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Lo s "Tnis eveni tock place in uly of 1964. Let .me
S At B explain iLae setting. Purﬂnb the sammers I werll for
2o S mny Ffathar who has a'plant-in San Franclsco whlch he
= S5 oWns and cperates and since my parents are divorcsd

s RN I stay with him dummers full time and ke allows me
; SR greai freedomw. Thiz particular summer hs rented an
i s LR ¢ apartmant In San hafael, cns of these great concrete
. communal buildl@gs nemed bBelilvve Ocean Sprav L X
: LR A Keys or somshtiling like that. He figured we could go

P L over tnere after worl and enicy tho sun and tne
ST, T sWimming pcol That came with tne apt. It was 2 nice

g e plﬁcn with four rooms and & kitchen, and we farnished
et G A T and Y instalied TV Bad trsrecphohecredis igtn e,

' L et Unfortunately the only time my father was
e R A L RS Td Bl Mg gt BV et e ia stie ekends, so he

S Sl BT R 1o me dommute-and have itYfor my' owh fost
* &P koot U oaitof the week. This gave me a grest feeling o
i e g : ..ot " Pewer and I immedlataely reslized the pos-
‘“ & r T iy - sipilities of sueh m arrangement . During

- S gy 0 =any e noubisiehevapT heg nEnyednborediting

’ W T expariences;oné 6f wihich Il sm about to de-

b geribs. The perceptlve among you wlll have nctired that
N Son Rafaol 13 ¥« also the home town of Phil Salin. Natural-
ARSI Lgi < paftin Medshimievergfonvii: d Parties (scnceday 1 must
S tell syonaabonssmy varleb yae - Wk Purty, but this 1isn 't tie
= place).
3 AB One time a. cne of these parties we were play-
: g o ing around with tns velephonc, which as you

. . e = know can be a lot of fun., ¥We were trying smeclal

Piae Tt et A BN S nuabers, wnlen often nave 1interesting results

m¥ A E . wWhen we pappened upon the nuwbsr G156 (the local

4 - .. = prsfix) 5855. de were answerced with ong of those
i : % phons recardings which saild: UThe Analyzer's
5% i - ° Dack 1s now opin. Piease feel froe 1o arep in
5 o Lohoat any thne. You mey leave a message at the
e PR, RSMREY o) - ot T LDOhnub aDOHt it awnile, then called

BTt g~ paens o, DE-els Serrera 1t tmes And o ehe spnra of L haresees
(R T S S left messages, some ciever ; some humorous, SR
L e I aumb, and many asinlne. After mwhiie we gave up
! MR (R Yo but declded to try sgain fomorrow.

St A The next mornlnzg Phil weni home. I was exre
A oyt tc be plcked up and hrought to lhe'city ate u
ek T hovrs later by one of my rather's drivers who pas-
: "-Q.,;_ o ses thiru San Refsel. T0 kill time I tried bt

S Analyzer again. Tue same recorded messsps greeted me,
Lo vhus and this time I léftenme messages worthy of myself.
et A% tee % T had sevépal -interesiing records LHETE: . & G
gt TS e fee s Ak e 1o 1L senp s WA N Tee 1 el s o8 takid m
WL e WYt trecord of Dave Garowsy talking. I recorded segments
F I Al B ‘of these inio tne phcne, then hung up and ks
S SRR 7. “callie'd " Sui-inset o el TRk ebent™ ik
Rl Then I called the Anslyzer again, thistime to
raik into his reccrder and ask nim questlions zpcut himself that I noped
he'd answer. I toid him his message scunded subversive and that if he
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________ X¥7H didn't explain himself I'd report him to the
auvhorities. I asked nim why he invited pecvie to visit nim ani gave no
address. I asked why he nhad a phene iLf ne newer answered 1t and how the
hell &ix one was to ever talk to him wihh & 1203 récorder answering his
phone. I paused for breain, and got the sacck of my life. A voice spole
to me: % I answer the phcne sometimes.”

In a panic I hung up, very frightened, krnewing he had been listen-
ing all the time. I had been very bold wnen talking to an impsersonal
reccrder; but havirg said these tnings to what was obviocusly a very
powerful man, I felt abached. But my fear soon lsft me, because I knew
that unless he had specilal favor with the telephone company, he would
never know who I was.

Then the phone rang .

I picked it up and neld it to my ear, saying nothing. His voise
sald, "Hello? who are you?" I nung up and stepped back from the phone,
trembling. What nad I gotten myseif into? The phone rang again, and
stopped after ringing over 30 tines. Ten minutes later it started again,
then stopped again.

I was sure he would give up now. Hd had someéhow found my number,
but he couldn't do anything else if I didn't enswer. But I was worriled
nonetheless. To pass tlme I checked svery govt. type phone number in
the book, but it was nones of these. I concluded it must he either The
Underworid, or a Top-Top-Secret Govt Agency. Then I tried to read. But
I jittered so much I had to clese the book, and I found myself drift-
ing between the porch and the kitchen, peering down at the street and
stuffing myself with food.

Fre BHINFIBs masivery” vhln S Eremvic hes pokgh..entone  slage  of tae
living roon you could see the street approacning. On the other side of
the room, through the front door, you could see the parking lot below
and the street on the other slde.

PART II
"What To Do 'Til The Analyzer Comes"

For what was probably a half hour I inspected with fluttering
heart every car thnat passed along the seldom-used street. Finally, one
came that I knew contained assassins, stalking me. It proceeded down
the street at a suspicilous 10 mph, pausing befors each building (as 1If
tc check the number). It was a modern, stee:-blue sedan, containing tyo
blue-collar types, wearing wnlte shirts with the sleeves rolled up, an
their el bows resging on the windows of thne car. I lost sight of the
carsae i tepagged An froat of. the ;bulldince. and. T.peshed' to The Pront
door and opened 1t just a crack, and peered out. The car gxxrzi turned
into my driveway, paused, tnen, after a quick loock amund, they Backed
out and reivurnsd along the street they nad approacked on. Back I hur-
ried to the porch and watched. At thne next corner they stcpped, and
parlkzed. Then tney sat ihere.

I was shaking with fear. I knew any moment the ¥oor would burat
open and I would either be shot or carried off Kafkaesqgquely to sitsnd
triel. Iac kily for my nerves, tne truck showed up shertly to pick me
e o arRn A0k F oot me ety dadd o« - Jilinp side il -0 i@ igised: thedoar i withia "slah
of relief, my eyes fixed on the car. I figured they wouldn't know which
apartment I bad coms ocut of and tnerefore couldir't take a chance on
fcllowing me and leosing theilr quarry. Bat I figured wrong. The car
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STK started up and pulled into the strest directly in front
of us. After a few blocks it pulled over agsin and again I thought I
we.s spared, but watcaing through ths mirror I saw it swing inbehind us.

I stared into that rear view mirror for most of an hour as the
car followed me onto Highway 101 through Marin county to the Golden
Gate, into San Francisco, througa hundreds of blocks of turning and
maneuvering , througn alleys, to out of the way places, and finally
to my father's plant. We turned and entered the big garage, and the car
hesitated a moment, then shot off down the street, turned a corner,
and went out of my 1life.

Bat not my mind. I didn't sleep a wink that night. It wag %ns
most terrifying night of my life. For, as we all know, night 1a the
best time, indeed the time preferred by professionals, for coming and
carrying people off. I sm reminded ncw of ths Bob Dylan lyric "au
midnight all the agsents and the superhuman crew/ come out and round
up everyons w%ho knows more than they a2

But thankfully nobody came. I was never aware of Analyzer agsits
again, though I checked constantly for the next few days, and thecugh
they do know whers my fatner's plant i1s and have probabdbly watched it

I have sinca, however, called GL6-5555 several times, thcpgh T
sald nothing. His recorded messages have changed several times, gach
onse more mysterious-scunding than the last.

m T will be out of town until August 21. Bring any special prob-
lems to the atiention of the Chilef.H

IThis 1s the Analyzer's Desk. Agents may leave reports at the
beep or come in during hours.t

And several others I've forgotten. Early in 1965 the number was
disconnected.,

When I told Phil Salin about my adventure, he didn't believe me.
Gradually I convinced him. Wiy would I invent sometning like that? He
would 1ike to know why I didn't take down the license number of the
car. I would also 1like to know why I didn't. The only other fan who
has any evidence that the Analyzer exists is Fred Lerner, wiho also
heard the telephone recording. I'll probably never be able to find
out for sure just who it was I contacted, since they now have a new
phone number, but this experlence will remain in my memory for a long
time, and I hope I will think of It whenever I become too smug in the
11lusion that the world 1s a safe friendly place where everything is
as it appears to be. Y —
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