OCian ONeill / a view [rom London

Cian O'Neill on the latest fashions in the glamorous world of politics.

Election fashion week

Well, the future waits and the polity have
spoken — better yet, have bothered to vole,
Not all of them alive. it must be allowed,
but those excepted all zood republicans
entitled  to cast their postal  ballot
nopetheless, So as fo stun the very world,
the ladics and gentlamen of Ulster have
elected the most hardline  politicians
available. All the same depressing faces
are back. The Prawn Eved Man for one

nice w0 know that Jelfrey will not be
mapping his life out in accordance with
the panto schedules just yet. The
continued presence of his smooth hair is as
reassuring as rainfall on a windowpane.

The stolid lan Paisley besporied a
hilaricus selection of ties throughoul his
campaign — each of which acted as a
mimetic of some awful unnameable
holiday camp lounge carpet once glimpsed
on Sawnday evening ITV. Perhaps the
oddest thing is how Paisley has suddenly
decided that he would best represent the
solid, virtuous and Christian pelitics of
Unionism by donning a fedora and looking
like some long-lost gangster. The mind
wanders over the reasons why — perhaps
vanitas, perhaps he finally got wise to Peler
Robinson's hip edge [black blazer and
black tie? Ouch!], perhaps he just Felt Like
A Change, One wonders whether or not he
is going to turn heel on his former self and,
ignoring the supernumerary jeremiads he
has dispensed with over the decades, work
with ex-lerrorist Sion Fein, Perhaps he
should speak to Phillip Treacy instead?

Messrs Adams and MoeGuinness long
ago pul aside the traditional West Belfast
weekend attire of bomber jacket and badly
fitting light blue denim. Adams has for a
while resembled a somewhal sell-sutisfied
lordanstown lecturer [of course, he is not
radical enough 0 ever teach at UUJ].
Martin is something else — he does not
‘own’ his suits — one ever expects him not
to speak as a free man, but merely
respond, as if o a chargeshear,

Robert MacCartney's  Napoleonie
multiple seat run having fallen lat, we ure
to be deprived of the useful tirorials he has
previously granted o use of the Half-
Glasses, MNoone uses glasses well in
politics anymore — think Kissinger or
Enoch Powell's Harry Palmer-eque jamjar
efforts. Much is surfuce in politics and 5o
at least we deserve zood surface, Peter
Hain is a superficial character, vet even he
does not convince. sartorially, After all. he

has the plastic blocd of generations of
Latate Agents ronning through his veins.
Politicians should have gravitas and be
useful. or they should amuse. They should
not look, as the W1 Secretary does, as if
they are medelling new season Blue
Harbour of Marks and Spencers.

Migel Dodds has survived the Election,
to scare new generations of children with
his paving-stone pre-molars. His wife
Diane lost her seat, but reallv, will vou
miss her hair? The waoman just Had 1o go.
Come to think of i, only Iris *Alleycat’
Robinson brought the merest frisson of
Golf Club pulchritude to N1 polics,
Sammy Wilson s back with & huge
majority and a tie worn, as ever, just short
of his belt. He is quite wonderful, really,
reminding us that politics can olfer
opportunity to the aesthetically impaired
which the priesthood, say, would not
allow. Summy does also possess the gift of
perpetual scruffiness, managing to always
look like the boy behind the bikesheds
telling dirty jokes. Loak carefully — are his
shirttails out? Mo, bot they look as if they
are, Sometimes, that is enough.

Mark Durkan didn't do enough this
time round |has he ever?] and really one
has to ask whether or nol a man who
seems perfectly electuble, as the local
Rotary Club treasurer and nothing else,
should be leading a political party. He
simply fades inte the background, There is
a war of attrition being wazed in Ulster
politics and il s conducted
in the elothes. Clothes send
messages, For example, in
her press photo, the DU
Arlene Foster looks like a
Fertility expert from Cold
War-era Romaniz. What
this communicates aboul
her 1 have not the slightest
iden, but my God, did she
get planning permission for
thase lapels? And lilac on
royal bloe?! It is w be
seriously wondered
whether or not one could
entrest to such a Person
guasi-governmental
synthetic hedging stralesy
and, well, all that kind of
stuff.

Thal bright voung thing
ol 5F, Daithi Mekay, looks
like he knows aboat lots of

stult. He ot his driving licence three years
ago and he has nol been asked for proof-
of-age in a nightclub since, like, ages ago.
He has extremely short hair and vses gel.
This is not in general terms a boon for
WMster, however he is oat least less
nauseating of wvisage than lhe young
William Hague, Anna Lo of the Alliance
Party has alzo been on the hair glue, and
by does she look invigorated. Apart fram
that you can't but be glad that we can all
lorget entirely about David Alderdice and
his turn-it-any-way-and-i-looks-the-same
head, which ever gave this writer a sense
af verngze, much like looking down [rom
atop the bloodied bar into the imploring
eyes ol the constabulary,

Suffice it 1o say that they are o sorry
lot, really, and should ask a gay friend [if
any ol them live in Upper Bann, Lagan
Yalley ete.] for advice. Peter Hain [and
this is written with but a moicty of irony|
makes them all lock like cheap hustlers
and wheres, bricle preachers and hollow
men. Which they are, of course, but they
could at least make a proper effort and oot
rube the electorate ¢lad in rubber-soled
shoes and BEasy-Press shirts from Burtons.
Margaret Thatcher was a betler-dressed
man than most of them, and, you know,
she only wore boring and matronly skirts
Lo make room for her huge balls, Do any of
these politicians have the balls to make N,
Ireland work? That doces rather remain to
b seen.
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