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GLOBAL
BEAUTY

Mischa Barton, the definitive LA babe who’s actually British,has lent her considerable
Hollywood clout to the plight of the planet.Lydia Slater on a red-hot green

T
ea! I’m dying for tea!’ Mischa Barton collapses
with a sigh into an armchair, multitudinous 
silver bracelets jangling, and kicks off her 
jewelled Miu Miu slippers. Were it not an
impossibility for someone so wide-eyed and
delicate-featured, one might think she was
looking a little ropey. Partly, it’s the hair: her
long tawny locks have been dyed an unflatter-
ing Anchor butter for her latest film. ‘My
mother calls it brash,’ she says cheerfully. ‘I

could change it, but I don’t want all my hair to fall out.’ 
Her face is a bit of a shock, too. Far from the bronzed California babe I

was anticipating, her complexion is creamy, shading to a delicate lettuce
at the edges. A combination of travel exhaustion and the previous
evening’s revelries have clearly taken their toll – she has just been nap-
ping to try to catch up – and were she a stroppier kind of A-lister, she
would no doubt have cancelled me altogether. But Barton is a pro, and
has been ever since she first hit the boards aged eight. So instead she
fortifies herself with a few scalding gulps of The Berkeley hotel’s finest
brew and wills her liquid dark eyes to remain open.

Although Mischa’s name is still most closely associated with the
spoilt airhead Marissa Cooper, whom she embodied for beach-based
high-school soap The OC, and who was killed off in an environmentally
unfriendly car crash, she herself has become the new poster girl for
Hollywood’s eco freaks. Along with Orlando Bloom and Kevin Bacon,
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