
 

  

 

  
 
  

TRAVELLING BACK IN TIME 

THE WAY WE WERE 

The Cobourg Lawn Bowling Club 

Newsletter for the New Year 

January / February 2026 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

about her living at home for the rest of her life. In 

desperation, he called together all the unmarried 

men of Dogpatch and declared it ΨSadie Hawkins 

DayΩ. A foot race was decreed with Sadie pursuing 

the town's eligible bachelors. If Sadie caught one 

ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΣ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŦƻǊŎŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŀǊǊȅ ƘŜǊΦέ That 

was 1937. And it inspired a fad. 

ONCE UPON A TOURNAMENT 

one of Dogpatch's 

earliest settlers and 

the Ψhomeliest gal in all 

them hillsΩ. She grew 

frantic waiting for 

suitors until she 

reached age 35 and 

was still a spinster, and 

her father was worried 

about her 

Sadie Hawkins Day became a fun, informal 

holiday. The occasion would see gender roles 

flipped: girls asked boys out even chasing them 

down to stake their claim.   

By 1939 Life magazine reported that 201 colleges 

in 188 cities held a Sadie Hawkins Day event.  

In the early days the date varied, but was often 

celebrated in mid-November with school dances. 

Lƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ŜŘƛǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ [ƛΩ[ !ōƴŜǊ ƛǘǎ ŎǊŜŀǘƻǊ !ƭ /ŀǇǇ 

set the date as November 26th.  The archived 

minutes below captured the moment the 

Cobourg Lawn Bowling Club joined in the fun: 

 

On the left you see a unique trophy which used to 

go to the winners of the Sadie Hawkins 

tournament between 1992 and 2018. It has some 

fun details such as a jug of moonshine and 

overalls with a patch.  

Sadie Hawkins was made famous by the hillbilly 

ŎƻƳƛŎ ǎǘǊƛǇ [ƛΩ[ !ōƴŜǊΦ !ŎŎƻǊŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Wikipedia she 

was άǘƘŜ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ƻŦ aŀȅƻǊ IŜƪȊŜōƛŀƘ IŀǿƪƛƴǎΣ  

Women pay and bring lunch! bƻǿ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ Ŏƭǳō ǘǊŀŘƛǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǊŜǎǳǊǊŜŎǘƛƴƎ. Plus, ǿŜΩŘ once again get 

to see everyone in their best Dogpatch duds. 



   

  

ONCE UPON A TOURNAMENT 

 

 

The newspaper clipping on the left is from 

August 20, 1992. 

 

 

 

The newsletter has been told that the 

Social Committee will be planning some 

fun this upcoming bowling season with 

members Carol Dewey, Jenn Wetherall, 

Mary Salter, Sheri Perkins and Tammy 

Browes-Bugden.   

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Below is another entry from the club minutes. In 2001 Harry Knapper was in charge of the greens. 

 

 

  

ONCE UPON A TOOL 

ά5Ŝǿ ŘǊŀƎƎƛƴƎέ! What the heck is that? Thankfully it was an easier mystery to solve than the bowls polisher. It took just 

one e-mail and a visit to behind the shed. There, hidden from view, were two antique tools. One looked the part given its 

Ǌǳǎǘȅ ǇŀǘƛƴŀΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ-fashioned, leveling roller which was once pushed or 

pulled across the greens to make them smooth. The other looked more like metal 

scrap than an artifact. But in fact, that grate with the blue rope was a jerry-rigged 

dew dragger. To learn more, I e-mailed long-time member and former 

groundskeeper Dan Milligan.  He wrote ά!ōǎƻƭǳǘŜƭȅ ς ŘŜǿ ŘǊŀƎƎƛƴƎ ƛǎ ŀ ǊŜŀƭ ǘƘƛƴƎΗέ 

And incredibly easy too. A person simply pulled the device across the greens to 

knock the dew off the grass. Why do it? Dan explained άƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ŘŜǿ Ŏŀƴ ōŜŎƻƳŜ 

harmful to the bent grasses ς can lead to molds and other diseases like dollar spot 

if not controlled. Also, if you took the dew off the green it άcould be cut ΨdryΩ, or at 

least drier. In some cases, and depending on the method of dragging, it could also 

loosen up worm castings prior to cuttingΦέ  

 

 

 

Above are present day draggers. On the next page, ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ǎŜŜ draggers came in many forms including at our club  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

Dan recalls there being a bamboo switch (seen on the right). 

άThis ǿŀǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ ǳǎŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǊƭȅ тлΩǎ ŀƴŘ ǇǊƛƻǊ. A long, уΩ 

ǘƻ млΩ ōŀƳōƻƻ pole with a very flexible thin end. The dragger 

would walk backwards while holding the thick end of the 

switch (usually with both hands), and used a sweeping motion 

back and forth, allowing the thin end to sweep the dew off the 

green.έ This was also called a dew whip or rod. Club Treasurer 

Bob Bates recalls the άǎǿƛǘŎƘ ǊƻŘ όƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ƭƻƴƎ 

fishing rod without the reel or fishing line). It wasn't done too 

ǊŜƎǳƭŀǊƭȅ ŀǎ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ ƘŀǊŘ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ōŀŎƪΦέ 

DEW DRAGGER 

Then there was the carpet dragger(left). άI built one of 

ǘƘŜǎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ тлΩǎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ΩǎǿƛǘŎƘƛƴƎΩ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŜƴǎ ŜŀǎƛŜr. 

EǎǎŜƴǘƛŀƭƭȅ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ōƻŀǊŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘǿƻ уέ ǿƘŜŜƭǎ ƻƴ ōƻǘƘ 

ends. Attached to the board was a piece of carpet that 

could be exchanged as it wore out, or needed cleaning. 

A rope was attached that allowed a person to pull it 

over the green. This method also took less time and 

effort than the bamboo switch. The carpet needed to 

be hosed down and cleaned regularly else molds would 

grow on the damp carpet (yikes)έ [Thanks to Bill 

Arthur for finding that 2014 photo in the haystack] 

And would you believe water is effective against dewΦ ά¸up ς 

the automatic sprinkler system could also be used to switch 

the greenέ says Dan.  άAs the water from the sprinkler hit the 

dew it would essentially remove that level of moistureέ rather 

than leaving it on top to create little havens for disease. 

We no longer dew drag.  Current groundskeeper Mike 

Hendren, thinks it stopped when we installed the new 

sprinkler system. It had a programmable controller that 

allowed a short cycle at 5 AM which got rid of the dew. Plus 

coming out at 6 AM to drag a screen up and down the green 

was another volunteer job that nobody wanted to do! 

 

And hereΩs a time travel tidbit:  

Harry KnapperΩs name still appears on his 

clubhouse locker from yesteryear. His wife, 

Carol, has her name on a locker nearby. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

always wore whites, a white hat, and even white shoes when playing in a competition, 

and there was no such thing as a coloured bowl. We were instructed that whites were 

white (not cream, not off-white, or pale yellow), and that any coloured trim or buttons 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŦǊƻǿƴŜŘ ǳǇƻƴΦέ She wanted to be clear that the green seen on her top was 

her Highland Creek name tag and not her running afoul of the dress code. Donna: 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ŎƘŀƴƎŜǎ ƛƴ ŀǘǘƛǊŜΣ ǎƻƳŜ ǎŀȅ ƳƻǊŜ ǇƭŜŀǎƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ L Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ōǳǘ 

Ƴƛǎǎ ǘƘƻǎŜ Řŀȅǎ ǿƘŜƴ ǿƘƛǘŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ 5w9{{ /h59Φέ It was right about then that 

bowling started going from white in to white out.  Blame it on the BBC.  In 1992 at 

the men's Woolwich World Outdoor Bowls Championship in Worthing, England the 

BBC wanted the players in color so audiences could follow the game better. The Beeb 

insisted every player's bowls be colour-coded (with stickers) to the player's shirt. The 

World Bowls Association (WBB) did not have to comply - unless they wanted to be 

on television. And so "home" team players wore red shirts, while "visiting" players 

wore blue shirts - in every match. Team White was outraged. That sentiment was 

captured best by a letter to the editor (on the next page) published in the National 

Quarterly of the American Lawn Bowls Association. 

of formality. The practice was heavily influenced by Victorian-era ideas of propriety with overtones of etiquette and 

decorum. To say the least the convention was maintained zealously and for a very long time. As it was in Canada. 

ONCE UPON A TIME WHEN WHITE WAS άLbέ 

At some point in English history white became the in 

thing to wear when lawn bowling. It may have been 

when the sport was made legal. (Henry the Eighth 

banned it because weapons makers were spending 

more time bowling than making arrows). But to be legal 

meant you needed to pay a hefty fee. Only the rich could 

afford it. At the time white was associated with purity. 

And purity was connected to the upper class. 

Coincidentally only they could afford to launder white 

clothing. In time, white became a tradition seen as a sign 

of respect for the game and its history, providing a sense   

(Seen on the left and right) Sharyl Ann Miligan, long 

time club member, accomplished bowler and 

ǘƻǳǊƴŀƳŜƴǘ ǊŜŦŜǊŜŜ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊǎ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǊƭȅ улΩǎ: άThe 

tops and bottoms had to be white. Coloured crests 

were allowed only if you represented a province or 

country at the nationals and internationalsέ. Skirt 

lengths were also strictly policed. Sharyl Ann 

remembers refereeing her first major tournament. άL 

was given a tape and told to measure to make sure 

hems ǿŜǊŜ ǎǳŦŦƛŎƛŜƴǘƭȅ ōŜƭƻǿ ǘƘŜ ƪƴŜŜΦέ 

Our club historian Donna Longman recalls when she 

and husband Reg (seen on the bottom left) first took 

ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ƎŀƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ мффлΩǎΦ άIn those days bowlers 



  

 

 

 
As you can tell from the 1992 photograph above and those from 2001 below the CLBC was trying to keep it traditional. 

WHITE HOLDS ON 

άtƭŀȅŜǊǎ ǿƘƻ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ōƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƻ ǿŜŀǊ ǿƘƛǘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭŀŎƪ ƳƻǊŀƭ ŦƛōǊŜΧL ƎǳŜǎǎ ƛǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǊŜŦƭŜŎǘǎ ƳƻŘŜǊƴ ƭƛŦŜ - no personal pride - just 

throw on any old thing and to hell with conforming - "I'm an individual!' - You're a scruff! So, you have to do a little more 

washing. Once you let things slide a little, someone will always go beyond it, like wearing warm, waterproof, flat soled ski 

boots! Let's keep it white - all white!έ 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

²IL¢9 άh¦¢έ 

.ǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŀǊŎƘƛǾŜŘ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘ ǘƘŜ Ŏƭǳō ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ōŜƛƴƎ ŜƴǘƛǊŜƭȅ ǎǳŎŎŜǎǎŦǳƭΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ǇǳōƭƛǎƘ ǘƘŜ ǊǳƭŜǎ ŀǎ ŀ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜǊ. 

But white kept losing ground. The minutes indicate it was no longer de rigueur for jitneys, just tournaments. 

And then society in general loosened all dress codes. Lawn bowls followed and dropped the whites. In 2006 the Sarasota 

Herald Tribune had some tongue-in-ŎƘŜŜƪ Ŧǳƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƎŀƳŜΩǎ ƴŜǿ ƭƻƻƪΦ ά.ǊŀŎŜ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎΣ ŘŜŀǊ ǊŜŀŘŜǊǎΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƭŀǿƴ 

bowling has gone crazy. Crazy with color. The traditional game always featured green grass, white uniforms and black bowls. 

Except now players are wearing colored shirts and rolling bowls that are blue, green and even red. What's next? Plaid at 

²ƛƳōƭŜŘƻƴΚ ! ǇŀƛǎƭŜȅ aŀǎǘŜǊǎ ƧŀŎƪŜǘΚέ On a more serious note, the editor of the American Lawn Bowls National Quarterly, 

Joe Siegman argued the change was neededΥ άLŦ Χ ǿŜ ōƻǿƭŜǊǎ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƛƴŎǊŜŀǎŜ ƻǳǊ ŎƘŀƴŎŜǎ ŦƻǊ ǎǳǊǾƛǾŀƭΣ ǿŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ŀǘǘǊŀŎǘ 

more people. Too few newcomers are attracted by our whites. Colors on the green won't turn the place into a mass market. 

But maybe it'll say: ΨThe game is old; the people are contemporaryΩ."    

For years footwear used to be either white or brown. Then all colours were accepted. However, no matter the colour, 

one requirement remained consistent: the sole needed to be flat. But then change was afoot once again. For the last 

decade Australia and New Zealand have taken to barefoot bowls. In 2014, the BBC (remember that troublemaker) 

reported άǘƘŜ ƎŀƳŜ ƛǎ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘŀƪŜƴ ƻǾŜǊ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƘƛǇ - who want to have fun and walk barefoot on the 

ƎǊŀǎǎΦέ Apparently, they are also attracted by the мфтлΩǎ ǇǊƛŎŜ ŦƻǊ ōŜŜǊ found at most clubs     

Today, the CLBC dress code for tournaments can be found on our website https://www.cobourglawnbowlingclub.ca/faqs-

for-new-cobourg-bowlers.html ¢ƘƻǎŜ ǊǳƭŜǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŀǇǇƭȅ ǘƻ ƧƛǘƴŜȅǎΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŀǊŜ ǊŜƭŀȄŜŘΣ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ŦƻǊ flat shoes. 

https://www.cobourglawnbowlingclub.ca/faqs-for-new-cobourg-bowlers.html
https://www.cobourglawnbowlingclub.ca/faqs-for-new-cobourg-bowlers.html


 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

When he retired others took over Hitting the Kitty 

including Howard Chandler, Don Diminie and Doris 

Frankowski. They added clever subheadings to the 

column such as άJitney Jottingsέ, άOn the Jackέ and 

άBowl Bitsέ. And they kept up the bright, creative 

prose. In reporting on a player who had just won the 

same trophy for the third time in a row they wrote 

άǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ǎƻƻƴ ōŜ ŜƴƎǊŀǾƛƴƎ Řƛǘǘƻ ƳŀǊƪǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ .ǊƻŎƪ 

ǘǊƻǇƘȅΦέ Writing about a tournament in Port Hope: 

άǊŜŎŜƴǘƭȅ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ Ǌƛƴƪǎ ǇƭŀȅŜŘ ƛƴ tƻǊǘ IƻǇŜΦ ¸ŜǎΣ 

they do      
apparently they ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǎǇƻǘ Ŧƭŀǘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƎǊŜŜƴέΦ Quoting a Greens Chairman: άƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǿŀǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŀǎǎ ǿƛǘƘ 

ōŜŜǊ ǎƻ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŎƻƳŜ ǳǇ ƘŀƭŦ ŎǳǘέΦ The Cobourg Daily Star published from 1977-2009. Afterwards it went online and became 

the Northumberland News. There the spirit of Hitting the Kitty was revived by Bill Arthur who kept the club in the spotlight 

from 2012 ς 2018. 

Headlines, photographs, even a column: lawn bowls 

once was a big deal in the local newspaper. There in 

ōƭŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǿƘƛǘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƭǳōΩǎ ŎƻƭƻǳǊŦǳƭ ŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊΦ ¸ƻǳ 

could read about Jetty άYƴƻŎƪ-hǳǘέ Thompson, άŎƻƻƭ 

ŀƴŘ ǎǘŜŀŘȅέ Henry Taylor and the exploits of the 

ά¢ƘǊŜŜ aǳǎƪŜǘŜŜǊǎέ (seen on the left). And there was 

Winnie Mitchell who returned to action άŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ŀ 

ƭŀȅƻŦŦ ǿƛǘƘ ōŀŎƪ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳǎέ skipping her team to a win; 

lucky Marjorie Noble who won grip wax and Gord 

Macklin who built a patio on the northside. Social 

notes aplenty: ά.ƻǿƭǎ ŀƴŘ .ŜǊǊƛŜǎέ, celebratory cakes 

and bag pipes άƎŜƴǘƭȅ ŎŀǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ ǘŜƴŘŜǊ ŜŀǊŘǊǳƳǎΦέ 

There were accounts of big provincial tournaments, 

smaller affairs such as the tourney for married couples 

even the results of simple jitneys. It was small town 

writ large. The chief correspondent was Henry Lord. 

His bowls feature was called Hitting the Kitty. It helped 

ǊŀƛǎŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƭǳōΩǎ ǇǊƻŦƛƭŜ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ so that the CLBC 

awarded him a special commemorative plaque in 

1982. 

ONCE UPON A NEWSPAPER 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

   

 

 

 

 

____________________________aA MESSAGE FROM 

THE PRESIDENT 

 

TIME TRAVEL TIDBITS 

Lƴ мффм ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƭǳōΩǎ ȅƻǳǘƘ ǇǊƻƎǊŀƳƳŜΣ 5ƻǊƻǘƘȅ !ƭƭŜƴΣ ŎŀƳŜ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ōƻƭŘ ƛŘŜŀ ǘƻ ŎǊŜŀǘŜ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘ ƛƴ ƭŀǿƴ 

bowling. 

And there it was in the heart of a then vibrant mall. It was a prime location at the bottom of the escalator, next to Bata 

with Sears just around the corner. It looks like juniors did the instructions. And there was a lineup of interest. It was later 

reported in Hitting the Kitty that as a result of the initiative 39 people including 10 juniors came to the club to have a go. 

This was once the vision for the entrance to the club: an ornate, Victorian- 

style wrought iron arch and gate. The drawing appeared in a report which 

imagined what the club would look like in the future.  It was written by Fred 

Stringer, who was the President at that time.  In addition to the fancy new 

gate, he was asking the Town for spectator seating in the park, new flower 

beds, and an extension of the south green to a length of 120 feet (regulation 

length). None of it came to pass. Club Secretary Nan Hendren says the greens 

extension was revisited by the EC but άwe were told that it wasn't simply a 

matter of moving the ditch board back 12 feet and backfilling with top soil 

Dorothy Bishop has passed away. CLBC members of long standing will 

remember her being at the club from 2003-2014. She was a regular in the 

kitchen and at jitneys. Her name appears on a few trophies. As her obit says 

άǎƘŜ ƭƻǾŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƭŀǿƴ ōƻǿƭƛƴƎΦέ Our condolences to her family and friends. 

https://maccoubrey.com/service/8450/dorothy-helene-bishop  

 and grass. We were told that there would always be a seam where the extension started and it would never be level with 

the existing green (compaction over time with the new soil would always be an issue). We have since held many provincial 

championships with the green as is with no issues.έ 


