


Northumberland and Beyond – songs by John Jeffreys

1 Northumberland [2.38]
2 Merry Eye [1.14]
3 Black Stitchel [3.16]

4 Otterburn [3.58]
5 Stow on the Wold [2.35]
6 Candle Gate [3.19]

7 Jillian of Berry [1.12]
8 In pride of May [1.13]
9 That Ever I Saw [2.22]

10 My Little Pretty One [0.56]
11 ‘Tis time I think [2.43]
12 The Poacher’s Dog [6.38] Ian Partridge (tenor)

13 I am the gilly of Christ [5.20]
14 The Falcon [3.37]
15 O my dere hert [2.38]

16 Who is at my window [5.53]
17 What evil coil of fate [2.06]
18 Severn Meadows [2.09]

19 It is Winter [4.45]
20 Yet will I love her [2.26]
21 The little pretty nightingale [2.15]

22 Ha’nacker Mill [4.30]
23 The Little Milkmaid [1.03]
24 Little Trotty Wagtail [1.48]

Total playing time: [72.38]

Ian Partridge
(tenor)

Jennifer Partridge
(piano)

All titles published by Goodmusic

(Roberton Publications).

<www.goodmusicpublishing.co.uk>

except track11 – copyright control



The songs of John Jeffreys

The major influences in the music of John Jeffreys (1927….) were encountered early.
Of Welsh parentage, song came naturally in his expression. His musical studies were to
an extent unconventional in that his father’s extensive library of the lyric poets of the
16th and 17th centuries provided the initial lyric impulse which, coloured by his
encounters with the music of Grieg, Scarlatti and Clementi – and later Tallis – and the
significant absence in the curriculum of the Viennese classics – led to the development
of a completely original voice. Studying later at Trinity College counterpoint and
musical philosophy, he wrote prolifically – a Symphony in E, several Violin Concertos,
a Cello concerto, Piano Sonata and a String Quartet – and some two hundred songs,
many scored for voice and String Quartet.

During a crisis in his life brought about by the antipathetic atmosphere of the then
establishment the bulk of his work was destroyed: and it is only comparatively recently(1)

that, through the encouragement and understanding of friends like the violinist André
Mangeot and the publisher Kenneth Roberton that a goodly number of works – among
them a fine Violin Concerto written for his wife Pauline and a number of pieces for
strings – have been resurrected. The initial impulse came from the fortuitous discovery
of a tape of songs which had been overlooked and undestroyed – and indeed fresh
inspiration has today totally awakened his muse.

Jeffreys’ understanding of the Elizabethans, their poetry and their music is apparent
from his study of Rosseter on whom he is a recognised authority, and has infused his
own music with a particular harmonic colour, often spare and athletic as the emotion
dictates. This is however coloured by his equally strong kinship with the English poets
of the ‘Georgian’ era (1910 – 1936)

One of the Georgian poets with whom Jeffreys has a marked affinity is the
Northumbrian Wilfrid Wilson Gibson with whose evocations of the northern border
landscape and moods he is much in sympathy. Most of the Gibson settings (the first



half dozen songs on this disc) are taken from the short lyrics of the poet’s 1918 volume
‘Whin’ – a kind of Northumbrian ‘Shropshire Lad’. The Georgian poetic temper is, in
Jeffreys’ music shown to have a close relationship with the early poets and musicians
such as Fletcher, Campion and Rosseter - their inherent simplicities ‘like gold to aery
thinness beaten’(2) are transparent, tinted like watercolours yet with contrasting passages
of austere and solemn movement, the clash of false relations, attributes common to both.

His songs exhibit a considerable variety of treatment – strophic songs with verse-
variation of harmony and rhythm, ballads (which the composer calls ‘ditties’) quasi-folk
settings and recitative-like pieces of intense dramatic power The purely music
influences are readily apparent , basically diatonic movement coloured by the sharp tang
of modal dissonance, recurring suspensions and sequence., The freedom of
contrapuntal movement produces emotive clashes of harmony - all filtered through the
musical experience in this country of the early 20th century. There are too several
occasions when he has set the same poem several times, probing deeply to the various
nuances of the poet’s expression with illuminating results.

Jeffreys’ published songs now total somewhere in the region of 180 – some 60 to
Elizabethan texts and some 40 to the Georgian poets, handsomely printed in several
volumes of the composer’s own elegant calligraphy. In some half dozen recordings of
his songs Jeffreys has been well served by this various interpreters – perhaps none more
so than the present brother and sister team of Ian and Jennifer Partridge who opened the
canon with ‘Who is at my Window’ in 1997 and now virtually repeat that recital,
bringing to this present selection of songs a maturity in a perfect partnership that seeks
out every nuance both in the melody and in the harmony.

“Music on the edge of silence is the most telling of all:” (John Jeffreys in his
study of Rosseter)

(1) The first volume was published by Roberton in 1983.

(2) Donne

Notes © 2008 Colin Scott-Sutherland



Ian Partridge

Ian Partridge has an international reputation as a concert singer and recitalist. His tenor
voice, with its most distinctive timbre, and his unfailing sensitivity to words have
earned him a devoted following through his hundreds of broadcasts and recordings. His
wide repertoire encompasses the music of Monteverdi, Bach and Handel, Elizabethan
lute songs, German, French and English songs and first performances of new works.

Ian Partridge's phenomenal list of recordings includes Schubert's Die schöne Müllerin
(first choice in BBC Radio 3's Building a Library and recently re-released in the UK),
Schumann's Dichterliebe and Liederkreis Opus 39, Britten's Serenade, Vaughan
Williams's On Wenlock Edge, Warlock's The Curlew, three discs of English 20th
century songs, Romantic Songs for voice and guitar with Jakob Lindberg, Schubert's
Winterreise with Richard Burnett on a period piano, and, with The Sixteen Choir and
Baroque Orchestra, conducted by Harry Christophers, the complete set of Handel's
Chandos Anthems, Purcell's The Fairy Queen and the part of the Evangelist in Bach's St
John Passion.

Ian Partridge has also enjoyed taking masterclasses on Lieder, English Song and
EarlyMusic at venues as diverse as Aldeburgh, Vancouver, Trondheim, Versailles and
Helsinki. He is a professor at the Royal Academy of Music, and was awarded the CBE
in 1992 for services to music.

Ian’s website:
www.ianpartridge.co.uk



Jennifer Partridge

Jennifer Partridge is acknowledged as one of Britain’s leading piano accompanists as
well as a most sensitive solo performer. She first broadcast for BBC Radio when she
was 12, since when she has accompanied singers and instrumentalists in concerts,
recitals, radio and TV programmes all over the world, performing the works of
Beethoven, Bach, Schumann, Schubert, Fauré, Rodgers & Hammerstein, Cole Porter,
Ivor Novello, George Gershwin et al.

With her brother, the eminent tenor Ian Partridge, she has won plaudits from critics and
audiences world-wide for their bench mark recordings and live performances of lieder,
English and French songs.

At the piano she featured in TV favourites such as The Two Ronnies, Dad’s Army and
Monty Python’s Flying Circus.

When she is not performing, Jennifer is much in demand for Master Classes and as a
teacher and coach to young and established piano accompanists and singers. She also
examines and adjudicates at examinations and competitions at The Royal Academy of
Music, The Royal College of Music, Trinity College and The Guildhall School of Music
and Drama, where she trained.



John Jeffreys

Of Welsh parentage, John Jeffreys was born at Margate in 1927, the youngest son of a
Congregational minister. The composers who figured in early piano lessons ranged from
Domenico Scarlatti and Muzio Clementi to Edvard Grieg and Percy Grainger - for
whose folk-song arrangements Jeffreys retains an abiding admiration. Thanks to his
father's library, he was already familiar with major poets of the Elizabethan era when, as
a choirboy, he was introduced to Tallis and the English choral tradition. While at
Caterham School he met the violinist John Fry, an enthusiastic advocate of his
compositions.

In 1940 John Jeffreys's family moved to the West Country; in 1945 he enlisted in the
RAF. This period saw the composition of seven Emily Brontë songs. For a time Jeffreys
hesitated between art and music as a vocation - a brother opted for art. In 1948, however,
he entered Trinity College of Music in London to study piano and counterpoint. In 1950
he completed When I Was Young, consisting of eighteen “miniature songs” for high
voice. Early orchestral works include the transparently scored Violin Concerto in G
minor, composed in 1951 for Pauline Ashley, whom Jeffreys married five years later.
Pursuing his fascination with the English musical heritage, he wrote a study of the 17th-
century Eccles family: a work since complemented by Jeffreys's scholarly “memoir”
(2003) of the Elizabethan lutenist and composer Philip Rosseter.

During the next two decades John Jeffreys composed works for full orchestra, chamber
music, solo keyboard pieces, choruses, and a large number of songs for voice and piano.
He was particularly encouraged by the violinist André Mangeot, founder of the
International String Quartet. Another influence was the tenor René Soames, and a whole
stream of songs poured from Jeffreys's pen in the early 1960s. The Fox (1964), a song-
cycle for tenor, French horn and string quartet, is based on contemporary texts by Barry
Duane Hill. In 1966 Jeffreys set Ivor Gurney's Poem for End for baritone, solo flute and
string orchestra.



In the musical climate engendered by the William Glock era at the BBC, John Jeffreys
fell virtually silent as a composer. Early in the 1980s he destroyed a large quantity of his
works (a symphony, several concertos and nearly a hundred songs). But the depression
enveloping him was lifted when he came across several tape recordings of his music
from December 1966. The process of creative retrieval, revision and painstaking
recomposition received a fillip from the publisher Kenneth Roberton, son of the
distinguished choral conductor Sir Hugh Roberton. An “unedited facsimile edition” of
forty songs (1983) was followed in 1984 by Jeffreys's Second Book of Songs - settings
of English, Scottish, Welsh and Irish poetry from five centuries. The title of his Third
and Last Book of Songs (1990) turned out to be premature, for this anthology was soon
joined in the Roberton catalogue by two further volumes, Album of Fourteen Songs and
Sixteen Tenor Songs. Many of these songs have been recorded by James Gilchrist,
Jonathan Veira and the American-born tenor Scot Weir, as well as Ian Partridge.

John Jeffreys lives in west Suffolk. His hobbies include hardy plants.

Cover photo: The River Breamish in the Ingram Valley, Northumberland (c) Graeme Peacock.
Used with kind permission <www.graeme-peacock.com>
Photo of Ian Partridge: Fritz Curzon
Design: Stephen Sutton, Divine Art Ltd.

Texts of Gibson poems reproduced by permission of Macmillan & Co., London, UK
(from Collected Poems,pub.1926)
Texts of Gurney poems reproduced by permission of Carcanet Press Ltd., Manchester, UK
Recorded at Bishopsgate Hall, London on various dates in 1991-1994
Recording engineer/producer: Mark Sutton
Original sound recording made by John Jeffreys and issued under licence.
© 2008 Divine Art Limited C 2008 John Jeffreys



The Songs

1. Northumberland
Heatherland and bent-land –
Black land and white,
God bring me to Northumberland,
The land of my delight.

Land of singing waters,
And winds from off the sea,
God bring me to Northumberland,
The land where I would be.

Heatherland and bent-land,
And valleys rich with corn,
God bring me to Northumberland,
The land where I was born.

Wilfrid Wilson Gibson (“Whin”, 1918)

2. Merry Eye
On the day ere I was born
Underneath the ragged thorn
Three old women hobbled by.

One, she had an empty sack,
One, she had a humpy back,
One, she had a merry eye.

So the day that I was born
Underneath the ragged thorn,
As I lay upon the sack
With my little humpy back,
I was christened Merry Eye.

Wilfird Wison Gibson (“Whin”, 1918)

3. Black Stitchel
As I was lying on Black Stitchel
The wind was blowing from the South;
And I was thinking of the laughters
Of my love’s mouth.

As I was lying on Black Stitchel
The wind was blowing from the West;
And I was thinking of the quiet
Of my love’s breast.

As I was lying on Black Stitchel
The wind was blowing from the North;
And I was thinking of the countries
Black with wrath.

As I was lying on Black Stitchel
The wind was blowing from the East;
And I could think no more for pity
Of man and beast.

Wilfrid Wilson Gibson (“Whin”, 1918)

4. Otterburn
The lad who went to Flanders –
Otterburn, Otterburn –
The lad who went to Flanders
And never will return -

Though low he lies in Flanders,
Beneath the Flemish mud,
He hears through all his dreaming
The Otterburn in flood.

And though there be in Flanders
No clear and singing streams,
The Otterburn runs singing
Of summer through his dreams.

And when peace comes to Flanders
Because it comes too late,
He’ll still lie there, and listen
To the Otterburn in spate.



The lad who went to Flanders –
Otterburn, Otterburn –
The lad who went to Flanders,
And never will return.

Wilfrid Wilson Gibson (“Whin”, 1918)

5. Stow on the Wold
I met an old man at Stow-on-the-Wold,
Who shook and shivered as though with cold
And he said to me: “Six sons I had,
And each was a tall and a lively lad.
But all of them went to France with the guns,
They went together, my six tall sons.
Six sons I had, six sons I had –
And each was a tall and a lively lad.”

Wilfrid Wilson Gibson (“Whin”, 1918)

6. Candle Gate
Who comes so late to Candle Gate?
Who comes so late,
By rainy bent and roaring spate?

Who knocks so late at Candle gate?
Who knocks so late?
Who knocks so low, yet will not wait?

Who rides in state form Candle Gate?
Who rides in state,
By rainy bent and roaring spate?
Who rides so slow, yet will not wait?
Nor bide at all for love or hate?

Wilfrid Wilson Gibson (“Whin”, 1918)

7. Jillian of Berry
For Jillian of Berry she dwells on a hill,
And she hath good beer and ale to sell,
And of good fellows she thinks no ill,
And thither will we go now, now, now,
And thither will we go now.

And when you have made a little stay,
You need not ask what is to pay,
But kiss your hostess and go your way,
And thither will we go now, now, now,
And thither will we go now.

From Beaumont & Fletcher’s “The Knight of the Burning
Pestle”, 1610)

8. In pride of May
In pride of may
The fields are gay,
The birds do sweetly sing;
So nature would
That all things should
With joy begin the Spring.

Then lady dear
Do you appear
In beauty like the Spring,
I well dare say
The birds that day
More cheerfully will sing.

Anon (late 16
th

century)

9. That ever I saw
She is gentil and al so wise;
Of all other she beareth the prize,
That ever I saw.

To heare her sing, to see her dance!
She will the best herself advance,
That ever I saw.

To see her fingers that be so small!
In my conceit she passeth all
That ever I saw.

Nature in her hath wonderfully wrought.
Christ never such another bought
That ever I saw.



I have seen many that have beauty,
Yet there is none like to my lady
That ever I saw.

Therefore I dare this boldly say,
I shall have the best and fairest may
That ever I saw.

Anon (c.1490-1500) – Harleian MS

10. My little pretty one
My little pretty one,
My pretty honey one,
She is a jolly one
And gentle as can be.

With a beck she comes anon,
With a wink she will be gone;
No doubt she is alone
Of all that ever I see.

Anon (B.M.Add. Mss,, folio 59)

11. ‘Tis time I think
‘Tis time, I think by Wenlock Town
The golden broom should blow;
The hawthorn sprinkled up and down
Should charge the land with snow.

Spring will not wait the loiterer’s time
Who keeps so long away;
So others wear the broom and climb
The hedgerows heaped with may.

O tarnish late on Wenlock Edge
Gold that I never see;
Lie long, high snowdrifts in the hedge
That will not shower on me.

A.E. Housman (“A Shropshire Lad”)

12. The Poacher’s Dog
O lurcher mine, fevered be my sense;
Now I must leave thee here apart;
No crystal chase at frozen dawn,

With blackbird whistling down the wind;
The dew is settled on my eyes, Mag.
I see no more a sun.

So lie me down around your head,
With Christ a silent mourner;
And on your little grave
I place the only things t’were yours,
The leathy collar, raggy coat,
And leave my dead heart with you, she love’l thing.

O Maker, plead I thee!
Though I have been a poacher,
Stretch thy hand to touch thy dog;
Give her breath, and lift her leg;
Make her move, not lie her still;
Let her speed again, sweet dove with wings of
murder,
Not closen blood-stuck eyes from me.

But sees no move, no sound of hopeful bark;
And stone will rise no more.
She cannot find a way, poor hound,
Her world has gone –
And God has gone as well – from me!
For she was a poacher’s dog.

Now – at my end, remember me her love
In darkness from afar – as darkness lights a star.

By permission of Louis Mayerling

13. I am the gilly of Christ
I am the gilly of Christ,
The mate of Mary’s Son;
I run the roads at seeding time,
And when the harvest’s done.

I sleep among the hills,
The heather is my bed;
I dip the termon well for drink
And pull the sloe for bread.



No eye has ever seen me,
But shepherds hear me pass,
Singing at fall of even
Along the shadowed grass.

The beetle is my bellman,
The meadow-fire my guide,
The bee and bat my ambling nags
When I have need to ride.

All know me only the Stranger,
Who sits on the Saxons’ height;
He burned the bacach’s little house
On last St. Brigid’s night.

He sups off silver dishes,
And drinks in a golden horn,
But he will wake a wiser man
Upon the Judgment morn.

I am the gilly of Christ,
The mate of Mary’s Son;
I run the roads at seeding time,
And when the harvest’s done.

The seed I sow is lucky,
The corn I reap is red.
And whoso sings the Gilly’s Rann
Will never cry for bread.

Joseph Campbell
Bacach=lame beggar Rann = verse or saying

14. The Falcon
Lullay, lullay, lullay, lullay,
The Falcon hath borne my mak away.

He bear him up, he bear him down,
He bear him into an orchard brown.

In that orchard there was an hall,
It was hangèd with purple and pall.

And in that hall there was a bed;
It was hangèd with gold so red.

And in that bed there lyeth a knight,
His woundès bleeding day and night.

By that bedside there kneeleth a may,
And she weepeth both night and day.

And by that bedside standeth a stone;
“Corpus Christi” written thereon.

Anon (Scots, c. 1500)

15. O my dere hert
O my dere hert, young Jesus sweit,
Prepare Thy creddil in my spreit,
And I sall rock Thee in my hert
And never mair form Thee depart.

But I sall praise Thee ever moir
With sangis sweit unto Thy gloir;
The knees of my hert sall I bow,
And sing that richt Balulalow.

Martin Luther, translated from Latin by the Wedderburn
brothers (pub.1567)

16. Who is at my window
Who is at my window, who?
Go from my window, go;
Who calls there, so like a stranger?
Go from my window, go.

(Lord I am here, a wretched mortal
That for thy mercy does cry and call
Unto thee my lord celestial.)
See who is at my window, who?



Remember thy sin and all thy smart,
And all for thee what was my part;
Remember the spear that thirlit my heart,
And in at my door thou shall go.

I ask no thing of thee therefore
But love for love to lay in store.
Give me thy heart, I ask no more,
And in at my door thou shall go.

Who is at my window, who?
Go from my window, go.
Cry no more there, like a stranger,
But in at my door thou go.

Anon (Scots, prior to 1600)

17. What evil coil of Fate
What evil coil of Fate has fastened me
Who cannot move to sight, whose bread is sight,
And in nothing has more bare delight
Than dawn or the violet or the winter tree.
Stuck in the mud – Blinkered up, roped for the Fair,
What use to vessel breath that lengthens pain?
O but the empty joys of wasted air
That blow on Crickley and whimper wanting me!

Ivor Gurney

18. Severn Meadows
Only the wanderer
Knows England’s graces,
Or can anew see clear
Familiar faces.

And who loves joy as he
That dwells in shadows?
Do not forget me quite
O Severn meadows.

Ivor Gurney (from “Severn and Somme”)

19. It is winter

The abode of the nightingale is bare,
Flowered frost congeals in the gelid air,
The fox howls from his frozen lair;

Alas, my loved one is gone,
I am alone; It is winter.

Once the pink cast a winy smell,
The wild bee hung in the hyacinth bell,
Light in effulgence of beauty fell;
Alas, my loved one is gone,
I am alone; It is winter.

My candle a silent fire doth shed,
Starry Orion hunts o’erhead;
Come, moth, come shadow, the world is dead:
Alas, my loved one is gone,
I am alone; It is winter.

Walter de la Mare

20. Yet will I love her
There is a lady sweet and kind;
Was never face so pleased my mind;
I did but see her passing by,
And yet I love her till I die.

Her gesture, motion, and her smiles,
Her wit, her voice, my heart beguiles;
Beguiles my heart, I know not why,
And yet I love her till I die.

Cupid is wingèd and doth range;
Her country so my love doth change;
But change the earth, or change the sky,
Yet I will love her till I die.

From Thomas Ford’s “Musick of Sundrie Kindes” (1607)



21. The little pretty nightingale
The little pretty Nightingale
Among the leavès green.
I would that I were with her all night;
But yet ye know not whom I mean.

The Nightingale sat on a briar
Among the thornès sharp and keen,
And comfort me with merry cheer;
But yet ye wot not whom I mean.

She did appear of all her kind
A lady right well to be seen;

With words of love told me her mind;
But yet ye wot not whom I mean.

It did me good on her to look,
Her corse was clothèd all in green;
Away from me her heart she took;
But yet ye wot not whom I mean.

[‘Lady’, I cried with rueful moan.
‘Have mind of me that truth hath been;
For I love none but you alone’.
But yet ye wot not whom I mean.]

Anon (early 16
th

century) The last verse was not known to the
composer at the time of setting.

22. Ha’nacker Mill
Sally is gone that was so kindly
Sally is gone from Ha’nacker Hill,
And the Briar grows ever since then so blindly
And ever since then the clapper is still,
And the sweeps have fallen from Ha’nacker Mill.

Ha’nacker Hill is in Desolation;
Ruin a-top and a field unploughed.
And Spirits that call on a fallen nation
Spirits that loved her calling aloud:
Spirits abroad in a windy cloud.

Spirits that call and no-one answers;
Ha’nacker’s down and England’s done.
Wind and Thistle for pipe and dancers
And never a ploughman under the Sun.
Never a ploughman. Never a one.

Hilaire Belloc

23. The little milkmaid
What a dainty life the milkmaid leads,
When over the flowery meads
She dabbles in the dew
And sings to her cow;
And feels not the pain
Of love or disdain!
She sleeps in the night,
Though she toils in the day,
And merrily (she) passeth her time away.

Thomas Nabbes (fl. 1635)

24. Little Trotty Wagtail
Little Trotty Wagtail, he went in the rain,
And tittering, tottering sideways he ne’er got

straight again;
He stooped to get a worm, and looked up to catch a

fly,
And then he flew away ere his feathers they were

dry.

Little Trotty Wagtail, he waddled in the mud,
And left his little footmarks, trample where he

would.
He waddled in the water-pudge, and waggle went his

tail,
And chirrupt up his wings to dry upon the garden

rail.

Little Trotty Wagtail, you nimble all about.
And in the dimpling water-pudge you waddle in and

out;
Your home is nigh at hand, and in the warm pigsty,
So, little master Wagtail, I’ll bid you a good-bye.

John Clare (1793-1863)
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