
WHARTON PARK REPORT 

ANGEL CUP 2017 

The PGS season reached a crescendo, at an overcast, but dry Wharton Park, with the much sought 
after “Angel Cup” and the new “Villains Vase” up for grabs, in what was also Russ’s last outing as 
captain. 

With a few saddos sporting their past winner Angel sweaters, we gathered for the last brief of Russ’s 
reign, with another season first, no late arrivals, although JCS cut it fine and The Redge was not 
attending. 

A tear in his eye, Russ launched into his brief, with frequent interruptions from our pint-sized 
comedy duo, earning both a fine. Juan stalking around on the balcony, smoking, looking like a 
character from the The Godfather, complete with sunglasses, avoided a fine due to the captain’s 
good nature. 

As it was his last outing, Russ had handpicked his 4 ball, based on their various attributes. 

• JV for his golfing prowess 
• Doddy for his conversation 
• Brazier for his ability to make a complete arse of himself. 

And so, it proved. 

JV hit some sweet shots, inspiring Russ, who also stuck the ball beautifully and had a great front 9. 
Doddy was a fountain of knowledge on all manner of subjects and Brazier………. 

I apologise now, that this report contains a lot about my round, that’s because a lot went on, my 
therapist recommends I talk about it, and many people seem reluctant to tell me about their 
misdemeanours to report on. 

The 1st, an uphill par 5, saw 3 good tee shots and mine! The first one sailed right towards the OB, the 
reload went all of 20 yards. Much hilarity from my partners and so the tone was set for the round! 

Finding my first, I had to take a drop and then promptly struck it into a tree (first on many) and 
walked off with an 8, to my partners pars and bogeys. 

The 2nd saw 4 good tee shots (you won’t read that much) resulting in 3 pars and my birdie, yes that’s 
right! 

The 3rd, a par 3, saw me on the tee first and tug my tee shot left of the green, where it hit a tree and 
shot out like a scalded squirrel to end up on the front of the green. 



On 4, another tee shot, another tree, but it ended up in the fairway, where I somehow got it onto 
the green and two putted. JV hit a stunning second to within 4 feet but missed his birdie and his 
mild-mannered demeanour, just slipped a little. 

5 saw two good tee shots, Russ and me, and two not so 
good. Was I getting my round back together? Was I 
f***! From the middle of the fairway I managed to 
miss a 60-yard-wide green and put in in a 2-yard-wide 
bunker. It also saw John shank his approach into a 
gorse bush.  

The 7th saw a bit of action, with Russ and Doddy 
playing 3 off the tee having visited the trees on the left. 
JV hitting the fairway and me hitting a shot, made for 
this hole, a downhill right to left dogleg. A high draw 
left me middle of the fairway, 150 yards out. A duff, a 
thin and two putts saw me safely in! 

Now the 8th an uphill par 3, needed a good hit to get up 
there. Seeing John come up short I took my turn. Not a 
bad strike but always right, it disappeared amongst the 
trees, only to reappear a second later heading down 
the cart path towards us, stopping 10 yards in front of the tee, up against a tree. Laughter ringing in 
my ears, I hacked it back up the hill. JV also had a 3 putt from 15 feet and once again, his “nice guy” 
demeanour slipped, just for a second. 

The front nine concluded with Russ, inspired by John and having hit most greens in regulation, 
playing under his handicap and putting himself in contention. This was no mean feat considering his 
concentration was disturbed on more than one occasion. 

So, to the 10th, a short par 3 and nearest the pin, the Horlicks that was 8, was about to pale into 
insignificance. 

With three balls visible on or around the green, up steps yours truly and sends a sweet strike 
towards the green but ending up not visible. At the green, Doddy, who incidentally, is a great ball 
spotter, points mine out at the bottom of a gully, pin high but 30 feet below the green in all sorts of 
crap. 

It’s at times like this that you need the support of your playing partners, and not just to locate your 
ball and lower you into the abyss.  

Hitting my shot, it struck a tree rolling 20 feet further into Dingley Dell. Even from those depths I 
could still hear the laughter, volume of which only increased, when I hit my next shot and another 
tree. 

I cannot ever recall Seve emerging from one of his many excursions into the undergrowth, to find his 
playing partners doubled up with laughter, but then, unfortunately for him, he never had the 
pleasure of playing with PGS. 



By the previous standards, the rest of the round was pretty uneventful. As a group, we managed 2 
birdies and 2 pars on 11 and I continued my stupidity by skying one on 12 and putting it in a pond 
just to the right of the tee.  

Doddy decided he didn’t want to participate on the long drive 18th so went off down the 12th, 
emerging from the trees sometime and several shots later. 

Back at the clubhouse, there was a wedding reception taking place with the guests gathering on the 
patio, above the 18th green, for the photos and video, as we were finishing. I’m sure the mother of 
the bride will be pleased to hear Dave Adams and his invisible Tourette’s mate, featured on the 
video of the special day, coming off the green discussing his golfing prowess. 

Apart from all the nonsense, there actually was some decent golf played with the result being; 

• Angel Cup winner – Matt Sailes – 71 
• 1st loser – Russ Byrd – 72 
• Villains Vase – Ron Amphlett – 74 
• LD – Robin Eaton 
• NP – Chris Jolley. 

Matt admits he nearly blew it over the last few holes, unlike Russ, who did, and puts it down to the 
coaching he received from our champion of champions, Pricey. 

My understanding is that this “coaching” is now subject of stewards’ inquiry, which may result in 
both being disciplined!  

The clubman of the year was announced, which deservedly went to Tim “don’t give me a cold beer” 
Kilby. 

Well played Matt and another cut is imminent, unlucky Russ, who would have probably won if he 
didn’t have to contend with my shenanigans and well-done Ron for picking up the appropriately 
named “Villains Vase.” 

Roll on next season. 


