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those he quoted. His story collection was
as enormous as was his own recording collection of concerts, interviews and unique
occasions. Amusingly, he loaned several
of his own recordings back to the Swedish
Radio for its archives.
Calling Lars Hemmingsson a high profile personality is a clear understatement.
He was brilliant and original and represented radio’s superior capabilities for popular
education, entertainment and as a medium
for music. Hemmingsson was one of the
last representatives of a proud and dignified
category in the media, the “radio man.”
The loss of this kind, courtly and
spiritual man is great. Rarely does anyone
fit the words “Preserved in loving memory
better than this broadcaster and honorary
chairman of the Jussi Björling Society.” n
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ussi Björling Society Chairman 1995 –
2004, afterwards Honorary President
Lars Hemmingsson has died after a long
and valiant fight with his illness. For me it
was Lars, besides being a dear friend, who
was one of the most significant representatives of the radio medium. All this magic
that gave my childhood and youth, joy,
hunger for knowledge and expectation.
Hemmingsson belongs to the Parnassus of eminent Swedish radio voices. He was
a brilliant imitator and always mimicked

ife was music and music defined
life for my father, Donald J. Quinn.
My father developed his love for all
things musical as a very young child singing
in the St. Mary’s church choir in Greentop,
Missouri. After serving in World War II, he
studied voice at the University of MissouriKansas City Conservatory of Music where
he became familiar with opera and the
great singers of his time. He also studied
Italian, French, and Spanish at Rockhurst
College in Kansas City, which furthered his
appreciation of his love for opera.
Musical performance was also the
force that brought my parents together,
as they met while singing in their church
choir. Their mutual love for music and each
other were the cornerstones of their 60 year
marriage. As a dynamic duo of tenor and
alto they would perform at any setting that
called for music. They were even invited to
sing in the Kansas City Lyric Opera chorus
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in operas with the likes of Tommy Hayward
(another Kansas City native).
Apart from making music, my father
loved to share the performers that inspired
him. Some of my earliest musical memories
are of Dad playing his John McCormack,
Enrico Caruso and Jussi Björling records
late into the night on his “Hi-Fi” for guests,
which happened to include many immigrant Irish and Italian priests. While Dad
loved all things “tenor,” he always unapologetically called Jussi Björling “the greatest
singer, ever.” He based this opinion in large
part upon the fact that he heard Jussi perform on at least two occasions in 1958 and
1959 in Chicago. His favorite moment about
one of those evenings was when Jussi was
deciding on what to sing as an encore. My
father yelled out “Nessun dorma” and Jussi
looked down at him and said “I think I will
sing “Nessun dorma.” I don’t know if that
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