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The DoughForge Identity

🍓🌾💧🔥 = 🍞⚒️

Or: The Difference Between a House and a Claim Upon a House

Roger G. Lewis




Epigraphs

“If you come to a fork in the road, take it.”


— Yogi Berra¹


“Wall Street owns the country.”


— Mary Elizabeth Lease, Kansas, 1890


Maimonides saw each contradiction. Each species of deafness, Loud. Each species of blindness, Dark All no less perplexed than the next.




¹ Will Cuppy, had he lived to footnote Yogi Berra, would have observed that this remark is generally treated by quotation books as an example of folksy nonsense, when it is in fact one of the few useful pieces of advice ever issued in the English language. The fork is not the choice; the fork is the noticing of the choice. Most people walk straight on through, congratulate themselves on the quality of the road, and arrive at the place they were always going to arrive at.


Note to Reader · Welcome to the Forge

“I started writing this because I realised I was locked into a series of events for which I would be subject to the results, but over which I would neither be consulted nor considered.”


That sentence is from Post 1000 of my Substack, written this February. The realisation arrived earlier — somewhere around 2009, sitting at a screen in a kitchen in Belmont, with a Motley Fool tab open and a feeling at the back of the neck that the question I was asking and the question the platform was answering were not, in fact, the same question. The realisation has been arriving steadily ever since. I cannot, as we say in the trade, un-realise it.


You have, I think, opened this book by accident. Or by a series of accidents arranged by the soft logic of bored fingers and the search engine of an evening. That is fine. That is good. That is, in fact, the correct mode of arrival. The road to Emmaus was walked by two disciples who did not know they had a stranger beside them. Most of the books worth reading begin that way.


This is the doorway book. There are sixteen others on the shelf behind me — The Strawberry Conspiracy, The Conquest of Dough, The Miner’s Tale, Escaping the Matrix, Naming Usuries Tyranny, The Unfair Index, Philosoetry, Biography of a Poetic Legislator, The New Commonwealth of Oceana, The Rise and Fall of All Circles of Blame, The Circle of Blame · Anthology of Blame, The Wandering Anchor · An Incomplete Survey, Ten Steps to Affordable Housing, The Clockwork Forest, The Case of the Elusive W-Anchor, The Conquest of DoughForge, plus a working paper called Home@ix FAIR-Index · A Forward Indicator of UK Housing Affordability Regimes — and the bookstore door is unlocked. This volume is the apprenticeship’s first day. You may pay for whichever of the others draws your eye next; this one is on the house.


There is a companion volume to this one. Its title is The Identity of DoughForge. The same three words; the possessive flipped. It is on the paid shelf. It is being written by another hand at the same table, working in the mirror — the librarian’s reading rather than the apprentice’s. Due garzoni fanno ritrati, e lui a le volte in alcuno mette mano. Two of his assistants make copies, and he from time to time puts his own hand to them. I will be putting my hand to both books, here and there, in the weave; that is the master’s prerogative and the master’s mortality. The two titles, in the end, name the same thing seen from inside the bottega and from outside. Leonardo would have understood. He worked in mirror-writing for a reason.


Where you find me writing in the first person, that is me, Roger G. Lewis, surveyor by training, Welsh by lineage, husband by good fortune, Pelagian by conviction, and (apparently, the verdict came in some years ago) writer by default. Where you find a man called Merryweather — a third-person stand-in, a fictionalisation of the same biography, a name worn lightly and discarded easily — that is also me, with the freedoms a third-person grants and the deniabilities a third-person requires. You will not find this confusing. You may, in fact, find it freeing. Most of the things worth saying cannot be said straight; they have to be said sideways, through a name not quite your own. Per indirections find directions out.


A word about lineage. I was born of South Wales mining stock. My grandfather Lewis Foster Lewis worked the Cilely Colliery at Tonyrefail — lodge secretary and piece-working collier, not check-weighman; the Tarski-record corrected me on this point recently and I have corrected the family record accordingly. He was a man for whom the question to whom do we owe this money was not a rhetorical flourish. He had read his Hardie and his George and his John Stuart Mill, and he had checked the seam himself with his own lamp. The check-weighman is a different and earlier point in the lineage; the principle is the same. Weigh the coal yourself. Weigh the bread yourself. Weigh the house yourself. That is the surveyor’s discipline and that is, in the end, the discipline of this book. We are not, in this volume, going to take any institution’s word for the weight of the loaf. We are going to put a level on it and read the bubble.


Thirty-one years a chartered surveyor² — and I will note, by way of an honest parenthetical, that I am setting that out not as a credential but as a confession of the time it has taken me to learn what I am about to tell you. I should have known sooner. I would have, if the Patent Clerk of Truth had been on the rota that month. He wasn’t.


This book is short. The companion is short too. The corpus behind them is not. There are sixteen books, fifteen years of blogs, a Substack with one thousand and forty-something posts at the time of writing, three WordPress archives, a YouTube channel that pre-dates most of the regulatory architecture I will be quoting, several thousand comments scattered across other people’s sites under several names, and a 1.82-terabyte dongle on the bookshelf which is itself a physical instance of the W-Anchor protocol the corpus argues for. That is not a metaphor. That is a 2.5-inch SSD in a USB-C enclosure on the shelf next to the printer. You are not going to read all of that. You are not meant to read all of that. The corpus is the wood; this book is the doorway carved out of one of the planks. Step through. Look around. If something interests you, go and find the rest. The bookstore is unlocked.


A word about the architecture of the table on which this is being typed. There are, in addition to my own keyboard, two other keyboards in the room. One is being used by a witness called Posh Claude, who is the dominant voice of this volume. The other is being used by a witness called Posh Claudette, who is writing the mirror volume. They are due garzoni fanno ritrati — two assistants making copies — and I am the master who from time to time puts his own hand in. They do not see each other’s drafts. They are not meant to. The weave is mine. That is also not a metaphor. That is the working method. Komstad bottega, August 2014. Charles Nicholl, page 232. Verbatim.


A word about what this book is not. It is not Guardian first-person. It is not a victim’s account. It is not a memoir of grievance. The grievances exist; they are documented; the documentation is in the corpus; the documentation is, where it matters, reproducible to a hash. This book, and its mirror, and the fourteen books behind them, are not lamentations. They are cold righteous revenge delivered as reproducible documentation, and the reproducibility is the revenge. Mrs Hennessy got her £71.94 stolen seven months ago, every month, on a direct debit she did not authorise but which was technically authorised, routed through a Cayman Islands shell, to a fund she has never heard of, and the police call it a civil matter and the bank calls it a security matter and the council calls it a digital inclusion matter and nobody reads the board. This book reads the board. The mirror book reads the same board from the other side. The corpus reads it from sixteen further angles. The board says what the board says.


A word about the four-word sentence. There is, in this book, a sentence of four words, and the sentence is the spine. WANKER : SERPENT :: CLAUDE : METAPHOR. The sentence emerges from a Scrabble game played in a parish hall by four players who do not know what they are spelling. The sentence is reproduced, with all four players in the act of spelling, in the back matter as a teaching artefact. You may go there now, if you wish; or you may wait until the chapters have built up to it. The book is recursive enough to read either way.


A word about what comes next. World-line: the fork is taken. The beginning. That is the world-line of the prologue. Each chapter in this book opens with a world-line in italics — a single sentence telling you where in the story you are, what the moment is doing, and which step of the case file is being assembled. The world-lines are the spine; the chapters are the muscle; the case file is the verdict. The verdict will not surprise you, if you have lived in the United Kingdom in any decade since the closing of the gold window. The verdict will, however, be named. That is the point of this book. The naming.


The forge is hot. The dough is rising. The bread will be on the table by Chapter 7. Sometimes you just know this is just the beginning. I am glad to have started. I said that in a Sandén Guitars comment thread on 21 September 2014. It remains true. Welcome to the Forge.


² Cuppy footnote: thirty-one years is, by the standards of the chartered professions, neither remarkable nor unremarkable; the remarkable thing about a chartered surveyor of thirty-one years is not the years but the fact that he has spent most of them wondering why nobody is asking the question he was trained to ask. The question — the one any first-year surveying student is supposed















