
FULFORD HEATH GOLF CLUB (FHGC) 
 

Angel Cup 2021 
 
Recognising that Committee decisions should generally be upheld by the PGS members(!), it falls to 
me to provide an account of the Society’s final (internal) trophy day of the year. Here it is… 
 
On the day that the great Jimmy Greaves had died, something was needed to lift spirits.  
 
Instead, together with 23 other PGS members and 2 guests, I rocked up to FHGC for the season’s 
denouement, the apotheosis of Pershore Golf Society endeavour in 2021, the coveted Angel Cup.  
 
Right, that’s got rid of most of the polysyllabic words (I did say most!). 
 
Let me say from the off, my spirits were anything but lifted, given how I played, but unlike some 
previous reports, this is not about the author… But, Ian, you are the master and I bow before you as 
an inadequate apprentice at this malarkey.  
 
Before turning to the Angel Cup proper, there was the significant matter of presenting this year’s 
PGS Singles knockout Champion with another well-earned trophy. Those present paid respectful 
homage to the Tour Winner, Robin (whatever I do, I keep my handicap around 18) Eaton. A modest 
and popular winner, he accepted the trophy from the retiring (but not shy) Skipper with a semblance 
of humility and slightly embarrassed smile. Revel in it Robin!  
 
The Captain’s brief was delivered for the final time by a clearly relieved Matt. But he did enjoy 
himself: When it came to the “Road to the Angel Cup” format explanation, he played a blinder. He 
asked the momentarily discombobulated Handicap Secretary to explain what it all meant. The 
Marshall was in town and he fixed a beady eye on Dave. “It was a Committee decision”,  Dave 
squeaked on more than occasion (committee members were staring keenly at the floor, ensuring the 
Marshall’s menacing gaze didn’t fall upon them…).  
 
To the palpable relief of all present, the moment of maximum jeopardy was passed and the Marshall 
had clearly decided to do his talking on the golf course.  
 
Prophetically, the Angel race leader, Scottish David, suggested that a lead of 6 shots over the main 
field could vanish in a single hole with a carded 10 at a par 4. More on that later… 
 
The field was assembled in a reverse order of sorts, with the elite golfers (those with shot credits in 
the bank) lining up at the rear of the field. The season’s culmination was thus manipulated to keep 
all the field on tenterhooks until the last putt dropped (or not in one case).  
 
Now to the course and a distillation of reportable events: The other Scottish David, the honourable 
member of Royal Troon, made mincemeat of the 273 yard first by driving the green – his eighth 
decade no impediment to his driving capabilities (on & off the course).  
 
On other holes, there were less noteworthy achievements; as Sumo “approached” the second green, 
his late shout of “fore” clearly startled Pete J as he was preparing for his tee shot on the third tee 
and the Sumo ball landed feet away -  from his feet. That ball didn’t rest there for long though. Oh 
no. It was removed to the “safety” of the nearby hedge. Words were had, apologies given and 
grumbles ensued..  
 



On to the tenth hole, a 500-odd yard par 5, called Two Counties. Apposite in the case of Tris; his first 
ball was launched into one & his second into the other. Not being able to find either, it required the 
gentle and fatherly counsel (well, something like that!) of Tel to persuade Tris to continue his round 
& stop blubbing. Tel clearly has (well) hidden skills in this department as Tris went on to birdie the 
short par 3 eleventh. I should point out that Tris was lucky to make it beyond the third as Dave (it 
was a committee decision) Adams nearly decapitated him with a fiercely thinned approach to the 
second green. Something about that hole… 
 
Something about the 18th too. “Braid’s Last” proved to be a hole too far for David Y: the poor man 
had endured 7x3 putts (and a 4 for good measure - that would be a good day for me!) and he was a 
broken man on the 18th  after his last miss as he swished his ball into a nearby bunker in full view of 
the Society members. A prophesised 10 was duly fulfilled. We’ve all been there David!  
 
And so to the roll of honour: 
Best Guest – Jack Dowdeswell (great birdie on the 16th)  
NTP Tris (yes, the eleventh – should be sharing his balls with Tel (as it were)); 
NTP in 2 Bish (it was a matter of small inches from an eagle 2 on the fourth); 
5th with a net 73 John (best smug face in the society) Whitehead; 
4th also with 73 Simon (done on countback again) Tennant; 
3rd with a 71 Terry (I’m gonna win this) Mead; 
2nd also with 71 J(nearly but not quite)V and 
1st and Angel Cup champion of 2021 Alan (broken *!#@ing finger) Taylor – with a 65!!  
 
Well played all and particularly those on the podium. 
Finally, plaudits to Matt who bows out as 
captain, JV for getting the society to some 
cracking courses & all other committee 
members who clearly get some things right. 
Although, appointing me as scribe for the 
the day clearly wasn’t one of them!  
 
Next up Ryder Cup in October. Bring it 
home boys!  
 
 


