
ix

xv

1

17

31

45

59

71

85

97

105

113

159

vii

FOREWORD

ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

PRELUDE

MY YEAR IN GERMANY

FROM HOSPITALS TO COFFEEHOUSES

TRAVIS PIKE’S TEA PARTY

BANNED IN BOSTON?

KNOWING WHEN THE PARTY’S OVER

NECESSARY EVOLUTIONS

A LIFE IN THREE ACTS

ABOUT THE MUSIC

THE STORIES IN SONG

THE STORIES IN RHYME

ODD TALES AND WONDERS:
1964-1974:  A DECADE OF PERFORMANCE



In 1956, James A. Pike formed Pike Productions to make TV 
commercials, political documentaries and special purpose films for 
industry.  His first theatrical release was 1964’s Demo Derby.
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 I was 19 and barely unpacked when I heard of the 
assassination of President Kennedy.  Viewed as a threat to 
the security of our nation and its servicemen abroad, we were 
ordered to our bases to prepare for action.  By December, the 
alert was rescinded.  I bought a used Sunbeam Alpine  sports 
car with which to explore my surroundings.  JFK had been 
so popular with the German people that everywhere I went, 
I received condolences, simply because I was American.  
 Toward Christmas, I was having supper in a restaurant 
in the picturesque little town of Lütjenburg, when a nun came 
through carrying a can, soliciting the diners.  She bypassed 
me, so I called her back and tried to put a few deutschmarks 
into her can.  She pulled it away.  She was not collecting 
money.  She was inviting people to draw slips of paper with 
the name and age of an orphaned child.  The idea was to 
buy an appropriate gift for the child and turn it in at the 
German Army base so the orphans would not be left out on 
Christmas Day.  I asked if I might draw from the can.  She 
seemed flustered.  I suspect she was not supposed to solicit 
from visiting servicemen, but I was far from home, had no 
one else on my Christmas list and would be grateful if she 
let me help.  She relented and I drew two slips of paper. 
 It began to snow.  I finished my supper and with 
closing time fast approaching, hurried to a nearby toy store.  
There, a female sales clerk, no more than 16-years-old, 
asked if she could help me.  I told her I needed gifts for two 
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girls, ages 7 and 9.  She asked me what they liked to play 
with and I told her I didn’t know.  The presents were for two 
little orphan girls.  She flushed, her eyes welled with tears, 
and she excused herself.  She returned a moment later with 
another sales clerk, of about the same age.  I asked her what 
was popular that year, and she showed me a toy electric bake 
oven.  It came with a lightbulb heating element and a few 
packages of cupcake mix.  I didn’t think that would work.  
When the cake mix was gone or the light bulb burned out, it 
wouldn’t be fun any more.
 The first salesgirl suggested that they had some lovely 
dolls. Although the salesgirls seemed to think they were 
too expensive, I chose two.  With the current exchange rate 
running about four deutschmarks to a dollar, I only spent 
about $8.00 for both.  They gift-wrapped them and taped on 
the sad little labels -- “Girl - 9” and “Girl - 7.”  As I left, they 
wished me the most sincere Merry Christmas I ever heard.
 The snow was now falling heavily, coating the little 
town with a soft, white glow which contributed to my 
overall sense of generous well-being.  For the first time that 
year, it was beginning to feel a lot like Christmas.  All I had 
to do was drive up to the German army base and leave the 
presents with the gate guard.  I dropped off the gifts, made 
a U-turn around the guard house and feeling really good 
about myself, started back down the hill to Lütjenburg.
 High-crowned cobblestone roads are notoriously 
slippery when wet, and that “White Christmas” blanket of 
snow hid just how treacherous they had become.  I skidded 
slightly as I turned onto the road into town, so I downshifted 
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IN THE BEGINNING

to let the engine act as a brake on my rate of descent. The 
downshift slowed the motor, but set the rear wheels spinning 
and I went into a sideways skid down the hill.   
 Being from  Boston, Massachusetts, I had plenty of 
experience driving in snow.  I steered in the direction of 
the skid and waited for the car to respond.  I wasn’t going 
very fast when the front wheels jumped the kerb onto the 
sidewalk.  I wasn’t going very fast when the front end 
crashed into the brick wall of the pub, either, but my right 
fender was crushed against my right front wheel, making it 
impossible to steer.  I’d stopped skidding, but I wouldn’t be 
going anywhere, soon.
 That entire afternoon my thinking and all my 
conversations had been in German.  Oddly, after the fender-
bender, as a small crowd gathered, I reverted to thinking 
in English and didn’t understand anything the natives were 
trying to tell me.  The salesgirls from the shop approached 
arm in arm.  When they recognized me, they began pleading 
my case to the townspeople, but my thoughts were far 
away.  I wasn’t injured -- just disgusted by my terrible 
luck.  Suddenly, strong arms pulled me aside, and the crowd 
pushed the car away from the wall.  Someone else appeared 
with a sledgehammer and began banging the fender away 
from the tire.  I was told to get in the car and see if I could 
turn the wheels.  I could.  Would the car start?  It did.  With 
one headlight still working, they sent me on my way and 
cheered as I drove out of town.
 Frank Dieter Andres was the mechanic in the 
Mercedes repair shop where my car was fixed.  He told me 
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that to get a good color match, the entire car would have to 
be repainted.  I selected Mercedes Wine Red over the drab 
gray of the Sunbeam’s initial incarnation.  
 We got to talking about cars, and I told him about Demo 
Derby and how the drivers deliberately smashed into each 
other until the last car still running took the checkered flag.  
Of course, I told him about my modified 1954 Studebaker 
Commander with its bored out Bearcat V8, belt-driven 
Paxton supercharger, racing cam and the flames that could 
sometimes be seen issuing from the three-quarter length, 
externally-mounted rippled lake pipes.  I also explained 
that custom car enthusiasts often named their cars, and I 
had originally planned to call mine “The Banshee,” but was  
considering “The Poltergeist,” when I blew the engine drag-
racing, lost my driver’s license and joined the Navy.
 Frank, fascinated by my hot rod stories and the concept 
of a demolition derby, was thrilled when I said I’d bring him 
some American Hot Rod magazines.  He was 17-years-old 
and had a girlfriend in high school who studied English.  He 
invited me to join them at an ice cream parlor after work.  
Up to then, we’d been getting by with my wretched German, 
but that afternoon, the magazines drew a crowd of teenagers 
to our table and all our car parts vocabularies grew rapidly.  
I told them about my custom Studebaker and they translated 
for Frank, which impressed him even more.  Asked how I 
could afford such an expensive hobby, I told them about 
singing rock ‘n ‘ roll for tips in dance bars.
 I’m not sure which was more exciting to Frank.  As 
crazy as he was about automobiles, he seemed equally as 
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enthusiastic about American rock ‘n’ roll.  That same night, 
he and his friends took me with them to a dance club.  Frank 
made a big deal about introducing me to the band.  I sang 
a few songs and before long, requests were coming in.  I 
didn’t get tips, but drinks arrived in abundance.  Not being 
a drinker, I shared them with everyone at the table, but we 
discovered that my old paradigm of singing song requests 
for customers, resulted in rewards, just as it had in the 
USA.  The crowning event of the evening came when Frank 
invited me to join his family for Christmas dinner with his 
grandparents.  I would not be spending Christmas alone.
 Oma and Opa (grandma and grandpa), were most 
gracious and delighted that I spoke some German.  After 
dinner, they asked where I was staying.  I had a room at a 
local hotel.  That was ridiculously expensive, they protested.  
They had a spare room.  From now on, if I was coming 
into town for the weekend, I should stay with them and that 
became my routine.  I’d come into town,  Frank and his 
friends would take me around to the dance clubs and I’d 
sing a few rock tunes.  The crowds loved it and I enjoyed 
the attention.  Before long, whenever we’d show up, the 
band would ask me to sing.  Now the club owners wanted to 
meet me.  Suddenly, I was in business.  I took bookings on 
my off-duty weekends with whatever band was playing, for 
which I was well paid. 
 One day in spring, I heard that the town was to 
be effectively shut down for the weekend for its annual 
Kinderfest (Children’s Festival).  There would be a colorful 
parade, and the German Army would host the townspeople 



to a day of feasting, drinking, games and dancing.  Everyone 
would be there, and I was invited.
 The kids and most of the adults were dressed up for 
the parade, including an ancient mustachioed policeman in 
full regalia, sabre by his side, wearing a Deutsche Polizei 
picklehaube (an ornate spiked helmet).  Frank and I fell 
in behind the parade and marched up the hill to the army 
base.  A trio of soldiers was playing pop tunes and German 
folk songs.  I was barely out of the buffet line when I heard 
Frank announcing me as an American Schlagersänger and 
Schallplatten star.  The first meant I sang hit songs, which 
was true enough, but I winced when I heard the second, 
claiming I was a recording star.
 By the time Frank was through, the crowd was 
applauding, so I sang a few tunes, all enthusuastically 
received, and thought that was the end of it.  In fact, as a 
result of my performance at the Kinderfest, offers came 
pouring in.  Before I realized what had happened, I was 
double-booked and publicized to appear with two different 
bands at different locations, several miles apart on the same 
nights.  I don’t know exactly how it happened, but I was 
told I had agreed to it at the Kinderfest, maybe while I was 
being mobbed by kids and parents.  In the confusion, when 
Ernst-Günther, son of the owner of Gasthaus Schröder, said 
I agreed to play in Behrensdorf, I may have been responding 
to a different question from someone else. 
 However it happened, Ernst-Günther worked out a 
compromise.  He would drive me to my first set with The 
Nightstars at The Koralle in Plön, drive me to Behrensdorf 
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Posters for 
The Vampiros 
at Gasthaus 
Schröder, 
Behrensdorf 
and 
The Nightstars 
at The Koralle
in Plön 
show me booked 
both places on 
May 16, 1964 
(one of the two 
Pfingstagen -- 
Whitsuntide in 
English -- 
shown in the 
Koralle poster). 
And therein 
lies the tale . . .
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where I would do a set with The Vampiros, then back to Plön 
for a final set with The Nightstars and back to Behrensdorf 
for a final set with The Vampiros.

 German rock promoter Werner Hingst rode with us 
that wild night.  He wanted to be my manager, so he asked if 
I could choose whomever I wanted from each band, whom 
would I choose?  He wanted to form a superband that would 
back me for both performances and recordings.  Fearing my 
Naval duties might interfere with scheduling, I had always 
been booked as a guest star.  He said that was no problem.  
He would do the same thing.  I didn’t know if he could land 
the recording contracts he suggested.  I only knew I wanted 
to give it a try.  
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 That night, during the shows, I was evaluating the 
players in both bands.  When the last show ended at three in 
the morning, I told Werner who I thought the best players 
in each band were, and he arranged for all of them to meet 
with us in a hotel ballroom in Preetz, the hometown of The 
Vampiros.  From their first practice together, they were all 
completely on board.  I looked forward to our return to 
Gasthaus Schröder, the following weekend.
 As I left the hotel, the small crowd waiting outside 
booed me! The young man who played the double-necked 
electric guitar and bass for The Vampiros confronted me. 
How could I do this? Who was I to say who could be in 
the band and who couldn’t?  Embarrassed by his anguish, I 
suggested he try to get together with The Nightstars, but he 
refused to consider it.  He was one of the founders of The 
Vampiros.  He’d be at Gasthaus Schröder to witness my 
downfall. The new band, who now called themselves The 
Five Beats, would be rejected by loyal Vampiros fans.
 That Saturday night, I experienced that “hole” in the 
pit of my stomach.  It was not stage fright.  I felt terrible about 
cutting that young man from his band, and his wounded 
expression was ever in my mind.
 When Werner introduced The Five Beats, there were 
no wild cheers, just a murmur of anticipation, and perhaps 
even hostility?  Both former lead singers sang before me.  
The music was tight, the vocals were superb, but the crowd 
withheld its approval.  I chose to start with Ray Charles’s 
What’d I Say? and signaled the band to start without me. At 
the last minute I leaped onto the stage and began to sing.
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 I kept the song going for more than 25 minutes, 
all the while springing and dancing and playing with the 
audience, even finding the angry young man in the crowd 
and involving him directly in my performance, holding my 
microphone out to him to sing the responses -- which he did 
-- and when I finally finished, the roar from the crowd was 
deafening. That one song completed the set and exhausted, 
I collapsed backstage with my heart pounding so hard I 
thought I might have a heart attack!

I apologize for the fold in the photo, the poor quality and 
framing, but this is the only shot of one of my leaps from the 
stage over the heads of the crowd and onto a table in their 
midst.  From there, I would hold out the microphone to the 
audience, encouraging them to sing along.  I’ll never be that 
“Twistsensation” again, but it was fun while it lasted.
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 It was several minutes before I recovered enough to 
sit up. I left backstage to get a drink, and there stood the 
young man, grinning wryly, waiting for me to appear to 
offer me a glass of Sect (a German version of champagne). 
He embraced me and wished me the best of luck.  He told 
me he now understood why I had done what I did. He was a 
trained musician, and although it made him sad to admit it, 
he recognized superior talent when he heard it. He said The 
Five Beats were superb and sure to go straight to the top. It 
was a gracious, sincere and welcome gesture.  From then 
on, The Five Beats and I only got better. 
 Werner wanted me to take them beyond the music. He 
wanted a show band, so I came up with ideas for skits. The 
former Vampiros already had bat-winged capes that hung 
from their guitars, so the Vampire Show was a natural. I 
needed a spooky song, so I taught them Love Potion Number 
9.  It didn’t matter what the words were as long as the song 
was spooky-sounding.  I added some maniacal laughter, and 
it worked, especially for crowds who didn’t understand the 
lyrics.  We came up with a Bedouin Show, based on the Ray 
Stevens hit, Ahab, the Arab.  I don’t remember what song 
was used, but we also did a Jungle Show.
 Teddy, my childhood nickname, proved easier for 
Germans to pronounce than Travis, so that was how I was 
introduced and billed.  Coincidentally, in England “Teddy 
Boys” were juvenile delinquent rock ‘n’ rollers who favored 
Edwardian fashions. At that time, rock ‘n’ roll was equated 
with delinquency and danger, which is probably the biggest 
reason, after the music, that adolescents were drawn to 



it.  My nickname, signifying youthful rebellion, probably 
contributed to the speed of my widespread name recognition.  
Within weeks, two recording companies expressed interest.  
My path to a satisfying and rewarding career lay before me.  
I was 20 years old.  Life was good.
 That autumn, my sports car and I were wiped out by 
a German armored military vehicle.  I sustained a broken 
ankle, some nasty gashes in my forehead and some very 
unhappy vertebrae. The next day, I was transferred from a 
fine German hospital in Preetz to the U.S. Army Hospital in 
Bremerhaven. They had no orthopedic facilities, so a week 
later, I was airlifted to the U.S. Army Hospital in Frankfurt, 
where the ankle was rebroken and set. The next day, fitted 
with a walker cast, I was discharged from the hospital and 
had to make my own way back up north by train. Exposed 
to foul weather, the plaster cast deteriorated rapidly and my 
ankle did not knit. I hobbled through a few more appearances 
with The Five Beats, which reassured my fans, but I felt 
more like a curiosity than a performer.
 In mid-October, I was transferred to Chelsea Naval 
Hospital in Massachusetts for reconstructive surgery, and 
that marked the end for the “Twistsensation aus USA.”  
Happily, it was not the end for The Five Beats who went 
on to greater things -- which suggests that I was, at least, 
pretty good at spotting talent. The guys in the newspaper 
story and photo on the next page are the same five guys I 
selected from The Nightstars and The Vampiros, living up to 
their potential. What happened after that, I don’t know, but 
I learned they disbanded in 1966.
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This flyer lists the band members, their instruments and some of the 
venues they played.  I was the “sixth” Beat.
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KIEL          Dienstag, 2. März 1965         Seite 5

TRANSLATION:  With banners and chanting, “The Five Beats” were 
celebrated when they won the band competition of the “Star-Palastes” 
on Sunday evening with an overwhelming majority of the votes. The 
second and third place bands chosen by the audience -- “The Rebels” 
and “The Five Times” -- were also from Kiel. Altogether, over the 
course of several days, close to 30 bands from Lüneburg, Hamburg, 
Neumünster, Rendsburg, Plön and Kiel -- all part of the “Hard Beat 
Wave” -- competed for the grand trophy cup, which The Five Beats will 
have to defend again in the fall. The winners have only been together for 
three-quarters of a year; they used to be parts of two separate bands. 
The group is made up of three guitars, drums and saxophone. The 
“boss” is drummer Norbert Wechselbaum. So far, the two decorator 
apprentices, two students and the sales clerk make music “on the side.” 
That’s also how it is intended to stay for now. But who knows what the 
results of the demo recordings with two major Hamburg record labels, 
arranged for the winners by Manfred Woitalla, might portend?
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 In January, 1968, The Boston Herald Traveler’s 
article about the “Boston Sound” gave as much space to 
Travis Pike’s Tea Party as it did to the Boston Sound, going 
into who we were, how and when we got together and our 
special skills.  The reporter might have been a fan, but he 
was no clairvoyant.  We never were signed by a major label.
 No book about those times and places can be 
complete without mention of Alan Lorber’s 1967 Boston 
Sound marketing plan.  The plan was sound, by which I 
mean logical, but had little to do with “sound” in terms 
of intonation, instrumentation or musical style.  His idea 
seemed to be to create a sort of “off-Broadway” clearing 
house for new talent spawned by Boston’s coffeehouse 
scene, taking advantage of the city’s quarter million college 
students as a proving ground.
 The flaw in Lorber’s plan was probably its name.  
With the advantage of 20/20 hindsight, I think Boston was an 
excellent hub from which to launch an “American Musical 
Revolution,” but the use of the word “sound” contributed to 
its demise.   
 Back in January, 1968, pundits were predicting the 
Boston Sound would eclipse the San Francisco Sound and 
the cold war between the mainstream and underground media 
began heating up.  The Boston Sound was immediately 
labeled corporate hype - especially by fledgling, counter-
culture, San Francisco-based Rolling Stone Magazine.
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By JIM MORSE

          The current Newsweek proclaims that the Bos-
ton Sound is “what’s happening” in the music busi-
ness today.  Major recording companies have scouts 
here checking the sounds and musicians making 
them.  What amazes insiders is not the sudden 
recognition, but the fact that the talent has been here 
for years with no recognition, not even locally.
 The Beacon Street Union, The Phluph, Or-
pheus, and The Ultimate Spinach are the names 
of local groups whose albums are being released 
this week.  The next combo to be snapped up by a 
big label will be Travis Pike’s Tea Party.  It took 
eight months to put this outfit together, and six 
months of rehearsals to learn the 80 original songs 
the group performs.
 Karl Garrett, lead guitarist in the Tea Party, 
is considered one of the outstanding classical gui-
tarists in New England.  Pike, who is from Newton, 
starred in the movie, “Feelin’ Good,” which was 
filmed here two years ago.  The group has been 
featured at the Psychedelic Supermarket in Ken-
more Square and the Unicorn Coffee House, where 
it’s making a repeat appearance this week.

Boston Herald Traveler, Friday, January 26, 1968
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 Even worse, the marketing plan was anathema to 
Boston’s Brahmins, the conservative upper-crust of the East 
Coast establishment, who believed drugs, decadence and 
dissidence were promoted in pop music and lyrics.  Their 
concerns were true enough, nationally and internationally, 
but less so in the Boston music scene.  
 We at ground zero, who believed we could identify 
the San Francisco Sound and the Liverpool Sound by 
listening to them, found no unifying sound dominating our 
local music scene.  The most popular sound in dance clubs 
was the Motown Sound.  Folk music, much of it only “folk” 
in style, still drew young people to coffeehouses, but even 
Dylan went electric at the Newport Folk Festival back in 
1965, and by 1968, Travis Pike’s Tea Party, drums, electric 
bass, electric guitars and all, was playing in coffeehouses. 
Rock, blues, jazz and country music remained popular in 
their dedicated venues, all across Boston.
 January was a good month for Travis Pike’s Tea Party.  
We were booked for two more weekends at The Psychedelic 
Supermarket.  The first was with The Fugs, who by their 
own admissions, were not musicians, but satirists.  The 
Supermarket crowd found them hilarious.  Spirit was next 
-- excellent musicians from Los Angeles.  They rocked, but 
they played jazzy stuff, too.  Karl and Phil wanted to do a 
number in our Jazz Trio configuration, featuring Karl, Phil 
and Mikey Joe, to show Spirit they were kindred spirits.  
The audience reaction made us stick with plan A.  There 
were five of us and Spirit, while obviously talented, didn’t 
heat up the room the way we did.

BANNED IN BOSTON?
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Unlicensed cuts of If I Didn’t Love You Girl have appeared on 
foreign compilation albums and a new version of The Likes of You 
is included in Odd Tales and Wonders: Stories in Song.
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 We finished January back at The Unicorn and 
according to a notice (found online), the J. Geils Blues Band 
was to play a Rock ‘n’ Roll Festival at The Catacombs to 
benefit Project 50, a YMCA affiliated organization.  The 
show would feature Sky People, The Third World Raspberry, 
Cloud, Travis Pike’s Tea Party and The Collwell-Winfield 
Blues Band.  The event, scheduled for February 14 and 15, 
1968, was cancelled when the venue lost its license after a 
police raid, five days before the show.
 Fortunately, we’d been discovered by a group of 
students from the Rhode Island School of Design who 
owned The Rubicon Coffee House in Providence.  It was a 
great gig with enthusiastic fans in a small but packed room.  
After our first gig, they arranged to book us once a month.  
The morning after our April 4th performance, one of our 
vehicles was vandalized and some equipment was stolen.  
The local authorities told us it probably had nothing to do 
with us.  There had been a rash of crimes that night, which 
they believed were in reaction to the assassination of Martin 
Luther King, Jr.  We were simply a random target.
  In April, Squire Rushnell launched his variety show 
Here and Now, and, true to his word, offered us the job as 
house band.  For people unfamiliar with the pecking order 
among Boston’s radio stations in the late sixties, WBZ radio 
was still a powerhouse in the world of Top 40 rock ‘n’ roll.  
Reasoning the TV show would finally get us a recording 
contract, we signed on.  Shortly thereafter, we signed a 
recording contract with Alma Records -- not the major label 
we’d hoped for, but Joe Saia’s label, and he was the owner of 



64

ODD TALES AND WONDERS,  1964-1974:  A DECADE OF PERFORMANCE

the AAA Recording Studio where we taped the TV show’s 
music.
 Weekdays, we were busy selecting, arranging and 
recording music for the show, but we played the MIT Spring 
Weekend at Boston’s Bradford Hotel on April 26th.  We 
recorded If I Didn’t Love You Girl and The Likes of You and 
premiered them on the second and third episodes of Here 
and Now.  Only one was ever broadcast.  The completed 
third episode of Here and Now never aired.
 WBZ called a hiatus to work out bugs in the show.  
Here and Now had been keeping us busy, but now we would 
be available to play the First Annual Boston Pop Festival at 
The Psychedelic Supermarket on Friday, May 17th.  It was 
fun to be back in front of a live audience, and we promoted 
our new record, asking our fans to call in and request it 
be played on the radio.  William Phillips, a critic covering 
the festival, wrote, “Travis Pike’s Tea Party performed in 
about every conceiveable pop style from straight rock to 
psychedelic to folk to rinky-dinky ragtime.  Aside from an 
excessive fondness for gimmickry and bad humor, they are 
pleasing and versatile entertainers.” 
 The “rinky-dinky ragtime” number was A Red-
backed, Scaly, Black-bellied, Tusked, Bat-winged Dragon.  
As for gimmickry, I think we performed our vampire show, 
coffin and all.  It was the kind of thing we would do at a 
festival.  Ultimately, Travis Pike’s Tea Party’s original 
material reflected all the current musical trends in Boston 
-- which brings me back to The Boston Sound.
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 I suggest the real Boston Sound was neither sound 
nor genre, but an eclectic and inclusive mosaic of sounds 
like what Travis Pike’s Tea Party regularly played.  I had 
been active in the coffeehouse scene, but my roots were even 
deeper in show tunes and rock ‘n’ roll, and since I wrote 
the songs, we played in “every conceivable pop style.”  We 
were certainly “a” Boston Sound, but never part of that 
promotion.  We had set our own course, and it looked good 
-- until the TV show was cancelled.  Here and Now was too 
far out for there and then.
 Worse, WBZ Radio switched format from Top 40 
to adult  contemporary, which meant they wouldn’t play 
our record and WRKO, now the dominant Top 40 station 
in Boston, refused to play our record despite frequent fan 
requests -- and said as much to some of the callers.
 It was time for me to reexamine our paradigm.  
Summer was upon us, and everything was booked up.  We 
were unlikely to land any significant new gigs until the 
schools and colleges reopened in the fall.    George was all for 
taking the summer off.  Phil was trying to line up a summer 
gig with a jazz combo.  Karl had some guitar students, but 
they barely paid the rent -- and if Mikey Joe went home to 
stay with his parents for the summer, Karl wouldn’t be able 
to make the rent at all.  I could hold out, but I feared the 
band might fall apart if I couldn’t get something going right 
away.  Of course, if our record took off, we’d be fine, so I 
decided to focus my attention on that. 
 Recordings are the permanent record of who’s who in 
music.  We only had a 45 rpm single.  Although we had been 
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This is the first time we heard the shows described as pilots.  The 
original inference was that they would be making adjustments to 
the format and we’d go on from there.  Apparently, the “bugs” in the 
show (although not the giants of my song, Land of the Giant Bugs), 
were tough and tenacious -- and while still afloat, we were suddenly 
cut adrift -- without a pilot. 
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featured in radio promotions and even, briefly, had a TV 
show, both radio and TV broadcasts are gone when the show 
is over.  Reviewers rarely comment on one night stands.  
Unless their readers can go to or avoid the performance, 
the review is meaningless.  And if someone who saw us 
mentioned it, the conversation would likely begin, “You 
missed a great show last night!”   
 Our loyal fan base was numerically insignificant.  
Many of our gigs were private functions, like the WRKO 
Harbor Happening, the New England Life Christmas Party 
or the Gunstock Acres Real Estate Weekend.  Others were 
sponsored by fraternities, sororities or companies for their 
employees, customers, members and guests.  These events 
were not small -- 1500 students and their friends showed up 
at one MIT mixer -- but such events were not open to the 
general public, and the advertising was highly targeted.
 Thanks to our Rhode Island fans, we were the first 
and only rock band ever to perform at The Providence Arts 
Festival.  Even with that crowd, I calculate the number of 
people who saw us and heard us perform between May 
1967 and May 1968, when we were most active in the New 
England market, was between 45,000 and 60,000.  Overall 
attendence at our events might be almost double, but I only 
count fans once, no matter how many concerts they attend.
 I went to WRKO to ask program director, Mel Phillips, 
why he refused to play our record.  We met in the lobby of 
the building in Kenmore Square where my father had been 
a vice-president of WNAC-TV until he left to form Pike 
Productions.
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This August 1968 issue featuring The Who on the cover, contains 
an article about Travis Pike’s Tea Party, citing our enthusiastic 
reception at the Providence Arts Festival, but provides no review 
for that event.
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 Mel was shouting at me as he came down the stairs 
to the lobby, claiming that by doing the TV show at WBZ, 
I had gone over to the enemy, and now that WRKO had 
triumphed, he would see to it that Travis Pike’s Tea Party 
would never be played in Boston.  I was astonished.  We had 
worked on a short-lived TV show.  He was programming 
music for radio.  
 By his raving and the zealot’s gleam in his eyes, I 
saw that attempting to reason with him was a waste of time.  
Clearly, as long as he controlled the programming, Travis 
Pike’s Tea Party would be “banned in Boston,” which, 
historically speaking, put us in some really interesting 
company.  So, I grabbed Mel by his mutton-chop sideburns, 
kissed him goodbye, turned on my heel and set out for 
California.
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