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WIGS 4=

Selection of Ready-To-Wear much
Styles and 10 Attractive Colors! more

< 97

Wig Style 121

Wig Style 124
SEND NO MONEY!
FREE 10 DAY TRIAL!
Made of the finest Sarnel
fibers that look and feel so
much like real hair you'd
mistake it for your own. Can
be washed, set or restyled.
Cholce of colors: black, off
black, light brown, medicm
brown, dark brown, dark
blomde, light blonde, aubum,
platinum, mixed grey. Mention
stjle number and colar you
desire. Pay postman on de.
livery ulﬁ $4.95 plus C.0.D.
postage. Dr send only $4.95
with order and we pay post-
age. IF lltfd:llrnﬁﬂ.ir:
i 1 can return for full refu
MR Styin 125 within 10 days.

FRANKLIN FASHIONS CORP. Dept. H-587
378 S. Franklin St.,, Hempstead, N.Y. 11550

Sexy legs deserve
EVE hi-rise bikini 42,
pantyhose! 4\

Show off those beautiful legs in skirts as
short as you like. Eve Hi-Rise Bikini
" Pantyhose is innocently scenic,
Zaa and puts seams out of sight.
Designer quality that looks
great, fits great, lasts longer.
Sizes: SH 50" to 5'3", MD
5[‘3'1 tu 5 IIr TL SIEH tu slall'r
XT 5'8" and over.
Fashion colors: Beige, sun-
tan, taupe, coffee bean
and charcoal. $2.65
each, or $5.00
for two,
SPECIAL PROGRAM:  Postpaid.

FREE HOSIERY WITH RE-ORDER
Send check or money order today.

EVE COMPANY, INC.
Suite 214-M: 205 Worth Avenue
Palm Beach, Florida 33480

Your 3

Choice Williston Pl WY 11558

2 to 14, AAAA to EEE

Send now for FREE large new
catalog Illustrating in full color
over 100 brand new fall
fashions all stocked in

hard-to-get sizes.
Few cost over £14,99
and no extra charge

ul-!""ﬂ" fE'I-.; large sizes.
Bone, White, e alwar_s
Black Patent, Blue, refunded if
Brown or Black not satisfied.

HILL BROTHERS DEPT. 00581 pius glﬁg

241 Crescent Street, Waltham, Mass. 02154

David Cassidy

Continued from page 37

on the floor, drums, guitars, guitar cases, a
hi-fi and piles of record albums. On the wall
was an oversize photograph of the late Jimi
Hendrix and wunder it a sticker reading:
JOHNNY GOT HIs cuN. Ceiling-to-floor windows
in the corner logked out on hillsides covered
with smog haze.

Cassidy is not crass; he chose the bedroom
for our interview because it is “his” room.
There is another bedroom somewhere, occu-
pied by a roommate, and a bath and Kitchen,
With the charm of a male Perle Mesta, he
insisted on getting us a chair—an excellent
suggestion which eliminated the necessity of
David and his press agent and myself settling
on the bed, an arrangement that at my age
would have made for a weird ménage 4 trois.
He ran upstairs and returned in five split
seconds with the sort of box used by milkmen
for storage of bottles. He set it on end for
us, volunteering the information that it was
the chair he sits on when he eats, It secms
there's a table somewhere in the house.

It should be made clear at this point that
we do not intend to put down David Cassidy,
For all his bare feet and flared jeans and
tank top and the Indian headband he
promptly clapped around his skull (perhaps
dressing for the interview) , he is a charm-
ing. thoughtful, intense and well-bred young
man. Whether or not he would like such a
description is a moot point, but we make
it anyway. He would probably prefer us to
say—which we will—that he is a remarkably
free human being, a pure product of his own
generation, living as he damn well pleases.
(“1 live really weird and a lot of people are
put out by it.") But try as he might to reject
his upbringing, it nonetheless seeps out and
the mixture makes him one of the vounger
set that the Establishment—if it can shake ii-
self loose enough—ought to admire.

Slight of build, perhaps 5 6" and 150
pounds without shoes, he has truly hazel
eves and an olive skin that belies the Irish
ancestry inherited from his father, actor-
singer Jack Cassidy. David is 20 years old, but
barely manages to look 16.

“1 guess I get it from my parents,” he said.
“My mother has never looked her age and
my father—well, he still looks like 3 manne-
quin.”

The elder Cassidy and actress Evelyn Ward
were divorced when David was a small boy,
and Shirley Jones has been his stepmother
for 14 years. Oddly enough, the two look
alike; people who've seen The Parividge
Family often remark to David that he looks
like his mother, and he has to explain that
Shirley isn’t, really. Although he doesn’t de-
fine the fact, it's obvious that the split be-
tween his pavents profoundly affected his
life. Until he was 10, he lived in northern
New  Jersey “with my mother—and my
father, at times,” then with his maternal
grandparents, whose house still spells home
to him. He claims he had the privilege of a
normal boyvhood—"Little League, dirt under
my fingernails and all that"—but he was an
carly rebel. One school after another re-
quested that he depart forthwith.

“1 didn't make out too well in public

school, mostly because 1 never went
couldn't accept the punch thing where ever
body was a number. I was completely dis
interested in school—I got sort of lost.” Put
ting it lightly, he added, “I lacked a certai
amount of stability.”

He firmed up a bit when he moved to Los
Angeles to live with his mother in anothes
house that meant a lot to him—Evelw
Ward's home in Cheviot Hills. In that period
he attended a private school, where classes
sometimes numbered three and where the
teachers touched the rebel Cassidy.

“I even got interested in reading,” he said
“Looking back, I'm sorry about going from
one school to another because 1 think thar
upset my mother a lot. And she has lived a
lot of her life for me.”

Following graduation from the private
high school, he went back East, living briefly
in the guesthouse of his father and Shirley
Jones in Irvington-on-Hudson. The reason
for the move to the East was show business,
deeply ingrained in him through his parents
and his love of music. He recalls that he was
three years old when he first saw his fathes
on stage and immediately began singing
songs from the show. At six he was soloisi
in the church choir, “the one who stood up
and sang “Silent Night' at the Christmas
service." Guitar came a few years later and
at 14, when he got his drums, he was alreads
proficient with the sticks. He was 18 when
he tackled Manhattan and although he
roomed and boarded for a while with his
father, he was forced to take a job as a
mailboy in the garment industry.

“I hated it. The worst, I'd run out foy
auditions during my lunch hour and pray,
‘Please God, 1 really want to sing and act.” ™

His pravers were answered when, after
five auditions—doing the same thing each
time—he landed a role in Allan Sherman’s
play The Fig Leaves Are Falling., After the
fifth go-around, the decision was narrowed
down to David and another boy. Cassidy
savs his life flashed before him and when
they said they'd like him to stay, his knees
literally buckled. He rehearsed in the play
four months; it ran five weeks in Philadel-
phia, two and a half months in previews—
and one-half week on Broadway.

But he'd made it, even if it was only three
nights on the famous Manhattan Milky Way.

After that, he gave college a fling. He at-
tended night classes at Los Angeles City
College, working during the day on TV
roles in fronside, The Survivors and Marcus
Welly, M., among others. As a psychology
major, he felt “insulted by what college
offered,” and whether or not the lure of show
business bred impatience, he guit after one
semester.

1t was the end of his formal education, but
the beginning of cnergies devoted fulltime
to show business. David considers his role of
Keith in The Partridge Family a boon be-
cause it allows him to both act and sing.
“which for an actor-singer is an unusual op-
portunity on television.” The term actor-
singer recalls Jack Cassidy, whose son is cast
in the same mold of talent, yet David insists
he has never stood in his father’s shadow
nor traded on his name.

“I never mentioned the fact he was
father,” he savs. “As a maiter of fact, we're
so completely different you can't compare
us. We're from different worlds. He sings
legitimate stuff very well; T don’t know if
he does contemporary music. But I have
own thing—I'm my own person.”




