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NEW
 COURSE

efore visiting, my knowledge of the Philippines extended 
to: Cory Aquino (who led a popular revolution in 1986, 
which ousted President Ferdinand Marcos and his kooky 
wife Imelda, she of ten thousand shoes); Manny Pacquiao 
(a boxing champion who’s fought in eight different weight 
divisions and has that many nicknames); and Douglas 

McArthur (the US General in World War II who said, “I will return”, and 
did). But apart from that, I wasn’t even sure how many ‘L’s and ‘P’s are in 
the country’s name.

But I’ve been there now and can offer the following as a cheat-sheet, 
albeit from the perspective of a fly-in-fly-out golf tourist who spent four 
days at a super-flash resort recently:
x� The Philippines is home to 100 million people, most of whom travel 

at peak-hour in Manila;
x� Cock-fighting is on television. And not like a single-camera 

broadcast of a rural hen-house feather-dust-up, but rather with 
professional graphics and statistics and voice-over, like Fox News 
promoting Mike Tyson vs Wladimir Klitschko. And it’s just as 

unwatchable as you’d imagine cock-fighting – and Tyson-Klitschko 
– to be;

x� Other sports include Pekiti-Tirsia Kali which is “a fighting system 
that focuses on the knife and machete/sword for killing and has 
been adopted by elite Philippine military and law enforcement 
units”, according to the Internet; and Basque Pelota which is a game 
with a ball shot out of an arm-slinging device that’s played in a huge 
court with walls 100 metres apart; and basketball;

x� Manny Pacquiao’s nicknames are: “Pac-Man”, “The Nation’s Fist”, 
“The Destroyer”, “Fighting Pride of the Philippines”, “National 
Godfather”, “The Fighting Congressman”, “The Filipino Slugger” 
and, my favourite, “The Mexicutioner”.

So there you go.
We landed in Manila on a typically sultry evening, the air thick  

with equatorial heat. It’s sprawling, steaming and heaving, Manila, a 
bustling metropolis of cars and trucks and bikes, of beeping horns and 
colourful “Jeepneys”, the ubiquitous people-carriers decorated like 
happy dragons.

ANVAYA COVE OPENED JUST NINE MONTHS AGO AND IT IS ALREADY DRAWING 
COMPARISONS WITH HIGHLY ACCLAIMED LAYOUTS ENTRENCHED IN THE WORLD’S TOP-100.

WORDS: MATT CLEARY

The 13th at Anvaya Cove is 
reminiscent of some more 
famous one-shotters.
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Around us are billboards ten storeys high. Policemen use giant orange 
hands to direct traffic. Policemen are often beautiful women in crisp white 
shirts, mirror shades, batons and utility belts. And so vibrant and vast 
is the feel of the place you could imagine Judge Dredd striding about, 
administering justice and arresting “perps”. It’s a mega-city, Manila.

Yet drive for three hours through expansive flood-lands, by jagged 
volcano-looking peaks (some of which are indeed volcanos), cross giant 
rivers of ash the breadth of the Murrumbidgee (that was once lava flowing 
from Mt Pinatubo, which went off in 1991), through many boom-gates (the 
makers of those e-toll things could make a killing in the Philippines), past 
signs for “Mexico” and “The Holy Land”, past C-130 aircraft, skirt famous 
Subic Bay and serpentine through the hills, and you’ll arrive at green, 
gleaming-fresh, and soon-to-be-famous Anvaya Cove Golf & Sports Club.

And then you might drink a beer. And wash your face and neck with a 
cold towel. And play some of the great golf in Asia. 

Designed by Kevin Ramsey of Golfplan and opened in December 2013, 
Anvaya Cove is 6,480 metres from the back tees marked by golden sea 
turtles. There are five tee boxes for all levels. Our group of single-figure 
and high-teen handicappers chose the second-back blue sea turtles and 
found it quite difficult enough, thank you. 

The developers of the resort, Ayala Land, one of the biggest property 
developers in south-east Asia, have built the best golf holes on the prime 
land. Instead of putting property on the ridges, beaches and cliffs where 
there are views, they’ve given the golf holes the prime land.

On the front-nine you meander about through jungle, enjoying the golf,  
the layout, emerging to views of the mountains and sea. There are strong 
golf holes that weave through bush, jungle and hidden housing. They’re 

set on the highest part of the land with views of the South China Sea and 
mountain ranges. 

The back-nine – and we will talk more of it, oh yes – is a two-hour feast 
of vistas, a fiesta of vistas. Top vistas. The back-nine you ride like Eddie the 
Eagle. It flows down to and around the coast, with par-3s reminiscent of 
the famous downhillers at Pebble Beach and Torrey Pines. And it is flat-out 
spectacular. (OK, perhaps not Pebble or Torrey Pines-spectacular. But our 
party includes famous course photographer Gary Lisbon. His photos tell 
the story. You be the judge.)

Anvaya is cart only, which makes sense given: 1) There is often more 
distance green-to-next-tee than tee-to-green (think Bonville near Coffs 
Harbour, but permanently 30-odd degrees); and 2) It is permanently 30-
odd degrees. Luckily there is ample opportunity to hydrate, and one’s 
caddie will fan one with one’s scorecard.

Our caddies are very good, putting lines spot on. It’s hard as an Aussie, 
though, to cop the servant-master dynamic. A young woman holding an 
umbrella over you or fanning you with the scorecard, you don’t get that in 
Coffs Harbour. But you could get used to it, particularly when my caddie 
“Julie” wordlessly pulls our cart to a halt, dashes into the bush like Steve 
Irwin hunting a bush-rat, and returns with a gleaming white ball. 

“Pro V1x,” she declares, handing it to me. “Latest model. The best.” I tee 
it up next hole. And wonder if it’s possible to keep this woman … and get 
her through customs.

The course rolls around the hills after the 1st, with wide-enough fairways 
but jungle and death for the wayward. The 2nd hole, a par-5 called 
“Daring”, runs along a ridge. Day one I hit a big drive into a bunker, clip 
a nice 6-iron out, and still have 155 metres to a green bordered in front by 

CLOCKWISE FROM TOP: The short par-4 4th 
hole lies at the heart of the undulating 
Mountain nine; Holes like the par-4 7th 
offer panoramic views to the mountains 
in the distance; The short par-3 6th 
hole is a front nine highlight; The 12th 
hole heads down to the beach.
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plenty of sand. Day two I pull my 3-wood into a building site but am joyfully 
informed by Julie that I’m in play. A happy par results.

Anvaya Cove doesn’t feel like a “resort” course given it’s quite hard, 
particularly first time around with winds off the South China Sea. The 
punishment for the wildly errant is usually a drop from a lateral hazard or a 
re-load.  

We pull up at a cabana and down a couple of cold San Miguels, the local 
lager. We wipe faces with cold towels, eat hard-boiled eggs and stock up 
with agua. We buy Gatorade for the caddies and banter with peoples from 
all over the world – Britons meet Malays, Americans meet Sydneysiders.

After a ‘fat lady’ on nine besmirches an otherwise half-decent half-
round, we stop for drinks and pork surprise from the buffet. The locals 
love pork. Chops, sausages, stir-fries, spare ribs with special sauce, rolled 
into ingenious balls, Filipinos enjoy pork as Thais do jasmine rice. Yet 
there isn’t what might be called “Filipino cuisine”. (Have you heard of a 
Filipino restaurant?) The locals fuse Asian, American, Spanish, even British 
influences, and, effectively, add pork. And it is delicious.

The clubhouse is “Asian Tropical”, all high ceilings and airy, with objets 
d’art. There are mahogany dressing rooms staffed by many people in crisp 
white uniforms. It’s like a golfing Club Med with smiling ancillary types in 
white kit, being useful, with walkie-talkies. Members of the club sit about 
laughing like they’re on holiday forever, which some are. The head pro or 
Manager of Golf, or something, is Steve McDonald, a mahogany-tanned 
former US Marine who walks around smiling.

And so to the 10th, a par-5 that’s in two parts: 1) Flat bit; 2) Ski jump. If 
your drive can get over the hill, your ball will roll so far your second shot 
could be with a lob wedge.

No.11 is a photogenic, curving, driveable par-4 with a bunker left like 
a massive amoeba. No.12 goes downhill to a beach on the bay. No.13 is a 
short downhill par-3 to a peninsular green with water views on three sides 
and a cabana at the tee. Many photos are taken at the 13th.     

The beast of the course – perhaps the beast of South-East Asia and 
beyond – is the 15th: 600 metres from the tips, double-dogleg, hazard right, 
the an approach shot blind over a tall grove of trees guarded by jungle left 
and long. It’s index No.1 and “Par-6” according to Julie. Day one I hit two 
crisp shots before blazing away with a hybrid on approach, successive 
pills flying into the jungle never to be found. Our man Lisbon, meanwhile, 
hits the mother of all hybrids from 180 metres, skirts the canopy for what 
looks like perfection. But we never find it, either. On day two I lay-up with 
my third (a 7-iron) and eke out a respectable “par-6”.

We putt out on 18 – a photogenic par-4 with a long green that angles 
away – and head to the Beach Club for a spa, massage and swim in the 
giant pool. We drink San Miguel on the beach and enjoy a jaw-dropping 
sunset of purples, mauves, and smears of blood orange. In an open cabana 
by the beach we drink more San Mig, then dine by the beach, sand 
between our toes, eating barbecued fish and prawns and succulent pork 
ribs. There’s beer and red wine, and something called a “Mangorita”, a 
salt-lined cocktail enjoyed by all of our multi-party, in the ways of men.

Like the caddies, you could get used to it. And, like the Philippines, you 
should learn some more about it. 

The last hurrah ... water 
comes in to play twice on the 
long par-4 18th. Inside the 
beautiful clubhouse (below).

  GET THERE
Qantas has direct daily flights, Sydney to 
Manila. We suggest exploring connecting 
flights to Clark International given it’s 40 
minutes from the resort. Contact the resort 
regarding shuttles.

  STAY THERE
Anvaya Cove has fine, self-contained accommodation (pictured). Check out 
www.anvayacove.com. The Club will soon be partnering with select five-star 
hotels in Manila, whereby guests of the hotel can arrange tee-times at Anvaya 
Cove. Contact the club for details.

  PLAY THERE
Visit www.anvayacove.com

  PLAYING ELSEWHERE
Visit the website www.golfingphilippines.com to check out other courses to play.

http://www.anvayacove.com
http://www.golfingphilippines.com

