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it really is, so don’'t he
afraid to ("fnj(}y yourself
when you come along to
one of my concerts that |
hope to be doing in Britain
shortly. You can scream as
much as you want. As long
as you're enjoying what I'm
doing, then that’s fine.
Well, that's one night
mare over, and even now |

feel better having written

This week we’re present-
ing David’s regular column
in a slightly different way.
One particular question
which David selected to
answer is from reader J.
Davies of South London.
David thought hard about
the answer, and decided
that it needed more than
just the three or four sen-
tences that his responses

usually warrant. So here’s 1t down. You ‘understand
the question plus our super- Wwhat it is, don’t you 7 It's a
star’s very own private fear, 1 suppose, that you
answer . . . ‘ won’'t enjoy my songs any-
Q. HAVE YOU A PRIVATE more. With such terrific
NIGHTMARE? SOME- fans as vyou, though, 1

shouldn’t have to
about that, though.

Now on to a completely
different nightmare I have.
This one’s a real nightmare
~—you Kknow the Kkind—a
dream but a scaring one. I
really haven’t dreamt this
for some time now, but I
used to have a dream where
I was being chased by this
wicked looking lady—I sup-
pose you could say she
looked much like a witch.
She didn’t ever catch me,
I'm pleased to say, but it

THING PERHAPS WHICH worry
YOU DON'T LIKE TO
TALK ABOUT ?

David’s very personal
answer : As a matter of fact
I have. Actually I have
more than one private
nightmare, and 1 am now
willing to share them all
with you. It’s so difficult
when you keep things to
yourself for a long time,
and I hope and trust that it
will help me to get over
them if I discuss them with
you through my Mirabelle

column this week.

This, I suppose, brings
me on to my first night-
mare. I do want you to
want me, I really do. I
get annoyed with some pop
stars who say that they
don’t mind if they don’t get
the fan adulation that some
people get, because I don’t
truly believe that they
mean it. In my case I can't
remember a time when I've
said anything like that, be-
cause you are what I go on
singing for. It's for those

screams, cheers and letters,

was a frightening dream,
and although now you're
reading it in print it doesn’t
sound ‘scary, I can assure
you that it really was. 1
once woke up in a cold
sweat from that very dream
and I felt like I'd done a
week’s work. I was shat-
tered—so0 very tired! I
hope now that I've brought
that nightmare back to my
mind that I don’t have it
once more. Keep your fin-
gers crossed for me, please.

Here I go now with an-
other nightmare that kinda




