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The Conscience of a Hacker... by The Mentor ... 1/ 8/ 86

Anot her one got caught today, It's all over the papers.
"Teenager Arrested in Computer Crinme Scandal", "Hacker arrested
after Bank Tanpering"..

Dam ki ds. They're all alike.

But did you, in your three-piece psychology and 1950's
technobrain, ever take a | ook behind the eyes of a hacker? did
you ever wonder what made himtick, what forces shaped him what
may have nol ded hi nf®?

I am a hacker. Enter ny world.

Mne is a world that begins with school... I'"'msnmarter than
nost of the other kids, this crap they teach us bores ne...
Cone on... Ain't Got Al Day!!

Dam under achi ever. They're all alike.

I"'min junior high or high school. I've listened to the
teachers explain for the fifteenth tine how to reduce a
fraction. | understand it. "No Ms. Smith, | didn't show my work
| didit in nmy head..."

Dam ki d. Probably copied it. They're all alike.

| made a discovery today. | found a conmputer. Wait a xecond,
this is cool. It does what | want it to. if it nmakes a mi stake,
it's because | screwed it up. Not Because it doesn't like ne...
O feels threatend by ne...
O thinks I'ma snart ass...
O doesn't like teaching and shouldn't be here..

Dam kid. Al he does is play ganes. They're all alike.
And then it happened... a door opened to a world... rushing

t hrough the phone line like junk through an addict's veins, an
electronic inpulse is sent out, a refuge fromthe day-to-day

i nconpetencies is sought... a board is found.

"this isit... this is where | belong..."

| know everyone herre... even if |'ve never net them never
talked to them may never hear fromthemagain... | know you
all...

Dam ki d. tying up the phone Iine again. They're all alike..

Conme on... Ain't Got Al Day!!
You bet your ass we're all alike... we've been spoon-fed baby
food at school when we hungered for steak... the bits of neat

that you did let slip through were prechewed and tastel ess.

W' ve been dom nated by sadist, or ignored by the apathetic. The
few that had sonething to teach us found us willing pupils, but
those few are |ike drops of water in the desert.

This is our world now... the world of the electron and the



switch, the beauty of the baud. W nmake use of a service already
exi sting without paying for what could be dirt-cheap if it
wasn't run by profiteering gluttons, and you call us crimnals.

we explore... and you call us crimnals. W seek after
knol edge... and you call us crinnals. W exist without skin
color, without nationality, wthout religous bias... and you

call us crimnals. You build atom ¢ bonbs, you wage wars, you
nmurder, cheat, and lie to us and try to make us believe it's for
our own good, yet we're the crimnals.

Yes, | ama crimnal. My crinme is that of curiosity. My crine
is that of judging people by what they say and think, not what
they look like. My crine is that of outsmarting you, sonething
that you will never forgive ne for.

Conme on... Ain't Got Al Day!!

I am a hacker, and this is my mani festo. You may stop this
i ndi vidual, but you can't stop us all... after all, we're all alike.

+++The Ment or +++
Racket eers

In deference to the author, |'ve not changed any of his punctuation
| have put a space between each paragraph for easier reading. |
hope no one will take a fence in ny doings.

I found this letter in "The newsletter #33" A publication of
The Denver Ganers Associ ation.

I will not sign this letter because ny name is known little
and I will like it to stay that way.
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