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Preface

This is a short story, a work of fiction, but it was inspired by one of the most burning
questions in the history of the Internet, today more burning than ever. The United States of
America has agreed to release control of ICANN, which handles the address register of all
top domains. In other words, the address register is for example needed for directing internet
traffic to the right country. In order to release control, the United States of America has
posed certain conditions, to be fulfilled before September 2015.

Åsa Schwarz works with IT security at consultancy firm Knowit and has published five
novels, translated into seventeen languages. She is currently working on an international
thriller, with the same theme as this short story - power over the Internet.

She wrote the short story in the spring of 2015, on commission from .SE, in order for it to be
mailed to the members of Centr, the European organisation for top domains, before a
conference at Sheraton Stockholm Hotel, 1st - 3d of June, 2015. Åsa Schwarz is wholly
responsible for the contents and owns the copyright. This PDF might be distributed for free,
provided that no changes to the contents are made.

More information about Åsa Schwarz is to be found at asaschwarz.se

2

As Lorand Olivier steps out of the taxi, he doesn't know that he is being watched.
He stretches his back and peers at the facade of Sheraton in the strong, evening
sunlight. Even though it is a five star hotel, it is very obvious that it was built in the
seventies. Everything is brown and square-shaped. But he has stayed here before and knows
that the hotel is different indoors and that the view is great. The waters of Stockholm and the
Old Town are just outside. During the upcoming days, he'll be looking out, not in.
Everyone responsible for the European part of the Internet are to meet here. The big
question will be: who is to take responsibility for the Internet as a whole, now that the USA
has stepped back? Actually, it was decided already in 1998 that the address register of the
Internet would be totally independent of any country, but it has taken the USA sixteen years
to announce that it is relinquishing its grip.
The taxi driver gives Lorand his suitcase, gets back into the car, and drives away. To
get his blood circulation going after the trip, Lorand shakes his legs and wriggles his toes in
the airy canvas shoes. Then he enters the hotel through the revolving doors.

Behind Lorand a dark blue Audi stops outside the hotel. In the passenger seat there is a
laptop containing a programme called Electric Feel. By clicking a few buttons, the user can
detect pacemakers and insulin syringes within a distance of ten to fifteen metres. The driver
wears gloves, in order not to leave any fingerprints in the rental car.

Lorand joins the short queue in front of the reception desk. The colours of the interior design
are totally different from those of the facade. The roof is full of spotlights, illuminating the
white desk. The marble floor is grey, nearly white. Lorand's mobile rings before he has
reached the desk. The caller is anonymous. He hesitates. This is a Sunday evening. He wants
to be left in peace, since the upcoming days will be hectic. But could it be something of
importance, something to do with the conference? He sighs and answers:
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'Don't you see what you've done? You bloody paragphn00b. If you'd been a file, I'd infect
you with a virus and download you in a beta version of a lousy 80's computer and crash it ... '
Lorand tiredly listens to the voice. He recognises it, has heard it many times before. Intense,
bright, and strangely scratchy. As if the man is always hoarse. Why should I of all people
have to endure this crazy pirate stalker talking in metaphors? he thinks. Why me?
'You have to change your ways, or your hard disk will ...'
Lorand hangs up. He knows that it is useless to object, to try and argue. And to tell
the man to go to hell. One simply can't talk to him. As legally responsible for a top domain,
Lorand had been one of the people responsible for shutting down Pirate Bay. Since then he'd
received this kind of call time and again. The man appeared never to sleep. Not when
everybody else did, anyway. Some lonely lunatic who had dedicated his life to harassing
Lorand, even though the stalker didn't appear to have any other connection to the pirate site
than sympathising with it and being totally obsessed.
Lorand looks over his shoulder. His mood has sunk all the way down to his canvas
shoes. He needs a glass of wine. During the last few years he's had to think twice before
drinking alcohol. No matter how much he loves wine, he will never forget those days in
hospital when, at age 32, he was admitted for arrhythmia of the heart. He will never forget
how frightened and worried he'd been. The painful awareness of his own mortality will be
forever etched into his mind.
But this day he would treat himself to a glass. The children had taken turns getting
chicken pox. First the oldest sone Costell, then the four-year-old Viorica. A sleepless
fortnight. And now he has to attend a two day conference in Stockholm, half unprepared. His
wife hadn't been exactly jubilant either. And to top it all off, the pirate stalker calls a Sunday
evening. Not that Lorand is surprised. But anyway. Why me? he thinks.
It will have to be a good wine. Because he is worth it. Lorand scratches his short
beard and looks around. Instead of remaining in the queue to the reception desk, he walks
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through the lobby, towards the bar. An artificial log fire is burning along one of the walls.
High, blue flames shoot up from a bed of pebbles. He puts his suitcase beside the bar
counter, glides up on one of the high bar stools, fingers the menu, and opens it. He
immediately finds what he seeks. A Riesling, and a good one. Maybe not the most
expensive, but totally ok.
The mobile beeps.

'Bloody N00b! The similarity between you and a good film is that loads of people are going
to want to share and spread you around.'

This is becoming rather unpleasant, Lorand thinks. Earlier on he merely called, but now he
begins texting me as well. He is getting crazier. I should probably contact the police when
I'm back home. Why does this have to happen to me?
Lorand doesn't notice the man outside the window, the man stepping out of a blue
Audi, carrying a computer bag under one arm. Instead he sighs and looks at the menu again,
his eyes travelling further down, to the more expensive wines. He adds another one hundred
crowns. The bartender is a small Asian with piercing eyes. Lorand gets a fleeting impression
of not having to order, as if she has already read his mind.
'A glass of Forster', he finally says, when nothing happens.
Lorand feels a hard slap on his back, turns his head, and sees Einar Fodor sit down
beside him. Good that I have a glass of wine, he thinks, or I wouldn't have been able to stand
it. He is convinced that Einar doesn't like him. So why does the man insist on socialising
with him? Is there any way to get out of here? Lorand resigns and takes a large gulp of wine.
At least it can't get any worse.
Einar starts interrogating him about his wife and children. Lorand replies as briefly as
possible, and soon the conversation drifts towards the subject of the conference. The
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government of the USA has agreed to let go of their control of ICANN, the organisation
responsible for the overall address register on the Internet. If one controls ICANN, one
controls all traffic on the net. If it wasn't for address register, the computers wouldn't be able
to talk to each other. Or it would be possible to manipulate the traffic, send it to the wrong
countries and the wrong servers. No information would be reliable any longer.
Lorand thinks it is good that they've organised a neutral forum, controlling and
following up on operations. But there is a problem. The USA has made it a condition that
there must be an alternative ready by September, as by that time the contract between the
USA and ICANN is void. This means that a large number of people and organisations all
over the world must agree on how to run the Internet. In three months.
Otherwise, the USA will keep control.
And this is Lorand's big headache. He leads the European team and has just presented
a first draft of a solution.
'Lorand, I do not agree with you. I feel a lot safer if the USA keeps control of the net
instead of handing it over to Russia and China, even though they are two different countries.'
Lorand takes a deep breath:
'If you had read my draft a bit more carefully, you'd have seen that is not at all what
I'm saying. The aim is to make it as simple as possible and wholly self-regulating. The other
proposals are far too complicated.'
Lorand is aware of the worrying sign he's seen so many times before: Einar's cheeks
are getting flushed. Lorand takes a deep gulp and waits.
'I've read every bloody word in your unpedagogical report. My interpretation is that
the proposal might result in large, political problems and jeopardise the security on the net.
I've taken this up with all concerned parties.'
I have to finish this as quickly as possible, thinks Lorand, and resists an impulse to
tell Einar to go to hell. He knows that he hasn't had time to work on his draft as much as he
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should have, but this is more than he can take. Einar seems to have misinterpreted everything
on purpose. The conflict between them is already too infected for this to end well, even if he
backs down and tries to explain.
It began already six years ago, when Lorand managed to ridicule one of Einar's
proposals when giving a lecture on marketing strategy at Centr, the European organisation
staging this conference. Lorand hadn't meant to come off as arrogant, but their relation had
never worked since. It was simply impossible to repair.
'We'll discuss this at the conference tomorrow,' Lorand says curtly.
Einar glowers angrily at him, but doesn't say anything. Lorand looks at his half full
glass of wine. Sacrilege, he thinks, grips the stem firmly, and drinks the wine down in three
large gulps. He nods towards Einar, glides off the stool, picks up his suitcase, and walks over
to the reception desk. He feels the man's gaze in his back.

As soon as Lorand has entered the lift, the man with the computer bag follows him and takes
the other lift. Then he pushes the button for floor seven. He holds the computer carefully
pressed against his body. The battery is 91% loaded. Nothing can go wrong.
In one of his inside pockets he's got the key card to the room adjacent to Lorand's, in
the other he's got the airline tickets for the flight out of there. He will leave the commotion as
soon as he can without arousing suspicion. His dark hair is well-combed and the shirt ironed,
but his eyes are cold. He steels himself. The computer bag is a loaded weapon. Electric Feel
can hack any ordinary brand of pacemaker.
Soon he will pull the trigger.

Lorand leaves the lift and walks along the corridor with its striped carpets and square-shaped
lamps. He hears lift doors open and somebody walking fast behind him in the corridor.
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Lorand pushes the key card into the slot in the door, which unlocks with a click. He
walks in, dragging his suitcase. The steps continue past his door and stop outside the
adjacent room.
Lorand absent-mindedly looks around in his room. The bed is large and white and
looks comfortable. His tired feet make themselves felt. He walks over to the window and
pulls apart the curtains. In spite of Lorand being preoccupied with tomorrow's conference, he
takes some time to watch the view of Stockholm's Old Town. The iron silhouette of the
Riddarholm Church is sharply outlined against the blue summer sky. He knows that parts of
the church date from the 14th century, before the city was founded. At that time it was the
Grey Friar's Abbey, nowadays it is mainly the mausoleum of the royal family.
He thoughtfully scratches his beard and thinks about how far back in time that is. So
far from the reality in which he finds himself. As the representative of Centr - the central
organisation of all top domains - he is at the forefront of development. Where technology,
politics, and law meet. These are the components making the Internet work.
He smiles at the thought of trying to explain to a monk from the 12th century what he
is doing. It would simply be impossible. Where even to begin?
The mobile beeps again and he sees that it is the same number as before:

'Fucking Newfag! The difference between you and PirateBay is that if you shut PirateBay
down we have a copy up inside 24 hours - you will be gone forever!'

I'll contact the police first thing when I get home, decides Lorand, looks angrily at his
mobile, and throws it on the bed. Why must this happen to me of all people? He shakes his
head and tries to recapture his calm even though thoughts are racing wildly through his head.
It feels like there is a war going on in every direction. First the pirate stalker, then Einar who
seems to have lost it completely, and finally the upcoming two days, which will be filled
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with endless arguing and mediating. The deadline is hanging over him like the Sword of
Damocles. Their proposal is to be done and sent in by the end of June in order to be prepared
in time for September. To succeed, they must agree on the contents during this conference.
Lorand looks at the Riddarholm Church again. Maybe it wouldn't have been so bad to
be a grey friar during the 12th century, after all? The waters around Stockholm are glittering
in the sunshine. He would much rather be standing on the quay fishing than being here. For a
few minutes he lets his imagination roam free.
Something hits him hard in the chest.
His body is unexpectedly thrown forwards. Surprise is replaced by fear.
Lorand screams, can't breathe.
As he is hit a second time, the pain in his chest becomes excruciating.
At first he tries to protect himself, raising his hands in the air, but there is nothing
there. In spite of Lorand staggering backwards, no one is hitting him. He looses his footing.
He gropes after something to hold on to.
He gets punched a third time and something in his chest cracks. Everything goes
black before his eyes. Dread explodes in full force. Lorand understands what it is. The
defibrillator in his pacemaker is triggered time and again. His heart is smashed to pieces by a
quick succession of electrical shocks. He has time to fear a few more. Feel how they
pulverise his cardiac muscle. How his lungs stop working. The rest of his body is already
dead. Gone. And then there is another bolt.
The pain feels remote. As if it doesn't concern him any longer.
Who is he? That person falling heavily to the floor?
His eyes are open, staring at the ceiling.
But Lorand has stopped seeing.
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The man sitting in front of the computer hears a series of strange sounds from the adjacent
room. A sort of rhythmic mixture of screams and groans. Then the sound of a heavy body
falling to the floor.
He waits attentively for two minutes.
He sees the computer's clock tick down the seconds. Not a sound from the adjacent
room. It is now completely silent. He clicks on the button in the bottom left-hand corner of
the screen. It is large and red and it says: ERASE. Its only function is to erase all traces of
the programme Electric Feel from the computer, all traces of its communication with the
pacemaker. Then he logs out and folds the computer.
With measured movements he puts it back in the bag and rises. It is to be delivered
back to headquarters, with a short confirmation of the fact that the mission is accomplished.
Who the customer is this time, he doesn't know. But he thinks that it must be someone who
regards the control of the Internet as one of the future's most important weapons.
The chaos following upon Lorand Olivier's death will create such a mess in Europe
that they won't be able to put forth a proposal detailing the future running of the Internet.
The Europeans are so naive, thinks the man with the computer bag and leaves the
hotel room. One can't let them take over responsibility for the Internet.
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