

  Canto I


  Chequers Proposal


  Sing, Muse, of harmony and nation-states


 That joined a Union to progress from hates


 Into one integrated region’s law,


 A United States of Europe free from war


 Like the US, a visionary EU


 Halfway to a federal World State, a new


 World order and a Pax Universalis,


 A paradise on earth, harmonious bliss;


 And sing of one curmudgeonly rebel


 10 That longed to break away into a Hell


 Of controlling its borders, laws and gold


 As once its seafaring empire of old


 Traded with colonies and ruled the waves,


 Still dreams of new greatness among old graves.


 And sing of Zeus, now driven to despair


 By the antics and dithering, now glare


 Of its politicians who have misjudged


 The way the world’s going, who’ve stormed and fudged.


 Lolling in Mount Olympus’s boardroom


 20 Amid screens like an Emperor in gloom,


 Exasperated, Zeus, at his wits’ end,


 Asked, “What on earth will make the British bend?”


 He knows the agreement offered in March


 By the EU to the UK, an arch


 Through which negotiations could begin,


 Was unacceptable – “toxic”, “ruin” –


 And as trade and technology can’t keep


 The Irish border in its present sleep


 There must be a ‘backstop’: Northern Ireland will


 30 Remain in the customs union and single


 Market – in the EU – with a border


 Down the Irish Sea. The UK would prefer


 The whole of the UK to remain set


 In the customs union and single market.


 He knows the UK’s choice: accept EU


 Law or forever split the Union in two.


 He knows that Davis’s White Paper, known


 As Canada plus-plus, the best of Canada’s own


 Deal plus the best South Korea and Japan


 40 Agreed plus services, a ‘mixed-salad’ plan,


 Was quickly rejected by the EU,


 Which looked for a less confrontational view.


 He knows the European Council’s wise


 And’s said, “There’s a deal if there’s compromise,


 If both sides move their red lines secretly


 And take their leaders with them gradually.”


 Although the Council’s not the Commission


 And Barnier, it speaks for the twenty-seven.


 He knows the UK’s always practised cool


 50 Divide et impera, ‘divide and rule’


 Or ‘divide and conquer’, to control events,


 Smash concentrations of power to fragments


 That have less power to implement hostile


 Strategy, pacify by treacherous guile.


 Pragmatic Zeus will settle for a pact


 That keeps his goal of a World State intact.


 He’s sent Hermes, his messenger, to scout.


 “One way to get the Brexiteers out,”


 Hermes reported, “is to encourage May’s


 60 Own adviser Robbins to reappraise


 Brexit and lay before the Cabinet


 A compromise plan that will cause much fret


 Among key Brexiteers, who may resign.


 The plan will cause the rest to realign


 With what Olympus wants, a strong EU.


 I have put this in hand. I’ve found it’s true


 That voters were misled: promised payments


 To the NHS and no immigrants.


 A poster showed a queue to leave Syria,


 70 Voters were told they’re coming to Dover.


 We want a UK-EU compromise,


 A deal that will come as a big surprise.


 Ahead of that, for public consumption


 We want a straight choice that will embolden –


 Call for a second referendum on


 ‘No deal’ or staying in so Brexit’s gone.


 “I’ve been working on how to achieve this


 Through the press and TV – and artifice.


 We want the man who wrote King Charles the Wise


 80 And World State as he has perceptive eyes.


 He has been given a jar of ‘Zeus honey’,


 Manna he’s had with his breakfast muesli,


 Spiritual nourishment like the Eucharist


 That imparts our gods’ knowledge like a mist


 That envelops the brains of mere mortals


 And opens minds to Light with its herbals –


 His PA brought it back from Zakynthos


 As a gift, prompted by me, for her boss –


 And so he’s now blessed with divine foresight


 90 Like Tiresias and is inspired to write


 Whatever you would like, he’ll point the way


 Forward in this chaos, do what we say


 In the tradition of Dryden and Pope.


 He’ll see the future as a time of hope.


 I caught him by his bust of Apollo.


 He sees into what the EU can grow.”


 And so your poet, cornered by Hermes,


 In his daily obeisance, at ease,


 Gazing at Apollo’s unseeing eyes,


 100 Heard from behind, “Zeus knows that you are wise,


 You already know what you have to do,


 Olympus and Apollo count on you


 To tell the truth about the Brexit squeeze,”


 And scented Zeus’s Paradise in the breeze


 And, turning, saw no one in the warm air,


 And knew his task, to heal national despair;


 While on Olympus, bent before a screen,


 Zeus studies Chequers’ Great Hall, where grown men preen.


 Chequers in deep Buckinghamshire countryside,


 110 Prime Ministers’ retreat and Tudor pride.


 A heat haze shimmers the surrounding fields


 As a desert mirage conceals and shields


 An illusion that there’s a lake ahead.


 Heat waves disclose a Cabinet misled,


 Sitting round a table on the terrace, each face


 In white shirts, in their distant hiding-place.


 And now inside, no phones and sweltering,


 A manor-house, no air-conditioning,


 After coffee, chatting in the Great Hall,


 120 Crammed into the tiny Hawtrey Room, all


 Listening; May stands in imperial purple


 And sets out Robbins’ compromise jumble:


 A White Paper held back so few had seen


 Details she unveils for all to glean,


 The red lines in her speeches and concern


 In London, Florence and Munich – ‘return


 Control of laws, borders, money’ (three bombs),


 ‘Exit from single market and customs


 Union without destroying jobs for pay


 130 Or breaking up the Unionists’ UK’ –


 Have all gone. The European Council


 Had said it will move red lines if she will


 Move hers, and that is what Robbins has done


 In this White Paper described to Merkel, now spun:


 A free-trade area with the EU


 For goods but not services – that’s new –


 And a common EU rule book for food,


 Farming and fishing and also a crude


 ‘Facilitated Customs Agreement’


 140 To remove customs checks (not yet current),


 And final say on courts and laws, and now


 Collective responsibility – ow! –


 For all the Cabinet, and in the hall


 Taxi cards for all who resign. Some gall


 To take away their ministerial cars


 At once if their manifesto-based view jars –


 “If you resign you’ll be replaced and then


 You will immediately be forgotten” –


 Especially as the taxi firm has ceased


 150 Trading and resigners must trudge at least


 A mile through heat to the road. No walk-outs


 To May’s relief. A buffet lunch and doubts.


 It looks an EU treaty, written by


 Barnier, with Robbins conceding like an ally.


 Just as a Headmistress presents to her staff


 A new policy, and all tense and do not laugh,


 So May’s presented to her Cabinet


 A new policy that is now a threat.


 Then four hours in the Grand Parlour to agree


 160 A soft deal on customs and trade, a plea


 To the EU to compromise as well


 In a halfway house that few will now sell.


 Davis says he disagrees with the plan,


 The EU’d want more concessions – and ban.


 The Chequers plan means stay in the EU


 Without a vote, half-in, half-out, and through.


 In a six-minute moan on how hard it


 Will be to sell to the country, misfit


 Johnson calls the plan a turd and avers


 170 It’s a polished turd, there are polishers –


 Civil servants like Robbins. But his joint-


 Leaver Gove backs the plan, a turning-point.


 Now Johnson toasts the plan in syrup words,


 So much more pleasant than his foul-mouthed turds.


 The biggest meeting of May’s premiership


 Has shocked and troubled but she’s kept her grip.


 Though a type-one diabetic, she’s stayed


 Calm and in charge, a reconciling maid.


 Dinner, and now there’s no more argument,


 180 After twelve hours of heat all are now bent.


 Before the ministers’ phones are returned


 Downing Street makes a news statement. Concerned


 Voters for Leave detect a huge sell-out.


 There’s uproar on the air waves, pundits pout.


 Now it’s revealed that May had sold her plan


 To Merkel in Berlin before this clan


 Came to hear this overture to Europe,


 This attempt to unblock the EU’s ‘Stop’.


 The Commission’s Riso the previous day


 190 Showed slides to EU Ambassadors that say


 The UK’d gain an advantage by staying


 In the single market only for trading


 Goods (which May informed Merkel she wants). Although


 The EU kept this quiet to keep May’s show


 In power as they would rather deal with May


 Than hard-line Brexiteers. After the UK


 Lobbied, this slide-show arrived at Chequers


 In time for May’s briefing of her ministers.


 Johnson’s toasted the plan in a U-turn –


 200 Ironic or unprincipled, or gurn?


 He’d said the UK’d be a vassal state


 Under the EU’s rules, a dreadful fate.


 Some say she has appeased the behemoth,


 This agreement between two wings is froth,


 She’s vacillated and now compromised


 And sold out the voters, and is despised.


 As a deer eyes pastures beyond a wire fence


 And cannot enter but won’t leave and, tense,


 Loiters, dithers, wanting to be in the view,


 210 So May frequented the margins of the EU.


 All pragmatists see the facts as they are,


 All ideologues live a dream from afar.


 They dream global Britain will do much trade –


 With the non-EU world – that will not fade,


 Live in ever-growing prosperity


 And scorn all compromise as too costly.


 The Brexiteers live in a fools’ paradise


 That’s undeliverable like unmelting ice.


 Hard-line Brexiteers hate the soft Brexit


 220 Of the Chequers plan, which, they say, will hit


 The UK hard by making rule-takers


 Without influence in place of rule-shapers.


 Yet the Cabinet backs a middle way.


 Aren’t they, too, foolish in believing they


 Can win the agreement of the EU


 To a halfway fudge when the EU’s view


 Is that they didn’t leave and need not budge


 From the four freedoms an ECJ judge


 Will defend beside the single market


 230 And customs union – why should they fret?


 Cabinet middle-wayers are middling nice,


 But they too live in a fools’ paradise.


 What kind of Brexit did voters vote for?


 Brexiteers did not say, no one knows or


 Has any idea if it’s EEA,


 Canada plus or plus-plus or Norway,


 Customs union, single market, border


 With Southern Ireland or – so much clearer –


 The Irish Sea, or ‘facilitated’


 240 Technology – a border in the head


 Till someone invents the technology.


 Like the Ship of Fools we are all at sea.


 May’s capitulation to a small band


 Of ideologues who do not understand


 And can’t articulate why leaving’s good


 For UK’s sovereignty and brotherhood,


 Has confected an appeasement no one


 Thinks the EU will accept; rather shun.


 The wise medievals’ great Ship of State


 250 Was sailed by fools – a Ship of Fools all hate.


 In Plato’s Republic book six we see


 A ship, a deaf, part-blind captain who’s key


 With little knowledge of navigating,


 Sailors who quarrel about the steering


 Though none have been taught skills. All want to steer


 And kill or throw overboard all they hear


 Are preferred, make the captain drunk and trip,


 Then mutiny and take over the ship


 And eat and drink the stores and then promote


 260 All who were mutineers and seized the boat,


 And they abuse the rest. The true pilot


 Who’s attuned to the year and seasons (hot


 And cold), sky, stars, winds and must be steerer


 They call a good-for-nothing star-gazer.


 Beyond this Cornish window and the quay


 An old sailing-ship tosses on the sea.


 It could be from the 1494


 Basel woodcut Ship of Fools, some of whom wore


 Jester’s hats. All were sailing to arrive


 270 In paradise, that could be reached, alive,


 In Narragonia – a legendary


 Wonderful, fool-inhabited country –


 Beyond the waves by sailing with a crew


 Of fools who ran the ship without a clue.

 
  


  Canto II


  Brexiteers Resign


 Sing, Muse, of the consequences of the plot


 To split the Brexiteers and curb the lot


 So Zeus’s plan for a World State would rule


 (Via the EU) both wise man and the fool –


 The populists and nationalists who dream


 And promise an undeliverable scheme.


 A long weekend of disquiet and anger


 Within the party and country, dogma


 Has been breached, grass-roots activists lament


 10 A soft Brexit, there is open dissent


 From May’s own constituency chairman:


 One more such move and she will be fallen.


 Her red line has been crossed, Leavers who bayed


 In the referendum have been betrayed.


 MPs’ no-confidence letters will be


 With the 1922 Committee.


 Forty-eight will trigger a leadership


 Contest beyond the grip of the Chief Whip.


 May’s pleased she’s united her Cabinet,


 20 Though shocked at the Brexit Secretary’s threat


 To resign as he can’t support her fudge.


 He’s close to leaving, he just needs a nudge.


 The EU rejected his White Paper,


 And May’s replaced it with Robbins’ “monster”.


 On Sunday Davis muses, can’t decide.


 He does a decision tree, now his guide.


 (It explores outcomes and scenarios


 By using branching methods that disclose.)


 He sits at his desk and puts in the aim:


 30 Frictionless trade, Northern Ireland the same –


 No border; no alignment with EU


 Regulations, EU to share this view.


 EU manufacturers’ urging the EC


 Won’t be enough, so the UK must agree


 To walk away to ‘no deal’ to persuade


 The EU to accept the UK’s trade.


 So the UK must prepare for a ‘no deal’,


 But dwelling on disruption won’t appeal


 And undermines the threat as self-harming


 40 And there won’t be a Commons supporting


 Majority. Now the decision tree


 Has led to a dead end. Davis can see


 Brexit can go nowhere, he must resign,


 Jump ship so he’s not blamed in a public whine


 For offering false hopes and for raising


 Expectations, for falsely promising.


 His brief has been replaced by Robbins’ powers,


 He’s only met Barnier for just seven hours


 In the last six months, he has in effect


 50 Been superseded, and he has now checked:


 The Chequers proposal doesn’t contain


 The referendum’s spirit, that is plain.


 He’s told May her plan is unworkable,


 He knows the EU’ll reject and grumble.


 He sees May and her Chief Whip, says he’ll quit


 In the national interest, he can’t commit


 To supporting her illusory plan –


 A principled decision by one man.


 His letter says he can’t deliver on


 60 The referendum’s mandate, which has gone;


 And the supposed control by Parliament


 Will be illusory, in his judgement.


 Now his deputy follows. Consensus


 Has broken down, May’s shocked and dubious.


 But Robbins’ plan is working, he was key.


 Hermes tells Zeus, who rubs his hands in glee.


 Monday morning, and May makes Raab the new


 Brexit Secretary. His different view


 Is that ‘no deal’ is likely and he should


 70 Explain it so it’s seen a deal is good.


 Now there is pressure on Johnson to leave:


 Does he wear his principles on his sleeve?


 At Chequers he congratulated May


 For securing a Cabinet OK


 But would not sign a joint article, seal


 With Hammond support for the Chequers deal.


 Has he waved a white flag at the sell-out?


 Has he bottled his chance in a new bout


 Of leadership challenge? Is he more like


 80 Appeaser Chamberlain than Churchillian tyke?


 Davis can challenge May. And should not he,


 Too, resign to challenge in ‘Look at me’?


 Johnson’s advisers say he should tell May


 That he plans to resign later that day.


 Johnson, in two minds, rings 10 Downing Street,


 Which leaks the news at once, so no retreat.


 Davis is told during an interview,


 Is sad: Johnson “didn’t have to go too”.


 Just as a squirrel hangs upside down by its tail


 90 And rattles nuts in a bird feeder’s jail


 But can’t get access and stares disconsolate,


 So Johnson stared at goodies he’d found too late.


 In gloom Johnson writes his letter, racked with doubt:


 The UK is not fully heading out


 But for ‘semi-Brexit’, a colony


 Of Brussels, and the dream of Leave – to be


 In control of our democracy – is


 Dying, suffocated by self-doubt (not his).


 May icily replies she is surprised


 100 And defends the proposal he’s despised.


 At the FO his staff now drink champagne.


 No more gaffes and blunders, order can reign.


 He won’t move out of Carlton Gardens for


 Another three weeks, his gloom is too raw.


 (And his wife’s thrown him out for an affair


 With an aide and he has to find somewhere


 To live in London, or he must retire


 Back to his second home in Oxfordshire.)


 He sits around in his pants in the heat


 110 And broods that his choice led to a defeat.


 Just as a toad puffs up to vaunt its worth


 And then deflates back to its former girth,


 So Johnson subsided into croaky calm


 And squatted in depression far from harm.


 So once again a Brexiteer’s fate


 Involves a fleeing from the Ship of State.


 Johnson’s idea was never going to work.


 Shocked Leave won the referendum, part-Turk,


 He’s got out before he’s blamed for the mess.


 120 Is he personally accountable? Yes.


 But so was Cameron, who had no plan


 For Brexit and should not have called a clan


 Referendum to unite his party


 And risk impoverishing the country.


 Johnson – and Farage and Gove – loosely warned


 That seventy-seven million Turks all scorned


 Might head for the UK, which was believed


 By low-IQ voters, who were deceived.


 Aren’t the Brexiteers and Cameron to blame


 130 In equal measure for the UK’s shame?


 Now Robbins smirks, having devised the trap


 Of joint articles to make Johnson snap;


 And on Olympus Zeus is delighted.


 The two main Brexiteers are as stone-dead.


 Half an hour after news of Johnson’s fall


 May stands at the dispatch-box as each call


 By the Speaker brings hostile questions from


 Leavers and Remainers, each like a bomb.


 Two ministers resigned within a day,


 140 She’s ambushed from both sides: the Leavers say


 ‘The Chequers deal keeps the UK within


 Parts of the single market – in the bin.’


 Remainers say, ‘Back the customs union.’


 All jeer and heckle ‘Betrayal’ and ‘Con’.


 And in Brussels EU officials gloat,


 Mock “the flight of the Brexiteers” and the vote


 In the referendum. “It’s all a mess,


 Now they’re leaving for higher ground, we guess


 The rats are fleeing from a sinking ship.


 150 They’ve created,” Tusk says with a curled lip,


 “The biggest problem in UK-EU


 Relations.” Juncker is sarcastic too,


 Praises the unity of the Cabinet.


 One says, “The blueprint’s flawed at the outset.


 Its customs proposal is untested.”


 The EU’s ready to declare it dead.


 May is assailed on three fronts: Tory right,


 Remainers and Brussels. She lowers her sight


 And does not look at her Commons critics.


 160 Then at the 1922, more kicks.


 Thirty-eight no-confidence letters received.


 Two more ministers have resigned, are grieved.


 But she will soldier on and the EU


 Will back her as “least worst”, close to their view.


 There’s no Parliamentary majority


 For a hard or soft Brexit, which means she


 Will crash out with no deal, WTO.


 She is emotional, and cried to know


 That Duncan Smith will vote against the plan


 170 And will oppose her like a straight Roman.


 Next day Raab speaks about the White Paper


 Before MPs’ copies reach the chamber.


 A copy’s in the Commons library


 And more copies are in the Press Gallery.


 There is uproar, the House is suspended.


 Piles are brought in and flung about each head


 For MPs to catch, and clutch, and first read.


 There’s chaos, Raab’s not grasped their greatest need.


 He’s not thought the written word will compel,


 180 His grasp of such detail does not bode well.


 It looks as if May’s proposal’s on ice,


 Illusory and a fools’ paradise.


 Zeus, bent before his screen, is satisfied.


 Davis and Johnson have both been denied.


 Both have given up, having reached a dead end.


 The EU is united, will ascend.


 The Athenian democracy each year


 Held an election in which, without fear,


 All voted to banish or ostracise


 190 The most unpopular and most unwise


 Politician for the coming year. Bring


 Ostrakoi, potsherds used for balloting,


 So all UK citizens can reckon


 And write the name of the politician


 Who’s been a fool and most deserves his fate –


 Has done the most disservice to the State –


 Of being banished and exiled beyond


 The UK borders as a vagabond


 For messing up the public weal, and see


 200 If the name begins with a J or D.


 In the fifteenth-century Ship of Fools, a tale


 By Brant published in Basel, a ship sets sail


 Bound for paradise, Narragonia,


 Where St Grobian’s patron saint of vulgar


 And coarse people, a ship laden with fools


 Who steer as they think best, free from all rules.


 All the follies and vices of their time


 Are in this shipload of nitwits and grime.


 The Ship of State is like the Ship of Fools,


 210 It too’s sailed by a captain and crew with rules


 Who bypass rocks, wind in their sails, and toss


 And bob on the sparkling waves and criss-cross,


 And on the decks stand the public all bound


 For a destination, hoping they’re not drowned,


 Believing they’re heading for a Utopia


 Their Government has found, a provider,


 A paradise where they’ll land and be free


 Like settlers in the New World’s territory.

 
  


  Canto III


  Trump’s Visit


 Sing, Muse, of how the US President


 Castigated the Chequers agreement


 Which had already split the Tory right


 And dispatched two ministers into night.


 Sing how the President, with limited


 Understanding, blundered in and, knucklehead,


 Unwitting ally of Zeus and the EU,


 Blurted his opposition to the new


 Chequers deal that the EU did not rate.


 10 Zeus loathed ‘America First’ with pure hate


 As it was divisive for humankind


 And banned Muslims and Mexicans behind


 A wall Trump planned. Globalist Zeus called for


 No borders or walls: a world without war.


 Having said the UK is “in turmoil”


 And called Johnson his “friend” – made May’s blood boil –


 Trump has been at the NATO conference,


 And lambasted members and knocked some sense


 Into their heads so they’ve agreed to send


 20 Thirty-four billion dollars more to end


 Their over-reliance on the US


 In blocking Russia’s military success,


 Incursions in Baltic states and elsewhere –


 Russia who’s had spies expelled for a severe


 Novichok attack in a UK hit.


 Now still in Brussels before his visit


 To the UK, in a Sun interview


 He continues his combative pooh-pooh:


 He says Germany’s captive to Russia


 30 Because it gets its energy from her,


 The Nord Stream 2 pipeline for natural gas –


 While the US defends German landmass;


 Says May’s Chequers’ soft-Brexit blueprint would “kill”


 Future trade deals with the US, which will


 Do a deal with the EU instead, he


 Advised her to sue the EU, but she


 Has gone the other way and won’t be free


 To do deals with a non-EU country.


 He said, “I thought you Brits wanted Brexit.”


 40 He means that the PM’s vision of it


 Is not what UK voters voted for.


 The Chequers deal has caused a civil war.


 It’s been a humiliation for May,


 It blows her reassurances away.


 Blenheim Palace, Churchill’s birthplace, echo


 Of war with Germany and Europe’s slow


 Growth to a United States of Europe


 For which Churchill called at Zurich. Now stop –


 By helicopter in black tie, Trump lands


 50 At twilight and is greeted by massed bands


 And a parade, bagpipes. And then, grasping


 May’s hand, he leads her up the steps, holding


 On to balance, and goes in to dinner:


 Salmon and beef. The Duke of Marlborough


 Is host to the Establishment’s noblesse.


 Trump flies back for the night at the US


 Ambassador’s Winfield House. Protesters


 Blow whistles, beat spoons on saucepans, faint slurs


 Which don’t disturb his sleep, there’s no tumult.


 60 Next morning, avoiding a new insult –


 A floating balloon, Trump as a baby,


 Eyes closed, wearing a safety-pinned nappy –


 He and May fly to Sandhurst and witness


 A demonstration by the SAS.


 The transatlantic leaders of the Free


 World, one ex-Empire, one ex-colony,


 Fly in for lunch at Chequers, where crass Trump


 Sits in Churchill’s worn armchair, smug and plump,


 And hero-worships half-American


 70 Churchill who won the war, a true ‘Roman’.


 Outside there’s
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   O-BOOKS


  O is a symbol of the world, of oneness and unity; this eye represents knowledge and insight.
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