The lines on this sheet of paper reveal the underlying philosophy of an exceptional motivator who has not only inspired countless young New Zealanders to give of their best on the field of play but has also prepared them for the much more difficult game of Life.

			We need people who inspire us, people we can respect, people who set the highest standards and then set out to painstakingly achieve their goals. They are important people in today’s world — and Fred Allen is one of them.

		

	


	
		
			[image: fred scan112.tif]
	
			A Loving Son

	
			A little boy cherishes his first pair of rugby boots, even though a number of sprigs are missing.

			Mrs Florence Allen, affectionately known by friends and neighbours as Flossie, gave birth to her fifth child on 9 February 1920 in the historical South Island town of Oamaru. When she and her husband Fred named the baby Frederick Richard, they were, of course, completely unaware that their child was destined for great things.

			Flossie already had three daughters, Audrey, Merle and Mabel, as well as a son named Alec, and before long baby Fred was joined by another brother, Frank, to bring the tally of children to six. At this stage the family moved from Oamaru for a brief spell in Invercargill before finally settling in Christchurch.

			Feeding and clothing a family of eight on the meagre housekeeping provided by her husband, an underpaid railway employee who was very fond of his beer, was always a struggle for Flossie, whom Fred speaks of with great affection.

			‘She was a wonderful woman, my mother,’ Fred says. ‘She had a fine upbringing in Southland and she was the strength and driving force behind our family. She was the one who encouraged all her children into sport, and when I was seven she scraped together enough money to buy me my first rugby boots, even though they were second-hand with some of the sprigs missing.

			‘Damned if I know how Mum managed it, but manage it she did. Then she took me by the hand to the local football ground where she introduced me to the club’s officials who just happened to be looking for an eight-year-old to complete a “nippers” team.

			‘The following Saturday morning, although I was only seven, I found myself running on to the field with a bunch of kids a year older than me. I didn’t know any of them and I had no idea of what I was supposed to do. I just chased after that ball as hard as I could and when I got my hands on it and had my first run, I was hooked.

			‘That night, when Mum came to tuck me into bed, she found me wearing my new rugby jersey over my pyjamas. It was a couple of sizes too big, but I wouldn’t let her take it off because I wanted to wear it forever. Mum just smiled that wonderful smile of hers and kissed me goodnight.’

			Another of Fred’s boyhood memories is the ‘one and only time’ he ever tried to steal something.

			‘We had neighbours with a big apple tree in the back of their section and that was a real temptation for me as an 11-year-old. I thought they were out one day so I climbed over our back fence and started to help myself. But the neighbours weren’t out at all and they spotted me through a window.

			‘Instead of coming out and boxing my ears as most people would have done in those days, they called the police and in next to no time a policeman arrived on his bike and was under the tree ordering me down.

			‘But I was much too scared to obey. I just clung there in the middle of all those beautiful apples, scared out of my wits as that big constable stood on tiptoes and whacked away at my arse.

			‘I got one helluva fright — as well as a sore arse — but it didn’t do me any harm. It just gave me more respect for people in authority and that’s why I think today’s anti-smacking brigade have got it all wrong.’

			Fred’s mother reckoned that every boy should have a dog, so one day she got him a Labrador from the pound.

			‘I think she got him for nothing. He was just a puppy when she brought him home, but he grew into quite a big dog. My three sisters and I had an argument about what to call him, but we finally settled on Rover because he liked to roam around a lot.

			‘There were fields and ponds not far from where we lived and I used to take him looking for rabbits. I was about 10 or 11 at the time and Rover became a very good rabbit hunter. He could sniff them out a mile away and we had great fun chasing them.

			‘Rover and I became such good mates that Labradors have been my favourite breed ever since. One night he was run over by a car and the next day I refused to go to school. I didn’t want the other kids to see how upset I was. But Mum understood. She knew how I was feeling.’
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							Fred (front row, third from left) was ‘just a skinny little guy in those days’. Canterbury Primary School reps, 1933.
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			In his last year at Phillipstown School, Fred was selected to play for the Canterbury Primary School Reps, something which greatly pleased his mother.

			‘I was a skinny little guy in those days, but I always felt confident when I saw Mum on the sideline, silently egging me on. I used to try my hardest because I wanted to make her proud of me.

			‘As I came up through the grades at the Linwood Club I had this burning ambition to play for Canterbury when I was bigger. I didn’t dare think about the All Blacks because to me the All Blacks weren’t just superstars; they were black-shirted gods.’

			It was at Lancaster Park on 5 July 1930 that young Fred first witnessed his gods in action. It was the height of the Great Depression but somehow Flossie had saved enough money to take him to the All Blacks’ test match against the touring British Lions. When the final whistle went young Fred was jumping up and down with sheer delight because the All Blacks had won by 13 points to 10.

			The player who mesmerised Fred that day was legendary fullback George Nepia, who’d been the most spectacular player in the 1924–25 All Blacks, the squad hailed as The Invincibles.
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							Legendary All Blacks fullback George Nepia in action during the 1930 series against the British and Irish Lions.
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			‘That was a day I shall never forget. I came home with Mum in the tram and all the way I never stopped talking about the marvellous things I’d seen,’ says Fred. ‘I couldn’t believe just how far Nepia could kick that ball or how fast some of those All Blacks could run. And when an All Black scored and the huge crowd cheered and cheered, Mum included, it was the most exciting thing I’d ever seen.’

			The bond between Flossie and Fred was strong and there is no doubt that she saw in him something special, not only as a sportsman but also as a young man. She was such a proud mother that when he was chosen for the primary school reps she scarcely missed a game in which he played.

			‘I always felt good when Mum was there,’ says Fred. ‘She wasn’t one of those parents who ran up and down the sideline yelling. But any time I scored a try I would look over at her as I ran back into position and she would give me a smile and a little clap.

			‘When Mum died and my sisters were attending to everything, they found my primary schools representative cap in a box among her most precious belongings. She had kept it there all her life so I could have it when she was gone.’

			Relations were not as good between Fred and his father, however. Fred remembers: ‘He and I didn’t get on at all. He used to hit my mother and I’d have a go at him to pull him away from her. I was about 13 at the time and he was far too strong for me so I always copped a few bruises as well.

			‘When he lost his job on the railways, Mum and he separated. As far as I know he went to work somewhere near Timaru. I don’t think he ever got another permanent job.
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							Fred’s beloved mother Florence ‘Flossie’ Allen pictured with Mabel, one of his three sisters. 
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			‘I never saw him again until I came back after the war with the Kiwis Army team about 14 years later. He showed up and tried to attach himself to me, but I could never forgive him for the way he had treated my mother.’

			During those formative years of Fred’s life, Flossie and her family struggled through the worst depression in New Zealand’s history. In December 1930 just over 11,000 New Zealanders were out of work and by 1933 the roll of unemployed had reached 80,000 in a population of one and a half million. More than 1000 Wellington school children were reported to be suffering from malnutrition. Canterbury was hit just as severely. Hundreds of fathers with children at school were out of work and many of these children were short of food. Among these victims were Flossie and her family. They desperately needed more money.

			It was almost impossible to find work, but Fred had a bright idea. When he was 13 he often stopped to look at the delicious cakes and pies in the window of McLaughlin’s bakery in Manchester Street. People living a mile or so away, he felt, would be just as tempted as he was if only they could see those goodies. So he plucked up courage, went into the shop, and put a business proposal to Mr McLaughlin.

			He suggested that if he had a basket on the front of his old bike he could hawk Mr McLaughlin’s wares from house to house. Impressed by the youngster’s enterprise, the baker agreed to provide the basket and soon Fred was off on his first run as a freelance salesman.

			‘I sold quite a lot of cakes and pies but, with the small amount I could carry, there wasn’t much profit in it,’ recalls Fred, ‘although when Mr McLaughlin paid me he always gave me a bonus of a big pink lamington.’

			What gave Fred the greatest pleasure, however, was being able to give a small handful of coins to his mother each week. Flossie knew full well just how hard Fred was trying and she was overwhelmed with admiration by her son’s concern for her and the family.

			Another of Fred’s great joys at that stage was being occasionally allowed to borrow his elder brother’s car for joyrides. The car’s engine, however, had seen better days and even the most modest hills presented a problem. Fred soon discovered, though, that reverse was the most powerful gear and passers-by were often surprised to see this youth driving backwards up the foothills on the edge of Christchurch.

			Fred would have dearly loved to have gone to high school, but with the situation as serious as it was, a secondary education was out of the question. It was something he has regretted all his life.

			When he turned 16 Flossie took him for a job interview at Ballantynes in Christchurch, the store regarded as the Harrods of the southern hemisphere. He was accepted as an errand boy with prospects of promotion. His salary was 17 shillings and sixpence a week, most of which he gave to his mother. ‘The rest of it I spent on the things kids enjoy, like comics and Eskimo Pies, which in those days cost about threepence,’ says Fred.

			Ballantynes was a dignified and disciplined establishment in which the staff conformed to a strict dress code. Women were required to wear black dresses with white collars and flat-heeled shoes. Their stocking seams had to be perfectly straight and they were banned from painting their fingernails or wearing jewellery of any kind. All male staff had dark suits and white collars and were instructed to wear hats when entering or leaving the store. That applied even to the lowliest of juniors like Fred.

			‘One of my main jobs when I began in furnishings was lugging rolls of material across Lichfield Street to the factory. If I’d been caught without my hat, even if I was only going across the road, I’d have been in deep trouble.’

			Ballantynes’ training system involved its youngest employees moving from department to department to gain an insight into the entire business. This rotation policy meant that Fred spent some time learning the art of window-dressing and it was during this period he discovered just how strong Ballantynes was on modesty.
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							Linwood Club’s all-conquering under-18 side of 1936. Proud skipper Fred Allen is holding the ball in the front row..
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			When displaying female underwear, great care was taken to show it in the most discreet way. The life-like plaster models of shapely women were decorously hidden under dressing-gowns with only the tiniest hint, a peep-show glimpse, of the garment beneath. Male plaster models received similar treatment. The idea of them being on public show in woollen long-johns was far too vulgar for Ballantynes and they, too, were half hidden under dressing-gowns.

			It is hard to imagine Fred Allen doing such ‘delicate’ work behind a shop window in the main street of Christchurch. But the type of work didn’t worry him one bit because each week he was taking home enough money to lessen the burden on his beloved Flossie. And to him that’s what mattered most.

			When Fred turned 17 his natural athletic talent started to really show and there was rejoicing in the Allen household when his Linwood Club’s under-18 grade side won both the Evans and Redpath Shield championships in 1936.What made the occasion all the more special was the fact that young Fred Allen had captained the side, even though he was the smallest player in the team.

			By this time the Canterbury selectors had him in their sights and selected him to represent his province at the age of 19. And if that wasn’t enough, he was appointed captain of Canterbury the following year.

			Flossie’s joy knew no bounds.
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			True Patriot

			
			Fred Allen once dropped an easy pass — a simple error that saved his life.

			Fred prefers to keep his war record to himself. ‘That was a long time ago,’ he says — let’s just get on with life.’ But, in spite of his reticence, there are things the public should know. Although he was a New Zealand infantry lieutenant who several times escaped death by the barest of margins, he was also a member of an American unit sent on an extremely dangerous mission, a trainee fighter pilot who topped his class and a platoon leader who broke ranks to rescue 11 comrades from a deadly Japanese ambush.

			When the Second World War broke out, young Fred desperately wanted to fight for his country. But the minimum age for enlisting was 21, and Fred had just turned 20. So he ‘raised’ his age a year, bluffed his way through, and entered Burnham Camp near Christchurch.

			After several weeks’ training, his 30th Infantry Battalion was ordered to Fiji where more extensive exercises were carried out. Then it was back to New Zealand for a short period before embarking for Guadalcanal in the Solomon Islands to help repel the Japanese war machine which was moving south at an alarming rate. In the previous few months most of the Western Pacific theatre had been overrun and millions of people had been enslaved and forced into hard labour under the cruellest of masters. Among the many territories overthrown were Malaya and the ‘impregnable’ British fortress of Singapore, as well as Hong Kong, the Philippines and half of New Guinea, less than 200 miles from the northern tip of Australia.

			With the enemy now on its very doorstep, the future of Australia hung perilously in the balance — and with it the fate of New Zealand, whose population, because of wartime censorship, was completely unaware of the gravity of the situation.

			After serving in Guadalcanal, where some of the war’s bloodiest fighting took place, Fred’s unit was transferred to the island of Vella Lavella, also the scene of terrible slaughter before it was recaptured by Allied forces.

			During one daylight attack, a fragment from a Japanese shell punched a small hole clean through the back of Fred’s neck, missing his spinal column by little more than a centimetre. It came close to leaving him permanently paralysed.

			Fred’s platoon, of which he was the leader, had been selected to join an elite American commando unit on a particularly hazardous raid, one he was determined not to miss because of the wound which, except for the discomfort, did not physically inconvenience him in any way. He asked the Army doctor, a close friend, not to report the injury and the doctor reluctantly agreed. He inserted a plug of sterilised gauze through the hole in Fred’s neck and gave him the okay to proceed, provided Fred report to him the moment he returned.

			
			
				
					
							
							[image: Fred Scans148.tif]
							Private Frederick Richard Allen, Burnham Camp, Christchurch, 1940. Fred, right, had ‘raised’ his age a year and bluffed his way into the army.
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			The mission to New Guinea’s Green Island, formerly called Nissan Island, just south of the equator, began at midnight on 30 January 1944 as the commandos, their faces darkened with special green paint, climbed down rope ladders on the side of an American destroyer. Waiting below were American landing craft assigned to take the raiders to secluded beaches inside the island’s lagoon a mile away.

			There was a huge swell running and, without warning, one of the landing craft bumped into the side of the destroyer. One of Fred’s mates, who was first man down, was trapped between the two vessels. The hapless soldier screamed in pain as both his legs were crushed. He was lifted aboard the destroyer by members of the crew and carried below to the vessel’s surgery where his legs were later amputated.

			It was not a good start to such a stealthy operation and every man was very much on his toes as the landing craft proceeded towards the island. But the Japanese had neither heard nor seen them and the commandos waded ashore without incident.

			The purpose of the mission is described in official war records, a section of which reads:

			. . . to report on the suitability of sites for airfields, landing beaches and approaches, naval and torpedo boat bases, and radar stations as well as the rise and fall of the tides and the depth of the lagoon — all of which are to be gathered in the 24 hours allowed ashore.

			Major A.B. Bullen will command the party to investigate airfield sites, while Lieutenant F.R. Allen’s unit will reconnoitre the beaches on Barahun Island located in the lagoon.

			Additional orders were to destroy any enemy patrols that discovered their presence and be offshore in their landing craft to be picked up by the American destroyers at midnight.

			As the raiding party reconnoitred the island there were several engagements, one of which is recorded:

			Commander J.M. Smith, searching the coastline through binoculars, picked up the outline of a camouflaged barge hidden under overhanging branches and decided to investigate. As his landing craft touched the sand, Japanese waiting in the undergrowth only a few feet away poured machine-gun fire into the craft. In seconds 50 per cent of the occupants were either killed or wounded. Commander Smith, although wounded, took the dead coxswain’s place and, after two agonising attempts had failed, retracted the boat from the beach.
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							Lieutenant F.R. Allen, 1943.
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			Because of the shallow water near the shore and the huge surf, the American sailors guarding the landing craft had the utmost difficulty keeping them off the sharp coral reefs. But in spite of this hazard they were undamaged when the raiding parties returned to the beach in time to proceed to the pick-up point.

			On the stroke of midnight the destroyers emerged from the darkness and the tired commandos scrambled aboard, their mission accomplished. The reconnoitring of Green Island had achieved its goals. It supplied the Allied chiefs-of-staff with the information needed to launch an all-out attack on the eight-mile-long atoll.

			This task was assigned to infantry troops from New Zealand who carried out the assault on 15 February 1944. When all Japanese defences had been eliminated, Green Island became home for 17,000 Allied troops, the majority of them New Zealanders. Most of the others were American ‘Seabees’ (of the Construction Battalions — CBs) who worked around the clock to construct two airstrips from which to strike the enemy, along with roads, hospitals, docks and accommodation areas.

			Green Island never caught the public imagination like Midway or Iwo Jima, but its capture was of great importance to the United States’ effort to win the war. The Americans showed their appreciation in a short despatch: ‘We hail our New Zealand comrades. Their collaboration, along with their strategic and fighting skills, has earned our lasting respect.’

			The authors have recently learned that Lieutenant Allen was involved in another dangerous mission while on Vella Lavella — the rescue of a fellow platoon commander who had been ambushed in dense jungle with 10 of his men. A radio message had been received that Lieutenant ‘Baldy’ Howitson and his men were hiding in thick undergrowth, having succeeded in beating off the enemy, several of whom had been killed. Desperately short of ammunition, the trapped soldiers had little chance of surviving a second Japanese attack, which would certainly come after nightfall.

			While his superior officers were deciding what action to take, Lieutenant Allen realised immediate action was essential if they were to reach the trapped soldiers before darkness fell. He led a squad of his own men through a mile of jungle, so dense that little daylight could penetrate the canopy above their heads, to reach their 11 comrades. An hour into their difficult journey, the increasing number of Japanese corpses showed them they were nearing their objective.

			Having made contact with their comrades, some of whom had been wounded, they handed over the boxes of ammunition they had brought with them before setting out on their return journey. To evade the enemy, they used a different route. It made the going a lot slower, but they still hoped to reach their company base before dark. They were aware of Japanese patrols nearby and expected an attack at any moment. But luck was with them and they arrived without incident.
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							Barahun Island (highlighted in orange) where Fred and his unit were tasked with reconnoitring the beaches.
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			When questioned by the authors about his motivation for this rescue, all Fred Allen would say was: ‘Well, Baldy Howitson was a friend of mine.’

			The first task assigned to Fred’s unit when it arrived in the Solomons was a dangerous one, involving the unloading and storing of large drums of high-octane fuel for the Allied fighters and bombers. This huge stockpile was initially defended by a single Bofors anti-aircraft gun — until an enemy bomb scored a direct hit and both the gun and its entire New Zealand crew were blown to smithereens.

			Japanese planes bombed the site at regular intervals and it was only by the greatest of good fortune that the highly inflammable pile never caught fire. The most persistent raider became known to the camp as ‘Washing Machine Charlie’. Night after night, just before midnight, the sleeping soldiers were woken by the drone of his plane, followed by the explosions of his bombs. These regular raids had such a psychological effect that something had to be done. So the American air base was contacted and arrangements made for Charlie’s demise.

			The following night, shortly before Washing Machine Charlie was due to make his run, a twin-engined Lockheed Lightning fighter was circling high above Charlie’s flight path. When the sound of the Japanese plane was heard in the distance, the entire personnel on the ground below watched with great anticipation.

			‘We didn’t have to wait long,’ says Fred. ‘Before Charlie released his bombs, the Lightning pounced with all guns firing and the ambush was over in seconds.’

			As Charlie and his plane plummeted from the darkness in a ball of flame and hit the ground in an ear-splitting explosion, the New Zealanders cheered themselves hoarse. Then they went back to their beds and, for the first time in weeks, enjoyed a good night’s sleep.

			When their tour of duty in the Solomons was over, the division returned to New Zealand and it was then that Fred, who had always had passion for flying, was given the opportunity of joining the RNZAF with the aim of becoming a fighter pilot. He gladly accepted and was posted to Woodbourne flying school at Blenheim.

			
			
				
					
							
							[image: Fred004.tif]
							Fred (second from right) with members of his platoon in the Solomon Islands.
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			Because of his lack of a secondary education, he realised he would be at a considerable disadvantage but, being the type of man he is, he studied night and day and was elated when he topped the written and oral examinations with a mark of 92 per cent. All his hard work was in vain, however, when Britain reduced the top age for fighter pilots to 21 and Fred, who was 24, missed out. Bitterly disappointed because of his desire to fight in the skies, Fred was released from the Air Force and given the opportunity of rejoining the infantry.

			He still has the letter of congratulations sent to him by his station commander after his examinations:

			RNZAF station ‘Fareham’

			Delta Blenheim 15.11.44 

			Lieutenant F.R. Allen was a pupil of mine for pre-entry examination which he passed with a credit mark of 92 per cent. This placed him at the top of his class. Lieutenant Allen showed great determination to learn to fly and has worked very hard and consistently during the course. Unfortunately new age regulations now prevent him becoming a fighter pilot.

			He has also taken a very active part in camp sports, especially rugby football, and during his period of training he was selected as a Marlborough representative.

			Lieutenant Allen also showed very fine qualities of leadership and was most popular among his men.

			R.A. Evans, Flight Commander

			Anxious to serve his country further, Fred now joined the famous New Zealand 27th Battalion, which had already performed meritorious service in Crete, Greece, the Western Desert and Tunisia. He served some time in the Middle East before the battalion was deployed to Italy, and it was during this campaign that Fred had his second close brush with death, one even more miraculous than the first.

			His unit had just captured the Italian town of Villa Fontana as it fought its way north. During a pause in the fighting, Fred asked a tank commander to throw him his haversack, which was on top of the tank. The commander threw the bag, but Fred missed it, and had he not done so he would have been cut in half. It was the one pass in his entire life he was thankful he dropped. As he stooped to pick up the bag a German 88 mm shell burst close by. The tank commander, killed instantly, fell on top of Fred as he was bending down. The side of the tank inches above Fred’s stooping body was sprayed with deadly shrapnel, some of which ripped into Fred’s shoulder and down one side, knocking him unconscious.
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							Fred (front row, third from left) was disappointed to miss the chance to become a fighter pilot, but satisfied to top his pre-entry class at Woodbourne flying school in Blenheim, 1944.
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			Stretcher bearers rushed to the two men, believing them to be dead. But Fred was still alive. He was taken to a field hospital to recover from his wounds before being sent to Rome to recuperate. By the time he was fit enough to rejoin his unit the war was almost over.

			How fortunate it was for New Zealand that Lieutenant Fred Allen fumbled that easy pass, for in the years ahead that gallant soldier would coach the All Blacks to unprecedented glory and elevate New Zealand rugby to the top of the world.

			Memories of war still linger in Fred’s mind. ‘There are unspeakable things a soldier can never forget,’ he says, ‘things like seeing your mates blown to bits beside you — it’s impossible to wipe them out of your memory.

			‘What I saw was bad enough, but a nuclear war would be a million times worse. If we don’t find the right leaders to take us into the future, civilisation is in peril.’

			When Fred returned to civilian life, his self-discipline, his respect for authority and his keen intellect were clearly evident.

			Because of the strict conditions under which he had worked at Ballantynes store, followed by his harrowing war experiences, he had developed into an exceptional leader and motivator of men. These were the qualities that would ensure his success in business and eventually place him firmly on the stairway to worldwide fame.
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			Kiwis in Khaki

			
			One of the most influential teams in rugby history uplifts the people of Britain from the horrors of war.

			A team of war-weary New Zealand soldiers is still remembered as one of the finest ever to grace the playing fields of England. Playing with a skill and panache never before seen in any of the four Home countries, the Kiwis Army team brought an entirely new dimension to the game of rugby.

			The brainchild of General Sir Bernard Freyberg, officer commanding the New Zealand forces in the Middle East, the team was assembled for two purposes. The first was to resurrect the morale of Freyberg’s battle veterans by playing the game they loved, and the second was as a goodwill gesture for the redevelopment of post-war Britain and France. The 33-match tour lasted six months and succeeded on both counts.

			It also brought a new freedom to the men of the 2nd Expeditionary Force, and it succeeded beyond all expectation in uplifting the spirits of millions of British people who had suffered untold pain and hardship during the bombings of their cities and the deaths of their loved ones.

			The Kiwis’ open, free-flowing style of rugby drew enormous crowds and regenerated the joy and excitement of sport wherever they appeared.

			The process of selecting the team was conducted with military precision. Hundreds of hopefuls were first interviewed in order to select 120 for field trials in Austria, and when these had been played the best 62 prospects were flown to England for a series of final trials at Margate.
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							The Kiwis pose for a photo before heading for another destination on the famous 1945–46 NZEF Army tour. Fred is seventh from left.
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			One of these was an elated Fred Allen who was over the moon about playing his beloved game once again. He has vivid memories of flying from Italy to England in a Lancaster bomber for the final trials.

			‘The inside of the plane had no seating for passengers, but that didn’t worry our party of 30 one little bit. We just stretched out on the floor, hardly believing our luck that all this was happening.

			‘Soon after we arrived in London our party was joined by the second contingent of 32, as well as three newly released British prisoners-of-war, included because of their rugby credentials.

			‘When the trials had been concluded at Margate in Kent, the team selections were read to a packed assembly.’

			Fred remembers it well: ‘There was terrific tension in the room as the names were announced. They were read in alphabetical order and mine was the first. I was absolutely thrilled — at last I was going to play some real rugby again. I could scarcely believe it.

			‘I was the happiest I had been for years. The names in the team included Bob Scott and Johnny Simpson who became among my closest friends.’

			Every man selected was a warrior who had served his country on the battlefields of North Africa or Europe. After years of fighting, with their mates dying by their sides, they were more than eager to blot out the past — and playing rugby again was an excellent way to do it.

			Although the idea came from General Freyberg himself, the man who made the team such a huge success was its manager Brigadier Allan Andrews, a young officer who narrowly escaped death on several occasions and was mentioned in despatches four times.

			But the appointment of Major Charles Saxton, a former All Black from Otago, as coach and captain of the team, was the master stroke. Here was a man who thought outside the square, an innovator with new ideas on how the game should be played. The philosophy of Saxton’s coaching is summed up in three words — ‘position, possession and pace’ — and under his guidance the newly formed team concentrated on putting these fundamentals into practice.

			Rugby teams had previously operated more or less as two sections, with the heavier forwards pounding the opposition into submission before feeding the ball to the fleeter backs to score the tries. There was a saying in New Zealand that our teams played nothing but ‘ten-man rugby’!

			Saxton’s philosophy introduced a different pattern. He wanted his team of 15 to gel together, with each man running, passing and backing up at maximum speed. He also called for more accurate handling and precise kicking to open spaces. So successful were his methods that before long the Kiwis were being hailed as one of the greatest and most spectacular teams ever to grace the playing fields of England. By the end of the tour they had played 33 matches and lost only two.

			All this time Fred, who was proving to be one of the stars of the side, was absorbing Saxton’s teachings with increasing enthusiasm. Not only was Saxton’s fast, open style of play bringing excellent results — the final tally was 98 tries scored and just 22 conceded — it was also responsible for the games being the most enjoyable in which Fred had ever taken part.

			He loved every minute of it. For him, this was the way rugby should be played and it didn’t take him long to make a decision that would remain with him for the rest of his life. Should he ever be asked to prepare a team he would have no hesitation in using Saxton’s revolutionary methods as the basis of his coaching.

			When he made that decision little did he know that he would one day coach the mighty All Blacks through 37 games, including 14 tests in five countries, without a single defeat.

			Fred’s mother Flossie kept a scrapbook of the Kiwis tour packed with cuttings and photographs. She must have been very proud of her son’s achievements for, in almost every game, his play was described in glowing terms by the overseas journalists.

			Fred Allen was impressive in all his appearances and, in fact, it might be said that, but for his genius, the Kiwis would have been in serious difficulties in several of their games.

			Fred Allen has played in every match and has always been the mainstay of the backline. Heady, neat and elusive he is the sure and constructive link between Saxton and the other backs.

			The most thrilling game of the tour was against Wales at Cardiff Arms Park on 5 January 1946. It was in this nail-biting contest that the flying Kiwis winger, Jim Sherratt, scored one of the greatest match-winning tries of all time.

			Halftime came with no points on the board and not long into the second spell the Welsh fullback Lloyd Davies landed a magnificent penalty goal from beyond halfway to give Wales a 3–0 lead.

			The second half was played at a frenzied pace and there was only 11 minutes left on the clock when the Kiwis won a scrum 10 yards inside their own half. The Kiwis second-five, Ike Proctor, punted high downfield, hoping the Welsh fullback would make a mistake. But Davies took the ball cleanly and steadied himself for a long kick to touch — and that was when the mistake was made.

			As he made contact with the ball, the fullback was slightly off balance and the kick failed by inches to reach the touchline. Seizing the opportunity, the Kiwis wing Sherratt raced in, scooped it up at top speed, and set off for the try-line 70 yards away. With the Welsh defence racing to cut him off, the big winger tore down field and it was apparent that only one defender, his Welsh opposite, Graham Hale, had any chance of stopping him. But Sherratt had a two-yard start and try as he may for the honour of his country, the Welshman was unable to close the gap as the flying New Zealander turned infield to dot down between the uprights. It is still remembered as one of the most brilliant tries ever scored at Cardiff Arms Park.

			Bob Scott converted to give the Kiwis the lead 5–3. Then, with just a few minutes left, Scott landed two penalty goals, both from near halfway, and the final whistle blew with the Kiwis in front 11–3.

			When the tour was over, the party, many now homesick, returned to New Zealand by sea. During the six-week voyage from London they had no rugby training and put on a great deal of weight. A fortnight with their families, during which they relaxed even more, did nothing to improve their condition.

			By popular demand, a short tour of five matches against New Zealand provincial sides had been arranged. In their first game for three months the Kiwis put 12 points on the board in 15 minutes against Auckland and it looked as though they were about to annihilate the local side. But in the second half their condition began to wilt and in the end it was a thrilling draw at 20 points all with the Eden Park crowd of 50,000 screaming themselves hoarse.

			In the second match the visitors defeated a combined Wairarapa-Bush XV 21–10 and then it was down to the South Island where they beat Canterbury 36–11 and Otago 19–8. By this time the pressure was beginning to tell and they lost to Wellington 11–18.

			The tour was now over and the New Zealand Army team had achieved what they had set out to do. For countless spectators at both ends of the world their magnificent play had helped exorcise the bleak memories of war.

			The Kiwis had also rejuvenated the game of rugby by incorporating a style that set new standards of innovation and entertainment, and by doing so, had become one of the most influential teams in rugby history. And not only that, the team had played with a skill and panache that had greatly impressed one of its own, five-eighths Fred Allen, who, in the years ahead, would become an international icon of the game.
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							Despite the attentions of a Monmouthshire tackler, Fred manages to get his kick away. 
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			From the moment the team disbanded Fred never faltered in his belief that rugby was a simple but highly effective game if played according to Charlie Saxton’s beliefs. The forwards, especially the tight five, were of primary importance in gaining possession of the ball and from there on it was a matter of the ball beating the man if moved with precision and speed.

			Another significant outcome of the tour was that the team produced no fewer than 16 future All Blacks, including Bob Scott and Johnny Smith, two of the greatest players of all time.

			The team was fortunate to have renowned broadcaster Winston McCarthy, himself a soldier, accompanying the side throughout the tour. It was Winston who brought the tour alive for listeners at home in New Zealand as they sat glued to their short-wave radios in the early hours of the morning. Winston also saved every report of the tour and every photograph he could lay his hands on, as well as other memorabilia such as programmes, autographs, hotel menus, badges and the like. At the conclusion of the tour he meticulously pasted this entire collection into a large scrapbook.

			On Winston’s death in 1984 the book was bequeathed to commentator and radio host Keith Quinn, who later handed it to the New Zealand Army where, he believed, it rightfully belonged. This valuable record of the tour is now on permanent display in the Waiouru Army Museum.

			In 1997 this immortal team was inducted into the New Zealand Sports Hall of Fame. The players assembled in Dunedin for the ceremony where its members then spent several happy days and evenings together. The player with the finest voice was Jim Kearney, who sang some beautiful songs, while Ike Proctor proved to be an excellent story teller.

			‘Iron Man’ Johnny Simpson, a born humorist, who turned 75 on the day of the reunion, had this to say: ‘I want to mention my mother who lived to 75. She gave me two pieces of advice — respect your elders and don’t get into cars with strange ladies.’

			Fred was deeply saddened when he received a phone call from Johnny’s wife Iris in November 2010 to tell him that his long-time friend had passed away. Johnny was 88 years old and had been blind for many years but he and Fred had never lost touch. Fred bitterly regretted being unable to attend the Iron Man’s funeral but his heart-felt eulogy, read by Johnny’s son Peter, described their wonderful friendship of 65 years.
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							Fullback Bob Scott was one of the stars of the Kiwis tour. Here he clears his line with Fred in support.
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			‘When Johnny played against the British Lions in 1950 he suffered a terrible injury to his knee which put an end to his international career,’ Fred said. ‘It was an injury which undoubtedly cost him the captaincy of the All Blacks the following year because of the forthcoming retirement of the current captain, another mighty player, Dr Ron Elvidge.’

			Fred’s eulogy ended with the words: ‘Johnny has been a tremendous friend throughout most of my life and I shall miss him greatly. Farewell, Johnny, my old mate — one day we shall meet again on those beautiful rugby fields in the sky.’

			Fred Allen and Johnny Simpson became friends in 1945 during the final selection trials for the Kiwis team in England. When that famous tour was over they both returned to Auckland to play club rugby, Fred for Grammar Old Boys and Johnny for Ponsonby. So outstanding was their form that both were selected to play in the representative side and then the All Blacks.

			On the 1949 tour of South Africa, Johnny combined with Kevin Skinner, Otago, and Has Catley, Waikato, to become one of the finest front-row combinations of all time. Although the All Blacks, under the captaincy of Fred Allen, lost all four tests, history has since shown they were sent on a mission which had scant chance of success.

			When Fred Allen was appointed coach of the Auckland rep side in 1957, he co-opted Simpson to look after the forwards. It was an excellent move as shown by the fact that Auckland not only won the Ranfurly Shield in 1959, they successfully defended it a record 25 times.

			In the latter part of his life Simpson managed a hotel in Paraparaumu where he was also heavily involved in bowls. No mean player, he was president of the Kapiti Bowling Club in 1968 before serving a term as president of Bowls New Zealand. He also served on the national executive of the New Zealand Hotel Association.

			(There is a plaster cast of Johnny Simpson’s huge hands in the Rugby Museum in Palmerston North, and entry to the building is free to anyone who can match them in size. Many have tried but only two have succeeded.)
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