PART 22

velyn had been very upset when she
heard that David's first Broadw:
show had folded . . .

ay
Upset for his

She knew, from her own show biz.

with mest pleasure late
Se you can imagine how thrilled she was
when she learnod that David was actually
coming backhome! Especially as he wouldn't
be returning with his tail between his legs,
depressed by failure ut rather, full of
hopa for the future which had suddenly
opened out brighter for him once again
t was really wonderful to have him about
the place,” she recalls. But she had to
recognise that his time in New York
changed him quito a bit:

STRONG SON

“He'd grown up mule he'd been away,"
remembers, “I'd seen him off on that elann
as my ‘bay’, but o came back as a mature
young man and | realised that | had no more
need to worry. My son was sirang, he had
gritand he could be completely independent .

In the short time he moved back in
with me, he sort of took o ale of looking
alter me rather than it being the other way
around!"

For David it seemed great to be back on the
West coast . . . to look up his old high school
friends, to tuck into his favourite home-cooked
dishes, to go down for days to the beach and
soak up the sun

But, although David was blissfully happy in
his den at home, he too could feel that som
thing had changed inside him since going out

ast:

“| guess it was just my age,” he smiled.
You know the restiess feeling overybody gets
some tima or anothor . . some guys it
comes early, round sixteen . .. With othrs,

it may lie dormant till they're twonty ot 6. 1'd

gottan shot of my first bout by moving out 1o
fry | Bruudw«

t I'd still never actually shacked up on
my own properly. I'm not saying it wasn't
nice to have a home made for mel. .. Sure,
| knew I'd never have it 5o good as far as
comfort went I | maved into my own place.

“But remember, I'd been living among lots
of folks in the City who'd got their own places,
maybe sharing with friends, and | couldn't
help thinking sometimes that it would be nice
1o have a place like that myself.”

David didn't have any dreams that it would
all be lowely and luxurious —

“Ges,no! The money | was earning at that
time, | knew it'd be rough. But | siill had this
hankering to ry it out ... .

Maybe it would have remained just a hanker-
ing for a lot longer if his old friend, Sam
Hyman, hadn't been fealing exactly the same
way atthe time. While David had been trying
for stardom (or. at any rate, successl) on
Broadway, Sam had been, in his own words
“going nowhere in particular”.

Now, that wasn't precisely trus, because
he'd been earmarked to go somewhere only
too particular every weekend! Sam had been
called up for service with the Reserves. His
comment on his luck — "Uggh!"™

avid had never been in danger of being
calied up in the same way ... It's all the luck
of the draw, you could say. And in this case
it really wa: avid explained fo me how the
army reserve call-up system works:

“You see, we have a lottery system and, in
aach year, every ona born on the same day Is
glven a number by lottery. Then, in our case,
II\o first 200 were on call. | was okay, because

rew number 341. But Sam wasn't so
Iutky, He wasn't aven a border-line case!
He came in good and sure at number 31."

, while David had been wande
the bright lights and harsh disappointments of
Broadway, Sam had been learning how to
shoot a rifle, and how to kid the authorities
that he was keeping his hair trimmed sho

His carefully preserved secret was a ‘week-

Above: David chats with an old fan!

Below: A picture of David and a lucky fan,




