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Captain McGregor felt he was somehow responsible for the Leaning Tower.   This was nonsense, but his was perhaps the butterfly effect that triggered it off.   Chaos theory suggests that the future is beyond predicting, because the flapping of a butterfly in the Caribbean may eventually lead to a typhoon in China.   Tiny initial cause, massive final effect.
	McGregor's trip to San Francisco was routine, no suggestion of any flapping butterfly.   Routine peck on the cheek for wife Jane, before setting off in his BMW.   Routine drive from his home in Maidenhead to Heathrow, on this occasion rather better than normal, because the M4 was not the usual parking lot. 
	The first hint that 'routine' might not be the appropriate word came at flight briefing.   It seemed innocent enough at the time, just a note from Captain Melville, the airline’s head of training, that co-pilot Alan Hardaker had only recently converted onto the 747:   his landings still tended to be 'arrivals', and needed some polishing up.	
	As an old hand on the Jumbo, McGregor was familiar with the problem.   Ever since Wilbur and Orville invented the flying machine, pilots had relied on the Mark One Human Eyeball to get themselves safely back onto terra firma.  
	Until the 747 came along.   The first clue that something different might be needed came early on, when a Boeing test pilot undershot the runway, badly damaging his company's new toy.  This monster was not only twice the size of anything that had gone before, but the cockpit was located on the upper deck and the landing attitude was nose up;   this meant the main wheels of a 747 were so far behind and below the pilots they hit the ground when the Human Eyeball thought there was still a long way to go.
	Years of visual experience had to be discarded.   You were not about to land in that field beyond the end of the runway, it just looked that way.   The drill became to trust your instruments, or the special visual approach slope indicators Boeing had been forced to install at every major airport, and just fly the slope until the radio altimeter registered fifty feet.   Then you started to think about putting her down.   At the thirty feet call you got serious.  For new boys this last bit might be something of a controlled crash, but it was safe.  And once your Mark One Eyeball got the hang of the new conditions, you'd be touching down without upsetting the customers.   First Officer Hardaker only needed a bit more experience and he'd be greasing in the Jumbo with the best of them.

   					XXXXXXXXX

Rather to his surprise, Damian White MP had come to enjoy his surgeries.   Like many a budding politician he had started off with grandiose notions of changing the world.   The Mother of Parliaments beckoned in all its glory.   He would help make Britain a place fit for heroes.   Etcetera.
	He soon discovered that the Mother of Parliaments was a decrepit rabbit warren that would have been condemned as unfit for human habitation by most local councils.   Worse still, the rabbits - members of parliament - that scurried around its corridors, were a fractious lot, agreement on any subject as rare as virgins in a brothel.
	We're not talking here about ideological differences between parties.  Winston Churchill put it in a nutshell, when showing the Commons chamber to a new colleague, who commented:  'So we sit here, facing the enemy?'  'No, no,' replied Winston.  'Facing us is His Majesty's Opposition.   You'll find the enemies on our side'.
	All political parties are uneasy alliances of big egos, with little in common bar a thirst for power.  Warfare is constantly simmering below the surface, often to erupt into open conflict.     
	But party members have to agree for parliament to function.   The alternative is anarchy.   You can think what you like, but party bullies - the Whips - are on hand to make sure you toe the line for the serious stuff:  the voting.   Then you do as you're told.
	On this basic principle Damian all too often found himself at loggerheads with the party he represented.   The Tory member for Mid Oxon not only thought for himself - that was bad enough - he also voted according to his beliefs.   The French have a word for such behaviour:   'insupportable'.   
	Damian White was 'insupportable'.   Every party has a sprinkling of such characters, who are usually tolerated as examples of what a broad church that party is.  The press loves to snipe at the usual voting by party edict, so anything that softens this image is seen as good PR.   However, if the government has a slender majority, just a few mavericks may bring the whole house of cards tumbling down.   Then they become truly insupportable.
	Damian, like the others of his ilk, soon realised that taking the maverick path was to abandon all hope of political preferment.  No front bench for him.   So he joined the ranks of parliamentary plodders, many sitting there unrecognised by the world at large for thirty, even forty years.  They were the essential cannon fodder for when the division bell rang.  Their lack of ambition was tacitly appreciated by the party bosses, who always had more than enough predators fighting for the top jobs.   
	Backbenchers did little harm.   Except when the government had a slender majority and they became mavericks.
	With no ministerial career in prospect, Damian White MP, was in his constituency office plying the other political trade open to him, his 'surgery'; a combination of agony aunt and general listening dogsbody.  It was a mystery why the country's legislators - the people who ran the whole shebang - also had to concern themselves with what amounted to minor domestic matters.   But Damian had come to accept and then rather enjoy these meetings.
	The man sitting opposite him, a Mr. Morgan, was thickset, almost bald, early fifties, and had a dustbin problem.   
	"Never bloody empty 'em properly," he complained, adding:   "Well, they empty 'em sure enough, but not all of it in the lorry.   Rest of it goes all over the road.   Bloody mess.   And do they bother to clear it up?   Do they hell!"
	A common complaint.   Damian poised his pen over a sheet of paper and asked:   "May I ask where you live, sir?"
	The man winked.   "Your old stomping ground.   Know what I mean?"
	Damian could guess.   "Blackbird Leys?"	
	"Got it in one."   
	It was well known - in fact, it helped get him the job - that Damian White was a local lad, born and raised in Blackbird Leys, a dormitory estate on the eastern edge of Oxford.   Its reputation was.... let's just say that if a felony had been committed in the city, the blue flashing lights of Thames Valley police could often be seen heading towards Blackbird Leys.  
	Damian wrote down Mr. Morgan's address and promised to do what he could about his bin problem.  Without much conviction.   It was a County Council matter and the best he could hope for was to rattle a few cages.   As the local MP, his words might carry a bit more weight than the fellow sitting in front of him, but that wasn't saying much.   
	Business done, Mr. Morgan should have got up and left.   Instead, Damian heard him say:   "Saw you play for West Ham.  Never forget that goal you scored against Chelsea:   edge of the box, two defenders left for dead.   Bang!   Into the right hand corner of the net.   Fantastic!"
	Damian smiled.   "Yea, those were the days."   He suspected that some people came to his surgeries not to discuss rubbish collection, but to chat about old times.   To chat with a celeb.   Because, that's what he'd been:  a star of the back pages.   The striker England had been looking for.  Another factor that had helped him to his present job.
	"A shame they was cut short," continued Morgan.   "Your playing days."
	Damian shrugged.  "Water under the bridge."   He always tried to make light of it.   Pointless having regrets.   But he'd never forgive that brutal defender from Ivory Coast, who'd hit him with a two-footed tackle.   The only punishment had been a red card and one week suspension, while Damian ended up with a broken leg.   Mended okay, but he was never quite the same again.   In his prime, Damian White had been light and lean, with an explosive acceleration off the blocks.  Some said he'd been faster over twenty yards than the legendary king of speed, Usain Bolt.  A nightmare for defenders.    But a promise never fulfilled, thanks to that bastard from Ivory Coast.     
	"Followed you later on Strictly,"   continued Morgan, who seemed disinclined to leave.
	Damian didn't mind.   As a subject for discussion, his career was better than dustbins.
	"Yea, lot of fun, that.   My leg might have had it for scoring goals, but it was no problem for dancing.  Mind you, I had a good partner."
	Another wink from Morgan.   "But not popular with the missus."
	This was scarcely news.   It had filled the gossip columns for weeks.   How ex footballer Damian White had partnered the lovely Lucille in Strictly Come Dancing, won the event, but lost his wife.
	"No gain without pain,"  he said.   "Wouldn't be sitting here now, if it hadn't been for Strictly."
	"Running the country, eh?"
	Damian grinned.   Morgan did a nice line in humour.   He replied in similar vein:   "Nothing more important than fixing your dustbins."
	Morgan finally got to his feet.   Held out his hand.   Said:    "Thanks for the natter, Damian - may I call you Damian?"
	"I believe you just have."
	"Best MP we ever had.   Might even vote for you next time."
	"That would be nice."   
	"The Whisky man, they call you.   Black and White.   No offence, I hope."
[bookmark: _GoBack]	"Of course not."   Damian had lost count of the number of times he'd heard this.... well, it had become a term of affection. Endearment.   Black and White.   Because his name was White, while his skin was Black.   Actually, more the colour of milk chocolate than the dark bitter stuff.   Even so, unusual for a Conservative member of parliament in the shires.      
