
"Okay?" 
 
"Well, yes, how are things there?" 
 
"Oh. Well, everything okay, I guess." 
 
"Okay. Thank you." 
 
They hang up, leaving a confused series of beep-kachink sounds hanging in mid-ether in the wake of the call before dissolving away. 
 
The Captain is pleased. "You believe me now, don't you? Do you know what I'd like to do? I'd just like to call up your editor at Esquire and show 
him just what it sounds like to stack and unstack tandems. I'll give him a show that will blow his mind. What's his number? 
 
I ask the Captain what kind of device he was using to accomplish all his feats. The Captain is pleased at the question. 
 
"You could tell it was special, couldn't you?"  Ten pulses per second. That's faster than the phone company's equipment. Believe me, this unit 
is the most famous unit in the country. There is no other unit like it. Believe me." 
 
"Yes, I've heard about it. Some other phone phreaks have told me about it." 
 
"They have been referring to my, ahem, unit?  What is it they said? Just out of curiosity, did they tell you it was a highly sophisticated 
computer-operated unit, with acoustical coupling for receiving outputs and a switch-board with multiple-line-tie capability?  Did they tell you that 
the frequency tolerance is guaranteed to be not more than .05 percent?  The amplitude tolerance less than .01 decibel? Those pulses you 
heard were perfect. They just come faster than the phone company. Those were high-precision op-amps. Op-amps are instrumentation 
amplifiers designed for ultra-stable amplification, super-low distortion and accurate frequency response. Did they tell you it can operate in 
temperatures from -55øC to +125øC?" 
 
I admit that they did not tell me all that. 
 
"I built it myself," the Captain goes on. "If you were to go out and buy the components from an industrial wholesaler it would cost you at least 
$1500. I once worked for a semiconductor company and all this didn't cost me a cent. Do you know what I mean? Did they tell you about how I 
put a call completely around the world? I'll tell you how I did it. I M-Fed Tokyo inward, who connected me to India, India connected me to 
Greece, Greece connected me to Pretoria, South Africa, South Africa connected me to South America, I went from South America to London, I 
had a London operator connect me to a New York operator, I had New York connect me to a California operator who rang the phone next to 
me. Needless to say I had to shout to hear myself. But the echo was far out. Fantastic.  Delayed. It was delayed twenty seconds, but I could 
hear myself talk to myself." 
 
"You mean you were speaking into the mouthpiece of one phone sending your voice around the world into your ear through a phone on the 
other side of your head?" I asked the Captain. I had a vision of something vaguely autoerotic going on, in a complex electronic way. 
 
"That's right," said the Captain. "I've also sent my voice around the world one way, going east on one phone, and going west on the other, 
going through cable one way, satellite the other, coming back together at the same time, ringing the two phones simultaneously and picking 
them up and whipping my voice both ways around the world back to me. Wow. That was a mind blower." "You mean you sit there with both 
phones on your ear and talk to yourself around the world," I said incredulously. 
 
"Yeah. Um hum. That's what I do. I connect the phone together and sit there and talk." 
 
"What do you say?  What do you say to yourself when you're connected?" 
 
"Oh, you know. Hello test one two three," he says in a low -pitched voice. 
 
"Hello test one two three," he replied to himself in a high-pitched voice. 
 
"Hello test one two three," he repeats again, low-pitched. 
 
"Hello test one two three," he replies, high-pitched. 
 
"I sometimes do this: Hello Hello Hello Hello, Hello, hello," he trails off and breaks into laughter. 
 
Why Captain Crunch Hardly Ever Taps Phones Anymore 
 
Using internal phone-company codes, phone phreaks have learned a simple method for tapping phones. Phone-company operators have in 
front of them a board that holds verification jacks. It allows them to plug into conversations in case of emergency, to listen in to a line to 
determine if the line is busy or the circuits are busy. Phone phreaks have learned to beep out the codes which lead them to a verification 
operator, tell the verification operator they are switchmen from some other area code testing out verification trunks. Once the operator hooks 
them into the verification trunk, they disappear into the board for all practical purposes, slip unnoticed into any one of the 10,000 to 100,000 


