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When I was three years old my best friend was Davy Jones. He was cool and he was British. 

He was also the lead singer of my favorite band. Those of you familiar with ‘60s pop culture may 

recognize Davy as the lead singer of The Monkees, but to me he was a fun playmate (we loved to 

pretend we were firemen) and someone I could blame everything on, since no one else could see 

him (except on TV).    

At the age of three I didn’t understand the concept of reruns; to me the show I was watching 

almost daily with my father was completely new and funny. I had no idea that the show was already 

20 years old at that point, or that its stars were older than my parents. I had the biggest crush a 3-

year-old could have on that boy with the accent who sang “Daydream Believer” at the end of every 

episode. I also had every one of their greatest hits memorized – an impressive feat for girl my age. 

With my overactive imagination it was only natural that my invisible friend would be my favorite 

person it the world at that time. My parents, recognizing my infatuation with the band, bought 

tickets and took me to see them when they came to Hershey that year as part of their 20th 

anniversary reunion tour. It was to be my first ever concert experience and you could not have 

found a happier girl anywhere at the time. I was going to see my Davey sing in person! 

I remember being extremely bored by the opening group. It was a male and female duo, 

whose names have long been lost in my memory. Sitting there listening to music I had never heard 

of and had no interest in was a struggle for me. I became just as fidgety and whiney as you could 

expect a child to be. My parents were patient with me, as they too had to sit through an opening act 

they had no interest in. Finally, the opening act finished and intermission began. This may have 

been the longest part of the night. After what seemed like an eternity to a bored 3-year-old, the 

lights began to dim. There was movement on stage, but from my viewpoint I couldn’t see much. 

Then I began to hear music. Suddenly, the lights came up and there were Davy, Mickey and Peter 

(Mike Nesmith wasn’t touring with the band at this time, but that had no effect on me whatsoever; I 

was there to see Davy) singing “Last Train to Clarksville.” I slowly leaned forward in my seat, trying 

to get a better look. I looked over at my parents with big, round eyes, “those are my Monkees!” 

Those were the last words I spoke for the duration of the concert. I turned back to the band, where 

my eyes remained glued the rest of the night. According to my parents I never moved a muscle as I 

watched the band I loved so much perform on stage.  
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