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JACK MUNROE 
Pugilist, Prospector, Writer and 

Soldier of Fortune 
By J . EARLE PEMBERTON 

"To live in hearts we leave behind is not to die" - Campbell 
On December 19, 1903, at Butte, Montana, Jack Munroe, 

a husky young Cape Bretoner , climbed througed the ring ropes 
to face t he world heavyweight champion, James J. Jeffries, 
in a four-round exhibition bout for a prize of one thousand 
dollars. 

In the first, second and third rounds Jeffries knocked Mun
roe down more than once; but Munroe took a ll the big champ 
had and came back throwing leather from a ll angles. 

The bell rang for the fina l round. Jeffries shot out of his 
corner and lunged at Munroe, Jack side-stepped, slid along 
the ropes and waited, grinning. Suddenly J effries charged 
again; this time wide open, shooting a right for Munroe's jaw. 
The young Cape Breton boy moved his head, ducked and count
ered with a r ight cross t hat caught Jeffries fl,ush on the chin. 
The king Of the heavyweights h it the deck with a thud. He 
got a slow count and managed to regain his feet at the co';!nt 
of nine. The bell rang to end the round and the event made rmg 
history. 

Six RIng Bouts 
It Is lnterestlng to note that up to 

his meeting with Jeffries. Munroe 
had only six ring bouts in his career. 
The Cape Breton boy not only han· 
ded "Big Jeff" a stlnglng defeat but 
also carried off a cool thousand 
dollars, a prtze Jeffries offered to 
anyone who could stay the distance 
of four rounds. Had Munroe been 
an experienced boxer he might have 
scored a knockout over the heavy
weight champion. 

Defeats Sharkey 
In follow-up bouts Munroe scored 

four round knockouts over Peter 
Maher, the Irish heavyweight cham
pion and AI Limerack of Boston. 

On January 27, 1904, he defeated 
"Sailor" Tom Sharkey in one of the 
toughest fights ever staged In Phila
delpWa.. Munroe had expert advisors 
as seconds; "Kid" McCoy, one of 
the trickiest ever to haul on a glove, 
Dal Hawkins. crack lightweight and 
Doctor Joe creamer, who could do 
a. repair job on a gaping wound as 
easily and quickly as he could tip 
a. bottle of Bourbon. But it was 
McCoy who did all the ta\klng. The 
"Kid" focused his eyes on Sharkey 
10 the opposite comer. How he des
pised that meat-headed sailor. and 
how well he remembered being 

knocked cold by one of Sharkey's 
wild rights back In 1899. 

At exactly ten o'clock the men 
were called to mid-ring by the ref
eree for instructions. The bell went 
and in that very first round Munroe 
almost met his doom when he walk
ed into a teriffic right-hand smash 
and hit the deck like a goner. "Kid" 
McCoy was yelling. "1 told him to 
be sure and watch that right". 
Munroe rolled over, his eyes glazed. 
At the count of nine he got to his 
feet. stumbling against the ropes 
and gazing into Sharkey's ferocious 
sneer. Tom blasted away with all 
he had to head and body. Only 
MWlroe's stout heart and courage 
enabled him to survive. The crowd 
were on their feet cheerlng when 
the round ended. After some expert 
revival methods by Dr. Joe Creamer 
and a one-minute tongue lashlng by 
"Kld" McCoy, Munroe went out and 
fought the greatest fight of his car 
eer, earning the riJght to meet 
Jeffries for the heavyweight champ
ionship of the worla. 

Ti tle Bout 

On August 26, 1904, at San Fran
cisco, California, Jack Munroe sat 
in the opposite corner from James 
J. Jeffries, heavyweight champion 
of the world. "Big Jeff" weighed 219; 
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Munroe 196. Referee was Ed. Craney. 
The fight ended in a second-round 
knockout with Jeffries the winner 
and still champion. 

What happened to Munroe? Some 
old-timers say he just wasn't him
self and had an off nIght. Back in 
1920 this writer worked with a for
mer Cape Bretoner who travelled 
and prospected with Munroe, had 
the thrilling experience to witness 
both Jeffries-Munroe bouts. This 
man was of the opinion that Munroe 
was stage struck. The importance 
of the occasion and the big purse 
were too much for him and resulted 
in nervous panic and he could not 
do himsel! Justice. 

Continued Career 
The defeat at the hands of 

Jeffries did not dampen the spirit 
of Jack Munr). He had great pride 
in knowing that he had accompli
shed what no other Canadian had 
or has done since, that of fighting 
the world's heavyweight champion 
with the title at stake. 

On April 22. 1905, Munroe knock
ed out "Doc" Payne at Atlanta In 
six rounds. Munroe had just ar
rived from Mexico City. 

Boxed Ja.ck Johnson 
In May 1905, Munroe knocked 

out Hank Pardello in five rounds at 
Savannah, and the following mont.h 
boxed six blistering rounds with the 
great Jack Johnson in Philadelphia. 
October 2, 1905. Munroe defeated 
Tom Murphy in six rounds at the 
old Roslyn Rink In Sydney, N. S . 
His last recorded bout was a six
round win 0 v e r AIf Allen, in 
Ottawa, Ontario. 

Introducin g Bobby Burns 

This is how Munroe tells of team
ing up with a canine partner, a 
little Scotch collie dog he named 
Bobby Burns. "Upon a day in April, 
1905, Mexico City as I recall it, was 
hotter than any other community on 
the North American continent ever 
dared to be. Out of t he molten glare 
streaming from the heavens of brass 
I stepped into the rotunda of the 
Hotel Plaza. 

There, immersed in Swimming 
heat, I beheld a fellow-being tort
ured with more discomrort than my 
own. 

He was not a human being. Life. 
on four furry legs, fawned up at me 
with lolling tongue. A beautiful coat 
he wore, this collie puppy of a year 
or thereabouts; a coat of dark sable 
hue and with white collar, a gloriOUS 
ruff around his throat. But it was 
a coat which belonged not in the 
infernal heat of the tropics, but in 
northern snows. Sprawled on the 
floor, he rose as I approached Wm. 
He looked up in my face and 
whined. His eyes were filmy with 
heat ; l}.is throat was gasping; 1n 
t he pathetic dumb language of the 
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dog, man's best friend, he strove to 
acquaint me with his need - and 
I understood him. Let who will be
lieve in chance - I believe in des
tiny. I believe the day was appointed 
for the meeting with me of my be
loved, dumb comrade. I believe that 
he was destined to come to me and 
remain with me 'til dea th parts us; 
that it is appointed on some future 
day we shall range together some 

fa~i~l~eO~r~~eIO:y~r~ppealin his 
wtstful eyes, with the responsive un
derstanding in my own, there was 
forged between us the link unbreak
able. With Bobbie Burns and I 
there is no wondering whether there 
can be 'love at first sight· We 
know. 

So. reading his need. I procured 
him a drink of water. The poor. 
parched, suffocating puppy lapped 
it greedily. With every draught the 
wonderful, dark, liquid eyes - eyes 
that even in his infancy were deep 
with amazing wisdom - elOQuently 
attested the instant emotion of love, 
enduring love, which somehow my 
coming had inspired in him. 

Was it because of a kindred sym
pathy? Because his forebarers and 
mine had alike fared amid 'The 
Banks and Braes O'Bonnie Doon' ? 
I do not know. I know only that, as 
fate decreed. I came, I saw, and my 
comrade concurred in my unspoken 
immediate wish for possession of 
him. I know only, as was proved by 
his subsequent actions, that with my 
literally walking into his life, his 
keen canine mind then and there 
settled the question Of his future. I 
was his and he was mine forever. 

Acquainted th.oroughly with the 
Scotch collie, I knew, of course, 
that of all the tribes of dogs. 
he was emphatically the "one man 
dog". But this was to be at once 
impressed upon my mind with more 
force than I expected. As I gave 
his head what I considered a part
ing pat, I regretfully dismissed my 
acquisitive thought regarding him. 
It was too much to expect that the 
owner, whoever he might be, would 
consider parting with so fine a pup. 
So, "Good-bye boy", said I , and 
walked out of the Rotunda tnto the 
blazing heat. 

At the corner below the hotel 
something following at my heels 
attracted my attention. I looked 
backward and downward . It was the 
collie pup. "I appreciate the com
pliment, you know," I told him, with 
a grave attempt to impress upon him 
the ethics of the situatton. "But it 
won't do, probably the heat has con
fused you. You see, you don't belong 
to me." He stood, panting in the 
heat, and smiled up at me steadily. 
His brush waved in dissent of my 
denial. As plainly as if he had spok
en the words, he was telling me, "I 
may not belong to you yet, but 
master you belong to me". 

What can you do against such 
determination ? But the collie took 
the entire initiative, and to reach 
my side he sought not to leave an
other man, but a woman. At the risk 
of offending my feminine readers I 
must admit that, in the morning of 
his eventful Ufe, the collie was so 
ungallant. A week passed since he 
first espied me. The second day, 
while he had remained as securely 
attached to my heels as the leather 
thereof, I found who owned him 
(theoretically) she was a woman 
Jiving in the Plaza. She had been a 
nurse in the family of President 
Madero, of Mexico. The President 
had received the collie, in early 
days of puppyhood, from a friend 
in Cleveland, Ohio. Later he had 
presented the dog to the nurse. 
Notwithstanding my growing love 

for the dog. I made, of course many 
attempts to induce him to remain 
with his owner. The outcome of my 
efforts is best described by recording 
a brief conversation between the 
nurse and myself on the seventh 
day after the pup h ad seen me and 
decided forthwith to sWItch orb:t :. 
"He has eyes only for you", the de
clared, as we stood in th~ Rctuncia 
with the collie gazing up at us in
quiringly- and I am confident that 
he understood every word. "T:lkc 
him, he is yours." Ah, but, Seno;
ita," I demurred, w:th a st10w 0': 1 e
luctant incredulity, thCUg:l my h : a '!' t 
leaped with hypocritical joy, " I 
could not think of i t , YGll mean tha t 
you wm part with him ?" "Si, Seno:', 
with happiness, he has no look for 
me riow. Why should I cling to him? 
Adios. faithless one." With a care
less gesture of farewell toward the 
collie, whose only acknowledge 
ment was to wag his t :1 il a nd beam 
at me, she started to le:1ve U<::, a 
tall graceful figure m her garb of 
the Sisterhood of Mercy which i~ 
worn by the nurses c! Mexico. I 
detained her , " I wish to pay y: u 
for him, of course, and to thank 
you." "To thank me is sufficient , 
Senor." She was again turning away. 
"One moment, Senorita, if you 
please," I interposed, "What is the 
puppy's na me?" She responded with 
a sequence of syllables, in liquid 
Spanish and hurried out. leaving 
me staring perplexedely at the 
collie. I had caught only the fi :-st 
three syllables. Decidedly. he must 
be re -christened, my taste wa.:; for 
less syllables. While gaZing at h i 'll 
as he stood wide-eyed, \yi. trul and 
expectant. his tufted ears pointing 
forward giving him tile look of in
tense alertness that is the hallmark 
of his royal tribe, au inspirati :m 
winged to me. "You fairly sm ;! ck 
of the heather," I told him, "Scot 
land has raised bra\\ n men and 
brawn dogs. Your name is Bobby 
Burns." 

.Bobby Burns proveCl to be a 
thoroughbred by nature as well as 
in breeding. His years nave proved 
that "blood will tell", that the come 
I subsequently discovered to be di
rectly decended from the great 
Douglas Blush, of Scotland, famous 
bench winner of the 90 's and a 
mother of many fameus sons, and 
from a father internationally fam 
ous, was a four-foottd gentleman. 
fitted by destiny for the unique 
career which has been his. 

From the day that he followed me 
out of the hotel rotunda-at last 
my property as I was nis-the way 
of the four winds claimed us. Al
ways the milage of the morrow-the 
age-old lure of rolling stones-beck
oned us ; nor did I extract more 
pleasure from the cycles of restlrss 
change than did he. 

He was my travelling pal, my 
chum, my comrade. From coast to 
coast, gray Atlantic to blue Pacific ; 
from the Arctic Sea to the bow of 
the Southern Gulf; from the drow
sing east to the western front. So 
he fared with me. 

Whither I went he went also; my 
people were his people; my Gods his 
Gods. Humblest-and proudest--of 
friends, he asked only to be with me. 
Whisked hither and yon. to every 
city in America and Canada, he has 
hidden in baggage ca.rs or under 
car seats. He has gone down to the 
sea with me in ships. He has heeled 
in my tracks through tropical 
jungles or across frozen reaches. And 
finally came the great adventure, 
when he followed me through the 
trenches with the same nonchal
ance that he exhibited in peaceful 
days in trailing me through Younge 
Street in Toronto, Broadway in 
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New York, the Strand in London." 

Fine Soldier 

Jack Munroe was 40 years old 
when the First World War broke 
out. On August 12, 1914, eight days 
after Great Britain declared war on 
Germany, he joined the famous 
Princess Patricia Ba ttalion at 
Ottawa, Ontario. and went over
seas. Munroe was the first Canadian 
(Private) Soldier down the gang
plank to press foot on fiench soil. 
When the troopship reached La 
Havre, COlonel Farquhar (former 
Aide to the Duke of Connaught) 
led the way down tne gangplank. 
Next came the Adjutant, Captain 
Buller, later a Colonel. Sgt. Major 
FTaser and Provost Sgt. Champion 
followed, then came Private John 
Alexander Munroe, who was attach
ed to Headqual·ters S taff. Tall Ad
jutant Captain Buller was the first 
Canadian Officer with a fighting 
Batta lion to set foot on French 
soil to fight for the threatened 
liberties of the world. All others 
were British born, The date was 
December 18, 1914. Bobbie Burns 
did not make the tr1p down the 
gangplank with Munroe, but was 
smuggled ashore in a gunny sack 
later on. Bobbie Burns became the 
mascot and darling of the Regiment. 
on night reconnoitering expiditions, 
Jack always took the little collie 
along. "The dogs instinct for loc
ating Germans was almost lUlcanny," 
said MlUlroe, "He saved our lives 
many times by giving me warning, 
When his ears pointed forward and 
his tail was rigid we knew in which 

direction Fritz was hidden ." 

Second Battle of Ypres 

After the second battle of Ypres, 
133 men and a few stretcher bear
ers were all that were left out of 
as fine a body of fighting men as 
ever donned uniforms. The toll tak
en of the Pats on May 8, 1915, was 
terrific. At the roll call on the night 
of May 7, No. 4 Company, which 
held the support trenches, num
bered 155 men. When relieved, all 
that remained were 47 NCO's and 
privates. There were no Officers. 
In fact, there were but two Officers 
of the entire Battalion unhurt. Out 
of 18,000 men whose names went 
thro~h the books of the PP's, 
only about half-a-dozen and one 
Officer returned to Canada alive, 
The late Neil (NeUly) MacKay 01 
Glace Bay, N. S., who died in 1945, 
was one of the survivors, Munroe 
went through the hardest of the 
fighting and proved a regular bear
cat in hand-to-hand roughing. His 
favorite weapon when going over 
the top was a woodsman's axe, that 
he weilded with devastating effect 
on the Huns. Once he went over a 
stretch of terrain lUlder heavy fire 
to save the life of a wounded Officer 
whom he carried back to the trenCh. 

On March 20, 1915, Colonel 
Farquhar was mortally wounded 
when a stray Mauser bullet from 
the enemy trenches had passed 
through his body, entering at the 
breast, Men sprang to his side and 
picked him up. They carried him 
back, under fire, to the dressing 
statton. The MO examined the 



wound and shook his head. The 
Colonel tried to raise his head, but 
could not, he feebly moved one arm, 
and with a tremendous effort gasped 
the words, "Bury me with the boys." 
Toward evening of that awful day 
of May 8, the Patricia&-ar the rem
nant of them-were in desperate 
plight, but hung on. They fought as 
only men of their breed can fight. 
Captain Buller, who was promoted, 
to Colonel after the death of Colonel 
Farquhar, sustained a frightful 
wound, losing an eye. Major Galt 
was 'also severely wounded. Both 
men remained on duty. During the 
afternoon a message was sent from 
Headquarters asking, "How long the 
Patrlcias could hold out." It came 
to Major Galt, who had 'already re
ceived his wound. He sent this re
ply, "Till the last gun is fired and 
the last man is gone." 

Fi"htinr at Sanctuary Wood. 
The fighting was very heavy at 

Sanctuary Wood. It began in earnest 
on June 2, by the Germans blowing 
up the trenches of the CMR's. They 
broke through and almost surround
ed the Pats. Although every devil
l:::h instrument of war was brought 
to bear on this Wood, and the Pats 
effectives were reduced. to 87 NCO's 
and men, they refused to yield an 
inch of ground. Major Galt, while 
lying on 's stretcher with one lec 
shattered by a shell a few minutes 
previous, heard one of the Officers 
ask a Sergeant, "If there was any 
way _ to retire from the Wood in 
case the few remaining men were 
oveIlXlwered and had to retire." 
The Major raised himself up on his 
remaining leg and said. to the 
Officer, "There is no such thing as 
retiring for Patricias, we must nght 
to the last." And so they foulirht till 
reinforcements arrived. 

Colonel Buller Killed 
Colonel Buller was killed while 

leading his men in a counter-attack. 
He jumped out of the trench to 
allow '8 group near him room enough 
to make a good start. The last words 
from his lips were, "Forward 
Patricias." 

The only remaining Commissioned 
Officers after the fight were Captain 
MacKenzie and Lieutenants Mac
Pherson and Curry. The Regimental 
Sergeant Major Anderson, was 
severely wounded in the lei, which 
was later amputated. 

Grim FiIrW"N 
Grim. figures, these figures which 

on that memorable day, when their 
valor brought the Huns' plans to 
naught, placed the name of . the 
Princess Patricia Canadian Light 
Infantry in the highest of proved 
instances of sacrifice and lion spirit 
in the annal's of World War One. 

Had the HWlS gained those 
support trenches, they might as well 
have walked into Ypres. This obser
vation is made advisedly, for they 
did not gain the support trenches. 

The full story of that magnificent 
stand will never be told. The men 
fought like Bengal tigers, ne~er 
flinching an inch during the entire 
bombardment and ensuing inra.ntry 
rushes. 

Not one man, or a few men, but 
all the men; men of the line and 
OfIicers, wounded and dying, one 
and all showed the same indomitable 
courage and spirit. The losses among 
the NCO's alone was terifIic. Of the 
Sergeants and Corporals only six 
remained. 

Munroe Wounded 
On June 16, 1915, at Annentieres, 

France, Munroe was wounded when 
a bullet whizzed from the muzzle of 
a rifle 800 to 1,000 yards away. At 
daylight the lookout reported some 
men moving on a hill behind the 

Gennan lines, a thousand yards 
away. Spoke Private Nelson, one of 
the best snipers in the Battalion, to 
Private Munro, "Jack let's get over 
here and try to cop one or· two of 
these boys on their way back." So 
with two well-oiled rines and with 
two field glasses, the pair went back 
from the front trench to the snipers 
elevation. They sprawled on their 
stomachs on the ground, their eyes 
strained through the glasses. point
Lng at the hill, while they hoped 
for the return of that party. Still 
nothing could be seen. With an esp
ecially loud crack, like a sound pro
duced by the breaking of an electric 
light bulb, only louder a-nd sharper. 
Nelson dropped his glasses, "Jack" 
he cried, "You're hit". Munroe did 
not answer, he rose quickly and 
stepped down into the trench, blood 
spurting through a hole in the khaki 
over his breast. Comrades sprang 
toward him as Nelson yelled for 
assistance. The hands of veterans of 
the trenches haNe, through grim ex
perience, grown swift and deft. In 
a flash they stripped away his coat 
and shirt and clutched for emerg
ency bandages. which are always in 
the kit of a soldier. From the wound 
in the right breast pulsing jets 
blood were leaping, like miniature 
intermittent fountains. These jets 
shot fully four inches from the skin 
before they wavered and fell earth
ward. The bullet had entered the 
right breast and passed through _the 
body, emerging at the lower end of 
the shoulder blade and then on 
through the cloth that covered it. 
There was only a slight hemorrh
age at the back, however, in passing. 
the bullet had cut a portion of the 
auxiliary artery and then coursed 
through the tOp or the lung. Also, 
for good measure, it went through 
the Brachial Plexus, producing an 
ultimate paralisis of the right arm 
that lasted for some time. In finally 
emerging, it went dangerously close 
to the Spinal Column and then 
hustled on looking for another vic
tim. However, had it not been for 
the quick thought of sniper Jim 
Foster, the job would have been pro
bably completed there. As they 
stripped a way his clothing, Jim 
noted the jets of blood, spurting as 
if a water hose had been cut. In a 
flash he had thrust a finger into the 
wound. "Quick," he yelled, "The 
bandages." Comrades of the trenches 
are rude and primitive, but when 
it comes to "First Aid". they are 
there 

Swiftly the bandages were applied 
and the hemorrhage was stopped. 
Then the good. boys and brave Cor
poral MacIntyre of the stretcher 
bearers, came rushing to extend aid. 
Munroe shook his head and started 
to walk toward the end of the 
trench, beyond which was the dress
ing station. A half dozen comrades 
followed him. carrying the stretcher. 
imploring him to let them help him 
out of the trench. He shook his head 
and walked on. He was too weak, too 
numbed with the shock to talk.. But 
he remembered that, if he could 
walk the half-mile to the end of 
the trench, they could then gain 
tp,e open and be partly out of range 
of the German rifle fire. He reached 
the end of trench, the others helped 
him out. they put him. on the stret
cher. He couldn't have walked any 
further. They carried him to the 
dressing station. The MO. a bright, 
keen, capable young fellow. stripped 
off the clothing. He lay on the 
stretcher bare to the waist. The MO 
looked at the wOWld, swiftly attend
ing to it, then he looked at Munroe. 
"Man," he said, "Your life depends 
on your keeping absolutely quiet, if 
you move at all, the hemorrhage 

will likely start again a.nd you will 
bleed to death in a few minutes." 
Again he shook his head, "I don't 
know how you ever got here?" he 
said. 

Back to England 
Munroe was removed to England 

and for a year-and-a-half, the first 
few months between life and death, 
was a patient in Netely Hospital. 
and by special permission Bobbie 
Bums remained with him. 

In January, 1917, Jack Munroe, 
accompanied by his little dog boar
ded the steamer Scandinavian at 
Liverpool, England and sailed back 
to Canada. They landed at St. Jolm, 
New Brunswick. in nine days. In 
three days more they were in To
ronto. There Bobbie Burns was pre
sented with a medal by the Royal 
Humane Society of Toronto. 

Munroe was commissioned a 
Lieutenant and was loaned to the 
United States Government to help 
recruiting. When the war was over, 
Jack Munroe. with his little dog at 
his heel's hit the trail for the North. 
Munroe prospected extensively in 
Northern Ontario and filed many 
claims. He was one of the very first 
to prospect for cobalt mineral. When 
he retired he returned to Cobalt, 
Ontario, and was elected Mayor of 
a small town named Elk. City. He 
also wrote a book called "Mopping 
Up", for which he received several 
thousand dollars in royalties. The 
book was written through the eyes 
or his I1ttle dog, Bobbie Burns. 

Honored by the Kinr 
Jack Munroe may have looked 

bad in his second bout with James 
J . Jeffries, but his subsequent car
eer most assuredly proved he was 
not lacking in real courage. He was 
honored by the King and Canadian 
Parliament for his battlefield deeds. 
His little dog had the distinction of 
being presented. by Princess Pat
riCia, with a beautiful gold-studded 
collar. Bobbie Burns died in the fall 
of 1919, at the age of 16. "I felt," 
Jack said, "That I had lost some
thing that could never be replaced." 

John Alexander Munro was born 
at Upper Kempt Head, Boular
dane, Cape Breton, Nova Scotia, 
June 26, 1874. He died in Toronto, 
Ontario, February 13, 1942. His 
widow, Lina C. Munroe, resides in 
Toronto. A nephew and namesake. 
Sgt. John Munroe, is a member of 
the Sydney Pollce Department. Mrs. 
Jolm E. Grant of 83 Brook Street, 
Dominion, Nova SCotia, is a niece. 

The Ballad of Jack MWlroe 

Oh, this is the tale of Jack Munroe, 
With arm of iron and fist of bra.ss, 
Who fought a champion long ago 
The glittering years, how swift they 

pass 
And his back was broad and his 

eyes were bright 
And his soul was square and his 

spirit I1ght. 

He tramped far over the mossy 
rocks, 

The rocks which bloom into cobalt 
rose, 

Where the geese go past in their 
arrow flocks, 

Where the spruce sings soft as the 
Northerner blows, 

Where the Polar torches illume the 
sky 

And the mystic lakes of the forest 
lie. 

He came one day to the mining town 
Across the lake in his bark canoe. 
He filed his claims and they wrote 

them down 
And plotted them all, and put them 

through. 
Then they spoke to him by the veri

est chance, 

Of the bloody wars on the plains 
of France. 

"A war?" he said, with a questing 
eye, 

"Is England in it?" They answered. 
"Yes." 

Then Jack Munroe raised. his head 
on high 

And answered, "Its up to me, I 
guess. 

I have a sister, she gets my coin. 
Make out my, will, I'm a-gain' to 

join." 

And thus it was that Jack MWlroe 
Brought deeds and papers, a goodly 

store, 
To the claim recorder the miners 

know 
And saw them behind a good. steel 

door, 
And signed his will , and remarked, 

"So long, 
I was always stuck on the bugle's 

song." 

For he said, "It's duty, and nothing 
less." 

And his lips were tight and his 
smile was grim, 

"So put me down for the Privates' 
Mess. 

The king is calling, 'and I'm for him. 
And what are the odds if I don't 

come back? 
They named me after the Union 

Jack." 

And so he signed with the "Princess 
Pats". 

You saw the beautiful regiment 
start 

With the saucy swing and the rak
ish heart. 

And this is the story miners tell. 
Of ,a fighting man who set out for 

Hell. 

NOTE- The above poem is from 
"Sea Dogs And Men At Arms", by 
J. E. Middleton, publ1shed by G. 
P. Putnam's Sons, New York and 
London. 

The chapter "Introducing Bobby 
Burns" and the heroic deeds of the 
famous Princess "Pats" on the 
battle-field's of France is from the 
book "Mopping Up" by Lieutenant 
Jack Munroe, published by The H. 
K. Fly Company, New York, N. Y. 

Compliments of 

JOE SMITH 
Your Haberdasher 

Tip Top Tailors 
Repairs & Alterations 

Drop in and meet the guy 
with the world boxing record. 

Senalor's Cor. Dial 849-6536 

HUGH CAMERON 
SONS LTD. 

Your Lumber Dealer 

HOME IMPROVEMENT 
LOANS - $30 to $5,000 
6 to 60 Months to Pay 

No Down Payment 

11 North SI. (Near Forum) 
Dial 849-3555 Glace Bay 



Compliments of 

CANADIAN LEGION 

• 
BRANCH NO.3 

48 Union Street Glace Bay 

• 
BRANCH NO. 40 

Passchendaele Glace Bay 

• 
BRANCH NO. 119 

Tower Road Nova Scotia 

• 
BRANCH NO. 5 

Donkin Nova Scotia 

• 
BRANCH NO. 78 

Dominion Nova Scotia 

DRINK ... 

McKinlay's 
Beverages 

AND GIVE THIRST A 
KNOCKOUT PUNCH 

McKINLAY & SONS LTD. 
Plant: 262 Brookside St. 

Dial 849-6644 Glace Bay 

BOXING 

A LETiER FROM 
BLAIR RICHARDSON 

Dcrchester, Mass., 
september 9. 1961. 

Dear Mr. Pemberton, 
Just a, line to say hello a nd I hope 

you are feeling fine. My brothel' 
Kevin sent me a copy of September 
issue of "Punching with Pemberton" 

I feel honoured tha t you d id an 
article on me in your sports bulletin. 
I really enjoyed the Etory. T hat puts 
me along with the grea t old-timers 
which you have been running in 
your paper. In the fighting depart
ment though I have a long way to 
go to equal them. Reading your 
article brought tears to my eyes, 
because I had lost t J Emery in 
Halifax and I know I disappointed 
many people including you. But 
Earle I tried my very best and it 
just wasn 't good enough. Maybe 
some day I'll be able to reverse that. 
defeat, God willing. 

Thanking you for all t he wonder 
ful things you have done for me 
and if I'm not a credit to boxing 
one thing for sure you are. so keep 
up the good work. 

Your Friend 
Blatr Richardson 

PAUL SPINNEY 
FLORIST 

58 Comm. St.- Next to the Bridge 
Glace Bay. N. S. 

COMPLETE FLORIST 
FOR THE ISLAND 

Glace Bay Dial 849-4578 
New Waterford 

Bud's Dairy Dial 862-3600 
Marg. McLellan Dial 862-2364 
Cribb's Bookstore Dial 862-6942 

North Sydney Dial 794-3950 
Harry's Dairy, next to B. C. Co-op 
Margaree Forks Phone 13-14 

Severin LeBlanc's Store and 
Service Station 

Middle River Phone 180-13 
A. E. MacLeod. Post Office and 

Store 

*+0 .... +0 .... +0 .... +0 .... +0 .... +0-<-

SYDNEY FORUM 
FRIDAY, OCT. 27 

MAIN BOUT - 10 ROUNDS 
For Eastern Canada 

Basil Arsenault 
Mira, Holder of Maritime 
Light-Heavyweight Title 

Semi-Final 
TYRONE GARDINER 

Light-Heavyweight Title 

vs. Frank Pilgrim 
Stephenville, Light

Heavy Champion Nfld. 

6 Rounds 
vs. JIMMY CALHOUN 

Special Bout - 6 Rounds 
HUGHIE MACDONALD vs. CLARENCE PENTON 

Curtain Raiser 
"ROCKY" MACDOUGALL vs. RONNIE MACLEAN 

Rush $1.00 - Reserved $1.50 - Ringside $2.00 

Felt Dawn' ... • 
From the SCrapbook of the late 

Stuart McCawley 

We were sitting on the beach at 
Mira Gut. Just a lonely Cape Breton 
moonlight night. The youngsters 
were singing and telling yarns. One 
kid recited Col. McRae's poem, "In 
Flanders Fields", and one of the 
boys who had been "over there" 
asked us if we knew what McRae 
meant when he wrote the phrase 
"Felt dawn". Nobo(lY seemed to be 
entirely clear on the question and 
we asked our friend, the veteran. 
to describe it for us. Here are his 
words: "My friends you will never 
know how long a night can be. You 
have to inhabit a muddy trench to 
know that. A cold drizzly rain that 
is eating through your khaki into 
your very heart. A sea of mud
slimy, sticky, stinking mud. The 
duck boards floating in ooze. Your 
feet wet and heavy- your toes sq
uishy. Not a sound of any kind. The 
nearest human ten yards away just 
around the bay. Darkness supreme. 
Not even enemy flares. You strain 
your eyes over the parapet to the 
barbed-wire. Your batallions life 
depends on your keeping awake. 

Oh, the strain, oh, the fWlk that 
is trying to grip your very soul. 
Would to God something would 
happen, t h is eternal watching is 
fearfuL Then a rustle in the grass; 
a wave of movement first like the 
ripple you hear when a stone is 
"skipped on a quiet pond, then an 
extra chUl in the a ir ; then a glow 
to the east-'tis dawn. The sun 
struggles up. A bird oh a shattered 
.stump whistles. "Coo-coo." Your 
blood warms up. Relief is coming. 
The war is still on, and the bird 
h as showed you that after all, it is 
better to smUe than to worry. God 
is still in command." 

jn fllcmoriem 
1914-1918 
1939-1945 

"They shall not grow old as we tha t 
are left grow old; 

Age shall not weary them. nor the 
years condemn; 

At the going down of the sun, and 
in the morning, 

We will remember them." 

How fitting are these words by 
General A. G. L . McNaughton; 
"We must treasure their deeds that 
children yet Wlborn will know the 
part that th~se heroic Canadians 
played in defence of their cOWltry." 

,. A wise nation preserves its re-
cords ... Gathers up its muni-
ments . . . Decorates the tombs of 
its dead . . . Repairs its great pub-
lic structures and fosters national 
pride and love of country by perpet
ual reference to the saCrifices and 
glor ies of the past."-Joseph Howe 

"Too often in the pas t Canadians 
have underestimated or ignored the 
calibre and achievements of their 
fellow countrymen. If we are to be
come one of the very great and 
highly respected nations of the 
Western World, we must learn to 
honour and encourage those of our 
citizens who display outstanding 
qualities."-The Han. Major-General 
E. C. Plow, Lieutenant-Governor or 
Nova SCotia at t he unveiling of the 
Silver Dart Monument at Baddeck, 
Nova Scotia, June 15. 1959. 
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I compliment: of . J. 

Phalen's Bakery 
• 

41 MINTO STREET 

Dial 849-6619 Glace Bay 

L YNK ELECTRIC 
LIMITED 

Electrical Contractors 

48 BROOKSIDE ST. 
Dial 849-7534 Glace Bay 

161 PRINCE ST. 

Dial 562-1132 Sydney 

Compliments of 

LIGHTER'S 
CREDIT JEWELLERS 

Commercial St. 

Dial 849-7621 Glace Bay 

Hyland Motors 
Your Dodge, DeSoto and 

Morris Oxford Dealer 
IRVING GAS & OIL 

General Repairs - Welding 
Body Work 

DAY & NIGHT SERVICE 

McKeen Street 
Dial 849-5588 . Glace Bay 

Harry M. Munroe 
FIRE. AUTO & LIFE 

INSURANCE 

20 Commerciol SI, 
GLACE BAY 

PHONES 
Office 849-4590 Res. 849-6480 

>""" .... """ .... """ .... """ .... """ .... """lIk 
I GLACE BAY 

MINERS FORUM 
A Community Owned Arena 

SUMMER & WINTER 
ENTERTAINMENT 

"S.e You At The Forum*' 

Lower Main Street 

Dial 849-7526 Glace Bay 
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