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Welcome to album number three! It feels like we’ve been on quite a  
journey (literally and figuratively!) since our last one, having travelled 
the length and breadth of the country and meeting many, many lovely 

people along the way. We feel we’ve developed in all kinds of ways, but 
one thing has stayed the same: we still love to tell the tales behind the 

songs when we play live.  
 

For each of our previous albums we’ve created a songbook, with the   
lyrics for each of the songs, as well as the stories behind them—not to 

mention pictures of the special places and paraphernalia that inspired the 
music. This record, of course, is no exception! 

 
We had a blast recording this album and we really hope you enjoy it. 
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Oh the afternoon both calm and still 

The hedgerow bare beneath the hill 

Above the oak tree’s lofty frame 

Heavy clouds that threaten rain 

 

But below that lonely darksome gloom 

The early daffodils in bloom 

From the holly bush above the throng 

He greets them with his vernal song 

 

From the other trees across the dell 

A choir of voices starts to swell 

And banish now the thought of rain 

And hail the robin, King again! 

It’s a little known fact that on 

March afternoons, as the days 

begin to get longer, male black-

birds start singing out loudly 

in a bid to mark their territory. 

We’ve long been fascinated 

with the folk traditions       

associated with the changing 

of the seasons—the old pagan 

notion of the Winter and  

Summer Kings (represented 

respectively by the wren and 

the robin) has already         

provided us with inspiration 

on past albums. Having read 

about the longer days bringing 

about this ‘choir’ of blackbirds, 

we rather liked the image of 

these birds, choristers,        

celebrating the longer days and 

hailing the robin King of the 

Greenwood once more.  
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On the 6th January 1786, an East Indiaman 

called the Halsewell ran aground off the 

coast of Dorset, near Winspit. Faced with 

an unprecedented blizzard, the sailors 

should have gone aloft to furl the sails of 

the three-masted ship so that it could be 

brought under control. This didn’t       

happen. In The Unfortunate Captain 

Peirce, which details the entire sorry tale, 

author Phillip Browne discusses the     

possibility that discontent within the crew 

lead to this fateful mistake. The sailors 

were left with no option but to cut down 

two of the masts, and subsequently, with a     

damaged rudder and their third mast lost 

to the storm, the ship sank. Amazingly, a 

small number of hardy sailors scaled the 

sheer cliff face, alerting local quarrymen, 

who came out in the middle of the raging 

storm and managed to lift 88 men from the 

water. However,  Captain Peirce and his 

daughters were among the 168 who 

drowned or were dashed on the rocks.  

It is still Dorset’s worst shipping disaster.  

   

 Strangely calm on an ocean black 
Frozen sails are hanging slack 

Deck half covered in ice and snow 
Sudden gale begins to blow 

 

Billowing sails are the only view 
Left hanging by a lazy crew 

Unfurled they will see us drown 
Six ton o’ pine comes crashing down 

 

Sailor lad, your days are done 
You’re never gonna see an other rising sun 

Brave or craven, fool or wise 
Water and rock are gonna have your lives! 

 

With a rudder no use and listing fast 
Axes topple the second mast 
Ink black water in the hold 

Five lost in the icy cold 
 

Top mast snaps and breaks apart 
Ice inside our beating hearts 

Canvas sail is ripped to shreds 
Hope fades, panic spreads 

  

Sailor lad, your days are done… 
 

Flinty rocks are looming high 
Grey beneath the midnight sky 

Battered ship is cleft in half 
Men leap from the ensign staff 

 

Hundreds in the roaring waves 
Most sink to a watery grave 

Some few reach the rocky wall 
Away from death begin to crawl 

 

Sailor lad, your days are done… 
 

From above fall hempen rope 
Tears of joy and tears of hope 
Eighty-eight are helped to flee 

Eight score lost to the raging sea 



 



 

Passing clouds, thin veil unbroken 

Drifting on the ocean 

Beneath the standing stones 
 

Fleeting day unravels, unfolds 

The sun reveals with gold 

A fortress overthrown 
 

Henge and hillfort 

Mound and tower 

Overthrown by grass and flower 
 

Shadows shift through chalk stream and vale 

Orchids trim the ancient trail  

To crumbling spire 
 

Henge and hillfort 

Mound and tower 

Overthrown by grass and flower 
 

Wild fields grow in rough hues of brown 

Patchwork drapes the barrow downs 

A quilt bestowed on time 
 

Henge and hillfort 

Mound and tower 

Overthrown by grass and flower 

This song was inspired by a stretch of 

chalk downland on the south coast of 

England called the South Dorset Ridge-

way.  Humans have been drawn to this 

enigmatic landscape for thousands of 

years – scattering hillforts, henges, burial 

mounds and monuments across the 

Ridgeway’s 25 mile stretch. And today, 

modern humans still make their impact 

on the landscape: building settlements, 

farms and roads to serve the thrumming 

demands of our modern society. But for 

this song, we imagine the Ridgeway set 

at some point in the future, when      

humans are no longer the masters of this 

landscape. As the scars of our impact on 

the hills and vales begin to heal, the grass 

and wildflowers of the Ridgeway begin 

to transform it back into the untamed 

and beautiful place it once was. This is 

the last of three songs commissioned by 

Dorset Artsreach as part of their Land 

of Bone and Stone project – designed to 

raise the awareness of archaeology along 

the South Dorset Ridgeway.  
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Oh, the prickle-eye bush 

It pricks my heart full sore 

Oh and if ever I get  

out of this prickle-eye bush 

Then I never will get in it any more! 
 

Oh hangman stay your hand 

Oh stay it for a while 

For I think I see my [mother]… 
 

[1—mother, 2—sister, 3—true love ] 
 

...Coming over yonder stile 
 

Oh [mother] have you brought me gold 

Or silver to set me free 

For to save my body  

from the cold, cold ground 

And my neck from the gallows tree? 
 

Oh no I haven’t brought you gold 

Or silver to set you free 

For to save your body  

from the cold, cold ground 

Or my neck from the gallows tree 
 

Chorus 

This song is right up there with the 

inspirational songs which first got us 

into folk singing. Jon’s dad had a 

copy of the 2005 and 2006 Folk 

Awards Box Sets – both of which 

made their way with Jon to Cardiff 

University when he studied there. 

Doing a degree in English Literature 

left him with, shall we say, an ample 

amount of time to explore his musi-

cal influences – and many of the 

songs on these two albums have 

been on repeat in our playlists ever 

since! Sometimes known as ‘The 

Maid Freed from the Gallows’, 

there are countless versions and it’s 

a well-known ballad in Scandinavia, 

Hungary, Romania and Russia as 

well as in the United States and 

British Isles. With SO many ver-

sions out there, we’ve tried to do 

something a little bit different – alt-

hough the opening half is a bit of a 

homage to our favourite version by 

Spiers and Boden. 
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My dog and me went out one night 

For to learn some education 

Up jumped a hare and away she ran 

Right into some large plantation 
 

She had not gone so very far  

Before something stopped her running 

Oh and oh! She loudly cried 

“Stop a minute your uncle’s coming” 
 

So I took out my little pen knife  

And quickly I did paunch her 

She turned out one of the female kind 

How glad am I, I caught her! 
 

I picks her up and I smooths her down 

And I puts her in me keeping 

I says to me dog it’s time to be going 

While the gamekeepers lie a-sleeping 
 

Away me and my dog did go 

Back in to the town 

We took that hare to a labouring man 

And we sold it for a crown 
 

We went in to some public house 

And there we got quite mellow 

We spent that crown and another one too 

Don’t you think I’m a good-hearted fellow? 
 

Oh I’ve got a dog and a good dog too... 

There are so many wonderful     

variations of this song out in the 

folk scene, but it’s June Tabor’s  

version from her 1976 album, Airs 

and Graces, which we love the best. 

On her sleeve notes it’s mentioned 

as having been collected by George 

B. Gardiner from ‘a resident of 

Marchwood’ in 1907. June’s voice is 

just exquisite, and we also really 

love the way she plays with the 

timing of the song. It’s got an un-

predictable quality to it the first 

time you hear it – like a hare 

bounding across the plantation at 

night – so we’ve tried to capture 

some of that in our own way.  

 

Oh, I’ve got a dog and a good dog too 

And I keeps him in me keeping 

For to catch those hares that run by night 

While the gamekeepers lie a-sleeping 







 



As clouds did ride wi' heästy flight. 

  An' woods did swäy upon the height, 

  An' bleädes o' grass did sheäke, below 

  The hedge-row bremble's swingèn bow, 

  I come back hwome where winds did zwell, 

    In whirls along the woody gleädes, 

    On primrwose beds, in windy sheädes, 

  To Burnley's dark-tree'd dell. 

 

  There hills do screen the timber's bough, 

  The trees do screen the leäze's brow, 

  The timber-sheäded leäze do bear 

  A beäten path that we do wear. 

  The path do stripe the leäze's zide, 

    To willows at the river's edge. 

    Where hufflèn winds did sheäke the zedge 

  An' sparklèn weäves did glide. 

 

  An' where the river, bend by bend, 

  Do dräin our meäd, an' mark its end, 

  The hangèn leäze do teäke our cows, 

  An' trees do sheäde em wi' their boughs, 

  An' I the quicker beät the road, 

    To zee a-comèn into view, 

    Still greener vrom the sky-line's blue, 

  Wold Burnley our abode.  

 

                                     William Barnes   

William Barnes is a well-known, 

Dorset dialect poet, and we’ve long 

had the notion that we would love 

to put one of his poems to music. 

The imagery and rhyme used in 

Barnes’ verse is something we’ve 

long admired and ‘Comèn Hwome’ 

is one we found in the collection: 

‘Poems of Rural Life in the Dorset 

Dialect’. Quite simply, it describes 

the narrator’s walk ‘hwome’ – and 

it sums up quite perfectly the love 

we have for Dorset (and the       

affection that everyone else proba-

bly feels about their own neck of 

the woods!) - the fact that it doesn’t 

matter how far we travel, when 

home is just around the corner, we 

always ‘beat the road’ that little bit 

faster to reach it that little bit   

sooner.  



 

 



Some walked miles to seek me out 

To take away their ills, their pains 

But now they walk to Gallows Hill 

To see me hang in wind and rain 
 

That woman with the bright blue eyes 

Hate and fear upon her face 

I helped to birth her only son 

She clutches now in fierce embrace 
 

Take her to the Gallows Hill 

The mud and rain and evening chill 

Fold the rope with double bight 

Thirteen turns now make it tight 
 

Walk her barefoot up the track 

Below the storm clouds swelling black 

Fold the rope with double bight 

Thirteen turns now make it tight! 
 

That boy with the unruly hair 

Last month a fever gripped him tight 

The willow bark I offered 

Kept him safe and saw him through the night 
 

Take her to the Gallows Hill... 
 

That man with weather-beaten face 

He visited in early spring 

Healed aching limbs with snowdrops dried 

But now he comes to watch me swing! 

On our second album, there’s a song 
called ‘Blood on the Hillside, which 

tells the story of a murder high in the 
Dorset hills, believed by the locals to 

have been committed by witches. This 
song continues that 17th century      
narrative. After the trauma of the Eng-

lish Civil War, many people were look-
ing for scapegoats – people they could 
blame for things going so appallingly 

wrong. Essentially, those who were 
different became the object of suspicion 
and an outlet for people’s hate and 
fear. After the murder, we imagine a 

village healer, becoming the object of 

her neighbours’ mistrust. Having been 
happy to utilise her knowledge and 
skills until this point, they now turn on 

her, taking her to Gallows Hill, where 
she’s hanged in front of a jeering crowd 

– all her learning and skills lost, leaving 
the community far poorer and weaker 
as a result. You’d like to think things 
have changed in nearly 400 years, but 
with the huge surge in hate crime that 
was seen after the EU referendum, it’s 
hard to be convinced of how much pro-

gress we’ve made. 



 



Come away, O human child! 
To the waters and the wild 
With a faery, hand in hand, 

For the world’s more full of weeping 
Than you can understand 

 
Where dips the rocky highland 

Of Sleuth Wood in the lake 

There lies a leafy island 

Where the flapping heron wakes 

Where she’ll never feel the rubble’s kiss 

Upon her shoeless feet 

Or see the beauty of a winter’s night 

While sleeping on the street 

 

Where the wave of moonlight glosses 

All the dim grey sands with light 

Oh we’ll weave our olden dances 

‘Til the moon has taken flight 

Where she’ll never feel the tight embrace 

Of hunger and of shame 

As she queues and waits for handouts  

Not a penny to her name 

 

Where the wandering water gushes 

From the hills above Glencar 

In the pools among the rushes 

That scarce could bathe a star 

Where she'll never hear the greeting 

From the muzzle of a gun 

Or see the blossom of explosions 

As the dust obscures the sun 

 

Following on from a track called 

‘Mother!’ on our first album, this song is 

inspired by old tales of children being 

taken by fairies. Unlike our previous 

song on the topic, this one has a slightly 

more favourable view toward the mo-

tives of these fairy-folk. In W. B. Yeats’ 

poem The Stolen Child he seems to ar-

gue that, rather than out of some mali-

cious intent, the fairies take the children 

to their own land because they believe 

the human world to be just too full of 

sadness for a child to endure. Quite a 

bleak outlook one might argue, but not 

all that hard to appreciate when you con-

sider how humanity can behave. This 

was a song written at a time when the 

refugee crisis was really at its peak, and 

images of the war-torn shell of Aleppo 

were being shown alongside the dreadful 

photograph of the drowned Syrian three-

year-old, Alan Kurdi. Essentially, each 

verse is a contrast between the beauty of 

the Yeats’ fairy world and the depressing 

horror of our own.  



 



 

Clouds are upon the summer sky 

There’s thunder in the wind 

Pull on, pull on and homeword hie 

Ne’er give one look behind 
 

Row on, row on — another day 

May shine with brighter light 

Ply, ply the oars and pull away 

There’s dawn beyond the night 
 

Bear where thou goest the word of love 

Say all that words can say 

Changeless affection, strength to prove 

But speed upon the way 
 

Like yonder river would I glide 

To where my heart would be  

My bark would soon outsail the tide 

That hurries to the sea 
 

But yet a star shines constant still 

Through yonder cloudy sky 

And hope as bright my bosom fills 

From faith that cannot die 
 

Row on, row on, God speed the way 

Thou canst not linger here 

Storms hang upon the closing day 

Tomorrow may be clear 

This is a song we’ve known for 

years. In fact, it was a version sung 

by Jon’s dad which we heard first. 

The words were found by Gale 

Huntington, in an 1864 journal kept 

by a crewmember on a New Bed-

ford whaling ship called ‘The Three 

Brothers’. Dorset-based folk singer, 

Tim Laycock, put it to a beautiful 

tune and very kindly gave us his 

blessing to record a version of the 

song for this album.   



 

 



When the wheat’s ripe 
And the harvest begins 

Go the fields and gather it in 
Leaves on the breeze 

And the sun on our skin 
Go to the fields and gather it in 

 

When the heather bells ring  
and the rowan is red 

It’s down through the fields 
to the harvest we’ll tread 

Past overgrown hedgerows  
and fruit-laden boughs 
We’ll come to the farm  

through an archway of flowers 
 

Yesterday evening 
While a harvest moon shined 

We worked in its light  
And our hooks we did grind 

Now scythes to the front 
And children behind 

Away to the cornfields  
to reap and to bind 

 

When our wheat’s in 
Oats and barley are bound 

Success to the worker 
Who ploughs through the ground 

And from the last sheaf 
A corn dolly we’ll bring 
A home for the spirit 
Until the next spring 

 

When night comes on 
To the farmhouse we’ll steer 

We’ll have a good supper 
And drink the strong beer 
And wishing the farmer 

Such blessings in life 
In drinking a health  

Unto him and his wife 

After reading an article in the newspaper 

about ‘bringing in the harvest’ we’d been 

looking for an opportunity to write a song 

that tapped into the wonderful images   

associated with this important point in the 

calendar. It’s an interesting notion – the 

fact that you don’t have to go back too far 

historically before the vast majority of us 

would have been involved in this enterprise 

in some way! From the very young to the 

very elderly, everyone had their role in 

helping to bring the ‘harvest home’. In John 

Symonds Udal’s ‘Dorsetshire Folk-Lore’, we 

came across a few lines of verse attributed 

to an edition of the Bridport News in 1874. 

It didn’t take long to find out it was a    

variation of ‘All of a Row’ (Roud 1474). 

We’ve written our own tune and adapted 

the words so that the song has become 

more of a catalogue of some of the old    

customs associated with this time of year – 

traditions now mostly lost to the mechani-

sation of farming on an industrial scale. 



 



 

If only the moon could cry 

If only the stars could mourn 

If only their tears filled the sky 

If they only could hold back the dawn 
 

If the night were a night without end 

If the day would not flourish so soon 

Then our love would sing its full song 

‘Til the end of the very last tune 
 

Oh but I must ride with the sun 

And the sun must ride as he please 

And the wind which brought me to you 

Must carry me over the seas 
 

And the fire which forged love so pure 

Will fire the brand of regret 

For never such love should endure 

But never such love can forget 
 

For with you I should never want more 

With you I should never need none 

With you our love would be sure 

When all other loving be done 
 

And tonight we have seen the moon cry 

And tonight we have heard the stars mourn 

And tonight have our tears filled the sky 

But they never can hold back the dawn. 
 

                    John Kirkpatrick 

We had the absolute pleasure of 

supporting John Kirkpatrick at 

Lyme Folk Weekend back in 2016 

and heard him sing this song. We 

were just captivated by it – the 

heart-breaking story of a couple’s 

last moments together is captured 

beautifully in John’s poetry and  

instrumentation and we decided 

we’d love to try and arrange a    

version for our voices. John wrote 

the song in 1979, and first recorded 

it on his 1984 LP Three in a Row - 

The English Melodeon. John      

recently re-recorded the track for 

his new CD ‘Coat-Tails Flying’, 

which came out in September 2017. 





This album really is the record that we always dreamed of making. Of course, we’re really proud of our previous efforts,  
recorded as they were on our digital desk in a “cosy” (read: cramped) box-room home studio! 

 

When we started to plan Album #3, we knew that we wanted to enlist the talents of Mark Tucker. We’d already worked 
together, as he had mastered our previous album Releasing the Leaves. He knew, therefore, that we can be quite a pain in 
the arse to work with at the best of times. When he agreed to work with us again—not only to master, but to record and 

produce the whole album—I don’t think any of us realised what a mammoth task it would be! But Mark has been     
endlessly patient with us, and with his expertise has helped us to create an album that we truly love (we hope you guys 

love it too!) Huge, huge thanks to you Mark.  
 

There are a number of very special musicians who came to Mark’s The Green Room studio to add liberal amounts of magic 
to this album. Evan Carson is a hugely talented percussionist, and we were absolutely delighted when he agreed to come 
and play bodhrán (and various other things!) for us. He was a total pro from start to finish and we’re so thankful that he 

could add his wizardry to our songs. 
 

Thanks, too, to Barney Morse-Brown who has done an incredible job at creating the string arrangements for our tracks. 
We left him to go wherever his immense creativity would take him and he came back with a glittering treasure trove. A 
“thank you” for each of the five million string parts that you and Jane recorded for us; we’re astonished with the beauty 

and sensitivity of your work.  
 

The Teacups are undoubtedly our favourite foursome of folkies. They are a stellar act and they are also the  nicest bunch 
of people you will ever meet. Fact. Their appearance on this album was mandatory and non-negotiable. Fortunately, they 
didn’t put up too much of a fuss when we told them this! Many thanks to Spencer Cozens who recorded us at his Stein-
way Recording studios (yes, his beautiful Steinway piano is on Overthrown) - it was a real pleasure to work with you. 

 

Lee Cuff and his cello Godfrey have been an integral part of both of our previous albums and it was very important to us 
that they were part of this one too. Lee’s talents (both as a session artist and in his band Kadia) are in increasingly high 

demand these days and for good reason. His part in Sing a Full Song  gives us goosebumps every time we hear it. Similarly, 
our album  wouldn’t be the same without Joe Limburn and his double bass (we don’t think he’s named it!). Just to hear his 

top-notch noodling in between takes is fascinating, but his grooves on Halsewell, Prickle-Eye and Thirteen Turns  are, 
simply, awesome.   

 

Once again, Jon’s sister Sarah Whitley has created the album’s artwork for us. We love pretty much everything she paints, 
but the world she created forThe Waters and the Wild is definitely the best yet. We are incredibly lucky to have such a 

talented person in the family. We love the way she’s always surprised when we say that we love her stuff! Sarah, we can’t 
thank you enough. 

 

Huge thanks to Jane Brace for her tireless work in promoting this album, and also for the advice and guidance she’s offered 
us more generally over the last couple of years. She has been an invaluable font of folkie knowledge and it’s been an abso-

lute pleasure working with her.  
 

Lastly, thank you to everyone who has bought this album, or come out to listen to us live. We literally couldn’t do this 
without you and we hope you can tell how much we enjoy our jobs when we perform. We hope to see you out and about 

sometime soon! Love, J&J 




