He was more than two metres tall, dewy eyed and drop-dead gorgeous, but for
English teenager, Judy Rumbold, finding a man to match the pin-up perfection
and predatory nature of *70s heart-throb David Cassidy wasn'’t easy.

READING

DON'T think I'm exaggerating

when | say David Cassidy was

probably the most divine crea-

ture ever to draw breath.
Viewed alongside the other tooth-
some heart-throbs of the day —
Donny Osmond, David Soul, the Bay
City Kollers — he was in a league of
his own. Those heavily lashed, girly
eyes, that softly feathered hair, the
glittering banks of flawless dentistry
that went on for miles; he really was
drop-dead gorgeous.

As a modest tribute to this rare,
fragile beauty, | had an enormous,
eight-foot poster of him on my bed-
room wall, flanked by a crucifix and
some horse pictures. In aesthetic
terms, of course, Christ in extremis
and any number of steaming, snorting
examples of equine perfection could
not detract from the vision of loveli-
ness that was Cassidy, resplendent in
denim-effect shirt and uncompromis-
ing loon pants.

At the age of 11 or so, my eyes were
on a level with his splendidly defined
crotch. But don't get me wrong; it was
all very innocent. I'd kiss him (or,
rather, the area rougly approximat-
ing his trouser flies) moist good-
nights, weep in time to his second-
rate records — “How can I be
sure/How in a world that’'s constantly
changing/How can I be sure/Where |
stand with you?" — and scream at the
telly during what I now acknowledge
to be truly risible attempts at acting in
“The Partridge Family'. As | say, all
very innocent, if a little foolish.

With the onset of puberty, the rela-
tionship between me and the looming
wall-poster changed, but I couldn't
quite work out why. I searched Cas-
sidy’'s face for answers. He gazed
back from his position up there with
the cobwebs and the bogs of redun-
dant Biu-tak, wearing his usual look of
limpid vacuity; the same sort of
expression that I imagine prompted
legions of grown men to enjoy sexual
fantasies about Marina, the deaf mute
puppet in ‘Stingray’.

But while Marina undoubtedly had
a good excuse, Cassidy couldr’t o0l
me with his silent act. During the day-
time, his presence above my bed was
comfortable, natural ana his gaze reg-
istered nothing more sinister than
benign, knockabout cheeriness Bu
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troughs of the blisterv anagiypt» 'ano-
scape — he changed. waichec ain:
turn leeryv and suggestive. Preaacor-
eyes would follow me roume (he:
room. Even under the peo. © <oun:
feel those bankably flirtatious W
poois of desire boring a routs: througi
the winter-weight canaiewick (. go:
to the stage where the simpie: ac* o
getting undressed a bea me
embroiled me and Cassiav 1 some
major sexual mindgame.

He always came out or 1op Faihiny
to find an adequate hiding place
was forced to beat 8 modes: gingenv
path to the bathroom, wher- woulc
clamber into my pyjamas v the aark
well out of range of those searchugb.
eyes.

In retrospect, the Cassiav exper
ence was probably the firs: sigr tha
Catholicism, men and sexua: aesire
were not notions that you coulc enter-
-fain simuitaneously and stil: expec (¢
eajoy a swift and incident-free pas
. sage to b ¥ Y 5

But despite the supressions that the
disapproval, the ignorance, and the
agonies of an adolescence spent
under the illusions that love, sex and
procreation were privileges enjoyed
by a small, select (and greatly
envied) group of randy gerbils used
by the school biology lab to illustrate
reproduction, | was determined to
find my own David Cassidy.

It didn’t take me long to realise I'd
got a fairly tough search on my hands,
and would have to cast my net a good
deal wider than Sutton Colfield parish
and the Church of the Holy Trinity.

I mean, what sort of religion was it
that, at every opportunity, had its
menfolk wearing frocks? All right, so
Cassidy was no beefcake, but at least
he knew what trousers were for.
Where I came from, men tended to
flounce around altars in surplices and
what looked like special-occasion doi-
lies. Even boys from school, who
you'd seen desperately attempting to
affect shandy-inebriation at youth
club the night before, had their
labored attempts at cool negated the
next morning, when they'd appear as
church altar servers in frilly smocks,
their hair splatted down by mum'’s
Spit.

Nevertheless, in my community it
was every mother’'s most ardent wish
that her daughter would meet and
marry a Good Catholic Boy — ideally

a friend of the family with a rock-

solid medical history, aspirations to a
mediocre future in bank-clerkery and
assurances of fertility demonstrated
by ever-expanding flocks of siblings.
There is still a gaping hole on the
dining room sideboard at home, wait-
ing to be filled by a tearfully taffetta-
ed me, fresh from being joined in joy-
ous Christian union with some pious
dork in a tailcoat. But it will never
happen. Catholic boys weren't for me;
nor indeed were they for my two sis-
ters or any of my Catholic friends, all
of whom married atheists and agnos-

tics.
I can’t say I blame them. Unless

you liked halitosis, beige anoraks and
wonkily side-parted hair, GCBs were
a major turn-off. It was a fairly safe, if
a touch cruel, bet among my circle
that GCBs would end up gay, psychot-
ic or both. That, or they married
Good Catholic Girls; and where 1|
came from the latter were pretty thin
on the ground.

It was a matter of priority with me
and my girifriends that the charac-
ters of the boys we fancied were as
flawed as possible. Smokers were a
catch, as were compulsive swearers
and habitual shoplifters. Projectile
gobbing from the top of the school bus
was, | recall, a highly attractive trait
in a man. Serial belching met with
fulsome applause, and the ablility to
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Artist Leigh Hobbs cartoon in the Good Weekend in August commented on
a vegetanan's night to occasionaily lapse into carnivorous behavior.
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