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Our sew-on patches are fully
embroidered, and are of the
highest quality. They are
guaranteed washable, colour-
fast and shrinkproof.

PRICE: Only 35p each.

Post & Packing 6p. (Add to
total order.)

Size: The illustrations are
approx.  actual size,
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CAULDRON PROMOTIONS
(Oept. ML2),
98 Mill Lane, London, NW6 1PA.

To: Cauldron Promotions
(Dept. ML2),

98 Mill Lane,

London, NW6 1PA.
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What they
didnttell you
about being
awoman.

You're well on the way to
being a woman. Having
periods really is the proof of
that. But no one told you that
periods can be painful. And
when they are they make you
miserable and irritable. It’s
then that you might feel that
boys have the better deal. But
many women just won't put
up with it. They might not
tell you, but they take some-
thing to help them over those
bad days.

They tzke Anadin* Tablets,
the all-round pain reliever.
‘Anadin’ contains four medic-
ally approved ingredients, to
relieve pain and so relax ten-
sion and lift depression, That’s
why the ‘Anadin’ formula is
especially su:table for period
pains.

Next time you go to the
chemist’s, get some ‘Anadin’
Tablets. You'll find, like so
many women, that ‘Anadin’
can help make one day of the
month seem just like any
other. “Trade Mark

ell, we had come n long, long
way to meet and talk with
David, but T just knew it was going to
be worth it, T had heard the tecrific
feeling he had put into meking the
Melanie record and saw the sincerity
he 5o obviously folt for his Bridish fans
ns he thought slowly before carefully
putting his thoughts inte words for the
tape.

Belleve me, I could searcely wait to
get back to start getting all my
jumbled, wonderful memories onto
paper, in case I happened to forget
nny of them for you, the readers, Now,
in the quietness of David’s bedroom
with only fhe inky black of the Los
Angoles  night outside, (roemember
David lives far above all the raza-
matsz of Swunset Strip or any of the
other blinding, neon palnces of this
frantic city), we were listening
intently as he began to telk of his
career and the music that means so
much to him.

“‘SBomething’s been puzzling me for
some wvecks now,’”’ I said carefully.
“And that’s your ‘Rock Me ‘Baby’
album, It's a pretty big departure
from things like ‘I Think I Love You’
or numbers like ‘Cherisi’. Why do you
fool doing this was e imporinnt ?”°

He smiled as though he bad been
expecting rkhar question to come up!
“"Well, let's say it is and it isn't a
departure - coafusing isn't it?! For
me it’s like showing the other side of
myself. There are some sweet love
songs on it that I like, but it definitely
is & different kind of concept fram
‘Cherish’. Someone said when fthey
heard ‘Rock Me Baby' that it
rominded them of Elvis's *Hound-
Dog’ - but I don’t knew . . . I don’t
think it's lile that at all.

““I just hadn't cut that kind of groovy
song before! Did yvou know [ sang
background on it, foe?’’ He looked
very pleased with himself,

““The singers on the album are all
my friends. I called them up and snid:
‘Hey, you want to come up here and
sing background for me?' So we sat
there in that studio and sang all the
super, super high harmonies and it was
just so much fin] T was practically
breaking up!’* In his enthusinam he
cannoned into a mountain of very
€ékpensive equipment and disasier was
only just averted! We broathed a wigh
of relief. “If yvou had a chance te
record any song vou liked,”” I snid,
(whlch would you choose ?"’

LAST OF OUR SUPER 3 PART DAVID CASSIDY EXCLUSIVE

“Whew! That's so difficult te
answer ! There are so many beautiful
songs fhat have been writton. [ mean, I
listen to an old Beatle record and
suddenly I'm fourleen or fifieen years
old again and it’s electrifsing. The
number of times I've thought: ‘Now
why don't /record that!?'"" We broke
then for cokes and went back into the
sitting room. Some frionds of David’s,
really close people, were sprawled out
on the low sofns telling jokes and
stories and laughing quietly abomt
tours and shews and places and people
nnd long, lonely nights spent in lonely
dark mid-America towns where there
was nothing else (e do afier fhe show
bot sit in your room and watch those

movies-on your colour TV.

It was n wigtful world, a woeld you
felt you'd lilke to share . . . but knew
that really vou could never stand the
pace — or the life. David gnggcd and
joioed in the stories and il was now
very Iate. A car horn sounded outside
and it was our hireear come to drive
us back to our hotel on Sunset
Boulevard, David came fo the door to
wave goodbye and I shot two final
questions te the boy a million girls
dream about every night, *"Where do
you see yourself in a couple of vears'
time?”’ Quick ns a flash came back
this answor:

‘I seo myself rested and happy and

married with lots of little kiddies
running around!”” Married? David?
Well - maybe thut's something one of
you might like to bear very mech in
mind next time he catches your eye
from on-stage and lingern theee just a
fraction too leng . . .

Did ~ you - kmew? ... -

That David can't walk or drive through
Los Angeles for fear of heing mobbed
by fana ?

That Miss Ruth Aarons, David’s
Personal Manager, has one of the most
benufiful homes we’ve ever seen . . .
high op in the hills above L.A. with
pets everywhere and a vory naughty
Minah Bird !

That it took us 17 hours to Ay to L.A.
Just to see David (nllowing for 4 hours
aircrafi delays’)

That the strests of Hollywood are not
paved with gold (too many voung
actors out of worlc!)

That Darling David could soon be a
film star ?

flickering chanpels of old

and maybe, just maybe,

Bill Williamson.




