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he name and music of Patrick Hadley have never been widely known to musical
people even in the British Isles. He lived his statutory three-score years and ten,
and more, and was musically active for most of them, but he composed hardly more
than a handful of works, and did not cultivate the limelight. He was, on the other hand,
a familiar figure for several decades in Cambridge, where he was born, had part of his
musical training, held a lectureship and finally was Professor of Music (the senior post
in the University’s Music Faculty); also at the Royal College of Music in London, where
he studied and later taught; and in Norfolk on the east coast of England where his
family home was near King’s Lynn at Heacham, to which he retired in 1962 and where
he died.
His father was Master of a Cambridge University college, and Hadley was content
to spend his working life as an academic musician.Yet all who knew him will agree that
he was far from the type of man or musician which the world calls academic. Nor does
his music sound as correct, conservative, faceless as that of the typical academic
composer: it is as eccentric and passionate as he was, and as one might guess from his
preference in opera for Wagner’s Tristan und Isolde and Puccini’s La Boheme. He knew
the musical classics, and pre-classics, well; he was familiar with the modern music of
his day, certainly as far as Benjamin Britten. He was proud of his maternal Irish
ancestry, and it may have contributed to the unconventionality that friends and pupils
loved in him; in 1958 he composed a cantata entitled Connemara. But he was also a
proud Englishman, inspired by the folksong revival (as The Trees so High makes clear),
a devoted disciple and friend of Ralph Vaughan Williams (who, in turn, arranged
Hadley’s cantata Fen and Flood for mixed chorus and orchestra). His Norfolk
background, flat and windswept landscape adjoining the North Sea, may be heard in
much of his music, a Fenman’s response to Sibelius and to the Nordic side of Delius
(the Grieg acolyte of The Song of the High Hills, for example), and also a Fenman’s
defiance which found expression in music which refuses to be pigeonholed “School of
Vaughan Williams”, or School of Anybody Else.
Although by no means his first composition, it was The Trees so High which
brought Hadley’s name to public notice, and which set the tone for his later major
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XI
And O, ye Fountains, Meadows, Hills, and Groves,
Forebode not any severing of our loves!
Yet in my heart of hearts I feel your, might;
I only have relinquished one delight
To live beneath your more habitual sway.
I love the Brooks which down their channels fret,
Even more than when I tripped lightly as they;
The innocent brightness of a new-born Day
Is lovely yet;
The Clouds that gather round the setting sun
Do take a sober colouring from an eye
That hath kept watch o’er man’s mortality;
Another race hath been, and other palms are won.
Thanks to the human heart by which we live,
Thanks to its tenderness, its joys, and fears,
To me the meanest flower that blows can give
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears.

X
Then sing, ye Birds, sing, sing a joyous song!
And let the young Lambs bound
As to the tabor’s sound!
We in thought will join your throng,
Ye that pipe and ye that play,
Ye that through your hearts to-day
Feel the gladness of the May!
What though the radiance which was once so bright
Be now for ever taken from my sight,
Though nothing can bring back the hour
Of splendour in the grass, of glory in the flower;
We will grieve not, rather find
Strength in what remains behind;
In the primal sympathy
Which having been must ever be;
In the soothing thoughts that spring
Out of human suffering;
In the faith that looks through death,
In years that bring the philosophic mind.
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V
Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting:
The Soul that rises with us, our life’s Star,
Hath had elsewhere its setting,
And cometh from afar:
Not in entire forgetfulness,
And not in utter nakedness,
But trailing clouds of glory do we come
From God, who is our home:
Heaven lies about us in our infancy!
Shades of the prison-house begin to close
Upon the growing Boy,
But He beholds the light, and whence it flows,
He sees it in his joy;
The Youth, who daily farther from the east
Must travel, still is Nature’s Priest,
And by the vision splendid
Is on his way attended;
At length the Man perceives it die away,
And fade into the light of common day.
VI
Earth fills her lap with pleasures of her own;
Yearnings she hath in her own natural kind,
And, even with something of a Mother’s mind,
And no unworthy aim,
The homely Nurse doth all she can
To make her Foster-child, her Inmate Man,
Forget the glories he hath known,
And that imperial palace whence he came.
IX
O joy! that in our embers
Is something that doth live,
That nature yet remembers
What was so fugitive!
The thought of our past years in me doth breed
Perpetual benediction: not indeed

For that which is most worthy to be blest; —
Delight and liberty, the simple creed
Of Childhood, whether busy or at rest,
With new-fledged hope still fluttering in his breast: —
Not for these I raise
The song of thanks and praise;
But for those obstinate questionings
Of sense and outward things,
Fallings from us, vanishings;
Blank misgivings of a Creature
Moving about in worlds not realised,
High instincts before which our mortal Nature
Did tremble like a guilty Thing surprised:
But for those first affections,
Those shadowy recollections,
Which, be they what they may,
Are yet the fountain light of all our day,
Are yet a master light of all our seeing;
Uphold us, cherish, and have power to make
Our noisy years seem moments in the being
Of the eternal Silence: truths that wake,
To perish never;
Which neither listlessness, nor mad endeavour,
Nor Man nor Boy,
Nor all that is at enmity with joy,
Can utterly abolish or destroy!
Hence in a season of calm weather
Though inland far we be,
Our Souls have sight of that immortal sea
Which brought us hither,
Can in a moment travel thither,
And see the Children sport upon the shore,
And hear the mighty waters rolling evermore.
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compositions, all of them vocal. He completed it in 1931 and himself conducted the first
performance, by Cambridge University Musical Society on 10 June 1932, which was
favourably received although one may infer that the piece made heavy demands on
amateur performers of those days. It was brought to London, and professional
performance, by Adrian Boult in 1934, and made some impression, since it showed that
a traditional melody could, notwithstanding contrary opinion (e.g. Constant Lambert’s
dictum of a few years later, “The only thing you can do with a folksong is to play it
again, and play it rather louder”, presumably a reference to Delius’s Brigg Fair), be
made the thematic basis of a four-movement symphony. Hadley at one time described
The Trees so High as a Symphony in A minor, but later settled for “Symphonic Ballad”
thus, unbeknowst, allying it with Mahler’s Das klagende Lied, a then forgotten work of
an earlier decade.
For the countryman, human life is determined by the changing climate of the four
seasons, a well-known topic for musical composition. For the symphonist, integrity is
determined by unity of idea, transformed and diversified in several circumstances of
pace and mood. The poem of “The Trees they grow so high” shows how its hero quickly
moved from boyhood to marriage, to fatherhood, and to the grave, another four
contrasts. It was Hadley’s achievement to unite these concepts in one symphonic fourmovement integer, a task no doubt inspired by Beethoven’s Ninth Symphony (if not
Mahler’s Second, hardly known in England during the 1920s), yet significantly different
since Hadley’s purpose was not to reject nor to confirm, but to maintain his theme
throughout until the moment of consummatory revelation.The folktune basis is always
there, but it throws out new, related ideas all the time which, in the finale, can be joined
with the persistent basic material. This search for real, as well as superficial, unity was
typical of vanguard music around 1930, but not at all typical of the nationalist musical
movements, least of all in Britain. But Hadley, in his preface to the score, carefully
likens the four movements to “three independent brooks which flow into one stream at
the beginning of the finale”. Having made his point, Hadley went on to compose other
major vocal works, such as La Belle Dame sans Merci, Travellers, and The Hills, a
Derbyshire piece of lovely eloquence, as well as works for solo voice, and church music
(he was in charge of music in his own Caius College Chapel).
Before listening to The Trees so High, it will be profitable to read the poem set in
the finale: later on, when the folktune has been lodged in the mind, the thematic
3

material will divide itself into given melody and derived themes. The folksong begins
with a rise from E to A: this begins the work on kettledrums and is often heard again
(e.g. at the beginning of the second and third movements). The first movement edges
its way forward, like emerging spring or infancy amid nature, sometimes raw, then
consoling in thirds (a Hadley fingerprint), or more sensually rich. The original drum
theme recurs most obviously at the very end of the movement, then almost at once to
start the more reflective but not truly slow second movement with its oboe melody
echoed by clarinet. There is a more mournful section, followed by a faster one. The boy
of the poem is growing towards manhood, summer has succeeded spring. The same
drum figure introduces a rhythmically tricky scherzo third movement, with a luscious
trio section: the aggressive music may suggest autumn, and the boy’s involvement in
premature responsibility, at least the cessation of carefree childhood. Then (all four
movements are joined together) the finale which reaches a superb climax before the
song itself is launched by solo baritone, and its words set for soloist and chorus, always
with careful, often enthusiastic musical reference to the verbal text, The choral writing
suggests sometimes the madrigals of Wilbye (another Norfolk composer), sometimes
the Elgar of The Dream of Gerontius, sometimes neither. After the fatal marriage-bell,
the folk-melody returns firmly on the orchestra, also the solo baritone. It is the
symphony, not only of a fictional character, but of everyone pushed too soon into the
responsibilities of adult life.
WILLIAM MANN

Patrick Hadley
The Trees so High
Symphonic Ballad in A minor
All the trees they do grow high,
The leaves they are so green,
The day is past and gone, my love,
That you and I have seen.
It is cold winter’s night, my love,
When you and I must bide alone.
The pretty lad is young
And a-growing.

In a garden as I walked,
I heard them laugh and call;
‘Midst five and twenty gallants there
My love exceeded all.
O the wind on the thatch.
Here and I alone must weep:
The pretty lad is young
And a-growing.

4

Gerald Finzi
ODE
Intimations of Immortality
from recollections of early childhood
WILLIAM WORDSWORTH
I
There was a time when meadow, grove, and stream,
The earth, and every common sight,
To me did seem
Apparelled in celestial light,
The glory and the freshness of a dream.
It is not now as it hath been of yore;—
Turn whereso’er I may,
By night or day,
The things which I have seen I now can see no more.

And all the earth is gay;
Land and sea
Give themselves up to jollity,
And with the heart of May
Doth every Beast keep holiday;—
Thou Child of Joy,
Shout round me, let me hear thy shouts, thou happy
Shepherd-boy!
IV
Ye blessed Creatures, I have heard the call
Ye to each other make; I see
The heavens laugh with you in your jubilee;
My heart is at your festival,
My head hath its coronal,
The fulness of your bliss, I feel - I feel it all.
Oh evil day! if I were sullen
While Earth herself is adorning,
This sweet May - morning,
And the Children are culling
On every side,
In a thousand valleys far and wide,
Fresh flowers; while the sun shines warm,
And the Babe leaps up on his Mother’s arm: —
I hear, I hear, with joy I hear!
—But there’s a Tree, of many, one,
A single Field which I have looked upon,
Both of them speak of something that is gone:
The Pansy at my feet
Doth the same tale repeat:
Whither is fled the visionary gleam?
Where is it now, the glory and the dream?

II
The Rainbow comes and goes,
And lovely is the Rose,
The Moon doth with delight
Look round her when the heavens are bare;
Waters on a starry night
Are beautiful and fair;
The sunshine is a glorious birth;
But yet I know, where’er I go,
That there hath past away a glory from the earth.
III
Now, while the birds thus sing a joyous song,
And while the young lambs bound
As to the tabor’s sound,
To me alone there came a thought of grief:
A timely utterance gave that thought relief,
And I again am strong:
The cataracts blow their trumpets from the steep;
No more shall grief of mine the season wrong;
I hear the Echoes through the mountains throng,
The Winds come to me from the fields of sleep,
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‘imperial palace whence [Man] came’ (scholars think this was Wordsworth’s spelling of
‘empyreal’, or celestial). The second theme in the prelude, a spacious, benign melody
(‘There was a time’), runs through the first and many a later stanza.
The second stanza shows Finzi’s scoring at its most delicate. It shows, too, his way
in the Ode of using the solo tenor with the choir sometimes as ‘colour’, sometimes
giving him beautiful phrase extensions — ‘the moon doth with delight look round ...’ (it
was Finzi’s principle never to repeat words in a soloist’s line). The biggest of the several
orchestral interludes now follows, a gathering dance, with lively occupation for two
percussion players. It is a nice point that the sharpest dissonance in the score should
stand for the sharpest joy: superimposed E major and B flat major resolve thrillingly
on to ‘shout round me ... happy shepherd boy’.
And so comes Wordsworth’s fifth and crucial stanza, where the poet turns to
examine Man’s predicament, and Finzi catches the sense, that the human life-span is
an exile from an earlier, more perfect condition, in the startling musical image of ‘our
birth’ seen as a funeral. He omits the seventh and eighth stanzas, which elaborate the
thought of the fifth, and presses with fresh purpose towards the resolution: the Soul can
‘in a moment travel’ to the rapt, visionary state, not only through real-life childhood
memories, but by imaginative grasp. Finzi was almost certainly unconscious that by
setting ‘Hence in a season of calm weather’ to match in key and harmonic manner the
two Statements of ‘sing a joyous song’ he was giving formal shape and balance to his
Ode, and moreover perhaps indicating that he himself found a sure way to ecstasy
through nature and melody.
But however noble the broader sweeps may be, the intuitive heart of Intimations
of Immortality is in the tenor’s last solo lines, where Finzi’s phrase has the simplicity of
an archetype, an ageless symbol, giving a shining significance to ‘another race hath
been’.
DIANA McVEAGH
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O father, dear father.
Great wrong to me is done.
That I should married be this day
Before the set of sun.
At the huffle of the pale.
Here I toss and cannot sleep:
Whilst my pretty lad is young
And a-growing.

At the age of sixteen
He was a married man.
At the age of seventeen
He was the father of a son.
At the age of eighteen, my love,
His grave it was a-growing green.
And the daisies were outspread,
And buttercups of gold
O’er my pretty lad so young
Now ceased growing.

My daughter, dear daughter.
If better be more fit,
I’ll send him to the court a-while.
To point his pretty wit.
But the snow, snow-flakes fall,
O and I am chill as dead
Whilst my pretty lad is young
And a-growing.

All the trees they do grow high,
The leaves they are so green.
The day is past and gone, my love.
That you and I have seen.
It is cold winter’s night, my love,
When you and I must bide alone.
So fare you well, my own true love.
For ever.

To let the lovely ladies know
They may not touch and taste,
I’ll bind a bunch of ribbons red
About his little waist.
I married was, alas,
A lady high to be.
In court and stall and stately hall,
And bower of tapestry.
But the bell did only knell,
And I shuddered as one cold:
When I wed the pretty lad
Not done growing.
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The first performance of Finzi’s Intimations of Immortality was given under
Herbert Sumsion at the Gloucester Three Choirs Festival on 5 September 1950 — “a
very fine performance”, Finzi wrote to a friend a few days later, “Sumsion, Eric
Greene, chorus and orchestra were all at their best”.The composition had been finished
on 19 May 1950, in short or vocal score that is, for Finzi did not complete his scoring as
he went. The last two weeks were, as often with him, a scramble — “with 2 copyists in
the house for the last few days all working up to 2 and 3.30 a.m. and then up at 6.0!!”.
But though it was written down under pressure, the music had been simmering
long years. To trace it backwards through letters; 15 Sept 1945: “Yes, there are snags
about the Intimations, though I’m as anxious as ever to do the work, which was left
more than a third done before the war.” 14 Feb 1938: “I’m halfway through my choral
work (ten, chorus and orchestra) and I think, and hope, it’s going to be ‘not too bad’.”
19 Dec 1936: “ . . . when the Intimations is finished.” And so back to a note undated, but
which belongs just before his marriage in 1933: “For the first time in my life, or since
my infancy (for I suppose that there was a time when ‘every common sight to me did
seem apparelled in celestial light’— though I can’t remember it) things have appeared
rather more happy and clearly.”
Much about the impulse to compose this music is revealed there. Finzi quoted in
everyday talk and letters from the great English writers because they were his chosen
everyday companions; and as lines ran through his head, so they would gather music to
them. His sceptical tone about his own infancy is completely understandable when it is
considered through what dark clouds he looked back to it. His father died when he was
6, his three elder brothers when he was 11, 12 and 17, and also when he was 17 Ernest
Farrer, the young composer with whom he briefly studied, was killed at the front. Finzi
himself had tuberculosis in 1926. He was haunted always by thoughts of transience,
mortality, and time’s swift passing. In his life, he built durably: a marriage, a house, a
library, friendships — all were rare and exceptional. His interior life he fiercely
protected, seeing with no illusions how perceptiveness can be dimmed by worldly
responsibilities and gains, and cherishing in himself and others qualities of freshness,
intuition, “the power to bear tenseness and excitement”.
The birth of his sons in 1934 and 1936 strengthened his passionate conviction that
“the growing boy” should not be constricted as he had been by his uncomprehending
family. He was drawn to complete his settings of Traherne (Dies Natalis, published in
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1939) and turned to Intimations. The thought in the texts — the brilliance and
innocence of childhood — is closely related, though since Traherne’s works were not
published till early this century, Wordsworth, writing his Ode in 1802-4, could not have
been directly influenced by them.
That the Ode is so familiar, and a poem of the first nobility, did not deter Finzi in
the least. The publication in 1936 of his two Milton Sonnets brought a criticism that he
was quick to react against:
“I do hate the bilge and bunkum about composers trying to ‘add’ to a poem;
that a fine poem is complete in itself, and to set it is only to gild the lily...
Obviously a poem may be unsatisfactory in itself for setting, but that is a purely
musical consideration — that it has no architectural possibilities; no broad
vowels where climaxes should be, and so on. But the first and last thing is that
the composer is (presumably) moved by a poem and wishes to identify himself
with it and share it.”
Finzi continued to develop these ideas, and set them out formally for the Crees
lectures he gave at the Royal College of Music in 1955. These contain lines which bear
directly on Intimations:
“More people than we realize have experienced some small measure of the
divine madness, and we all know that a dead poet lives in many a live
stockbroker. Many of these people before they fade into the light of common day,
have had an intuitive glimpse which neither age, nor experience, nor knowledge,
can ever give them.”
The subtle shifts of time and perspective in Wordsworth’s Ode might have tempted
some composers into an over-schematic disposition of their forces. Finzi does not
complicate things for himself by reserving the tenor soloist for Wordsworth’s personal
‘I’ and the choir for his philosophic ‘we’; or the soloist for the present sense of loss and
the choir for the celebration of past glories. Music has no tenses, but it has its own
means of recollection. The horn call with which the prelude opens comes to stand for
the mystery of pre-existence; it sounds in the major at the direct reference to the
7
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