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Lights . . . camera . .. ACTION!

Welcome to chapter 1,997,956 of the
most insane soap opera in history! This
time around there actually IS some
action, as opposed to my usual kind of
chapter, which David calls “the best
sleeping pill in the world!”

Evervbody seems to think that just
because David's a star we lead fasci-
nating, exciting lives, 1 Fuess we do,
some of the time—but a lot of our days
are about as interesting as a geography
lesson! What am T supposed to do on
those dayvs—make stull up? Well, 1
believe in being honest, so don't blame
me if T'm not the most exciting writer
in the world all the time!

Even though T'm not exactly William
Shakespeare, still a lot of vou have
written and said that vou really like
to read this, and T want vou to know
that that makes me really grateful,

In fact, if T get a hundred more
letters that sav something nice ahout
this column, David’s going to eat myv
words—the words in the column month
before last! He said it was as fascinat-
ing as the back of a cereal box, and
I was toolish enough to bet that a lot
of people would like it! So keep those
cards and letters coming, OK?

We just got back from a whirlwind
10-dav tour that I'll be dreaming about
for weeks! Everything happened, good
things, bad things, in-between things,
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the whole wav—from Hollywood to Bos-
tom, Montreal., Scranton (Pennsvlvanial,
Madison (Wisconsin), Ailwaukee, and
Oklahoma City!

ALL FOGGED IN
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to change planes in Chicago. We hadn't
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have this feeling that nothing can go
wrong when a tour is just starting!
Well, Chicago was fogged in and there
was no airline plane going out—so we
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Wis IS it

The only exclusive column written personally
by David's best friend and roommate Sam

Hyman. Here you'll read about the REAL David

It was a 737, which seats about 495
people (which meant there was lots of
room to run around and vell and do
all the things vou can’t do on a regular
flight) and we had our own stewardess
and everything.

We called it the "Cassidv Special”
and we had a ball! Our road manager
got tickets on our plane to the other
passengers who had to get to Pennsvl-
vania, and thev sort of sat clued to
their seats all the way, thinking thev
were trapped in this plane with a
bunch of maniacs!

The Cassidy Special hit some rough
weather, skipping along like a stone
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and held on tight!

We were bouncing around, and gui-
tars were sliding up and down  the
aisles, and David really looked scared!
In fact, T was sitting there, thinking
how scared he looked and all of a
sudden he looked at me and started
langhing! “Boyv, do vou look scared.”
he said,

from one who knows him better than anyone
else! Sam will be telling you intimate secrets
about what it’s like to live with David. So, be
here every month for all his exciting stories!

I don’t think anvbody actually
thought we'd land ever, but we did—
and we found out our troubles were
just beginning! We walked into the
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David’s costumes had been stolen!

NEW CLOTHES

There was glass all over the floor
from the broken window and the closet
was standing empty. All of David's cos-
tumes  were L:mu*—um] thit |1ight he
went on in some clothes he threw to-
rether — Levis and  a shirt  someone
loaned him—and he liked it so much
that he's going to dress that way from
now on, He thinks it's “more real”
and 1 think he’s right!

S0 anvway, the "New Look” for
David happened hecanse his clothes
were stolen, As David said, "Some-
thing good comes out of almost every-
thing!” (We'll have sketches of those
new  costumes in this column  pretty
rquick=mavbe next month.)

There were no more major disasters,
but we all got pretty worm out and
I caught the worst cold in the history
of the world, which is still with me.
David was shouting “here comes sick-
ness” every time I walked into a room,
and all the others were running away
from me, because singers can't catch
cold on tour without wrecking every-
thing.

As usual, despite all the problems,
the tour was fantastic. The people
everywhere were so super that it al-
ways gave David a new burst of steam,
no matter how tired he was. He's get-
ting hetter and better, and I don't think
I ever saw him be as good as he was
on this tour!

In fact, on the way back we were
in a 747, vou know that gigantic two-
storv plane with the piano and the
evervthing else? Gradually we all found
our way to the piano, and David sat
down and plaved, and we all sang and
messed around,



