During daily press conferences at every election campaign, Mrs. Thatcher would be always punctual, looking her top self: image-conscious. Yet it wasn’t all vanity – that is, she would be prepared, with speeches and soundbites for all, replying to umpteen questions, even after Prime Minister’s Questions. Her remarkable strength was amazing. Even for us ‘young things’, Mrs. T was always, as they say, ‘on the ball’. The questions for prepared TV interviews would be sent in advance to Chequers, the PM’s country residence. Monday morning, ‘fresh as a lettuce’, and looking her very best, she would be ready to front the world’s TV cameras. Also for No. 10 Downing Street press conferences, even after a long session at the Palace of Westminster, Mrs. T would be ready. 
All public figures rely on a TEAM and she is no exception. One of her main work allies would be her ever-present Press Officer (now called Communications Manager), the (now titled) Sir Bernard Ingham. For years, every Monday morning there would be an off-the-record meeting with Foreign Correspondents and/or International Broadcasters, like myself, at The Foreign Press Association, then found at No. 11, Carlton House Terrrace – former PM Gladstone’s residence in town.  At every Press Conference he would stand either at one side of the auditorium or amongst the public, carefully recalling who did what to whom, etc. I went to almost all of them and would watch the image-persona of the firm PM, staring back at us from the TV screen. As I was able to come to know her, and particularly after my long (45-min) interview, I soon realised that behind the extraordinary media figure there is a woman, just as vulnerable, fragile even, as any of us – or even more so. Her composure in public discourses hid her nerves. It required superhuman effort to show the world a conviction-led, no U-turns, no nonsense, anti-European politician. 

The time I met her was filled with the wrongs committed by so-called football hooligans. Yet she strongly defended the sport, saying “Football is, and always has been, a family diversion. A Saturday family outing, in which parents would take their children, and everybody would cheer, chant or sing, waving the scarves bearing the Club’s logo and/or initials”. She explained, “it is somewhat of a bad thing for the young to have so much money.” When I asked her if it was hard to be a woman PM; she replied that she had held every one of the posts, leading up to Chairing the Party, holding a Ministerial brief or two; and then organising and conducting a local and then General Election, in which she was both elected as Finchley MP, and then as the first woman Prime British Minister. Of course, she conceded that, “Being a woman politician is always more difficult as everybody is expecting you to make a mistake, and trip you, or use it against you. It’s like making double the effort”. Jokingly I asked, “And who wears the trousers at home, Mrs.Thatcher?” To my surprise she coyly replied, “Dennis, of course”. Life for them was in the tiny flat ‘above the shop’. She admitted there were always all sorts of pies and ready meals to heat up and that, at best, it was endless sandwich lunches – and, inevitably, pizza nights. Everybody knew she enjoyed a hot toddy before turning in. Yet, for her, this may mean working till the early hours or, as they say, “Burning the candle at both ends”. I don’t know how she did it!
Now that my life is double the pressure, for the increased responsibilities, etc. I so need my rest and definitely I miss my ‘beauty sleep’. Mornings I need ‘all the help’ I can get to ‘fill in’ the gaps and work on the ‘repairs’. Even so, I look exhausted. How could she look so good? Remember her speeches, which she may have had help in writing, yet she had to learn and also deliver; both to live audiences, as well as to several million viewers. That is why I say I admire her, despite all the political nuances of different ilk. The way she became a target of criticism was, to me, both shocking and incredible. I knew the woman behind the image. She is as much flesh and blood as any one of us. Sure there are differences of opinion, and of persuasion. Yet the sarcasm and irony seemed to surpass the modicum of decency. Having had such amount of stress, pressure and worries (on national and International topics) must definitely be at best ‘agonising’; at worst ‘devastating’.
An understanding spouse/partner must be de rigeur. We have just heard how Prince Harry has categorically stated that his grandmother (HM, The Queen) cannot cope without her husband’s help (HRH, The Duke of Edinburgh). She is another figure in British political life who also has all my respect and admiration, as a woman, too. 
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