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Body Shop
founder Anita
Roddick once
revealed her

HE BODY SHOP HEADQUARTERS JUST OUTSIDE
the seaside town of Arundel in England has a
motorway exit all of its own, but you would be
forgiven for thinking you'd raken the wrong turn
when you stumble upon this pagoda-style theme park,
[ don’t know what I expected when [ was summoned here to
interview the company's founder, Anita Roddick, Maybe an open-
plan farmhouse filled with workers in caftans trading trinkets with
the local African migrants, or a sleek glass and steel seructure housing
accountants, spin doctors and image makers? Certainly not an Asian-
stvle corporate office block by the sea.

I grew up with my feet swathed in peppermine foor lotion, my hair
dripping in banana conditioner and my skin glistening with cocoa
butrer. The Body Shop brought the kitchen to my bathroom and
informed me of the plight of the whales, Third World countries and
the three billion women being persecuted by eight supermodels. Its
trade-not-aid philosophy made so much sense.

Anita Roddick was a poddess, an eco-warrior. 1 religiously bought
pumice and perfumed bath bombs, signed in-store petitions to save
the world and gave Body Shop gift baskets to my family every
Christmas. I've since moved on, taken in by the promise of 100 per
cent pure, organic, no artificial colourings, flavourings or animal
testing of the now elite spectrum of products on the marker originally
inspired by Roddick’s range. Products whose ludicrous prices instil in
me a sense of achievement. [ am sad to say the only peritions I now
sign are mailing lists updating me on new
products launched each month,

It’s been a long rime since | set foor inside a
Body Shop and 1 wonder if Anita Roddick is
as rired as [ envision her products to be in the
wake of Lush, Aveda and Red Earth. [ feel
ashamed that I have turned my back on The
Body Shop as I enter Roddick’s remple, its
fover adorned with affirmations, statistics on
world poverty and a new range of hemp “‘My, you're
balms and lotions. "

Two of Roddick’s assistants lead me into short,” |
her office where a triangular table is encircled utter before
by boxes of nuts, pebbles and what looks like | have time

rass, Roddick is short, verging on petite, and :
Srcsscd in designer fatigues in varying shades to think
of green. “My, you're short,” [ utter, the \writer Rachael
wards tumbling out before 1 have time to  Oahkes-Ash
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