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M 1955, Brivitte Bardot, a starlet

scarcely krown outside France and

| 1o big deal within, was romping in

| the surf ai St-Tropez making the

. film that was to launch her-as a

legend in all languages~— BB, the

golden-bodied, wide-eyed, pouting har-

binger and plaything of the age of plea-
sure and promise. *

Later this week; Bardot will be 55
She will mark the pecasion (and theday
of St Francis of Assisi) at the weekend
with a2 “World Festival of Animals” in
Paris; which includes a stand for the
adoption of stray animals. She will then
launch herself into a new round of
intense and single-minded crusading
for all creatures great and small

Throughout her career, and indeed
her 16 years of retivement, Brigitte Bar-
dot has heen represented frequently as
some sort of waif and stray herself —in
spite of her status as an adored “'sex
goddess’”’, “‘the most desirable woman
in the world or “the married man's
impossible dream’’. Her image
remained somehow childlike, sad and
hungry for love. The sex kitten 'was not
just vulnerable, bui at times suicidai,
tusted after by men, but feared by jeal:
ous wives who showered her with hate
mail. Simone de Beauvoir; an admirer
of Bardot as a herald of women's free:
dom, also perceived hér in animal
terms. writing, “In the game of love she
is both hufiter and prey. The maleis an
objectto her justas sheistohim.”

The Peter Pan'aspectis also an inex-
tricable part of the legend: Bardot's
first hushand, and to some extent Sven-
gali; Roger Vadim; calls her an eternal
child - *

‘. But this has beén the year in which
BB’s new image and her ardent cam-
paigns have gained a measure of politi-
cal and popular credibility. o

Bardot has reinvented herself: no
more a pathetic, ageing kitten, more a
seasoned tigress, even something of a
grandé dame, who can pile up her.mane
of streaked hair, don a tailored suit-and
i« face and nails painted like some ori-

‘ental empress —descend on the French
senate to attend a debate.on animal
welfare, or call at'the Hotel de Ville to

visit Jacques Chirac, the Mayor of

Paris, who has helped her with next
weekend's event. Or, in her own words,
harass the President of Rwanda to hunt
down the murdérer of her heroine; Dian
“ Hossey,

The animal welfare foundation that

Bardotestablished threavears agowith

£300,000 raised by selling the memora-
bilia from her film days grows in
strength daily: she has tasted political
life by fielding a list of {unsuccesstul)
candidates for the European elections.
Most important, perhaps; she has faken
up a very different kind.of filming,
using some of her old skills to press her

case: her television series, SO8 Anis

made for the French private tele-
vision channel, TE1, with Jean-Louis
Remilleux and Roland Coutras, has had
international impact. The first pro-
gramme, about elephants, was partofa
determined campaign against the ivory
frade and soon after it was shown:in
May, EEC countries agreed to banivory.
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‘were still snapped com-

importatior The subject has scarcely
beenout of e news since.

Bardot stisses at every turii that she
has reappeed on the screen only for
the cause. e never liked the cinema,
she says, 1d calls it “a métier of
idiots?’. Witengaging honesty she also
admits “It no fun to goinfront of the
cameras at} and show how I look now.
Itis not a turn. I'am not an actress
going back am myself and I do itonly
to sound acof alarm.”

For the ame reasons, perhaps,
although shuses her name and image
cleverly, st dodges the press and
would prefenot to face aninterviewer
to be vet agn described and dissected.

On the phne, the disembodied voice
is rich anchusky with a sense of
friendly ureney; it could belong to @
very young ¢ very old woman. She will
answer queions only about her work
with animal and this she does with all
the natveté ad directness ofachildora
minorpropetof doom.

““Thingsare getting worse and
worse.” sheays: ‘It is a painful, terri-
bly sad stoy. When [ think of what
animals subr, T ory and ¢ry. ooy so
much. Tcanot understand why a civil-
ised societycan allow such crueliy.”
She will tae no satisfaction in any
achievemers or response because
there is alwgs so'much more to do.

“‘We haveiad some success with the .

elephants, fit there are still poachers
and even if p France or Britain people
do not buy tory, there is always Japan
and China.’l

In spite ol the tears, there is much
more than entimentality behind her
campaigns. ‘After T stopped making
movies I tod two years to reflect and
unwind: Sine then 1 have devoted my
life to animds — but T -had to learn a
great deal.avd T have studied hard.’
Among her nentors is Jacques Gous-
teau, who cdls her affectionately “'a
desperado’’.

An asirologer once predicted that
Bardothaditnhertobe
the Mother Teresa of
animals, and he may
have beenright,

Bardot became S0
rechusive ‘after her film
career, hiding away at
La Madrague, her 5t
Tropez house, with an
assortiment of ‘dogs and
hoyfriends . that people
started to call:her “Bri-
gitte Garbo?’ Her loyers

ing and going and she
was glimpsed by the
camera as® the ageing,
but still ‘Tove-hungry
gamine gypsy with the
tumbling hair and
washed-out jeans:

She gave up because
she ‘always said she
would do so at 40— she
never really cared much
for filming and
becalse she '
desire to see herself
grow old on film SIf s
terrible; obscene fo

think that one will one day loak like an
old map of France,” she has said, ,‘
Bravely, she stuck to her decision and
left the myth more or less intact. But
her passing years, unrecorded on cellu-

“ioid, have been marked by the press

like milestones for a generation: Bardot
at 30, 40, 45, 50 and now 55. The hedon-
istic, hoydenish memory she left fades
slowly and a little painfully.

Her growing commitment to the
canse of animals — theirrights, welfare
and conservation =— was at first dis-
missed as an extension of childish love
of furry pets. Pictures of her in 1977
with baby seals 1n the Arctic were
deemed cute, but when she persisted
with less cuddlesome species, she
beganto be regarded as part crank, part
melodramatic pasionaria, overcompen:
sating for her failure to come to ferms
with the human race, especially the
male of the species.

Her son Nicolas, born of her brief
marriage to actor Jacques Charrier, is
now approaching 30. Bardot’s lack of
maternal interest in him when he was
small shocked some people. She has
always maintained that had he been a
girl'she would have brought the childup
herself, but ‘it was better for a boy to
be close to his father” . Mother and son
later beecame good friends, but see each
other rarely because he lives in Oslo
with his beautiful blonde wife Annelina
and their threecyear-old daughter,
Michelle. The role of grandmere does
not, however, seem to appeal to Bardot
any more than that of mother. “Ilovea
Norwegian and my mother loves baby
seals:;” Nicolas has been quoted as say-
ing good-humouredly.

Herprivatelife is guarded by her own
discretion and the high fences around
her properties = La Madrague and at
Bazoches, not far from Paris, where she
now spends most of the time. She lives
alone, with the help of caretakers and a
few close friends who come and go. But
the solitude is dispersed by the menag-

‘In the game of love, she

The husbands: (from left) Svengali Roger Vadim, {

‘ »ENsmE: @Msﬁmiaﬁg interests and Collecting

40: Fashion p41; Arts p42; Ba




