
I
t’s a hacker’s paradise out there, 
what with the economy in the 
pooper, layoffs galore and embit-

tered ex-employees prone to seek payback 
by penetrating the bowels of their former 
employers’ computer networks.

So says St. Peters-based Parameter 
Security, a fi rm of certifi ed ethical hackers. 
Though Unreal, a certifi able hack, couldn’t 
make the company’s “lunch and learn” pro-
gram this month, we got the skinny from 
33-year-old co-owner Dave Chronister.

Unreal: “Certifi ed ethical hacker,” huh? 
That sounds very shadowy. Are you quote-
unquote certifi ed by guys in dark capes?

Dave Chronister: [Laughs] Yeah, the 
men in black come in and certify us. Actu-
ally it’s done by the EC-Council, which is a 
nonprofi t.

Really. So hackers can have morals.
Hackers can have morals. The malicious 

ones are called “crackers,” but for various 
reasons we don’t go there.

Is your trade kind of like Method acting?
It can be. We do offensive security. 

There’ll be times I e-mail a lot of people 
pretending to be someone else. That whole 
adage of: If you pretend you know what 
you’re doing, nobody will stop and ask you 
questions.

We do that all the time. But you’ve prob-
ably hacked more interesting places.

[Laughs] Let me tell you about a story 
in Vegas. There was a bank out there that 
wanted us to come in and do a social engi-
neering attack. That is, walk into the build-
ing and see how far into their network we 
could get. I went to Home Depot, spent fi f-
teen bucks on a sprayer, fi lled it with water 
and I put [an ID badge] on my shirt, went 
into the fi rst location, said, “Hey, I’m the 
bug guy,” and they looked at me and said, 

“OK, do you want to start in the vault or in 
the offi ces?”

Was that Merrill Lynch?
No. [Laughs] A credit union. So I walk in 

and am able to load Trojans, so I can turn 
on your webcam, turn on your microphone, 
see everything —

Whoa — this sounds kinda dirty.
Yeah, strangely enough a lot of Trojans 

are written by college boys. But anyway, I 
was able to get into all the systems. Thir-
teen, fourteen minutes I was in and out.

Our kinda timing. Your fi eld sounds sexy.
[Laughs] Oh, yeah. Oh, no. No.
Is that a no means yes?
No, it’s not. But it is fun. It allows you to 

think like a criminal, but do bad things to 
feel good. Although if you want to say all 
hackers are sexy, I don’t think any hacker 
would be upset about that.

Done and done.  ■
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“If you want to say all hackers 

are sexy, I don’t think any hacker 

would be upset about that.”
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U nreal has heard of lady priests 
and gay priests, frocked pedo-
philes and robed alcoholics. 

But terrorist priests? Not so much.
Which is why after the fi rst phone 

message including vague mention of a 
“terrorist priest,” we pushed “delete.” 
And why, after the fourth or fi fth 
increasingly agitated-sounding voice-
mail from the same caller, we decided 
to ring right back for fear we’d get 
blown up otherwise.

“Annabelle Amanda Carriceau” 
— that’s her pseudonym — answered 
at the fi rst chime.

Unreal: So are you the terrorist 
priest?

“Annabelle Amanda Carriceau”: I 
wrote the book The Terrorist Priest. I 
married a man who was an Armenian 
priest trained in terrorism in Syria.

No way! Did he throw poison from 
a chalice and sprinkle biological agents 
with a censer?

[Laughs] Not at all. But that’s 
pretty good. I shoulda wrote that in 
there. No, he just had my car blown 
up, and my daughter was stabbed 
over in Glendale, California, which is 
called Little Armenia, when she was 
seven years old. He told me himself 
he was trained with the best.

Can terrorist priests get married?
No. But he said he could. I married 

him in East St. Louis.
I didn’t know people actually got 

married in East St. Louis.
[Laughs] We had to hide. We had 

to go to New York. But the bishop 
found out and called him aside and 
said, “You leave this woman; we won’t 
cover up for you.” Robert S. Mueller, 
the former director of the FBI, has 
written a whole book about these 
Armenian people being connected to 
terrorism.

Why would this so-called priest try 
to blow up his wife and children?

Our car did blow up. I can’t say for 
sure it was him.

Did you divorce this ungodly crea-
ture?

Yeah, I did. It was 1972 by the time 
it was fi nal.

You say your daughter was nearly 
stabbed to death but later grew up to 
be an elected offi cial?

Yes. These things just don’t happen 
to normal people with normal lives.

You can say that again. How do we 
know she’s not an infi ltrator?

Oh, she wasn’t raised by him. But 
I have children that probably are 
involved in terrorism.

One more thing: The pen name you 
chose sounds like it belongs on the cover 
of a romance novel, with Fabio.

[Laughs] It was my mother’s French 
last name. But there’s no romance in 
this book, so anybody who wants that 
better fi nd something else to read.  ■

Hack Me, Baby
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Extremely cold night. The streets, barren and gray, look harder 
than usual, like everything does when the weather’s this bitter. 
Outside Rev. Larry Rice’s New Life Evangelistic Center, a man in 
ragged clothes leans backward over the concrete banister, his 
face pointing skyward. The position looks uncomfortable and 
precarious, as does his apparent situation. His breathing is heavy 
and labored: When he inhales, he nearly tips over backward onto 
the street below; when he exhales, he slips slightly forward — a 
human teeter-totter without an anchor. He isn’t quite asleep, 
but he isn’t quite awake either. A plume of steam rises from his 
mouth when he exhales, then gets swept away by the wind.

A young guy leans against the wall near the entrance to the 
homeless shelter, smoking a cigarette and watching attentively. 
What’s the story with the man on the banister? I ask. He’s too 
far gone, the guy says, too incoherent; he might be dead drunk or 
high on aerosol. He might be insane. Pathological. Who knows? 
The young guy doesn’t take his eyes off the man. You can tell 
he’s concerned, not sure what to do, but still compelled to keep 
watch as the man teeter-totters gently back and forth.

For a while we watch him together. Eventually I move closer 
to the man draped over the banister, poke his shoulder, ask if he’s 
OK. His eyes are closed and he’s smiling, apparently unaware of 
his predicament. He mutters something incomprehensible, then, 
fi nally, slides forward completely and remains hunched like a 
sack of old clothes in front of the shelter while we wonder, this 
other guy and I, what to do.
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