
Randy hangs up, reports that the switchman was a little inexperienced with the loop-around circuits on the miscellaneous trunk frame, but that 
the loop has been returned to its free-call status. 
 
Delighted, phone phreak Ed returns the pair of numbers to the active-status column in his directory. Ed is a superb and painstaking researcher. 
With almost Talmudic thoroughness he will trace tendrils of hints through soft-wired mazes of intervening phone-company circuitry back 
through complex linkages of switching relays to find the location and identity of just one toll-free loop. He spends hours and hours, every day, 
doing this sort of thing. He has somehow compiled a directory of eight hundred "Band-six in-WATS numbers" located in over forty states. 
Band-six in-WATS numbers are the big 800 numbers -- the ones that can be dialed into free from anywhere in the country. 
 
Ed the researcher, a nineteen-year-old engineering student, is also a superb technician. He put together his own working blue box from 
scratch at age seventeen. (He is sighted.) This evening after distributing the latest issue of his in-WATS directory (which has been typed into 
Braille for the blind phone phreaks), he announces he has made a major new breakthrough: 
 
"I finally tested it and it works, perfectly. I've got this switching matrix which converts any touch-tone phone into an M-F-er." 
 
The tones you hear in touch-tone phones are not the M-F tones that operate the long-distance switching system. Phone phreaks believe AT&T. 
had deliberately equipped touch tones with a different set of frequencies to avoid putting the six master M-F tones in the hands of every touch-
tone owner. Ed's complex switching matrix puts the six master tones, in effect put a blue box, in the hands of every touch-tone owner. 
 
Ed shows me pages of schematics, specifications and parts lists. "It's not easy to build, but everything here is in the Heathkit catalog." 
 
Ed asks Ralph what progress he has made in his attempts to reestablish a long-term open conference line for phone phreaks.  The last big 
conference -- the historic "2111" conference -- had been arranged through an unused Telex test-board trunk somewhere in the innards of a 
4A switching machine in Vancouver, Canada. For months phone phreaks could M-F their way into Vancouver, beep out 604 (the Vancouver 
area code) and then beep out 2111 (the internal phone-company code for Telex testing), and find themselves at any time, day or night, on an 
open wire talking with an array of phone phreaks from coast to coast, operators from Bermuda, Tokyo and London who are phone-phreak 
sympathizers, and miscellaneous guests and technical experts. The conference was a massive exchange of information.  Phone phreaks 
picked each other's brains clean, then developed new ways to pick the phone company's brains clean. Ralph gave M F Boogies concerts with 
his home-entertainment-type electric organ, Captain Crunch demonstrated his round-the-w orld prowess with his notorious computerized unit 
and dropped leering hints of the "action" he was getting with his girl friends.  (The Captain lives out or pretends to live out several kinds of 
fantasies to the gossipy delight of the blind phone phreaks who urge him on to further triumphs on behalf of all of them.) The somewhat rowdy 
Northwest phone-phreak crowd let their bitter internal feud spill over into the peaceable conference line, escalating shortly into guerrilla 
warfare; Carl the East Coast international tone relations expert demonstrated newly opened direct M-F routes to central offices on the island of 
Bahrein in the Persian Gulf, introduced a new phone-phreak friend of his in Pretoria, and explained the technical operation of the new Oakland-
to Vietnam linkages. (Many phone phreaks pick up spending money by M-F-ing calls from relatives to Vietnam GIs charging $5 for a whole hour 
of trans-Pacific conversation.) 
 
Day and night the conference line was never dead. Blind phone phreaks all over the country, lonely and isolated in homes filled with active 
sighted brothers and sisters, or trapped with slow and unimaginative blind kids in straitjacket schools for the blind, knew that no matter how 
late it got they could dial up the conference and find instant electronic communion with two or three other blind kids awake over on the other 
side of America. Talking together on a phone hookup, the blind phone phreaks say, is not much different from being there together. Physically, 
there was nothing more than a two-inch-square wafer of titanium inside a vast machine on Vancouver Island. For the blind kids >there< meant 
an exhilarating feeling of being in touch, through a kind of skill and magic which was peculiarly their own. 
 
Last April 1, however, the long Vancouver Conference was shut off. The phone phreaks knew it was coming. Vancouver was in the process 
of converting from a step-by-step system to a 4A machine and the 2111 Telex circuit was to be wiped out in the process. The phone phreaks 
learned the actual day on which the conference would be erased about a week ahead of time over the phone company's internal-news-and-
shop-talk recording. 
 
For the next frantic seven days every phone phreak in America was on and off the 2111 conference twenty-four hours a day. Phone phreaks 
who were just learning the game or didn't have M-F capability were boosted up to the conference by more experienced phreaks so they could 
get a glimpse of what it was like before it disappeared. Top phone phreaks searched distant area codes for new conference possibilities 
without success. Finally in the early morning of April 1, the end came. 
 
"I could feel it coming a couple hours before midnight," Ralph remembers. "You could feel something going on in the lines. Some static began 
showing up, then some whistling wheezing sound. Then there were breaks. Some people got cut off and called right back in, but after a while 
some people were finding they were cut off and couldn't get back in at all. It was terrible. I lost it about one a.m., but managed to slip in again 
and stay on until the thing died... I think it was about four in the morning. There were four of us still hanging on when the conference 
disappeared into nowhere for good. We all tried to M-F up to it again of course, but we got silent termination. There was nothing there." 
 
The Legendary Mark Bernay Turns Out To Be "The Midnight Skulker" 
 
Mark Bernay. I had come across that name before. It was on Gilbertson's select list of phone phreaks. The California phone phreaks had 
spoken of a mysterious Mark Bernay as perhaps the first and oldest phone phreak on the West Coast. And in fact almost every phone phreak 
in the West can trace his origins either directly to Mark Bernay or to a disciple of Mark Bernay. 
 


