ing in the yard—either-a shaggy one or a
smooth-coated one. And now and then
you might notice a handsome boy sit-
ting on the grassy lawn, reading or just
relaxing in the sun.

Who is he? If you come closer, you’'ll
see it’s David Cassidy enjoying his very
own secret love nest. Perhaps you'd like
to come inside . . .

David's house is small and cozy so it
won't take him long to show you
around. First, though, he’ll offer you
something to drink. His refrigerator is
usually pretty empty, but there’s some
ice cream, if you'd like it. And how
about coffee or a coke?

He studies his script while
relaxing on his bed. He likes this

comfy, everything-handy decor.

David’s furniture is the simplest pos-
sible—orange crates and a studio couch
to sit on (“But I sit on the floor, too,”
jokes David. “It"s just as comfortable.”),
a couple of tables, one holding a type-
writer, and a narrow bed.

Nevertheless, it seems very comfort-
able, and you feel right at home as you
git on an orange crate sipping your
drink.

In contrast to his furniture, David's
stereo components and record collec-
tion are quite impressive. He asks you to
make a selection, and then you both sit
back and enjoy the sound. Later, if youn
insist, David just might play some of
The Partridge Family’s music for you,
too.

In the corner you'll notice one of
David’s most precious possessions, his
beautiful Gibson guitar. One of his fav-
orite ways to spend an evening is singing
and playing with friends.

“How about joining us tonight?"
he'll invite you—if you like to make
music as much as he does, that is.

David also spends a lot of time writ-
ing—mostly songs and poems. That’s
why his typewriter is hardly ever empty.
By his bed is a pile of fan mail to read
later on. David still answers as much of
it as he can, but he admits he gets just
too many letters now to answer them all
personally.

On a table near his bed you’'ll see
some of David's favorite things—a
stuffed elephant from Pakistan and
other bronze and pottery ornaments,
along with telephone and reading light.
Next to the bed is his small television
set.

¥You can tell quite a bit by the
way a person lives. David's
glad you've come to know him better.

“It’s very convenient for watching a
late, late show,” David grins.

David confesses to being a bit of a
night owl. He oftens studies his scripts
or reads into the wee hours of the morn-
ing. But he has to get up so early during
shooting of “The Partridge Family,”
he's turning in a littlé earlier these days.

By now it’s probably about time for
David to walk his iwo dogs, Sam and
Shish. And if you’d like, you can come
along. You can tell they like you from
the way they wag their tails and lick
your hand. They hope you'll come back
to visit. And David’'s smile tells you he
does, too!
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