Bopalong
Cassidy

For David Cassidy it has been a long fight back. It has taken

him most of the past 20 years to recover from being a teen

idol. When he says that he doesn't miss the old days, he
really means it. He talks to Adriaane Pielou.

WENTY years ago I would have been taking my life in my
hands having breakfast in pubhc W‘l(hrDlVld Cassidy. 1 would
by

have been

g fanlets and

probably ripped apart limb by hmb in the frenzy.

Those were the days when no big hotel in London or New York would have
Cassidy as a guest, not because of suite-destroying activities in the Led Zeppelin mould,
but because of the riotous armies of little girls.

Today, the girls who once fainted at the mention of his name are women in their
thirties and the hit records were long ago consigned to the discount bins.

Cassidy is 44, but he still looks
i i like the

idol
who once earned more than Elvis and
whose records outsold The Beatles. In his
skimpy black T-shirt and jeans he still
looks as if he could fit into the trademark
appliqued dungarces and purple
jumpsuits.

These days, David Cassidy is doing
what he did before The Partridge Flmily
star-making machine rolled over him. H
is acting. Ha has been starring on
Broudw-y — to good notices — in Blood

One of the things that has most
cheered him about it is the pounve
from other actors

reaction he
duwlon whom he respects.

And he has just written his
autobiography.

“When The Partridge Family show
came along, | was an actor working in the
theatre, living like any young guy. The
next minute, I was in an unreal world, and
it lasted a long time. We were prisoners. It
was an incredible pressure and all an
illusion: lwun'lawwhemneulheuly

promoted me as and no one can live
up to an dludon. 1 felt I disappointed

“When 1 left it,
ward spil

€ No one knew what
I was doing. I felt
ashamed — of who I
was, what I had
come from and the
mistakes I'd made.
I felt a failure. 9
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locked, wrought-iron gate of his
home.

Mmad-lwmdlwrmupoml.
therapy
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very dark.” For months he would lock
himself away in a room, drinking and
taking drugs to try to numb the
depression.

received, due partly to inept
management, partly to a recording
contract that earned him $15,000 in
royalties on 20 million album

partly to crooked i

never paid him hil dues from
merchandising gone.
Homeless, urleu. jobleu. fall ol
self-loathing and reds 1o sleeping in
friend’s spare room, hl took up ln

ion to go skiing in Aspen for a fow
days. At a eelebrity party he was sneered
at old friend Don Johnson, ignored

There are also all sorts of entertaining
vignettes: Elvis ringing up the agent they
share to complain lhn Cassidy was
earning more than he was; John Lennon
sitting on his bed one New Year's Eve
singing old

with his more recent songs, and a television pilot
childhood as the eldest son of the Irish to shoot. That will take him up to the
Broadway actor, Jack Cassidy. autumn, when he expects to embark, with
It makes engrossing reading. It is Km“‘ o, OB 8 praject closs (o
candid and honest, rather than “We're putting together a parenting
L y well wri video — pre-natal and post-natal
He may have been jous as faras  info-tain: with songs for children,” he
::oholmd went trn h::qdny but m.. d;t‘f::x:u. crinkle-free
more than made up for.that with sex; . | Very necessary
mmmldﬂﬂlllgn ‘sendless brief  — there's 30 much lame music around for-
encounters with groupies, une through the -



