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The Maury Island affair has been called ‘the
dirtiest hoax in UFO history” by the late Captain Ed
Ruppelt, former head of Project Blue Book. As Ruppelt
tells it, Fred Crisman and Harold Dahl, the principals
in the case, confessed to the Air Force that they made
up the story about their UFO encounter and subse-
quent harassment. But Kenneth Arnold has always had
“his doubts about the alleged retractions, partly because
some very strange things happened to him while he was
investigating the case for Fate. It seems likely that we
will never know exactly what did or did not occur at
Maury Island. But we do know that, real or imagined,
the episode marked the first appearance of a “man in
black” in a modern-day flying-saucer story. We also -
know—paranoia buffs please take note—that -Crisman’s
-name would later figure in assassination conspiracy lore,
where he has been accused (on the basis of some pretty
flimsy evidence) of being one of the murderers of Presi-
dent Kennedy. ‘

The Mg d Episode
y'Kenneth Armold

ne of the weirdest things T have ever encountered hap-
ened on Maury Island, a practically uninhabited bit of
and off the coast of Tacoma, Washington. The whole in-
ident is covered in detail in The Coming of the Saucers,
e book I wrote with Ray Palmer. Earlier in this con-
erence I mentioned a sighting that lasted approximately -
three minutes. The Maury Island experience lasted at least
ix days, and considering related incidents, I could add a
ouple of months to that. Under extremely unusual cir- -
umstances, which were set in motion in the last part.of
uly 1947 and continued into early August, two Air Force
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intelligence officers were killed, Other occurrences related i
to the Maury Island incident have not been explained toj
this day. ‘ f

When Ray Palmer asked me to go to Maury Island,’
he didn’t seem to be real cranked up about whatever ha
happened there. He simply wrote that two harbor patro
men in Tacoma had had an unusual experience: Harold A.
Dahl and Fred L. Crisman claimed that they had seen a
group. of flying saucers and had in their possession some.
fragments that came from one of them. Palmer thought I
, might look into this on one of my routine trips to th
areca. However, I was intensely interested and decided
make a special trip.

About 5:30 A.M., just a little after dawn on the’
‘morning of July 29, 1947, I took off from my cow pasture;
near Mountain View Drive in Boise, Idaho. In those days
I rarely filed a flight plan and no one but my wife, Dori
knew that I was actually going. I-was always flying in and:
out of my place and nobody paid much attention. :

I had engugh gasoline to get to LaGrande, Oregon, 3§
and I.intended to gas up there. When I took off the air was;
beautiful, clear and smooth as silk. Flying the same course
I had taken to Chehalis and Seattle thany times, I w.
over LaGrande in about an hour. As I was letting do
" into LaGrande valley, I saw far off on my left and a little
lower than my plane an Empire Airlines (now Air West).
Boeing transport. It was an old plane but faster than mine.
Suddenly, as I continued to lose altitude, I was confronted
by aflock of what looked like ducks. I knew they weren’t]
ducks because they were brassy-colored and large—at least
three feet across or possibly four or five. There were.a
couple of dozen of them, possibly more, and they were
bunched and coming right at me. Eventually they swerved
away—and because they had the flight characteristics of
the first flying saucers I decided to take after them. When
I dived into ‘the cluster, these things, whatever they were,
soared away as if I were standing still. ‘

I landed at LaGrande, gassed my plane, then ques-
tioned the Boeing transport crew as to whether anyone had |
see the “birds.” Apparently no one had, because the Em-
pire plane was below: them whereas mine was at greater
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titude. (Later I talked to some farmers who had seen
iis cluster going over at high speed—so I wasn’t seeing
nl S. -
' g'I )took off again and got into Chehalis late in the
fernoon. I hadn’t fully made up my mind whether to
tay overnight there or to go on to Tacoma. I should say
t this point that I had never met Ray Palmer but he had
ent me a few hundred dollars to cover expenses, SO after
alking to my friends at Chehalis airport I decided at the
ast minute to go on to Tacoma and start doing what
almer had sent me to do. I took off just before dusk and
oon landed at Barry’s Airport down on the mud flats in
‘acoma. :
The first thing I had to do was get a room for the
ght, and that was a feat in itself during those post-World
War 1I years. I spent an hour calling motels and hotels
nd found nothing available. Finally, out of desperation,
called the Winthrop Hotel, the largest hotel in town. I
ssumed it was jammed—but to my astonishment the clerk
nid, “Yes, Mr. Arnold, we have a reservation for you.” -
Hardly believing my ears, I decided not to look a gift horse
in the mouth. If another “Kenneth Arnold” showed up to
|aint the room, maybe he would share it with me.
After I cleaned up I found Harold Dahl’s name in
the telephone book and called him. I told him who I was,
that I had heard about his experience on June 21, and
that I wanted to see him. He was very reluctant to talk to
me—but T pressed on. I told him the press was killing me
ind any other pilot who reported strange flying craft. If he
ad any fragments of these, any physical evidence, 1 sure
would like to know about it. ,
He replied, “I'd just as soon not talk about it. Why.
on’t you go back home?” T
“Now, wait a minute,” I said. “I made a trip clear

from Boise, Idaho. My name is Kenneth Amold. I'm the
unfortunate guy who reported these phenomena .over
Mount Rainier and the Cascades and it’s kind of an em-
barrassment now. If you've got any fragments that we can
prove came from one of these strange craft, P'd sure like to
get a piece of it.”. o

I talked on and on until finally he said, “Well, okay,
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. ® thing that would protect them from the stuff raining out of
T’ll talk a little bit to you but I think you’d better forgel - the craft. He estimated about twenty tons of it fell. As
it.” And he promised to come down to the hotel. * suddenly as it started, the fall stopped, and the craft
From his voice I pictured Dahl as slim, slight ol resumed their formation—five in a circle around the
stature, and meek-natured. When he arrived at the hotefl8 - center one—and all six simply rose into the sky and dis-
he turned out to be a great big burly lumberjack type, aboulld-  appeared in the west over the sea.
.six-feet-six and weighing probably 230 pounds. But he w3 The men lost no time getting back into the boat and
a very nice fellow, soft-spoken and sincere. _ returning to harbor. After taking his son to the hospital for
In our preliminary small talk I explained ‘my missi first aid, Dahl reported to Fred Crisman, his superior
and he told me he was the captain of a patrol boat the officer. When Dahl related his experience with the dough-
went into the bay off Tacoma to salvage logs and anyl - nut-shaped craft, Crisman bawled him out for “seeing
 thing else that felt off ships. This harbor patrol has a dus . things.” However, Dahl had physical proof: the damage
purpose: to keep the harbor clean and to encourage shipl. to his boat and fragments of the material,
owners to keep things battened down. Finally Dahl bega . Crisman was furious when he learned the boat had
to talk about what had happened on June 21. * 4 been damaged. He said, “Well, when you're drunk you -
With his son, their dog, and two crewmen, Dahl ha@:: ysually hit rocks and we have to patch the bottom, but it
been patrolling near Maury Island in a rather rough s ks to me like you tried to sink this boat from the top
When he happened to look up he saw six large doughnuyj own.” -
shaped craft about two thousand feet up. One craft was - Dahl also told me that every patrol boat carries a
the center and five others of the same type were clos amera and he had taken four or five photographs of the
circling the center one. He described portholes on tl oughnut-shaped craft. I was anxious to see these but he
outer edges of the craft and said that around their centg ever produced them. He told me, however, that when
holes were windows like observation windows. He sa e film was developed it “showed these strange aircraft,
“I got a good look at them.” They were slowly descend ut. the negatives were covered with spots similar to a
and the outer five seemed to be. trying to help the cen egative that has been close to an X-ray room before it
craft, which was losing altitude. When it was about as been exposed, except that the spots printed white in-
hundred feet from the water, the other five slightly high tead of black as in the usual case.” "
he could tell that they were quite large—about one huf That was Dahl’s story. When he finished he said,
dred feet across—and he thought they wers some kind & Ever since I had this experience I've had the darnedest
balloon. One of the five left the formation and drew n ughest luck. My boat won’t start, we’ve had sickness—
the one Dahl thought was crippled. He said, “I thi s just one thing after another.” He lost a $3500 boom of
actually touched the center craft.” Then he heard a gs when the tide tore loose his moorings. Somehow he
thud and all of a sudden, from the center of the cripp sociated al] his bad luck with his sighting of the strange
craft, some substance came pouring out. It looked 1 raft. . ;
thousands of newspapers falling all over the beach ~ I'told Dahl I wanted to meet Fred Crisman, and the
all over his boat. . ext morning they came to the hotel together. Fred Cris-
The substance proved to be a very lightweight w an was a short, stocky fellow, dark-complexioned, with a
metal, but along with it there was a rain of what looked appy-go-lucky, cheerful nature. Fairly bubbling over, he
Dahl like lava rock. This was heavy; it damaged the wh emed to want to dominate the conversation. He had
house. A piece hit and killed the dog and:Dahl’s son- one over to the island and picked up I don’t know how
hit in the arm and injured severely. Dahl and the two cr any cardboard boxes full of slag or whatever it was and
men beached the boat with the idea of getting under song ' 35 ‘
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some of the white metal. He sounded tickled to death ;
when he said he had his garage practically full of it. He @

forgave the damage to Dahl’s boat because he had to be-:

lieve his story. There were still pieces of the lavalike rock ¥

on the boat. _ o
Finally I said to Dahl, “Captain E.J. Smith is a

friend of mine at United Airlines..If he’s in Seattle I’d like{

Crisman of leaking information until Morello quoted con-
versations Smithy and I had had when we were alone.
Smithy and I began to think we needed help from
someone higher up. Soon after my first report of flying
discs, I had been visited by two representatives from A-2

" Military Intelligence, Fourth Air Force. They were Lieu-
| tenant Frank M. Brown and Captain William Davidson.

 me at the terminal. Before the return flight we had a cup §

_ trying to see me. I couldn’t figure out how he knew whof

to ask him to come and hear your story.” Dahl agreed, a After a 1 . : e
Jittle hesitantly, and Crisman thought it was a'great idea. @ £ 'FL 2 008 discussion of my original observation, Brown
. and Davidson, as they were preparing to leave, quietly

By mere chance Smithy had the day off, I learncd @ . 2751 HESOn, :
when £ reached him by telephone in Seattle, T said T would ut irmly impressed on me that if anything unusual came

virk him up. 1 went down fo the airport, jumped into my [ tcil my attention or if I needed help in any way, I was to
airplane and flew up to Seattle. Smithy was waiting for @ phone or wire them collect at Hamilton Field, California,
at any time of the day or night.
© 1 told Smithy about this and he said immediately,
“I?iax,l,, I think you ought to give Davidson and Brown a
call. - '
~ That is precisely what I did. When I got through to
Lieutenant Brown at Hamilton Field I told him where
we were and then said, “There are two harbor patrolmen
up here who say they have some fragments that came from
a flying saucer or a circular aircraft and we think that it
deserv‘le\? some investigation. ‘ '
. “Now, maybe I'm jumping the gun—” I apologized a
little, thinking maybe they’ll come dpgl}igre in'a ‘r?ombgelieand
spend all that money and gasoline and there may be some-
thing wrong with the whole affair. I didn’t know what I
might be. getting them into. :
- Anyway, within less than an hour Brown called from
McChord Field to say they had landed and would come to

of coffee—but it’s important to note that we didn’t talk
to anyone except each other, especially not to newsmen.
1 took Smithy out to my puddle-jumper, feeling a little §
odd. At the time he was flying DC-6s between Seattle and
Chicago, and he had logged a 1ot of flying time. However,
he made no obviously disparaging remarks about my rattle-;
trap airplane, but he chuckled at my 105 mph airspeed.
On the way back to Tacoma I told Smithy about th
trouble I was having with a certain newsman. Despite th
care I had taken to reveal neither my identity nor my
reason for being in Tacoma, a physically handicapped re--
_porter (whose-name I later learned was Paul Lance) kept

I was or why he was so desperate to talk to me.

Later, after Smithy had become my roommate at the
Winthrop Hotel and had listened to Crisman’s and Dahl’s}
stories, we began to get telephone calls from Ted Morello,
United Press bureau chief in Tacoma. On a number
occasions the conversation went like this: o

Morello: “Say, there’s somebody calling us here and
telling me everything that’s happening up there in your
botel room. You're in 502 at the Winthrop?” : '

Armold: “Yes.” : L

Morello: “You have Captain E. J. Smith with you?™

Arnold: “Yes.” : ) :

After a few such calls it was clear that he was getti
accurate reports from our room. We suspected Dahl or

36

11.1;0 McChord Field was carrying the latest, most sophis-
ticated military equipment and it was under armed guard.
-‘When our reporter can’t get to a thing like that,” Morello
said, “we know there’s something going on.” He also said
he was still getting the mysterious phone calls reporting on
our activities. : :

- Brown and Davidson got to our hotel room about
4:30 p.M. on July 31. Harold Dahl had not been keen
\about\my_calling in the military intelligence men and didn’t
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ditched ship? Master Sergeant Taff particularly noticed$
that Brown was wearing his harness and had time to strap!
on his parachute. And how, after my many years of flying,
could I have shut off the fuel valve, an act that might have}
cost my life? ]

The physical occurrences at Tacoma—-the harbor!
patrolmen’s stories, the damage to Dahl’s boat, the vas
amount of debris—are easily recorded, if not easily ex
plained. But what happened to us on another plane—the’
mental plane—may be the true mystery of Maury Island.
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'PART TWO

~ The Hard Evidence
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