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In 1986, The Hacker's Manifesto emerged from a dial tone,
striking the scene like lightning. It was an act of defiance,
a declaration of identity, a poetic snapshot of a subculture
forming in the shadows of mainframes and TTYs.
It reflected the days of stolen long-distance codes, BBSes,
and the belief that knowledge should be free.

Now, in 2025 — 40 years since Phrack first bounced across
telephone wires and underground forums — we look back
not to wax nostalgic, but to understand how the hacker
spirit has evolved, splintered, and, in many ways, sold its
soul. This is not a eulogy. It is a reckoning. We need
to face what's really happened.

“We exist without skin color, without nationality, without

religious bias... and you call us criminals.”
— *The Hacker's Manifesto®, 1986
From Curiosity to Commodity

Then: We were the kids who saw the blinking cursor not
as a barrier, but as an invitation. We typed characters
into the voids and got back secrets. Our goal was not
destruction, it was understanding — to understand
the systems better than those who built them. The thrill
of "getting in" was matched only by the beauty of making
something out of nothing.

Now: Hacking is a job title. Curiosity has been
commodified. A thousand "Bug Bounty Platforms" are
trying to monetize your desire for understanding, to turn
it into CVEs and T-shirts. CTFs have become resume-
building exercises. Reverse engineers wear corporate
badges. Developed by government employees rather than
openly in the community, exploits get embargoed, not
shared.

The paradise of the underground has been paved over
by venture capital and compliance frameworks,
steamrolling everything we used to stand for.

We Were Hackers, Not Consumers

Then: We were the creators in a world of closed systems.
If the machine didn't do what we wanted, we opened it.
We wrote shellcode by hand. We used opcode charts like
musicians used sheet music. We owned the stack.

Now: The stack owns us. We run opaque blobs inside
containers on someone else's infrastructure. Modern
"security research" means fuzzing v8 apps in Kubernetes
or staring into the abyss of vendor APIs.

Many call themselves hackers without ever having
debugged a segfault or read an RFC.

The Underground Is Dead—Long Live
the Underground

Then: Phrack was the Rosetta Stone. 2600 was gospel. IRC
was sacred ground. Zines were copied, not monetized.
We earned respect by contributing tools, ideas, or code,
never by chasing clout.

Now: We scroll past 40-tweet threads explaining how
sudo works. Seriously? We get TikToks on hacking
by people in hoodies set to trap music, a caricature at best.
"Influencer” and "hacker" now share the same business
card.

Yet, somewhere the spirit persists. Hidden away in
encrypted Matrix rooms, deep inside dead drop Git
repositories and onion forums, the real work continues.
The underground never died — it just moved to quieter
places.
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The Corporatization of Dissent

Then: We were anarchists with a cause. When we hacked,
it was to challenge control, not enforce it. We saw
the abuse of power, and we exposed it — not for bug

bounties, but for truth.

Now: The same corporations that used to call us criminals
now sponsor "cybersecurity summits" We speak at cons
funded by defense contractors. Nation-state APTs get

romanticized. Zero-day brokers operate with impunity.

The hacker ethos was never about permission. Now even

our rebellion needs approval.
The Spirit Remains

I know I sound bitter, but here's the thing: it was never
really about the tech or getting into systems. It was about
freedom. Freedom to think, to question, to build and break
without limits. That spark is hard to find now, but it still
lives in the rarest of places:

« In the sysadmin quietly running their own

mailserver.

o In the student soldering a WiFi module to an 80s
calculator.

o In the researcher publishing their PoC *without®
a brand campaign.

« In the collective that forks closed-source hardware
just to see what’s inside.

The manifesto lives on — not in blog posts, but in the act
of refusing to conform.

Call to the Next Generation
We do not gatekeep, but we warn.

Do not mistake certifications for competence. Do not
confuse platforms with community. Do not accept that
"responsible disclosure” means asking permission to be

curious.

Read the classics. Study the protocol. Run your own

infrastructure. Know what came before you.

Above all: ask questions, and never wait for answers

to be approved.
The 41st Byte

This is not a return to the past, it is a declaration of

continuity.

For 40 years, Phrack has stood as a monument, not to
nostalgia but to resistance, to knowledge, and to the
hacker spirit that refuses to die. Let this not be the end of
an era, but the beginning of the next.

Hack the planet. Again.
Written in honor of Loyd Blankenship (“The Mentor”),

in celebration of 40 years of Phrack.
By one of the curious, still connected.




