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adjoining land and turned it into my first polo field – I’d just 
started playing and was hooked. Loads of local people came 
to watch us play, then they asked us to host a charity match 
and it snowballed from there. A few years later they said, ‘We 
need a clubhouse.’ I’ve got six polo pitches now and I built the 
clubhouse out of oaks that blew down in the 1987 storm.”

At the time of interview, Kenney is preparing for a concert 
at the club with his current band The Jones Gang for more 
than 1,000 people. But he gets a lot of support 
from locals. “I really care about the area. I disturb 
the neighbours once in a while, like with this rock 
concert, but they don’t mind,” he says.

FROM ROCK TO CHEESE
Despite being from London’s East End, Kenney 
has some fond childhood memories of the country. 
“Every year we used to go hop-picking in Kent for 
three months. And I’ve always loved horses. I used 
to go hunting in my teens and early twenties. I went 
out with the Essex, South Berkshire and Grafton 
packs. I owned a hunter and rented one, too. It was 
great fun. I was usually a bit drunk before I got on 
the horse – we’d have port and brandy either side! I 

was forward-going and willing to try anything. I got into 
show-jumping, too. Nowadays polo’s the main way I enjoy 
the country and sport. I love fishing but rarely have time.”

Owning Hurtwood Park has enabled Kenney to turn a 
hobby into a viable business venture. This seems to be a 
trend with the rock squires. Alex is not only a farmer, but 
also an award-winning cheesemaker. “I won best goat’s 
cheese at the British Cheese Awards,” he says. “It’s called 

Farleigh Wallop after a Hampshire village. My first 
cheese was called Little Wallop because it packs a 
punch. I Googled the word wallop and found this vil-
lage that didn’t even have a picture on its website. I 
thought ‘Poor Farleigh Wallop, I’ll give you a cheese.’”

For years, Ian’s hobby outside music was shooting. 
After running a farm in the Chilterns, he set up a shoot 
with his neighbour. The entrepreneurial rocker then 
became a licensed firearms dealer buying Twenties 
and Thirties English guns from America and refur-
bishing and selling them as a sideline to his 50 million-
record-selling rock career.

In 1977 Ian returned to his Scottish roots and pur-
chased the Strathaird estate on the Isle of Skye. After a 
few pilot schemes for venison he turned his attention 

Steve Winwood 
and Eric Clapton 
at Highclere 
Rocks (above); 
Ian Anderson 
used to own the 
Strathaird estate 
on the Isle of  
Skye (below)

It’s funny, as young musicians we tried to fight the establishment.  
But since the hunt ban and attack on country sports the way to be an 
anarchist is to take part in them, since the government’s against them
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to salmon. “I was one of only a handful of privat-
eers. Most multinationals were investing in 
salmon – Unilever, British Oxygen, Blue Circle, 
BP. It started out as a money-spinner but was fol-
lowed by a lot of people going bust. No one gets 
rich long-term in farming. You take the rough 
with smooth. It’s possible to make a living if you 
work very hard and are prepared to take a risk.

“Being a landowner in Scotland is very differ-
ent to England. There are complex social net-
works that you can trace back to feudal times. I 
owned the Strathaird estate for 18 years. Some 
people were unhappy when I left – they viewed 
it as a betrayal. But I didn’t want the on-going 
responsibility of owning a considerable chunk 
of the Inner Hebrides. I sold 15,200 acres to the 
John Muir Conservation Trust – I thought it 
would be difficult to vet a private individual and 
I wanted to make sure it passed into good hands. 
I sold many of the crofts back to the crofters at a national 
transactional price so they legally owned their own homes.” 

Steve Winwood, from The Spencer Davis Group and 
Traffic, is a staunch supporter of fieldsports. He lives on his 
350-acre estate in Gloucestershire, which he bought in 1969, 
with his wife Eugenia and their four children. “We have a 
small family shoot. I used to run it commercially but now a 
local farmer takes the ground, puts some partridge and 
pheasant down and gives me three days. My 15-year-old son 
is very keen on shooting and conservation. We’re planting 
more trees and improving habitat, not just for game but for 
all wildlife. It took me a while to realise rural pursuits are an 
integral part of life in country. One reason why our landscape 
looks as it does is because of fieldsports.”

Even though Steve is a handy shot (he came 13th 
in Class C in the British Open at Northolt some 
years back) shooting is only part of his love of 
country pursuits. “In the Seventies I used to run 
with a pack of beagles and through that I discov-
ered ferreting, coursing, stalking and so on.” 
You name it, Steve’s done it: stalking in Argyll, 
flighting wild geese in Texas and shooting on the 
Badminton estate and Mount Clwyd. 

ANARCHISTS IN TWEED
“I used to go to the Hebrides and shoot grouse. 
I’ve been lucky enough to shoot them driven, in a 
butt, with double guns, walking-up and over 
pointers. I used to have a working pointer and 
the estate had some, too. It’s a wonderful, ancient 
way to hunt. I think the bird and dog almost hyp-
notise each other – I don’t know whether it’s scent 
or they see each other. While I was up there, Roger 

Upton, who’s very important in the hawking world, was 
flying peregrine falcons after grouse with pointers. It’s very 
exciting to see how the falcon works with the dog.” 

A relatively new sport for Steve is fishing. “I dabbled 
before but I’m going to take it up more seriously. Eric 
[Clapton] is always asking me down to the Test. He’s a very 
keen fisherman. He comes up shooting here and I shoot with 
him.” In 2007 Steve and Eric played together at the Country-
side Alliance Highclere Rocks concert.

Steve says, “It’s funny, as young musicians we tried to go 
against the grain, fight the establishment. But since the hunt 
ban and attack on country sports the way to be an anarchist 
is to take part in them, since the government’s against them. 
In a way, fieldsports are the last refuge of the rebel.”

Kenney Jones 
(above) has taken 
diversification to 
the next level by 
using his polo 
fields (below)  
as a venue for his 
rock concerts
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Belting out Jerusalem in church, cucumber sandwiches and buckets of bubbly is too mundane for some. 
They’d rather theme their big day around their true loves: hunting, fishing or polo, says Charlotte Reather

Our Big Fat 
Sporting Wedding

G
etting hitched was once a 
simple affair. Pitch up at the 
church, a blast of Jerusalem, 
cucumber sandwiches and  
gallons of fizz – job done and 

dusted before the groom had time for second 
thoughts. That’s the essence of country wed-
dings, as pulled off so successfully by Will and 
Kate albeit on a massive scale. But there’s a 
growing vogue for customisation to the point 
where the marital moment has been extended 
into a full-blown extravaganza costing more 
than a few polo ponies. It seldom goes as far as 
My Big Fat Gypsy Wedding but it skirts close.

Look up hunting weddings on the internet 
and you will see our American friends do not 
hold back. In one picture a groom is in an 
orange camouflage waistcoat complete with a 
camo tie in a Windsor knot. In another snap, 
guests pose with newlyweds dressed in wood-
land camo and matching baseball caps (and, 
frankly, the less you can see of the bridesmaids 
the better). One bride from East Tennessee 
poses seductively in her white gown, complete 
with a semi-automatic shotgun and newly 
despatched turkey.

Be thankful that this camo ’n cummerbund 
fashion hasn’t infected British fieldsports 
enthusiasts. In 2010 I attended the blessing of 
Jonty and Jane Evans on a chestnut mare. It 
was a very special day with the Cotswold 

Hunt. The vicar was mounted and many 
guests wore top hats. Jane looked magnificent 
riding side-saddle, a discipline she’d learnt 
specially for the day. After raising a toast to the 
happy couple we were soon hurtling towards 
the first hedge. There were countless fallers 
but the bride and groom were safely away.

William and Nicola Hudson who tied the 
knot in April also wanted to get married and 
go hunting on the same day. “The service was 
at 10.30am in Northington near Alresford, 
Hampshire,” says Nicola. “We asked all our 
friends to attend in hunting kit or morning 
attire. There were about 40 people out hunt-
ing.” As huntsman for the Hampshire Hunt, 
Will was able to negotiate with the Masters for 
their own day at the end of the season. “The 
only way Will could wangle a day was to get 
hitched,” says Nicola. “He’s been with the 

Marital meet: Jane and Jonty Evans (above); 
Harry and Jessie Spurrs (below and below left)
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Hampshire for 10 years, hunting the hounds 
for six. He’s wanted to be a huntsman since he 
was a little boy. The field now wears blue coats 
but for the ceremony Will wore scarlet. I wore 
a bridal gown to the church service and we left 
on our hunters with me riding side-saddle.” 
There was a quick reception, which turned 
into the meet at Abbotstone estate. “We were 
out hunting until 5.30pm. Will had to be 
dragged from the field,” she laughs. The day 
was capped off by a wedding breakfast and 
dancing in a marquee at the kennels. “The 
tables were named after our favourite hounds. 
Will’s favourite is called Best Man so that was 
the name of the top table.”

In February 2005, hunting enthusiasts 
Jessie and Harry Spurr hosted a meet on their 
wedding day at Frampton Court, owned by 
Jessie’s father and Berkeley Joint Master, Rollo 
Clifford. “It was just after the ban and was the 
first Berkeley drag day after months of no 
activity, so it was extremely fast. Everyone 
went like stink and were done within an hour 
and a half.” Couture milliner Jessie dipped out 
of the fast and furious experience: “Tradition 
dictates the bride and groom should not meet 
before the ceremony, so I hid one side of the 
hedge and my husband-to-be and the 
mounted guests were on the other,” she says. 

It was perhaps serendipitous Jessie didn’t 
hunt that morning. “Harry had a fall in the 
yard before the meet because he hadn’t done 
his girth up and fell again out in the field. As 
we signed the register he informed me, ‘I think 
I’ve broken my shoulder.’ On the way up the 
aisle my father, who came a cropper in a ditch, 
said, ‘We’d better take things slowly, I might 
have broken my foot.’ We had to stuff my 
father’s feet into his shoes as quickly as poss-
ible after hunting in case they swelled up.” 
Fieldsports and weddings do not, it would 
appear, always make a chivalrous mix. 

One bride, Katie Adams, came a close 
second to fishing. Her husband, Guy Adams, a 
foreign correspondent living in Los Angeles 
says, “I had a dilemma. We got engaged in 
August 2008 shortly after we’d moved to LA. 
We decided to get married in the UK in July the 
following year. The only problem was that the 
date of the wedding was only one week before 
a fishing trip to Alaska with my uncle and a 
dozen mates. Every two years we do a differ-
ent trip and I was signed up. I couldn’t forfeit 
the deposit or miss out on the fishing so there 
was only one solution, I would take my new 
wife along and call it our honeymoon.”

Now, to a female fishing enthusiast, this 
might sound like a dream come true but 

Hunting love: after the service, Nicola and Will 
Hudson (left) followed hounds until evening
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one must take into account that Katie only 
“fished a bit”. Guy alleges Katie was “fine with 
it” but acknowledges that it wasn’t a week in 
the Maldives that every bride can boast about. 
Instead he gave her a wet week in Alaska with 
a dozen middle-aged blokes. Unsurprisingly, 
Guy’s friends were gobsmacked as to how he’d 
pulled off such a stunt and lived to tell the tale. 
“It was such a memorable trip. Alaska is beau-
tiful and the fishing was outstanding. I caught 
300 salmon,” says Guy. Katie caught 200, so it 
seems she made the best of the situation.

As if he hadn’t pushed his luck enough, 
Guy then says, “Sadly there weren’t any smart 
hotels near the reception in Monmouthshire, 
but luckily I had a mate up the road whose 
house had a bothy so we spent our wedding 
night there. It was furnished and inexpen-
sive.” Regarding the wedding day itself Guy 

says, “The most poignant and memorable 
moment was when I walked out of the church 
and saw 10 friends dressed in waders and 
deerstalkers holding fishing rods in a guard of 
honour with tin-foil fish dangling and signs 
saying ‘reeled in at last’ and ‘the catch of his 
life’. That’s when the tears welled up.” What a 

romantic. Guy says that although much of the 
fishing theme happened spontaneously it cer-
tainly made the day more fun and memorable. 

Polo player Alexander de Lisle agrees. He 
says, “When Hannah and I got married last 
October we went for a polo theme. I have spent 
my whole life playing and watching the sport. 
Hannah and I have some great polo memories 
together. She doesn’t play but is an avid sup-
porter. We named the tables after polo clubs. 
Our table was Rutland Polo Club, which Dad 
co-founded 40 years ago and where I learnt to 
play. When we left the church my polo friends 
held up sticks in a guard of honour. Having a 
theme that is dear to you is a great way of 
giving the wedding that extra-personal touch, 
adding excitement and common ground.” 

Amy and Oliver Cope had every detail cov-
ered at their sporting wedding in Ludgershall, 

Guy and Katie Adams emerge as man and wife 
(above) under an arch of fishing rods with  
foil fish and signs that read “catch of his life”

we saw 10 
friends dressed  
in waders holding 
fishing rods 
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Buckinghamshire, in February. Their event 
included a shotgun guard of honour and a 
hunting-horn call to the wedding breakfast 
blown by the bridegroom’s brother and 
Pytchley Master, Rowan Cope. “It’s all about 
quirky touches,” says Amy. “We had horse-
shoes spray-painted silver with old luggage 
tags tied on as name places. My father hol-
lowed out silver-birch logs and engraved O & 
A on the bark, which we used as centrepieces 
for flowers. On our wedding cake we had icing 
figures of our dogs chasing pheasants around 
the lower tiers and on the top the bride wore 
hunting kit and the groom shooting clothes. 
Oliver is a gamekeeper and runs a shoot in the 
Cotswolds. He wore tweed and my father and 
father-in-law wore outfits to match. I wore a 
traditional gown – it would have been too 
much if I’d been tweeded up. It was important 

for us to be surrounded by people and things 
we love rather than living up to expectations.”

One couple who hope their big day on 5 
November goes with a bang are PR consult-
ants, journalists and fieldsports enthusiasts, 
Selena Masson and her fiancé Simon Kerr 
Barr. Unsurprisingly the couple met out 
shooting. Their wedding sounds like a theat-
rical production, such is its vision. The invita-
tions are indeed a work of art with a beautiful 
pencil drawing of gamebirds by John Clarke. 
There will be several costume changes on the 
day. In the morning, for their 200-bird shoot 
at Brightling Park in East Sussex, Selena will 
be wearing “a three-piece tweed shooting suit 
made by Logan Smith of Horwood & Shaw, 
Perthshire”; for the ceremony, “a bridal gown 
by British designer Sassi Holford teamed with 
arctic fox stole made especially by Austrian 

furrier Johannes Holubovsky, who is based 
near Simon’s hunting ground in Waidhofen.” 
Selena says, “Simon will be wearing a tweed 
suit at the morning shoot followed by trousers 
and waistcoat made out of the Kerr clan hunt-
ing tartan, bespoke tails by Favourbrook, 
Jermyn Street, and Chelsea boots by Church’s.”

At the reception, the guests will be enter-
tained by the BASC ST-2 shooting simulator. 
They will feast on wild boar shot by Simon on 
his ground in East Sussex. “Our 33-year-old 
series 3 Land Rover Defender will be ferrying 
us to and from the church. If it doesn’t start, 
then it will an Aston Martin DB5,” says Selena.

And what about the honeymoon? Selena 
says, “We are taking six weeks off and will be 
hunting around the world.” With fabulous 
shooting and stalking credentials, Selena and 
Simon will undoubtedly have a blast unlike 
poor Katie Adams, whose husband definitely 
still owes her a week or two in the Maldives… 
bonefishing perhaps?

Sporting touches: Alexander and Hannah de 
Lisle (above); Oliver and Amy Cope (left); and 
Simon Kerr Barr’s discreet proposal (below)


