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    Andy became Music Director for veteran performer Peggy King in 2013 as she embarked on her singing career comeback. He co-produced the CD of Ms. King’s first new recordings in 36 years and continues to appear with her onstage. His group The All-Star Jazz Trio and vocalist Peggy King create excitement wherever they perform.


    


    Alan Eichler, Talent Manager and Producer
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    I’ve watched Andy Kahn perform at nightclubs, concerts, special events, academic institutions, private parties and audio recording sessions for CDs, radio and films. I consulted closely with Andy on the music for a documentary film I finished in 2017. For two decades, Andy has entertained me and others with his wonderful stories, many of which are collected here in his page-turner of a memoir that’s as engaging, energetic and fun as being in the same room with him.
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    Andy Kahn

  


  
    Foreword


    


    I have known Andy Kahn, personally and professionally, for more than 50 years. Through all that time, he has never failed to amaze me with his range of talents — all of them first-rate. Even before we first played music together at the age of 9, he already helped helm a pirate radio station in suburban Philadelphia, was an acclaimed actor/singer in local area theater and, as I recall, had an encyclopedic knowledge of meteorology. When we met, I found out he was an extraordinary pianist who knew just about every popular song ever written. When he first sat down to play for me, I had to bring out my drums and start banging along. (Some years later, we managed to parlay our musical talents into one of the most popular jazz groups Philadelphia has ever seen or heard, due in no small measure to Andy’s talents as a player, improviser, showman and charismatic leader.) As a boy, Andy just had no fear. As rudimentary as we may have sounded in those days, his enthusiasm helped, as they used to say in vaudeville circles, “put it across.”


    Eventually, we became immersed in modern music by way of Bill Evans and other jazz innovators. Andy Kahn internalized that music and made it his own. It was easy for him. I won’t detail his years as a bandleader on the society circuit. The money was good and the music was, shall we say, fun, especially Andy’s crowd-pleasing “bump circle” dance routine and our bass player’s quite individual version of the “Hokey Pokey.” The escapades of the boys in the band could fill a separate book. All I’ll say is that during a road gig at a restaurant/hotel in Greenville, Maine, a certain band member ended up on the hotel’s roof, minus some of his clothing. How Andy put up with us, I will never know.


    My friend’s visions and aspirations were always high. When he became involved in Philadelphia’s Queen Village Recording Studios, with his brother Walter, it appeared that there was no limit to what they could accomplish. And accomplish, they did. There was the discovery of the Gipsy Kings, recording the likes of Princess Grace and Astrud Gilberto, the production of “Hot Shot,” the number one disco record of 1978, and other marvelous musical milestones and technical innovations.


    Nothing was beyond Andy’s grasp and, to his credit, he managed to play great jazz piano through it all. Andy Kahn is among the select few to have made substantial contributions in both the jazz and pop fields as a performer, producer, engineer and composer. He stands among giants like Dave Grusin, Bob James, Mike Mainieri and Quincy Jones as not only a pop hit-maker, but as a singular jazz improviser. Some jazz purists may claim that it’s impossible to do both. Look at the record. As just one example, jazz pianist Bobby Scott, who backed up Gene Krupa, Louis Prima and Lester Young among others, served with Quincy Jones as a pop producer at Mercury Records and ended up writing “A Taste of Honey” and “He Ain’t Heavy, He’s my Brother.” Along with those legends, Andy has proven that one can do it all.


    I have had the great fortune of knowing Andy Kahn through many of his various entertainment guises over the years, so I’ve taken the liberty of contributing some commentary, anecdotes and observations here and there throughout this narrative. My comments are in italics throughout.


    There are some incomparable tales told within. Andy’s story tells of the rise and fall of disco, the inside goings-on of the record business, of jazz, world tours, pianos, politics, family disputes, recording studios owned, singing, double-dealing, female singers, summer stock, pirate radio stations, songs written, industry prejudice and fear, tragedy, heartbreak, recordings produced and engineered and handling mega-success and changing times with grace.


    I continue to be overjoyed at Andy’s every success and to marvel at how he has dealt with everything. I look forward to at least 50 more years of the same.


    


    Bruce Klauber

  


  
    Introduction


    


    This memoir is in two parts. Part One: “Off The Record” covers my first two decades on this planet and explains how I became involved in the field of entertainment. Part Two: “On The Record” details events leading me into the recording industry and follows my career from the early 1970s to the present.


    A significant portion of my destiny was firmly anchored at the intersection of 4th & Catharine Streets in South Philadelphia, a place where my family’s first, second and third generations resided and earned livings over many years. Southwark Paint Company, which my grandfather founded in 1918 at 801 South 4th Street, is where my father was raised, above the store, until he married my mother. He worked at the paint store all his life until he died in 2005. My uncle lived and worked in that building his entire life. As a child, my mother lived around the corner, less than a block away. Queen Village Recording Studios was built across the street at 800 South 4th Street. My older brother lived above the studio. I lived next door to the studio in a small three-story home I renovated in 1975. My younger brother Billy lived at 807 South 4th Street for a few years. These locations represent my family’s three generations of staking its claim at this crossroad. In 1982, I took over ownership of Southwark Paint, our third generation to control that edifice and business. At the end of 2010, the Kahn family ceased operating any commercial enterprises or owning residential property along the 800 block of South 4th Street.


    The following pages are filled with the extraordinary events I’ve experienced. The stories, varied and often connected, detail many fascinating personalities, portraying situations that seem, even to me, incredible. Of particular note is my accounting that chronicles the final chapter of my family’s 92-year association with a single street corner in Philadelphia, one that served both as a witness to, and nurturer of, a great many magical and musical events in my life.

  


  
     


    Part One


    Off The Record

  


  
    Take It From Letter “A”: A World of Entertainment


    


    In the corner of our living room on Drexel Road in Overbrook Park, a neighborhood west of central Philadelphia, lived a typical early-1950s model DuMont black and white television. The TV component was hidden within the real-wood cabinet behind a pair of doors, ensuring it would blend in like any other piece of furniture. It shared its residence in this room with a wood-case record player that was always cranking out popular music from the mid-20th century. A walnut grand piano occupied another corner of this room harboring what would now be considered vintage appliances. Together, the wood trio of entertainment inventions provided the wellspring for my career in music. They served as bait for me, offering an endless supply of musical sounds I would first absorb and then immediately reproduce on the keyboard. Always playing with both of my hands, documented in a photo of my playing that big, grand piano at the age of 7 and a half months, I dazzled three living grandparents, both of my parents, their friends and an army of relatives. All of them were entranced by this young boy who had discovered a surefire method for attracting attention to himself.


    Living with a seriously jealous brother five years my senior, I was forced to create unique interest in me. His sour attitude is corroborated in a tell-tale eight-millimeter film clip shot the day I was brought home from the hospital following my birth on July 23, 1952. Walter Kahn pointed a toy machine gun into the carriage where I’d been drawing a lot of attention. He then gave the lens a thumbs-down, registering his keen disapproval at having his thunder stolen by way of my arrival. I should have known right then that there would always be contention between us. Born on the first day of Leo, it always seemed natural I should be a performing artist. I demanded attention whenever the chance presented itself. I played the piano all the time. When I was five, I suggested I play a somber version of “Pray for the Dead” on the day of my paternal grandmother’s funeral. This remains one of the very few occasions when I was asked not to perform. It would be a dozen more years before another such request occurred, that time in a nightclub.


    In my early years, I would examine sheet music my mother would purchase for me. These were usually basic Piano/Vocal collections containing the most popular songs from well-known Broadway shows. With a little help from private teachers along the way, and from what I learned in music classes at school, I taught myself how to read melody notes on the G-Clef music staff. The chords I played in my left hand, which provided the harmony, came naturally for me. I’d experiment with chords on the piano until I found those that sounded like the ones I heard on records or themes on television and radio broadcasts. I became readily able to make associations between my chords and those written above the melody line on the printed music. Most of my early chordal harmony was developed by ear. It was my ability to play what I heard, which only improved throughout my childhood, that astonished both my teachers and me. This extraordinary gift has always served me well whether playing solo piano, as a member of a musical group and/or accompanying a soloist or vocalist.


    Later, whenever I was introduced to new jazz pianists, I immediately wanted to play like them. Hearing Oscar Peterson for the first time was an overwhelming and illuminating experience. For years I tried to emulate the man and his sheer ability to dazzle. After hearing Art Tatum, like many others before and after me, I aspired to cultivate even a tenth of the virtuoso’s musical prowess and artistry. When I was first introduced to Bill Evans and Thelonious Monk, following Bruce Klauber’s insistence that I broaden my pianistic aspirations, I strove to learn as much as I could about the way these two jazz giants performed — and thought — musically. Encountering the genius of Lennie Tristano, thrust on me by my dear childhood pal David Kay, I was instantly bowled over by Lennie’s intuitive and original style. He demonstrated a never-ending inventiveness when playing American standards. I believe that Tristano’s ability to employ substitute chords whose voicing he’d already inverted and/or altered has never been attained by anyone else. I’ve never stopped trying to approach his mantle, though.


    How was it that I could simply hear a musical phrase and then play it “by ear” on the piano? Such was the case, resulting in the piano and me becoming lifelong partners. Nothing exhilarates me more than sitting at my piano and getting lost in its vast orchestral universe. Give me a piano in good shape, properly tuned, and I become enraptured as it responds to what I have to “say” — transmitted from my fingers through its myriad wooden moving parts, springs, screws, felt hammers and wire strings. A piano’s mechanical action is the conduit for music first created in the player’s mind. Through its metal plate and the soundboard below it, the results resonate. Nothing sounds like a piano. I love playing the piano. This was a good thing, as the piano would certainly figure prominently in my future.


    Grand pianos have become impractical for many people and locations, because of their size, lack of portability and cost to produce. As with so many other natural, acoustic instruments, it didn’t take long for the “rocket scientists,” geniuses who inhabit the digital realm, to create a satisfactory substitute. Grand pianos are large instruments made of cured hardwood, metal foundry components, strings, screws, brass and, hopefully, a generous quantity of pride and love. Today, we have keyboards at our disposal that digitally reproduce recorded “samples” of these fascinating, historic, oversized instruments.


    The digital keyboards are much smaller and lighter, offering a decent alternative to a musical object that otherwise insists on taking up a great deal of space. The better digital pianos produced today have keyboards offering the advantage of a weighted, graded “action,” meaning that the physical feel of the keys changes as it is played from the bottom, lower section toward the top, higher section. In a traditional acoustic piano, either in a grand or vertical style, the wire strings for the bass notes at the extreme left are very long. Gradually, they become shorter over all 88 keys as they approach the treble notes at the extreme right of the keyboard. The lower notes require more force from the player to produce enough energy for the felt hammers to strike and resonate the long bass strings. In contrast, the higher notes require less force from the player to produce enough “strike” from the hammers onto the short treble strings. Digital keyboards now compensate for this “feel.” Their keys simulate those of the keyboards in an acoustic piano. Combine that with the digitally-reproduced “sampled” sounds recorded from an authentic Yamaha, Steinway, or Bosendorfer grand piano, and one gets an amazingly realistic experience while playing one of these new, electronic instruments. Before long, the player forgets that he is not playing a 9-foot acoustic piano. Considering the piano-like sound being reproduced, actually, he is.


    I never thought playing on a digital keyboard was for me — and rejected countless opportunities to do so. It wasn’t until I owned one that I signed on to the experience. As the intelligence of computers continues to duplicate yet another basic area of our human experience, high-quality digital keyboards now offer decent substitutes for the real deal. However, for me, there is still nothing like a grand piano. They thunder. They roar. They make the floor tremble as they provide orchestral dynamics when played. They are instruments created like no others on our planet. But, today’s digital keyboards offer some serious advancements, providing an experience similar to playing an acoustic piano. I assume they will only get better. This, sadly, will eventually cause the demise of acoustic grand and upright piano manufacturing altogether someday. I hope I will have been long-gone by the time that happens!

  


  
    Uncle Lloyd


    


    My father’s younger brother, Lloyd Kahn, was an enigma to both his parents. Uncle Lloyd always perceived things with a slightly different slant from the rest of his family and the other “normal” children in the thriving community of Philadelphia’s South 4th Street where he was born and raised. In the 1920s, this crowded street where Lloyd and my father lived hummed with commerce and was filled with the aromas of ethnic foods and a constant clamor created by its inhabitants. My father Kenneth, the first-born son, was athletic, genuinely handsome and very popular. He embodied the all-around normal, white, Jewish kid growing up in South Philadelphia during that time. Lloyd, also very good-looking, while affable and generally well-liked, on the other hand, was clearly cut from a different cloth. He demonstrated early signs of authentic artistic talents, the ability to draw and write creatively. He even mastered playing the harmonica, a seldom-appreciated musical instrument.


    The neighborhood was dominated by parlor pianos and violins, instruments subjected to students’ lessons that rarely produced more than agony for their players and the families forced to endure the practicing — more often than not, irritating screeching and the banging of strings. Lloyd’s harmonica, not the last one he would own, was a birthday present from his Aunt Fannie. She recognized that this little boy had talent. And she believed he should have a creative outlet on which to develop it — something about which my grandparents were not in concert, let alone prepared to encourage.


    Lloyd loved listening to big-band music. He and the other boys in the neighborhood, one whom he revered and who’d eventually become his brother-in-law Stanley Weiss, couldn’t accumulate enough recordings of the swing bands fronted by Glenn Miller, Tommy Dorsey and Harry James. Lloyd flipped for the big bands of Count Basie, Stan Kenton and Duke Ellington. He knew every song, vocal artist, composer and arranger for these bands. He became a human encyclopedia on them and was known throughout his neighborhood as the authority on this “new” music. Mention a song title and my uncle would tell you which bands recorded it and the vocalists who performed it. “Tenderly,” a gorgeous ballad, both lyrically and musically, was his all-time favorite, especially as performed by the Kenton band. You could see tears in his eyes whenever he whistled it.


    I had no knowledge about the intervalic relationships that exist within musical compositions. “Tenderly” introduced me to the Flat 5 interval (also known as the Sharp 11) in musical harmony. It is commonly used in modern chord structure. A major scale’s natural 5th chord (a Dominant 7) gets altered through chromatically diminishing by a half-step the dominant 5th chord’s own 5th interval. The effect produced by this one-note deviation intoxicated me at an early age. When it was first introduced in Classical music, this type of chord produced a similar effect on humanity — causing an uproar. Today, what is universally referred to as the “Tritone Interval,” was once widely known as “The Devil’s Interval,” when it first appeared in composition. Its sound purportedly stirs up sensual and erotic feelings in the listener and, therefore, it was considered inappropriate by many factions in society. Ah, some things never change.


    Whistling was one of Lloyd’s favorite pastimes. His method of whistling was unlike anything anyone had ever seen. He curled his lips to form a hole in the corner of his mouth, not the center, through which the notes would emerge. The look on his face as he emitted a melody from his repertoire was both angelic and demonic. He embodied a life-form positioned somewhere between “the devil and the deep blue sea.” If you showed even the slightest interest, Lloyd’s face would brighten up considerably as he provided the name of the arranger of a band’s musical charts, many of whom went on to become famous. Unless you were prepared to settle into his ensuing, mandatory lecture on the importance of any composition’s musical arrangement, and the personnel making up a bandleader’s organization, you would have to think up a clever way to excuse yourself politely. And no matter how you managed to secure your exit, Lloyd’s quirky smile would turn upside down into a disappointed frown. Often, that scowl would then lead to his unleashing a tirade of unpleasant rumination regarding the lack of interest my grandparents and my father showed toward him and the music he loved so dearly.


    Fully enraged, Lloyd progressed onto ranting and raving about the ineptitude of the United States government, the municipal government of Philadelphia, the military branches of government and then all governments in general, along with authorities on any level, who were in charge of a world that clearly was “going to Hell.” Your best choice was to sit back and let Uncle Lloyd play his music for you, absorbing what he had to say, if only for a few moments, allowing it all to escape from your memory when this session was finally over. Or, as it was in my case and in deep contrast to the rest of my family, one might actually learn something from this man.


    Lloyd Kahn was an authority on American standards and Big-Band Swing music. If you could get past his childishness and innocent neediness to impart some of his knowledge so someone else might also become enlightened about the importance of this musical genre, his presentations could actually be worthwhile. On the other hand, were you one to have little patience or tolerance for such things, you were sentenced to suffer an interminably miserable time with him, either enduring his lecturing or, by turning away, having him unleash a fireball of fury upon you and anyone else who happened to be within earshot. This would be his way until his last days on Earth. Uncle Lloyd, upon whom my parents bestowed the distinct honor of being my godfather, would continue to be an influence on me and the musical career I would later pursue. I just didn’t know at that point how important those early years I spent with him would be.


    Lloyd Kahn was certainly a man conflicted. But he also was one who had been clearly misunderstood. He lived during a period in history when most people chose not to invest much effort in comprehending individuals demonstrating rare, pure and natural talent. Aunt Fannie fell into a different category. She had enough heart and keen perception to do something for her nephew, whom she realized was different. She did so in a loving and caring way, having recognized that little Lloydie was wired uniquely from the other kids on the block. She hoped that her small gesture of giving him a toy harmonica when he was a youngster might help him find his way, whatever that might be. And he did — though it was a bumpy road that most people in his neighborhood, especially his family members and school chums, found difficult to ride on. The local gentry and his relatives elected to take an easy route, simply shunning him in the process.


    An exception was a man destined to become one of my other uncles. Stanley Weiss is the younger brother of my mother Janice. He lived right around the corner from my uncle and my father. He saw Lloyd’s usefulness right away, deeming him the perfect “fall guy” for any scheme that Stanley could dream up. “If there was a party your Uncle Stanley wanted to crash, I’d be the one to go up to the front door and ring the bell. If someone was going to get a pie thrown in his face, it was always me!” I heard this story from Uncle Lloyd my entire life.


    Despite this lopsided arrangement between two friends, Uncle Lloyd deeply admired my future Uncle Stanley and would have “taken a bullet for him,” no questions asked. In fact, once, when Stanley was being threatened by a gang of local hoodlums, Lloyd, witnessing this from inside the paint store, came running out with a rusty pipe and chased them away, demonstrating heroics to Stanley. I’ve been told that he performed in a like manner time and again.


    Lloyd carried a very deep appreciation for Stanley’s friendship, one of only a few he was ever able to maintain. Lloyd expressed over and over how crazy he was about Stanley Weiss. Stanley has acknowledged that Lloyd also made a profound impression on him, telling me many times that a truer friend than Lloyd Kahn could never be found. These words of honor and trust between two men with extremely different personalities had a major effect on me — one that would serve as my guide in developing relationships with special people who came into my life, several of whom remain very dear to me to this day.


    Here, on this street of dreams that ran north and south between South 3rd and South 5th, immigrant merchants laid out their wares daily on pushcarts in front of their buildings. Storefronts served as the center of a family’s livelihood. When they were not running the store or hawking merchandise to customers out front, these families would usually be found upstairs, where they lived. In the residence above the paint store, Lloyd played music on his small tube radio day and night. He boasted to me years later, that each night he pretended to be asleep when he heard my grandparents coming up the steps to look in on him. He’d turn down the volume so they wouldn’t know he’d been up all night listening to live radio broadcasts of the bands he loved so much. My grandfather would put his hand on the radio and feel that it was still warm from the heat emitted by the vacuum tubes inside. When he asked Lloyd if he was asleep — a story recounted to his three nephews no less than a half-million times — he answered, “Yeah, Dad, I’m asleep!”


    Uncle Lloyd was driven by the music. I sometimes think the swing and jazz he absorbed helped make him crazy, because my grandparents showed absolutely no understanding of his passion for this music or any of the other creative talents he demonstrated. Unfortunately, they never allowed him to blossom naturally in areas that possessed his daily thoughts. Stifled by his recalcitrance, they elected to ignore him. They chose to sweep him “under the rug.” It was too time-consuming to pay attention to his needs or attempt to inspire him. That would have helped him develop into the artistic person he surely could have been. “Artistic people never amount to anything,” they believed, as did many of their contemporaries. In this neighborhood, lives were carved out through a work routine enabling one to make a living while raising a family and educating the children. Art certainly was not in any way considered an education or a living! These people saved up resources for that proverbial rainy day, which many saw as already upon them. “Just loos (leave) him alone!” my grandfather said often with regard to the younger of his two sons.


    My father was the normal one. My grandparents were proud of having produced one decent, hardworking individual to carry on the family tradition. Everyone viewed my father as the archetypal adolescent who would go to a good college, marry the right girl (my mother Janice, of course!) and take over the family business, providing perpetuity to our family name. That was every parent’s dream on South 4th Street, one repeated on all the streets east, west, north and south of theirs, spreading out onto byways and avenues across the country. The American Dream would be a piece-of-cake achievement for Kenny Kahn; of this my grandparents were certain. Lloyd, conversely, would continue making their hearts ache. So why should they bother encouraging, or worse, try to rehabilitate him? In their opinion, he would always be a foul ball, no matter what they did. So “loos him alone,” was their choice. And my father, the dutiful and respectful first-born son, expected to carry the torch to the Finish Line, followed suit when it came to handling his younger brother. My father was ashamed of Lloyd’s behavior, so he never gave him the much-needed nurturing and support that only a brother could offer.


    My uncle was drafted into the United States Army at the age of 18. Private First-Class Lloyd Kahn had his harmonica with him (a newer model, substantially advanced over the one Aunt Fannie had lovingly given him) during the years he served in the army. Overseas during World War II, he always referred to his location as The European Theater. He suffered greatly during his time on the front lines with the 84th Infantry Division, an outfit known as The Railsplitters. He spent most of his enlisted days stationed in France. It was there that my uncle was wounded by flying metal shrapnel, surviving an explosion during which he also witnessed a close Army buddy from his troop get blown to pieces. Lloyd recuperated in a hospital located in Nancy, France, before heading back into combat. I’d heard the words “Nancy, France” many times as a child, initially believing this was the name of some girl he met while fighting in the war. That life-changing, emotional event involving his fellow soldier dying led to Lloyd being awarded The Purple Heart and The Bronze Star. He often said it was his harmonica that got him through those tough times.


    My father, who became a Captain in the United States Army, learning that Lloyd had been wounded in combat, requested special orders allowing him to rendezvous with his younger brother stationed several hundred miles away. Those orders were granted. I treasure the photo of my father and Lloyd being reunited while they were serving in France, following Lloyd’s recovery from his wounds. Gorgeous smiles on their two handsome faces, in their khaki uniforms, shaking each other’s hands (hugging — are you kidding?) all indelibly etched deep in my consciousness. I’m certain that had my father demonstrated anywhere near such simple affection and concern for his younger brother while Lloyd was alive, my uncle’s life would have been very different.


    Upon returning to America, Lloyd went into treatment with a psychoanalyst, courtesy of the United States Army — a GI Bill benefit afforded him because of the physical and emotional experiences he suffered during the war. Reports from the therapist informed my grandparents that Lloyd was deeply injured emotionally during his time overseas, and that only time could heal the wounds inflicted on his psyche. My uncle was hostile toward the therapist, often accusing his doctor of being the one who was sick. Lloyd Kahn was one of many thousands of soldiers who went into that second Great War one way and came out another. In defense of the doctor, he likely treated Lloyd in the best way known, based on his training. The current approach toward an individual demonstrating such stifling behavior patterns is lightyears ahead of the medical profession’s knowledge 65 years ago. This is especially true for those possessing creative talent, which was alluded to in Lloyd’s doctor’s reports that stated he suffered from Schizophrenia, Depression and other manic disorders.


    In today’s world, I believe Lloyd’s behavior would be classified as Obsessive Compulsive. He was forever compelled to wash his hands, run water in a sink, measure and record on paper the capacity of any container that held liquids. He hoarded every paper clip, rubber band, envelope, nail, nut and bolt that came his way. He rummaged through alley trash cans looking for the simplest things people would discard, squirreling them away in jars and cans, which he piled all the way to the ceiling in the tiny space of a former closet where he slept at the rear of the paint store. How my grandfather, and then my father, ever permitted an immediate family member to live like that bewilders me. The reason I was told, when inquiring early on about Lloyd’s living conditions, was that he “wanted” to live there that way. So, I was led to believe also, Lloyd was a lost cause. I didn’t know any better until years later, when I’d taken over management of our family paint business and began to deal with this awful abomination firsthand.


    From the beginning of my experiences with my uncle, I assumed that my grandparents and father had done everything possible to help him. And they certainly believed they’d done just that. I learned that my grandmother Mary tried desperately to “save” Lloyd, taking him to doctors, one of whom arranged for him to spend time at an institution in Coatesville, PA, where he received extensive psychological treatment. She was repaid with a tirade of hostility from her vitriolic son who carried a boiling-hot resentment toward her for the rest of his life. Because my grandfather and father demonstrated little or no understanding of Lloyd’s mental condition, my grandmother was forced to shoulder the brunt of his deep anger over being sent away to be cared for by doctors — whom he hated. He blamed her for being forced to stay in that mental hospital, far away from his family and his familiar life centered at 4th and Catharine Streets. When my grandmother died in 1957, Lloyd was left with only his father and brother to care for him. They continued to treat him as an embarrassment to our family, preferring to dismiss or hide him away. Even so, Lloyd’s resentment stayed mostly directed toward my late grandmother for the rest of his life. Whenever her name came up, he managed to work the conversation into a well-rehearsed statement: “Your grandmother, she was buried six feet under the ground. Well, she should have been buried sixty feet under!” I remember vividly the pained look on his face whenever he said that.


    That rage toward his mother later developed into a deeper resentment toward my father, which endured until Lloyd’s own death. I don’t recall his ever saying anything derogatory about my grandfather, however. Lloyd held Abraham Kahn in reverence, often relating a humorous anecdote or two about his old man’s character and idealism. My grandfather amazingly managed to escape his second son’s wrath, despite the substantial negative actions he took toward him with regard to the difficult social issues Lloyd was forced to confront. Those issues influenced Lloyd’s life every day.


    On weekends, Uncle Lloyd would stay at our suburban Philadelphia home in Penn Valley, where we’d moved from Overbrook Park in 1958. In the back of his red Ford Falcon station wagon, he’d cart paint boxes, stuffed with record albums, which he’d play for his nephews on a regular basis. He wanted us to know all about the bands, their singers, the leaders, the arrangers. It was the first time I’d ever heard the word “arrangers,” those incredibly gifted musicians who wrote the individual musical parts for the band’s players. I imagined it might be quite satisfying if someday I might be able to arrange music for a band or orchestra; about a dozen years later I brought great fervor to accomplishing this.


    Uncle Lloyd had grown up mesmerized by the creative spirit these bands brought to their performances during the 1930s and 1940s. And he was intent on passing his interest in this music on to his nephews Walt, Andy and Billy. Walt was old enough to appreciate Lloyd’s era but he was more interested in the new rock and roll music ferociously sweeping the nation. My younger brother Billy was not old enough to appreciate any of the stories that Uncle Lloyd foisted on us every weekend. I was, perhaps, just the right age to “hear” what was going on. I perceived that “drive” within the bands, as they swung in 4-4 time — the ever-present sizzle of the drummer’s high-hat on each up-beat and the sheer excitement of the huge, screaming horn sections, all making this music electrifying to me.


    I didn’t get the essence of the lyrics in the songs while I was age five through ten, but I did sense a special spirit about them. It certainly seemed to me even at such a young age, presumably from some of the stories Uncle Lloyd told, that this music had played an important role in creating the national pride that helped get our country through the traumatic years of the severe economic depression leading up to World War II — and those energized years during that Great War itself. It’s been suggested that the music of the big bands played a defining role in maintaining the morale of our soldiers entrenched in a war that took them far away from the safety of American soil. Nobody would have any problem convincing my uncle that this was so.


    Despite the effects the war had on him, Uncle Lloyd always spoke with a tremendous amount of pride regarding his own service to the United States of America. The medals bestowed on him as a result of his actions were some of his proudest possessions. While his experiences left him permanently scarred, both physically and emotionally, that terrible war, those two medals earned while engaged in conflict and especially the intense camaraderie he had with his fellow servicemen ruled his conversations every single weekend.


    Serving as the babysitter for his three nephews, Lloyd believed he was really “stationed” there on the weekends to entertain and teach us, through his stories and music, many endearing things I have never forgotten. He strongly influenced my development of an appreciation for the music of the big bands, swing and jazz. My uncle played the musical “Kiss Me Kate” incessantly, and that’s how I was introduced to Cole Porter. Had I not heard Lloyd’s worn-out vinyl recording of “The Pajama Game” at least a thousand times, how else would I have learned who Hernando or Lola was? I became familiar with timeless songs that would later hugely influence my musical career, setting the standard for my own endless appreciation of The Great American Songbook.


    Uncle Lloyd helped set the musical bar very high for me. By the time I steered my way onto a path leading to a career in music, a foundation of American standard songs had already become integrated into my DNA. I owe a great deal to my Uncle Lloyd, a man accustomed to being sneered at and ridiculed throughout his life. He was different, that’s for certain. But he introduced his nephews to “the greatest period in American popular music, an era producing the finest songs ever written,” and that has always meant a lot to me. He guided my music appreciation at a very early age in ways that would benefit me greatly in the future as an artist who’d be performing many of the marvelous compositions played for me every weekend. From my Uncle Lloyd, I absorbed the songs that told the stories of our lives, songs that influenced not just me, but my fellow countrymen’s lifestyles and attitudes.

  


  
    Frank, Ella and Kenny


    


    Besides the musical influence of my Uncle Lloyd, I can’t ignore the fact that I grew up in a house where both my parents were die-hard fans of Frank Sinatra and Ella Fitzgerald. They didn’t own a ton of record albums, but most of what they did have had been recorded by these two prolific vocalists. On weekends, my father, not much of a singer, well-known for substituting nonexistent words for lyrics he couldn’t remember, sang along with Frank, grabbing my beautiful mother and dancing her around the living room. If they entertained their friends, Frank and Ella were always the performers whom they “hired,” distinctive voices coming from our record player in the den. I heard Sinatra swing his way through “Come Dance with Me” and “Baubles, Bangles and Beads” so many times, I memorized his every utterance in these songs. Often, I’d put his records on the turntable in my bedroom and sing along with Frank into a fake microphone. Sometimes, I must admit, I even became Ella!


    I learned their phrasing and mimicked their styles, growing to appreciate the driving force coming from those swinging, fantastic bands always backing up these terrific singers. I learned that the arrangements helped make certain songs definitively a singer’s own. Cole Porter’s “I’ve Got You Under My Skin” has been recorded by an untold number of vocalists. But its signature version, arranged by Nelson Riddle, belongs to Frank Sinatra. Could Rodgers and Hart’s “The Lady is a Tramp” ever really belong to anyone other than Mr. Sinatra? While Ella’s version holds a close second, Frank really “owns” that song. And what would “How High the Moon” or George Gershwin’s “Oh, Lady Be Good!” be without Ella’s personal stamp on those classic compositions? These musical renditions filled my head. It wasn’t long before I was overtaken by the same infectious spell that they’d cast over the rest of our country, albeit usually affecting much older people.


    My father was totally sold on Frank. Though he showed no technical abilities when it came to operating any appliance, be it a television or a 1960s stereophonic sound system, my father — while driving his car — somehow managed to learn how to get Frank Sinatra to perform for him. First, it was cassette tapes he had to master. Then it was compact disks — the latter being much easier for him. Pop in a disk, wait a few seconds and Frank was right there in the car alongside him. Don’t like that song too much, Dad? Push this button here and the device jumps instantly to the next song. What could be easier or more rewarding?


    His rides home from the paint store to Penn Valley and trips to his condominium after the house was sold a few months following my mother’s death in 2001 were mobile “concerts on wheels.” Frank Sinatra was Dad’s trusted companion. I know my father sang the whole way home, listening to the man he believed to be, without question, the best vocalist the world had ever known. And he wasn’t wrong.


    In late 2004, my father developed a serious blood disease. It wasn’t leukemia, though we were told that it could eventually turn into that disease. But that was only if my father lived long enough, something his doctor told him was unlikely. Having contracted myelodysplasia, he asked the specialist how long he had to live. Her answer was vague, but not hopeful. He inquired, “A year?” Her answer: “Perhaps.”


    Meanwhile, his regimen of regular, outrageously expensive weekly injections would continue to ensure he was full of red blood cells, which this villainous disease did a great job of eliminating from his body. Still, he cheerfully went to his sessions at Pennsylvania Hospital, making friends with all the patients. I’d take him there, drop him off at the entrance, park the car and meet him at the office, usually filled with people awaiting their own blood transfusions. There he’d sit, so many times with me by his side, lots of other patients around him looking a whole lot worse than he did, in a huge, overstuffed chair, a needle attached to his arm. He often asked me, “How the Hell did this happen to me? What did I do to get this? How long will I be able to work?” I gave him the same answer I’d heard from a surgeon 15 years earlier, when my partner Bruce’s mother asked her surgeon if she was going to die. Each time my father posed that one question to me, I’d answer: “I am not the Lord, Dad. Only he knows the outcome.”


    While he was undergoing this blood therapy for myelodysplasia, my father continued to drive himself to work four days a week. He kept his cherished Thursday Day-Off for himself. That was the weekday reserved for playing golf, tennis or working out at his swim club. For several decades he was part of a long-established foursome that played golf at his beloved Spring-Ford Country Club in Royersford, PA. My father and those other three men had the distinction of being the club’s first four Jewish members. This was not the result of an existing discrimination policy restricting Jews from joining — something still being practiced then at other clubs — when they applied to Spring-Ford. These four golf buddies were merely the first Jews to seek membership at this remote country club, far away from the city, way out past Valley Forge. (One of the foursome, Carl Kahn, was my father’s first cousin, the son of my great uncle Aaron Kahn.)


    Spring-Ford boasted a terrific, award-winning golf course these guys loved to play. For years, the foursome was my father, Carl, Dick Weisz and Sy Katz. When Sy died, his cherished spot was inherited by another close friend, Jay Toll. And after Jay, it was Bernie Tissian. These men got to be well-known and liked by many other members at Spring-Ford. This marvelous golf club began attracting a diverse and well-heeled membership.


    My father gave up his longtime membership around 2001, following my mother’s sudden death. And by the time he contracted his fatal illness, he had stopped playing golf altogether. But Thursdays, he told me, were still going to be his day off. The paint store was closed on Saturdays and Sundays, so none of us worked on the weekends. I told my father that he could have every day off if he wanted. But that would not have been Kenny Kahn at all. He’d worked continuously at Southwark Paint since returning from overseas service in World War II. This is where he would deploy his professional talents until he was unable to work.


    By the middle of January 2005, he began to look rundown and pale. He started calling periodically, saying he thought it best to skip that day. Days like those began occurring more frequently. The sense that my father was beginning a rapid descent took hold of me. I couldn’t imagine what life without work was like for him. I also couldn’t imagine what Southwark Paint would be like without his presence, his dynamic, his personality, his face. His image was stamped all over our company’s long reputation for being “the place to buy paint in Philadelphia.” The sadness I felt was more for him than for me. I tried to envision how helpless he felt, how he was dealing with knowing he was dying and that his ability to stay connected to his lifelong career in our family business was rapidly slipping from his grasp.


    On February 1, after driving to the paint store, he could barely get himself out of the car and decided to return home. I was frightened he wouldn’t be able to drive back, even with Frank Sinatra inspiring him along the way. He insisted he could make it. I’d learned long ago it was better to let this somewhat stubborn and always proud man do as he wished. He would do it his way, so I never interfered with whatever was his intent to pursue. I did insist that he call me when he got home — something he neglected to do. I phoned his condominium desk and asked if they’d check to see if he had arrived — and that he was all right. After knocking on his unlocked door, the doorman found him sitting listlessly, slumped back on a swivel chair in the living room, his coat and cap still on. He assured them he was okay and that he was just very tired. When they reported back to me, I sensed I’d better take that 15-minute drive from Southwark to check on him myself. I needed to be convinced that he’d be okay staying there alone, with no one to help him if he got into real trouble. I also knew that it would take a lot for him to call me, or anyone else, for help. Proud? You bet, he was.


    My father had been seeing a woman during the five years after my mother died. Though he referred to her as his girlfriend, I never understood their odd relationship. Ironically, this was the same person my father had dated before marrying my mother. During my parents’ 54-year marriage, they ran into her occasionally. My mother remarked to my father, more than a few times, that if something were ever to happen to her, he had her full blessing to “Go back to her.”


    There were many single, mature women available to this suddenly-widowed, handsome man who was physically active and, if nothing else, was still able to walk. So my father followed my mother’s advice. Return to his old flame, he did. A woman long since divorced, she lived alone in a comfortable condominium complex. The company my father kept with her was sporadic — and strictly on her terms regarding when they’d be together. This was something my father complained about many times to me, saying that he just didn’t understand the distance she kept.


    Once, he was sitting in his condo watching television, and she called him. She proceeded to describe a “juicy steak and delicious baked potato” she’d just cooked for herself, yet she did not invite him to join her. I hated when he related such trivial, yet hurt-filled stories about the way she treated him. I felt embarrassed for my father, and he was truly humiliated by her callous treatment. She insisted on maintaining her independent status with him. It was perfectly fine for my father to conveniently escort her to a social event or for them to go out for dinner together. But she insisted on maintaining a barrier with this lovely man who made himself completely available to her. Here was a great guy who’d remained faithful and devoted to his wife, a man who was still clearly a “catch.”


    I considered calling his girlfriend to have her check on him after he headed home from the paint store. But the reality of their quirky relationship changed my thinking. I figured she’d probably be cooking a nice chicken dinner for herself, with no intention of sharing it with my father. I expected she wouldn’t come to his aid, as she never offered to assume any responsibility for him, especially following his worsening health issues. Then I realized she was still in Florida at her winter home. She didn’t see him again until returning to Philadelphia in the spring. And so, on this fateful day, I needed to go to my father myself. I had to make sure he’d be okay staying home alone, following the report I’d just received from his building. This was a job for Andy Kahn.


    When I got to his unit door it was still unlocked. I went right in, expecting to see him still on his chair in the living room. I called out for him but got no response. Nervously, I went toward his bedroom. With a trail of used tissues he’d dropped that led me right to him, I found him collapsed on the floor just outside his bathroom. He glanced up at me, clearly upset and frightened — a look I’d never seen before on this strong man’s face. He asked me again, “How did this happen to me?”


    I called the front desk in a panic. Instead of asking them to call an ambulance, I decided to do something more heroic. I would deliver him personally to the hospital with which his doctor was affiliated, which was back in the city. An ambulance would have taken him to a hospital closer to his building. Calling 911 was an option I decided against. I chose instead to somehow maneuver him into my car.


    I enlisted the help of the doorman who’d checked on him earlier. He brought up a wheelchair. I was determined to get my father to Pennsylvania Hospital. The only thing I remember during the 20-minute ride was trying to keep him engaged in conversation and prevent him from passing out on me. Arriving at the Emergency Room loading area, we were refused entrance! The sign clearly stated that this portal was for ambulances only. Cars and Walk-Ins were not permitted to use that entrance. I couldn’t fathom the idea that hospital staff would not open those doors. I pleaded with them on the intercom at the door. I was ordered to get the man slumped over in my car to the walk-in Emergency entrance around the corner. There was simply no way I could do this alone. I’d have to leave him there and get someone to help me.


    A police officer walking down the street noticed I was in a predicament. He offered to help me by running around the corner. He retrieved a hospital wheelchair and assisted me in lifting my father’s limp and seemingly dead-weight body out of the car’s passenger seat and onto the wheelchair. Together, we wheeled my broken father into the Emergency Room entrance, which was about a block away from my car. The officer said he would stay with my father while I parked. I told him I didn’t care about the car, which was sitting in a Tow-Away Zone. He grabbed me by both of my shoulders, looked squarely into my eyes and said “I’ll watch your father. Get settled down. Stop freaking out. Go park your car! Then come back here, and we’ll arrange to get your father seen right away.”


    It hit me right then. An angel had arrived on the scene to help me. One should never argue with an angel. So I followed the angel’s instructions. When I got back to my father, I found a hospital attendant standing next to him, waiting for me to provide information to the admissions agent. No angel was in sight. I never got to thank him for saving the day. I realized that angels always have work to do elsewhere and, therefore, are in no position to wait around for gratitude or extraneous conversation. I followed the angel’s advice, calming myself down in preparation for the upcoming events that would define my father’s waning days on this planet.


    He spent fifteen days in the hospital where he was tested, monitored and given a new regimen of medicines. About a week into his stay, I noticed he wasn’t wearing his wedding ring, which had NEVER been off his finger since he married my mother — something he’d told me years back. While he was attempting to watch the Super Bowl on television, I asked about it. My father, wearing his 2004 Super Bowl hat from the previous year’s Philadelphia Eagles/New England Patriots game he had attended, would likely have been in that stadium right now were he not ill and in the hospital. At one point, I demanded he take his eyes off the television and tell me why his wedding ring was not on his finger. A sheepish, embarrassed look came over his face, a visage I’d never seen before. After pressing him hard about the ring’s location, he told me it was in the night table drawer in his condominium. Why, I asked, was it there? Had it gotten too tight because his fingers became fleshier in his later years? No, was his curt reply. Because he’d continued to wear it for the four years since my mother’s death, I again prodded him to explain why he’d taken it off. Finally, he conceded that his girlfriend had asked him to remove it.


    I sat there staring at him with nothing to say — something uncharacteristic for me. He stared back, also not speaking. Breaking the silence, I finally demanded to know the reason. He said that because they were not a married couple, she felt he should not be wearing his wedding ring when they were in public or when he was with her alone. The pregnant pauses in this conversation were unlike any I’d ever had with him — or that I’d experienced with anyone else, for that matter. Was it that she was embarrassed being with him? No, he said. She told him that by his wearing the ring, she felt it implied to other people that they were a married couple. This made her uncomfortable.


    I then asked him if there was something wrong with people perceiving that the two of them could be married? Did she feel that appearing to be married to Kenny Kahn was a bad thing? He had no answer for me. I, on the other hand, had plenty for him. I was furious, and I told him so. I vehemently said that it was disgusting that she found it offensive, his honoring the 54-year marriage to my mother by wearing that ring. If he married her, then of course, he’d wear a new ring associated with their union. But in this case, her attitude toward his continuing to wear that wedding ring was truly a low blow to my darling father. I was in total shock that he had acquiesced to her demand. And this, coming from a woman who didn’t have the decency to share her homemade dinners with him! Presenting my father with her opinions over wearing his wedding ring took a lot of nerve, overstepping what I considered to be any form of an acceptable boundary.


    As I was getting all fired up, he also began to get angry. There was only one solution to this abomination, I told him. I left his hospital room, drove to his condo and retrieved the ring. I then drove right back to the hospital and wiggled it back onto his finger, where it belonged. He smiled broadly, and then he began to weep openly. We both did. I told him he never should have taken that ring off, especially for the unconscionable reason she gave him to do so. Only a marriage to his girlfriend would provide him with an alternative. He said he felt the same way and admitted he was embarrassed he’d ever agreed to take it off the finger on which it had been nestled safely for 54 years! My father never felt the same about her after that moment in his room in Pennsylvania Hospital. He reconciled his truest feelings about her with me, admitting he’d had a lapse in his judgment. He’d allowed this person to influence the memory of his marriage to my mother — a life-long relationship that he was extremely proud of and cherished deeply.


    My father’s doctor conferred with us often while he was in the hospital. After two weeks, she suggested that nothing more could be done there and that he needed to enter rehabilitation. On February 15, he was transferred to The Watermark of Logan Square, a well-respected facility near my home in downtown Philadelphia. There, he continued his decline despite the staff providing him the most excellent care imaginable. My older brother Walter, younger brother Billy and I concluded that there was nothing anyone could do to save our father. Not even Frank Sinatra could rescue him from his inevitable demise now. Together, we faced the new, extremely tough emotional hurdle of accepting this facility’s recommendation to transfer his care to their resident hospice organization. His health had deteriorated to the degree that all the expensive blood transfusions and powerful medications were no longer accomplishing anything for him. There was little else they could do other than make his remaining time alive comfortable. His stay there amounted to five short weeks.


    During the last few days of my father’s life, he was surrounded by the voice of Frank Sinatra singing all of his favorite songs. I brought a CD boom box to his room, instructing the nurses to keep Sinatra’s voice playing at all times during the day, even while my father was sleeping. His lips mouthed the lyrics, as he was clearly delighted to hear the music that had served as his own life’s soundtrack. “A Foggy Day” was playing on March 18, 2005. I was singing along, standing at my father’s bedside, just as I’d done for several weeks. A number of close friends and family had come to see him on what would be his last day of listening to Frank Sinatra. It became a large gathering of people, as if these close associates sensed that time was indeed about to run out. My father loved “A Foggy Day,” perhaps more than any other song Mr. Sinatra ever recorded. He’d sing along with it, without fail, every time he heard it. He even knew ALL the words of this particular 1937 classic American standard. George Gershwin composed it with his brother Ira, close to the time of his own tragic, sudden death in 1938.


    Sinatra started to deliver the lyrics through the speakers in the CD player positioned right beside my father’s bed. At the phrase “Then suddenly I saw you there, and in foggy London town, the sun was shining…everywhere” I noticed my father was not breathing. I grabbed his hand and couldn’t feel a pulse. About a dozen people whom he
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