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Foreword

by John H. Haley

When Judy Garland unexpectedly passed away in 1969 at the age of only 47, her enormous popularity was waning, compared to what it had been during her glory years, and in the years following her death, despite the outcry of her fans’ sorrow and dismay—nobody was expecting to read of her demise in the newspapers—the popularity of her artistic output sank even further. Her assets when she died were minimal, with really nothing to show for a career of some four decades, with many of those years at the top as a movie star, recording artist and live concert artist. Yes, it became apparent that she had a mismanaged career, not to mention a mismanaged life, and as we now know a serious decline in her health, but as recently released recordings of her late career have shown, her enormous talent had not deserted her, had she only had the strength to carry on.

After the nadir of her artistic reputation in the years following her death, something unusual happened—over time, her reputation started to increase. Her films and recordings took on a new life of their own, and new legions of fans materialized, such that today, she has enormous popularity among a public that was not even cognizant of her in 1969. In addition, the steady stream of books about her has continued unabated. One can find examples of outright hagiography, a rewriting of the basic facts of Garland’s biography that borders on worship of a supernatural being. But as one can easily perceive from experiencing her performances in films, videos, and recordings, both musical and dramatic, Garland was first of all human. It was precisely her humanity that connected her so powerfully with audiences and continues to do so today.

A less positive thing also developed in the years following Garland’s passing. A cultish corner of sociopathic fans developed, no doubt encouraged by Internet access in the same way that far-right militia-minded political group members have found each other through radical Internet sites. These fan groups have demonstrated a surprising level of small-mindedness and even malice, bizarrely seeking to stake out some kind of claim of exclusive ownership of Garland and her legacy. Such conduct is particularly surprising because no performer radiated goodwill as much as Garland, who embraced her concert audiences with a warmth and inclusiveness that still comes through unmistakably in recordings. One can believe that she, of all people, would have been shocked.

Standing apart from the various odd corners and extremes of Garland fandom, Lawrence Schulman has consistently offered a clear-eyed, well-informed, yet personal view of Garland and her artistic legacy in his sizeable body of writings about her from 1993 to 2023, which is collected for us in this essential volume. Garland’s accomplishments are always recognized and extolled, but without denial of the vicissitudes and complexities of Garland’s life that unquestionably shaped her personality as well as her colossal performing talent. He writes with clarity, passion, and eloquence, both in liner notes and reviews—it would be fair to refer to him as the poet of Judy Garland. The result is a far truer appreciation of this magnificent artist and her important legacy than we would have had without his contributions.

Erudite and indefatigable, Schulman has played another important role in the development of Garland’s legacy, and that is his decades-long production and promotion of the release of her recordings, in addition to his reviews of the vast number of releases carried out by others. The constant theme that emerges is his concern with quality.

Garland’s recorded legacy has not always been taken so seriously. At the point in time, more than a decade ago, when I became actively involved with Garland’s recordings as an audio restoration engineer, one of the attractions for me, apart from the opportunity to work on recordings by such a wonderful artist, was frankly my observation that restoration of her recorded legacy looked mostly like a wide-open field. Her Capitol recordings, as released on CD, had not been carefully restored—any number of them were presented off pitch, and her live recordings going back for decades had mostly been released, willy-nilly, in fast-buck, low quality, bad sounding renditions. No wonder people had misunderstood what she was accomplishing in the years after her last commercial recording was made, when she sounded like she did in such recordings.

There were a number of factors at play here, including her ex-husband Sid Luft’s active promotion of her legacy for years with apparent complete disregard for any notion of quality, but also the ineffectiveness or even disinterest on the part of her three children and their close associates in promoting their mother’s recorded legacy in any meaningful way. In the decades since Garland’s death, it is remarkable that they have sponsored not a single release that I can think of devoted to their mother’s recordings, although in fairness, daughter Liza Minnelli has occasionally provided some helpful written commentary to include. Instead, we have seen occasional examples of active discouragement when many producers would have welcomed their participation with open arms. An illustration of this fact is that in 2022, the centennial year of Garland’s birth, when important releases of her artistic legacy were literally pouring forth from all corners, many at the initiative of Schulman, their idea of a tribute to their mother was the launch of a perfume bearing her name. This is not meant as disparagement of them, just an observation of their apparent priorities, which run counter to what we often find with the surviving family members of famous performers.

I can honestly say that today the landscape of Garland recordings that I viewed more than a decade ago has dramatically changed for the better, with a noticeable focus now in presenting Garland’s recorded legacy in outstanding sound, and I do not refer just to my own efforts in that regard. Schulman has been a driving force in a large number of high quality Garland releases, working both with me and with others, and he has played no small role in the overall trend of high quality sound for Garland recordings. His writings collected in this book focus on the efforts of others, but the importance of his own role as producer and promoter cannot be overstated. 

Readers will enjoy this volume and unquestionably find their understanding and appreciation of Garland’s outstanding legacy thoroughly enhanced. 

John H. Haley has been a professional audio restoration engineer for many years, having provided restoration work for a number of Judy Garland releases. These include recent high-resolution releases, as downloads and on CD, for the audiophile label High Definition Tape Transfers (website: www.highdeftapetransfers.ca), including such releases as: Judy Garland: The Lost Vegas Show (first release of Garland’s 1956 Las Vegas debut at the New Frontier Hotel); Judy Garland: The Final Concert in Copenhagen (first complete release); Judy Garland: The Greatest Night in Show Business History (new restoration of her historic 1961 Carnegie Hall concert); and Judy Garland: Swan Songs, First Flights (early and late recordings). He is known for restorations of a variety of types of music— opera, classical symphonic and instrumental, rock, etc. Haley holds a Bachelor of Music degree with concentration in voice and piano, as well as a law degree.


Introduction

by Lawrence Schulman

Duke Ellington once said: “There are simply two kinds of music, good music and the other kind…” Judy Garland’s (1922-1969) interpretations are good music. Epithets such as World’s Greatest Entertainer, Miss Show Business, gay icon, little hunchback, Judy Garbage, Amphetamine Annie, and the Queen of Tragedy are all beside the point. The point is she was a great singer who contributed immensely to the history of the Great American Songbook. Among all the remarkable vocalists who left their mark on American popular music in the 20th century, she was unique in her ability to put over a song, make it hers, and make it for the ages. The intensity of that ability placed her beyond entertainment. In fact, many of her interpretations are so powerful that they frighten you rather than amuse you and go beyond entertainment. Hers was not a talent to amuse, as wrote Noel Coward, but a talent to take a song and make it something greater, something more than words and music. She made the rainbow and a foggy day not just about today but about eternity. That was her domain, not the everyday. She suffered in her life for this musical gravity that sucked the life out of her and made it errant at times and squalid at the end. She lived through her songs, not through her life.

Today, a hundred years after her birth, there are people still alive who worked with her or saw her in concert. I am one of the latter, who saw her live in 1965 and 1967. As a witness to her artistry, I don’t need to be a musicologist to single out some of the more important interpretations of hers that future generations, whose connection to Garland will forcibly be more distant with time, can revisit based on my first-hand experience and accumulated knowledge over the years.

This hitchhiker’s guide to the Garland galaxy must begin at the beginning: “Bill,” one of the 1935 Decca test records. This long-missing acetate, her first studio recording, is nothing less than astounding in Garland’s precocity. Only twelve, this child with an adult voice imitates Helen Morgan, who made the song famous, but makes it her own. Her refined delivery is based on her vaudeville experience, and she goes from singing to recitative seamlessly, as she would in the movies later on. The next stop has to be “It’s Love I’m After,” a song she sings in her first 1936 feature film, Pigskin Parade. Garland is lip-syncing to a prerecording, but you would never know it. Her assuredness, innocence, and the natural beauty and incredible power of her voice, along with a laser contact with the camera, all make for a rousing performance of an excellent song, which the great jazz singer Mildred Bailey covered the same year on record. Garland’s first signature moment on screen was in MGM’s Broadway Melody of 1938 in which she sang “(Dear Mr. Gable) You Made Me Love You,” recorded in 1937, to a photo of Clark Gable. The confounding mix of sorrow, longing, and sincerity she displays in the sequence creates an intimacy and believability that breaks through the barrier of the screen right into the hearts of viewers. Who can forget “Over the Rainbow,” recorded in 1938? Voted song of the century, the great Harold Arlen-Yip Harburg ballad that she first introduced in her yearning, classic interpretation in the 1939 The Wizard of Oz, made Garland a star, and she sang it for the rest of her life. No list of Garland greats could exclude “Have Yourself a Merry Little Christmas,” recorded in 1943 for the 1944 musical Meet Me in St. Louis. A sad Christmas song whose lyric goes that all one can do is “muddle through” in the face of life’s difficulties, Garland is at her vocal peak here and has never been more beautiful on screen. Her “now” on “Have yourself a merry little Christmas now” is heartbreaking and hopeful all at once. She was uniquely gifted at expressing opposite emotions at the same time, and this song is Garland at her most sublime. The vehemence of “The Man That Got Away” from the 1954 A Star Is Born stems from a lot of hard knocks, including the death of her father in 1935, which she stated was the greatest loss of her life. When I was a kid, my sister had a portable record player, which in those years looked like a suitcase, and when I listened to the Vincent Youmans-Billy Rose-Edward Eliscu song “More Than You Know” with it from the 1958/1959 Garland Capitol LP Judy in Love, on the “about it” in the lyric “Loving you the way that I do, There’s nothing I can do about it,” I remember the bass was so strong the fabric of the speaker vibrated. This was a great rendition of a great song. Garland recorded Rodgers and Hammerstein’s “You’ll Never Walk Alone” twice: once for Decca in 1945 and once for Capitol in 1960. Both very similar but more mature in 1960, the stirring 1960 interpretation was played by French public radio to commemorate the dead after the Paris terrorist attack of 2015. Then there is Judy at Carnegie Hall, of course. Her 1961 show there has so many great moments, but one that stands out is her orgasmic interpretation of “Come Rain or Come Shine,” which, in this frenzied Nelson Riddle arrangement, is not a commitment to but a threat of loving through hell and high water: buyers beware. On another mind-blowing moment from Carnegie Hall, “Stormy Weather,” she uses descending portamento on the last word “time”, a stunning vocal feat for an untrained voice. The last stop on this guided tour of Garland pyrotechnics dates from the first The Judy Garland Show in 1963 where she sang an astonishing version of Harold Arlen’s and Ted Koehler’s “When the Sun Comes Out.” The cut time signature of the AABABA performance means that there are two beats, two half notes, per measure on “sun” and “comes” of the opening line, which reads “When the sun comes out.” In her interpretation here, however, she uses rubato, or the temporary abandonment of strict tempo, on “sun” to stretch it to three beats instead of two. But she goes further: on the last extended chorus, unusual in its fourteen and not eight measures, she stretches “sun” to four beats, giving it even greater emphasis and intensity, an astounding act of vocal freedom and expression. Only Garland could work such miracles.

The greatness of Judy Garland’s singing is, of course, not just her voice, per se. It is the way she so skillfully uses it to give the music (and lyric) meaning beyond just the notes printed on the page. As an interpreter, she is always an actress, but she is also an incredibly skilled musician, a word that is rarely used to describe her. At her peak, life flowed through her, and as a musician she allowed that intense permeability to flow out through her through song. She touched us all, and her importance to American popular music is fundamental and timeless.

This book – a collection of liner notes, reviews, articles, interviews, talks, program notes, and prefaces – was written by me from 1993 to 2023, and largely concentrates on Garland’s contributions to American popular music and the author’s endeavors over the years at musical archeology in digging up unissued Garland recordings. Neither biography nor memoir, this new angle takes a non-hagiographic approach that mainly focuses on the artist, not the life, which has been covered in over forty biographies to date. As Garland herself sang in the song “I Hear Music” with Count Basie and his orchestra in 1963 on her television series: 

I hear music, mighty fine music… 

which segued into “The Sweetest Sounds”: 

The sweetest sounds I’ll ever hear are still inside my head … 

So, enjoy the music! That’s the centerpiece of this book. In the end, that’s all that matters. 


LINER NOTES

Child of Hollywood, CD, CDS Records Limited
1993

1.

Child of Hollywood



Child of Hollywood was the very first Judy Garland CD for which I wrote the liner notes. I was aware of Australian producer and remastering engineer Robert Parker’s (1936-2004) stereo recreations of vintage recordings, was impressed, and quite simply sent a letter to him — with paper, an envelope, and a stamp in those days — in London, where his label CDS Records Limited was located, suggesting a Garland CD. He immediately said yes. Living in Paris at the time, I traveled to his home in Devon, where his studio, lined with 78rpms wall to wall, was located, and watched him at work. He had a wonderful home, showed me around the countryside, and his wife, Elaine, a classical singer, gave me a record of hers. He was a great gentleman and was able to bring out sound one had previously never heard from mono recordings. He did not colorize sound but restored it to its original colors.

*

Judy Garland lived 47 years. Her childhood coincided with the advent of sound in films. She died one month before man walked on the moon. From the age of two and a half, she was a romantic wanderer who would have been more at home in Wuthering Heights than in West Hollywood. She did not fit. By her musical talent, she was apart. By her psychological fragility, she was alienated. By her faith in others to provide shelter, she allowed herself to be fooled. Her only real shelter throughout her life was her music. Only through it could the world cease to exist, for a moment. City of lights, city of illusion, Hollywood was a dream and Judy Garland was a dreamer.

Garland signed with Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer in 1935 and with Decca in 1937. The two concurrent contracts permitted her to make soundtrack recordings at MGM and commercial ones at Decca, often of the same songs. Thus, in the late-1930s to the mid-1940s, some of the music Garland sang in MGM films was available on Decca Records, although the Decca interpretations were not the same as those heard on screen, recorded at MGM’s own sound facility. She did not really record for MGM as a recording artist, all her sessions at the film studio being intended for use in her screen performances. Even when MGM got into the record business in the mid-1940s, at which time the Garland film recordings began appearing on the MGM Records label, she never did any sessions for MGM Records strictly as recordings for commercial release. Garland left Decca in 1947, although her contract with them ran to 1953. MGM ceased recording Garland when she ceased making films for them in 1950.

In this new compilation of early Judy Garland, the listener for the first time has the opportunity of sampling side by side her early optical track MGM recordings and her early Decca work. Out of the 79 Garland/Decca sides released between 1936 and 1947 (her first two Decca releases, the swing classic “Stompin’ at the Savoy” and “Swing, Mr. Charlie,” were cut a year before her contract went into effect), only 35 titles were recorded both at MGM and Decca. Often the differences between the two versions of the same song concerned length. Decca was confined to what would fit on a 10” 78rpm record (only one of Garland’s Deccas was ever issued as a 12” 78rpm recording), which usually meant tempos were faster on the commercial releases than as presented in the films. A quick comparison of Garland’s signature tune “Over the Rainbow” à la MGM and à la Decca reveals quite a gulch: the Decca version is orchestrated with one lump of sugar too many compared to the much more deeply felt MGM treatment, which opens the current collection. Decca encouraged Garland from the very start of their association to step out of the sometimes-restrictive mold MGM was locking her into and record both swing as well as the great standards which composers such as Harold Arlen, George Gershwin and Cole Porter were miraculously creating in mid-century America. And then there are the MGM recordings that never made it over to the Decca side of the street. The most stunning examples included in this album are “Singin’ in the Rain,” “Minnie from Trinidad” and “Hoe Down,” the latter two having been staged and directed quite spectacularly by Busby Berkeley.

One song in the present collection merits special attention in that it goes miles in helping the 1990s listener understand what a listener in the late 1930s must have felt upon first hearing the voice of Judy Garland. That song is “(Dear Mr. Gable) You Made Me Love You.” At the 1939 Academy Awards ceremony, announcer Gene Buck said a great deal in his brief and moving introduction: “We’re extremely fortunate in having a charming kid that some years ago in a picture… In my hometown of Great Neck, I was looking at a picture and I saw a child sing a song where she was stuck on Clark Gable, which isn’t original for her… But the way this youngster, through sheer artistry, sang to a photograph… I never forgot her.” And the viewing public never forgot her either. (The optical track version of this song is available on RPCD 311 Movie Musicals, Volume 2, 1930-1938. The version on this collection is of Decca origin.) In this composition, filmed and inserted into Broadway Melody of 1938 after studio bosses witnessed the strong impression she made singing it to Clark Gable in person at his 36th birthday party, the public for the first time was exposed to her vast array of emotions and the utter sincerity she displayed in expressing them. The sequence opens with a profile shot of Garland singing the verse to her scrapbook. This verse, as well as the recitative, was written especially for her by her long-time mentor Roger Edens, who played an incalculable role in shaping her career. It at once places the context of the song as an adolescent’s love letter to an idol. But Garland does more than we expect. She submits us to a roller coaster of feelings via her voice, her facial expressions, her gestures, and especially her eyes, which penetrate us, as if they are not afraid of exposing her heart and soul. We are subjected to willfulness, child-like enthusiasm, reflectiveness, infinite sadness, shyness, regretfulness, determination, assuredness, affection, and in the end the wordlessness of her emotions. The natural transition from song into the Edens recitative and out of it informs the attuned ear that, for Garland, words were music and music was words, and the barrier of going from the spoken voice to the singing voice didn’t exist for her. This gift played a significant role in the success of the MGM musicals from then on, for song could now be integrated into film and not be considered strictly a “number” in the Busby Berkeley sense, quite apart from the plot. When Garland admits that it was she who was in the way, but that he – Gable – looked at her and smiled, there is a warmth that radiates from this little girl that the spectator, if he allows himself, cannot but be deeply moved by. The purity and strength that are imparted on him remain for life.

Where did all this come from?

Judy Garland was born in Grand Rapids, Minnesota on June 10th, 1922 to Frank and Ethel Gumm. She was given the name Frances Ethel Gumm and would soon be called “Baby Gumm.” Her two older sisters, Mary Jane and Virginia, were already singing on the stage of Frank’s New Grand theater, which presented both films and live entertainment. Ethel accompanied them on the piano. At the age of two and a half, headstrong Baby Gumm joined her sisters’ act, and it soon became apparent that the youngest of The Gumm Sisters was the center of attention. The three sisters and their mother led a traveling life in the vaudeville circuit in the late 1920s and early 1930s. This obviously meant that the young Frances was seeing less of her adored father and perhaps too much of her mother. Starting from an early age, her love for her father was limitless in that he could never say “no” to her. His warmth and joviality created a link which was abruptly snapped when he died of spinal meningitis in 1935. The image she had of her mother was one of a disciplinarian. But Ethel, the typical stage mother, was to some degree living through her daughters not only to make ends meet during often-lean years, but also to get out of a worsening personal situation with Frank. In Grand Rapids and later on in Lancaster, California, where the family had moved, there had been rumors: whispering among townsfolk that Frank had been having more than amicable relations with certain male friends. This was intolerable to Ethel, and no doubt the three girls were witness to unpleasant scenes between them. In any case, throughout these years, Baby Gumm was developing conflicting and unresolved feelings towards her profession, her public and her parents. If the price to pay for fame was disintegration of her family life, she was not consenting. Her childhood was being sacrificed for the sake of others, thus stunting her growth, and denying her the family structure so essential for stability later on. Her unavowed response to a stolen childhood was to stay a child until she died. The warmth of the spotlight and an audience’s overwhelming reaction to her talents momentarily anaesthetized her hurt, but in the wings her love/hate of the life she had been thrown into was intensifying. The natural transparency of her emotions transferred this inner conflict into her singing. And she did love to sing. Her gift was becoming her burden, though, and her mixed emotions the very root of her art.

The Gumm Sisters first appeared on screen in a 1929 Warner Brothers one-reeler, The Big Revue, singing “The Good Old Sunny South.” They made three Warner-First National Vitaphone shorts in late 1929 – A Holiday in Storyland, The Wedding of Jack and Jill and Bubbles, in which Frances soloed on “Blue Butterfly,” “Hang on to a Rainbow” and “When the Butterflies Kiss the Buttercups Goodbye.” Contractually married with MGM in 1935, Judy Garland, who by the mid-1930s had changed her name after theater critic Robert Garland and the Hoagy Carmichael song “Judy,” was assigned to two 1936 shorts: the two-reeler La Fiesta de Santa Barbara, shot in color, which marked the last time The Gumm Sisters performed together, here singing “La Cucaracha;” and the one-reel Every Sunday, Garland’s first solo outing, in which her swing confronted Deanna Durbin’s classicism. Durbin’s vocalizing won the battle in that she went on to temporarily greater success, albeit at Universal, while MGM executives seemed not to know how to use their newly-signed singing juvenile, who was no longer a child but not quite a woman yet either, and whom they considered something of an ugly duckling. Garland’s first feature film, as it happens, was a loan-out to 20th Century Fox, where she performed in the 1936 Pigskin Parade. Her first feature film at Metro was Broadway Melody of 1938, although she appeared seventh on the cast listing. She began her association with the Mickey Rooney/Andy Hardy series at this time, in which she participated in four films. The Wizard of Oz, of course, dating from 1939, is the film which made Judy Garland a star and provided the song the public would forever remember her by, “Over the Rainbow.” In the brief moment of a song, all the voices on earth were one and all human desire the simple expression of a child seeking release from the everyday. In that moment, Judy Garland “the myth” was born. She went on to perform in four Busby Berkeley musicals in this period, namely Babes in Arms (1939), which was that year’s top moneymaker; Strike Up the Band (1940); Babes on Broadway (1941), where Garland and Rooney duetted on “Hoe Down” and “How About You?;” and finally For Me and My Gal (1942), where for the first time Judy Garland’s name appeared above the film’s title.

During these germinal years, Judy Garland allowed the emptiness her adolescence inspired in her to be filled by the songs and roles she was now required to sing and play. She believed the words to her music and the roles in her films, as the shattered slate of her personality had no choice but to latch on to and build on that which kept her firmly on the ground and stubbornly in the spotlight, as on that day at age two and a half. That is, her voice enabled her to survive. She and her collaborators must have been aware that the dark depths of this girl could only be enlightened by the impetus of the music she could so prodigiously interpret. In fact, starting from her childhood, Judy Garland was no longer interpreting songs and roles, but becoming them. Listen to “You Can’t Have Everything,” “In-Between,” “Oceans Apart,” “I’m Nobody’s Baby,” “Alone,” “I’m Always Chasing Rainbows,” or “On the Sunny Side of the Street.” These songs and filmic enactments are so permeated by Garland’s personality that the necessary distance between artist and material melts by the urgency of her art. This is what separates Garland from the other great vocalists of the 20th century. And this is what made her an outstanding actress, but not a great one. The only role she really ever played was herself.

In an age when pop music is dominated by bare-chested Madonnas and heavy-metalers out to kill, Judy Garland is an anachronism. Twenty-four years after her death and fifty-seven years after her first Decca releases, it is perhaps difficult for the contemporary listener to appreciate an American popular music which blossomed in the early part of the century. Judy Garland lent herself to the expression of the purist in that music, and in doing so voiced the yearning and innocence that is in the child in us all. The price she paid was her life. For she would find that the exuberance she put into singing the complexity of her ever-so-sensitive soul would, in the end, wear her out. That power she felt as a child mixed strangely with adulthood: a dark side of joy.

It should not be forgotten that in 1967, two years before her death in London of an accidental overdose of sleeping pills, when asked what she might have become if not “Judy Garland,” she replied, “a housewife.” And this is no doubt true. The adoring public of the late-1930s can only have squirmed in great discomfort by the late 1960s as the wide-eyed all-American girl-next-door became the stoned alley cat singing for $100 a night and playing pool at 3 A.M. near New York’s Times Square. How did Dorothy, who told us in The Wizard of Oz that there was no place like home, become homeless? Something had gone abysmally wrong. No doubt the images of the purity of her childhood stayed with her her whole life, but there was no more yellow-brick road to get back there. Our child of Hollywood never learned that nothing is pure, and the rest of her life was a quest for something that was missing, something that had been stolen from her, something to live for. Nobody had asked the owner if they could borrow her life. That short life was a long suicide. Yet, if Judy Garland had not taken this perilous route, the sun in her heart would never have graced us, should we care to look and listen, with glimpses of eternity.

For that reason, she cannot be forgotten.



Robert Parker at work in his Devon studio.



LINER NOTES

Judy Garland à Paris, Olympia, 28 octobre 1960, CD, Europe 1/RTE
1994

2.

Renaissance: 1959-1961



From my meanderings in various record stores in Paris, I was aware that the label Europe 1/RTE was issuing various jazz concerts that had originally been aired on the radio station Europe 1’s Musicorama program. Knowing Garland had performed in Paris in 1960, I was curious to know if it had been broadcast, so I went to the library at the Pompidou Center in Le Marais to find out.

It had. I contacted producer Marc Exiga at Europe 1 by mail see if he might have the tape. He did. He then cleared the rights with the estate, ostensibly run by Sid Luft, Garland’s ex-husband and manager, whom I knew, and we were set. I subsequently travelled to California to interview Luft for the disc, and excerpts from that interview were included in the notes. I also got access to the magazine Paris Match’s photo archives, run by my friend Christian Buguin, who provided me with dozens of unpublished photos from the show. It was I who chose the cover.

*

“The secret of Judy’s art was its artlessness.”

- Henry Pleasants, The Great American Popular Singers

Vaudeville, radio, films, records, concerts, television: Judy Garland’s career spanned four and a half decades. Depending on one’s age, one’s interests, and the continent one lives on, her name evokes memories that are usually truncated. As an adolescent she dreamed of a new world over the rainbow, as an adult the new world she discovered was one of bitter nights where stars no longer glittered. Judy Garland the screen icon is just one of the memories we have of her at the end of the 20th century. To others, whose memories go back to the swing era when radio was America’s home entertainment, Judy Garland is remembered as the participant in many an Armed Forces Radio Service show during the years of World War II. Neither girl singer nor glossy Hollywood star in these programs, she touched us by her sincerity and warmth. Her self-deprecating humor and contagious laugh, along with a voice that seemed to transcend and transfigure that imageless medium, made her a familiar voice to listeners, a natural one, an “ordinary”1 one, one of us. To still others, it is the recording artist that is the chosen memory. During the 1930s and 1940s, her Decca then MGM 78s made her a commodity that could be enjoyed at home on one’s phonograph; in the 1950s she joined the Capitol stable of vocalists. There are still others who witnessed the Judy Garland of the last years of her life, an emaciated relic prematurely aged almost beyond recognition, and who quite rightly wonder how, in the eyes of many, this woman could ever be labeled “world’s greatest entertainer.”2

There were many Judy Garlands. The route from child star to the mature interpreter of song was a winding one and it is far from evident that the little 6-year-old performing with her two sisters on Los Angeles radio station KFI in 1928 would give a legendary concert at New York’s Carnegie Hall in 1961. It took hard work and willfulness. Today, twenty-five years after her death, the public can choose between her film work, her recordings, and, to a lesser degree, her television appearances in order to grasp her contribution to American popular culture. These are her material legacy. However important they are, it is the immaterial legacy of her concert performances that those who experienced her live will always recall as being the ultimate Garland, the one at the peak of her art. Through the 1940s and 1950s, Judy Garland was maturing into the stage personality she felt most at home in. Although her film years provided her the substance that gained her recognition and a repertoire, they are nonetheless a parenthesis between her early vaudeville/radio days and her concert years. Vaudeville, radio, and the concert stage were very much a continuum. She was pushed into fame when she signed with MGM in 1935 and her years there often resembled forced labor to her mind. To ours, they are the predominant cliché of her career. This cliché should today be corrected and refocused onto that aspect of her art through which the artist was in full control of her output. Judy Garland gave her very first concert in Philadelphia in 1943, but it was during the months between August 1960 and December 1961 that Garland’s voice bloomed into a “devastating”3 instrument. Unfettered of any screen image, healthy and gaining in perspective and independence, she radiated a towering strength in this period that could be heard and felt. The renaissance of Judy Garland had begun.

Before being reborn, though, Garland nearly died. Grossly overweight, she entered Doctors Hospital in New York on November 18, 1959, and was treated for hepatitis. When she came off the critical list, she was told by doctors: “For the rest of your life, all your physical activity must be curtailed. You are a permanent semi-invalid. It goes without saying that under no circumstances can you ever work again.” Her reaction was “Whoopee!” She later remarked: “When the doctor told me that work was out of the question, I didn’t care…I just didn’t care. The pressure was off me for the first time in my life. All I cared about was being with the children. I lay there, watched TV, read novels, and thought, “No more pills, ever.” What the doctors didn’t tell her at the time is that she probably had no more than five years to live. She was released on January 5, 1960 and recuperated back in California. The early months of 1960 were probably the first time in her life she had ever been ordered not to work. Hollywood was no longer the place it had been in the heyday of the major studios and Judy Garland was no longer really an integral part of the film industry. Television had taken over and friends had gone east, or died. Being inactive in the entertainment capital was in itself a pressure, and then too Garland was never a homebody. She slowly went back to work. In April, she recorded “The Faraway Part of Town,” an André Previn/Dory Langdon composition, at Columbia for the soundtrack of the film, Pepe. In June, she took three sessions to record a new Capitol album, That’s Entertainment!. When her daughter, Liza Minnelli, left for France in June, Garland decided that she was now sturdy and needed a change. She left for London on July 11, flying alone. She had been afraid to fly her whole life.

Since her 1951 triumph at the London Palladium following her dismissal from MGM, Judy Garland had always considered London a haven of hospitality. Relaxed, fit, settled in, and doing her own shopping, Garland enjoyed the most normal period in her life. No one pushed her to work, and that is precisely why she chose to. She went into the EMI studios on August 2 and emerged on August 9, recording 18 titles plus 2 medleys under the direction of Norrie Paramor. Incapable of staying away from the stage, she returned to public performance in a 32-song one-woman show at the Palladium on the evening of August 28. Garland was no longer performing in the vaudeville format as she had in the 1950s, that is on the second half of a bill preceded by other acts, but in pure concert format: two hours of “pow,” as she would later describe it. The same show would leave lasting memories when she took it on the road for a limited number of engagements in England, and then to Paris and Amsterdam. When she returned on New Year’s Eve 1960/1961, she embarked on what can only be called The Great Tour of 1961, under new management, striking lightening in 26 cities. Critics were standing on their feet. Under a pouring rain on a September night at the open-air Hollywood Bowl, over twenty thousand people insisted she continue. The elements could no longer stop an equal force of nature.

Ironically, 1960 marked the year in which Judy Garland cut more tracks than she had ever in her entire career – 33 in all – while at the same time can be said to be the end of her studio recording work. She would again enter the Capitol studios in 1961 and 1964 for a total of 6 titles, and of course her double LP, Judy at Carnegie Hall, winner of five Grammy Awards, including album of the year and best female vocal performance, would top the charts, but there would be no more. In the 1960 recordings, Garland, for the first time in her already long career, tried her hand at a certain number of standards she had never attempted in studio: “Stormy Weather,” “You Go To My Head,” “Why Was I Born?,” “Down With Love,” “Old Devil Moon,” “Who Cares?,” “How Long Has This Been Going On?” and “Alone Together,” among others. Her singing in these June and August sessions was on a level beyond anything she had ever done. A good case in point is the 1958 recording of Gershwin’s “Do It Again,” half Sinatra and half Mae West in this throwaway version to be found on the Judy in Love LP, as compared to the new 1960 arrangement, done much slower wherein her voice ethereally floats over a string arrangement of confounding beauty. The voice is majestic and voluptuous, unforced, and all-giving. It is as innocent and unembellished as it had been in her youth, though now charged with a timbre of time passing. Henry Pleasants remarks: “She had the most utterly natural vocal production of any singer I have ever heard. Probably because she sang so much as a child and learned to appreciate the appeal of her child’s voice, she made no effort as she grew older to produce her voice in any other way. It was an open-throated, almost birdlike vocal production, clear, pure, resonant, innocent.” He continues: “Any track from any recording of Judy in her good years, but especially any ballad track, will serve ideally to illustrate the familiar analogy between singing and playing the violin. In this analogy the passage of breath over the vocal cords is equated with the drawing of a bow across the strings of a violin – or any other instrument of the viol family. All schooled singers are aware of it, and all schooled fiddle players, too. But I can think of few other singers in whose work I have been so continuously aware of the singer’s breath being used as a bow.”4 Garland herself put it more simply: “I read a song much more than I sing it.”5 The humility of that description is the same humility, and generosity, of her singing at this time.

Judy Garland could never have been just a band singer or jazz vocalist. She was too much the individual. However much she complained throughout her life of the harm her screen career had played on her psyche, her film years allowed her the pleasure of appearing before the public. The need to appear, or the visible art of entertaining, was a constant in her personality from childhood to adulthood, and the 1960s were no different. In addition to the subtlety and richness of her vocal prowess at this point, the wide breadth of emotion she was now displaying in performance was a riveting and exhilarating experience, for her and for her audience. Speaking of the Carnegie Hall show, one eyewitness remembers: “The terrifying outpouring that she gave of herself that night was such a tangible thing that, for me, it was as though, several times during that magical two hours, for an instant or two, the earth actually stood still, stopped on its axis, lightning struck, and my heart stopped beating. There was such a force and power on that stage, and so much effort, love, and talent being unselfishly given, that the effect was awesome.”6 Let it not be forgotten that the
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