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WASHINGTON—""Are the car
doors locked?” the manages
asked, They were,

“0.K,, let's go,” and lhey
Jeft for the theaier.

Minuies lafer, the big black
Emousine with David slouching
in the back arrived at the Mer-
riweather Post Pavilion in Co-
lunyoia, Md. and there — Spilk
ing oui on {ve ertrance road,
overflowing ‘the guard rails and
melal barricades, was the Da-
vld Cassidy Fan-atle Club—hun-
dreds of shiny Brownies, eager
Glr] Seouts, budding Miss Amer-
ica conlesiants — all wailing
for their first glimpse.

They were reaching ouf lo
stop {he car, siraining to see
inside, waving, taking piclures,
screaming, €rying, pressing
pgainst lhe winkiows, |

“I1's David, i’s David,” they
squealed. "He's tere!”

Meanwhile, David the super-
¥zr, tolally cool and wilerly to-
geicer in blue jeans and red
ghir!, waved nhorctalantly, {hen
worked his shtouklers even |Ow-
er inla the plush upholstery.

A year ago Dayid Cassidy
was a 2-yearold {eenie - star
wilbh guest appearamces on
“Marcus Wethy” amd "“Bonan-
Z5."

Today David, his baby-blue
eves, and his throbbing delivery
are part of ihe folklore. He has

lhe leadl role In "“The Pariridge
Famiy” series,

The Parlridges are a Jolly,
Singing ensemhble — a sor{ of
¥ook-and-rulling, Soutbern Cali-
farnia, Trapp Family.

His conterts have bepn sell-
outs, semeiimes wilhin a2 day
and a2 hali afker {he fickels go
on sale, "I ThinX I Love You,”
the first single from the televi-
sion =how, sokd over five.mil-
lion copies, topping charts in
England, Auciralia and Japan
a5 well asin the US.A,

The cther records have sold
more tran a million each and
are sfill geing Slrong. Three
concerts one weekend produced
A gross of about $105,000.

David fap-afics are more: in

the permanent press league
lhan the funky denim-bottomed
ialitas vou find at Rolling
Stones or James Tavlor con-
certs, They're bralezs, some of
ihem, bal thal's becavse thevire
only € years old. They get hys-
ferical, but vou tan bhe sure
Ihey don't rip their clothes off
Or smoke grass,
_ The Pavition managemen!, as
in other iheafers where Lravid
plays, hired exlra matrons for
the ladies rooms ¢o {ake care of
the girls who faint. and an ex-
tra comtingent of guards — 2zl
niee fatherly men who won't
beat wp the xids when they try
{0 ruzh the sfage. These fans,
perhaps. hecause they're young-
er, are polile in their owp fren.
zied way; 1hey wsually turp
beck when so directed. Ty
may lry again, but Altzmonl
1t's nof,

Before he zppears, the ten-
sron finally culmiretes in ritosl-
istie chanling, "\e wan! Da-
vid, we warf David."”

When David firally sireaks
onstage in a blazine while en.
semble, !railing fringe in hiz
wake, ali hell hrcoks lecse,

Popping [lashwlbs,  sereams,
banners waving, girls rushing
down the aisles jumning up

ard down, clapping, stamring,
thrmring_thingspngit's 3 I'hrfzgﬁ
Fing exolcsion tha! sends re-
plays of those seenes in “A
Hard Day's Night" flazhing
through vour ming,

All the eengs sound {he same
and they all sel! millions of ¢op-
fes. David imMroduces each num-
ber with a sort of mumbled
commentary. No one knows
what he's saying and he doe<n't
seem (o krow what he's saving,
bul & fils up the spaces ard

Eives him a chance to ¢a*ch hi
Sty catch his

He strides acrass yhe Etage
when he's singing, Riving each
SHie of lhe house equs| time.
His slyle is pawky-yours. I re-
minds you of your brether do-

ing imitations in front of the
mirror.

Afler 12 high-powered num-
bers and a few plugs for the

Jalést album (they even scream
al the commercials) he tears
off the slage and imo a get.
kway car that whisks him away

Bill As A Teen-age Idol

before the mob c¢an- get him,
The limd rem*ins as a' decoy,
and wher It leay®s, carrying the
mansger knd whoever else is
wilhag t risk hls life, the
crowds are ready ahd wailing
to push Up and get thear |asi
glimpse of Mr. Perfect. They're
disappoinied.

David Cassidy is a superstar
and he's backed up by a well-
ciled merchandising machine,
The supecsiar sends the pre.
piescerl masses ol to squan-
der !heir adulatlon, Then [be
machine takes over and churns
out the recerds, posters, pice
fures, magazines, and siamps
for the fan mail,

The machine knows how (o
ascertain the markel, goer the
product to it, chouse khe rignt
material, book ihe concerls, pol.
ish {he image, The organization
knows haow {0 s&f up a conert
{o let the mosl tension bulld
jusf {o ihe rignt microdegree
and lhen, af just the rigM, pre-
cisely - figured miero - mement
David gels out there an! deoes
if.

It’s hard for scmeane over 10
lo figure oul Just whst I8¢ does.
Acling or singing &alent seems
irrelevant. A tune he can cor-
ry. His voice amplifics well, He
works very hard.

He's very prefty. A kille
Scrawiy, maybe, bul pretty,. He
has the fouwch of cherub that
Elvis Presley and FPaul Me-
Caitney have, His eyelids droog
marvelously on cue,

It's Hard 4o think of another
pop slar who's a5 well prepared
for the job as Travid Cassidy,
One can almosi imafine the
high school’ psychologist looking
at his apiitude tesis apd saying,
“David [ think vou should plan
on a career -as a teenage idel”

s father, Jack Cassidy, i3
a musical. comcdy and televi-
sicn sbar. His mober, Evelyn
Ward, is no¢ as wcll xnown vt
as an actrcss, sinZer and.-danc-
er has done everything [rem
Broadway lo a flashy, nioht
club dance act, His stepmother
is Shirley Jones, Academy-
Award winnint movie star and
his co-star on “The Parlodge
Family.”

He hasn'l had 1a gef his rose
fixed, lose weiehl, change  tis
name or licstvle. The show
business cnvironment, the di-
vorced parents, and the family
iriends with famecus faces have
prepared him well for the perils
of stardom.

The kid is always under ¢on-
trol. He knows what he's doing,
wiy and that 1 wen'l last for-
ever,

This is o lot of fun'— for
now,"” he tells you, "“Of colurse
1 don't plait-to be IS-year-old
Keith Partridge forever, The
transifions [']] have to make to
do ‘the things 1 want to do—like
make a good film—will prob-
ably blow some minds, Some-
fimes | wich this were all over,
but I know it will be some-day.
And [ woukln’l do if if [ didn’{
E'ﬂjn}' "Tt. 'r

Beineg a blg star is bard work,
The rouline of taping {he Par-
tridme Family during fhe day,

recording and reCearsing at
night and. playing concerf{s on
tne weekends 15 Xind of a mu-

s.cal decatalon. On one weeks
end ne dxl three concerds wear-
ing a surgical 1l {o hold in the
stiiches from a Tecemt gall
birdder operation.

“No, my mind has not been
blown by what's happened ihis
vear,” David confinued in ¢he X
miuwes of sineerity he alloezt-
ed to the inlerviewer. *T can
hardle i, Sure | wizh that I
had more privacy and more
time away from this star rouv-
tine, bt that will come.” 1
asked a doursyear-old gir] wh
e loved David. The answered,

“Because he makes me so
iﬂ}ﬂ{llls.”



