As you look around you in
the late afternoon sunshine,
you think that David Cassidy
couldn’t possibly have found a
better spot to give a concert!
The Performing Arts Center in
Saratoga springs, N.Y, is built
into a hillside and, although
it has a roof, it has no walls
and you can wander in and out
at any point. It makes going to
a concert there a lot like going
to a picnic—especially if you
sit on the grassy hillside in
back of the enclosure and watch
the concert over the heads of
the people sitting inside.

But on this particular after-
noon you have little time to
enjoy the beauty of the spot,
for you and the 8,000 other
happy fans who are beginning
to file in have only one thought
in mind—when is David com-
ing, and will I get to meet him!
Now you are doubly grateful
that there are no walls in the
Performing Arts Center, because
you can keep an eye out to see
if there are any cars coming
around to the stage door. And
every time one does, you and
everybody else lets out a de-
lighted yell and runs through
the rows of seats and out the
side to see if, at last, it’s really
David coming!

Suddenly you notice that on
the big stage David’s musicians
are gathering and starting to
tune their instruments. In spite
of your careful watching, David
must have already arrived, be-
cause the concert is about to
start! But before it does, you
recognize David's handsome



