


THE NAKED COMPUTER



= N

=

.~r\,_-.\~ﬂ\ w.,\.\r :

RGeS

S gl
.v. |




9062088 /

A% |

THE
NAKED
COMPUTER

A Layperson's Almcﬁ’iac df Computer Lore,
Wizardry, Per#onahnes Memorabilia,
World Records, Mm Wtﬁ and Tomfoolery

it 4»»4"'

Jack B. Rochester
and

John Gantz

(T

William Morrow and Company, Inc. New York 1983




Copyright © 1983 by Jack B. Rochester and John Gantz

Excerpt from Riddley Walker by Russell Hoban, copyright © 1981
by Russell Hoban. Reprinted by permission of Summit Books,

a Division of Simon and Schuster.

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced

or utilized in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical,
including photocopying, recording or by any information storage
and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the
Publisher. Inquiries should be addressed to William Morrow and
Company, Inc., 105 Madison Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10016.
Library of Congress Catalog Card Number: 83-61793

ISBN: 0-688-02450-5

Printed in the United States of America

First Edition

12345678910

BOOK DESIGN BY LINEY LI



For Mary
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Warrior-son and muse extraordinaire
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Who can slobber on a computer with the best of them

G,






ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

‘\

Many people helped make The Naked Co happen. First and
deepest thanks to H. Michael Snell, our agent, who suggested the idea for
the book. Mike and his wife/partner Susan saw us through our writing with
wit, wisdom, and sometimes a whip. We would like to thank our intrepid
researchers, David Needle, Managing Editor of InfoWorld magazine, Mary
Greene Lamb, and Edward Allen Milkow for their thoughtful work. Special
thanks to Errol Zachary for his title page and chapter-opening illustrations
and for designing the “naked computer,” and to Rich Tennant and Tim
Eagan for their cartoons.

Our appreciation to the following people, who spent a great deal of their
time sharing the history of the computer industry with us:

Richard A. Bennett, Synapse Computer Corp.

David Henry Goodstein, Inter/Consult

Joseph C. Jablonowski, American Machinist magazine
Charles P. Lecht, Lecht Sciences, Inc.

Walter Pitts, International Data Corp.

Charlotte F. Scott, IBM

Robert Strayton, The Strayton Corp.

B. L. Trippett, NCR Corp.

Russ Walter, The Secret Guide to Computers

Edward N. Yourdon, Yourdon, Inc.

And our appreciation, in memoriam, to James Peacock, who would

have loved this book and enhanced it with advice and information had he
lived.

“Isn’t it interesting that the industry is so dynamic, much more dynamic
than I had predicted,” Thomas J. Watson, Jr., former president and chief
operating officer of IBM, told us in an exclusive interview. “The innovative
changes seem more rapid than in any other industry, possibly anywhere.”

7



8 THE NAKED COMPUTER

So rapid, in fact, that many great events went undocumented and, today,
live only by virtue of the oral story-telling tradition. We have striven to
uphold the highest standards of journalistic integrity in researching and writ-
ing The Naked Computer. Our material is as accurate and authoritative as
possible, but inevitably, differences of opinion will arise; our “first” is some-
one else’s second, something or someone wasn’t included in a list. We hope
you'll take comfort in the knowledge that we've made every effort to be
responsible in the arduous task of preparing this book.

We are grateful to Pat McGovern, Chairman of the Board of Interna-
tional Data Group, for sharing his experiences, reviewing our manuscript
and for creating Computerworld and International Data Corporation, with-
out which this book would not have been possible. We gratefully acknowl-
edge the editors and writers at Computerworld, both present and past, who
provided us with a treasure trove of stories, and to the staffers of IDC re-
search and publications departments.

Many thanks to NEC Information Systems, Inc., Lexington, Massachu-
setts, for loyally supporting our computers, and to Robert G. Tepper and the
gang at Standard Software, Avon, Massachusetts, who nursed us through
software glitches and provided technical and moral support above and
beyond the call of duty.

And most special thanks to the people of the computer industry, the
poets and programmers, heroes sung and unsung, visionaries and videots,
without whom this book would have been boring, difficult, unnecessary, or
worse. You are part of mankind’s cybernetic renaissance; we hope we have
unfrocked your creation with humor, grace, and awe.



CHAPTER [:

CHAPTER 2:

CHAPTER 3:

CHAPTER

CHAPTER

CHAPTER

CHAPTER

CHAPTER

CHAPTER 10:
CHAPTER 11:
CHAPTER 12:
CHAPTER 13:
CHAPTER 14:
CHAPTER 15:

CHAPTER 16:

CHAPTER 17:

4
5
CHAPTER 6:
7
8
9

CONTENTS

Acknowledgments
Introduction: The Mating Call
The Invasion: Computers by the Zillion

The Young and the Restless: People and Companies
That Made Computers Great

Streets Paved in Silicon:
The Mystique of the Computer Chip

A Grease Monkey’s View: The Naked Computer
Mind over Matter: The Thoughtful World of Software
Of Chips and Kids: Computerkinder

Beating the System: Computer Crimes and Capers
The Steel-Collar Work Force: March of the Robots
Videots: Computer Games

Cybernetic Cézannes: Computers and the Arts

Darth Vader: Military Computers

Dr. Computer: Bedside Bytes

Funny Money: Banks and Electronic Funds Transfer
Modern Times: Computers in Our Lives

Fool’s Gold: Blunders, Blind Alleys, and Kludges

Neanderthal Computer:
Screwups, Blowups, and Meltdowns

Go Big Blue: The IBM Story

9

11
15

¢

50

65

82
101
115
130
148
161
177
J93
209
221
233

253
270



10 THE NAKED COMPUTER

CHAPTER 18:
CHAPTER 19:

CHAPTER 20:

Touching the Sky: Computers and Communications
Metal Eggheads: Computers That Think Like People
The Outer Limits: Computers in the Year 2000

Index

286
299
S12
327



INTRODUCTION
The Mating Call

You're in love. You just don’t know it yet. The tail fins you were so
enamored of in the 1950s have long since gone to ferrous oxide heaven, the
psychedelic posters of the 1960s are decomposing with the bead curtains
deep in the bowels of the condo storage area, the self-help books of the
1970s are lost in the bookshelf amid a clutter of video game cassettes.

There’s a new musk in the wind. Silicon dust, mylar motes, and elec-
tron charges. It’s the computer’s spoor.

You can resist the lure, like Raymond Schoolfield, who stood naked in
front of the IBM building in Atlanta on September 23, 1968, carrying a sign
that said, “Computers Are Obscene.” Or Harvey Matusow, who formed
The International Society for the Abolition of Data Processing Machines in
the same year.

But you might as well join the orgy, succumb to the pleasures of the
information age.

After all, a computer has already changed your life—for example, that
metal bank teller that ate your cash card last Saturday night, the overbooked
airline flight that left you spending the night in Newark, the new no-goof-off
digital time clock down at the factory, your last electrocardiogram reading,
that IRS audit that discovered the medical deduction you took on your dog’s
distemper shot, the Pac-Man cassette you threw out the window when your
kid flunked English.

In 1960, there were about five thousand computerlike “things” in the
world. By 1985 there will be fifty million. One out of two white-collar
workers will have an electronic “computer Friday,” one out of fifty blue-
collar workers will be a robot. The average home will have more computers
than motors (currently forty) in it.

Big computers, small computers, egghead computers, working-class
computers—they’re coming out of the closet. Like little green space men,
they’re landing at the rate of a thousand a day before our very eyes. Now
that they're in Times Square, we can’t ignore them.

If five years ago we thought of the computer as a mysterious box filled
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with multicolored wires, festooned with lights, and somehow out to get us,
today we may still think of it as a mysterious box filled with multicolored
wires and festooned with lights—but Jones down the street just bought one.
And our kid is bugging us for one.

Forget the boring stuff—accounting, payroll, inventory—that comput-
ers were bred to do. Today doctors, artists, mechanics, mad scientists, fire-
men, hookers, bird watchers, and Mafia dons all use computers. Even
computers use computers.

There’s an advantage to all this. Now that computers are being booted
out of their dust-free, glass-walled enclaves into the street, more of us get to
see them in their birthday clothes—warts, birthmarks, flat feet, zits, and all.

If we want, we can even buy one—only $49.95, sold in drugstores—
and fold, spindle, and mutilate it just for revenge.

So relax. Computers can do all the dumb things we can do; they just do
them a lot faster. They can be both boggle-minded and mind-boggling.
Poke around the next twenty chapters and you'll see.
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CHAPTER 1

THE INVASION:

Computers by the Zillion

Picture ENIAC, the first computer. In 1946 it was the scientific mar-
vel of the day, a thirty-ton triumph, standing two stories high and
covering fifteen thousand square feet. A boxcar could fit inside it. Yet
today, a $1,500 Radio Shack TRS-80 computer, smaller than a ste-
reo, can add and subtract twenty times faster. Just the cost of the
electricity to run ENIAC for a week could buy a couple of Radio
Shack computers; an hour’s worth could buy its computational equal
in hand-held calculators.

The human equivalent of today’s average computer is one million
mathematicians working twenty-four hours a day doing sums, con-
suming a ton of scratch paper a second. The level of miniaturization
in today’s computer memory matches that of inscribing the Bible on
the head of a pin.

Had automobile technology advanced at the rate of computer tech-
nology over the past thirty years, a Rolls-Royce would cost $2.50 and
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would get two million miles to a gallon of gasoline.

Mind-boggling? No more than watches that play Space Invaders,
electronic bartenders, cars that talk back, calculators that sing, smart
bombs, computer-drawn cartoons, digital records, or intelligent car-
buretors.

Consider the following. Computers perform one hundred thou-
sand calculations per citizen every second. The average citizen’s
name pops up in a computer thirty-five times a day, gets passed be-
tween computers at least five times a day. The U.S. census alone
collects five billion facts about us—all of which are good computer
fodder. .

But that’s nothing. The collective brainpower of computers shipped
in the next two years will equal that of all computers shipped from the
beginning of time to now. By two years after that, the installed com-
puter capacity will have doubled again.

Apple Computer was incorporated in 1977. Tandy didn’t ship its
first Radio Shack TRS-80 computer until 1978. Together they have
shipped over two million computers by now—more than IBM has ever
shipped.

And this isn’t counting computers disguised in other products: mi-
crowave ovens that talk, bionic limbs that twitch to brain-wave sig-
nals, missiles that have eyes, or games that gobble quarters.

No nook, no cranny of society will be spared the invasion. For
better or worse, they’re with us—whether you consider them milestones
of progress or just so much electronic kudzu. But weep not. The little
devils seem benign. Almost friendly, even.

=

When IBM did its first market forecast for computers in 1948 it decided
not to invest in the business. The market was too small. By the end of 1983
there were thirteen million computers in use in the world. A total of $200
billion will have been spent buying them, and many more billions making
them run. Between 1981 and 1982 the number of computers in the world
doubled; between 1982 and 1983 they doubled again. In twelve months
IBM shipped more of its personal computers than all the computers it had
shipped up to 1983.

You think computers aren’t “in”? Well, how much trendier can you get
than to be the subject of a Jerry Rubin “Networking Salon”? That’s right,
Jerry Rubin, number one Yippie war protester of the 1960s. In 1968, he
said, “My goal is at the age of thirty-five to act like I'm fifteen.” Now



