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Le hot club
de Londres

Maxim's opened its Lon-
don doors with a flourish

on a sweltering Tuesday
evening. Gareth Hunt and [
L the last two Aven
tricked up 10 the ni
park without ceremony
round the corner and press
through the crowds and
pelice en foot.

At the door we are
handed buttonhales. teeth flashing,
cameras clicking. and we step in.
Wham! Denser than a Brasilian
juhgle, hotter than a Madras
vindaloo, darker than a storm: the
air conditioning has packed up with
first might nerves, and the glamorous
glitterati are thrashing about in the
most cxpensive sauma in_lown.
Shoulder 10 shoulder. our silks and
piqué wilt and crease, our newly
applied make-up skates down our
chins in droplets like butter, More
people are pouring in and we are
cased further into the scalding
interior, where the noise is that of an
engine room.

Three people are grouped strange-
1y on the danee floor. cyes closed, a
slight breeze playing on their damp
skulls: they have found the only sir
vent in the building and though they
sway like reeds in a river. jostled by
the drpping and desperale guests,
they will not give up their coveted
position. As a privileged person, [
am allowed upstairs to view the
large half-finished private dining-
rooms. I have eaten in the Pans
Maxim’s only once, but' it appears
that this one 15 an exact copy. On the
walls, languid nymphs smile in lily
ponds. Moisture is the order of the

have two davs 1o film an
interview with Danie Flora Robson
i Brighten, {At the station. we give
the taxi driver the address: "Oh,
yei're going 1o see Dame Flora™, he
suys). Afier the first day, 1 iean on the
window silf of my hore! room and
Tk out on the picr, the second of
Briglton’s great prizes. Twa boys are
stacking ) ween and white
siriped deckchairs fining the promen-
ade. They are shirtless and their
backs are a Mediterranean bronze.

They have worked out a foolproof,
labaur-saving method of collapsing
rie chairs: Kick, spla, A, 100l 1 they
Frave six, which they pile neativ on fo
a law wooden platform before going
back for the next lor. They are
working swifify from the ends of a
long line of chairs, deserted but for
the niidedle two. As they race inwards,
rwo elderly women rise with thinly
conirolled” terror and scramble for
safetv. By the time they reach the
pavemeni’s edge. all the deck-chairs
have gore.

Twice 1o Brighton in one weck —
how funny, Usually I don’t manage
12 get there more than once in three
vears. The second lime is a train ride
commemorating 50 years of electri-
fication of the Brighton Line. We
board the train at London Bridge:
giant Disney figures, 40 children
wvited by Briuish Rail and the
Variety Club, a happy horde of
journalists and a flm crew. We
leave exactly on time, and arrive in
Brighton 41 minutes later, having
broken the record for crisp-eating,
balloon-bursting and covering the
cistance.

A brass band is playing on the
platform: the Mayor and"the Town
Crier assist us on to open air buses
and we trundle down to the Fun
Fair. We have free rides on
everything (but [ dare to go only on
the Big Wheel, and even that knacks
it out of me). Then on a tiny train
along the sea front te the Aquarium,
where three  dolphing leap and
balance and dive for our entertain-
ment. | am asked to be kissed by a
dolphin for 2 photograph, Having
waiched carefully, I know how it's
done: slap the water to get their
attention, kneel leaning over the
pool and point to your lips, and

suddenly whoosh! a great
shape hurtles out of the
and gently
our mouth with its snout.
hen a reward of half a
mackerel tossed into the
smiling jaws: the big head
turns sideways as the wise
eye appraises you. We
rd the open air buses to
travel to the Civic Centre
for lunch. Disaster strikes. As we
travel round the one-way system
past a multi-storey car park, some of
he children are hi

s
weeping: some of the children are
huri and all are shocked. Looking
up, I see three or four boys leaning
over the parapel. Now, therc are
voices who will say that society has
compelled these lads to cast eges
from great heights on to unsuspect-
ing children. I am not one of them,
and if Marie the photographer and 1
had been on , we should have
given chase and given them a bit of a
thrashing Lo show them the error of
their ways.

The bottom of my fast bikini
remained floating placidly en the
surface of the swimming-pool as T
dived neatly into the water and out of
it. Upon inspeciion, the efastic had
prrished in the fierce Malindi sun.
With Crete beckoning this week, it is
time for new togs.

In the large department siore
where I nosed some our like trufiles, T
Sound 1 had to try them on furtively
in a large crowded chamber, The first
one was just a series of colowred
sirings and eye-paiches: the second
grasped my chest like a deadly black
taurniquer,  rendering my  forso
breathiess and unappealing. ! have
now  borrowed  Sarah’s  instead,

By 1030 am, at Guildhall,
fantastically decorated Sunshine
Coaches stand around the forecourt;
clowns and roller-skaters gambol,
small children in wigs and false
noses, like escapees from an
oversiaffed circus, line the route to
the dais where the Prince and
Princess of Wales will give out
prizes. Inside, the effigies of Gog and
Magog. like sheep in  wolves'
clothing, stare down as the 700 place
sellings are arranged and rearranged
in the cocl dim hall. In the sunny
courlyard, the soldiers of the Scots
Guards prepare bangers, beans and
mash on tresile tables for 300
children. A thousand secret, silent
questions: will They talk 1o me?
Eyes shadcd, peering for the royal
<ar — have They arrived yet? and

what will the princess wear? The
band plays on, the excitement grows.
Children in wheelchairs are propped
up, costumes adjusted, hats clamped
on firmly; the press photographers

check their cameras, organizers
check their lists, women check their
make-up (“what if I had lipstick on
my teeth and They stopped to talk to
ME™). We sirike up nonchalant
conversations, eyes darting like
minnows to the gateway. Inside, 600
people have been sifted according o
their invitations for pre-lunch
drinks: extremely grand to the crypt,
and pretty grand, but with less
chance of bumping into Them, in
the library. Wrist watches are shaken
and examined: it is 1130 am.
Suddenly, the. royal car sweeps in
and the great day begins.

Rusheen Wynne-Jones was

once described as ‘A bunch

of flowers on top of a

volcano’. She talks to

Penny Perrick

The
lady
is a

champ

Rusheen, Lady Wynne-Jones's first
name, lends itself to some ghastly
puns - ‘fools Rusheer’, ‘always
Rusheen about’ — that sort of thing.
In fact, Rusheen is the anglicised
version of Resulka, the Russian
word for water nymph. And since, as
a result of Rusheen treading where
angels fear to, London's waterside is
in much better shape than it would
otherwise have been, she is perfectly
named

‘On the back of the lavatory door
of her Chelsca flat is a drawing of the
reen Giant, the appalling office
block that would now be blotting out
the sunset at Vauxhall had Rusheen
not put a stop 1o i i
perhaps her greatest riverside vie-
tory, for the Green Giant project
was organized on the sly, the public
enquiry held at Brixton Town Hall
over the Christmas recess. Rusheen
heard about it only because, as a law
student, she had helped peaple with
eviction problems and some of the
Vauxhall tenants appealed 1o her,
“They kept on falking about
something called the Green Giant
and I thought they must be drunk
because 1 didn't know what they
were talking about.” Once she found
out what was going on, she swept
into the inquiry, a wondrous sight
with her shaggy blonde hair wound
about with a thick plait and her
lovely pink and white complexion.
Against her was George Dobry,
QC, a brilliant lawyer who Rusheen
the law student much admired but
who, nonctheless, she insulted so
toundly that the inquiry had, en
oceasion, to be tactfully adjourncd
for lunch. By chance, at a party,
Rusheen heard that the Green Giant
was };oing 10 be given the
eaked the news to The
which, she thinks, ma
Heseltine, then Minister for the
Environment, so cross that he
reversed the decision.
It was after the Green Giant
triumph that her late husband, Lord
Wynne-Jones, said, “Rusheen, that's

Lady Wynne-
Jones n‘gumsl frer
Ims [avourite

ilding, the
Chelsea Reach
Tower estate

on Chelsea
Embankment.

you've gol to have a
on.” They had married in
1972 when Rusheen was 24 and her
husband over 70.

“My flat had just burned down
and [ thought it might be someonc
out 1o get me because I'd done a lot
of work helping political prisoners.
My husband, who was the kindest
man in the world, married me 10
keep me out of harm's way. He
thought his title would give me
protection.”

Knowing that she would eventu-
ally have to fend for herself, he was
anxious for her to qualify as a
Iawyer. Nothing would have pleased
Rushcen more. She has wanted to be
A barrister since the age of 15 but
other things got in her way, Even so,
she managed to pass two A-levels
with A grades in six months and
hopes 1o take her Bar finals next
year,

Along the way, she failed the
Revenue Law i ‘because

as honorary secretary of the Friends
of Chelsea 100k up ca

Before he died last year, Lord
W Ji i

outside Michael Heseltine’s door,
king. her le model the
importunate widow in the Bible wha
gol what she wanted as a result of
pestering
The fact that the Pheasantry is
still standing on its King's Road site
is her work, 100, “The plans 1o
knock it down had all been passed
and, as a last ditch effort, 1 took the
developers 10 lunch, Sometimes, I
believe 1 lead a charmed life for
some instinct made me invite
Margot Fonteyn along too. The
developers turned out not only to be
charming men but mad about the
ballet and they tore up the plans
there and then before our eyes.
Without our association, 1 am
convinced that Chelsea would now
be a six-lane motorway. Croydon-
type skyscraper suburb.”
Her latest cause is to stop the
i of The

it coincided with what's become
known as the Marjohn battle. This
concerned the college of St Mark
and St John, rich in Ilisturital and

London horough where Shakespeare
wrote his greatest plays and which is
now the pmpns&‘s site for a huge
Kuwaiti financed mirror-fronted

literary ling a
pretty stretch of grassland between
the King's and Fulham roads. This
wo  was designated for office
building until Rusheen, in her role

office di m In its stead, she
would like 10 see a permancnt
Shakespeare festival, providing jobs,
profils and a source of pride for the
people of London.

a Bill in
the House of Lords to make
heart of the capital
conservation arca, 3
capital cities are. There would be an
environment council to regulate new
developments along the Thames,
that precious but unprotected lung
of London.

Walching the Thames run sweetly
by Rusheen’s sitling room windows
on a Saturday morning, we decided
that London was so neglected and
harmed by iis administrators be-
cause 5o few, unlike out (wa selves,
were real Londoners,

Come Friday evening, most
leading politicians and top civil
servants head for their country
cottages. They have no love or
appreciation for the quict, beautiful
city of Chaucer, Shakespeare and
Dickens, the secret London known
only 1o those of us who live as well
as work here, seven days a week,

Knowing little and caring less, nd

We must
stop this
madness

expeniment on a living animal.’ So
gocs the taunt. My answer is that if
my own child’s fife could be saved
by slowly torturing my best friend T
might well tell them to go ahead, In
other words, I would not be the right;
person to ask, in those circumy
stances, what is, or is not, legitimatst
practice in saving a human life.
Judgment would be impaired. |
Since happily 1 am not in that
position, it is disgusting 10 me that
animals are and then suby

jected 10 painful or 1eni;
procedures so that humans may live
longer, be more beautiful, smoke
meore safely o buy more convenient
detergents. [ have no objection to
experiments which do not worry the,
animals — or cven 1o those whigh:
end in humanely inflicted death. 43
Everyone knows the argumenfs
for and against viviscction ift
general, so 1 won't remind them. But
there is one class of experiment
which is so different from the rest
that it cries out for a specific and
relentless campaign until it is ended.
ese arc ones associaled with
hological stress. For a number

of reasons they are especially awful.
First, these experiments arc
precisely designed 1o inflict, and
then examine, psychological pro-
cesses like fear, anxiety, isolation,
withdrawal. despair ~ the ingredi-
ents of madness. The amimals’
distress is not a by-product of the
experiments - not simply a regret-
table but unavoidable feawre: it is.
integral to its purpose. Healthy:
animals are  subj 1o such
processes as removal when  very
young from their mother,
in solitary confinement,

cl 3 <,
being left in water from which they
cannot _escape, having their brains
exposed and stimulated being
tortured by extremes of tempera-
[t

ures,

Last year in Britain, more than.
25000 animals were given aversion
stimuli, including electric shocks, 1o,
see how quickly they learnt 10 avoid
them. Some, of course, never did —
and so went painfully mad. "

Since  these experiments are
designed 1o test distress of some
kind. anasthacsia is out of the
question. i

Since mental illnesses and neur”
oses associated with siress, parental’
deprivation and so on arc on the
increase among humans, we cam
expect that this will be an expanding,
ficld for the behavioural sciemtists

use animals. Already ihey are
demanding - if necessary breeding =
millions of animals specifically for
such experiments. If we put & stop 16'
this now, they will be forced 10 the
devise research which uses humans
- the proper material for the study of
human - and canngL

wonder they allow d p
their worst, Rusheen's solution is for
the chairman of the GLC 10 becoma
Mayor of London and to oversee the
special environment council which
her  husband  envisaged. lore.
immediatcly, she is preparing one of
her one-woman appeals.

My GP found it difficult to tell the truth

FIRST
PERSON - ..

By Gillian Thomas
“In my job 1 have 1o tel]
lies,” [ heard a doctor say
on the radio the ather
day. [ wonder what effect
these lies have on the
paticnts to whom they're
10ld? My GP told me the

remissions. He made it obvious that
he felt my problem was due to an
over-anxious attitude and that in his
opinion my symptoms were not all
that bad. I was so confused by the
discrepancy between what he was
telling me and what was happening
that T seriously began 1o wonder if [
hadn’t acrually had a remission and
somehow not recognized i He
almost managed to persuade me that
it was all my fault. {I now know
fiom other ~ sufferers that this

tuth and it

altered my life,
For the past 13 rs 1 have
suffered from inflammatory bowel
disease. I have never been free of

symploms for more than a few
months during these years. Attacks
flare up frequenily and unexpectediy

in spite of the best specialist care
and consequently quite a lot of my
life is spent feeling unwell.
hen 2 gastro-enterologist made
the initial diagnosis he told me 1
would have auacks followed by
Temissions. He phasized the
remissions. He also told me that [
must not dwell on my sympioms
use that would make it worse.
After a year of treatment I clearly
wasn't_progressing well, but the
specialist was still insistenl abont the

is given 10
patients with intractable inflamma-
lory vel disease.) Nevertheless |
wanted a second opinion. Encour-
aged by my doctor I presented
mysclf “at 2 specialist London
hospital. To my great relief, their
attitude was entirely different. They
subilized my condition and re-
assured me that [ was not bringing it
upon myself. | have remained in
their enlightencd care ever since.

Although I had two children in
the next few years I still felt held
back by my disease. [ believed that
the illness was a temporary interrup-
tion and that normal health would
so0n be resumed.

The crisis came after my second
child was born. The disease had
flared uo durine ihe Areonane snd |

caught mumps three weeks after the
birih. at, combined with a
difficult colicky baby, caused the
worst incidence yet. At that tlime |
was being cared for by a trainee GP
who became determined 1o cure me.
Although he tried and I tried, our
joint heroic efforts failed. For his
sake | attempied 10 believe that |
was getling better and better. The
mental strain of trying 10 live up 10
his hopes began to fell.

At this point my doctor stepped
in. He realized what was happening,
and that i1 had to stop. A large dose
of undiluted truth had to be
administered. He came to see me at
home and sat down 2t the end of my
bed.

“Look"”, he said. “As far as | can
tell vou're not going 10 get better.
You've got to think of this disease as

oing on into the foresceable
future.”

Afier the initisl shock 1 felt
profound relief. | was being allowed
1o be ill, I had been given permission
to scc mysclf that way. | was no
fonger a healthy person wha always
felt ill, but an ill person who quite
often felt well. From that moment
on the focus of my life shifted I
began 1o value what | could de, not
ot g N

ptiir wivll et B )

T was free 100 10 deal with some ot
the anger [ felt inside. Anger with
mysclf for having the diseasc and
anger with the doctors for not curing
me. I have finaily come to see my
situation as just plain bad luck and T
am Irying 10 make the best of it.

My GP told me later that he had
found it difficult to tell me the truth.
It had sounded to him o harsh a
verdict (bul it was in perfect accord
with my own perceptions) and he
hated 1o deliver it to someone he
had known for so long (but 1 had
appreciated having a friend 1o tell
me such ncws). Also, he said,
speaking as a doctor it was an
admission of failure on his par. (A
failure 10 cure maybe, but not a
failure to care.)

Mine is a siory where the most
eflective treatment was truth. |
believe that i
times for the
sometimes for the doc-
tor. Luckily for me, my
doctor had courage. The
truth may be pamful 1o
prescribe and difficult 1o
administer but it has

ven me hope and

U o ilian B Thamae

therefore involve cruelty. There i§
already a huge vesied interesied in
this industry; we should seek 1o
diminish i

The animals most in demand for
psychological research are those
with highly developed nervous
systems and thought processes. In
practice ihis means dops, cats and.
especially monkeys. The demand for
these is based precisely on their,
capacity 1o feel a similar range of
-emotions 1o those of humans. Surely
it is intolerable that we should
subject them 1o distress on the'
grounds that their reactions are s&
like ours.

As a result of recent publicity
starting with the “smoking beagles™.
there is at last a groundswell of
public indignation about animal
experiments. It is no longer focused
only on painful physical experi-
ments. Psychological experiments
are a growing proportion of the total.
The present Government should
stop prevaricaling aboul new legis-
lation over the medical use of
animals. The rest of us should make
it clear that we regard experiments
inflicting_psychological stress—sup-
poscdly in our own interests-as
morally intolerable. empirically

useless and wholly unacceptable.

Margaret Legum
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