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is 1o hawe been David Cassidy. Bar-
ring the most extreme of circum-
stances, Cassidy will always be re.
membered as having been the
ultimate pop-culture pinup, the

“Partridge Family” icon men recall
having despised as kids and women
rempember a5 the crush that, in ret-
rospect, shows the cluelessness of
thetr youth.

Mavbe vou missed Cassidy's last
eomeback, a 1990 release unveiling
the mature David — everybody else
mssed it And with good reason: It
was an undistinguished mess, all
production and no songs. Werder
still, you had 1o dig in earnest to find
David’s thin and tinny presence bur-
fed deep beneath the mix. 5o let's
just treal this ag our introduction to
the “real” David, because whalever
else one may say, Cassidy and his
immediately, frighteningly familiar
and breathy croon are front and
center this time around,

There is one great song here,
“For All the Lonely.” It's got a
smooth, suppie beat and creates a
genuinely resonant slmosphere —
Cassidy’s vocals are even kind of
soulful. That's the album's little rev-
elation: Cassidy, once the crown
prince of bubblegum pop, has {or,
that iz, really, really wants to have)
soul. Wearly all the songs here -
“Treat Me Lake You Used To," “Teil
Me True” == @re funk-soul con-
structs, an emphasis thal ranges
{rom the explolness of "Soul Kiss”
to the church-choir culmination of
the album's closer, “One True
Love.” Both to credit Cassidy and to
damn hum with famt prase, he pulls
it off in a fashion that isn't nearly as
embarrassing as it should have
been.
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