By ERMA BOMBECK

- On one of my infrequent
trips to the beauty shop the
other day, I emerged knowing
more about David Cassidy
than any woman has a right
know.

There were no less than
- nine magazine covers flashing
~ his picture and luring me in-
~ side with such provocative
questions as, “DAVID RE-
VEALS WHAT HE SAID TO
HIS REAL MOTHER WHEN
THEY MET.'’ ("“Hello,
Mom.”) And “DAVID TELLS
OF HIS HEARTBREAK”
(Proriasis, what else?)

A young teenager has liter-
ally pushed off the front page
the perennial Lennon Sisters
whom I found near the back
of one magazine under a
headline, ‘“THE NIGHT I
TOLD MY SISTERS GOOD-
BY" by Kathy Lennon. (They
were all going bowling.)

[ had to turn inside to read

what Liz Burton thought-about
being a grandmother, (“It's

AL Wil's

T'he Real Scoop

l.nd

more fun than throwing a
Tupperware party.”)

Fven the muchpublicized
Jackie Onassig was on an in-
side page in a story called,
“WHY 1 CRIED ON MY
WEDDING NIGHT.” (It
seems she got Greece for a
wedding present and it was
the wrong color.)

[ kept trying to figure out in
my wildest imagination how
magazines can keep filling up
a book month after month
using the same personality,
As 1 sat there I could visual-
ize a “‘story conference” on

an upcoming issue.
“Okay, gang, we've got
David Cassidy on our cover

again this month, (Ooochs and
aaahs from the gang.) We
sent a photographer in
through his plumbing and got
a fantastic camera angle
through the lint and hair trap
of David brushing his teeth.”

“What are we doing for an
inside picture story?” asked
one of the writers, doodling on
a scratch pad.

“I'm open for suggestions
on that ¢ne.”

See-Through Blouse

“What about David in a see-
through blouse telling us how
he will feel when he's a
grandfather?”’

“We had that last month.”

“How about David having a
dialogue on sex with Donny
Osmond?"” |

“Have we ruled out the pos-
sibility that he could be the
fifth Lennon Sister?”

“Has he ever had his tonsils
out? We could do five pages
on, “I MADE FRIENDS
WITH A MAN WHO PULLED
A KNIFE ON ME.”

“I got it,”” said the head
writer, “How about, ‘THE
DAY MY STEPMOTHER
TRIED TO POISON ME.,?”

“You mean ., .. "” they all
sald.

“A picture story of David
being fed artichokes by his
stepmother, Shirley Jones.”




