
Chapter 25.  Money Talks 
 
After a sumptuous four course dinner in the large formal dining room, the 

fourteen guests were alerted to Erica’s remarks by the ceremonial tapping of silver on 
crystal.  During dinner, Rufus remembered that Erica was one of the people he had met 
in the desert.  Instead of jeans and flannel, this elegant heiress, dressed to the nines, was 
ready to address her dinner guests from the head of the table. 

“Thank you so much for coming tonight.  I have had such a good time, and it 
appears to me that you have had a good time as well.  If I have neglected to visit with 
each and every one of you, please forgive me.  I will get to you.”   

She looked right at Rufus when she said that, which made Monique giggle just a 
bit. 

“The basket of benefits I have reaped from my association with some of you 
eminent astrologers is over-flowing.   Even before I started my foundation, I consulted 
astrologers.  But so many of the principles inherent in my philanthropy were only truly 
refined through the insights I have gained from you.  Thank you.”   

She raised her glass, looked at Walter for approval, or perhaps guidance, and then 
continued. 

“As some of you know, we are moving the headquarters of our foundation to the 
mountains.  We are very excited about this.  We are constructing a wonderful facility, 
one that will rival the features of a small college campus, while having the appearance 
and amenities of a resort.  We are calling it the Institute for Humanistic Innovation, or 
IHI.”   

Monique began to politely applaud, inducing the other guests to follow suit. 
“We will be providing an environment where deserving people, with noble ideas, 

can come and work on their particular campaigns.  Religious, sociological, cultural, 
scientific, environmental, whatever we deem worthy.  I am dedicating all of my time, 
and great resources, to the pursuit of whatever will make this planet a better place.  I do 
not presume to have the answers, or even know the questions, but I can offer support to 
those who propose innovative ways to help mankind.  It is my opinion that many 
charitable and philanthropic endeavors are at risk of becoming stagnant and ineffectual.  
In some cases, the efforts are too bureaucratic, and in others, too authoritarian.  We are 
dedicated to finding creative ways to approach humanity’s limitations.  We want to 



support the people with the most innovative ideas, thus the name for our new Institute.   
My dear people, I know I am rambling, so I will now turn things over to my dear 
Walter.” 

   Walter stood up and held her chair while she sat down. 
“Thank you my dear.  I am honored to be your right hand man on this project.” 
Turning to the guests, Walter made his pitch. 
“You know why you’re here.  You all want to make astrology more accountable.  

You want to make it a more useful tool.  Although I am not personally well versed in 
astrology, I do know systems.”   

He paused, going for his wine glass. 
“We’ve decided that one of the best ways to help some of these well-meaning 

people that Erica refers to is to get them some computing power.  So, one of the major 
distinguishing features of the Institute will be the supercomputer that I’m going to 
build.   Your astrology project will be just one of many tasks for my supercomputer.” 

Walter, looking so proud and ‘chairman of the boardish’, impulsively grabbed his 
cigar, but Erica quietly shook her head “no” as she reached over to remove his hand 
from his lighter. 

‘We’re going to be upfront about its existence.  Besides, making the kind of 
hardware purchases necessary, in a surreptitious manner, would be impossible.  But we 
don’t necessarily have to be upfront about everything we’re using it for, if you know 
what I mean.  After dinner, Monique will visit with each of you.  She will be the one 
who will let you know what happens next.  In the meantime, enjoy yourselves, and 
thanks for coming.”   

As it turned out, Monique’s role was nothing more than telling each guest when it 
was their turn to meet with Lukas.  He had set up shop in the wine cellar.  Relying on 
dossiers prepared by Monique, Lukas planned to interview each of the DCG operatives 
individually, before any final decisions would be made about assignments.  There were 
nine of them, including Rufus.  They would report only to Walter, or his appointed 
representative, and only as specifically instructed.  They were not to meet without 
Walter’s approval, communicate with one another, or collaborate in any way, without 
specific permission. 

Rufus’s reputation as one of the most avid supporters of advanced data collection, 
along with Monique’s talent for persuasion, earned him the honor of being interviewed 
first.  Monique escorted him to the wine cellar and left him alone with Lukas. 



Slightly taller and more muscular than Rufus, yet eerily similar in terms of certain 
Germanic features, Lukas appeared more the alpine athlete than the computer nerd.  A 
little older than Stephan and Monique, he spoke with a thick accent, explaining that he 
was actually an Austrian citizen.  Unlike Stephan, Lukas approached Rufus in a very 
sensitive, inquisitive manner.  He wanted to hear Rufus’s thoughts first. 

The alcohol and large meal served to soften the delivery.  Considering Rufus’s 
pent up desire to seriously communicate his ideas, this was a very fortunate thing for 
Lukas.  After politely gauging Lukas’s knowledge of astrology, Rufus shared his 
thoughts about data collection.  The traditional approach, erecting a natal chart and 
searching for correlations with the actual events of people’s lives, during some kind of 
personal interview, he believed, did offer some justification of astrology’s worth.  But 
Rufus contended that these bodies of work, these portfolios of chart interpretations 
compiled by the greatest astrologers, didn’t really prove anything.   According to Rufus, 
what traditionally served as “data collection” was limited to the subjective examination 
of the lives of far too few people, and was more anecdotal than empirically scientific. 

To skilled astrologers and their followers, these pseudo-objective chart 
interpretations appeared to support the possibility that the motion of celestial bodies 
had some kind of influence.  But they don’t evoke any meaningful sense of credibility in 
the mind of the average person.  This wishful veil of objectivity the astrologer draped 
over the chart was indeed a thin one, easily pulled back at the first hint of suspicion.   
Rufus was the first one to admit, like it or not, that most people considered astrology to 
be a totally subjective art form, an intriguing first cousin of tarot cards, séances, and 
ouija boards.  Rufus confessed that he was not surprised that astrology had remained 
nothing more than an interesting activity, a curiosity, a pastime.  But he wanted so 
desperately to raise its stature to something more significant and enduring than cult or 
superstition. 

   When he finally finished his diatribe, Rufus seemed relieved, and then strangely 
embarrassed, when it struck him that he was preaching to the choir.  Lukas was already 
well aware of the limitations of modern astrology’s idea of data collection, or he 
wouldn’t have been there.  

“I believe you have presented an excellent rationale for the endeavor we are 
undertaking.   Considering your background as a scientist, I’m sure you know that we 
will never really be able to ‘prove’ anything.  We will merely lend support to the theory, 
yes?” 



“Yes.” 
“Rufus, other than your enthusiasm, and your vast knowledge, what data sources 

can you personally help us access?”   
Rufus arrived back on earth with a thud.  Lukas’s question instantly let all the air 

out of his eloquent philosophical justifications.  It was time to put up, or shut up. 
 “Well, I may have a way into the census bureau, and I’m working on access to 

internet marketing data, browsing history, credit card use, that kind of thing.   I realize I 
need to make the transition from concept to actual data gathering.  My biggest concern 
is birth times.  How will we get to all those birth certificates?”   

He felt self-conscious for the first time since he arrived at Walter and Erica’s home.  
Lukas’s challenging question had brought him right back to reality.  How was he going 
to contribute to the actual acquisition of data?  The DCG didn’t need leadership.  It 
needed operatives with computer skills and people who could make inroads into the 
world of big data.  Lukas seemed neither impressed nor disappointed, but Rufus, at the 
risk of appearing defensive, offered more. 

“I do know some young computer geniuses who may be able to help.”   
Rufus knew he was being presumptuous to think Petey or Matthew would 

actually agree to help him, but he felt it was time to pull out all the stops.  Besides, he 
had given their involvement a great deal of thought.  He just didn’t have all the answers 
yet. 

“That is excellent.  I mean, that you have people you can trust, and perhaps 
control.   You will need people who can help you with the chain of deniability.  Now, let 
me lay out for you how I think we should proceed.  Feel free to interrupt or ask 
questions at any time.” 

Rufus listened intently, distracted only by the sensation of certainty that Lukas 
was definitely someone he could work with. 

“Reflecting on what you have so eloquently implied, the data set has to be large, 
and it has to be random.  Stephan has probably told you what some of our colleagues 
prefer, to acquire data on the people who currently make up our customer base.  But 
even if every person who requested a horoscope agreed to offer the actual details of 
their life for examination, and astrological correlation, the sample would still be way too 
small.   Also, if the results were only based on people who sought out astrology, the 
study could be criticized on the basis of confirmation bias, or pre-conceived notion 



theory.  How would we determine whether particular tendencies had been suggested to 
these people, or whether they were actually indicated in the natal horoscope? 

“I agree completely, Lukas.” 
“We can start with census data, assuming that your contact will help us.  By itself, 

it will be only so useful, but it offers a foundation.  Next, we will pursue birth time data.  
This will be more difficult to obtain, as you have mentioned.   If we can obtain birth 
time data for a large portion of the individuals in the census sample, that would be 
great.  As we go forward, there will be many things that will limit the eventual sample 
size.  But, in the long run, we need to have a sample size in the tens of millions.”  

Rufus wasn’t shocked by Lukas’s goal for a sample size.  His goal was more like 
one hundred million, but it was no time to quibble. 

“I agree that we have to start with the census data, or something like it.” 
“What do you mean, ‘something like it’?”   
“I’m hoping that we can discover a link from census to some higher level, a data 

base that has already reconciled census data, name, address, all that, maybe even social 
security number, IP address, and phone number.”  

“Yes, we may stumble across a pot of gold, Rufus, but I am not at all certain that 
the DCG has that much of an appetite for risk, especially at this point in the campaign.  
The chances of getting caught stealing census data or birth time data will be relatively 
low.  But dangling your noodle into government data bases, or data bases controlled by 
certain powerful, information age people, could easily land you in jail, or even 
somewhere more permanent, if you know what I mean.”   

“I know, you’re right, but I just can’t help but think about the amount of data that 
is being accumulating by the government, internet search companies, and social media 
companies.  If we could figure out how to access it without getting caught, that would 
be the berries.   We’re not trying to steal peoples’ identities or peddle their credit card 
numbers.   We just want to profile people.”   

As Rufus spoke these words, both men started to laugh.   However convinced the 
two men were about the worth of their project, they had to admit that Rufus’s profiling 
statement sounded pretty ridiculous. 

Feeling satisfied that they had accomplished great things, Rufus was the one to 
suggest an end to the meeting.  It had been a long day, and he just wanted to rejoin 
Monique.  With his desire for the serious finally fulfilled, all he really wanted was more 
of her.  



“Lukas, this experience has been better than I could have ever imagined.  We are 
of like mind.  We know what kinds of information we need to collect, and over time, we 
will.   But right now, we’re  beginning to sound like a mutual admiration society, and 
you have many more people to interview.”   

Appreciative of Lukas’s laugh of agreement, Rufus rose from his seat and 
stretched his long arms above his head, and then out to the side, several times.   He was 
feeling physically tight, right when his spirit was loose and soaring.  He offered his 
allegiance to Lukas. 

“You know my resolve.  I find you a very capable warrior, and I cannot 
adequately express how happy I am to meet you.  I look forward to our next meeting.” 

“Likewise.  But there is only one more thing.  You must agree with the idea of zero 
communication between you and I, unless it is in person, of course.” 

“I understand.   At every turn, we will learn another reason for absolute secrecy.  I 
assume you will contact me through Monique?” 

“That is the most likely way.  You may occasionally receive instructions or 
information by regular mail, or delivery service, which you will know to trust when it 
includes the word ‘extropian’.”   

Rufus smiled, wondering if Lukas realized that he was actually familiar with this 
very obscure term. 

“Not too many people know that word, Lukas.  I am only a meliorist, but I do 
understand that extropians exist.  Can I now say I have met one?” 

“Do you mean me, or do you mean Walter?”   
The two men shared yet another laugh.   Rufus couldn’t help but wonder how 

long it would be before he would see Lukas again.  He really liked him, and felt an 
overwhelming sense of certainty that he would be spending time with him in the 
future. 

Lukas shook his hand and showed him to the door. He had apparently texted 
Monique to bring the next DCG operative, because Rufus met them coming down the 
stairs to the wine cellar. 
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