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Prologue

 

Foreword

It is with a certain air of mischief and a generous dose of 

whimsy that this humble volume is presented to you, dear 

reader. What lies within these pages is neither a treatise nor 

a manifesto, though it may, at times, masquerade as both. It 

is  not  a  history,  though  it  may  trip  over  the  past  in  its 

eagerness to stumble into the future. No, this is a novel—a 

peculiar  sort  of  novel,  to  be  sure,  born  of  the  ether  and 

chaos of the digital age, where blogs and hashtags collide 

with  the  weighty  musings  of  economists  and  the  fever 

dreams of satirists.

The idea for this book, if it can be called an idea at  all, 

emerged from the labyrinthine corridors of the Grub Street 

in  Exile  Substack,  where  thoughts  on  housing  markets, 

interest  rates,  and  the  peculiarities  of  human  folly  were 

flung about with reckless abandon. Here, amidst the clamor 

of  #HousePriceCrash  and  #CarbonCurrencyEndGame,  a 

peculiar pattern began to emerge—a tapestry of absurdity, 

insight, and, dare we say, wisdom. It was as though the ghost 

of G.K. Chesterton had taken up residence in the comment 

section, sparring with P.G. Wodehouse over the finer points 

of quantitative easing.
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And  so,  with  a  nod  to  the  dadaists  and  a  wink  to  the 

surrealists, this novel was conceived. It is a sequel of sorts—

though not to anything you’ve read before—to the conquest 

of dough, both literal and metaphorical. It is a tale of bulls 

and bears, of FIRE and fear, of moon landings and market 

crashes. It is, above all, a comedy, for what else can one do 

in the face of such splendid absurdity but laugh?

We invite you, then, to join us on this journey, to mind the 

gap between reality and satire, and to revel in the delightful 

nonsense  that  ensues.  For  in  the  words  of  a  certain 

Chumbawamba anthem, when one gets knocked down, one 

must get back up again. And what better way to rise than 

with a grin on one’s face and a novel in hand?

Yours in jest and earnestness,

The Authors
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Introduction

 

Introduction

The scene opens, as all great scenes do, in a state of mild 

confusion. Imagine, if you will, a room—not a grand room, 

mind you, but one of those peculiar spaces that seems to 

exist only in the minds of those who frequent online forums 

and  Substack  comment  sections.  It  is  a  room  filled  with 

charts and graphs, with half-empty coffee cups and stacks of 

books bearing titles like The Housing Market: A Love Story 

and Bulls,  Bears,  and  Other  Woodland  Creatures.  In  one 

corner, a whiteboard stands precariously, its surface covered 

in  a  chaotic  scrawl  of  hashtags:  #Wages,  #InterestRates, 

#AbsorptionRate, and, inexplicably, #MoonLanding.

At  the  center  of  this  chaos  sits  Charlie,  a  man  of 

indeterminate age and even more indeterminate purpose. 

Charlie  is  the  sort  of  fellow  who  might  be  described  as a 

thinker,  though  what  he  thinks  about  is  anyone’s  guess. 

Today, as on most days, he is pondering the Bottom. Not his own  bottom,  of  course—though  he  does  shift 

uncomfortably  in  his  chair  from  time  to  time—  but the 

Bottom.  The  elusive,  enigmatic  Bottom  of  the  housing 

market, the stock market, and, quite possibly, the universe 

itself.
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“Is  it  a  crash?”  he  mutters  to  no  one  in  particular.  “Or 

merely a correction?”

From the shadows, a voice replies: “Does it matter? The 

FIRE is burning everything down anyway.”

The  voice  belongs  to  Robin,  a  figure  as  enigmatic  as 

Charlie but with a sharper tongue and an even sharper wit. 

Robin is, among other things, a reformer. Or at least, Robin 

likes  to  think  of  themselves  as  one.  They  are  forever 

searching for the “primary cause,” though what they intend 

to do with it once they find it remains unclear.

“Fear,”  Robin  continues,  leaning  against  the  whiteboard 

and smudging half the hashtags in the process. “That’s the 

real culprit. The only thing we have to fear is—”

“Fear itself,” Charlie interrupts, rolling his eyes. “Yes, yes, 

we’ve all heard that one before. But what about the 

moon landing?”

Robin raises an eyebrow. “The moon landing?”

“Yes, the moon landing,” Charlie insists. “Will it happen? 

Or is it just another Bottom we’ll never reach?”

It  is  at  this  moment  that  Christine  enters  the  room, 

carrying  a  stack  of  papers  and  an  air  of  exasperation. 

Christine is the sort of person who always seems to be on 

the verge of solving something, though what that something 

is changes from day to day. Today, it appears to be a report 

titled Carbon Currency and the Endgame of Central Banking.

“Honestly,” she says, dropping the papers onto the table 

with a thud, “if you two spent half as much time on 

solutions as you do on metaphors, we might actually get 

somewhere.”
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“But where’s the fun in that?” Charlie replies, grinning. And so it begins—a tale of wit and whimsy, of satire and 

speculation,  of  markets  and  moon  landings  and  the 

marvelous absurdity of it all. Welcome, dear reader, to the 

world of Grub Street in Exile. Mind the gap.

1 Chapter 1

 

### Chapter 1: Hitchhikers on the Yellow Brick

 

Road

 

The room was abuzz with activity—or at least the peculiar 

kind of activity that passes for productivity in the world of 

Charlie, Robin, and Christine. Papers were shuffled, hashtags 

were  scrawled,  and  metaphors  were  stretched  to  their 

breaking point. It was another day in the Grub Street in Exile 

war room, where  the absurdity of the modern  world was 

dissected with the precision of a drunken surgeon.

Charlie leaned back in his chair, a mischievous grin 

spreading across his face. “You know,” he began, “Trump’s 

backpedaling reminds me of a certain hitchhiker’s guide.”

Robin,  who  was busy  scribbling  something  indecipherable 

on the whiteboard, paused mid-scrawl. “Oh? Do enlighten 

us, Charlie. Is this another one of your tortured metaphors?”
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“Not  at  all,”  Charlie  replied,  feigning  indignation.  “It’s  a 

perfectly  apt  comparison.  Picture  this:  a  galaxy  where 

kompromat is currency, where backpedaling is an art form, 

and where every decision is made with the grace of a Vogon 

poetry recital.”

Christine,  who  had  been  leafing  through  a  report  on  the 

financialisation of housing production, looked up with a sigh. 

“And where exactly does this galaxy reside, Charlie? In your 

imagination, I presume?”

“Not at all,” Charlie said, his grin widening. “It resides right 

here, in  the post-Fordist structural green economic  reality 

we’re all so fond of.”

Robin snorted. “Ah yes, the ‘green economic reality’ where 

protecting frontline first responders is a hashtag, not a policy. 

Very Hitchhiker’s Guide, indeed.”

Christine, ever the pragmatist, tapped the stack of papers in 

front  of  her.  “Speaking  of  reality,  we  need  to  talk  about 

housing.  The  financialisation  of  housing  production  is 

extracting value faster than you can say ‘doubling back is not 

doubling down.’”

Robin raised an eyebrow. “Doubling back? Is that what we’re 

calling Trump’s latest pivot?”

Charlie chuckled. “Doubling back, backpedaling, call it what 

you will. The man’s a master of the art. It’s like watching 
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the wheels come off a wagon that was never fully 

assembled in the




CHAPTER 1

first place.”

Christine rolled her eyes. “And yet, here we are, following 

the yellow brick road to nowhere.”

Robin leaned against the whiteboard, smudging yet another 

hashtag.  “Nowhere,  or  somewhere?  That’s  the  question, 

isn’t it? Is this all just satire, or is there a deeper purpose? COVID-19,  housing  markets,  kompromat—what’s  the common thread?”

Charlie  leaned  forward,  his  expression  suddenly  serious. 

“Signs,  symbols,  stories,  language.  It’s  all  about 

communication, isn’t it? What we say, what  we don’t say, 

and  how  we  say  it.  Winston  and  Chomsky  were  onto 

something. Understanding in our

minds and expressing it through language—it’s not a system,

it’s a battlefield.”

Christine frowned. “A battlefield? That’s a bit dramatic, even 

for you, Charlie.”

“Is  it?”  Charlie  shot  back.  “Think  about  it.  Every  hashtag, 

every blog post, every tweet—it’s all part of the narrative. 

The conquest of dough, the rebellion against the system, the 
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search  for  meaning  in  a  world  that’s  lost  the  plot.  It’s  all 

connected.”

Robin clapped their hands together. “Bravo, Charlie. A fine 

monologue. But what does it actually *mean*?”

Charlie shrugged. “It means we keep going. We keep 

writing, keep talking, keep questioning. Because in the end, 

that’s all we can do.”

Christine sighed. “And on that note, I suppose we should get 

back to work. The financialisation of housing isn’t going to

critique itself.”

Robin grinned. “And the wheels on the wagon aren’t going 

to reattach themselves, either.”

As the trio returned to their respective tasks, the room once 

again filled with the peculiar hum of Grub Street in Exile. It 

was a hum of satire and speculation, of signs and symbols, 

of stories and language. It was the sound of a world trying 

to make sense of itself, one absurdity at a time.

And  somewhere,  in  the  depths  of  the  internet,  a  new 

hashtag was born.

#FollowTheYellowBrickRoad
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2 Chapter 

 

2

 

### Chapter 2: The Price of Liberty

 

The  room  was  quieter  than  usual,  though  not  by  design. 

Charlie,  Robin,  and  Christine  were  all  lost  in  their  own 

thoughts,  each  grappling  with  the  threads  of  chaos  that 

seemed  to  weave  together  the  absurd  tapestry  of  the 

modern world.  On  the  table  between  them  lay  a  copy  of 

Fletcher  Prouty’s  *The  Secret  Team*,  its  pages  dog-eared 

and  annotated  with  a  frenzy  of  exclamation  marks  and 

underlines.  Next  to  it  was a  printout  of  a blog  post  titled 

*The  Price  of  Liberty:  Elon  Musk  Buying  Democracy  One 

Government at a Time*.

Christine  broke  the  silence  first.  “You  know,”  she  said, 

tapping the edge of the Prouty book, “this whole parasitic 

finance  sector  thing  isn’t  just  about  money.  It’s  about 

control. Power. Who  gets to decide what the future looks 

like.”
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Robin looked up from their notebook, where they had been doodling what appeared to be a guillotine. “Control? Isn’t that just  another  way  of  saying  ‘monopoly’?  Techno-feudalism, corporate-state hybrids—call it what you want, it’s the same game. And we’re the pawns.”

Charlie, who had been staring at the ceiling as though it held the answers to life, the universe, and everything, finally spoke. “It’s not just monopoly, though. It’s Jacksonian corporate-state fiscal feudalism. A brave new world for them, and 1984 for the rest of us.”

Christine  raised  an  eyebrow.  “That’s  quite  the  mouthful, Charlie. Care to elaborate?”

Charlie sat up, gesturing animatedly. “Think about it. Central banks, tech billionaires, governments—they’re all playing the same  game.  The  national  debt  isn’t  just  a  number;  it’s  a mechanism. A tool to keep us in line. And while they’re busy buying  democracy  one  government  at  a  time,  we’re  left arguing over crumbs.”

Robin smirked. “Ah yes, the crumbs. Or as some might call it, ‘a larger loaf of bread.’ Isn’t that what they always promise? Take back control, sack the Rump Parliament, end  the Whig Junto—it’s the same old story, just with different actors.”

Christine  sighed.  “And  meanwhile,  China’s  laying  down  the gauntlet in the energy war, reshaping geopolitics while we’re busy debating whether or not to eat yellow snow.”
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CHAPTER 2

Robin laughed. “Don’t eat yellow snow. That’s the best advice I’ve heard all day.”

Charlie leaned forward, his expression serious. “But it’s more than that. Look at the eNaira in Nigeria, or Aadhaar in India. These aren’t just financial systems—they’re control systems. Digital  currencies,  biometric  IDs—they’re  closing  the  gaps, filling  in  the  blanks,  reading  between  the  lines.  It’s  the infrastructure of a totalitarian state monopoly.”

Christine nodded. “And it’s not just happening in developing countries.  Look  at  Brazil.  Flooding  the  narrative,  copyright strikes on YouTube, #OccupyTheEstablishment—this isn’t just about economics. It’s about controlling the story.”

Robin  tapped  their  pen  against  the  table.  “So  what’s  the solution,  then?  Distributism?  A  return  to  some  kind  of  pre-industrial utopia where everyone bakes their own bread and sings songs about solidarity?”

Charlie  shrugged.  “Maybe.  Or  maybe  it’s  about  confronting these truths head-on. A catharsis, if you will. Understanding our place in the world, and then doing something about it.”

Christine frowned. “That’s easier said than done. The factions of  ‘We  Deserve  Better’  are  too  busy  fighting  each  other  to actually do anything meaningful. Owen Jones  versus George Galloway, Bastani versus Brand—it’s all noise. And meanwhile, 
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the  system  keeps  chugging  along,  extracting  value  and consolidating power.”

Robin leaned back in their chair, a thoughtful look on their face. “Horace said it best: ‘Who’s started has half-finished.’ Maybe that’s the key. Starting. Even if we don’t know exactly where we’re going, we have to start somewhere.”

Charlie grinned. “And maybe that somewhere is right here, in this  room.  Talking,  writing,  questioning.  Filling  in  the  gaps, reading between the lines, and refusing to let the narrative be controlled by the same old players.”

Christine picked up the Prouty book, flipping through its pages. “Well, if nothing else, we’ve got plenty of material to work with. The parasitic finance sector, the geopolitics of oil, the rise of techno-feudalism—it’s all connected. And it’s all worth fighting against.”

Robin raised their pen like a sword. “To the barricades, then. Or at least, to the blog posts.”

The trio shared a laugh, the tension in the room easing ever so slightly. They didn’t have all the answers—far from it. But they had  each  other,  and  they  had  their  words.  And  in  a  world dominated  by  monopolies,  narratives,  and  control  systems, that

was a start.
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As the conversation faded into the hum of pens scratching on paper  and  keyboards  clicking,  a  new  hashtag  began  to  take shape in the ether.

#ThePriceOfLiberty

 

3 Chapter 3

 

###  Chapter  3:  Turning  Back  the 

Hands of Time

 

The air in the room was heavy with nostalgia, though not the sentimental kind. It was the type of nostalgia that comes with the bitter realization that the more  things change, the more they stay the same. Charlie, Robin, and Christine sat  around the table, each
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