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Chapter Sixteen: 8pm (pps146-154) 

(Make this 7pm?) 
Kit hacks into the Kremlin phone system 
AZ: More emotional ups and downs--ups when his techniques work beautifully, downs at the 
setbacks. 

Does Kit fantasize about revenge on Daisy? 
KF: Make it clear that Kit's laptop is mains or battery, and the phone connection is wireless. 
KF/JT: Have Kit call his contact at the Kremlin and ask how many guards are on duty. 
Explain who Rob is. Change his name to Hamish, to differentiate him from the former head 
ofsecurity. 
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8 p.m. YftJJ? 

Kit set up his computer in th box oom, a small room that could only be reached via his 

bedroom. He plugged in his laptop, a fingerprint scanner, and a smartcard reader-writer he 

had bought second-hand for £270 on Ebay. 

This room had always been his lair. When he was very small, they had had only the 

three bedrooms: Mamma and Daddy in the main room, Olga and Miranda in the second 

room, and Kit in a cot in the box room off the girls' room. Then the parents had moved into 

the extension, and Olga took their bedroom. When Olga went to university, Miranda moved 

into her room, and Kit had the other bedroom, as well as the box room. 

It was still furnished as a schoolboy's study, with a cheap desk, a bookshelf, a small 

TV set, and a seat known as the sleepchair, which unfolded into a small single bed, and had 

often been used by school friends coming to stay. Sitting at the desk, he thought of the hours 

. J ofho~ew9rk he had done he:eiLgeQg:aphy anslt bioloq;', medieyal kin~and it:Igular vei~ ~Dpt:, .... I..G- -fe-v( "';~L ,..·)-·It;>IJY-A(\.~ --1-" 1{t.. (1L-e:;.f!,,-. /Tv"r /'1'If 
Hail, Caesar! Hefad learned so mUe), and forgotten it all. 

rrn (. ~ov)'e~·?
He took from his pocket the pass he had stolen from his father and slid it into the 

reader-writer. Its top stuck out of the slot, clearly showing the printed words "Oxenford 

Medical". He hoped no one would come into the room. They were all in the kitchen. Lori was 

making osso bucco according to Mamma's famous recipe--Kit could smell the oregano from 
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here. Daddy had opened a bottle of champagne. By now they would be telling stories that 


began: "Do you remember the time ...?" 


The chip in the card contained details of his father's fingerprint. It was not a simple 

l!V{'"ti ,~ 

image, for that was too easy to fake-a photograph of the finger could fool a normal scanner. -
Rather, Kit had built a device that measured twenty-five points of the fingerprint, using 

minute electrical differences between ridges and valleys. He had also written a program that 

L ) stpred ~ese detail~ i9 code. At h.?me he h¢ syveral ~r9t?types of the fingerprint scanper and I / ~ 
(.I Le//;(/I/(... Y/...." tf' ",,", 'I( ..fCllv• I~·t(,- it".!.:.. 7"l+t1' lv, Cd>vt/..", 

he had, naturally, kept a copy of his own software. (' ( e. "'..-:t J ' ( . 
Now he set his laptop to read the smart card. 'fie was almost sure it would work. The 

only danger was that someone at Oxenford Medical-Toni Gallo, perhaps-might have 

decided to modify the software so that Kit's program would no longer work-for example, 

by requiring an access code before the card could be read. He waited a few seconds, watching 

the blank screen. 

At last it shimmered and displayed a page of code: Daddy's fingerprint details. I 
sighed with relief and saved the file. lel ·:- ~ e <- L."Y( " 

His niec Caroline walked in, carrying a rat. 

She did not say anything, but sat on the sleepchair, stroking the rat's fur. He 

suppressed a curse. He could hardly tell her that he was doing something secret and ask her to 

leave. But he could not continue while she sat there. "How's the rat?" he said. 

"His name is Leonard," she said in a tone ofmild reproof. 

"Of course, Leonard. Where did you get him?" 

"Paradise Pets in Edinburgh." Caroline let the rat go and it ran up her arm and 

perched on her shoulder. 



"Is he nice?" 


"He's terribly sweet." 


insane, carrying a rat around as if it were a baby. Caroline Kit thought the girl wa 

looked like her mother, Olga, ith long dark hair and heavy black eyebrows, but where Olga 

was dryly severe, Caroline wa as wet as a rainy February. She was only seventeen, she 

would probably grow out of it e hoped she was too wrapped up in herself and her pet to 

notice the card sticking up out of the reader with "Oxenford Medical" printed along its top. 

Even she would realise he was not supposed to have a pass for the Fort nine months after he 

~Yev...,-r( r4h/~ ? 
had been fired. 

"What are you doing?" she asked him. 

"Working. I need to fmish this today." He wanted to snatch the tell-tale card out of the 

reader, but he feared that would only call her attention to it. 

"I won't bother you, just carry on." 

"Okay." He turned back to the screen and switched the software into Read mode. His 

next step was to scan his own fingerprint, and he could not let her see that. She might not 

grasp the significance, but she could mention it to someone else who would. 

He pretended to study the screen, racking his brains for a way to get rid of her. After a 

minute he was inspired. He faked a huge sneeze. 

"Bless you," she said. 

"Thanks." He sneezed again. "You know something," he said. "I think poor dear 

Leonard is doing this to me." 

"How could he?" she said with indignation. 

"I'm slightly allergic, and this room is so small." 



P149 
EF: Toni's security looks weak. Perhaps there should be someone (Kit's accomplice at the 
Kremlin?) who has persuaded Stanley that Toni's plans to modernise the security system 
were unworkable I expensive I non-essential and had to be reined in. This could have lead to 
Toni's one and only run-in with Stanley. 
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She stood up. "We don't want to make people sneeze, do we, Lennie?" she said, and 

she went out. 

Kit closed the door behind her, then sat down and pressed the forefinger of his right 

hand to the glass of the scanner. The program scanned his fingerprint and encoded the details. 

Kit saved the file. 

Finally, he uploaded his own fingerprint details to the smartcard chip, overwriting his 

father's. Ifhe were devising the system anew, he would render this impossible, by making the 

cards non-rewritable. Once again, he worried that Toni Gallo might have already thought of 

this. 

i (c." wt 4c..,. """4": 
i{ She had not. 

.... A,J, 

He read the data from the chip to make sure the procedure had been successful. It had.,
No one else could have done this so easily. It would take a hacker days to duplicate 

his software, and still the procedure would not work without a stolen smartcard with the 

correct site code. 

He removed the card from the machine and put it into his pocket. It would now give 

him access to BSL4. When he slid the card into the reader outside BSL4, and pressed his 

finger to the touch screen, the computer would read the data on the card and compare it with 

the fingerprint, find that they matched, and unlock the door. 

Some biometric systems matched the fingerprint with data stored on the central 

computer. If the Fort had used that configuration, Kit would have needed access to the 

computer. But employees had an irrational aversion to the thought of their personal details 

being stored on company databases. Scientists in particular often read The Guardian and 

became finicky about their civil rights. Kit had chosen this method, storing the fingerprint 
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data in the smart card, to make the new security set-up more readily acceptable to staff. He 
"lie lie j"o. 

had ~t anticipated that one day he would be trying to defeat his own scheme. 

Now that he had a pass for BSL4, he needed an excuse to go to the Fort. 

He shut down the fingerprint software and turned off the card reader-writer. He 

connected his mobile phone to the laptop, then dialled a number that gave him access to the 

phone system at the Fort. The number was used by the company that had installed the phone 

system, Hibernian Telecom, for remote diagnosis of faults. Kit had worked closely with 

Hibernian, because the alarms he had installed used the phone lines. He knew the number and 

the access code. Once again, he had a moment of tension, worrying that numbers or codes 

might have been changed in the nine months since he had left. But they had not, and in five 

minutes he was into the central processing unit. 

The system had tamper detectors-but they did not register an alarm if the company's 

own phone line and code were used for access. 

First, he closed down every phone on the site except the one on the desk in Reception, 

where the security guard supervisor normally sat. 

Next, he diverted all calls into and out of the Fort to his mobile. He had already 

programmed his laptop to recognise the numbers likeliest to come up, including Toni Gallo's. 

Finally, he caused every phone in the building to ring and flash simult~!!~)Usly for 

f/V 4e---..,,"'" i.:. '0'" l' 
fiveiseconds. That wa~just to get the,attention of the secuqty guards. / L..---' 

n G- f'>-rl ""'I:: 1 ' 11. e.s ...... , JI ~ &>'v c/o W ~ 4--1T .r 
He disablM the line giving access to the central processing unit, so that the problem 

could not be fixed remotely. Then he disconnected his mobile from the system and sat on the 

edge of his chair. 

He was fairly sure what would happen next. The security guards had a list of people 
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to call in the event of different emergencies. Their fIrst action now should be to call 

Hibernian Telecom. 

He did not have to wait long. His mobile rang. He left it for a moment, watching his 

laptop. On the screen he read: "Fort calls Toni." 

That was not what he had expected. Quickly, he activated a recorded message. The 

security guard who was trying to reach Toni Gallo heard a female voice saying that the 

mobile he was calling might be switched off or out of range, and advising him to try later. 

The guard hung up. 

The mobile rang again almost immediately. Kit hoped the guards would now call the 

phone company, but once again he was disappointed. The screen said: "Fort calls RPHQ." 

Steve was calling regional police headquarters at Harbourmouth. Kit was happy for the police 

to be informed. He redirected the call to the correct number and listened in. 

"This is Steven Tremlett, security guard supervisor at Oxenford Medical, calling to 

report an unusual incident." 

"Hello, Steve, it's me." 

"Oh, Bernie, hi," said Steve. It sounded as if the desk sergeant was a friend or relation 

of Steve's, Kit thought. "No big emergency," Steve went on. "Just letting you know that we 

have a problem with our phone lines, and I'm not sure the alarms will work." 

"I'll log it. Can you get your phones fIxed?" 

"I'll call out a repair crew, but god knows when they'll get here, on Christmas Eve." 

"Do you want a patrol to drop in?" 

"It wouldn't do any harm, if they've not much on." 

Kit hoped the police would pay a visit to the Fort. It would add conviction to his 
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cover. 

Bernie said: "They'll be busy when the pubs chuck out, but it's quiet the noo." 

"Right. I'll give them a cup of tea." 

They said goodbye and hung up. 

Kit's mobile rang a third time and on the screen he read: "Fort calls Hibernian." At 

last, he thought. This was the crucial call. He touched the "Receive" button on his phone and 

said: "Hibernian Telecom, can I help you?" 

Steve's voice said: "This is Oxenford Medical, we have a problem with our phone 

system." 

"Would that be The Fort, Edinburgh Road, Harbourmouth?" Kit exaggemted his 

Scots accent to disguise his voice. 

"Yes." 

"What's the problem?" 

"All the phones are out except this one. The place is empty, of course, but the thing is, 

the alarm system uses the phone lines, and we need to be sure that's working properly." 

At that point, Kit's father walked in. 

Kit froze. 

Daddy looked at the computer and the mobile phone and mised his eyebrows. 

Q was the worst possible mom!DD but Kit had no choice. "Let me call you back in 

two minutes," he said, and he hung up. He touched the keyboard of his laptop and the screen 

went dark. 

"Working?" said Daddy. 

"Something I have to finish." 



PIS3 
KF: When Stanley leaves, Kit is relieved that he has got through the interrogation, of course, 

but he must also feel terribly guilty about lying to his father this way. 

SE: Sentence reads ...... to guarantee us four-hour service ... " I believe this should be" ....to 

guarantee us twenty four-hour service ... ". KF: No, but clarify. 
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"At Christmas?" 

"I said I would deliver this piece of software by December the twenty-fourth." 

"Your customer will have gone home, like all sensible folk." 

"But his computer will show that I emailed the program to him before midnight on 

Christmas Eve, so he won't be able to say I was late." 

Daddy smiled and nodded. "Well, I'm glad you're being conscientious. I came to tell 

you supper's ready. Do you want a tray sent up?" 

Kit shook his head. "I'm nearly done. I'll come down in five minutes." 

"As you wish." Daddy went out. 

Kit slumped in his chair. That had been scary. 

After a moment, he dialled the Fort again. 

The phone was picked up immediately. "Oxenford Medical." 

"Hibernian Telecom here. I can't access your central processing unit." 

"That line must be down also. You'll have to send someone." 

"It's going to be difficult to get a repair crew out to you at Christmas." 

"Don't give me that." Steve's voice became angry. "You're supposed to guarantee us 

four-hour service, three hundred and sixty-five days a year. That's the service we pay you for. 

It's now eight-thirty p.m., and I'm logging this call." 

"All right, keep your shirt on. I'll get a crew to you as soon as possible." 

"Give me a time estimate, please." 

"Hold on." Kit paused, pretending he had to check something, and spoke again after a 

couple of minutes. "I'll have a team on site by about twelve midnight." 

"Thank you very much. We'll be expecting you." Steve hung up. 




