


A/ka—;\

V98,

' Determined First Lady refuses
to take second lelmg to Bill

BY ALICE THOMSON, POLITICAL REPORTER

HILLARY CLINTON swept
into.a raindrenched London
yesterday, bringing with her
an army of aides, diplomats,
journalists and her husband,
the President of the United
States.

The First Lady had hardly
got off Air Force One before
she was making clear that she
was here in her own right and
would not make do with a
little smalltalk with the wives
and being a clothes horse.

Dressed in steely royal
blue, with her hair pulled
back in a chic bun. she glared
as a reporter asked her who
her designer was. She looked
even more horrified when
someone asked her why she
had not bought her cat Socks
to meet Humphrey, his
Downing Street equivalent.
She finally smiled when she
has handed a vast bunch of
flowers.

Bill and Hillary spent a
quick hour with Norma and
John touring Westminster
Abbey before the foursome
broke up. Last time Mrs
Clinton came to Britain she
was excluded from the bilater-
al summit at Chequers. This
time she had come to do some
serious networking.

Everyone had been wamed

that she loathes meeting
“salon women”. Thus a list of
20 of Britain’s most eminent
females had been chosen to
meet her. Gillian Shephard.
the Education Secremary, was
a guest of honour and others
included Baroness Black-
stone, the Labour peer. Sue
MacGregor. presenter of To-
day on Radio 4. Judith New-
man, a literature professor
from Newcastle University,
Sue Slipman. director of the
National Training and Enter-
prise Council, and Ruth Ev-
ans, the director of . the
National Consumer Council.

The women gathered round
a table in the state dining
room of the American Ambas-
sador’s residence in Regent’s
Park and Mrs Clinton told
them: “It would be of great
interest to me to trade
thoughts or ideas you might
have about common interests,
particularly among women.

“I try to do this in every
country I visit and [ always
come away thinking we have
so much more in common
than the things which sepa-
rate us.”

She then picked her hus-
band up from !0 Downing
Street and they headed to the
Houses of Parliament for his

"PC Mullin: invitation to
meet the President

address. Later the couple
went for tea with the Queen at
Buckingham Palace.

In the evening Mrs Clinton
attended the dinner at
Downing Street and invited
her long-lost cousin David
Howell. a pensioner from
Exeter, for cocktails. Also
there was PC Laurie Mullin.
who had shown Mr and Mrs
Clinton and their daughter.
Chelsea. around the Com-
mons six years ago.

PC Mullin. 58. of Barking.
east London, said the invita-
tion to attend the reception at
the American Ambassador’s

residence came out of the
blue. “In 1985 I took a family
from Arkansas round the
Commons. They happened to
be friends of the Clintons and
so they gave him my name
when he came over here some
years before he went to the
White House.”

O As first ladies their styles
could not be more different.
Norma Major prefers to take
the back seat. staying in the
country and writing biogra-
phies of opera singers. Hilla-
ry Clinton is a potent political
force in her own right. On
sartorial matters, however.
both women are as one (Julia
Llewellyn Smith writes).

Yesterday. they showed an
enthusiastic'* appreciation of
the frumpy “geek chic” which
the fashion world attempted
to foist upon the public at the
last collections.

Mrs Clinton, obviously
wary of the British winter.
had chosen to wrap herself in
what looked like an old. car
blanket, her chest snugly pro-
tected by a violet polo neck.
Mrs Major sported a cream
silk, double-breasted jacket
and charcoal skirt.

Both women's skirts fell
exactly on the knee. an ultra-
fashionable length. Black
sheer tights and court shoes
completed the ensembles.










THURSDAY, NOVEMBER 30, 1995

8:00 am Wheels up London, England
9:00 am Wheels down Belfast, Northern Ireland

9:45 am Speech (Investment)
10:45 am

11:00 am Tour Belfast/Peace Line
12:00 pm

12:30 pm Lunch with Belfast Residents
1:30 pm

1:45 pm Meeting with Unionist Leaders
2:45 pm

3:00 pm Meeting with Nationalist Leaders
4:00 pm
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4:30 pm Helo to Derry

5:30 pm Arrive Derry









FRIDAY, DECEMBER 1, 1995

** Morning left open for possibility of going to family home.

230 pm Rally Downtown Dublin or Trinity Col
2:00 pm

Meeting with Prime Minister Brunton

3:30 pm Meeting with President Mary Robinson

4:30 pm <

4:45 pm Meetings with political leaders and opposition
5:15 pm

5:30 pm Down/Tour

8:00 pm State Dinner

RON Dublin, Ireland




SATURDAY, DECEMBER 2, 1995

8:00 am Wheels up Dublin
8:45 am Wheels dn Shannon Airport

9:15 am Depart via Motorcade en route golf course tbd
** OTR Stops along the way TBD

3
10:15am  Golf U‘”\y

2:30 pm Depart Golf Location via motorcade en route hotel TBD
** OTR Stops along the way TBD

4:00 pm Arrive hotel Down for the day

Options: TBD

SUNDAY, DECEMBER 3, 1995

9:00 am Mass (Limerick)
10:30 pm Depart Mass en route airport
11:30 am Wheels up Ireland

1:40 pm Wheels down Andrews Air Force Base




Duchess
Hillary
sweeps 1n
just like
royalty

By PHILIPPA
KENNEDY

AMERICA’'S First Lady has a
habit of reinventing herself every
few years. Yesterday Hillary
Clinton came back as a duchess.

From the moment she swept down
the steps of Air Force One at Heathrow
in the pre-dawn gloom, she adopted the
regal manner she thought England
demanded.

Her notoriously difficult hair, freshly
streaked, was swept into a semblance
of the Duchess of Kent's old style
before she had it cut.

She emerged from the full-length
wool overcoat she had bundled herself
in to reveal a brilliant peacock blue and
heathery mix tweed suit with skirt just
a mite too short for sturdy legs encased
in unfashionable sheer black tights.

Her make-up was perfectly
applied — pale foundation and
deep spicy red lipstick which
seemed to have set her mouth
permanently in a beaming smile.

Her nails were bare. Polish would

have seemed frivolous.

As she and the President arrived at
Westminster Abbey where Mr Clinton
was to lay a wreath, it was clear that
this was no “little woman standing by
her man like Tammy Wynette”.

From the first. she strode purpose-
fully along beside the most powerful
man in the world. not respectfully a few
paces behind. The message was clear.
She’s up there beside him helping to
cun the world.

Norma Major. tall and elegant in
cream, smiled her friendly smile and
the two women talked animatedly. As
Norma turned away for a second to
acknowledge someone’'s greeting, the
First Lady’s laser-beam eyes swept her
from head to toe.
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The full-beamed smile was back in
place as she listened to her husband
address the House of Lords. Then it was
on to the Palace after lunch.

As they swept through the gates in a
limo with bullet-proof windows so thick
as to be almost green, the band of
the Scots Guards struck up a {aunty
Gershwin medley which clearly
matched the President’s mood.

In the flesh they are both a surprise.
She is shorter and stockier than she
appears in photos. He is taller and
better looking.

It’s not hard to understand how
he gets into trouble with women.
He caught my eye and smiled. He
looks like fun. She doesn’t.

Even the way she holds herself. erect
and determined, is a statement — and
standing beside the Queen with her
trademark handbag slung over one
arm. Mrs Clinton’s lack of such an
obvious feminine prop was pointed.

As they disappeared inside for a tour
of the State rooms with the Duke of
Edinburgh as guide and an “audience”
with the Queen, a cheeky hack from the
White House Press corps pretended to
read the First Lac‘ijy’s lips: “Oh look,
Hillary has just said. ‘I think I'd like to
be a Queen too’.”

It was a joke, of course, but you got
the impression that was exactly what
she was thinking.

















































