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Rusty gates and empty sheds where the wind blows through;
creaking porches and bullnose verandas under which sit
wicker chairs by a table set with mismatched but well-loved
plates, big pitchers of cordial and a teapot. And time.

Time to absorb, time to think.

When you are with The Yearlings, the South Australian duo
of Chris Parkinson and Robyn Chalklen, the years fall away.
This is music that could have been written and sung 80
years ago or put down on tape yesterday. It feels weathered
and lived through, yet anything but stale.

Set around acoustic guitars and double bass, with accordion,
piano and banjo to flesh out some of the sketches and vialin
and harmaonica to embellish, their songs draw on country
music’s roots in the church and in the fields and on blues’
roots in the heart’s sense of loss.

Like Gillian Welch and David Rawlings - who are obvious
influences - they evoke something sad and beautiful.

If The Yearlings' debut was promising, this second album marks them
out as something special.



