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ADDICTED TO DAVID

[ THINK I LOVE YOU
by AlLESON Pearson

(Chatta E12959

LIZ JONES

HEM [ Hndshed readinge

AllEon Pearson's new

nove] albsoud wihat

ha prprenis toa girl Wwho

BT i L south
Wales addicted to Dy Cassady
efiiers a Conpenton (0 reet her ol
DU only clilms DeT prize some Jik
odd vears too late, | went siraight onto
Yorua Tube amdd watched her first bowe,
Bt lovie, in that white junpsugt
with the studs and the applique onthe
seraw iy chest as he <t on the edge o
the stage at Wemblev in 1YY 3 sinEne |
Am a Closvn in that girdy voloe of his

Iweis in the audience that dav = we

wiere all £0 voring the concert starmad
at midday, | gless sowe'd get homie
before dark = and watching the
foorape and reading this ook made
prve rertemmiber what iowas ke o e in
lowe, an emotion I've never feli since
| mourned for the girl with the sooty

eves and the Mar Liant moss o il

|'||||-|| in a ormemade arman smock
with awhite rullled b at the neck,
whioe heart was full of hope. [f onby |
w1 ld reach back through thme and
warn her of all the endless drears
decades ahead. That s what this
novel, | assume based very closely on
Fearson's own childiood, 18 really
abour: how real life never quite
IMERSUTES L [0 0 feenage crush
Petra is dark, awkward, unpopular
and Welsh (1 like her already ), She
lin'es ||.|.'..Jl|..-.|ll\.| clresin s of ©he day
she will meet him. She consumes The
Essential David Cassady Magazine,
nod realising the weskby letters from
her idol are real v |l-.'|..'|-'1| I & Yol
music journalist named Bl Year
later, cleanng out her chikdhood
home afver the funeral of her colbd
and distant Wagner-loving and
David-disapproving mother, Petra
virrcov ers a lerter tellinge her she had
coqie Hirst i a quie 10 find the
ultimate Cassichy fan. The prme: to
mieet the delicious man child himisali
Moo a milddbe-aped miin wiose
hitshaird has coapjed ofl with

sonecne dimumer and limmer, Petra
rings the magazine's publisher to
clum her prize, She s taken o Las
Vesas o maeet David by his ghost
writer all those viears apo. | he story
channels Cyvrano de Bergerac, b
ol uate: wo didn 't really carew hat
Dxvid had 1o say, we just loved the
W |||' !||-|I|-_|-'|1 i.:"l" res A= '-.'lh"l"'u'l.'il
I'.'."'\- Lo ||J.|'\-'|'| Y !1"1 I"'l:" A LS I |"|I'l1
his mitksiciansliip bt Decaise we
tmaE e o that breathn volce
wotild Pesl on our necks.

Thiks Dook Cod)ides up the eark
CEVEMNes 50 e fectiv | cam almost
taste the decade, smell it = the
]l'.l'.||-|||II!|'..:|.H|I|'- 11 'l!:.n'!u‘l"-‘..u'.||r-
and Cinzano Bianco and Anne French
Cleansing Mk, This noved reminds
me howy iInnocent we were back then:
there were o Wazs, noSATC, no MTY
of the Hills or Coossip Garl. We didn’t
hove It Bags we had knitted squans
poches with tassels, But nyost of all
Pearon Pemiimds me how dellcious
v actualhy i< Men in
ife are pever a5 Deaut il mever

LITKE "'i""""l"'

real
a5 ender as David, They don't heve
feather cuts or cowbells round thedr
mecks but insteod have dirmy socks and
wieind simells and un -Lll'.IL.I|'|r' halbsits
and iIncriminating text messages
ivestled in the palm ol thedr hood ke o
Prende

| Think I Love You is better written
than anvthing by Nick Hornby and
his ik they like to show ofl, whereas
Pearson seems almost ashaned of
how clever and poetic she is. There
wll b some critcs who will hove
wanted her, alver that Iunny and
accurate first movel, | Don't Know
Hioww Sk Dhises I, absost SUpeET sy
s, oo havve tackled a welghtier
subject, and a male writer driven by o
huge epo - [an McEwan, sav, or
Martin Amis = wounld already have
abandoned chaldsh things and
tackled terransm or global warming
Buit this ook s absoui |-:_‘.|!||:;_'x
friendship, motherhood, love, loss
seen throwugh the prism of smoke
Troan & joess stick, sef to jlnghy jangy
pusic that still makes the halron the
back of nw neck stand wup, produces o
shinver ot unlike that from a Foic's
elaceer munt, and makes me almost,
bviie ol Gane, Want towet iy pants

Deliclons iman
child: for yaung
giris In the
Seventles, David
Cassidy was a

i



