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buddy and roommate, Sam Hyman. Sam
rushes to the driver's seat of the auto-
maobile parked outside the backstage exit
and David sprints into the back seat, then
pulls a blanket over him and slumps to
the floor. “David! Wait! Yeur pills!” onc
of his aldes cries, running after the
revved-up car. “Catch!” the aide wells,
throwing the small bottle of antihistamines
through the hali-opened car window.
David clutches them, then retreats under
the blanket, His eves are closed tight, his
heart is pounding. “Someday, this will all
be over,” he savs to himself, as the wvehicle
rumbles down streets he cannot see, back
io the confines of the hotel. “This will all
he over and I'll be on my desert island.
The sky will be blue, the sun will be
shining. I'll be at peace, I'll be free . . "

Twenty=two=year old David Cassidy is
no longer merely a television star (as
Keith Partridge on the popular Partridge
Family series), but the undisputed idol of
millions of yvoung teenage girls around the
country. Fans make it impossible for him
io be seen in public. He is besieged for
aulographs until “I feel like screaming to
those people, ‘Please! Stop! My hand is
falling off.” " Young girls send him thou-
sands of letters a week., They camped on
the doorstep of his beautifully rusiic
Laurel Canyvon house in such numbers that
he was forced to move. They even hid in
the clevators and antercoms of the hospiial
in which he was operated on last vear.
(“I didn't know whether to hire round-
the-clock nurses or round-the-clock Pink-
erton puards,” his manager, Ruth Aarons,
laments.) David never wanted the mad-
ness, the power, the ranks of hysterical fol-
lowers he's fallen heir to.

He is basically a shy, gentle boy—as
fragile and sensitive as his lean, lithe body
and delicate features indicate, Unlike other
entertainment superstars, who live from
party to party. who travel with huge en-
iourages of adoring women, David's pri-
vate life is withdrawn, almost spartan. A
friend, photographer Henry Diltz, says:
“"Whenever I go over to see him, he opens
the door and he's alone. He leads a bache-
lor sart of ¢xistence, I've watched him eat
dinner—a can of peaches, a piece of bread.
He could have his house full of girls, but
he's a guiet sort of guy”

M Nursing a glass of milk in his hotel
room, David savs softly: I wish that any-
one who has ever envied someone in my
situation—the Beatles, or Presley, or any-
one—I wish thev could be where I am,
could jump inte my white suit for just
one day., It's such a rush . ., T wake up
in the meorning feeling drained. I've got
io sing when I'm hoarse. I work on a
punch-card schedule, I've had them with
a gun at my head. almost, sayving: ‘Record!
We gotta get the album out by Christ-
mas.

Clearly, the pain of David’s heclic new
life has taken its toll. But the subtler
agony of the life he led before he became
a television and concert 1dol has also taken
iz toll. The feeling of being torn in half
—of being devoured, vet, ultimately, aban-
doned—is nothing new to David, First,
there was the hurt and confusion he suf-
fered from his parents' divorce, then the
pressure of a life divided between two sets
of parents. This combined crisis led him
to a short-lived carcer as a bicyele thief:
suspension from high schoel; a brief fling
in San Francisco's Haight Ashbury, where
other young confused tecnagers fled in the
summer of '67; and long sessions with a
psychiatrist,. Then, the moment David
thought he had found the peace he sought
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—when he was becoming successful as a
serious actor and had found comfort in
his Laurel Canyvon home—the new pres-
sures descended multifold, With the im-
inent purchase of an isolated island in the
Pacific, David looks forward to the strife-
lessness he has always desired wet has
never found, "Yes, I'm in the process of
buving an island."” he affirms. “I like to
be alone sometimes and now I find it
difficult to do so. It'd be nice to live there,
to eat fruit off the trees, to be free . . "

David’s woes began carly when he
was only 6, his parents—actor Jack Cas-
sidy and actress Ewvelyn Wood—divorced,
An only child, he felt pulled between
lovalties to the only two people he loved,
With the news that his father would soon
take a new bride—the beautiful wvoung
singer-actress, Shirley Jones—the pain was
compounded, David didn't meet his step-
mother-io-be uniil after he'd seen her on
the screen, He remembers: “Dad and I
walked into a dark movie theater, and
there in blazing color on the screen was
this huge head of a beautiful lady with
her mouth open wide, singing, ‘Ooooooo-
oklahoma. . . " It was so weird, so jolting,
I didn’t like or understand the whole scene.
[ didn’t know who this lady was, but I
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made up my mind I didn’t like her!

Meeting Shirley proved, of course, to be
quite a different thing, They became im-
mediate friends. “She was such a real
human being, such a nice person,” he re-
calls, Still, the shock of the broken home
settled quietly in the back of David's mind.
Today., David can articulate that feeling:
“I had a lot of rejection from my father
when I was voung. I wouldn't hear from
him for a vear at a time. A little boy
shouldn't be shunned like that.” This was
devastating enough. But on top of it, there
was new adjustment, new insecurity when
David and his mother moved from New
Jersey to Hollywood: “"Mom didn't really
have much money, and it was wvery hard
for us to get by in LA, We found a house,
but she couldnt get a job for a while It
was a completely different place. When
vou leave New York to come out here, it's
like starting from scratch, You don’t know
anvbody. The doors are very hard to knock
down.”

But knock down doors mother and son
finally did: Evelyn was remarried—to film
director Elliott Silverstein. David adored
Silverstein (“He's so brilliant, so alive and
agitated!"), but this love for his stepfather
proved another guandry, David was now
enmeshed in another tug-of-war between
divided loyvalties.

David looks back at it now and spares
his parents hlame for the loneliness and
confusion he felt. “Show business can be
hard on a kid, but that’s the nature of the
business. It has to do with the pace and
attitude of the people, the whole scene. A
lot of the bad things that happened in my
life didn't have to happen. They could have
been prevented if my parents hadn't been
in show business, My parents were victims
of circumstance.”

Sa, too, was David, The wounds he tried
to hide from himself blossomed into all
manner of antic rebellion. At 14, he became
a self-styled bicyele thief, “I had a hike
shop in my garage. I'd he walking home
from school and I'd see a bike sitting there,
and I'd rip it off and ride it home. I'd paint
it or do something neat to it. I ended up
veturning a lot of them, but I sure must
have caused those people a lot of grief”

Then, at age 16, in the famous Summer
of Love of 1967, David hightailed it to San
Francisco's Haight Ashbury. When he re-
turned from the disorienting experience,
he consulted a psychiatrist. This profes-
sional help—and a boul with mononu-
cleosis that bedded him down in solitaire
for 890 dayvs—pulled him together. “I spent

three months in the house. No socializing,
just thinking. I found out I cared a lot
about myself. I wanted to achieve some-
thing, to do something with my life”

That “something” was show business.
David, who secretly had “never wanted to
be anything else hut an actor,” set out in
pursuit of his goal,

B In New York, he won a co-starring role
in the Broadway prooduction of The Fig
Leaves Are Falling. His success as a serious
actor seemed assured but, on the advice
of his agent, he returned to California to
do television. Ruth Aarons remembers: “I
told him he could either stay in New York
and try to make it as an actor, or he could
come to California and be a star” The
words were undeniably attractive, and the
dazzled woung David temporarily forgot
the pressures he knew stardom would
bring—he made the move.

More confusion ensued., Elliott Silver-
stein, the stepfather he'd come to love, was
being diverced by his mother, (*I still
miss the guy,” David says now, a full
three wyears later.) His classes at Los
Angeles City College were becoming tedi-
ous, vet his father pressured him to con-
tinue, Finally, in exasperation, David gave
up. “It was a farce. I honestly went there
with the motivation of learning. 1 made
the effort, but it just didn't work out.”

Television, however, did work out. First
there were guest shots on several series—
Adam 12, Bonanza, Medical Center, Mod
Sguad. With his appearance on Marcus
Welby, M.D., David became a face that
agents, producers and thousands of teen-
age girls couldn’t put out of their minds.
With his role as Keith in The Partridge
Family, David was launched as a television
superstar and the successor to DBobby
Sherman as number-one heart throb.

At first, it was delightful: David had hit
the peak of success, but, happily, his per-
sonal life wasn't altered. He lived in a
beautiful, earthy canyon home with buddy
Sam Hyman and tweo dogs, “Sam” and
“Shish.” “I don't go in for the parties, the
restaurants.” he'd tell interviewers, with
I'{_“lﬂ.‘if_"d cheer. I just stay up here and
LW,

In the space of a year and a half, all
this has changed, David’s recording, inter-
view, concert and filming schedule have
him stranglcheld into a breakneck routine.
With thousands of sereaming leenage girls
in his pursuit, the word “privacy” is a
memory that's lost its meaning in his life,
David loves his fans and is enormously
grateful for the success they have given
him, but, he savs, "I need peace. I need to
breathe. I want to relax, to be healthy, to
be my own man,”

It is the night after David's concert at
New York's Madison Square Garden., Mem-
bers of his company—manager, P.R. man,
roommate, road manager, photographer—
are piled in a limousine, seeking the local
action. Pressed by the window in the back
seat 1s a wan, weary David: his sinuses
still clogged, his throat still sore. Quietly,
he is trembling. One of the guys orders
the chauffeur to drive to one of the city's
famous discotheques, “Ah, Henry, please!
Let's just go back to the hotel,” Dawvid
murmurs. But the car speeds through the
rain-slicked streets on its course. Out of
the window David sees skyscraper after
skyscraper, then the darting neon of Times
Square. His eyes sguint intensely; the
buildings and the neon and the throngs of
people blur from sight. His eyes close, he
slumps into the light reverie of exhaus-
tion, and his mind summons visions of
palm trees, naked land, deep blue sea:
images that will form the dream of his
sleep and, some day soon, the fabric of

his reality. W
by Sally Biskin



