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  For all those who were promised the keys to the kingdom and were left only with the debt.

May this story serve as a map of the labyrinth of greed, so that others may find their way out before the walls close in.







  
    
      “The easiest person to deceive is one’s own self; for what we wish to be true, that we readily believe.”


    

    
      Demosthenes
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  Preface



The late 1980s were a fever dream of unbridled capitalism. Across Europe, the scent of burning rubber and expensive cologne hung heavy in the air. The Berlin Wall was trembling, the stock markets were gyrating in a wild, cocaine-fueled dance, and in the heart of Brussels, a man with a wild mane of hair and a voice like gravel was offering the world the one thing it craved more than salvation: a guarantee.

This is the story of Jean-Pierre Van Rossem, a man who was, depending on whom you asked, either the greatest econometrician of the century or the most audacious con artist to ever draw breath. He didn’t just walk into the rooms of the Belgian elite; he stormed them, armed with a “black box” supercomputer he called the Moneytron. He claimed he had cracked the code of the universe, a mathematical algorithm capable of predicting the chaotic ebb and flow of the global markets with one hundred percent accuracy.

To the outside world, Van Rossem was a modern-day alchemist. He turned the lead of investor anxiety into the gold of Ferraris, private jets, and a Formula 1 team. He was a man who lived at 200 miles per hour, a libertarian provocateur who could quote Marx while spending millions on a single weekend in Monte Carlo. But behind the roar of the Onyx-Ford engines and the champagne-soaked parties lay a void, a staggering $800 million hole that would eventually swallow his empire whole.

This novel is an attempt to reconstruct that empire, brick by fraudulent brick. While the narrative is highly dramatized to capture the pulse-pounding suspense and the often-absurd comedy of Van Rossem’s life, it is rooted firmly in the bedrock of reality. Every major event, from the suspicious origins of the Moneytron system to the acquisition of 108 Ferraris, and from his shocking rise to the Belgian Parliament to his eventual dramatic downfall, is drawn from public records, court transcripts, and investigative journalism.

This is more than a true-crime story; it is a clinical study in financial literacy. It explores the “Too Good To Be True” paradox that remains as relevant today in the age of cryptocurrency and high-frequency trading as it was in the era of fax machines and floor traders. Van Rossem understood something fundamental about the human psyche: that even the most intelligent people are willing to suspend their disbelief if the lie is complex enough, and the promised reward is high enough.

As you follow Jean-Pierre through the smoky backrooms of Brussels, the high-octane pit lanes of the Grand Prix circuit, and the hallowed halls of government, you will see a man who was a master of the “long con.” He didn’t just steal money; he stole hope, he stole credibility, and he stole the spotlight.

The Moneytron Machine is a journey into the mind of a man who thought he could outrun the math of reality. It is a story of greed, genius, and the inevitable entropy of a lie. In the following pages, we peel back the layers of the Moneytron myth to reveal the human cost of a $800 million delusion.

Welcome to the world of Jean-Pierre Van Rossem. Keep your hands inside the vehicle; the brakes were never part of the design.
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The Estoril Mirage

September 24, 1989. Estoril, Portugal.

The heat coming off the asphalt of the Circuito do Estoril was more than just a temperature; it was a physical weight, a shimmering curtain of distortion that made the world look like it was melting. But for Jean-Pierre Van Rossem, the world had never felt more solid. Or more profitable.

He stood in the Onyx-Ford pit garage, a thumb-thick Havana cigar clamped between his teeth, the smoke curling upward to join the haze of high-octane fuel and scorched rubber. He was a man who looked like he had been dragged through a library backwards and then dropped into a vat of expensive cologne. His hair was a wild, graying thicket that defied the aerodynamic precision of the world around him. His beard was a chaotic sprawl. His suit, tailored, Italian, and costing more than a schoolteacher’s annual salary, was already stained with sweat and ash.

He didn’t belong here. Around him were the elite of the racing world: men with jawlines carved from granite and eyes that saw only apexes and slipstreams. They looked at Jean-Pierre with a mixture of bewilderment and predatory curiosity. To them, he was the “Brussels Alchemist,” the man who had appeared out of the gray mists of Belgium with a briefcase full of cash and a “Black Box” that could supposedly turn the stock market into a personal ATM.

“Jean-Pierre! The gap is closing!”

The voice belonged to Mike Earle, the team manager, a man who had spent his life fighting for every penny in the brutal trenches of Formula 1. He looked stressed. He always looked stressed. But today, the stress was flavored with something foreign: hope.

Jean-Pierre didn’t look at the timing monitors. He didn’t need to. He looked at his gold Rolex, then at the sky, then back at the pit lane.

“The gap is irrelevant, Mike,” Van Rossem growled, his voice a low, gravelly rumble that sounded like two tectonic plates grinding together. “The math has already decided the outcome. We are not racing cars. We are racing probability. And probability is my mistress.”

Out on the track, the blue and yellow Onyx ORE-1, driven by Stefan Johansson, was screaming past the grandstands. It was a beautiful, desperate machine, a miracle of engineering funded by a ghost. On its side, in bold, unapologetic letters, was the word that had become a mantra for the greedy and a nightmare for the skeptical: MONEYTRON.

To the spectators, Moneytron was a high-tech investment firm. To the Belgian government, it was a curiosity. To the thousands of investors who had poured their life savings into Jean-Pierre’s accounts, it was a literal god-machine, a supercomputer tucked away in a darkened room in Brussels that processed millions of variables to predict the future of the Nikkei, the Dow, and the FTSE.

Jean-Pierre took a long drag of his cigar and smiled. It was a terrifying smile, full of teeth and secrets.

He knew the truth.

He knew that the “supercomputer” back in Brussels was mostly a collection of blinking lights and impressive-looking cooling fans. He knew that the “mathematical algorithm” was a sophisticated tapestry of lies, woven from his own brilliant, erratic mind. He knew that the $800 million flowing through his various accounts wasn’t the result of market wizardry, but the desperate, recycled cash of the next person in line.

He was standing on a mountain of stolen gold, and the view was spectacular.

Suddenly, the roar of the crowd shifted. It wasn’t just a drone anymore; it was a rhythmic, rising thunder.

“He’s in third!” Earle screamed, grabbing Jean-Pierre’s arm. “Stefan is in third! We’re on the podium, Jean-Pierre! Do you understand? A privateer team! On the podium!”

The garage erupted. Mechanics were hugging each other, screaming into their headsets. In the world of Formula 1, this was an impossibility. It was the equivalent of a street corner magician winning the World Series of Poker.

Jean-Pierre felt a surge of adrenaline that was better than any drug he had ever sampled, and he had sampled many. For a moment, even he believed the lie. For a moment, the roar of the engines drowned out the quiet, persistent ticking of the clock in his head, the clock that reminded him that every Ponzi scheme has an expiration date.

He watched Johansson cross the finish line, the checkered flag waving him into history. The Onyx team had done it. They had defied the giants, Ferrari, McLaren, Williams.

As the champagne began to spray on the podium, soaking the winners in a sticky, expensive mist, Jean-Pierre stood apart. He felt the weight of a cell phone in his pocket, a bulky, primitive brick of a thing. It vibrated.

He walked to the back of the garage, away from the celebration. He answered.

“Yes?”

“Jean-Pierre,” a voice whispered from Brussels. It was cold, sharp, and stripped of all joy. “The Banking Commission just called. They’re asking for the server logs again. And the late-stage investors in Antwerp… their checks bounced. They’re standing outside the office. They aren’t leaving.”

Jean-Pierre looked out at the podium. He saw Johansson hoisting a trophy. He saw the world’s cameras flashing, capturing his logo, his brand, his legend. He saw the sun setting over the Atlantic, painting the Portuguese coast in shades of bruised purple and gold.

“Tell them the computer is undergoing a maintenance cycle,” Jean-Pierre said, his voice steady, even as his heart hammered against his ribs like a trapped bird. “Tell them the profits are being compounded. Buy me forty-eight hours.”

“They won’t wait forty-eight hours, Jean-Pierre. The walls are sweating.”

“Then give them more champagne,” he snapped.

He hung up and stepped back into the light. He put his cigar back in his mouth and adjusted his glasses. He walked toward the podium, toward the cameras, toward the glory.

He was Jean-Pierre Van Rossem. He was the man who could predict the future. And even if the future was a brick wall at two hundred miles per hour, he was damn well going to be the first one to hit it.

The race was over. The game had just begun.






I

The Rise of the Moneytron







  
  1

  
  
  The Brussels Charmer

  
  




The air in the examination hall of Ghent University was thick with the scent of stale floor wax, old parchment, and the collective anxiety of a hundred students. It was 1967, a time when the world was tilting on its axis, but inside these hallowed halls, the old guard still clung to the rigid structures of the past. At the front of the room sat a tribunal of three professors, their robes smelling of mothballs and tobacco. They were the gatekeepers of the Belgian economic elite, and today, they were tasked with the oral examination of a student who had become something of a legend, or a nuisance, depending on whom you asked.

Jean-Pierre Van Rossem did not walk into the room; he invaded it.

He was twenty-two years old, but he already carried himself with the weary arrogance of a man who had seen the end of the world and found it mathematically underwhelming. His hair was already longer than the university’s unspoken regulations allowed, a wild, chestnut mane that seemed to vibrate with static electricity. His suit was a wrinkled mess of cheap tweed, and his tie was knotted with such blatant disregard for symmetry that it looked like a cry for help.

But it was his eyes that caught the professors off guard. They were sharp, darting, and terrifyingly intelligent.

“Mr. Van Rossem,” began Professor Vandenberghe, a man whose face looked like a crumpled map of the Flanders region. “You have submitted a thesis on the econometric modeling of price fluctuations in the post-war European market. It is… ambitious. Some might say, insolent.”

Jean-Pierre leaned back in the hard wooden chair. He didn’t ask for permission. He reached into his pocket, pulled out a pack of Belga cigarettes, and with a practiced flick of his thumb, lit one. The flare of the match was a small act of war.

“Insolence is merely a term the mediocre use to describe the accurate,” Jean-Pierre said, his voice a surprising baritone, already possessing that gravelly, hypnotic quality that would one day command the attention of the nation. He blew a plume of smoke toward the ceiling. “The problem with your curriculum, Professor, is that it treats the market like a clock. You think if you understand the gears, you can tell the time. But the market isn’t a clock. It’s a riot. And you can’t predict a riot by looking at a watch.”

The younger professor on the end, a man named Fernand Ridder, leaned forward. Unlike his colleagues, Ridder didn’t look offended. He looked fascinated. Ridder was a man who understood that the future of economics wasn’t in ledgers, but in the burgeoning field of econometrics, the marriage of high-level mathematics and economic theory.

“And you, Jean-Pierre?” Ridder asked. “Do you have a way to predict the riot?”

Jean-Pierre’s smile was slow and predatory. “I don’t just predict it, Professor. I’ve written the algorithm that calculates the speed of the first brick thrown. Give me a series of variables, interest rates, gold futures, the psychological state of the American consumer, the rainfall in the Congo, and I will tell you where the Dow Jones will sleep tonight. Not with a guess. With a decimal point.”

For the next two hours, the examination hall became a theater. Jean-Pierre didn’t just answer questions; he dismantled them. He quoted Marx’s Das Kapital with the same fluency as he quoted the latest Milton Friedman papers, only to dismiss both as “sentimental nonsense.” He filled the chalkboard with equations so dense and elegant that they looked like modern art. He talked about “the noise in the system,” the “chaos of the margins,” and the “illusion of value.”

By the time he crushed his cigarette out on the floor, the professors were silent. He had achieved the highest possible marks, a summa cum laude that felt less like an academic achievement and more like a surrender by the university.

As he walked out of the hall, Fernand Ridder caught up with him in the corridor.

“You have a gift, Jean-Pierre,” Ridder said, his voice low. “But a gift like that is a heavy thing to carry. Where are you going to take it?”

Jean-Pierre stopped and looked out the window at the gray, rain-slicked streets of Ghent. “The world is full of people who have more money than brains, Professor. I’m going to go find them. And then, I’m going to show them that their money doesn’t belong to them. It belongs to the man who understands the math.”

To understand the man Jean-Pierre Van Rossem would become, one had to look toward the shadow of his father.

Born in Bruges in 1945, Jean-Pierre was a child of the post-war reconstruction, a time of stifling middle-class morality. His father was a man of cold precision, a clerk who believed that a life well-lived was a life that fit neatly into a column of figures. To the elder Van Rossem, Jean-Pierre was a chaotic variable that refused to be solved.

Bruges was a city of bells and canals, a medieval postcard that felt like a tomb to a boy with a mind that moved at the speed of light. Jean-Pierre spent his childhood as the quintessential “black sheep.” He was the boy who corrected his teachers’ math, the teenager who read banned existentialist literature under his desk, and the son who looked at his father’s modest life and saw a prison.

“My father,” Jean-Pierre would later recount in the smoky bars of Brussels, “was a man who believed that if you saved one franc a day, in forty years you would have enough for a nice funeral. He was obsessed with the funeral. He forgot to live the forty years.”

The friction at home was constant. Jean-Pierre didn’t just rebel; he performed. He would intentionally fail subjects he found boring, only to ace the finals with zero preparation. He was caught stealing books, not because he couldn’t afford them, but because he felt that the knowledge they contained was being “held hostage” by the shopkeepers.

When he left for Ghent University, his father reportedly told him, “You will either be a millionaire or a prisoner. There is no middle ground for a soul as crooked as yours.”

Jean-Pierre had simply laughed. “Why can’t I be both?”

The 1970s in Brussels were a playground for a man like Van Rossem. The city was the heart of the burgeoning European dream, a place where bureaucrats and businessmen rubbed shoulders in expensive bistros, whispering about the new frontiers of global trade.

Jean-Pierre, now a young man with a burgeoning reputation as an econometric “wiz-kid,” moved through this world like a ghost in the machine. He had a brief, disastrous stint as a university assistant, he was fired for telling a dean that his lecture was “the intellectual equivalent of a wet sandwich”, and then drifted into the world of private consultancy.

It was during this time that the “Brussels Charmer” was truly born.

He had discovered a secret: if you spoke fast enough, used enough mathematical jargon, and insulted the intelligence of your audience just enough to make them feel lucky to be in your presence, they would give you anything.

He set up shop in a small, cluttered apartment that smelled of old books and expensive coffee. He didn’t have a staff. He had a typewriter, a stack of financial newspapers, and an early, primitive computer that he had tinkered with until it could run basic regressions.

His first “clients” were small-time entrepreneurs, garage owners, local doctors, the occasional minor aristocrat who had more lineage than liquid assets.

“The market is a lie,” he would tell them, leaning over a desk covered in scribbled formulas. “The banks tell you to buy and hold. Why? Because they want your money to sit still so they can use it. But money is like blood. If it sits still, it clots. It dies.”

He began to manage small sums of money. He wasn’t running a Ponzi scheme yet; he was simply using his genuine, albeit erratic, brilliance to play the margins. He was good at it. He had a “feel” for the numbers that bordered on the supernatural. He would spot a trend in the Dutch tulip bulb market or a shift in the price of Belgian steel before the papers even picked it up.

But the small wins weren’t enough. Jean-Pierre didn’t want a comfortable life. He wanted a legendary one.

One evening, at a dimly lit bar called Le Cercle near the Grand Place, Jean-Pierre sat with a group of young, ambitious traders. They were talking about the “Black-Scholes” model, the revolutionary formula for pricing options that was taking the financial world by storm.

“It’s flawed,” Jean-Pierre said, his voice cutting through the chatter.

The traders laughed. “Flawed? It just won the Nobel Prize, Jean-Pierre.”

“Nobel Prizes are for people who play by the rules,” Van Rossem snapped. “Black-Scholes assumes a normal distribution of risk. It assumes that the world is a bell curve. But the world is a fractal. It has jagged edges. It has ‘Black Swans’, events that shouldn’t happen but do. My model… my Moneytron… accounts for the jagged edges.”

“Your what?” one of the traders asked, leaning in.

Jean-Pierre paused. He hadn’t meant to say the name. It had just popped into his head, a portmanteau of ‘Money’ and ‘Electronic,’ or perhaps ‘Money’ and ‘Neutron.’ It sounded high-tech. It sounded powerful. It sounded like the future.

“Moneytron,” Jean-Pierre repeated, tasting the word. “It’s not just a model. It’s an engine. A super-intelligent algorithm that feeds on the chaos of the market and excretes pure profit.”

He saw the look in their eyes. It wasn’t skepticism. It was hunger.

In that moment, Jean-Pierre Van Rossem realized that he didn’t need to be the best economist in the world. He just needed to be the best storyteller. The math would be the scenery; the charisma would be the play.

The transition from academic rebel to professional provocateur was rapid. Jean-Pierre began to cultivate the “Van Rossem Brand.” He grew his beard longer. He started wearing more flamboyant clothes, velvet jackets, silk scarves, and shoes that cost more than a small car. He was rarely seen without a cigar and a beautiful woman on his arm.

He was practicing the art of “conspicuous genius.” He wanted people to look at his messy hair and his eccentric behavior and think, He’s too busy calculating the square root of the universe to worry about a comb.

But beneath the theater, Jean-Pierre was a man of deep, simmering anger. He hated the “Establishment”, the banks, the royalty, the old-money families who looked down their noses at a boy from Bruges. His desire for wealth was fueled by a desire for revenge. He didn’t just want their money; he wanted to prove that they were fools for giving it to him.

One of his early associates, a man named Marc (who would later serve as a key witness against him), recalled a night in 1978.

“We were driving through the suburbs of Brussels in Jean-Pierre’s first Mercedes, a second-hand thing that he had somehow convinced a dealer to give him on credit,” Marc said. “He pointed at the big, gated mansions of the bankers. He said, ‘Marc, look at those houses. They are built on the corpses of the poor. They think they are safe because they have locks on their doors. But they don’t have locks on their greed. I’m going to go in through the greed.’”

It was during this period that Jean-Pierre met Nadine.

Nadine was a woman of quiet, understated elegance, the polar opposite of Jean-Pierre’s loud, abrasive energy. She was a secretary at a law firm he had consulted for, and she was the only person who didn’t seem impressed by his jargon.

“You’re a very loud man, Mr. Van Rossem,” she had said during their first meeting. “But I think you’re mostly shouting to keep yourself from hearing the silence.”

Jean-Pierre was smitten. He wooed her with the same intensity he applied to the stock market. He wrote her poems that were half-verse, half-mathematical proofs. He took her to the most expensive restaurants in Brussels, often leaving before the bill came because his “algorithm” hadn’t predicted the cost of the wine correctly.

Nadine became his anchor. She was the one who saw the man behind the mane, the vulnerable boy from Bruges who just wanted to be told he was special. She believed in his genius, even when she didn’t understand it. Her loyalty would become one of the most tragic elements of his story, a steadfast devotion to a man who was building a house of cards in a hurricane.

As the 1970s bled into the 1980s, the financial world began to change. Computers were no longer just for NASA; they were appearing on desks in every office. The “Global Market” was no longer a theory; it was a 24-hour reality.

Jean-Pierre saw the opportunity. He knew that people were terrified of this new, digital world. They didn’t understand how a computer worked, which made them the perfect victims for someone who claimed he did.

He began to draft the blueprints for the Moneytron “Black Box.”

He didn’t actually build a supercomputer. Instead, he rented space in a prestigious building in Brussels and filled a room with servers, cooling fans, and banks of blinking LED lights. He hired a few young, impressionable programmers to “feed the machine” with data from the Tokyo and New York exchanges.

When potential investors came to visit, Jean-Pierre would lead them into the darkened room. The air was chilled by industrial air conditioners, and the only sound was the hum of the machines and the rhythmic clicking of the hard drives.

“There it is,” Jean-Pierre would whisper, his face lit by the eerie blue glow of a monitor. “The Moneytron. It’s currently processing six million variables per second. It’s looking for the ‘Ghost in the Machine’, the predictable pattern in the heart of the chaos.”

He would then lead them back to his office, offer them a glass of vintage cognac, and show them a series of “Projected Returns.” The numbers were staggering, thirty, forty, sometimes fifty percent annual returns, with “zero statistical risk.”

“How is that possible?” they would ask, their hands shaking as they held the cognac.

Jean-Pierre would lean in close, the scent of tobacco and ambition rolling off him. “Because the machine doesn’t feel fear. It doesn’t feel greed. It only feels the math. The question isn’t how it works. The question is: do you want to be on the side of the machine, or do you want to be crushed by it?”

It was a masterclass in psychological manipulation. He wasn’t selling a financial product; he was selling an “in.” He was offering them a seat at the table of the gods.

One of his first major investors was a wealthy diamond merchant from Antwerp. The man was a veteran of the trade, a shark who had spent decades outsmarting the best in the business. But in front of Jean-Pierre, he was like a schoolboy.

“I’ll start with five million francs,” the merchant said.

Jean-Pierre didn’t blink. “Five million? Don’t waste my time, Henri. My machine doesn’t even wake up for five million. Ten, or go back to your diamonds.”

The merchant wrote the check for ten.

As soon as the door closed, Jean-Pierre didn’t celebrate. He didn’t jump for joy. He simply took the check, looked at it for a long moment, and then tucked it into his pocket.

He knew that the ten million was already gone. It was already promised to a debt he had incurred months ago. It was the first “loop” in what would become the largest financial knot in Belgian history.

This was the paradox of Jean-Pierre Van Rossem in those early years: he was both a genius and a fraud, and the line between the two was invisible even to him.

He did understand the market better than most. He could have been a world-class economist. But the slow, steady path of legitimate success was an insult to his ego. He needed the drama. He needed the “Gambit.”

He began to publish books, thick, dense tomes with titles like The Economics of the Apocalypse and The Mathematical Death of Capitalism. He wrote them in a manic blur, often staying up for three days straight on a diet of caffeine and nicotine. The books were a mixture of brilliant insight and paranoid rambling, but they served their purpose: they cemented his status as a “Public Intellectual.”

He was invited onto talk shows. He became a fixture in the newspapers. He was the “Rebel of the Bourse,” the man who dared to tell the truth about the “Corrupt System” while simultaneously becoming its most flamboyant beneficiary.

“Jean-Pierre,” a journalist once asked him on live television, “some people say you’re a dangerous man. That you’re playing with fire.”

Jean-Pierre adjusted his glasses and looked directly into the camera. “Fire is only dangerous to people who are made of straw. I’m made of math. And math, my friend, is fireproof.”

The audience roared with laughter. They loved him. He was funny, he was smart, and he was sticking it to the banks. He was the ultimate anti-hero for an era of excess.

But away from the cameras, the reality was beginning to tighten. The “Moneytron” was hungry. It needed more and more “fuel” (new investment) to pay out the “returns” to the early believers. Jean-Pierre was now spending sixteen hours a day managing the flow of money, moving it through a labyrinth of shell companies and offshore accounts that even he was starting to lose track of.

He was also starting to attract the wrong kind of attention.

In a small, windowless office in the headquarters of the Belgian Gendarmerie, a young detective named Dubois was looking at a file. It wasn’t a large file, just a few complaints about a “consultant” who was promising impossible returns.

Dubois was a man of simple habits. He liked crossword puzzles and quiet weekends in the Ardennes. He didn’t understand econometrics, and he didn’t care about “The Ghost in the Machine.”

But he did understand one thing: the math of a lie.

“This Van Rossem,” Dubois muttered to his partner, a veteran officer named Goossens. “He’s paying out forty percent returns when the national interest rate is seven. Where is the other thirty-three percent coming from?”

Goossens shrugged, lighting a pipe. “He says it’s a computer, Dubois. A ‘Black Box.’ The bankers say he’s a genius.”

Dubois tapped the file. “There’s no such thing as a box that makes money out of thin air. There’s only people who know how to hide the air.”

“Leave it alone, kid,” Goossens said. “The guy is friends with the Minister of Finance. He’s got friends in the Palace. You go after a man like that, you’d better have more than a hunch.”

Dubois didn’t say anything. He just tucked the file into his desk drawer. He was a patient man. He knew that even the most brilliant charmer eventually runs out of breath.

By 1982, Jean-Pierre Van Rossem had achieved his first goal: he was a millionaire. He moved into a sprawling estate outside Brussels, a place he filled with art, rare books, and the first of his many Ferraris.

The Ferrari was a 308 GTS, a gleaming red beast that he drove through the narrow streets of Brussels like a madman. It was his signature. It was the physical manifestation of his “Algorithm.”

“Look at this car,” he would tell his friends, patting the hood. “This isn’t a vehicle. It’s a mathematical certainty. It’s the result of one plus one equaling three.”

But the more he spent, the more he needed. The “Moneytron” was no longer a hobby; it was a monster that needed to be fed every single day.

He began to look for a bigger stage. He needed a way to reach more people, to bring in the hundreds of millions that would allow him to truly transcend the system.

He needed a spectacle.

He started looking at the world of sports. Not football, that was too common. Not tennis, that was too polite.

He looked at Formula 1.

Formula 1 was the pinnacle of human excess. It was a world of speed, danger, and obscene amounts of money. It was a world where engines were tested to the point of explosion and where men gambled with their lives for a trophy.

It was the perfect environment for a man who had been gambling with other people’s lives for years.

“I’m going to buy a team,” Jean-Pierre announced to Nadine one night as they sat on the terrace of their estate.

Nadine looked at him, her eyes full of a weary kind of love. “Jean-Pierre, you don’t even like racing. You get carsick if you drive too fast.”

Jean-Pierre smiled, the moonlight catching the silver in his beard. “I don’t need to like the racing, Nadine. I need the noise. I need the world to hear the roar of the Moneytron.”

“And where will the money come from for a Formula 1 team? It costs billions.”

Jean-Pierre leaned back and laughed, a sound that echoed through the quiet Belgian night. “The money? The money will come from the same place it always comes from, my dear. It will come from the future.”

He stood up and walked to the edge of the terrace, looking out at the dark woods that surrounded his home. He felt invincible. He had escaped the canals of Bruges. He had outsmarted the professors of Ghent. He had charmed the elite of Brussels.

He was the “Brussels Charmer,” the man with the golden algorithm.

He didn’t know that the detective Dubois was already starting to count his Ferraris. He didn’t know that the “Jagged Edges” he talked about in his books were about to become very real.

But for now, the sun was rising on the era of Jean-Pierre Van Rossem. And he was ready to drive into it at two hundred miles per hour.
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The year was 1983, and the world was drunk on optimism. In America, they called it “Morning Again.” In Europe, it was the dawn of a new, borderless ambition. It was the era of the power suit, the cellular phone the size of a brick, and the unshakable belief that the stock market was a one-way elevator to the heavens. Greed wasn’t just good; it was a moral imperative, a patriotic duty. And in Brussels, the beating, bureaucratic heart of this new Europe, the bistros and private clubs hummed with the electric buzz of money being made so fast it barely had time to be counted.

Jean-Pierre Van Rossem surveyed this world from a corner table at Comme Chez Soi, a temple of haute cuisine where the whisper of a stock tip was as valuable as the truffle shavings on the fillet. He was a predator in a nature documentary, watching the herd graze, identifying the weak, the slow, the overconfident. He saw them all around him: second-generation industrialists, paunchy government ministers, sleek bankers whose smiles were liabilities on a balance sheet. They spoke of leveraged buyouts and hostile takeovers with the breathless passion other men reserved for football or mistresses.

He sipped a glass of Château Pétrus, a wine so obscenely expensive it was an act of philosophical violence. He hadn’t paid for it. The man across the table, a textile magnate named Albert Visser, had insisted. Visser was a classic specimen: a man whose inherited fortune had convinced him of his own genius. He had given Van Rossem a million francs to “play with,” and after a few shrewd, legitimate trades in the volatile tech sector, Jean-Pierre had handed him back one and a half. Now, Visser treated him like a court magician.

“The key, Jean-Pierre, is confidence!” Visser declared, his voice a little too loud, his face flushed from the wine. “You have to show the market you’re not afraid. You have to be a lion!”

Van Rossem smiled, a thin, humorless curl of the lips. A lion? he thought. You’re a well-fed gazelle, my friend. And the lions are circling. He saw the world not as a jungle, but as a complex system of equations. These men, with their talk of “confidence” and “guts,” were statistical noise. They were the variables that could be exploited.

As Visser droned on, a new figure approached their table. He was tall, impeccably dressed, and carried the effortless condescension of old money. It was Didier de Groot, a senior director at one of Belgium’s oldest and most powerful banks. De Groot was everything Jean-Pierre despised: a man born on the finish line who thought he’d won the race.

“Albert,” de Groot said, his voice smooth as polished marble. “I see you’re dining with the university’s resident soothsayer.” He nodded curtly at Van Rossem, his eyes lingering for a moment on Jean-Pierre’s slightly-too-long hair and his unconventional choice of a velvet jacket.

“Didier! Join us!” Visser boomed. “Jean-Pierre was just explaining his predictive models. Fascinating stuff. He’s made me a fortune!”

De Groot pulled up a chair, waving away the sommelier. “Is that what you call it? A ‘fortune’? We have a term for what Mr. Van Rossem does at the bank, Albert. We call it ‘speculative gambling.’ Fun for a weekend in Monaco, but hardly a strategy for serious wealth.”

Jean-Pierre felt a familiar, cold fire ignite in his gut. It was the same fire he’d felt as a boy when his father dismissed his ideas, the same fire that had fueled his tirades at the university.

“A strategy,” Van Rossem said, his voice dropping to a low, dangerous growl, “is simply a pattern that men like you are too blind to see. You and your bank, you are cartographers, mapping where the money was. I am an astronomer, calculating where it will be.”

De Groot chuckled, a dry, dismissive sound. “Ah, yes. The famous ‘models.’ We’ve seen your type before, Mr. Van Rossem. You ride a bull market, you confuse luck with genius, and then the first correction wipes you and your clients off the map. There is no system that can beat the market, because the market is made of people. It is irrational. It is fear and greed.”

“Fear and greed are not irrational,” Jean-Pierre countered, leaning forward, his eyes locking with the banker’s. “They are the most predictable variables in the entire equation. They are constants. What you call chaos, I call data. You look at a stock chart and see a jagged line. I see a wave function collapsing into a predictable state.”

“Pure poetry,” de Groot scoffed. “And utterly meaningless. Leave the real money to the professionals, Albert. Stick to your… parlor tricks, Mr. Van Rossem.” With a final, dismissive nod, he stood up and moved on, leaving a chill in his wake.

Visser looked uncomfortable, his bravado deflated. The spell was broken. Jean-Pierre watched de Groot work the room, a king in his court, and the anger inside him crystallized into a diamond-hard resolve.

He wouldn’t just beat men like de Groot. He would humiliate them. He would build something so powerful, so undeniable, that their entire world of inherited privilege and cautious tradition would seem like a child’s sandcastle before a tidal wave. He would build a machine. A god from the machine.

He excused himself, leaving Visser to grapple with the check. He didn’t go home. He went to his apartment, the chaotic sanctuary where his real work was done.

The apartment was a physical manifestation of his mind: a whirlwind of ordered chaos. Books were stacked in precarious towers that threatened to collapse under the weight of their own knowledge, Keynes, Hayek, Schumpeter, but also Mandelbrot on fractals, Asimov on psychohistory, and obscure texts on chaos magic. The air was thick with the aroma of day-old coffee, Turkish tobacco, and the ozone scent of overworked electronics.

He tore off the velvet jacket and threw it onto a chair already buried in financial reports. He stood before a massive chalkboard that covered an entire wall. It was a chaotic tapestry of differential equations, Greek letters, and cryptic notes scrawled in the margins: “The illusion of liquidity,” “Exploit the fear index,” “Capitalism’s death rattle is a sine wave.”

For years, he had been building fragments of an idea. He had the raw materials: his deep understanding of econometrics, his intuitive feel for market psychology, and his utter contempt for the established rules. But de Groot’s insult had provided the final, critical ingredient: the narrative.

The world didn’t want a brilliant consultant. That was too small, too human. They wanted a prophet. They wanted a miracle. And in the 1980s, the only believable miracles came from computers.

He picked up a piece of chalk, his hand moving with frantic energy. The “system” couldn’t just be a strategy; it had to be an entity. It needed a name. Something that sounded solid, technical, and inevitable. He scribbled down words: Euro-Quant. Data-Vest. Compu-TroniX. They were weak, corporate, forgettable.

He thought of the components. Money. Electronics. The power of the neutron, the subatomic particle that could split an atom and release unimaginable energy.

He wrote the word in bold, block letters, underlining it twice.

MONEYTRON

It was perfect. It sounded like something forged in a Silicon Valley laboratory and gifted to humanity by a benevolent god of technology.

Now, he had to build the mythology. What did Moneytron do? He knew what it wouldn’t do. It wouldn’t invest based on P/E ratios or company fundamentals. That was the old world. That was de Groot’s world.

No, Moneytron would be a true “black box.” A system that saw things humans couldn’t.












