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PREFACE  
 
 

     To quote the Oxford dictionary Of Modern English: 
 
 memory / (noun) / ; faculty by which things are recalled to or kept in the mind ; what is 
remembered ; store for data etc. in computer ; 
 

ALAS, the human memory system, complex as it may be, is sadly not on the same level as the computer 
when it comes to recall. Whilst it may take the human to programme this electronic apparatus, the faculty this 
system has for storing knowledge is far beyond that of our own feeble capabilities. Indeed, not only are they on 
different levels, they are possibly not even in the same building.  The computer system compiles, stores, and 
when requested spews out infinite miles of knowledge, far beyond the scope of the simple human. One British 
literary wit once commented that when he wished to remember and store a certain amount of information, he first 
off had to scan his memory bank and decide which piece of data he no longer had use for, and thus could discard 
to make room for new information. A truly wonderful concept, but in reality how close is this to the truth ? What 
is the total capacity of the human memory bank ? How many of us can vividly recall, in glorious detail, events of, 
say, three decades ago ? Or have we all discarded our past to necessitate the storage of the present ..? 
      My own capacity of recall, sadly, fails me dismally when I try to revoke memories of one particular event 
in my past. Insignificant as may have been back then, over two, nay, three and a half decades ago, it has since 
become a part of my life that I've never shaken off. Nor do I want to. It was the beginning of a personal passion, 
some may say obsession, that has seen me through the majority of my time on this planet. Through the latter half 
on those pre-teen years when it was all fun, food and football. Then through that awkward period, the terrible 
teens, when you began to discover more about yourself, when you began to wonder exactly what you wanted out 
of life, and how to get it. Maybe football wasn't so important after all ... And then there was the following decade, 
the twenties, when you found yourself doing things you never even dreamed of doing ten years previous, and you 
began to wonder why, in fact, you were even doing them at all. And as for football ... forget it! 
      That's a long time to carry a passion and yet not be able to remember why it even started ... 
      
      Modern ‘pop’ music has always played a significant part in my short life, and yet I really must confess that 
I honestly do not know why. It was something that I just latched onto at an early age ... and quite simply never let 
go of. I don’t really believe that either of my parents, wonderful as they were, would have willingly had the music 
of the 1960’s, the decade in which I was born, playing daily on the radio if I hadn’t lived initially in the shadow 
of an elder sister. She was a part of what was happening. The records on the family gramophone, the posters on 
the bedroom wall, the whole thing ... 
      If my memory does serve me faithfully in one area it can be with the knowledge that neither mum nor dad 
were particularly in awe of the mid-decade ‘beat-boom’ that was currently to be found sweeping around the nation. 
Heads swaying, fringes flopping ... it quite possibly passed completely over them, way above their heads, eight 
miles high, as it had with much of the adult population of the windswept British Isles. I very much doubt if the 
subtleties emitting from the grooves of The Hollies latest 45, of from that of Freddie & The Dreamers current hit, 
had any real effect on either of them whatsoever. Other than making them reach for the radio ‘off’ switch, that is. 
In fact, if the truth can be known, if my father could have had his way, I would more than likely be the world 
authority today, and quite possibly the only one at that, on the life and times of the singing folk-duo Nina & 
Frederick ... and the thought of proudly knowing the lyrics to “Little Donkey” in their entirety truly horrifies me. 
However, it was mercifully not to be and my musical destinies, thankfully, lay elsewhere. Anyway, I clearly 
diversify, and referring back to this one particular event, the one that started this whole passion off, it all apparently 
took place early one evening in January 1967 ... 
  
      Records books have shown that a commotion started on the other side of the Atlantic had provoked enough 
media attention on these shores for a large proportion of the British youth to tune in to their television sets that 
evening. What they saw, and what they heard, and what I now fail to remember, was to affect some of them for 
the rest of their lives, and possibly, for the odd few, beyond that ... 
      

(cue drum roll)  Blulululum ...  
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         It was stunningly simple, and yet stunningly hip, stunningly groovy. It was STUNNING ... apparently. The 
phenomenon had begun, and I can't remember a damn thing about it ! OK, so I was only six years old. But, hey, 
even a mere six year old has some sense of recall. The problem being that, as the years roll by, the early memories 
get pushed further and further back in the mind, until ... nothing. They fade away altogether. To be replaced by 
the more adult worries of Mathematics, skin complexion and faded patchwork denims. And I sacrificed my 
Monkee-memories for this ..? 
      
      So how is it then, for I would dearly like to know, that I can still clearly picture in my mind, as clear as if it 
were yesterday, my parents awaking me up from an early evening slumber so that I could hear one of the very 
first public airings, courtesy of the ageing family handheld wireless, of The Beatles’ groundbreaking “Strawberry 
Fields Forever” single, and yet not simply recall such a magical and visual feast before my very eyes, from just a 
matter of short weeks previous ? How can this be ..? It’s always puzzled the heck out of me, and continues to do 
so. So what can I remember then? What is the earliest piece of Monkee-data on file ..? 
      Well, I guess it was a drizzly Saturday morning, the kind of drizzle only British skies exude. All Saturday 
mornings appear drizzly through hindsight, and this was no exception. I seem to have this picture of my good ol' 
dad leading me, his hand gripped firmly around mine, through the town shopping mall. Me, a mighty six years 
old, head held high, St.Michael's shorts neatly pressed. Yep, here I was, a man with a mission. 
      I can no longer see the particular store we were heading towards. The clouds are gloomy and grey over the 
visual images of the 1960's skyline, or maybe it was just the drizzle. Early morning blues and greens. I imagine 
1967 to look like 1987, all glass and chrome. Heck, I don't even remember where the store once stood, but once 
we had entered that veritable emporium of musical delights I broke into a sweat. What if they had sold out ? What 
if they didn't even stock it ? What if ... no, wait a minute, THERE IT IS !  

With shaking hands I picked up and held the cover between my damp, clammy fingers and gazed at the 
picture. The four faces stared back at me and I knew, right then, that this was it. Not just 'it' but 'IT '. I turned to 
my dad who was probably wondering why on earth we had to step inside this place at all. He was more concerned 
about the effects the drizzle would have on his shiny red Hillman Husky (registration no. 9844NB), which was 
parked outside somewhere. A tug on the sleeve brought him back to reality, he looked down at me and I motioned 
for him to read me the sleeve notes and the song titles. In bewilderment he began ..."She" "When Love Comes 
Knockin' (At Your Door)" "Mary Mary" "Hold On Girl" ... He winced, but my beseeching gaze returned him back 
to that gloriously green-bordered cover, and with an audible sigh he continued reading ... "Your Auntie Grizelda" 
"(I'm Not Your) Steppin' Stone" "Look Out (Here Comes Tomorr ..." I was lost. 
      
      It's strange how this moment sticks so vividly my mind when, all around, other events of 1967 have gone, 
faded into the past, shades of grey. 
      I can remember my friend, Christopher, a fellow convert and an equally determined six year old. We would 
stalk the streets those long summer mornings, toy rifles in hand, praying on an unsuspecting public from behind 
the neighbouring bushes. Then, in the afternoon, after a hearty man-size meal, we'd retire to the bedroom where, 
with wooden 16" guitar in hand, we would immerse ourselves in the roles of Monkee-to-be. Normally alternating 
between Davy and Peter, neither of us owned a woolhat, with occasional confident, Neil, seated behind the up-
ended pouffe in the role of Micky the drummer, we'd sing along, unbroken voices and untuned guitars, all in 
perfect harmony. Between us we owned two of the groups' LP's and we took sheer delight in discovering all the 
joys those 24 songs had to offer. Even now, I smile at the images "Gonna Buy Me A Dog" brings back. If we were 
lucky Christopher's cousin, Claire, would act as a screaming fan ... but only if we were lucky. And then home, 
content in the knowledge that tomorrow was going to be another day. Another opportunity to re-enact those same 
roles and listen to those same songs. My sister would sneer as I entered through the door, after all, she was 
ELEVEN, nearly a grown woman for Pete's sake, AND she had a colour picture of the group stuck up in her room. 
I can still clearly see that picture. A frame from Episode 40 of the TV series, "Monkees Marooned", with jungle 
hats on heads ... but I knew for her it wouldn't last. She wouldn't stay the course. Girls were like that then ... 
 
TWENTY-TWO YEARS LATER 
Third row seats. Centre stage. The Royal Albert Hall, London. 
 

      I guess we'd matured a lot over the years ... Peter, Micky, Davy and myself. Michael too, probably. A little 
older, a little wiser, maybe a little happier. Looking around I wondered if Christopher was in this great hall 
somewhere. I hadn't heard from him in almost eighteen years. Just maybe ... 
      A thought flashed through my mind. What priceless memory could I possibly discard to make room for what 
was about to happen ? Will I be able to recall tonight, something I've waited over twenty years for, in another two 
decades ? Or have I spent all those years in vain, lost in a world of fantasy, surrounded by bubblegum cards, faded 
newspaper clippings, and British drizzle ... 
 

(cue second drum roll) Blulululum ... 
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I think not. 

 
The preceding article first previously appeared, under the working title "MEMOIRS OF A MONKEE-

MANIAC", in the Monkees U.K. fanzine ZILCH (an unofficial publication which ran from 1986-1992). Such was 
the favourable response to it that it has been reprinted here, in slightly amended form. 

 
Text copyright : Malcolm C. Searles 1991/1998. 

______________________________________________________ 
 

 
The (Near) Definitive Guide To The Monkees : 1965-2001 ? 1965 to 2001 you say ? Why 2001 ? Why stop 

there  ...?? The long-running story that is The Monkees is surely by no means complete. Quite correct, for it would 
appear that this entertaining saga indeed has a long way to go, and will continue onwards for a considerable time 
yet. Even as this very introduction is being committed to text both Davy Jones and Micky Dolenz are part-way 
through their 2002 “Stars Of The Monkees” tour, with many dates still to be fulfilled, Peter Tork is in the process 
of distributing the second CD album by his low-key Shoe Suede Blues band, whilst Michael Nesmith is equally 
busy with recording and work on his second novel. However, there had to be a point whereupon I decided enough 
was enough, and that now was the time to publish this reference guide. Yes, there will certainly be additions and 
updates within either the near, or distant future, either by myself or whomever may wish to take over the mantle, 
but as we all must do, let’s live for the now ! So please, enjoy this read, but remember, the story still has a lengthy 
course to run, and the monkee-puzzle still has a few pieces to fit into place ...  
 

It is my intention to, one day, have this guide published in book fashion, all neatly bound, with a glossy 
hardback cover ... and I would very much value each individuals opinion as to the validity of such an idea, but 
until then there are still a great number of people to whom I would wish to raise a glass to ... 

The author would like to thank and acknowledge any assistance given during the writing and compiling 
stages of this work (directly and indirectly). It's been a long, long time since the music of The Monkees first 
reached these ears and without the enthusiasm returned from many people, fellow fans alike, over those years it's 
questionable as to whether the love would still be there ... but I'm delighted to say it still is. Thank you to all those 
people ... you may, or may not, know who you are. 

Particular appreciation goes out to Sue Waller for her encouragement and cups of tea during the early stages 
(along with all of The Band Sixers), Kirk White for his tolerance and assistance, Marcus Szabo, Paul & Heather 
Brown, Simon Wordsworth ... and on the other side of the Atlantic acknowledgement is offered to both Andrew 
Sandoval and Edward Wincentsen for their time and their considerate replies when making general research 
enquiries, Jennifer Siracusa at Screen Gems/EMI Publishing, and not forgetting Abby Alterio for her friendship. 
Due credit must also be afforded to Maggie McManus and the MBF crew, along with Ed Reilly & Bill Chadwick 
(for their truly inspirational, and encyclopaedic, read "A Manufactured Image"), Harold Bronson, Bill Inglot and 
all of those associated with Rhino Records dedicated re-issue series, and finally a tip of the hat goes to Kenneth 
Wang, Peter Cooke, Aaron Handy III and Andrea Chempinski for their extensive work on the Internet (along with 
all other www.devotees ...). Other sources of inspiration came via Glenn A.Baker's "Monkeemania", Randi 
Massingill's "Total Control, The Michael Nesmith Story", and Harold Bronson's "Hey Hey We're The Monkees".  

I must point out that not all of the above names were aware of the fact that I was compiling such a project as 
this (indeed, I very much question that in the early days if even I was aware of it !) and so they may have not 
directly assisted as such, and if they disapprove of my efforts in any way then I offer humble forgiveness. 
Nevertheless, their time alone is graciously appreciated. I'm sure there have also been many others over the years, 
but sadly they slip my mind for now. Apologies if it's your efforts I'm forgetting. I assure you they weren't in vain 
... 

Finally, of course, there are all those connected with the original Monkees project, especially the overall 
contributions, near-on four decades worth, made by the four members themselves. Without these guys ... well, 
need I say more ? Michael, Peter, Davy and Micky ... the phenomenal Monkees. 
 
 
 

A very special thank you to my wonderful wife, Louise, for being so understanding during work on this book. 
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DEDICATED TO SAMUEL AND MATTHEW 
 

and to the countless others who, like myself, have spent all those 
unnecessary hours delving through book after book, page after page, 
aimlessly searching for that one elusive piece of Monkee information 

that we know is there ... somewhere ! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Whilst every effort has been made to ensure accuracy with specific dates, locations and events, the author will 
happily accept any additions or corrections for future editions, although a lot of the text you may be reading is 

judged purely on personal opinion.  
FREEDOM OF SPEECH ... 

 

E-mail : Dojotonepublications@gmail.com 
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INTRODUCTION 
 
 
     There can surely be few people, either those associated with popular music or those simply 
as interested parties, who are totally unfamiliar with the story of The Monkees, the 1960's 
foursome, created for an American television audience as a Stateside response to the 
overwhelming impact The Beatles had made the previous year. 
      

Initially, it was to be no more than that. A weekly TV comedy, conceived and put together 
by two young, maverick television producers, Bert Schneider and Bob Rafelson, as a part of 
Screen Gems Entertainment, a subsidiary of the massive Columbia Pictures organisation. 
Following enthusiastic support from Jackie Cooper, Head of Screen Gems television, the early 
indications suggested that the show was to be based around the antics of a struggling beat 
combo, ultimately inspired by Rafelson’s own experiences as part of a travelling folk group 
during the early 1950’s. The music that would be featured throughout each episode would 
simply be an added attraction (dubbed onto the soundtrack at a later date, simply as a musical 
backdrop whilst the foursome romped, Beatle-style, around the streets of Los Angeles). Yet, 
the shows' creators could hardly have expected the 
subsequent outcome ...  

On successive days during September 1965 a 
small ad was placed in both the Hollywood Reporter 
and the Daily Variety 'trade mags' calling for : 

 
 

Over 400 insane hopefuls turned up to the auditions, some 
of whom had attended directly as a result of the advertisement, 
whilst others made the journey via various sources of inside 
access. Yet, regardless of origin and source, all of the potential 
applicants were seen by both Rafelson and Schneider either in 
an old Colpix office on Cahuenga Boulevard, directly above an 
electronics supply store, or actually on the Screen Gems lot (supposedly on the set of the “Bewitched” TV series) 
including, as legend would have us believe, Stephen Stills, Jerry Yester (later of The Lovin' Spoonful), Mark 
Andes (from Spirit, and later Heart), Don Scardino, Tommy Boyce, Bobby ‘Boris’ Pickett, Michael Martin 
Murphey, Tim Rooney (son of actor Mickey Rooney), Scott McKenzie, Paul Williams, Van Dyke Parks, Bryan 
MacLean (later of Love), Paul Peterson, Rodney Bingenheimer, Del Ramos (a latterday Association sideman), 
Bobby Hart and Bill Chadwick. Even the bespectacled and burgeoning folkie John Denver was a potential in the 
eyes of the two eager producers, as was Danny Hutton, who eventually found mega-stardom of his own as a part 
of the million selling American-based trio Three Dog Night. And depending on whoever tells the story, one of the 
murderous Manson 'family' also supposedly made an appearance (although Charlie himself, long-believed to be a 
hopeful auditionee aswell, was busily occupying himself elsewhere, spendin’ time doin' time) ... 

Of those who did attend all were apparently subjected to a testing round of gruelling interviews, totally out 
of character for the usual multi-million dollar Hollywood operation. There was no sign of the fat cat with the fat 
cigar within this scenario ... initially, at least. 

Tommy Boyce and Bobby Hart, already on the Screen Gems payroll as staff songwriters, were nixed early 
on, much to their own disbelief, as their publisher opposed the idea, but all other applicants were thrown up against 
a barrage of mind games and seemingly irrelevant situations, angled to single out those who could cope with such 
bizarre surroundings. "What would you do if ..? Where would you go if ..? How did you ..? Why did you ..?" Some 
had fun poked at their physical appearance, just to see how they would react, whilst others were virtually ignored 
as they stood helplessly before the two streetwise TV execs, who in turn seemed intent on ridiculing their potential 
employees ... 
      Nevertheless, from all those general L.A. weirdo’s and the odd-few potential would-be television stars (many 
of whom were simply discarded as either too old, unsuitable or uninterested) the following foursome, all relative 
unknowns to a 1960's American TV audience, made the final grade.  
      As for the remainder ... for many they just disappeared back into the virtual obscurity from whence they had 
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originally come, the bit-part actors, the swimming pool attendants and the destined-to-fail amateur muso's ... 
 
GEORGE MICHAEL DOLENZ : Born 8 March 1945 
      The only son of George and Janelle Dolenz, he grew up surrounded by the Los Angeles acting fraternity, his 
father being a prominent television star, most famously recognised as TV's "The Count Of Monte Cristo". George 
Junior, or Micky as he soon became known, entered the world of showbusiness himself at an early age, and by 

the turn of his tenth birthday was firmly established in the lead role in the 
popular 1950's Screen Gems TV series, "Circus Boy". The show ran for 
three years, and gave Micky an early insight into TV popularity, however, 
after the third season, the show was cancelled and Micky subsequently 
returned to High School where, whilst continuing on with his drama 
activities, he also began to develop a love of music.    Following the tragic, 
and somewhat early death of his father, in 1963, Micky left college, took 
up work as a mechanic to assist with the family income, landed a few 
supporting TV roles (Peyton Place, Mr.Novak ...), and continued to 
develop his musical ambitions, landing a spot as rhythm guitarist for The 
Missing Links, a local beat group. Through that avenue Micky landed his 
first recording sessions, supplying the vocals on two tracks taped for 
Challenge Records (both of which later resurfaced when worldwide 
demand was high ...). Fortunately, he soon realised that this particular 
outfit were not for him, so he quit the band and hung around Los Angeles, 
heading another group known as Micky & The One-Nighters, and trying 

his luck at a number of acting auditions going on that particular summer.  
      It was September 1965, and he decided for this one particular audition he would perform a version of Chuck 
Berry’s “Johnny B. Goode” and then see what the audition threw back at him ... 
 
DAVID THOMAS JONES : Born 30 December 1946 
      Raised as part of a close-knit Lancastrian family, David Thomas Jones was the fourth child, and only son, 
born to Harry and Doris Jones, residents of Leamington Street, Openshaw, a crowded suburb of Manchester, 
England. An early interest in drama, gained through school and local amateur groups, saw the young Davy achieve 
a number of promising acting roles on BBC radio, although even at such an early age, just fourteen years-old, the 
small youngster had well-thought out ideas of his own, with clear intentions aimed at becoming a professional 
jockey, a role more suited to his diminutive stature. Yet, despite his eager insistence that a life in the saddle was 
for him, and with the opportunity to commence a career as a fully-paid apprentice in the UK’s traditional racing 
mecca of Newmarket beckoning, the BBC clearly saw the potential 
talent in his acting abilities and before long a series of unignorable 
offers for both radio and TV work were finding their way to the stables. 
With one thing leading to another, and with bigger opportunities 
around each corner, Davy found himself before long, now at a mere 15 
years of age, performing in London's West End, and then on 
Broadway, as the star of Lionel Bart's 'Oliver'.   

Shortly after this, he was winging his way to Los Angeles, as part 
of a successful U.S. tour of 'Pickwick', whereupon with significant 
media-spotlight, and a growing fan base of almost twelve thousand 
members, attention from the U.S. showbusiness executives was 
virtually guaranteed ... 
       Davy was signed to Screen Gems/Columbia Pictures, and their 
in-house recording label Colpix, and late 1964, on into early 1965, saw 
him working in both television and recording studios, with direct 
contact to any forthcoming Screen Gems projects ... and fortunately 
for him, there was a new series in the pipeline, one deemed as being a 
suitable vehicle for his many talents ...    
 
ROBERT MICHAEL NESMITH : Born 30 December 1942 
      A native of Houston, Texas, and the only child born to Sgt. Major Warren Nesmith and his wife Bette, a 
domestic lifestyle unfortunately short-lived when his father abandoned the home life whilst Robert Michael was 
still a young boy. 
      Stories of a particularly tough childhood are regularly related to these early years, and despite a promising 
introduction to his schooling, by the time of his High School entrance the young Nesmith had developed into a 
reluctant attendee, and a keen interest in music, in particular white country and southern blues, began to become 
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more and more important to him. 
      A failed career move into the U.S. Air Force only helped guide him towards his destiny, and during a 
subsequent spell at San Antonio College, Michael (having dropped his given first name) spent much of his time 
with fellow Texan musicians at the campus theatre, the result of which led to an early venture in a local recording 
studio, courtesy of contacts gained. Stints at local folk clubs enhanced the opportunities, and a relocation to Los 
Angeles, with a young wife and child in tow, widened the doors further, with a promising publishing deal on his 

songs, additional time spent recording (under the pseudonym 
Michael Blessing), and even an occasional guest spot on TV.  

With the next step to musical acceptance coming via one of 
L.A.'s hottest folk clubs, The Troubadour Club, situated at 9081 Santa 
Monica Boulevard, Mike began to take the opportunity to rub 
shoulders and hang out with some of the scenes' most promising acts 
(Linda Ronstadt, The Association, Stills, McGuinn, McGuire ... still 
gettin' higher), honing his burgeoning talents for performing, 
composing and improvisation (an important sideline whilst 
showcasing his skills during the Troubadour ‘hoot’ nights ...). 
      Although he failed to see the infamous Daily Variety 
advertisement for himself, an upcoming music entrepreneur, and 
fellow Troubadour resident, Barry Friedman urged him to attend the 
auditions, and although initially reluctant he donned his favoured 
woolhat and crossed town ... 
 
PETER HALSTEN THORKELSON : Born 13 February 1942 

      Hailing from Washington DC, of Norwegian descent, Peter was the first of four children born to John and 
Virginia Thorkelson. The family spent much of Peter's early life on the road, a result of Thorkelson Senior's varied 
lifestyle, with Detroit, Berlin, Wisconsin and Connecticut all offering a temporary roof above their heads, and 
despite a rather varied schooling Peter finally settled on a teaching career at Carleton College in Minnesota. 
      However, college life did not suit the errant Thorkelson Junior and following a falling-out with both the 
principal and his father, Peter dropped out and headed to New York City, whereupon he began to hang around 
Greenwich Village, adopting the abbreviated surname of Tork, and busking with the local musicians, his love of 
folk music bringing him as one with the likes of Jose Feliciano, 
Stephen Stills, Cass Elliott and fellow members of The Mugwumps. 
For a brief period he even linked up with Stills and fellow folkie John 
Hopkins in a trio that toured the basket joints of the Village, whilst also 
performing as a member of the short-lived group "Tork, Farwell Plus 
One" ... 
      Yet, despite remaining in the city for much of 1964, New York 
was not destined to hold Peter in it's grasp for ever, and shortly after a 
family holiday in Venezuela, during the latter part of the year, his 
interest in the Village lifestyle began to wane, and he opted instead for 
the sun-kissed shores of Southern California. Although to a busking 
folk singer the chances became more limited, such was the competition 
around the numerous clubs, Peter busied his time with odd-jobs, such 
as dishwashing at the ‘Golden Bear’, awaiting his chances, filling in 
the time with whatever musical opportunities came his way (including 
a stint with The Apollas, and a reunion of sorts with Stephen Stills, 
who had also made the long journey west, in one of Stills’ new 
ventures ... The Buffalo Fish).  
      One particular opportunity finally did head Peter’s way when, between dishwashing duties, Stills told him 
about the interviews going on near the Columbia TV studios ... 
 
      Once the chosen foursome were united, the task was to nominate each of them for their distinctive roles 
within the show. Essentially, the individual characterisations were simply extensions of their own personalities 
(with the exception of the unfortunate Peter, who was handed the role of the 'dumb' one), whilst musically Mike 
and Peter, both competent and proficient guitarists, were given lead and bass guitar duties respectively, and Micky, 
also an adequate guitarist, was illogically handed the drum sticks (the story has us believe that the other three 
members supposedly took a step backwards, leaving the not-so-quick Dolenz stranded as a volunteer for the role 
...). As for Davy, he was reduced to simple tambourine banging and maraca shaking, for whatever reasons, 
although during the initial filming he also supplied a secondary guitar role. 
      The final draft for the TV pilot was completed in early November 1965, and filming began later that month, 
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with the producers having finally decided on naming the quartet ‘The Monkees’, misspelt in traditional ‘pop’ 
fashion (having previously toyed with The Inevitables, The Creeps, and even The Turtles). As an interesting 
footnote, the original TV script, written sometime before casting was complete, actually referred to the group as 
"The Combo", and featured a line-up of Davy Jones (always an early contender for a part) plus Rick, Wendell and 
CJ, three imaginary characters created by the writers due to the remaining places having not been filled at that 
stage ..! Wendell the Monkee ..??! 
      By mid-January of 1966, following near-frantic editing and re-cutting of the completed film to convince the 
mighty powers that be (having had to remove and re-sequence a number of the lesser scenes after a near-fateful 
audience test-rating), NBC had bought the show.  
      Months of rehearsals then followed for both acting and improvising, aswell as undertaking a number of 
necessary promotional duties publicizing the forthcoming series. San Juan, Capistrano, in southern California, 
was virtually taken over on one particular day as part of a Monkees publicity stunt, with the foursome collating 
and airing their unproven musical skills before an audience of journalists and bewildered teenagers, 40 at a time, 
on a trundling, travelling boxcar express (which apparently sent Micky’s drums flying in all directions). In fact, 
during this initial period, the foursome actually spent a great deal of time playing music together, as a band, and 
rumours abound as to whether any recordings were ever made of these early sessions. Supposedly, some did exist 
at one stage (with Nesmith offering the notion that up to one hundred tracks were worked on), but sadly they have 
never resurfaced, whilst also of note is the notion that the more musically orientated half of the quartet, Nesmith 
and Tork, even attempted songwriting together (whilst Peter was temporarily camping out at the Nesmith family 
home), although this minor aside remains frustratingly unfulfilled in the public eyes and ears.  
      However, despite all the musical progress being made, it became apparent quite early on that there was 
simply not enough time for the chosen foursome, regardless of their varying levels of capability, to hone their 
mismatched musical talents as one unit and the shows' producers were left with little choice but to pass musical 
responsibilities elsewhere. The boys would still supply the vocals to each tune, but proficient studio musicians, 
some of New York's and L.A.'s finest, would provide the musical tracks, and the songs themselves would be 
gathered and overseen by famed record producer Don Kirshner ("the man with the golden ear"), head of Screen 
Gems Music and the newly-formed Colgems label. With his renowned stable of established songwriters (including 
such noted ‘names’ as Carole King and Gerry Goffin, Neil Diamond, Carol Bayer and Neil Sedaka, along with 
the Tommy Boyce and Bobby Hart songwriting team ...) if anyone could do it, they figured, he could.    
      And did he just ... 
      
      With the first record release, "Last Train To Clarksville", appearing in the stores a month before the TV 
series even aired, it was soon shifting in excess of 500,000 copies. The groups' debut album, "The Monkees", 
subsequently appeared in October 1966, beginning a 13-week stint in pole position, with its' dominance only 
coming to an end when it was replaced at the top by "More Of The Monkees", the follow-up, which in turn enjoyed 
a 18-week stint of its' own at Billboard #1. 
      The TV series, upon airing, began hitting headlines in its' own right ... but it was fast becoming eclipsed by 
the early runaway successes of the music. Yet, underneath it all, despite the lavish rewards now raining down on 
the foursome and their parent company, despite the sudden influx of fame and fortune, there was a  growing 
resentment building and swirling amongst their musical peers. Even though the group now found themselves 
sitting comfortably atop the national charts they were, in truth, not really a band at all. Certainly not of the rock 
'n' roll variety. They were a creation. Created to meet the demand of an American teen-market, playing along to a 
music that was manufactured for them ... and people knew it.  
      "Idolised, plasticised, psychoanalysed, sterilised ..." British blues-rocker Brian Auger called them at one 
point during their 1969 TV special "33 1/3 Revolutions Per Monkee". Indeed, the four members themselves 
conjured up the encapsulating term "a manufactured image" during their vitriolic, yet triumphant rap in "Head", 
the 1968 movie created as a vehicle to eradicate their early beginnings and gain some credibility amongst the 
industry. 
      Even after the group actually gained some creative control over their music, following Kirshner's removal 
from the scene after the second album (an album the four boys knew nothing about until they saw it in the stores) 
the image created for them hung around like the proverbial albatross, flapping its’ excessive wingspan around 
their every move. Subsequently, despite their group efforts, as fine as some of them were, they were never taken 
seriously enough amongst their fellow musicians (despite positive comments coming from the likes of John 
Lennon, George Harrison and Beach Boy Dennis Wilson) ... 
      Nevertheless, here we are, over 33 1/3 years later, still discussing the credibility of The Monkees, still 
defending their image amongst the unknowing cynics who continue to snipe at them, still jealously laughing as 
Davy's eyes twinkle across a crowded dancefloor at the girl in the checked mini-skirt during yet another re-hash 
of the same TV script, and still listening, loving and buying the music ... 
      Fortunately, the industry treats The Monkees with a little more respect here in the twenty-first century. 
Maybe age and nostalgia has softened us. The Monkees, regrouped in varying degrees, have proven in recent 
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years that they can still sell out stadium shows to both young and old audiences alike, and the original albums, 
now all digitally remastered onto CD (many with previously unreleased bonus tracks), along with more recent 
recordings, are still available in the stores. Still available to a public ever eager to discover who Shorty Blackwell 
really was ... 
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