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Foreword


By Joe Marchese


Lawrence Schulman is Unfettered. 


May I add: candid, passionate, opinionated, knowledgeable, incisive, and curious. While ostensibly a collection of writings about music, the contents of Unfettered reveal as much about the author as his subjects. 


There’s joy to be found in listening along as Schulman rediscovers a lost jazz vocal gem by Cy Coleman (1966’s Columbia LP If My Friends Could See Me Now, pairing the quintessential New York tunesmith with a British orchestra) or a cache of songs from that gifted human, Vincent Youmans. Unfettered sheds some much-needed light on artists who haven’t (yet) experienced a renaissance in the public consciousness, from Maurice Chevalier to groundbreaking vocal quartet The Mills Brothers – both worthy of attention and such well-informed and considered treatment. Schulman also delves into those artists whose discographies continue to flourish today. One such talent is Patsy Cline, still remarkably well-represented with archival releases on disc and digitally more than six decades after her tragic death at the age of 30 in 1963. And, of course, there’s Judy Garland.


Garland, perhaps the musical figure with whom Schulman is most closely associated, warrants multiple chapters here. The author brings a historian’s ear and a fan’s heart to compare and contrast various presentations of her February 24, 1952 closing night at New York’s Palace Theatre as well as a series of digital releases drawn from television’s ill-fated if often electrifying The Judy Garland Show. He explores the many attempts over the past 35 years to transform Garland’s original mono recordings into stereo, to variable effect.




As another of Schulman’s subjects, singer-songwriter (and Garland son-in-law) Peter Allen, famously observed in song, “Everything old is new again.” How we view – and hear – the past through the lens of the present is a prominent thread that runs through Unfettered, whether Schulman is savoring the joys of Wham! in surround sound (of which there are many!), revisiting Carly Simon’s 1972 breakthrough album No Secrets, or considering the multifaceted Bobby Darin’s (well-earned) place in the entertainment pantheon. Schulman describes Simon as a “transgenre” artist, and the tag would well apply to Darin, too, who invested every song he performed with the same soul-deep urgency. 


Schulman’s passion as an audiophile, archivist, and historian is palpable throughout these essays, but best of all might be All About Yves. The most personal reflection in this anthology, it’s an unflinchingly frank portrait of love in all its complexities and contradictions. It’s set against the atmospheric backdrops of New York and Paris in the years prior to, and at the dawn of, the AIDS crisis. Schulman knows that the personal often becomes the universal, and such is the case with this vivid evocation of a bygone time and place that still reverberates today.


It’s tempting to include a disclaimer to this introduction: The views and opinions in this book are those of the author only and do not necessarily reflect those of this writer. After all, the title here is Unfettered. It’s unlikely that any reader will wholeheartedly agree with all of Schulman’s critical assessments and pointed remarks. But that’s, in large part, what makes this eclectic trove of musings and ruminations both compelling and edifying. So, as Maurice Chevalier once urged Hayley Mills in a delightful song by Richard M. and Robert B. Sherman, Enjoy it!


- JOE MARCHESE
TheSecondDisc.com
July, 2025







Introduction


By Lawrence Schulman


The gloves come off. The time has come.


The past few years, my brain has been on fire. I have never been as productive. Books, CD reviews, book reviews, liner notes, articles, lectures, and conceiving a major CD boxset have occupied me and proven to me that my life experience has allowed me to write about all kinds of musical and non-musical subjects. This late-in-life burst of creativity, oftentimes at three in the morning when my chronic insomnia allows me the time and silence to peacefully write, has been a great pleasure too. I am never happier than when I am writing. The naked page has never intimidated me. Known for my Judy Garland writings, I have been able to branch out into all kinds of subjects neither I nor others knew I was capable of exploring. Whether that be the music of Bernard Herrmann, about whom I wrote a long review I am quite proud of, or the career of Peter Allen, about whom my article won the 2024 Best Article of the Year award from the Association for Recorded Sound Collections, I have felt liberated from the straitjacket of being “just” a Garland expert. I have felt free of that constraint and that is why I named my second BearManor book FREE. I have also freed myself of individuals of questionable character and am happy to say adieu to them. UNFETTERD is a continuation of FREE in that it represents my most recent writings on many musical subjects, including Garland, and on one semi-musical subject, namely why I left for Paris when I was twenty-one and my first fifteen years there. The shackles are off. Sprung from the small world of small people, I now live in the big world of big people. My friends are artists, writers, photographers, chefs, cinephiles, and musicians, but also housekeepers, programmers and truck drivers: all have shown a kindness to me over the years that far eclipses some of the negative experiences I have had over those years with people who are unhinged. Good riddance, good bye.




The soap-opera drama-queen details aside, I have been accused of being a hacker, a bootlegger and a thief, but that is but the tip of the iceberg. Without naming them, I would like to briefly put the spotlight on some of these little people, who will go unnamed, then some of the big people I have known, this time with names. This is a jovial portraiture, and not one of revenge. I hope it amuses the reader as much as it has amused me.


The first amusing devil is a label owner who issued a series of CDs about which I had to write a review for the ARSC Journal. Using a new program called DigiMIX, his engineers were able to remaster sound onto CD with spectacular results. My review was ecstatic, except for one big but: I wrote that the orchestras as well as the singers were not quite as good as on other reference recordings. But otherwise, my review was more than enthusiastic, and I sent it to him and the Journal, where it was eventually published. Knowing I had written a book about Judy Garland, the owner suggested that the label do a series of Garland releases using DigiMIX. I was thrilled. But there was a condition: that I delete any negativity about the DigiMIX releases from my review. It was only if I did such a rewrite would he agree to the Garland-DigiMIX project. Needless to say, I said no. It was blackmail, and I wanted no part of it. I had never encountered corruption before, so to my great regret, the Garland project never happened. 


Another label hired me to produce a major boxset of Garland recordings. I was honored. I have never gotten rich with these projects—some of them have even cost me more than I made—but I have had many email agreements for symbolic sums, and these agreements were always honored. This other label’s head agreed by email to a symbolic sum and I got to work. After a few months and much work, the project was done and got issued. When it came time for them to send me this symbolic sum, they went AWOL. Emails and even registered letters went unanswered, and there was nothing I could do in that the label was based abroad. I didn’t know that slavery existed in the twenty-first century. In any case, never again. Lesson learned: no contract, no work. 




Next up on this list of misadventures is certain audio engineer’s appalling behavior. We had worked on many projects over the years both in the world of recordings and that of publication, and he was something of a brother to me. There was one project we worked on for some eight years, and it kept going on and on without fruition. Let it be noted that what takes a professional engineer fifteen minutes to do this audio engineer would take three years. Needless to say, this poses many problems. This was an archival project for which the owner of some source recordings had send me high-resolution files early on. When I was hired by the overseas label mentioned above, these unissued high-resolution recordings had not yet been released. After eight years, I thought the whole project was dead. I emailed the owner of the recordings once then twice to ask his permission to release them, but he never replied. In any case, I didn’t need his permission because these were public domain recordings. I nonetheless asked him because I am a gentleman. I thought about it before going ahead and concluded that it was my duty to music history to include these recordings in my new CD boxset. Which I did. In the end, this engineer’s label rush-released the recording, and my boxset and the rush-released CD were issued on the very same day. The audio engineer cut all ties with me. I had done nothing wrong. Whereas the engineer had once been a strong proponent of public domain, now that he was working in the private sector I guess his values had changed. I learned later that this dishonest individual contacted the website discogs.com to inform them that my boxset included stolen tracks and was thus a bootleg. So discogs.com deleted the set from being sold at their site. Nothing had been stolen and my set was in no way a bootleg. After the shock of his severing ties with me, once again over a commercial release, I have now concluded that I am thankful it happened. Sometimes it takes decades to know a person, and however painful the divorce is, it is good that it happened because you have discovered the real person. 





The yellow-brick road of ignominious fatuity leads me to The Freaky Wizard of Odds, whom I knew for decades. Owner of a certain Garland website, he is surely a candidate for anger management therapy. I felt he was also something of a brother, and I showed him all kinds of courtesies over the years, such as bringing back CDs for him from Europe, sending him free books and CDs, writing for his website free of charge, and even sending him a hefty gift card for a French restaurant when he moved. We had worked together on several CDs, and got to work together at a label whose owner was a lunatic daffier than a duck. I had conceived of the project, so I had the pleasure of dealing with him at the beginning. This website owner got in the picture later on, and he was able to tolerate the crazy label owner better than I could. In the end, this label owner asked me to write the notes and discography, which I did, but to his immense displeasure. Again, they had to be redone, so the Garland website owner edited and rewrote my notes. His notes too had to be redone, and the label owner asked me to do that. I refused. I told him that it would be unethical to rewrite a friend’s notes. So, I was fired. In that the website owner had computer skills and an online presence that would be useful to the label owner in the release of his Garland CD, it is probable that the label owner got rid of me because I was less useful to him than the site owner. Thereafter, the site owner cut off all ties with me for reasons unknown, but used part of my notes in the brochure anyway without my getting a by-line. His hate and anger got so intense that he removed all my writings and interviews from his site, refused to answer my emails, refused to answer a FedEx letter, banned me from his Facebook page and never announced my two-volume book on Garland at his website. His recent Garland book, which recounts certain Garland discoveries that I was intimately involved in, conveniently leaves out my name. This is called revisionism. I guess truth no longer exists for him. So be it.





On the sunny side of the street…


The first person I must pay homage to is the late audio-remastering engineer and broadcaster Robert Parker, who was the first person to say yes to me when I sent him a letter suggesting he might consider doing a Judy Garland CD. Known for his stereo remasterings of mono tracks, Parker could get new sound that no one suspected was there out of old recordings. He didn’t colorize sound but rather retrieved the original color that was there. He was an audio restorer in the same way as a restorer of old paintings: the result was the original truth that the limited technology of earlier times didn’t accurately allow to be recorded and that the veil of time had shrouded. He was also a kind, classy gentleman to an unknown guy living in Paris and had enough confidence in my knowledge and writing ability to allow me to do my first liner notes for the Garland CD. I am thankful to him to this day. Hats off, Mr. Parker.


The first time I saw my writings published outside of liner notes was when Barry R. Ashpole, then Editor of the ARSC Journal, and Peter A. Munstedt, then Recording Review Editor of the ARSC Journal, allowed me to review a boxset of Garland’s Decca recordings. To both, I am grateful. I am also grateful to the subsequent Sound Recording Reviews editors of the ARSC Journal, namely Gary Galo, Barry R. Ashpole and currently Lars Meyer, for placing their trust in me to deliver a fair and well-written review. Christopher C. King, the current ARSC Journal Editor, must also be thanked for allowing me to write two original articles in recent years, one of which on the late singer-songwriter Peter Allen won the 2024 ARSC Best Article of the Year award.





Several authors of books on Judy Garland have also had a place in my life. The first is the late Christopher Finch whose book Rainbow: The Stormy Life of Judy Garland gave me my first real glimpse into the real Judy Garland. We remained in touch over the years and I even hired him to write some liner notes for one of my Garland boxsets. He was a terrific writer. The late Anne Edwards whose Judy Garland: A Biography inspired me to write to her about the possibility that Garland suffered from anorexia, also influenced me and she even wrote back to comment on my theory, which today I consider preposterous. I still have that letter inside her book. Gerald Clarke, author of Get Happy: The Life of Judy Garland, has also influenced me and after the publication of his excellent book we remained in touch. In my book Garland: That’s Beyond Entertainment – Reflections on Judy Garland I even included a letter he wrote to me about the anger and hatred in the Garland fan community, something he didn’t understand. Nor do I. The late Sid Luft, Garland’s third husband and sometimes manager, who wrote an unfinished memoir about her, was also someone I knew because of my releasing her 1960 Paris concert, at which he was present. I interviewed him for the CD and saw him in L.A. a second time the following year. I found him to be a fascinating personality, however flawed. Still, he was a historic figure in that, despite their explosive relationship, he was the go-to guy for her from the early 1950s to the late 1960s. The late Scott Schechter, author of the crazy-but-wonderful Judy Garland: The Day-by-Day Chronicle of a Legend, a day-by-day account of Garland’s life, was an acquaintance whom I finally met in New York after a performance of Minnelli on Minnelli: Live at the Palace, and we sat together in a Metro North train after the show and had a rich conversation about it and Garland, of course. His left us far too young. Finally, the late John Meyer, who was her lover for two months in late 1968 and whose memoir on those two months, Heartbreaker, was a revelation to me when it came out. He was also a dear friend with whom I had almost daily contact. We saw each other in New York, Paris, and Glens Falls, where Christine Andreas, who also became a friend, played Garland in the stage production of the memoir. In the days before John died, my caller ID indicated on several occasions that it was he phoning, so I picked up. He was in the hospital and could no longer speak. I heard sounds that resembled some kind of breathing device, but otherwise there was silence. I said I was thinking of him and hoped he’d soon be feeling better. I was going to New York in the coming days and I told him I looked forward to seeing him again. Then the calls stopped. I was touched that he was thinking of me in his final days. I am still not used to John’s not being there. 





Mort Lindsey, who conducted for Judy Garland in the early- and mid-sixties, also has a place in my memory. I met him when I was seventeen and editor-in-chief of my high-school newspaper. I had a column called Out and About and went into Manhattan once to interview him when he was working for Merv Griffin. He was cordial to this kid from the Bronx. I next had contact with him in the early 2000s when I had a question concerning a certain Garland performance of Frank Loesser’s song “Never Will I Marry.” I had contacted him by postal mail and he had the kindness to phone me from his Malibu home about my question, which he answered. I highly doubt he remembered we had met decades earlier. He too was a real gentleman.


Last but not least is John Stedman, head of JSP Records. John accepted my proposal to do a Garland boxset of unreleased radio performances and other rare recordings, and the result was the phenomenally successful Lost Tracks, whose release was noted with a review by Will Friedwald in The Wall Street Journal. The set included the first release of Garland’s historic 1935 Decca test recordings, which took me a good year of negotiation with their owner to license. The success of Lost Tracks led to John’s green lighting a whole series of Garland boxsets in the years after, all well reviewed and commercially successful. John’s faith in me deeply touched me, and he was and is one of the kindest, most personable, most knowledgeable label owners I have ever worked with. If only there were more.





Today, liberated from the craziness of the fan world, I am free to be myself. I am also free to try new forms. Such is the reason for the coda, All About Yves, which recounts why I moved to Paris in 1971 and mentions Stravinsky and classical music in passing. For, it was in Paris that I got my musical education, however informal, and there that I discovered that I could write about music. For decades, I have wanted to write about this unpublished, intimate experience in which I do not shy away from memories that are still very painful. If I didn’t tell the story of those years, when I’m gone the story would be gone too. So I finally wrote about it. Those first fifteen years in Paris (I stayed twenty-six in all) were an intense and rich experience during which I not only learned much about music in one of the most musically vibrant cities in the world but also learned much about myself. I would not be the person I am today had I not gone through the fires I crossed then and there. It is on the ruins of this passion that is based everything I have ever written.


I have called this book UNFETTERED because I have now freed myself from the constraints of the past. The result is an emancipation of expression that lets me breathe easier, see perspectives, hear new sounds. The sounds of music have enabled me to clear my head of all kinds a clutter, and elevate myself to heights I had never suspected before. I have discovered that I am a mix of Bruckner and The Beatles, Mahler and Carly Simon, Schumann and Sinatra, and not just a one-woman (Garland) man. As a lover of high definition, the mono-man I once was is the high-def-man I now am. As an unfettered spirit who has survived intact and an amused observer who has had the privilege of writing about American popular music innovatively, I have preferred the chuckle of the divine comedy to the abimes of untold despair. I hope this book, by its critical writings but also its more personal coda, will give the reader a glimpse of both worlds.
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FREE: Words on Music by a Hi-Def Critic in an MP3 World, the first volume of my non-Judy Garland critical writings published on June 13, 2024







TALK


FREE: Words on Music by a Hi-Def Critic in an MP3 World


2024-2026


Chapter 1


FREE at Last


[image: image]


Good evening. First of all, I’d like to welcome everyone.


I am going to keep my comments on the short side so as to have the time to show all the video clips I have prepared. Video clips, I should mention I have restored thanks to AI, a first for me. I would also welcome questions at the end.


My book FREE: Words on Music by a Hi-Def Critic in an MP3 World was published in May 2024 by BearManor Media and is my second for the publisher after my 2-volume work on Judy Garland, called GARLAND: That’s Beyond Entertainment – Reflections on Judy Garland, published in 2023. The Garland book was a collection of all my writings on her between 1993 and 2023, and FREE is a collection of all my non-Garland writings, save three, since 2000. These writings are about all the great artists of the Great American Songbook, but also ones about film composers, Patsy Cline, Tim Buckley, a somewhat forgotten rock artist from the 1960s and 1970s, and Peter Allen, another somewhat forgotten singer-songwriter from the 1970s, 1980s and early 1990s. 


My interest in classic American popular music stems, I suppose, from my passion for Judy Garland, which goes back to when I was a kid. One could say she opened doors for me, like the door that Dorothy opens onto the Technicolor Oz in The Wizard of Oz. But, in the course of my lifetime, other doors—especially to classical music—have also opened. Duke Ellington once said that “There are simply two kinds of music, good music and the other kind.” So, I have been interested in good music for many decades now, and that has always been the subject of my writings. Most of these writings have been for the ARSC Journal, a scholarly semi-annual publication that allowed me to fully express myself on all kinds of musical subjects, from No, No, Nanette to Frank Sinatra. But my writings also include liner notes, articles, interviews, talks, program notes, and prefaces. 


Tonight, I would like to sample some of the great artists I have come to admire in classic American popular music. In one hour, it is impossible to show clips of all these greats, so this will be the very tip of the iceberg, and not in the least a comprehensive showcase.


First, what exactly is classic American popular music and what is the Great American Songbook? Classic American popular music is music roughly from the 1930s to the end of the twentieth century written by composers and sung by myriad jazz and pop artists over the decades. These are people who have contributed to our culture and have been recognized as such by not only scholars but by their popularity over the years. The Great American Songbook, or GAS as it is commonly abbreviated, are the songs the great pop composers wrote during those years, songs which have survived the decades and are still sung today. These composers—Irving Berlin, Jerome Kern, George and Ira Gershwin, Harold Arlen, Lerner and Loewe, Rodgers and Hammerstein, Johnny Mercer, Dorothy Fields, Lorenz Hart, Cole Porter, and Harry Warren, to name but a few—created memorable songs which were central to American pop music in the twentieth century. 


But there are other classifications which must be included. Certainly, country music is one, the blues another, as well as the Broadway and Hollywood musical. In my writings, I have talked about Patsy Cline, but also such renowned film composers as Bernard Herrmann, Max Stein, Franz Waxman, Dimitri Tiomkin, and David Raksin. And the Broadway and Hollywood musical has brought us composers from Eubie Blake to Jerry Herman. One should not forget the Revues on Broadway, such as the Ziegfeld Follies, and in Harlem, such as the Cotton Club, all of which produced standards to this day. 


To this day too, I rarely use the word entertainment. I do not consider the vocalists and composers of classic pop music as entertainers, who amuse or divert us. Rather, they are artists whose contributions to American culture are as important as Mahler’s contributions to classical music or The Beatles’ to rock. Entertainment diminishes their importance to our culture in a way that rubs me the wrong way. 


The other word I don’t use is fan. I am a fan of no one in the sense that I am not fanatical about anyone. The greats of the Great American Songbook deserve our respect, not our adoration. 


Before we see the clips I have put together, let me simply say that good music, whether from decades ago or from yesterday, in the end can be appreciated by young and old alike. I see no reason why an adolescent can’t appreciate Billie Holiday or Ella Fitzgerald nor why “seniors,” as we are called, can’t appreciate Amy Winehouse or Grace Slick. Likewise, I see no reason why one can’t go from listening to Hello, Dolly! one day and Beethoven the next: both are superb music. 


Now onto the clips…


1 - FRANK SINATRA


The first clip tonight had to be none other than Frank Sinatra, who was born in 1915 and died in 1998. His long career spanned many decades and many kinds of music, but it must be remembered that he learned his craft in the big band era with Harry James and Tommy Dorsey. His long discography, comparable only to Peggy Lee’s and Ella Fitgerald’s, attests to the fact that he was almost constantly in the recording studio. There are Sinatra aficionados and then there are others who are less convinced. Until I wrote a recent review on Sinatra, I was among the latter. In order to write the review, I listened to almost all of his old recordings and came to the conclusion that whether or not one likes Sinatra is irrelevant. He played an important role as one of the leading male pop singers in the twentieth century, and he was incomparable not only because of his refined selection of terrific songs, but also because of his voice and timing. His sense of swing is astounding, and can be no better seen and heard than on the clip we are about to see: one of him singing “That’s Life,” composed by Dean Kay and Kelly Gordon and with the Nelson Riddle Orchestra on his 1966 CBS television special, Frank Sinatra: A Man and His Music, Part 2. Released well into the rock era, the single of the song, “an absolute corker” according to Life magazine, rose to #4 on the charts, which was quite a feat for a guy from Hoboken who started his career in the 1930s.


Fasten your seatbelts…





[image: image]


2 - PEGGY LEE


Like Frank Sinatra, Peggy Lee started out as a big band singer—in her case with Benny Goodman and his orchestra—and during a career, which began in 1941 and ended in 1995, amassed an astounding catalog of some 1,000 studio masters, 270 original songs, 50 albums, 800 radio performances, and 200 television appearances, not to mention radio appearances and programs of her own, concert and nightclub dates, V-Discs, films and her Broadway debut in 1983 in her one-woman-show Peg. From her birth in 1920 to her death in 2002, she was a real singer’s singer, constantly recording 78rpm singles in the 1940s and early 1950s, conceiving countless 33⅓ LPs from the mid-1950s to the mid-1980s, and continuing to record when the CD became the standard support up until her last one in 1993. 


Even in her early years, Lee had an open ear for new songs to record, and she covered everyone from Cole Porter to The Beatles. She even wrote a song, called “Let’s Love,” in 1974 with Paul McCartney. But her musicianship also extended to her arrangements and accompanists, who were handpicked to accompany her very delicate but swinging voice, one that was unique in the history of classic American popular music.





The clip we will now see, a song called “When the World Was Young,” composed by Philippe-Gérard with French lyrics by Angèle Vannier and later adapted into English by the renowned lyricist Johnny Mercer, was performed on The Judy Garland Show on November 8, 1963. Enjoy!
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3 – MAXINE SULLIVAN


Maxine Sullivan, who was born in 1911 and died in 1987, very much influenced Peggy Lee and also had a prolific career of her own which began in the mid-1930s and went until her death, and even beyond in that numerous recordings have been issued posthumously. I remember that in the 1970s and 1980s she would sometimes release two albums a year, and I would run to buy them. Sullivan’s career really took off in 1937 after “Loch Lomond,” her big hit under the direction of Claude Thornhill, made her name known. She untiringly recorded such classic titles as “Blue Skies,” “Easy to Love,” “Moments Like This,” “A Hundred Years From Today,” “When Your Lover Has Gone,” “Skylark,” “What a Difference a Day Makes,” “Wrap Your Troubles in Dreams,” “Night and Day,” “As Long As I Live” and so many more. 


Her latter years showed her voice to be in no way diminished compared to her more youthful voice, and if one listens to her remarkable recording of Jerome Kern and Oscar Hammerstein’s “The Folks Who Live on the Hill” in 1937 and compare it to the same song recorded in 1955, one can only remark that her voice got better with age: richer, more mature and more musical. 


She was the opposite of a belter. Forget about improvisation and ornamentation: she stuck to the tune. For her, the less the better. 


The clip I have chosen of the song “Just One of Those Things,” composed by Cole Porter in 1935, dates from September 28, 1986 and was taped in Japan. In it, her timing is perfect and her self-assurance on stage is the result of a lifetime in music. 
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4 – TIM BUCKLEY
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I’m not really sure if many people here even know the name Tim Buckley. 


I had the privilege of seeing him in concert at Stony Brook University in 1967 when he was the opening act for The Doors. I remember I was pretty much the only person in the gymnasium who wasn’t stoned. I also remember I was mesmerized by Tim Buckley and thereafter bought every album he released on the day of release, if I could. 


The 1960s were full of singer-songwriters, but for me at least Buckley was apart. Having started his career by composing songs in a folk-rock vein, he morphed into jazz rock and then funk to the befuddlement of listeners who couldn’t place him anymore. He released 9 albums in all between 1966 and 1974, and died in 1975 of a heroin overdose at the age of 28, but not all of the albums are totally satisfying, especially the last ones, which are lacking inspiration. 


Buckley had the voice of an angel and the physical beauty of a god. He could go from a countertenor high note to a growling low one in the blink of an eye. His intense interiority drew you in like no other artist of the era. His was not easy music to listen to, but who says music has to be easy to listen to?


Perhaps his best-known song, Buckley and Larry Beckett’s “Song to the Siren,” written in 1967, recorded in 1969 and released by Buckley in 1970, the song has been covered by many artists since it was written. A mix of confounding and intemporal beauty that is astonishing for the era and equally astonishing for such a young man, Buckley here performs a solo acoustic version of the song from the series finale of The Monkees CBS television show that was taped in late November 1967 and aired on March 25, 1968. The song hadn’t yet been released on any album. 


The song and the singer are spellbinding. 





5 – BERNARD HERRMANN


Film music is in itself a genre that came to be in the earliest days of “talking pictures,” as they were called, and Bernard Herrmann, who was born in 1911 and died in 1975, is but one of the great movie composers of the mid-twentieth century. The others include Max Steiner, Franz Waxman, Dimitri Tiomkin, David Raskin, Alfred Newman, Miklós Rózsa, Erich Wolfgang Korngold and many others. 


Film music is the glue that holds a sequence together. Used sparingly to bring out emotion or create a mood, it adds immeasurably to a movie. Used too abundantly, it can make any bad film better. 


Herrmann’s memorable scores include, among others, Psycho, an Alfred Hitchcock film from 1960, Citizen Kane from Orson Wells in 1941, The Trouble With Harry from 1955, The Man Who Knew Too Much and The Wrong Man both from 1956, North By Northwest from 1958, all directed by Hitchcock, and his final score, the 1976 Taxi Driver directed Martin Scorsese. The originality of all these scores makes them an integral part of the movie.


The film with music by Herrmann that has left the greatest mark on me is the 1947 The Ghost and Mrs. Muir, directed by Joseph L. Mankiewicz. Romantic to the extreme, giving depth and texture to the film, and making a love story between a ghost and a young lady far more profound than one would expect, Herrmann’s music is as grandiose as a Bruckner symphony wherein the skies open up, a light shines on us and lifts us to the eternal. 


Tonight, we will screen Herrmann’s music for the opening credits for Hitchcock’s 1958 thriller, Vertigo. With the titles’ animation designed by the renowned Saul Bass, the film and its score lead us to emotional passions and depths—of love found and love lost, of fear of heights, of unimaginable intriguing—that had never been so masterfully explored on screen. Herrmann’s music magnificently meshes with the film in unsettling ways we had never heard before. 
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6 – PATSY CLINE


If I may, by way of introduction, I would like to read the conclusion to a recent review of mine published in the ARSC Journal about the album Patsy Cline’s Greatest Hits, first released on LP in 1967 and more recently on audiophile LP, high-resolution Super Audio CD and high-resolution download: 




But seriously, what is a Jewish boy from the Bronx who loves the Great American Songbook doing listening to Patsy Cline? My response is: Why not? Her art was for all to enjoy, and her talents as a country singer were not limited to singing country music. Over the course of her career, she also sang pop tunes by some of the great American pop composers: “Always” by Irving Berlin, “True Love” by Cole Porter, “You Made Me Love You (I Didn’t Want to Do It)” by Joseph McCarthy and James V. Monaco, “Love Letters in the Sand” by John Frederick Coots, Nick Kenny and Charles Kenny, “Bill Bailey, Won’t You Please Come Home” by Hughie Cannon, “Button Up Your Overcoat” by Ray Henderson, B. G. DeSylva and Lew Brown, “Let It Snow! Let It Snow! Let It Snow!” by Jule Styne and Sammy Cahn, “Stupid Cupid” by Howard Greenfield and Neil Sedaka, and others. Had she lived longer, she surely would have become a crossover artist like Willie Nelson, Ray Charles, Jim Reeves, Reba McEntire, and others. So, her appeal was universal and her artistry surely would have led her to the kind of music that most resonates with listeners who love classic American popular music. 


Today, Patsy Cline’s recordings live on and her place in American cultural history is guaranteed. She sang that love hurts and love fades, but love is also bliss, hers and ours, through the sublime voice of Patsy Cline.





Patsy Cline was born in 1932 and died tragically in a plane crash in 1963, but tonight we will listen to her live in a 1962 television performance of “She’s Got You,” composed by Hank Cochran and broadcast from WSMV-TV in Nashville for the Pet Milk TV Grand Ole Opry # 31. Enjoy!
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7 – BOBBY DARIN





Bobby Darin, who was born in 1936 and died at the age of 37 in 1973 after surgery on his heart for rheumatic fever, didn’t have the greatest voice among pop and jazz vocalists but he certainly had the best sense of swing around. Starting out as a teen idol in the 1950s with such hits as “Splish Splash” and “Dream Lover,” with “Mack the Knife,” the standard from Kurt Weill’s Threepenny Opera, Darin proved that he could sing and swing standards with equal panache. With “Beyond the Sea,” an English-language version of Charles Trenet’s French hit song “La Mer,” Darin again proved he could also sing jazz. He continued to sing and act, and in the late 1960s became a political activist who not only campaigned for Robert Kennedy in 1968 but also wrote and recorded folk songs, the most popular of which were “If I Were a Carpenter” and “Simple Song of Freedom.” He returned to his pop/rock roots at the very end of his life, and the clip we are about to see of his swinging interpretation of Jerry Herman’s song “Mame,” taped the year he died, is one of his best.
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8 – PETER ALLEN





More known today as Liza Minnelli’s first husband, singer-songwriter Peter Allen, an Australian native who was born in 1944 and died in 1992 of AIDS-related throat cancer, was discovered by Judy Garland in Hong Kong in 1964, after which she brought him and Chris Bell, together known as The Allen Brothers although not brothers at all, back to the States as her opening act at concerts. After separating from Minnelli and dissolving The Allen Brothers in 1970, Allen began writing songs as his day job and performing them at clubs like Reno Sweeny in Greenwich Village at night. His recording career also began in the early 1970s, and after several albums which included hit songs like “I Honestly Love You,” “Tenterfield Saddler” “Don’t Cry Out Loud” and above all “I Go to Rio,” by the 1980s Allen could fill Radio City Music Hall for extended runs and also sell out Carnegie Hall. His extravagant performances were known to be campy, but this didn’t seem to bother anyone but himself, who didn’t want to be known as a gay entertainer. 


Since his death, the public’s enthusiasm seems to have dampened somewhat, but he has not been forgotten. About two years ago, I discovered Allen’s music, which I was totally unaware of, and felt it ranked alongside that of the Great American Songbook giants. So, I got the green light to write an article about him for the ARSC Journal, an endeavor which took me a year. Published last year and winner of the 2024 ARSC Journal Article of the Year award, it was expanded for my book FREE, and is the basis of my recently published book on him, again from BearManor Media, called Peter Allen: Somebody’s Angel – The Boy From Oz In The Key of Camp, which is a revised, expanded version of the original article and was published in January 2025. 


Why my enthusiasm? 


I’ll be brief. 


Just when the hummable tune was thought to be a lost art, Peter Allen came along. Such fine songs as “Don’t Cry Out Loud,” “Somebody’s Angel,” “All I Wanted Was the Dream,” “Once Before I Go,” “You and Me (We Wanted It All),” “Making Every Moment Count” and, above all, his masterpiece “I Go To Rio” are all songs as good as those of the Gershwin brothers, Cole Porter or Irving Berlin. As such, Allen needs to be hoisted to the pantheon of great American popular composers. 


One song from his last album, Making Every Moment Count, recorded in 1988 and 1989 and released in 1990, that I am particularly fond of is “See You in the Springtime,” written with lyricist Dean Pitchford, whom I recently interviewed for my book on Allen, and who told me that “See You in the Springtime” was an attempt to create a message of eternal optimism in the face of possibly not such an optimistic future,” that is Allen’s AIDS diagnosis at the time the recording was made. Judge for yourself. Here is Peter Allen at his peak performing the song live on The Pat Sajak Show in 1989.


To conclude, I would like to thank everyone for coming tonight, and hope you enjoyed the clips. Classic American popular music is an art in the same way that is other classic world popular music, as incarnated by such artists as Amália Rodrigues, the late, great Fado singer from Portugal, or the inimitable Édith Piaf from France.
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And that is what I have tried to do in my book FREE: Words on Music by a Hi-Def Critic in an MP3 World. Over the years, I have developed a passion for hi-definition sound, whether that be on Super Audio CD, Blu-ray audio, or high-resolution download. Such sound is vastly better than MP3, the standard format for exchanging files, even better than the CD for that matter, which I consider the horse-and-buggy of the twenty-first century. By placing hi-def and MP3 in the title of the book, I have sought to say that my tastes in music are decidedly rich in a world which is not. I consider myself a music critic who has always sought perspicacity and historical exactitude. At the same time, if you haven’t got something new to write, why bother writing at all? The reviews you will find in the book are all attempts to be “free” of preconceptions and misconceptions, but also “free” of a lot of fan craziness regarding certain artists that has been a burden to me over the years. Like the intense 45-year-old cover photo of me in a photo booth in Paris, an honest photo if I ever saw one, I have sought to be as honest in my reviews as that photo, which by the way captures me in despair over a fading love affair. But that is another story. I am now “free” of that despair too. I have always tried to illuminate music that not only gives pleasure, but also gives meaning to the world we live in. Good music changes you, and I hope I have expressed that in my writings. I also hope I have opened a few ears and changed a few minds among the public here today about the importance of classic American popular music.
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