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REACHES SOME SURPRISING CONCLUS{ONS

RV .INKN & EHIIED

® The book Incident ut Exeter was no sooner completed than
UFO reports began to break out in unprecedented numbers all
over the country. After my research in Exeter, New Hampshire,
I was, as a former skeptic, now convinced that this would hap-
pen, surprised that it had not happened sooner. For the frst
time, the general press began treating the subject with respect.

I knew that Exeter was only a mierocosm, a small sample of
a much bigger story that was taking place and was certain to
take place with inereasing frequency all over the world. Since
one reporter cannot hopscoteh everywhere to track down an
effective story, I decided to concentrate on Exeter because of a
well-documented case there involving the police. It could have
been any numher of other places with similar reports.

When the now-famous Michigan cases broke in March, 1966,
House Republican leader Gerald R. Ford formally requested
a congressional investigation and the wire services furnished
front-page stories for the nationwide press. But when an Air -
Foxce investigation indicated that some of the sightings might
be attributed to methane or marsh gas, the press again back-
iracked and seized on this as a blanket explanation for the UFO
phenomenon.

This distortion was deplored by Dr. 1. Allen Hvnel head
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y the Air Force. I felt that it was incredible chat this many

* police officers could report a phenamenon like this without it

being based on fact. I tore out the clipping and waited for a
follow-up. Nothing happened; the story disappeared from the
pages of all the New York papers. .

Facing a deadline for a column, I checked with the National
Investigations Committee on Aerial Phenomena in Washington
and learned from -its Assistant Director Richard Hall that not
only were these cases unexplained, but that two sheriffs in

Texas had sped away from an cnormous object some 250 feet -

in diameter that came down to road level and hovered a few
feet off the ground. At the same time, 1 learned about the Exe-
ter case, also involving competent police oflicers, one of whom
was an Air Force veteran. ‘

I knew next to nothing about the UFQO subject and in fact
was extremely wary of it, I knew that a certain clement of UFO
believers was wildly irresponsible and 1 was determined to
avoid this element in any research 1 might do on the subject.
On the other hand, the prevalence of recent police reports sug-

- gested that there must ‘be sabstance to ‘the story and, if there
were, the press was certainly nat ‘giving it proper coverage.

As a naive and unbiased observer, 1 approached the story
with extremc caution and resolved chat 1 would follow one
rule: To overdocument and understate.

THE UFO'S ARRIVE

t 2:24 a.m. on September %, 1965, Nonnan Muscarello,
three wecks away from joining the Navy, plunged into the
Exeter, New Hampshire, police station in a state of near shock.
He was white and shaking. Patrolman Reginald “Scratch”
Toland, on duty ac the desk, helped him light a cigaretie be-
fore be calmed down enéugh to talk. N
His story came out in bursts. He had been hitchhiking on
Route 150 from Amesbury, Massachusetis, to his home in Exe-
ter, a distance of 12 miles. The traffic was sparse, and he was
farced to walk most of the way. By 2 that morning he reached
Kensington, a few miles short of his home. Near an open ficld
between two houses, the Thing, as he calied it, came out of the
sky directly toward him. It was as big as or bigger than a house.
It appeared 1o be 80 to 90 feet in diameter, with brilliant, pul-

sating red lights around an apparent rim. It wobbled, yawed
and Hastad rewwaed him Te made ma wnice whatever When ir

seemed as if it was going to hit him, he dove down on the shal-
low shoulder of the voad. Then the object appeared to back
off slowly and hovered directly over the roof of one of the houses.
Finally it backed off far enough for Muscarello to mzke a run .
for the house. He pounded on the door, screaming. No one
answered. :

Ax that moment, a car came by, moving in the direction of
Exeter. He ran to the middle of the road and waved his armns
frantically. A middle-aged couple drove him into Exeter and
dropped him off at the police station.

_ The kid had calmed down a little now, although he kept light-
ing one cigareite after another.

“Look," said Muscarello, “I know you don’t believe me. I
don't blame you. But you gol to send somebody back out there
with me!”

The kid persisted. Officer Toland, puzzled at first, was im-
pressed by his sincerity. He kicked on ithe police radio and
called in Cruiser #21.

Within five minutes, Patrolman Eugene Bertrand pulled into
the station. Berwrand, an Air Force veteran during the Korean
War with air-to-air refueling expérience on KC-97 wankers, re-
ported an odd eoincidence. An hour or so before, cruising near
the overpass on Route 101, about o miles out of Excter, he

. had come across a car parked on. the bypass with a tone woman

at the wheel. Trying to keep her composure, she had said that
a huge, silent, airborne object had wailed her from the town
of Epping, 12 miles away, only a few feet from her car. Tt had
brilliant, flashing red lights. When she had reached the over-
pass, it suddenly took off at tremendous speed and disappeared
among the stars. : '

“1 thought ®he was a kook," Bemtrand twid Toland. “So 1
didn't even bother to radio in.” | :

Toland turned to the kid with a litde more interest. “This
sound like the thing yon saw?”

“Sounds ‘exactly like it,” said Muscarello.

It was ncarly 3 am. when Patrolman Bertrand and Mus-
carello arrived back at the field along Reute 150, The night was
clear, moonless and warm. Visibility was unlimited. There was
no wind and the stars were brilliant. Beruand parked his
cruiser near Tel. & Tel. Pole #668. He picked up the radio
mike to call o Toland that he saw nothing at all, but that the
youngster was still so tense about ‘the situation he was going
to walk out on the field with him to investigate Further.
“1'll be out of the cruiser for a few minutes” he said,
“so if you don't get an answer on the radio, dom't worry
about ic.”

Berwrand and Muscarello walkéd down the sloping ficld in
the dark, Berirand probing the trees in the distance with his
fiashlisht, Ahout 100 vards awav from the roadside was a corral
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reached the fence, and still saw nothing, Bertrand tried to re-
assure the kid, explaining that it must have been a helicopter.

Then, as Bertrand turned his back to the corral to shine his
light toward the tree line to the north, the horses at the Dining
farm began w kick and whinny and bat at the sides of the
barn and fence. Dogs in the nearby houses began howling.
Muscarello let out a yell.

“I see it! I see itl” he screamed.

Bertrand reeled and looked toward the trees heyond the
corrdl,

It was rising slowly from behind two tall pines: a brilliant,
roundish object, without a sound. It came toward them like 2
leaf fluttering from a wee, wobbling and yawing as it moved.
‘The entire area was bathed in brilliant red light. The white
sides of Carl Dining's pre-Revolutionary saltbox house turncd
bloodred. The Russell house, a hundred yards away, turned the
same color. Bertrand reached for his .38, then thought berter
of it and shoved it back in its holster. Muscarello froze in his
tracks. Bertrand, afraid of infrared rays or radiation, grabbed
the youngster and yanked him toward the cruiser,

Back at the Exeter police station, Scratch Toland was nearly
blasted out of his chair by Bertrand's radio call. “My God. [
see the dammn thing myself!” _

Under the half protection of the cruiser roof, Bertrand and
Muscarello watched the object hover. It was about 100 feer
above them, about a football field's distance away. It was rock-
ing back and forth-on its axis, still absolurely silent. The pul-
sating red lights seemed to dim from left to right, then from
right 1o left, in a 54.3-2-1, then }.2-3-4-5 pattern, covering
about two seconds for each cycle. It-was hard to make out a
definite shape because of the brilliance of the lights. “Like
trying to desaribe a car with its headlighes coming at you,” is
the way Bertrand puts it.

It hovered there, 100 feet above the field, for several min-
utes. Still no noise, except for the horses and dogs. Then,
slowly, it began to move away, eastward, toward Hampton. Its
movement was erratic, defying all conventional aerodynamic
patterns. "It darted,” says Bertrand. "It could turn on a dime.
Then it would slow down.”

AL that momeni Patroiman David Hunt, in Cruiser #20,
pulled up by the pole. He had heard the tadio conversations
between Bertrand and Toland at the desk and had scrambled
out to the scene. Bertrand jumped out to join Huont ar the
edge of the held.

“I could sce that fluttering movement,” Hunt says. "It was
going from left to right, betwcen the tops of two big trees. 1
could see those pulsating lights. I could hear those horses kick-
ing out in the barn there. Those dogs were really howling. Then
it started moving, slowlike, across the tops of the trees, just
above the trees. It was rocking when it did this. A creepy type
of look. Airplanes don't do this. After it moved out of sight,
toward Hampton, toward the ocean, we waited awhile. A B-47
came over. You could tell the difference. There was no com-
parison.”

Within moments afier the object slid over the treés and out
of sight of Bermrand, Hunt and Muscarello, Scratch Toland took
a call at the desk from an Exeter night operator.

“She was all excited,” says Toland. “"Some man had just called
her, and she traced the call o one of them outside booths in
Hampton, and he was so hysterical he could hardly talk straight.
He told her that a fying saucer came right at him, but before
he couid finish he was cut off. 1 got on the phone and called
the Hampton police and they notified the Pease Air Force Base.™

The blotter of the Hampton Police Department covers the
story tartly:

, 5: 8 a.an. Exeter Police Dept. reports unidentified
ﬁlying object in that area. Units 2, 4 and Pease Air Force alerted.
At 3:17 am,, received a call from Exeter operator and Officer
Toland. Advised that a male subject called and asked for police
department, furcher stating that catl was in re: a large, unidenti-

fied flying object, but call was cuc off. Call received from ag

Hampton pay phone, location unknown.

At 4:30 a.m. that morning, Mrs, Dolores Gazda, 205 F Swreet,
Exeter, and mother of Norman Muscarello from a previous
marriage, was in her own words “pretty shook up.” Without a
phone, she had had no word [rom her son since early the
previous evening. Nervous and wakeful, she watched the police
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spotlessly clean apartment in the lace ol 2 restricted bucget.
She ran to the outside wooden stairs and wacched officers Rer
trand and Hunt escort her son up.

“"You know what a shock this could be to a mother,” she savs.
“And of course 1 could hardly believe this fantastic story. I
wasn’t until I talked to the two police officers that I knew what
they went through, When he came in with the police, he was
white. White as a ghost. I knew he couldn't be putting me on.
Thank God the police saw it with him. People might never
believe him."

Lt. Warren Cottrell was on the desk at B o'clock that mom-
ing. He read Bertrand's report, a rough picce of yellow manu-
script paper hunt-and-petked as a supplement o the regular
blotter. :

Cottrell called the Pease Air Force Base 1o reconfirm the
incident and, by 1 in the afternoen, Maj. David H. Griffin
and Lt. Alan Brandt arrived. They went to the scenc of the
sighting, interviewed Bertrand, Hunt and Muscarello at length,
and returned to the base ‘with little comment. They were in-
terested and serious.

By nightfall that evening, a long series of phone calls began
coming Into the police station, many from people who had dis-
trusted their own senses in previous sightings before the police
report.

Nightfall also marked the beginning of a three-week nighdy
vigil by Muscarello, his mother and several friends. In the
short uime left before he was to go to the Great Lakes Naval
Training Station, he was determined to see it again. He did.

dchecked in at the desk of the Exeter Inn on the morning of
Ocrober 20, 1965, and waited over 10 minutes for a betlhop to
take me to my room. Two tape recorders, a Polaroid camera
and a suitcase ook up most of the space, but the roam was
cheerful and I would be spending little enough time in it.

I was armed with extensive background material supplied
me by Maj. Donald Keyhoe's organization, the National In-
vestigailons Committee on Acrial Phenomena (NICAP). Both
Richard Hall, assistant director, and Ray Fowler, their Massa-
chusetts fieldman, had been most generous with their time and
information about a subjecc I knew literally nothing about.

I met officers Bertrand and Flunt for lunch that day in the
sprawling, tearoomish dining room of the Inn. Only a few
hushed patrons were lunching at the time and Hunt's bulk as
he came through the doox of the dining room dominated the
room. He locked twice the size of Bertwrand in every dimension.
He had a quiet, wry New Hampshire accent and a salty sense
of humor. .

Bertrand was wearing zylonite glasses, was sofi-spoken and
serious-looking. Although he appeared slight and scholarly, §
recalled that his lieatenant had told me over the phone that
he was invariably assigned to the tough cascs. Over a porter-
house steak I learned more about what had happened and—)
was surprised to learn—was still happening in Exerer follow-
ing Muscarello’s UFO sighting, more than six weeks earlier.

“For quite a stretch there,” Hunt said, “three or four phone
calls a night would come inte the station. Most of them were
pretey sensible people and a loc of them came preuty close to the
description of the things we saw.".

“I think you'll find,” Bertrand said, “that a lot of people ‘

are really albraid to report seeing these things. I know 1 was
damn glad when Dave pulled up in his cruser that night, if
nothing elsc than to check me out. Some people mighe be
making mistakes, but I'm convinced a lot of them aren’t. When
I was in the Air Force, I used to work right on the ramp
with the planes. I could tell what kind of plane might be
around just by the sound of it. Right afeer this thing went
away on Septemhber 3rd, an Air Foree jet came over. Dave and
I both saw it. It was very clear what it-was. No comparison at
all between it and the object, in either lighting or configuration
or sound, or anything else. And, of course, the B-47 was high
and the object was low. Right down over the trees. It was im-
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possible to make a mistake in comparing the two. On the way
out to the place with Muscarello, I thought the kid for sure had
seen a helicopter. But it wasn’t. Not by a long shot”

\“He's a pretty cool kid, Musearello,” Hunt said. "It would
take a lot to shake him up. And he was shaken up, there's no
doubt abeut that”

Hunt went on 1o say that Muscarello was now at the Great
Lakes Naval Training Station, but suggested I could get some
details from his Tnother. ‘

After lunch, Bertrand and Huntr got in my car, a smallish
Volvo sedan which sagged a little under Humt’s weight. We
drove out Raute 108, chen turned left on Route 150 southerly
toward Kensington and Amesbury. Hunt peinted toward an-
other road slanting up a hill ahead of us.

“Up this road another kid, Ron Smith, saw the thing too.”

“When did that happen?” T asked.

“About three weeks after we saw it. Said it passed over his
car nwice.”

“Anybody with him” )

“Yes, his mother and aunc. They were all scared to death
when they pulled into the police station.”

“What kind of kid is he? I asked.

“Pretty decent, from what I know,” Hunt said. “Works in
the grocery store after school, right across from the police
station. You wmight be able to find him this afternoon.”

I made a mental note to interview Smith, just as we ap-
proached Tel. and Tel. Pole #668. We pulled up near it and
got out of the car. Stretched across the ficld was a heavy wire
with a metal sign on it, reading KEEP OUT. )

“The owner had o put this wire and sign up right after it
happened,” Hune said. "Dozens of cars out here every night
for weeks afterward. People dropping beer cans and cigarette
butts all gver the place. Some of 'em used to wait here all
might to see if it was coming back.”

We looked out over a wide, sweeping field of some 1( acres,
rimmed by tall evergreens. Ta the left was the tidy neo-Colonial
residence of Clyde Russell. To the righs, about a hundred yards
away, was the rambling, ancient salebox farm, its timbers tidily
restored by Carl Dining, a gentleman farmer who kept several
horses and other livestock. Behind the Dining house was a
split-rail fence forming a corral, where the harses were yomping.
The ground sloped down toward the evergreens, and in the
far distance we could see the Atlantic shore at Hampton, a
half a dozen miles to the east.

[ asked Bertrand o reenact the scene in as much detail as pos-
sible. He pantomimed the motions in detzil, reliving the inci-
dent.

“"Well, we both got out of the cruiser, walked down the field,
down the slope, down to over by that fence there.”

He pointed to the split rails of the corral, about 75 yards
down the slope. 'l was shining my light all zround to see tf I
could spot anything. Especinlly over toward those woods.”

He pointed toward the woods several hundred teet away, in
the direction of Hampion.

“When he yelled, 1 see it! 1 see it!" | urned tast and looked
up. He pointed near the trees over there—the big ones. The
teaves are oft them now, but they weren't then. It was coming up
behind them. It hovered, looked Like it banked and came for-
ward toward us. He seemed to freeze, and that’s when I grabbed
him and ran back to the cruiser. We got in the cruiser and I
called in saying I was seeing it. Dave came. Dave came, and
it was moving down toward the end ol the field, across the
tops of the trees.” )

“Just to the right of the big trees,” Hunc said. “That's when

- T saw that Huttering movement. And the pulsating lights.”

Bertrand pointed back toward the two big trees, “These
trees must have been blocking the light when we first got here,”
he said. "It was somewhere, but I didn'e see it. Then it came
up from behind the trees, it's thick chere, thick enough to hide

~it. It came up and it looked like a big red bail when it was still

behind the trees,”

"About how far above the wees did the thing seem to be?' 1
asked.

“Well,” said Bertrand. "l figure those trees to be about 70
feet high. And it was about 30 feet above them. That's how 1
figured the altitude of the thing was about 100 feet.”

“A little lower,” Hune said, “and it would have looked like
it was skimming the wees. And it was rocking over them. An
airplane couldn’t do this if it ried.”

“And here's another interesting thihg,"” Bertrand said. “Right
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after the thing disappeared toward Hampton, we waited, and
that’s when we saw the B47 going over-a, conventional jet
we see all the time around here. Everybody knows them—and
the B-52's and the Coast Guard helicopters. Kids in their knes
pants know them here. Grandmothers know them. Anyway,
when we got back to the station and Scratch Toland told us
about the hysterical man calling from the Hampton phone
booth, Dave and I back-timed what happened and figured thai
the man made this ¢all just about the time the craft had
moeved from us 1o Hampton.”

“And chen I saw it later,” Hunt said. “About an hour later.
down on the 101 bypass. But it was too far away then, and |
didn't make any big fuss about it.”

"You couldn't identify it for sure?”

"Not positively,” Hunt said. “But I could pretty well say ic
was the same thing. And it was still over Hampton.”

We got back in the car and Bertrand direcied me woward
Drinkwater Road, and then over Shaw Hill, where Ron Smith
and his mother and aunt had reported their sighting several
weeks later. )

"They were scared, there’s no doubt azhout that. Shaking.
Really white. The second time he saw it, Smith said it backed
up over his car. Like it went into reverse gear. Said it was round
with bright lights over the top of it. On the bottom, some dif-
ferent colored lights. Said it looked like it was spinning, like
a top.” ‘

f ext to the tiny room housing the police desk is a small

courtroom to handle those cases requiring immediate atten-

tion. It is spotlessly clean, with shiny brown woodwork out of
respect for the serious business of the dispensation of justice.

It was in this solemn room that alternoon that I interviewed
young Ron Smith. He was a pleasantlooking 7-year-old
whom I had found in the grocer’s across the sireer, vnpacking a
carton of chicken soup. His boss at the store, skeptical of the
UFO sirtuation, had lec him off for a few minutes, on the assur-
ance that T wouldn't leg him take a 1ide in a flying saucer. "He's
too good a worker to iose,” he said.

Young Smith was used io this gentle ribbing, he said, ever
since he and his mother and aunt were driving that night first
on Drinkwater Road, then on Shaw Fill, not move than a hatf
a mile from where Bertrand, Hunt and Muscarello encoun-
tered their inexplicable craft. “They. can kid me all they want,”
he said. "1 know what I saw. Nobody can tell me I ¢idn't sec it
Nobody. That's all there is to jt.”

Smith, a senior at Exeter High, was planaing to go into the
Air Force after he graduated. His raarks in school were fair to
good, averaging around a gentleman’s C. His boss at the store,
in spite of the ribbings he liked to tender Smith, thought he
was a top worker. Mrs. Oliver, at the police desk, knew the
boy and described his character as exceptionaliy good.

Sitting at the attorney’s desk in the tiny courtroom, [ asked
him to describe his experience in as much detail as possible.

"Well,” he said, "I was riding around with my mother and
aunt. It was a warm night, I guess around 11:30 p.m., and this
was just about two or three weeks after the officers here saw
this object. All of a sudden, my aunt said, 'Look up at the sky!’
I thaught she was kidding, but I looked up and then stopped
the car. I saw a red light on top and the hottom was white and
glowed. It appeared to be spinning. It passed over the car once
and when it passed over and got in front, it stopped all of
a sudden in midair. Then it went back over the car again.”

“Stopped in midair?”

“Stopped in midair, went back over a second time, stopped
again. Then it headed over the car a third time and wok off.
It scared me, it really did. And I started to come back into Exe-
tex to report it to the police. I got partway back—all the way to
Front Street—when I came to my senses. I wanted to go back to
make sure it was there, T ke ancther look o inake sure i
wasn't seeing things. We did go back. And sure enough, it was.
in the same spot again. Tt passed over the car once, and that was
the last time X saw it,”
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“Well, 1t didn’t rush. [t just sort of eased its way along. Then
it took off fast.”

“"How about sound? What kind of sound did it make?”

"It didn't make any real sound. Just sort of a humming noise,
like a cat when it purrs. And incidentally, I got up again that
morning, about 4 a.m. 10 see if I could see it again. But I didn'e
secar”

Shortly after the interview with Ron Smith, I learned that
Bob Kimball, a newsreel cameraman and stringer in New Eng-
land for all three of the major television networks, lived in
Exeter and had been very interested in the Muscarello-Bertrand-
Hunt incident. I had worked with Kimball before, on several
documentary films I had produced, and knew him to be a hardy
and pleasantly cynieal man, traits which often characterize the
newsreel cameraman in any area.

When I saw Kimball, he frankly admiteced that he was puz-
zled and bafled. He had a long-standing habit of spending a
great' deal of time at the Exeter police station, especially late at
night when he found it hard to sleep. Used to the irregular
hours his profession demanded, Kimball ws essentially a night
person. His habit was to drop by the police desk about midnight,
chat with Officer Toland at the desk and follow up on any in-
teresting cases which cmine in over the radio. Along about 3 in
the morning, he would join Rusty Davis, owner of the local taxi
company and another one of the night people, and the twe
would drive aver to a bakery in Hampton, in the rear of a small
restaurant called Sugar'n Spice, for coffce and hot doughnuts,
just out of the oven. This was a ritual for both of them.

“Unfortunately, I wasn't avound the night of the Muscareilo
case. I was sleeping, which is something I don’t usually do and
don't approve of. I would have given my left arm and an Arri.
flex camera to have caught a picture of that thing. Gene Ber-
wand finally did wake me up—about 4:30 a.m., I guess it was—
but by the ime we got out there, nothing was in sight and I was
stilt half asleep. And Gene was sull shaken, which is very un-
usual for Gene. He's a tough cookie. $o is Hunt. They're not
the kind to go around making up any story.”

I asked him what he made of it all. .

“I just don’c know," he said. “I can'e figure ic out and T find it
hard to even guess at it. Something was there and something is
continuing to happen. That much I'm sure of. Too many people

- all around the arca are reporting this serjously and a lot of them

aren’'t dummies by a long shot. I kept thinking if I conld only
gee a picture, a good picture, a close-up, then we'd have some-
thing to work on. 1 carry a loaded camera in the car with me

-all thie time, but still no luck,”

Kimball offered to drive me around the area after midnight
and invited me to join him and Rusty, the taxi man, at their
nightly ritual at the bakery. He also oftered to point out several
of the many spots from which reports of UFO sightings had
been made both before and after the September 3rd event.

“UJFO hunting has become a popular spore. All along Route
$8, on the way to Hampton, and 101-C in the same direction.
You see cars waiting out there every other night.”

The streets of Exeter at midnight are ghostly and quict. The
shops on Water Street, which sprawl along the bank of the
Squamscott River, are dim and silent. Across from Batchelder's
Bookstore, featuring cards, gifs, stationery, the faint blue fluo-
rescent light povice flickers and glows uncertainly from the side
of the Town Hall building. Inside, Desk Qfficer Scratch Toland
holds a nightly rein on cruisers #21 and #22, most frequently
manned by patrolmen Bertrand and Flunt on the midnight-to-
8 a.m. 1our of duty.

Scratch Toland, with a round and impish face, is a veteran
officer on the force, with a sharp and dour Yankee tongue and a
pleasing wit. With his help, I was able to cull the names of over
a dozen witaesses o UFQ incidemts, many wmore than 1 had
anticipated, from the police blocter. It was my plan to interview
as many of these people as I could.

“This is interesting,” I told Toland. “I didn't know you had
$o many leads.” ‘

"Lot of people were keeping ‘em quiet,” Toland said. “Afraid
peaple might think they were nuts. Thing that brought so much
attention to the Septembér 3rd sighting was that there were two
officers on hand to testify direedy.”

“Da you think there are many more sightings unreported, not
on the blotter?” : :

"I know so,” said Toland. “Keep running into people who
tell me they saw such-and-such quite a few weeks ago, a feiv
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aren’t even bothering to report them.”

It was nearly 2 in the morning when Kimball and Rusty Davis
showed up at the station. There was a lot of Lidding around and
then the nightly pilgrimage for the cofiee apd doughnuts got
under way. We would have a chance to look at some of the
favorite places the UFO hunters haunted on the way over to
Hampton.

We piled inte Kimball's car, a big Chrysler especially
equipped for his newsreel and documentary camera work, with
a shortwave radio, a mobile telephone, cameras, lights and film
stock. It carried a license plate CBS-TV, although he worked
for all three networks. “We'll check a couple of these places on
the way down,” Kimball said as we moved out of the empty
streets of Exeter and onto the Hampron road. "But don't expect
to see anything. Rusty and I have been looking every night since
it happened and we haven't had any luck, There's one spot on
Route 101-C where some reports have come in—and another
field on Route 88 where a lot of them have. We'll go by there
first.” :

Rusty, in the back seat, mumbled, "As long as we don't forget
the doughnuts.” A shaggy, congenial man with an enormous
appetite, he had heard a lot about UFO's a5 he taxied the citi-
zens of Exeter and environs around the area.

= -oute B8, from Exeter to Hampton Falls, is dark, winding
and lonely, 2 fic place for a tired UFO to rest, if indeed UFQ's
did exist. In spite of the evidence, some ol it rather startling,
it was hard to overcome the resistance of a skeptical outlook,
born of the scientific age. And yet one of the prerequisites of
science is to keep an open mind.

For the first time the idea began to grow on me that, in spite
of official protestations, the Establishment (in the form of offi-
cial government, Air Force and scientific agencics) was actually
in as weak a position as the protesters or witnesses, if they coutd
be called that. Regardless of official proclamations, the Air Foree
offered no definite proof of nonexisience (a paradox, of course,
but. everything in this case was a paradox, an ambivalence, a
dichotemy). -But neither did the witnesses offer proof. They
offered only conviction, sincerity., dedication and resolute re-
sistance to any who would call them false witnesses. What was
most distressing to these people was that the Establishment—
mainly in the form of the Air Force—was responsible for caliing
them liars and incompetents with almost unforgivable blunt
ness, There seemed to be shaping up here a mammoth con-
frontation between the Air Force and ihe growing number of
reliable observers.

The threat of the UFO was still psychological, however, No
instance of any physical harm befalling a human being had
been reliably reported in the 20-year history of the phenome-
non's most yeasty occurrences. Even thosc observers who had
had close and frightening encounters experienced no physical
harm. Interstellar beings who could conquer the forces of na-
ture to the extent of defying gravicy (if thousands of observers
were telling the truth), harness electromagnetic forces, and defy
G forces which the entire NASA space program showed no in-
dication of conquering, should easily be able to do hann at will.

The UFQO's had apparently made no attempt to communicate
with earth people, unless, of course, they had communicated
directly with the scientific elite, who, having reported/ic to the
government, were promptly restrained from releasing it to the
general public. ’

. And then of course the question would come up: Could scien-

_ Lists be squelched like this? Wouldn't some intrepid scientisc say

to hell with politics and everything else, he was going to bring
the Truth to the public because he believed thac truth was
more important than both politics and the Establishment com-
bined? '

On the other side of the fence, if you presupposed a benign
and intelligent group of political leaders, or Air Force gen-
erals, who were faced with definite evidence and proof of the
fact that UFQO's of extraterrestrial origin' did exist, wouldn't
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WIICH LS INCEIZENCE SNOUIO DE TEIaseq [0 LIe Feneral popu-
lace? The Orson Wells “invasion” in the late 307, a single
dramatized radio program, resulted in mass hysteria, Would the
same thing— or worse—happen if official government sources
announced blandly that we definitely had visitors {rom another
planet? What would a reasonable and prudent man in a posi-
tion of complete authority—such as the President of the United
States—do when confronted with such a decision?

There have been, I learned after I started this research, fre-
quent and continual rumors (and they are only rumors) that
in a morgue at Wright-Pauerson Field, Dayton, Ohio, lie the
badies of a half-dozen or so small humanoid corpses, measuring
not more than 414 {eet in height, evidence of one of the few
times an extraterrestrizl spaceship has allowed itself either to
fail or otherwise {all into the clutches of the semicivilized earth
people. What would any of us do if we bore the responsibility
of releasing this news to the citizenry? If we were the “reason-
able and prudent man” our law courts always use as the meas-
uring stick of judgment, we would probably be very circumspect.
We might even delay judgment. .

As 1 drove down the twisting, darkened curves of Route B8 in
Bob Kimball's newsreel-equipped Chrysler, thoughts like these
were going through my mind. .

Another ritual assumed by Rusty and Kimball was to deliver
a parcel of doughnuts and hot coffee to the police station at
Hampton Beach, the resort section of the town, swarming with
visitors during the summer, now deserted and boarded up in
October. We drove along the ocean, past the shelis of the sum-
mer hot-dog stands and curio shops, and pulled up in front of

the police station, the only light visible in the entire seashore

community. It was close to 3 in the morning by now and the
only sound was the echo of the breakers on the beach.

Sgt. Joe Farnsworth was on night duty, a gray-haired gentle:
man who tendered some [riendly insults to the regulars for
being so fate with the coffee. !

He recalled the night of the frantic phone call from the man
in the unknown phone booth, pulled out the blotter and showed
me the record of it,

“There's another story, though,” he said, "much mnore inter-
esting than this one. It's not on the blotter because we turned
the whole thing over to the Coast Guard station and they wecok
it from there.”

“Tell me about it,” I said.

"Well,” the sergeant sai<l, “"this was about two months ago.
That would make it some time in early September or late Au-
gust. I don't have the names of the two fellows involved, but the
Coast Guard does, if they're allowed to give them to you. Any-
way, I was cruising up on the boulevard. It was late, about 4 in
the morning, I think. This car was parked along the side and
1 eased up to it 1o see what was up. There were these two boys
in it, I guess they were in theit late teens. As soon as they saw
me, they came running to the cruiser. And they were scared to
death, I mean scared to death. Both of them. And this one boy
said, ‘You'll never believe what I'm going to tell you!' Right

-away, the way they were acting, I checked to make sure they

were both sober. And they were. No liquor on the breath, noth-
ing like that, They were just plain hysterical. $o they told me
they were going down the boulevard, and this thing come in
from the ocean right over the top of their car, and it stayed still
over the car. And they stopped short, they thought it was a plane
that was trying ¢to land and they didn't want to get involved
underneath it. Then this thing stopped, too, whatever it was.
Right in the air. Pretty soon, they got scared and took off—and
when they did, this thing did, too. But when they went up the
boutevard straight, this thing suddenly came right at them.
That's when they pulled over, the thing shot off out of sight,
and they were oo hysterical to do anything until I'pulled up,
I guess. So I took them up to the Coast Guard station.”

“How far is that?” T asked.

“Couple of miles up the shore from here. Right on the beach.
S0 anyway, the Coast Guard had these guys srite out state-
ments about what they saw, and everything. And they had
somebody come over from the air base, I don't know who it
was, and check on it. And I don't know what they found, but
these kids definitely saw something.”

“Yon don't have the names of the kids anywhere:”

“No, I'm afraid I don’t. But the Coast Guard does. And the
next day, the story was flying around so much I was believing
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“ANY OIhEr cases come your way?' | asked.

"“Oh, a couple of weeks ago,” the sergeant said. “After the
beach closed. About a week or two after Labor Day. We got a
report, you might have heard about ir, that the thing was over
the marsh, back of the police station here. I went out there,
but I didn’t see anything. Then there's a woman who works at
the high school in Exeter. I took her to school one morning,
her car had broken down. She saw it. She was going up the ex-
pressway toward the Exeter line when she saw it and she said
the thing stopped off to one side of her car. She got pertrified
and stopped the car and couldn’t make up her mind what to do.

-All of a sudden, she szid there was a big white Bash from the

thing, and it was gone.” The sergeant paused a minute, and
leaned back in his chair. “Now I still don't know what ta make
about all this,” he said. "Do you suppose it's something the
government is working on?”

“That’s one possibility. All I can say is that it's anybody's
guess."

"It seems to me, and I might be wrong,” said the scrgeant,
“that every night we got a report on this, it's been foggy, hazy.”

“Most of the time,” Kimball said, “in Exeter, it's been clear.
So I don't think that hoids up.”

“That night the kids went up to the Coast Guard station, it
was quite foggy. But you know—on a second thought, I don't
think it could belong to the government, because the govern-
ment can't keeF its mouth shut that long. They'd be so proud
of themselves it they had a vehicle that could do all this, they'd
have it on TV the next day.”

“Well,” said Rusty, “they can't be dangerous. Because they've
been around enough that they could have done plenty of dam-
age by now, il they wanted to.” '

It was almost dawn when I got back to the Exeter Inn. Tired

*as I was, I found it difficult to get to sleep; everything that had

happened duting the long day of Ocwober 20 ran through my
mind,

The passibilities seemed to boil down to one of three things:
first, a revolutionary government secret weapon, unannounced
and unpublicized. Second, it might be a foreign craft. Russia’s
perhaps, that was so fast, maneuverable and invincible that jt
could thumb its nose at our own Air Force, and survey the
country at will and without fear of being captured or shot down.
Third, it could be an interplanctary crafe, coming from a civili-
zation far advanced beyond our own.

These were, it seemed to me, the only speculations passible
unless it could be assumed that the sightings were psychic aber-
rations. From the quality of the official and technical witnesses
making low-level observations, such as the one Bertrand and
Hunt had reported, mistaken identity could almost surely be
ruled out. The Air Force explanations of some of these sight-
ings were actually harder to believe than the sightings them-
selves. Psychic aberrations? Maybe—but highly unlikely. There
was photographic and radar evidence, too. Bertrand had refused
point-blank to believe the reports of the lone woman on the
101 bypass, of Muscarello, too, until in the company of both
Muscarello and Hunt the thing suddenly loomed above him.

Of the three major speculative possibilities, there seemed 10
be arguments against any one of them being likely. If it were
an experimental aircraft of our own design and making, it
would be required to carry conventional running lights simply
for air safety, if nothing else, regardless of iis secret nature, And
the Federal Aviation Agency would prohibit it, secret or not,
from zooming straight at automebiles on the highway and fore-
ing people into nervous shock. It would most certainly not be
permitted to hover and maneuver in populated areas at night,
skimming over houseteps and cars. And if it were that secret
the Air Yorce would not want it in populated areas anyway.
If it were not secret, as Sergeant Farnsworth had said, it would
be all over TV along with the astronaunts, whose [eats would be
overshadowed by the power and maneuvers of the UFQ's.

If the craft were of foreign origin, why had it not set off
vociferous complaints about violation of air space in our coun-
try. or any other of the countries which had reported UFO's so
frequently? The single U-2, which had Rown over Russia at
60,000 feet, had created a major international incident, blasted
the hopes of a summit conference and brought before the
United Nations a case which still echoes through its halls. Logic
would seem to rule out this possibility, also.

If the UFQ's were extraterrestrial, why had they not at-
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vanced enough to create interplanetary or even interstellar
crafe should be able to make it plain to us that we had visitors
from space for the first time in recorded history. Unless, of
course, they had already communicated with authorities who
had decided to withhold this intelligence on the theory that the
public might pamnic.

The latter possibility is at once the most logical and still most
illogical {again the paradox). It is more logical than the other
two only because the other two possibilities (advanced U.S. or
foreign man-made craft) are so totally illogical.

& he nexy morning, October 21, 1 had an appointment with
Mrs. Virginia Hale—a UPI stringer and a reporter for the
Haverhill, Massachusetts, Gazetre. She lived in a generous ranch
house on a trim residential street in Hampton, not far from
the ocean. Mrs. Hale was an experienced. observer. She knew
every conventional flight pattern of the nearby Portsmouth
Air Base, as well as the commercial air lanes reserved for air-
liners on their way to Boston.

She took me immediately to her kitchen window, set above
her spodess stainless-steel sink, and pointed out the portion of
the sky in which she firse saw the unknown craft. She had kept
it in clear view over a hve- to' 10-minute period. She pointed to
a soapish smear on a pane of her window.,

"I put my finger in the dishwater the minute I saw this thing
in the sky,” she told me, "because 1 wanted to clearly mark the
position where it was when it first came into view. The only
thing I had handy to do this was the seapy water, and you can
still see it there—faintly of course. But it’s there.”

It was. Enough of a mark to line up a fix on a certain portion
of the sky, above the rooftops of her neighbors’ homes and out
over the Atlantic a short distance. It was from this general por-
tion of the sky, I recalled, that Sergeant Farnsworth had de-
scribed the craft coming in over the two hysterical young men
on the Hampton boulevard that early morning when they had
been whisked to the Coast Guard station to make their report.

"I don’t know the date I saw this,” Mrs. Hale told me, after
she had poured a cup of black coffee in the kitchen. “T'd say
twa to three weeks ago. I was standing right here by the sink,
about 25 after 6 in the evening. It was dusk, it wasn't quite
dark, and there was still plenty of light. The reason it caught
my. eye was because it was bright and becausc it was going slow,
very slow. Not at all like che path of the planes as they come
over. So 1 automatically Agured something is wrong. Then—it
stopped dead over that house—"

She pointed to the roof of her neighbor's house, just out the
kitchen window. "It was about three times the height of that
chimney,” she continued, “and it hovered there. Now you know
four minutes is a long time and that's why I hesitate to say
that. But I'm pretty sure it was that long. Then 1 marked the

‘window with the smear from the dishwater, s¢ 1 could remem-

ber where I lined up the spot.”

We moved outside, as she reenacted what had happened. "At
che moment the object stopped I came out here on the terrace.
MNow, I would estimate that it was out beyond the Coast Guard

station which is right on the shore, just over these houses here. -

Afcer it started up again, it moved much faster. The B-47's go
{urther east and further north before they cut back. And when
this thing cut back toward the southwest, coming directly back
and losing altitude fast, coming in really fast, and coming, al-

most, I swear I thought it was coming right at me. Of course,

to be frank, I was hoping it would land. And it cut over this
house behind us here, and I knew I would lose sight of ie. But
also, it was going so fast I thought it was going to crash.”

“Could you get a clear lodk at it at this time?”

“Well, at this poinc I could see from underneath, too. It was
dome-shaped, and underneath, it was flai. Iis alizede was now
about twice the height of that chimney. By the time it was over
here, I could see the bottom and the front of it plainly. And here
T got a full 'view- of the bottomn and the back and tail, maybe
yowd eall it a fin. Then I went ‘inte the house and looked out
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“You could delinitely rule out a planer

“Dehnitely,” she said. “If you're around here any time ac all,
you'll notice the B-47's come by here on their landing pattern,
and they go just about directly over this house. Then they head
out to sea, to the east, turn slightly west, and come in by Rye
and North Hampron. So I am familiar with all that. And, oh,
there was one thing I forgo: to tell you. Right after 1 saw this,
there was a commercial plane moving an a steady flight pattern
and T used thar to contrast it with this thing, and to check the
altitude and erratic movements of the object. Now what exactly
did it look like? I'd say maybe it looked like a golf ball, sliced

oft more than half, and with another slice taken off where this

fin was. As close as I can deseribe, it was very bright, not like

,any kind of light I can think of. I know I've seen something
“like the texture of this light, not a regular electric lighe. Matter
"of fact, the Puritron was the first thing I thought of.”

“What's a Puritron?” )

“It's ann ultraviolet Yght, an air purifier. I have one here and
P'll show you. The light was bluish-green, but more green and
white than it was blue. It had very definite outlines, and that
was what I wasn't quite sure of at first. It did have a little glow
around it, but that could easily have been a reflection of what
was coming from within.”

“Can you tell me what portion the glow was coming from?”

“Well, more or less from around the rim, that's what I no-
ticed when it was going north along the coastline. And it sort.
of spread up the top part of the dome.”

“Was it a brighe light? Anything like neon?®

“You're getting close,” she said. "When 1 described it to my
daughter—she’s 14—she said you mean something that makes
heat? But I would say meore like one of these modern streetlights
that glow so brightly. Excepe that it seemed more conuined.
It seemed to have more substance.”

*Could you tell if the surface was metallic or not?” Mrs, Hale's
description was so articulate, I wanted to ger every possible
detail.

“I could not say that it was,” she said.

“Any portholes?”

“No.”

"Sound?”

“Absolutely none. None at all.”

"When it stopped, you say it stopped sull?”

“Absolutely.”

“Did it wobble at all? Rack?”

“No.”

“Absolutely stationary”

“Yes. That's the thing that scruck me. It hovered only in the
sense that it remained-suspended. 1 had heard of some of the
other reports and they had said that it rocked or wobbled.”

“Did it behave aerodynamically like a plane at all?”

“Well, when it came back toward me, it was going too fast
for anything that I know. That's for sur¢. And in thé pattern
that it was coraing, none of the planes around here would use
that pattern. Not even the local ones. When it was out in the
east, I thought it might have been a refiection from the chute
that the B-47's use just before they touch down on the runway.”

This, I noted, showed an indination to check out her own
sighting agazinst other possibilities. 1t hciped support the ac
curacy of the testimony. '

“About che shape again. Could you give me any more de-
taif?” .

“Well, if you turn a real deep, very deep saucer upside down,
you do come close to it, if you break out a corner on it. If 1
could think of the right type of light I've seen and the right
type of plastic to put it inside of, that's the impression I had.”

“A glow from within chat'left a halo effect”

“That's about it.”

“And the size of (t? Could you give any estimate of that?”

“It was big.”

“If yon saw a B-47, which you know so well, going over in a
landing pattern, how would it compare?” '

“If it were strictly on its landing pattern, I would say that
a B47 would be half as big.”

1 had gotten a number of leads from Scratch Toiand and
other policemen in Hampton and Exeter. The next one I fol-

lowed up was Mrs, Rudy Pearce. Her home is in a miniature .

Levittown-type development on Warner Lane. It is a split-level
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house surrounded by well-kept shrubbery. with the usual quota
of bicyeles on the lawn. I rang the bell and waited a moment
until Lillian Pearce, a large, handsome woman with a shock
of blonde hair, opened the door and let me -in. I was almost
stunned by what I found inside. Sitting in a semicircle was a
group of a half a dozen or so of the neighbors, waiting for me,
and anxious to tell me of their many experiences with UFO's.
Also in the room werc several teen-agers, mostly of high-school
age, who were ready to volunteer their personal stories. 1 had
been expecting a single description from Mrs. Pearce and, in-
stead, T was faced with a neighborhood meeting. It was helpful,
of course, because I could compare several stories with the others
I had heard. For the first time in the research, I began to get
the feeling that UFO incidents were far more widespread, more
frequent and more recent than 1 had suspected.

The room was so crowded that it ws difficult to keep the
meeting coherent. Mrs. Pearce dropped the opening bombshell
by announcing that she had encountered a low-level UFQO only
the evening before as she was driving her children and those
of a neighbor home from a dance. 1 quickly scanned the other
faces—both the housewives' and the teen-agers'—io see if any
disbelief was registered. None was. There were only nods of
assent. 1 was a tittle numbed by this, but went on with the ques-
tioning, :

“This was a real odd craft last night, I kid you not,” Mris,
Pearce said. .

“It was definitely not a plane?’ 1 asked.

“Defnitely. Tt was treetop level and had an cnormous span.”

"Where was it in relation to your house here?”

“It was up by the next farm,” Mrs. Pearce said. “Just as you
wirn the corner here on Route 101-C.”

We were on Warner Lane, just off this road, nne of the main
higinvays [rom Exeter to Hampton.

"About what time?” 1 asked. .

“About 10,” Mrs. Peavce said. ""These kids here were with me.”

1 looked avound the room at the teen-agers. 1f there is any
proclivity that can be said 1o be certain, it is thac of teen-agers
to debate or neutralize any parent who tries to exaggerate in
front of them. I was watching carelully for this reaction. “All of
you saw this?” I asked the teen-agers. ‘

They rephied, almost in concert, that they had.

"It was real wide,” said Mrs. Pearce. "It went right over our
car. I'm not kidding you. Mrs, Deyo—Doris here—was with us.”

I looked an Mrs. Deyo’s direction. She nodded in assent.

“How can you be sure it wasn’t a plane?” T asked.

“Do planes make no noise?”’

“"This was silent?” :

“This was absolutely silent. This was not a plane. Al of us
here know planes, day or night.”

Mus. Deyo spoke. “It looked like it had a lot of little, I call
them portholes, except they were square. The light coming
through thom was solid white.”

“There were other lights en it, but they were dim,” said Mrs.
Pearce. "Several colors, red, green, orange. All over. And the
surface scemed to be metal. I don’t mean that metal can change
shape, I mean the lights all around it, they can change the
pattern and mike it seem to change shape. T say the lights can
camouflage it in the air, they definitely can. I helieve that 100
pereent.”

“This thing just dropped down roward the car,” Mrs. Deyo
said. “It dropped down, and it seemed to take on red lights,
and it followed us. My son was in another cay near us, and he
saw it over our car.”

"How close over the car?”

"1 mean close,” Mrs. Pearce said. "Not more than eight to
10 feer above it. The lights seemed to circelate, rotate around
it. Airplane lights don’t do this, They flash on and off.”

The atmosphere in the room was tense and electric. It was
still hard w control the group, to keep everybody from speak-
ing at once. .

"Levs go back,” [ said to Mrs. Pearce, “to your first experi-
ence. And the objects you saw closest to you.”

"The firse experience T had was on July 29th, this past sum-
mer. This was before anyhody had seen anything around here.
That I know of, anyway. And I thought I was losing my head.
I was with my daughter here, my l4-year-old, and we first
thought it was an zecident down the road. With these bright,
flashinp red lights: It secmed wo be right on the road. When we
got near it, 1 could see this wasn't an accident. Tt was a huge
craft, right on a ficld beside the voad. Then- it suddenly ook
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off. My datvighter won’t go out atr night -alone anymore, since
then. I'm not a brilliant brain, but I'm not stupid, either. I
can icll you what I saw. I don’t care if anybody believes me or
not. These things I saw. And nobedy's ever going to try to con-
vince me any way different.” )

Like the others in the room, Mrs. Pearce was passionate in
her testimony. It was a little difficult to keep her on the track,
but she was a basically intelligent woman, and I encouraped
her to go on.

“It's just like 1 told the colonel at the air base: You show me
the cralt, I said. He said he couldn't show me the craft, the Air
Force had no such thing. I said, Then what is it? He said, 1t's
a UFO. All right, 1 was told that over the phone, when 1 called
the base after chis July incident. I wasn't even going to call
them. 1 told one of my friends that they'll think I'm nuts. Ac-
cording to the officets, none of them have scen these things.
When the major and the colonel came down, we looked at whai
appeared to be a star, except that it was blinking red, green
and white. It didn't appear 1o be a siar to the major, but -he
didn’t know whae it was. The colonel did see two very puzzling
red things in the sky, and he had some very, very poor excuses
for i1. Very poor, as {ar as I'm concerned.

“At one point, they thought we might be secing the strobc
lights of the runway. The colonel sent the major and a lien-
tenant back to the air base to have the strobe lights turned on.
This was after Doris and I had gone up to the air base to talk
with them. We were all down on Route 83. While we were
waiting (o see what would happen, we were talking, and «
strange object went across the sky, not low, the way the ones
which have scared us, but high. I asked him., What do you call
that thing there? He said, Well, that's an airplane. 1 said, Oh
is it, well how come it doesn’t make any noise? Well, it'’s too
far away, he said. I said, No it isn't, Colonel, and there were
about 15 or 20 cars there by the field piled up. He asked me
why they were there and 1 told him. Then [ said, What kind
of plane is it, are you going to tell me it's 2 jer? He said, No, it
isn't. Well, what is it? I said. Then he sort of, you know,
couldn’t quite name it. Then he came up with a name, I can't
even remember it, 1 said, I'm sorry, I don't agree with you,
Coleonel. I didn’t. So then another object started over the road,
right down on Route 88, right across the road. By the Apple-
crest Orchard. So the other one starts over, and 1 said, Okay,
what's that? Oh—that's a plane. 1 said, Oh, you think it is. Okay.
So one guy there in the cowd had binoculars, I didn't have
any at this time, I went out and bought some later. T asked if
he'd ler me use them, and he did. The colonel looked through
thern and his face dropped. It did, I could ell. Now what is
thar? 1 said. Well, he says, you know there are passenger planes
thae come into Boston along here. I szid, Oh, you mean they
stop in the orchard to have apples? I said, That's preiry stupid.
I said, I'tn sorry, I don'c agree with you. No, I mean it, I don't
care what I say. Nohody's going Lo tell me I can't see something.
So, anyway, one woman was standing in the background, she
said, Y1l tell you something, I've seen those things and they're.
not airplanes. She said, There's no neise o them. She said, !
never saw a plane look like that. I believe that weman down
there, she said, meaning me.”

I had to admit that T was spellbound by Mrs. Pearce’s vivid
recollection of the scene. She continued.

“WNow he's a colonel in the Air Force, he should have much
more intelligence than that. So, anyway, finally he decided he
had to leave. 1 said, Oh, Colenel, what about the surobe lights?
You were trying to tell us that we were having hallucinations
or seeing reflections from the air-base runway. By this time, the
major had retorned and admitted that the lights had been
turned on and off on a regular pattern, and we had seen noth-
tng unusual at 2ll while they were doing this.”

Mrs. Pearce took a deep breath, “All I can say is that if they're
from another planet, the Air Force being the way it is, T hope
they're friendly people.”

T had come up to Exeter expecting to explore a single inci-
dent. Now it seemed to have developed into a constant, steady
flow, not just from the group on Warner Laneg, but in scattered
ptaces chroughout the area.

My 1alk with the Pearce neighbors and the teen-agers con-
tinued for over an hour. Reporis on Route 88 and on 101-.C
near seme high-powser transmissicn lines wers the mest fre
quent, but some of them had seen the unknown objects along
Drinkwater Road and near the sighting by the Exeter police
officers. I kept questioning their capacity to distinguish what-
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over, day and night, and thac the objects they were rz.'pgrting
had nothing to do with them.

“How would you feel,” Mrs. Pearce said, "if you had a daugh-
ter who wouldn't go out the door at night because of these
things#”

1 hgured that mass hysteria here could not be discounted,

that it Irad to be seriously considered as part of this cluster of.

sightings. Meanwhile, I was going to reserve judgment. When

Mrs. Pearce and Mrs. Deyo asked me if T wanted to look-over

the locations they had described, later on in the evening, I said
that 1 would. I had to adimit I [e]c a little odd; this would be
the first time 1 had ever gone UFO hunting, and 1 made a men-
tal note to ask Bob Kimbail to come along. If by the remotest
chance we did see anything, I would want to have a solid man
like Kimball around, who, in addition to being a newsreel cam-
eraman, was u fully licensed pilot, familiar with all types of
running lights on airplanes. He agreed to join us.

That night we covered two or threc locations on Route 88
that both Mrs. Pearce and Mrs. Deyo described as places where
they had seen 1he objects. When we reached the ficld where
the colonel and the major had been confronted by Mrs. Pearce’s
wrath, we got out of the car to sec if any strobe lights were vis-
ible {romn the runway of the air base, over 10 miles away, and
to study the landing- and runningtlight patterns of planes
which might be over the area. Both Kimball and 1 wanted to
do this to examine with Mrs. Pearce and Mrs. Deyo the possi-
bility of mistaken identity of planes. -

Over a i5-minute period, we saw the running lighes of [our
planes which, Kimball pointed out, would be making a landing
pattern for the air base. Both Mrs. Pearce and Mrs. Deyo im-
mediately recognized them as. running lights on planes and
didn't, as I had half expected, attempt 10 convert them into
UFO's. This was a strong point in their favor,. and helpful in
making a better assessment of the amazing testimony given
me that alternoon.

The night was dark, moonless, with a very high overcast. No
stars were visible, of course, so that the winking running lights
of the planes stood out clearly against the gray void above.

Just as we were getting ready to get back in the car, Kimbail
noticed the running lights of a smaller plane, moving at a con-
siderably faster speed than the lumbering B-47's and B-52's,

“That boy is really moving,” Kimball said. “If he’s anywhere
near the landing pattern of the feld, he's breaking speed bimits
at that aiticude.”

The plane was coming toward us, moving southeast at a rapic
clip. Its running lights were plainly visible in conventional
aircraft pattern. It took perhaps 20 seconds for it to get almost
abeam of us and the roar of its jet engine could now be heard.
Its altitude scemed to be about 6,000 to §.000 feet, according to
Kimball. We were both watching it rather intenudy because its
pattern was entirely different from the other planes we had
observed. '

Just before ic drew abeam of our position, Kimbail nudged
me. “"What che hell is that?" he said.

1 looked and saw a reddish-orange disk, about one-ffth the
size of a full moon. It was about three or four plane lengths in
front of the jer, which appeared to be a fighter. The plane was
moving as if in hot pursuit. The disk was perfectly round, dull
orange more than red. It was luminous, glowing, incandescent.
‘The plane was not closing the distance between it and the ob-
ject. We followed both the plane and the object for 18 or 20
seconds until they disappeared below the southeasterly horizon.

If Mus. Pearce or Mrs. Deyo were saying anything, I didn't
hear them becaunse Kimbatl and 1 kept up a running commen-
tary with each other on what we were seeing as the plane moved
from aheam of us until it went over the horizon.

“Check me,” Kimbail was saying. "What exactly do you see?”

“An orange disk,” 1 told him. “Immediately in front of the
running lights of an apparent jet fighter.”

“A little to the port of it, too, wouldn't you say?” Kimball
asked. '

“Maybe. Not much to port.”

“Deo you see any running lights on the disk?” he said.

“No. Nothing but the orange glow.”

“Right,” said Kimhall. .

In almost precisely the time in which we carvied on this con-
versation, hoth the plane and the objéct had disappeared. The
whole thing happened so fast that I'm not sare how I reacted.
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g Lve seen.” .
_ Mrs. Pearce, however, seemed to shrug itoff. “Thaz was noth-
ing,” she said. "Waic uniil you see one close up.”

@a he next day, still checking out leads, I visited the town of
Fremont, a dozen miles from Excter. I found my target, Bessic's
Lunch, in 2 lonely wooded clearing not far out of the village.
It was a rustic diner, homespun and friendly in atmosphere,
with barcly enough room behind the long row of stools to stand.
A all, angular Yankee behind the counter turned out to be M
Healey, husband of Bessie, in whose honor the diner was named,

Mr. Healey was friendly, buc reserved. 1 ordered a cup ol
black ceffee, and finally confessed that 1 was on the track ol
UFQ reports, and perhaps he could help me.

“Understand you got several reports down here about them.
Is that right?” I asked. 'Several” turned ouc to be a low estimace.

“Ran into one couple here,” Mr. Flealey told me, “who saw it
pretty close. Right along the power lines down here, They all
s¢em to describe it pretry much the same, that's what gets me.
No matter whar place they see them in. IF the people were mak-
ing it up, I don’t think they'd come in with the same descrip-
tions. This couple come in from South Hampton or Hampion, I
don’t know which onc it was. I've known the Eacher ever since T
was a Kid, and’T know he wouldn’t lie about it. And his was the
same description as all the others has given—dozens of ‘em.
And we have so many that comc from diftcrent parts dropping
by here. We had a woman in here who come all the way from
Epping. She claims she saw it, and she deseribed it the same way:
a round flying object with brighr lights, and then it's got this
orange and red light. And she says 1¢ flies along that way—no
nojse, not one of thern. They all say close to -the same thing,
that's witat gets me.” Another customer, Jim Burleigh, had also
ireard a good many reports. .

We were interrupted when Bessie, a plain and honest-looking
woman, cine in with her daughter, a smiling girl in her twen-
ties. 1 lost no time in guestioning her daughter, who mentioned
her own sighting first. It had happened as she was standing in
her backyard in Fremont. i

“The first one 1 saw,” Bessie said, "went right down in back
of the trees. It was white and then it turned red. Dark red.
But first it looked greenish-like. And then there was a plane
that scemed to be trying to circle it. And T was with my other
daughtey, we both saw that. She has seen it more times than
that, wo. We saw it two nights in a row, the same time of night.
Early evening. I went out on Tuesday night—just last Tuesday,
out at the clothesline, and I said, Gee, am I seeing things? It
was really close. That night it was round, just as big, and you
could see these silver things coming down from it. S0 I went
in and called my neighbor, and I said, Come out on the field,
quick. But her husband yells, We can sec it berter from the
attic, and he called down he could see it real good. Then it
went down behind the trees, and came up.again. It's just like
the one we saw the other night. It wenv right down the power
line. That's what it always seems to do—hover over the power
lines.” ’

Bessie could not be called un expert witness, but there was
no question that she recalled the incident vividly and genuinely,
And here again the power lines were indicated, miles away from
Exeter.

Jim Burleigh finished his coffee and agreed to take me to the
Jalbert family, 2 few hundred yards down the road. It was a
small house by the side of the road, not more than 40 or 50
feet [rom the poles of the high-tension power lines which crossed
the road at that point. The lines, part of the Norcheast Grid,
interlock communities with electrical power, and permit differ-
ent utility companies to exchange power when a peak demand
requires "horrowing"” slectricity Irom another community. Some
transmission lings are mounted on huge, gaunt steéel towers;
othiers use oversize lighting poles, as was the case here. When
they are constructed, a wide ribbon of clearing is made extend-
ing dozens of fect on each side of the lings, in order to keep the
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wires free of any entanglements with foliage or tree branches,
This creates, in cffect, wide highways or swaths of dearing
which sweep across the counury. '

Before we wentt into the Jalbert house, I examined the power
lines carefully. The swath must have been over a hundred [eet
wide, and you could look down it in either direction for several
miles. Overhead, some 10 or 12 heavy wires were suspended,
sweeping along the open swath until they disappeared in the
distance.

Mis. Jerline Jalbert, a pleasant and unassuming widow, had
made a modest home for her boys, Joseph, Jr, 16; Jerle, 14;
Kent, 12; and a smiling four-year-old. They were bright kids,
standing high in their classes at school, innately friendly and
curious. The entire family often stood watching by the power
lines at dusk. Mrs. Julbert told me what she had seen the pre-
vious week. )

"It was a funny-looking shape,” she said. “Very hard to de-
scribe. This was Tuesday night. About quarter of 7 when I
saw it. We had just been ourdoors and we happened to look
and we saw this bright-red thing in the sky there. It was really
close, because you could see something hanging down from it
that night. 1 don't know what it was. When 1 had gone in the
house to call a neighbor, it had moved across the field by then.
Then it slowly disappeared out of sight.”

"Can you recall the shape a lictle more clearly?”

"Well, it was big and 1t was round. Like a glowing light.
You'd chink it was just like the moon rising out of the sky, but
of course it wasn'c that. It was the size of the moon, or big-
ger, though, when I firse saw it

"What was your reaction?”

"It doesn’t scare me any. I'd just like to know what it is.”

“How about the way it mavess”

"Well, jt does hoth. First it goes fast and then it goes slow.
Slows right down. Then it seems to go up and down. It’s the
darndest thing.”

“"Now- this thing that was hanging down. What was it like?”

“It was silverish. Several things. And you could see them,
because it was glowing in that part of it.”

“How long were you able to watch it?” ]

“A good half houy,” Mrs. Jalbert said. “And you see, this is
only one time. We sce it regularly along here. Abways seems
w0 be somewhere ncar the power lines. It often comes around
7 o’clock, and by guarter of § it's gone. Monday night we saw
it—" She turned to Jim Burleigh. “Was it Sunday I called you
up about it? Anyway, it goes way up in the sky finally, and it
gews smaller and smpller as it goes up, and gers more orange,
And a lot of times, this airplane comes out and chases it.”

I wurned my attention to Joseph Jalbert, the 16-year-old.

"When we saw it the brst time,” he said, "it was even with
the power line. Right beside it.”

“That low?" I asked. 1 was fascinated because for the second
time in as many days I had run into a duster of people who re-
ported sceing the objects regularly. These people had no con-
nection with Mvs. Pearce’s group and were not even aware of
the others' existence.

"All of 2 sudden,” Mrs. Jalbert added, “it'll disappear. Then,
just as sudden, it'll come back. Then liule red lights will
sometimes come on top of ir, and one on the bottom. Of
and on.”

“Now you say it seems to stay pretty close to these power
lines?”

“Yup," said Mrs. Jalbert. "It seems to stay over these lines
most of the time ic's been down through here. It’s ahways over
those wives.”
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&3 hat evening Kimball joined me and we went to see Fre-
mont's Chief of Police Bolduc and his numerous family who
lived in a rambling old farmhouse. Kimball and I were ad-
mitted by the chief into the sprawling country kitchen, where
an assortment of children and adults were in varicd stages of
finishing up. dinner. Mrs. Phyllis Bolduc, plump and cheerful
in spite of the confusion, was as cordial as her husband.

At the head of the large kitchen table was Meredith Bolduc,
the 22-vear-gld diaughterinlaw of the chicl. Jesse Bolduc,
married to Meredith, leaned back against the wall in 1 wooden
chair underneath a rack packed with hunting guns, while chil-
dren and grandchildren of assorted ages made occasional ex-
cursions in and out of the room off the kitchen which housed
the television set. The scene created the impression of a Yankee
version of a’ Bruegel painting of friendly family confusion.

I told the group that the chief had suggested earlier in the
day that they might be able to give me some information on
Unidentified Flying Objects.

Meredith, an attractive young housewile with short black hair,
speke first. “Go no further,” she said. “I tell you that the ex-
perience 1 had is enough to make your hair curl.”

“Tell me about it,” I said, slinging the battery recorder off
my shoulder and turning it on.

"Obh, dear,” she said. "Am 1 going down in history?”

"Doesn't make you nervous, does it?”

“Not really. Maybe a litle.”

“Just relax and forget about it.”

“It's these men of mine here who really make me nervous,”
she said, referring to her father-indaw and husband. “But any-
way, 1 know exactly what I saw and I'm going to tell you about
it, no matter how much they kid me.  Actually, they know
better.”

“You're darn right they do,” said Mrs. Boldue. "They know
this is no joke.” ) .

“Anyway,” Meredith Bolduc continued, “this thing was com-
ing up the power lines toward the road, this was going from
Freniont toward Kingston, at the power lines right down near
the town line. It was ¢oming and 1t didn't stop. I just kept on
going on to Kingston, to my folks. And when you sce one of
these things, you don’t forget them, This was last week, just a few
days ago. But I saw it much closer two weeks ago Wednesday,
that would make it—that would make it October sixth. This is
the closest it ever came to me.”

“"Where were you at the time?” T asked.

"On the Raymond road. Driving.”

“Did you stop?”

“No. 1 didn’t know whether to goose the car or turn around
and go home."

"It was close?"

"Yes. Came right down toward the car.”

"What was your reaction2”

“Scared! Scared to death. In fact, a couple of minutes after
that, I saw 2 light shining over my shoulder and 1 turned around
and jumped a foot—hut it was only the moon!

“This was the only night I was really afraid of it,” she con-
tinued. “The other nights it was fascinating, it was way off in
the distance, What good is it going to do to reach for a gun or
to goose your car and make it go [aster?”

“About how high up was it when you saw it that close?”

"I'd say a couple of treetops high. You just had to look up
a little, right in [ront of the windshield, and there it was.”

“Could you make out any detail?”

“Well, 1t was bright, and white, with sort of fluorescent
red around the rim. Like a big light bulb, the way the white
part of it shone. It might have been more whitish-yellow, the
main part of the thing was."

“What about the shape?”

“It wasn't fAat, but it wasn't round either. Not oval like
an egg, but it was oval—not quite as oval as an egg. You could
tell 1t wasn’t round, bur it wasn't square and it wasn't flat.
It was a funny shape.”

"Where was the red?' ] asked. 1 was continuing to ask the
same question more than once, as a double check on accuracy.

"On the outside of it. Around the rim. And Tl tell you
this much—I don't particularly care about s€eing it that close
anymore.”

The men chuckled. Meredith reacted quickly.

“By God, you guys laugh!” she said. "But wait until you see
it up closet And Il also say this: I absolutely refuse to drive
alone at night anymore.”

Kimball and I were silent on the first part of the drive back
to Exeter. Finally 1 spoke.

“Now what do you think?" I asked.

Kimball just shook his head. ) .

“I certainly never expecied to run into 50 mMany re¢poTls, W
days in a vow,” said Kimball.

“All these things that keep repeating themsclves,” I said.
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"y the power lines,” said Kimball. “Both Fremout and
- Exeter.” :

"How many people have had the damn things come right at
their cays?”

“Let’s see,” said Kimball, He was driving slowly because the
fog was still rather thick. *“There's the woman that Bertrand re-
ported on the 101 bypass. There's Mrs. Pearce, down on the
Exeter-Hampton line. There's the two young fellows the Hamip-
ton police took to the Coast Guard station. Muscarello, he wasn't
in a car, but he had to dive down on the road to get away from
it. Actually, it came right at Bertrand, too, wouldn't you say?
When he was out on the feld with the kide”

“Well," I said, "he started to pull his gun on it.”

“That's close enough,” said Kimball.

Before leaving Lxeter, I made a point of visiting Norman
Muscareilo’s mother. She is Muscarello’s mother from a pre
vious marriage and her name now is Mrs. Doloves Gazda. She
lived in a modest but spotless apartment on Fronc Streec in
Exeter, abour a mile out from the center of town. An out-
door wooden staivway with a small landing on the top led to
the door, and she sac me at the kitchen wable for a cup of coffee.
She was younglooking and trim, barely old enough, I thought,
to have an 18-year-old son. : )

Do you want me to tell you something interesting?” she said
as she poured the coffee. “When this whole thing scarted, T
told my son I really conldn’t believe him. He had been our all
" might, and he came walking into the house at’about 4 in the
morning. I was really concerned and very upset. You sce, he'd
sold his car because he was going into the Navy in a few weeks,
so he hicchhiked all the way 1o Amesbury to see this friend,
and that's how the whole thing started. Well, of course, I could
hardly believe this fantastic story, but when theé two potice offi-
cers told me what they went through, T knew that all three of
them couldn’t be pulling my leg.

“Now my son says it was as big as a house, and that's aboux
the description of it when some friends of mine saw it over the
hospital. And then oné night I went down with these friends
on Route B8. I hadn't had any luck on several nights when I
went with Norman. But this night, we weren't there more than
10 minutes when ail of a sudden this thing, you couldn't sce
what it was shaped like, came out from behind some trees, like
if it was just parked and rose. Now I describe it as being beau-
tiful. 1t went right along the top of the irees, oh, several hundred
yards away. It was hard to tell che distance. It was huge, it
looked awful hig even from that [ur away. What it looked like
to me. there were lights on the bottom going around it like
pinwleels. Red ones. And it was very bright and it was beaun-
tiful. Since then, I've seen it right over the house here. And the
other night, the whole neighborhood was shook up. I could
see it right here from the landing. And I went and told all
the neighbors and they all saw it with me. It was very low, and
spinning like always, with these red lights. S0 a few minutes
later, an airplane came over and made u circle around it. And
darned if that thing didn't just wurn around and take off like
a buller”

It was nearly 2 in the afiernoon on October 23 when 1
checked out of the Inn and began driving toward my home in
Connecticut. I had to admit my head was spinning. For nearly
tour days I had been talking to everyday people who were dis-
cussing in infinice detail what might become the most important
news story in history. But why hadn’t it ‘broken? What was
holding it back?

[ had talked with and interviewed, either singly or in groups,
nearly 60 people. I had nearly 20 hours of tape recordings.

Driving along the broad, straight superhighway toward Bos-
ton, 1 tried to summarize in my own mind just what specific
conclusions could be drawn from these long and invelved days
in and around Exeter. What had I been able to gather that was
iirrefutable evidence?

First, it was unconestably true that Unidentified Flying Ob-
jects had heen reported and verified in foany cases by more
than one reputable person at regular intervals over a wide area
of southern New Hampshire. ‘

Second, it was uncontestably true that the reports were com-
ing in very frequently. ]

Third, it was uncontestably true that many reparts indicated
the objects sighted over. near and along high-power electrical
transmission lines, although sightings were not confined to such
locations. :
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cuwiu, o was uncontestably true—to Kimball and me, ac
least—that we had seen an object that could not be identified
as any known aircraft in existence, '

Yifth, ir was uncontestably true that some people were in ac-
tual shock or hysteria as a result of extremely low-lcvel en-
counters with these objects.

The tape recorder was beside me in the front seat of the car
as I circumvented Boston on Route 128 and condinuced afong the
Massachusetts Turnpike. I picked up the microphone and began
dictating a memo to my agenc and editors in an attempt to give
them a brief picture of the progress of the research o date. T in-
dicated that I could not understand why some kind of major
newsbreak should not be forthicoming oa this subject in the light
of the material 1 had gathered. '

“I say this after several days of intensive research in Exeter,
in which 1 interviewed nearly 60 people and tzpe-recorded hours
of testimony,” the memo began. Then it continued:

The people who have given this testimony have been checked
out as far as character and reliability are concerned. For the
most part I would say that their judgment and capabilities
range from average to beuer than average.

The testimony adds up to chis:

There is overwhelming evidence that UFQ's or "flying saucers”
do exist.

They seem o exist in uncountable numbers,

They move at incredible speeds and in z2erodynamically im-
possible patterns. o

They are reported, checked and verified atmost continuously.

They hover for considerable time. often ar less than tree-
top tevel,

At low altitude, they sometimes assume a domelike shape with
an inner red or white glow. A pattern of red pulsating lights
is frequently abserved. In others a red whirling pattern is re-
ported around the edge.

They are usually absolutely silent, although in soibe cases a
high-frequency hum is heard.

They move almost directly overhead of cars and people, ac
times causing fright and panic.

At least four women, living in widely scparate areas, are
afraid te go out alone at night and they reiuse to do so.

At least four people report extremely large objects, 60 to 80
feet in diameter, rising up silendy from behind trees.

The low altitude movement has been reported to consist of a
yawing, kitelike motion, wobbling in :he air and moving siowly
back and forth, sometimes with a Auttering pattern, like o
leal.

AL umes, it is reporied to throw a brilliant red light glow
which paints_the side of white houses a brilliant red. Tt can
tight up a wide area on the ground around it.

At high altitudes, in some cases, it seems to assume & shape
of a small disk, in the relavionship of a pinhead. (star) 1o &
rennis ball (UFQ).

Reliable, but off-the-record information from the Pease Air
Force Base in Portsmouth indicates frequent radar blips and
fighters are constantly scrambied to pursue these objects. This
information is not official, but it comes from a reliable spurce.

The objects are often reported in the vicinity of high-power
cransmission lines: Some of these locations have been crowded
with cars many nights, with grox;lp sightings sometimes réported.

Wo one has ever becn harmed physically by any of these ob-
jects, although psychological trauma has been evident.

The area covered by the research extends from Hampton.
New Hampshire, on the coast some 20 miles west to Derry, New
Hampshire, near Manchester.

In most interviews, I was able to determine the reasonable
capacity of the respondent to differentiate between a helicop-
ter, balloon, jet, prop plane, planets or stavs. Some sightings
have ‘been described in daylight.

o

5 Qctober 27, I drove from Piwsburgh north some 30
miles to Beaver, Pennsylvania, in a rented car to investigate a
dramatic UFO phaotograph NICAP had sent me. The Beaver
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County Times, an exiremely able newspaper covering a large
popuiation in the Pittsburgh area, had covered the picture
and story in depth, I had learned, and I planned to talk 10
their reporter l?rsr. before interviewing the youthful photo-
grapher directly.

One especially interesting thing had shown up in the picture:
under the upside-down luminous dinner-plate shape was a
whirling halus, 7 misty cloud extending beneath it like a
chostly tail of a kite, which had not beea visible to the naked
eye but which had shown up on the photographic negative
clearly. Since film will pick vp some invisible infrared and
utraviolet light, this might provide a clue to the power source
of the objects.

1 found Tom Schley, a reporeer for the Beaver County Times
who had covered the story, at his desk in the large, modern
building of the paper.

He had plunged into the subject cold, and was as mystified as
1. He was convinged that the 17-year-old James Lucci, who had
wken the picture, was sound and able, an amateur photographer
who often took pictures of the stars and moon as part of his
hobby. His father was a professional photographer for the Air
Mational Guard, and both the [amily and the boy were highly
regarded in the community. At the time of the observation
and the taking of the picture, James Lucci was with his byother.
A third witness, Michael Grove, saw the. UFO from his home
across the road. James was making time exposures of the moon
in the driveway of his home in Brighton Township, Beaver
County, at about 11:30 p.n. A round, thick ebjcct, glowing
brighter than the moon, came into the field of the camera
from over a high, steep hill behind his house. Realizing the
camera must have caught it. Janes closed the shutter quickly,
wound the filmr down for another shot. Before he could get
a third shot, the object dimbed rapidly out of sight.

The entire Lucci family was afraid, as many other people
were, of ridicule and publicity, but [riends persuaded James to
bring the picture 1o the Beaver County Times, where three
photographers supcrimposed negatives and made other tests
which showed the UFO had slowly moved closer, left 1o right,
as described by the witnesses. After a full evaluation, they
Iabeled the photograph genuine. The boy's character was
vouched for by the chief of police, Brighton Township, the
high school principal, and Beaver County police.

With reporter Schiey's help, 1 was able to catch two of the
photographers on the newspaper who had made the examjna-
tion of the Lucci negatives, Harry Frye and Birdie Shunk. We
joined them in the cafeteria.

“How do you go about checking out the negatives?' 1 asked.

“The only way,” said Frye, “is 1o make completely sure that
there's no double exposure involved, or anything like that, If
the negacive is faked by a double exposure you have overlap-
ping images. Now I studied the negatives for considerable time
und I don't think they could possibly have been double-ex-
posed. Everybody else in the department agreed on this”

“It wasn't a lens-refection [reak in the development, either,”
Shunk added. “We examined the negatives thoroughly for thal
possibility.

“"After we all had studied them, we couldn't help but come to
the conclusion that the image was a definite picture. There was
no other way ic could have been done.”

"How did you go abour matching up the two negatives?” T
asked.

"Well,” said TFrye, "we put the two mnegatives, (wo separate
exposures, we put them together and lined up the wees, the
horizon line, the moon, and other things that were in both nega-
tives. And you could see where the object had moved across the
film. From my judgment, the object had moved from a position
closer to the camcra ro 2 position a little farther away and
across.”

“And that would have been difficult to fake?”

“It would be, yes,” said Shunk. "I would be difficult to fake
it in another way—to put something up there and photograph
it, and sii)l ger the things that are seen in the background.
Just abouc impossible. I'd say. You also noticed that tail of
niist coming down from the object.” ‘

“That wasn't seen by the naked eye,” I said. “What sort of
Lhi?g does a film pick up that the eye doesn't? Infrared? Ulura-
violer?”

“Ultraviolet will appear on a film and not to the eye,” said
Frye. “1t would tend to produce a white image.”

“Then is there a possibility that these rays ¢oming down

from the object could be uliraviolety”

“Well,” said Frye, "this is something I couldn't answer, It
could be, and it could be also something else. There is a lot
of light cutside of the visible spectrum that you can photo-
graph.”

“How about infrared?” 1 asked,

“Thar will also phorograph on 2 plate to a certain exwent,
especially with certain film.”

“We discussed ways that the picture could have been faked,”
said Shunk, “and we couldn’t come up with a logical way you
could do it.”

"In other words,” said Frye, “if somebody asked us o go out
and duplicate this picture, we would find it impossible.”

1 thanked Schley and the photographers for their informa-
tion and then left to see James Lucci and his brother John to
reenact the way the photograph was taken, and to see what other
information I could pick up in their neighborhood.

James Lucci was quiet, soft-spoken and shy. His brother
John was 20, three years older. He was a student at Geneva
College nearby. Both were articulate and friendly. The Lucc
house nestled ac the bottom of a steep hill, so typical of western
Pennsylvania. 1 got both boys to take me to the exact spot
where their camera had been set. It was in the gravel driveway,
directly beside the house, and we stood there, looking up at
an angle toward the hill. The trees stood out sharply in sil-
houette against the sky, the same tree line which had showed
up in the pictures.

I asked James Lucci to peint out the exact spot where the
object was when the picture was taken.

He pointed o0 the high ridge, at about a 45-degrec angle
from where we were standing.

I locked up, following the direction of his finger, and caught
my breath. .

For immediately below the part of the sky he indicated were
the sweeping wires of a high-power transmission line, extend-
ing from a tower on top of the ridge and stringing across the
valley to the next hill. Tv was Exeter all over again, this time
with a striking photograph to go with it.

I returned to Exeter on October 31. On the following morn-
ing, I followed up half-a-dozen leads by t;'thon.e: they were in-
teresting mainty because they indicated the high frequency of
sightings in the arca. )

At noon, 1 stopped by the power plant on Drinkwater Road
in Exeter and spoke to a couple of the engineers for the Exeter
and Hampton Electric Company. They had heard many stories
about UFQO’s but had not becn aware that so many people were
reporting them above or near power lines. They were intrigued
with the idea, though, and planned to investigate it. They
said that high-voltage power lines do create an electromag-
netic field, and that if the objeats had any kind of affinity for
electromagnetic fields, the power lines would be an obvious
attraction. There had been no unusual voltage losses reported
on the meters, bue, they added, it would be possible for an ob-
ject to eater an electromagnetic field without aftecung the
voltage,

In midafternoon, I went o Officer Bertrand’'s house to get
his reaction to a story the Pentagon had released to the local .
papers about his and Officer Hunt's sighting. It was such a
garbled distortion of facts that I could not understand how the
Pentagon could release it. Later, an officer at the Pease Air
TForce Base told me he was “shocked at the Pentagon's stupidity.”

With a2 Washington, D.C., dateline of October 27, 1965, the
news story read: _

I The Pentagon believes that, after intensive investigation,
it has come up with a natural explanation of the UFO sightings
in Exeter, New Hampshire, on September 3.

A spokesman said the several reports stemmed from “mul-
tiple objects in the area,” by which they mean a high-altitude
Strategic Air Command exercise out of Westover, Mass., was
going on at the time in the area.

A second jmportane factor was what is called & “weather in-
version” wherein a layer of cold air is wapped between warm
layers.

The Pentagon spokesman said this natural phenomenon
causes stars and planets to dance and twinkle.

The spokesman said, “We believe what the people saw that
night was stars and planets in unusual formations.”

I was confident that no one, including the Air Force, had in-
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vestigated this sighting in greater detail than 1 naa. swnaia
more, the release was a direct slam at both Berirand and Hunt
and their capacity to distinguish between “stars and planets”
and an enormous, silent craft which had brought Bertrand al-
most to the point of pulling his gun. I had spent part of two
nights patrolling with Bertrand and Hunt, and had come to
respect them and their jobs. For the Pentagon to ascribe their
sighting to either “high-altirude exercises”.or "'stars and planets
in vnusual formations”™ was patently absurd. If anything, it
could only lead eventually to the embarrassment of the Penta-
on.
8 Bertrand was very calm about it. “If they want to turn out
ridiculous statements like that,” he said, “that’s their business.

- I know what I saw. They don't. And of course I can’t accept

what they say there. I know for sure it had fothing to do with
the weather: I know for sure this was a craft, ahd it was not any
plane in existence. I know for sure it was not more than a hun-

- dred feet off the ground. I'm not saying ic’s something from

outer space. I'm saying I don't know what it was, and from this
newspaper story they've released, I know damn well they don't
either. I know it didn’t have any wings, and I know it wasn't a
helicopter. Or no balloon, or anything of that sort. It's abso-

. lutely stupid of them to release something like that.”

rather extensive random survey in the Exeter area
brought many more stories to light. Most impressive were the
off-the-record accounts by the military:

—A Coastguardsman from New Hampshire told me that al-
though his station would never release any official information,
he was on watch one night when an enormous reddish-orange
disk moved slowly up the beach, not more than 15 feet above
it. He confessed that he was so shocked by the sight that he wen:
into the radio shack and cosed the door.

- —From an Air Force pilot I learned that pilots had been or-
dered to shaot at any UFO they came across in an effort to bring
them down. But he said that they were apparently invulnerable
and that they were capable of outmaneuvering any aircraft the
Air Force had. He said that he simply ignored the orders to fire
on such objects, since he felt personally it would be better not
to alienate.them.

—A military radar operator reported that a UFO came di-
rectly toward the base, was clocked both visually and on the
radarscope. It seemed as if it were brazenly going to land at the
base.. But instead of landing, it hovered over the base. The offi-
cer of the day was notified, and he put a telescope on the object.
As he watched, it suddenty accelerated to a speed of over 800
miles an hour, as clocked on the radarscope. It disappeared
within a minute. ‘

—A brillianc orange object landed directly off the edge of one
of the runways at the Pease Air Force Base, illuminating a wide
area where ‘many of the Air Force officers and their families
lived, according to a member of a high-ranking officer’s family.
Some wives reported that the light was so bright that they
thought it was morning; one actually started to get dressed until
she realized it was still in the middle of the night. Phone calls
swamped the switchboard at the air base, and eventually the
base was cut off by the commander from outside communication.
The fire unit of the base was dispatched to the end of the run-
way a3 the object took off and disappeared at an unclocked
speed.. ‘

P--I was given several more reports about the constant scram-
bling of jet fighters after the strange object when radar sight-
ings had been made in concert with visual sightings.

—Constant radar reports were being made at the Portsmouth
Navy Base. In one instance, an object hovered over a water
tower-at the base before taking off at-incredibly fasc speed. It
was checked both visuzlly and by radar.

—One highly qualified officer at the Pease Air Force Base told
me that he had been skeptical about UFO's before he had been
assigned to the command at Portsmouth. He was no longer
skeptical at all. At lease 15 pilots at the base felt the same way,

—=Two additional officers of the air base told me that they
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the Bertrand and Hunt case in Exeter. They said it was 50 un-

believable in the light of what local authorities knew, that it

could make the Pentagon a laughingstock. They said in no un-

%ertain terms that the report was severely damaging to the Air
orce.

Although none of the personnel supplying this information
cn be identified, for their own_ protection, these reports are
no less real than any of the other information I put directly on
the tapes. In fact, in view of the position of these people, the
stories reinforced the thesis that UFO's not only existed, but
were beyond the capacity of the military to-deal wich them. This
impotence, of course, might be the underlying reason why the
government was carrying out its ostrichlike program of non-
recognition. The public has a naive and childlike faith in the
military, and anything admittedly beyond its control might
shatter this faith forever.

I was not able to talk to Norman Muscarello until several
weeks later, when he came back to Exeter on leave from the
Navy. But the interview with him was strangely anticlimatic.
The recorded tapes of Officer Bertrand, Officer Hunt, his
mother, Officer Toland and othefs so surrounded the incident
in detail that Muscarello’s story was simply a total but neces-
sary confirmation of everything which had happened on that
predawn morning of September 3. It coincided almost cxactly
with the description given by officers Bertrand and Hunt. He
demonstrated how he had dropped down on the shoulder of
the road to keep away from the object when it came toward
him. The interview with him completed the cycle of the original
incident at Exeter, which had set into motion such a long and
ardupus period of research.

On Monday, November 8, I was in Exeter with two compan-
ions, an editor and 2 photographer from a national magazine.
We were there to recheck some of my carlier interviews. We
covered Mrs. Hale, Mrs. Gazda, the entiré community in.the
area of the Pearce home, the police, Ron Smith, Bessie's Lunch,
the Jalbert place by the power lines in Fremont and Chief
Bolduc and his family in the same neighborhood. In reviewing
their sightings with them, it was interesting to note that the
descriptions remained basically the same as when they had given
them to me a few weeks previously.

At the Bolduc house, Jesse Bolduc had joined the ranks of
the observers since the vime I had first talked to him. He con-
fessed that he no longer laughed at his wife, and admitted thac
he had to eat his own words.

At the Jalbert home, the entire family reported continued
sightings, and both Joseph Jalbert and his mother recounted
a most 1nteresting observarion which had happened since I had
first met them.

Joseph had recently noticed a reddish, cigar-shaped object
in the sky, high over the power lines. It hovered there moton-
less for several minutés—exactly how many he did not know
because he was so absorbed with watching it. After a consider-
able length of time, a reddish-orange disk emerged apparently
from inside the object, and began a slow, erratic descent down
toward the power lines. As it reached a point within a quarter
mile of them, it leveled off, then moved over the wires until
it reached a point several hundred feet away. It then descended
slowly until it was only a few feet above the lines. Then a sil-
very, pipelike object came down from the base of the disk and
actually touched the lines, remaining there for a minute or so.

The protrusion then slowly retracted into the body of the
object, and it took off at considerable speed—exactly how fast.
Joseph could not estimate—and then rejoined the reddish-cigar-
shaped object and disappeared inside it.

Joseph's mother had not seen this but had observed a similar
occurrence some 20 miles away, near Manchester. The only
dilerence in their descriptions was.that the protrusion extend-
ing down from-the object she observed was reddish rather than
silver colored. Joseph was very reluctant to bring this sighting
up. His younger brother had prodded him into telling abour it,
and when we asked him why he was so hesitant, he told us that
the whole thing looked too scary and he didn't like to talk about
it. “It’s the first time I've ever seen one of these things touch
anything,” he said, "and it happened so near to me that I really
tried to put it out of my mind.”

By Tuesday, November 9, I was ready to close out the re-
search and begin the long job of trying to correlate all the tapes
and notes. Several more reports of sightings were brought tw
our attention that morning, but most proved to be repetitive,
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and I could see no.reason for extensive interviews: I-met my
companions back at the motor inn in Hampton for dinner. It
was & cald, sparkling clear night, with a brillian¢ hunter's moon,
and the huge fireplace in the dining room was a welcome sight.
We met at about 5:30, and as I was leaving my room, I noticed
that the electric lights flickered, faitered for a few seconds, and
then eame on brightly again. 1 thought nothing of i1, went on
into the dining room. My friends were waiting for me in a
boeth. We ordered Martinis and prepared to relax.

As the waitress brought the drinks, she had a broad smile on
her face. She had been helpful in the past in supplying the
names of people she had heard about who had sighted objects,
and was interested in the story as it developed.

"I suppose this is all your fauly,” she said, putting the Mar-
tinis down on the table.

“What is all our fault?” I asked.

“You mean you haven't heard about it?” she said.

“Heard about what?”

“The blackout. The power failure. All over the east.”

“You're kidding,” I said. The lights in Hampton were blazing
brightly. I did recall, though, the flicker as 1 had left my room.

“It just came irr over the radio int the kitchen,” she said. "New
York, Albany, Boston, Providence, all of Massachuseuts, are ab-
soluiely black. Not a light burning. This is no joke, I mean i

This seemed so incredible that we hardly ook it seriously. I
gat up,went back to the room, and tarned on the television set.

I was startled to see the news staft of NBC-TV broadeasting
in faint candlelight. The picture was fuzzy and barely discern-
ible. The commentary, of course, confirmed all that the waitress
had told us, and more. I still found it hard o believe. And, of
course, the first thing which crossed my mind was the long
series of UFQ sightings involving the power lines, such as Jo-
seph Jalbcrt's report the cvening before. I forgot completely
about dinner. :

I quickly started pouring through the 203 pages of transcript
of the wape recordings. The words "power lines" or “transmis-
sion lines” appeared on an alarming number of pages. I began
making a notation in the margin of the transcripts wherever a
reference like this was made. There were 73 mentions in various
focations by various people. These included cither the actual
use of the words or reterences to locations near where the power
fines ran. :

I sat glued to the television set, waiting {or some word as to
the cause of the unprecedented failure. The news commentators
were as confused as everybody else. No onc seemed to have any
idea of the cause and never in history had there been a power
blackout of such extent. 1 tried ro phone my home in Connecti-
cut and was told by the operator that the only calls she could
put through were those that were a matter of Iife or death.

The Portsmouth-Exeter arca, we learned, was one of the few
pockets of light in the entire Northeast. I found smali comfort
in that, because 1 thought of the millions of people in the large
cities who must certainly be trapped in cold, dark subways or
jammed, stuffy elevators.

I waited in vain throughout the evening and carly morning
hours for more news but no announcement came which gave
even a clue to the mystery. I ran through the transcripts again,
still noting the phrases and déscriptions referring to the power
lines. Suddenly, the major craphasis of the entire UFO research
—the power lines—was now becoming the focal point of a new
mystery—no less mysterious than the UFO phenomenon I had
been dealing with for weeks,

%he hlackout caused by the failure of the Northeast Power
Grid created one of the biggest mysteries in the history of mod-
ern civilization. Eighty thousand square miles and 36,000,000
people—one-filth of the nation's population—were suddenly
plunged into inexplicable darkness.

There was a curious lack of physical damage: The uiility
companies iooked for something to repair, but rhere was nocn-
ing. Only a few generators were out of action as a result of the
power failure, not a cause. What's more, the utilities were able

Lo resiore service with the .exact same equipment that was
use ut the time of the blackout. What happened that night 1
not ouly far from normal; it was mystifying.

If there had been a mechanical Aaw, a Are, a breakdown
short circuit, a roppling transmission tower, the cause wo
have been quickly and easily detected. Mechanically, howes
the systemn as a whole was in perfect repair before and after
failure.

At 1¢ p.m,, it was announced that the crux of the diffice
lay ac a remote-controlled substation on the Power Authori
transmission lines at Clay, New York, a town 10 miles north
Syracuse. The high-tension 345,000-volt power lines stretch
aver Clay are part of the authority’s “superhighway” of po
distribution, running into Niagara Falls, cast to Utica and s
to New York City.

Niagara Mohawk repairmen who drove out to Clay fov
the substation in apparently perfect order. There were no si
of mechanical failure, fire or destruction. Another report s
IBI investigators and state police 1o the desolate Montezu
Marshes outside of Syracuse, but they found nothing out
order chere.

Something clse happened outside Syracuse, however, wh
was noted briefly in the press,-and ¢hen immediately drop;
without follow-up comment. Weldon Ross, a private pilot :
instructor, was approaching Hancock Field at Syracuse fo
landing. It was at almost the exact moment of the blackouc.
he looked below him, just over the power lines near the €
substation, a huge red ball of brilliant intensicy appeared
was about 100 feet in diameter, Ross told the New York Jour
American. He calculated that the fireball was at the point wi
the New York Power Authority's two 345.000-volt power )i
at the Clay substation pass over the New York Central’s tr:
bewween Lake Oneida and Hancock Field. With Ross wa
student pilot who verified the statement. At precisely the s
moment, Robert C. Walsh, deputy commissioner for the 1
eral Aviation Agency in the Syracuse area, réported that he
the samefphenomenon just a few miles south of Hancock Fi
A rotal of five persons reported the sighting. Although the ]
cral Power Commission immediately said they would inw
gate, ne further word has been given publicly since.

Pilot Ross's sighting took place at 5:15 p.m., at the mom
when the blackout occurred in the Syracuse area. At 5:25 p
a schoolteacher in Holliston, Massachusetts, watched thro
binoculars wich her husband an intense white object in the
moving slowly toward ‘the horizon. At the same time, D:
Hague, a 17-year-old from Holliston reported an identical
ject, moving toward the southwest,

In New York City, simultancounsly with the blackout,
women declared in two separate statements thae they sigl
unusual objects in the sky.

In spite of the lengthy report issued by the FCC, the G
Blackout has still not been adequately explained. Ostensi
backup Relay #0-29 at the Sir Adam Beck generating sta
Quecnston, Ontario, was eventually pinpointed as the so
of the massive [ailure. Bur [urther investigation, hardly n
in the press, showed that nothing in the relay was broken w
it was removed for inspection. In fact, it went back into op
tion normally when power was restored. The line it was
tecting was totally undamaged. “Why did everything go
serk?' Life Magazine asks in an article about the biack
*“Tests on the wayward sensing device have thus far been
avail.”" A later statemenc by Axthur J. Harris, a supervising
gineer of the Ontario Hydreelectric Commission, indic
that the cause was still a mystery. “Alchough the blackout
been traced to the tripping of a circuit breaker at the Sir As
Beck No. 2 plant, ic is practically impossible to pinpoint
initial cause." As late as January 4, 1966, The New York T,
in a fellow-up story indicated a series of questions regare
the prevention of future blackouts. The new item says: *T
questions more or less are related to the cause, still'not fully
devsiood, of last November's blackout.” The italics are our

The Great Northeast Blackout was 2 mystery, but not
more puzzling than what foliowed on its heels. On Noven
16, a seriés of power blackouts hit many parts of Britain. Do
of sections of London were darkened, and telephone oper:
in Folkestone, on the south coast, worked by candlelight.

On November 26, NICAP was advised that power failun
St. Pani, Minnesowa, werg reported by the Northern §
Power Company simultaneous with the appearance of-ob
averhead giving off blue and white flashes just off Highwa



dent on Hogt Avenue reported a "DIUE-GIOWINE WIS us du
house lights and appliances in the area went dead. A motorist
also reported that his car lights and radio went out.

The power company announced that it was unable to deter-
mine the cause of that blackout.

By December 2, sections of two states and Mexico were
plunged into darkness after a widespread power failure in the
Southwest. Juarez, Mexico, was hit, as well as El Paso, Texas,
and Las Cruces and Alaimnogerdo, New Mexico. Authorities were
unable to explain the cause of the trouble.

A few days later, on December 4, portions of east Texas were
knocked out electrically, with 40,000 houses losing power. It
was the third major blackout since the Northeast Grid failed.

By December 26, the mystery was growing deeper. The entire
city of Buenos Aires, and towns as far as 50 miles away, were

plunged into darkness hy a power failure, with hundreds

trapped in subways beneath Buenos Aires’ streets. The cause
was thought to be a single generator.

On the same date, four major cities of south and central Fin-
land were hit by a loss of électrical power attributed to a single
insulator,

One news story on January 13, 1966, is particularly interest-
ing because it received little attention in the press aside from
the Portsmouth, New Hampshire, Ferald of that date, even

though it was an AP release, with an Andover, Maine, dateline:

The Telstar communications satellite tracing station was

| blacked out by a power failure which hit a 75-mile area in west-

ern Franklin County.

Electrical power failed at 4:30 p.m. Wednesday and was re-
stored at 11:20 p.m.

A spokesman for the Central Maine Power Co. blamed the

Eailure on “an apparent equipment failure which somehow cor-

rected itself.”

Noteworthy are two things: 1) The power failure involved a
space satellite, and 2) in this age of science and engineering, the
equipment “somehow corrected itself.” Coupled with the stories
of the numerous other blackouts, it is strange indeed that the
engineers could not Bgure out how it went out—and how the
failure was remedied.

On the following day, an AP story datelined Augusta, Maine,
stated that Chatrman Frederick N. Allen of the Public Utility
Commission indicated that there was no negligence by the two
power companics involved. The Central Maine Power Company
said that the blackout was caused by the failure of a big trans-
former in its Rumford substation.

CMP Vice-President Harold T. Schnurle went on to say that
it had not been determined why the transformer failed or why
it restored itself to service nearly seven hours later.

The relationship of the Unidentified Flying Objects to the
power failures is entirely circumstantial, of course. Both UFQ's
and the Great Blackout still remain unsolved. But stranger yet
is the incapacity of modern science o come up with any kind
of real answer 1o either question. More baffling still is the atti-
tude of the large bulk of the scientific fraternity in presumably
laughing off a phenomenon testified to by hundreds of techni-
cians, other scientists, wirline pilots, military personnel, local
and state police and articulate and reliable citizens.

In the third week in November, a month alter the Pentagon
explanation, officers Bertrand and Hunt jointly received an
undated letter from Wright-Patterson Air Force Base, and
signed by Major Hector Quantaniila, Chief of the Project Blue
Book. It read: .

! Mr. Eugene Bertrand, I
Mr. David R. Hunt

Exeter Police Department
Exeter, New Hampshire
Gentlemen:

The sighting of various unidentified ohjects by you and Mr.
Norman Muscarello was investigated by officials from Pease Air
Force Base, New Hampshire, and their report has been for-
warded to our office at Wright-Patterson Air Force Base. This
sighting at Exeter, New Hampshire, on the night of 2 Septem-
ber has been given considerable publicity through various news
releases and in magazine articles similar to that from the “Sat-
urday Review” of & October, 1965. A portion of this article is
attached for your information. This information was released
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government. As a result of these articles, the Air Force has re-
ceived inquiry as to the cause of this report.

Our investigation ard evaluition of the sighting indicates
a possible association with an 8th Air Force Operation, "Big
Blast.” In addition to aircraft from this operation, there were
five B-47 type aircraft Aying in the area during chis period. Be-
fore 2 final evaloation of your sighting can be made, it is essen-
tial for us to know if gither of you witnessed any aircrafe in
the area during this time period cither independently or in
connection with the objects observed. Since there were many
aircraft in the area, at that time, and there were no reports of
unidentified objects from personnel engaged in this air opera-
tion, we might then assume that the objects observed between

midnight and 2 a.m. might be associated with this military aiv

operation. If, however, these aircrafe were noted by either of
you, then this would tend to eliminate this air operation as a
plausible explanation for the objects observed.

Sincerely,

HECTOR QUINTANILLA, [R., Major, USAF

Chicf, Project Blue Book

1 atch.
Article "Saturday Review” E

Curiously, the letcer was not only undated, but the large
brown envelope in which it was mailed bore no postmark,

The letter referred 1o the sighting as September 2, when of
course it took place on September 3. It also indicated that the
high-altitude exercises were conducted from midnight until 2
a.m., while the police officers encountered the close-range ob-
ject at approximately 3 a.m. But most ironical was the indica-
tion that the case was still in process of “final evaluation,” while
the Pentagon had already released its own “final evaluation”
over a month before the letter arrived.

Officers Bertrand and Hunc replied to the Air Force with
this letter on December 2, 1965:

ECTOR QUINTANILLA, JR., Meajor, USAF
Chief, Projecy Blue Book

Wright Patierson. AFB-

Dayton, Qhic

Dear Sir:

‘We were very glad to get your letter during the third week
in November, because as you might imagine we have been the
subject of considerable ridicule since the Pentagon veleased its
“final evaluation” of our sighting of September 3, 1965. In other

" words, both Ptl. Hunt and myself saw this object at close range,

checked it out with each other, confirmed and recanfirmed the
face that this was not any kind of conventional aircraft, that it
was at an altitude of not more than a couple of hundred feec,
and went to considerable trouble to confirm that the weather
was clear, there was no wind, no chance of weather inversion,
and that what we were seeing was no illusion or military or ci-
vilian craft. We entered this in a complete official police report
as a supplement to the blotter of the moming of September 3
(not September 2, as your letter indicates). Since our job de-
pends on accuracy and an ability to tefl the difterence between
lact and fiction, we were naturally disturbed by the Pentagon
report which attributed the sighting to “multiple high altitude
objects” in the area and “weather inversion.” What is a little
difficult to understand is the fact cthat your lecter {undated} ar-
rived considerably after the Pentagon release. Since your letter
says that you are still in the process of making final evaluation,
it scems that there is an inconsistency here. Oxdinarily, this
wouldn't be too important except for the fact that in a situation
like this we are naturally very retuctant to be considered irre-
sponsible in our official report to the police station.

Since one of us (Ptl. Bertrand) was in the Air-Force for four
years engaged in refueling operations with all kinds of military
aircraft, it was impossible to mistake what we saw for any kind
of military operation, regardless of altitude. It was also defi-
nitely not a helicopter or balloon. Immediately after the object
disappeared, we did see what probably was a B-47 at high aiti-
tude, but it bore no relation at all to the object we saw.

Another fact is that the time of our observation was nearly
an hout after 2 a.m., which would etiminate the 8th Air Force
nperation Big Blast, since as you say this took place between
wmidnight and 2 a.m. Norman Muscarello, who first reported
this ohject before we went to the site, saw it somewhere in the
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vicinity of 2 a.m., but nearly an hour had passed before he got
into the police station, and we went out to the lacation with
him. :

We would both appreciate it very much if you would help
us eliminate the possible conclusion that some people have
made in that we might have a) made up the story, or b) were
incompetent observers. Anything you could do along this line
would be very much appreciated; and I'm sure you can under-
stand the position we're in.

We appreciate the problems the Air Force must have with a
lot of irresponsible reports on this subject, and don’t want 10
cause you any unnecessary trouble. On the other hand, we think
you prabably understand our position.

Thanks very much for your interest,

Sincerely,
PrL. EUGENE BERTRANDS
Pri. Davio
it

Nearly a full month went by, bue the officers received no reply
whatever from Wright-Patterson. Finaily, on December 28, the
officers wrote again:

gﬁ ECTOR QUINTANILLA, Jx., Major, USAF
¥Wright Petterson AFB

Dayeon, Ohio
Dear S

Since we have not heard from you since our leter 10 you of
December 2, we are writing this to request some kind of an-
swer, since we are still upset about what happened after the
Pentagon released its news saying that we have just seen stars
or planets, or high altitude air exercises.

As we mentioned in our letter to you, it conld not have been
the operation "Big Blast” you mention, since the time of our
sighting was nearly an hour alter that excrcise, and it may not
even have becn the same date, since you refer to our sighting
as September 2. Our sighting was on September 3. In addition,
as we mentioned, we are hoth familiar with ali the B-47's and
B-52's and helicoprers and jer ighters which are going over this.
place all the time, On top of that P1il. Bertrand had four years
of refueling experience in the Air Force, and knows regular
aircrafe of all kinds. It is important to remember thav this aaft
we saw wis not more than I00 fect in the air, and it was abso-
lutely silent, with no rush of air from jets or chopper blades
whatever, and it did not have aay wings or wil. It lit up the
entire field, and two nearby houses tirned completely red. [t
stopped, hovered and twned on a dime.

What bothers us most is that many people are thinking that
we were cither lying or not intelligent enough o tell the dif-
ference between what we saw and something ordinary, Three
ather prople saw this snme thing on September 3, and wwo of
them appeared to be in shock from it. This was absolutely noc
a case of mistaken identiry.

We both feel that it's very important for our jobs and our
reputations to get some kind of lercer from you to say that the
story put out by the Peniagon was not true; it could not possi-
bly be, because we were the people who saw this; not the Penca-
gon.

Can you pleasc let us hear (rom you as soon us possible.

Sincerely,
PTr. EucEvE BERTRAN]
PrL. Davio HuNT

In the official Air Force files at Wrighe-Patierson field is othe
information on the case:

sy
» “—In his signed statement w the Air Force investigators, Pa-
trolman Bertrand said: At one time [the lights] came so close,
I fell on the ground and stzrted to draw my gun.” He ulso noted
that the lights were always in line ac about a 60-degree angle,
and when the object moved. the lower lights were always for-
ward of the others.

—In the official Air Force repore of the investdgation by the
Administrative Services Officer of the Pease Air Force Base to
Wright-Patterson, dated Seprember 15, 1965. the following in-
formation was included: fdentifying Information on Observers
(1) Civilian. Norman Muscarello, Age, 18. 20514 Front Streer,
Exeter, N. H. Unempleyed fwill join Navy cn 18 Sepr. '63)
Appears to be reliable. {2) Civilian. Eugene F. Bertrand, |r.
Age, 30. Exeter Police Department. Patrolman, Reliable. (%)
Civilian. David R. Hunr. Age, 28. Exeter Police Department.

Pawrolman. Reliable. :

—In the same official reporr, a statement by Major David H.
Griffin, Base Disaster Control Officer, Commund pitot. “A¢ this
time have been unable to arrive at a probable cause of this
vighting. The three observers seem Lo be stable, veliable persans,
espectally the (wo patrolmen. I viewed the area of the sighuing
and found nothing in the area that could be the probable cause.
Pease AFB had 5 B-47 aircraft llying in the area during this

period but do not believe they had any connection with the.
sighting.” (Our italics)

The difference bewween this report of the actual investigating
officer at Pease ATB, and the one officially released by the Pen:
tagon to the local press on Ocrober 27, is marked and startling.

When 1 leit Exeter, the sightings were still continning, scem-
ingly without letup. In the early months of 1966, while Hunt
and Berurand were still waiting to hear from the Pentagon, as
many as two or three reports a week were being received by
police in the vicinity of the wown, one of which induced a dyed-
in-the-wool skeptic to run to the police station with a Full
account of a UFO viewed by at least seven people,

On Februdry 9, 1966, the Pentagon finally wrote a letter of
apology to Patrolmen Bertrand and Hunu

DEPARTMENT OF THE AR FORCE
b Washington

Office of the Secretary Froruary 9, 1966
Gentlemen:

Based on additional information you submitted 10 our UTQ
investigation office at Wright-Pateerson Air Force Base, Ohio,
we have been unable to identify the object you observed on
September 3, 1966. . . . :

In 19 years of investigating over 10,000 reports of unidenti-
hed Rying objects, the evidence has proved almeost conclusively
that reported aerial phenomena have been objects either cre
ated or set aloft by man, generated by aumospheric conditions,
or caused by celestial bodies or the residue of meteoric activity.

Thank you for reporting your observation to the Air Force
and for your subscquent cooperation regarding the report. |
regret any inconvemence you may have suffered as a resalt.

’ Sincerely, '

/s/ Jonn P. SpavLpiNg

Li. Col.,, USAF

Gleief, Civil Branch
Community Relations Division
Office of information.

—

Mp. LUGENE BERTRAND, JR.
Mr. Davio R. Hunt
Execter Police Department
Exeter, New Hampshire.

|

£ he most logical, but still unprovable, explanation is that
the Unidentified Flying Objects are interplanetary spaceships
under intelligent control. NICAP and others have been sup-
porting this hypothesis for years. lts credibility, however, has
suffered by the support of the crackpot fringe. In spite of this,
the hypothesis remains stronger than any other theory advanced.

The biggest remaining question is the apparent attitude of
government and scientific authorities who have shown no in
dication of setting up a full-scale project either to prove or dis-
prove the existence of UFO’s. Or if they have, the ostensible
paternalistic proteciion of the public is not consistent with
democratic principles. The reaction of those who have experi-
cnced close enconnters with UFQ’s in the Exeter area has been
one of shock, followed by intense curiosity rather than sustained
panic. An unprepared public is far more likely to panic than an
informed one. Truth isn't likely to remain hidden Eorever.

In the light of recent developments, the situation has reached
2 point where it appears to be the duty and responsibility of
che government either to reveal what it knows, or to order a
scientific investigation on a major scale and report the findings
immediately to the public at large. —John G. Fuller



THE EXEYER INCIDENTS

by Jean Fuller

Our contributor, who lives in Texas, is relalively new to the subject of UFOs, having
approached il by way of Dr. Jacques Vallée's books and the FLYING SAUCER
REVIEW. Mrs. Fuller is not related to the author of the book which she analyzes

so brilliantly in her arlicle.

HE correspondence from Aviation Week on the

plasma theoryt, and the FLYING SAUCER REVIEW
editorial on "explanations™?, prompied me 10 take a
second look at [ocident ar Exerer® by John Fuller,
since’ [ understand that Mr. Klass {(of Aviation Week)
used the book 10 help work out his plasma ¢xplanation
of the UFO prablem. Mr. Fuller inierviewed some sixiy
wilnesses before writing his book, and described some
twenty-one of these cases o detail. I have made &
summary of these tweniv-one cascs, and 1 imagine
readers of the ReEviEw mighit b interested in the vesults,

Most of the sightings were made in the vicinity of
Exeter, New Elampshire, in the tate summer and the fall
of 1965.

Muscarcllo Sigliting

September 3. A huge red glowing object was sesn 10 follow
a car prior to he sighting, which occurred around 2 a.m.
when an object 800t wo 900 in diameter dived from the sky
towacds the witngess, backed off, and hovered over a house.
Later, when officers Hunt and Berirand observed it with
Muscarcllo, it was scen 1o rise lrom behind trees. Ong hund-
red fect in 1he air, the lengih of a {ootball Reld away, it was
obscrved as a huge red glow with lights around the rim
which pulsaled ina 5, 4, 3, 2. 1, paltern, When it left, it lew
wwards Hampion, where a badly frightened man only
minutes kater reporied that a Aying savcer came right at him,
Said police officer Bertrand: **In fact, the first reaction i got
was that it was a huge red freball. But then 1 could im-
mediately sec that 11 wasn’t, It was a huge, compact, round
thing, with lights going back and forth,” Said Patrolman
Hunt: . ., it was definitely a cralt—a big ane, . ..

Smith Sighting
September, At poma. 2 whinte glow with a regd Hght was seen
to comc out of the sky and pass over the car Jour times.
About L mile in the atr, larger than a B.52_ Sighting lasted 15
minutes, ended as object “zoomed right off™,

Shipman and Kalozeropoulos Sighting
On a foggy morning al 4 a.m. Lwo boys were badly frighiened
by object which came in from over the ocean, buzzed their
car, and “‘shot off qui of sight”. Sishting investigatcd by
Coast Guard,
Davis Sighting

September. At 2 a.m. witness thought she was obscrving an
aircrall untit one small green light changed 10 a large red
hight “too big for a plane™. Sighted from a hill three miles
d!sian_x, object travelled from south-cast, hovered, changed
direction. Observed fram five 10 cight minutes,

Spinney Sichiing
Septcmber 27. Object seen al 10 a.m. on a clear day one mile
away, nearest approach 200-300 feet. Described as *'definitely
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mclallic”, no wings, no glow, about 30 fi in diameier, 200
ftin the air. 1t flew stowly, hovered, then “weni furigusly of(™
upon departure.

Hale Sighting
QOctober. At 6.25 p.m. witness observed bright, dome-shaped
ebject, (tat underneath, with a tait or fin, twice the size of a
B.47. Came in slowly from over 1he Atlantic, hovered over
the bouse at distance enly three times the height of the
chimney, then left at great speed, Kept in sight nearly twenty
minutes.

Pearce Sightings

1. October, Secn at night at treetop heicht, object with dome,
fing, appearing 10 be of hammered metal and of “enormous
span”. Had small lights all over it red lights around rim, and
square white lights, or ports, on the bottom. Big as a jet, it
hovered § ft 1o 10 ft above the car, ithuminating pavement.
Several witnesses present in car, andd one witness present in
another car, who saw i1 over the first car.

2 July. Object “big as a car™ with bright red lights, scen
havering below treetop level besicde road, 30 {% from witnesses
{2) as they approached, thinking 11 was a wreck, Seen o take
off, .

3. September 17, Ohbject with red, green and whiie lights secn
hovering over hause lor two or three minutes, during which
time its lights wenl o twice as jei passed over, 1o come on
again as planc passed by, Seen o depart, Several witnesses.,
4. October. Seen by a ncighbour of the Pearees. Object with
o while Jights the width of a wingspread crossed the road,
dipped, flew over the car, and went up into the sky.

Healey Sighting
S:]Slembcr. At 6.15 p.m. witness and her busband observed
large. round, red obiect witly several “silvery things hanging
down from i1, Highin the sky at first, it came down towards
power lines, hovered just over them, as plane circled area.
Upon departure it “moved away~last”.

Jalvert Family Sighlings

I. September. At 645 p.m. a bright glowing object lhe
apparent sizc of the full moon, with several silverish things
hanging down from i, was scen in the sky, laler departed |
slowly. 11 was seen lor 30 minutes by the falbert family. It
occurred the same evening as the Healey observazion.

2. September or Ociaber. At 10.45 p.m. an object “as biz as
a car”, with red lights and whitc hights, “like a house window
when s 1it”, came from the end of the power ling in the
distance, going over trees, It was secn Lo go up over & large
urce in its path, .

3. Octaber or November, Reddish, cigar-shaped object seen
in the air, from which cmerged a small reddish disc. Ap-
proaching from a quarier of a milc away to within a few
hundred feet of the wilness, it hovered over power linc,
extended a silvery, pipe-like “protrusion which touched the
wires, remained in contact with them for one minute, and
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several days previousty.

Obscrvatigns 1 and 2 were part of repealed sightings in this

arca. The q'h_mct was said o arnive around 6.45 p.m,, remain

ncarly an ?ur Stayed near power lines, appeared and dis-
Wi

appeared, with small red lighits en lop and botiom, which
Weng on an 1 off. A plane was sometimes scen 1o circle the
Objl..(.‘l as if’ (n pursuit. Scen m unusually clear weather. Of
deparluru tinc:.scs said: “lt poes way up in the sky
finaliy.

Bolduc Sightings

Fall, 1965. Qbject or objects seen several times by Belduc
famlly near jheir house. Appeared football-shaped with
ligh s around middle. Twicc a plane was scen circling when
oh;qct in vicinity. Once cgused photoclectric cell h,n_,hls to go
qut because aof its brilliance.

Lygei Q‘meu

August 8 The Lucci brEthcrs photographed a “saucer’
whigh appcars on the goverof INCIDENT AT EXETER, at
TL3Q p.m., when their gamera was set to photograph the
moon. Largt. white dise- s"lapcd light was secn to come up
over the trees: hovere here and there 50 10 60 L above
power lines. Weather described as misty. In snght anly long
enough for twg phomgrdphs 1o be taken, it “shot straight
up in the aic apd was gane".

v dg Jurca Sighting

August t. Fiye. rmlr:s apay from the Lucci home, only three
nights tater, gt midnight, a huge (60-70 N diameter), hum-
ming, disc- like phipct with brilliant red Vights whirring around
its rim, came Ify from the west, stopped over & neighbour's
house, where “ howvered and moved about, thrc; or four
rooflops high, {'or half an hour. When it lefl it ook ofl
faster than 4 jei”. [n this case the weather was deseribed as
“beautifully's ;}caf

(Thesc twa mﬁpnngs occuried in Beaver, Pennsylvania).

Blodgett Sighting :
Seplember 24, Between 1.30 and 2.00 a.m., an object, red on
top and, glowing on pottom, 100 ft diameter, seen from
witnuss' bedroom window, H"lzy night. Objecl spun, *‘went
zoom—ang it was out of sight™.

Binlzer Siahting
Fall, I965 AL 18.45 p.m. an object was secn approaching from
north- -west, Red green, white lights, silent, ireciop level,
object made **a long, graceful bounce™ i-mile from the wil-
ness. Continucd towards south-east.

Doughty Sighting
Oclober . 1965. Beiween 9 and 9.30 p.m. a lighted object with
red and grecn lights around it was observed statianary in Lthe
sky. Two witnesses stopped car 10 observe it, Object began
e move, dived dircetly at car, causing witnesses (o dcpars
with haste.

Mazelewski Sighting
September 1965, 'Wakened by light at 2 a.mi., witness called
husband. Both observed humming object covered with lights
like a Xmas irce which blinked, hovcnng low over ficld 15
ft from their window. They observed it for 15 minutes.
Wilnesses teft window, noticed that humming had stopped,
looked our to find i1 gone.

Analysis

OfF these 21 sightings I noted the following:
. Size: from “‘as big as a car” to 100 feet in diameter.
Extremely large objects described in seven cases.

EIOW © pescribedt 1n 13 cases.
sighlings.
Michel’s “jellyfish™ described twice. (Probably the same
sighting from different witnesses.)
Colours diffused or object all onc colour: 3 cases.
No description: | case.
3. Two cases describe repeated sightings over a small
area. In the Jalbert case we have “ball lishining™ which
repeatedly appears in the sky and descends to keep a
7 o'clock appointment with power lings on clear nights,
remains over power lincs for onc hour, and zooms off
into the sky when power lines cease o attract it,
4. 1In the Jalbert “cigar” case we have a large “'plasma’
from which a small bit is seen to detach itself, desceng
to the power line, touch i1, presumably find it less attrag-
tive than supposed, return io the sky, and merge wm‘
the targer “plasma’™. :
5. In two cases we have daylight sightings of Iargc:
objects at fairly close range
6. Out of the whole book | counted seven cases in w hig
jets and other aircraft were scrambled to chase “ba l'
lightning™ across the sky.
7. The weather is described in two cases as clear. in tyg
fogey. No mention of any thunderstorm associated w]ii{
any of these sightings.
8. Duration of sightings: rom {-minutc te over qpg
hour. In the Muscarcllo case, the object was scen 3t
different times over a two hour period. In five oth ;‘
cases .the object was kept in view for 15 mmulq
longer.
9. Arrivals and departures: there is mention of ayly
one case (very bricfly, and not dcescribed by origina)
witness) of a sighting described in this'way: There Wis
a big white flash l'rom the thing and it was gone.' Hosy-
ever, this does not necessarily mean that the obj\,g
disintcgrated, and may only indicate rapid dcpﬁrulrc
On the other hand we find:
Approaches from the sky:
over the ocean).
Approaches from over trees: one.
Approaches from over road: one. ’
Approach from over power line in the distance: one,
Witness came upon objeci when it was stationary: 5.|>.
Not indicated: one.
Departure from vicinity of witness described: fifleen,
Witness lefe first: two.
Actual departure not described : four.

Mr. Kilass's s'ugn:csnon that “cornca dischargg”
formed along povwer lings, bccamc detached, and ﬂoatcd
and zipped about; ﬁt}}%.:1 no ‘confirmation in these
reports, whercin the obivct Wwas secn axﬁpmachmg
manoeuvring and deparlmo o y

There is no report in Facident at E\em dcsmubm .
object materializing on power lines And Taiey d:slmcgra;-
ing. And the Jalbert case is the only one in which an
object was described as in actual contact with the bb\\er
lincs.

As you will sce from these accounts, we have “‘ball
lightning™ described as giving the appecarance of: an
aircraft, an auto wreck, an object with square windows
or ports, a red object with silvery cables hanging from it,
and a metailic craft 30 fi. in diameter (definitely a craflt,

Two werc daylight

cleven (two of these fram

l.'.
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was witnarawn. up
_ Moather _of _wi

with lights pulsating ina 5,4,3,2,4,1,2, 3, 4,35
pattern.) There was also an object flat underneath with a
1ail or fin, an object of hammered metal, and an object
with two lights the widih of a wingspread. (One wonders
what scientisis would say il such descriptions of ball
lightning appeared in an encyclopedial).

To me, however, one of the most remarkable things
about this whole series of sightings is this: of the more
than 60 persons interviewed, not one mentioned physical
harm done by the “masses of charged particles™. Not
one person was hurt, not one car damaged, no grass or
forest firgs started, no trees or rooftops set afire by these
huge globs of plasma which were foating around so
freely in Exeter and vicinity for several months in the
fall of 1965. This dangerous phenomenon called ball
lightning, in spite of its durability, great size, and appar-
ent attraction to a varicty of objects, always managed to
stop short of actual contact with environment, while one
on a collision course with a tree was seen 1o oo up over
the trec. .

This bafftement in the face of the explanations is
probably “old hat” to the FLYING SAUCER REVIEW and
its readers, but I am stifl now enough to the ficld to be
bewildered by it. Consistent testimony from so many

would seem to indicate the phenomena was accurately
described. [ am not saying ball lighining cannor show
the appcarance and behaviour described here, but 1 do
believe any explanation based on the **plasma theory™
must account for the features demonsirated in these
accounts, withaut any atiempi 0 minimise or distort
them. Co

One last point—about those *“cloud cigars™ and the
tornado theory. Anyone living close to the “tornado
belt™ of the midwestern U.5.A. would know better than
to compare the awesome but dignified “Type 11" appear-
ancc and bchaviour with the rampaging fury of one of
nature's most terrible spectacles. Whether or not they
touch the ground, tornadoes are not the kind of thing
you just stand and watch! They do not remain stationary
in the sky so that you can watch them for haif an hour,
wondering what they are. You know what they are—
the accompanying ciouds {black), ha#, lighining, and
pois¢ leave little room for doubt. Nor do 1 recall any
news account describing a fall of “angel hair™ in the
wake of a tornado.

NOTES

' Refer to #¥LYING SAUCER REVIEW January)February 1967 p. iv of cover.
* FSR January/Fcbruary 1967
1 John G. Fyller, tnrident o Excier: Pulnam,

JECL then rejoinea larger one In sky, 2

" gimilar ahanaaeae o

-+, Distincl and separate lighls as annnsed ra sinvnlv »



OUTER-SPACE
GHOST STORY

BY JOHN G. FULLER

Was it delusion? Or did more than 60 people living near
Exeter, N. H., actually see huge flying objects resembling
the one shown in the remarkable photograph above?

Police Officers Dawid Huni, lefe,
and Evgene errrand of Exeter,

N, H., joineil Norman Muscarello bock
w? the site where ke had reported

seeing o large, luminous,

Heing vhjrct, They watehed it renppear.

Noraen Muscaeriln, naw in the

Nnuy, says a duege, nirborne

whjars hguered pver Jnrm nenr Exrier,
ihen swemed to puraie Aim,

un the rurly morning of Seplember 3
e wweat io the police for aid

oz

White driving hame with har mother,
Sheron Prarce, 13, of Hamptan, sew a
disklike obfjeet havering beside

their enr. 1t wobbled anil racked arvar
them for minwias. Since then,

they have seen simitar phengaichn,

AT 2:2d a.M. ON September 3, LOGS5,
Norman Muscorelle wolked inn the
Exeter, N. H., police siation, wppns-
eully near shock, Powrelman Reginnlid
‘Tolaml, whu was an dirty at the desk,
helperd him light o, ciparcie halore
Muscrirello was colm enough o 1alk,

He hod becn hitchhiking nomih on
Rouie 150 fram Amesbury, Moss., 10
his home in Exeler, o distance of 12
miles. The traflic was sparse, he said,
and he was loreed 1o walk most of the
way, Alrini 2 aun., when he wes poss-
ing an open field near Kensinglon,
N. M., 1 huge abject came out of the
sky directly toward him. "Thething,”
as he callec i, appeared 10 he B0 10
50 fegt in diameter anil had hritliani,
pulsating cel lghts outlining an ap-
pareny rim. 11 wobbled, yaweed nad
fented wward him, bn nade o
noise whatever, He was alruid 3t was
going to hit bin and proteeted him.
sell by diving imo the shullow shoul-
der of the road,

P objea hucked off slowly wend
hovered disealy over the ool of nne
of the two nearby houses, Finully. 5
backed ol far enough Tor Muoziaralhs
1o make a run Jor one of the houges.
He pounded on the.door, sereamin
No one answered, Althas momem
car cund by, moving towanl Exer.
Muscarcllo ran 1o the middle of tlwe
road, waving his neres framtically, A
miildle-nged couple picked him up,
lovk him into Exeter and droppel
him off a1 the palice station.

vk, he saiil to Talaad, 8 kinw
you don't belicve me. I don’t hinme
vou, Bul you got 1o send somehody
brigk oot there with me?™

Tolarl, impressed by Muscarelln’s
sincerity, ealled Cruiser No. 21, With
in five minutes, Palvotman Fuogeoc
Bertreand pirlled into the station. Aler
be heard Muscarello’s stovy, Her.
trand, an Air Forie relerau with ex-
pericnee in airto-air cclucling
KC-97 1ankers, mentioned anuther
strangze report he hod heard. He had
been crnising ua Route 101, approx.
imatefy two miles from Exuter, abous
an haur carlier. He had come sgross
2 enr parked on the hypass, sl the
womun 8| the wheel Leld him this o
huge and silent airhorne objecs had
traileed her e tha ween ol Epping,
wine miles away, The ahjees had bril-
fiam, faghing rad Huhts, she said,
and kepr within a few (eet of her var.
When she reached the averpass, it
suddenly develaped rercndons speed
nobanirilisseppesred oy thestars.

“I thaught ahe was 5 kook,™ B
trapd told Totand, “3a 1 didu't even
hother to vadin in,”

“This souncls like the thive yuw
Teland asked Muscarello,
“Sournts cxnerly Tike in”

1t wug nearly 3 aan, when Potrol-
winn Bertrand, siill arping w calm

.
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can rdrop her o sole in iy capacity as president of
Match und sav, Dear foan, You have bean selecied
by o highty persunnl process colled Rondnm Sam.
pling to be interviewed extensively fy myself. . ..
 breaks into ingratiaring lnaghier.
V'3ome romanticists compliain that we're tou
mercial,” he says. “But we're not irying o
takethelove o of Inve; we'rejust trying 1o make it
nenye efficient, We supply everything butthespork.”
f\cluﬂ“y‘ computer doving supphu mare, Ae.
=10 Dr, Bewoon R, Sn,dcr. MIT s chief poy.
ist, it acts ns o method that soviety corndones
tor Sntraducing o girl and 2 boy, A buy knows
that the girl has uprmml her willingoess to date
by the act of jaining. | think that's oae of the most
es that il provides, I reduces the
anxiery of the blln«f daic; you know that the gird
wanls lo go aul with someonc roughly ke you.

"However,” watns Dr. Soyder, il this is
token tow serioasiy, amd it beconves inatiztional-
feed, it coultl be seen as a pressure fov a safe, con-
Inrmistic approuchs. In ali velativuships, there is &
needl for the unuxpented; even that which is a Linle
wnxiety Jaden.”

With all the joys and ploys ol compuier dat-
ing, sovial life ot aexually sezregated schonls in the
Ivy League remaires plemty anxiely-laden. At non-
woud schouks tike Yole and Dartmosth, stuclents
tead Jives ol sociel isolniiun, Many wre consumed
by plans tor weckend dates. “We try 10 pack 2
whule week into Friday and Saturday nighi," says
u Princeien gophomore, “If we don’t make sul—if
we doa’t slegp with the givl=the whofe thing’s o
colossal failere.”

Commenis a distinguished New York psyulor
onolysi: vy J.eague siudents are farced 1 behnve
like monk-scholors, When they're frewl on weck-
ends, they sexk erotionnd release. Almest all cof.
lege boys are paychological acdelescents, with an
overpowering noed for campanionship, and hey
sannial e expeuted to bive in setlusion, IS no sur-
prise that scaunl relations ore more and inore
comnon pmong coliege-aged boys and girls.”

“Aldboy colleges.ereate o climate for fan.
tasy,” says Carler Wiseman, n Yale sophomore.
*'Girls become wnreal beings, so on the weekend,
v try 1o foree the reality to it into the {astasy
you've ereated, and it won't work!”

"Gunting datex down here for the weekend is
n tercible waste of time,” savs John de Forem of
Yole, “Howed accommodations for the gsirl, e
puuses, arrangements . . . Irying Lo find o pisf in
the first pluce, That's why Mateh s here oo oy,
Fapprove of it ns a woy Lo mesl people, although
[ have ne Saith in the questionnaire’s nbility
mpntihkc peaple. The machine has no way
z whetlrer or not the gied hias paegza?™

Nut, Wiseman unsisis, © 'I"Iu. ndds of getting
along with n 2ird are heller if she’s been mr:cnm.l
by an lmlpuu.r.Sa)‘ yow'reinterested in Rennissance
anl the machiow gives you o chick whu's in-
teresied ju Rewaissance arl, you've got o busia 10
ikl o, You con'l just go up to aenke girl un the
street aind any, ‘Hello, do you like Bottivelli?'

“he midwinter, is wugh 1w mea o gif o
wwiple uf hundved miles away an any preiext
whatever,” soys a snowbpund Dartmeuth senior.,
“Maieh i 5 great icebreaker; the gitl will at fenst
talk to you if you gufl.”

Even belnre boys teleplione theiv maiches,
most izl bove a tine on them throu-h Jvy-ving
suurces— kipsters a1 hoys’ achools and upoer.class
zitls whu've dated extensively. Litts are passed
threugh the dorms, where gicls pencil nammenty
next ta familiar names: enol; hong up when e
cells; swings; fink.

“AWhat troubles me about all this computer
jazz,” savs o sophomare at Copnectiein Callege,
“is my Teeling that boys don’t fevel v bt “hiny Al
in their questibtnnires, 1 wan hubiest with mine,
but | wonder il avme zuys Gl ot theirs te sec i
they can et a firstvighter.”

“Buys want ong kind of a gick 1o date, but
samenne quile 8i%ren (0 marry.'” anye g Mot
Hotyoke seninr. “Cuys arejust out for a peed ting,
but | don't know nny zirl whe goes an s dare with.
ol sarringe cressing her mmd When rolleuze kids
are toncther, the "lr] thin T ocander whor it
wanhd be like to flr' married fo thic Jrltne?’ and
the boy thinks, *f wonder what it wowlid De iike to
sleep with this girt?* "

“{ don't scc how the questionnaire con pos-
sibly resublt in compotible matches,” eays Elten
Robinson of Connectirut, “Guys don" care about
agtitudes and interesty. They all wunt a blonde with
a great fizure, But il you must fll vt a qur.ﬂian.
naire, 1 think the vne from Condact is hetter,”

She zets no argument from David DeWWan, 22,
the MlT "rallunle swdemt who uwns Coniaet,
Much's ]lrmclp.ﬂ vival in New Englond. *The
Mnatch questionnaire is unbestable |m' wational

“l don't kosw thot Match ond Contact can
really work.” gaiusays Dr. Morris 5. Duvis, astron.
amer and director ol 1he Yale Computer Center.
Uil boly chemisisy can be inputed T the
roinpuler lo stimulale the netval reaciions of wo
persons, 1 have my douMs conuerning the alficacy
ol the method.”

Dr. ter agrues llnal
pred I:l:urn[nuhllly MRurin's

il
cure the nmhnlnln\- af
lation-hip by rema:

Tir 1est 1his theor v ohedtophar Walkay, o sew-
ior an Yale, arganised o dunce for 2000 college Tioys
and girls, who were selecked e rand
by computer and rested belare aod after the da
They spent time with 1 alches. thzn
daotes they “picked op® during the dance's dusip-
mted free period. Poclimizary findingn: Most hadl
most [un with their "pickups.” "H it turus nut that
way,” says Walker, n psychology studenc who is o
greal adnirer of Maich, "it will be becanze o denge
is & unenighl stond, where the enty thing hu
caunts is physical altraction.”

Not everyone hus foith in computers, A the
Universisy of Wiscausin, 1w enterprizing grod.
untu students, Glenn Wainkeld and Michael ﬂnppn-
pory, hove o service enlled ses~Seivntific Fvalus
tinn of Cnmpaliblhly Servite, They offer o short

distribution,” he suys. “Bul in the Northenst, | ean
use a vecabulary that witl he more clfective than 0
would be in the Midwest. Phrases like verbal
Paency and acshetic appreciation sell fay better al
schools like Princeton and Hervord.”

DeWan, a brithiont math ond engineering siu-
dent, does not have an arganization as sprawling
or yuasty us Taer’s, [n [act, Die hins no erzanization
ot all. & fvugnl man, he runs deep in the hloek:
He has no full-lime employees. His office is n room
n his grandparents’ home, near Combridge. He
ses o' Honeywell 200 consputer a1 shree o'clock in
the moening, when the renial is low, fn one dis-
tribution of questionnaires, he drew 11,000 rer
sponscs ot four dollars each.

DeWan has been going aleady with a gird at
Wellesley, so when he orgonized Conlact, they pul
thunsselves 1o the teat. Sure ennugh. the enmputer
matched them. Bud the computer =lsu u\'\l\.'nc(l ber
with an Amlierst boy, who wen her away
very sad,” savs lcWan, “bul it proved i
warks. It Found her a mo re cumpntible puy.”

“Uihink that’s a riot,” says Dr, Suy‘ ir, who
rited DeWan 1o discuss 1he computer project at a
meeting of the MIT paychiarric sioff. ) was a listh:
bit appalled by s J984 overtones, bur was mwch
less cuncerned after we talkerl. Contset provides
students with a chance lo gat over the initinl hurdie
of knowing thet they're not going ta be immedinte.
ly rejeeted, AL their nge, it's often diflicult w0 make
e kirb of samalt talk ahar's so importany 3 the
wnilinl siagns of a relntinnship. My guess is 1hal
compuler-mntihed people ars more able 1 explore
ennfartobly their interesis. 1 1hink ity o useful
sucial mechanism, b it wanld be misused if boya
used it merely to moke o connection o1 a sexunl
good time.”

Glies ire, charge ane dolier, provide ou
and somchow, il works. Says Weisfeld, “We hal
our proudest moment when we were enngratulaterd
for moking SECS a four-letier wyrd,”

Just the same, Tarr fecls the fuiure hetongs
the camputer, He's working on campus installe-
tions of hundreds of special Lypuweiters, all linked
1o o centralizved “mother compuier.™ A bay, typing
his requirements, will receive in secondds the name
of a comparible zith on his campus wha's free thm
night. Tarr is alsa erganizing o traved scrvice, On

sdeck: & iransatlantic  csuise by an ocean Liner

packed with compattbie couples. [ Rejected namyg:
Ship of Fools. Seenc: night. The deck swarh
moonlight. In the shadows, & bmy sings, "Come To
Me, MY Corralates! Buhy.” Below doaks, in (e
salon, u girl murmurs, “How do 1 love thee? Let
e eount the punch ezrds.”)

Tarr olveady has outposts in Mew York. Chis
ilb anat o internan

quirements, the question el Lo aros
duee the prafile of the applivant and the prodile of
theapplicant’sileal dote. Boys have discuverad st
there 13 nore 1o gettiagg the girk of theiv duydrenims
than ardering o blonile, intellizem, wenliby, sex.
wally expericncul wench, They must also try o
guess what kind of buy such o gird would roqusi,
then ilesuribe thumsctves to conforne 1o her datw.
The future suggests itself: A boy answers the e
tions artlelly, A girl does too, The computer whirs,
‘They receive cach other's name. Wreathiessly, they
make o dote. They weet. They step shan. There
they nre: Pliin Jane and S0-50.84l, Twu Hars, ful
they are, alicr all, cxactly alike, und ey Wave leen

Lehed. It is the computer’s noment of triumph.

GENE SHALIY




GHOST STORY roxrsum

The policeman shouted: “I see
the damn thing myself"’

Muscarello, reachel! llu. fiele lviwemn
the twn hotises. The nig s cear,
waless amld i)
witnuk, amd the sturs wure hridliant.
Vaibility was unlinited.

Bertrand packed is
£l Pl #6653, e o
e radia spust n Vubanil
that he i at akl, hat
thai Nuﬂ.'n'cl'l) was stll 50 tense

o that he wa!
on the held with b
{forther. 111 be ot ui the
urwiser e a few minute, ¢

s B0 yon e’y gt an o
raelin, dont worry abam "

Bertraned awd & W watkert
dwn the gopi . Burteaml prab.

the digtanee with his
rids dronme 1he
N where the
Farin were
kepn. They reached the T d sl
v, and Beetrand aried 1o
¢ Muscarello that be n
:seen @ helicopier. Muscarclio
sigtenl that he was fami with al)
Iype of sooventinnal wirczaflt and

s, " wd lii
Th:uk to the ewrral 10 <l
light teward the Ireefine porth

i them, the horses m the Dir
farm began Kicking arl whinny|
Dugs in the mearhy houses hegan
howling. Muscarcllo screumed, L se
it leee t!"

Berirand warned, dooked wwand
1l trews heyord the corral, iaing
up slowly tram bebind (wn tall pines
was & brillianl, roundiah shjcct. b
wade wo sovnd, ft movel twand
theen like o leaf Quttering froan atre,
wohbling and yawing as it did so.
The entire ares was Iathed in bril-
fiant red light, The white sides ol
Cart Dining's house wrned binwd
red, Bertrand reached Tor his 38,
then thoughi better of it and shoved
whe zun hack in its bolster. Afraid of
nérared vays, he zrabhed Muscarello
and yanked him toward the cruiscr.

Bertrand called Toland at the Fx-
cter station. "My Cod,"” he shouted,
“I sec the dumn shing vvysel[!”

Uniler the hali-prolection of the
vruner roof, Berirnnd il Musca-
rello warehed the object haver. I
was nhoot 100 fecy above them, abow
a foothall-fiehl's distomece awoy, be
ing hack anld jorh on s
axis, still alanjurely silant. The pul.
saking red lights seoned 1o ddim from
lelt 1o right, then from right to left,
5 ; then 1.2.344-5 palier,
I uimul two scecunds lor eagh
le. They found it difficult 1 make
wul o delinite shope hecause: of the
hrilliance of the tights—"Like trying
10 describe a car with il headliglus
voning ac you,” Berwrand said.

Aligr several v Ics, the ohje
n noving slowly castward, 1o
Hampton. Ns moventenn was

38 woor1u

p'\lh.rus “h |I.-m
"I could e g dine,

Uerirand.
Then i wauld slow down.™
As il began e move away, Palm'

Huni says. " Iy wox going fram
:hi, Letween the 1ops ol twe

ukl hear those horses k

arn there, Thoese dogs
. Then it started
ross the 1ops of
the trees, just ahove the irges. It was
couking when it did this. A reeepy
1rye: al bonk, Adrphanea don't du this.
Aflgr it moval out of sight, lowant
Hampton, soward the ogean, we wait.
wl awhile, A B47 came over. You
il tedt the ifference. There was
nn conparison,”

Manents alier the ebjea slid over
e tvees aml out of sight, Tolal
ok 1 call fram an Excler ni
cranr. She wis all excited, says
sl. "Smme man had just called
il she teaced the catl 10 one ol
n owmside booths in Hampton,
aml lse so hysierical he could
hardh k straighr, He told her thay
a lyi aucer came right at him,
lhut helnre he could I'msll he was cut
wil, b nol on the ll'hm'u: amul callel the
Hampton police, amil they notilicd
e Air Foree Pase.”

The Motter of the Hampton Police
Dejitriment envers the story teesely:
- 3, 1965: 3 am. Excter Polive
Dep. repares unident ibel Nying ob.
jectin that area. Units 2,4 and Pease
Air Force Base alered. An 3:17, re-
veived 0 call from Exeter oaperator
wnd Officer Toland, Advistd that a
male subject called and asked for
pulicedepariment, lurtherstating tha
call was i res 2 large, wpidemiilied
Hying shject, but call wes cut oll. Call
reveived from a Hamplon pay phone,
Jocativn unkngwn.”

For days, Bertrand would think
about the ubject he had seen. "The
workd is zoing so dnst that o couldd
he sumething from ouler space. h
makey you wonder. | want 1o kegp
my mimd open, look for o reasnnable
explanation. Bui then, as | look Lack
in my mind again, | wander. When
we wilched i, Dove and toand the
kil trieit to dhsten, 10 hear o molar.
We it everything 10 cheok 3t out.
We weren't helieving our cyes. We
|||5| enuld ‘1 come up wlﬂl an mmswer,
s Pave, "What is that,
¢ elo yon think?" He'l
‘I don't kuow." | have never scen

say,
an oircrale Bike thai before, and 1
ki dainn well they haven't changed
that muech since T was in the servive.”

Li. Waeren Conrell was on the

desk ut 8 a'clock 1that moruing. He
reacl Berlraml’s reporn anet caltedt

nin Hale of Hampeon,

o wewapapir correspondent, reporied o
buge phjest thal foared over her
buckrard 1t gave of) x violet lighs,

Pease Air Force Base to reconfirm
the 1. By une in the allernoon,
Maj. Thomas Grifhin and Li. Alan
Bramet srrived. They wem 10 the
scene of the sighting, intervicwed
Bertrand, Huny anid Muscarelle m
length and retuened 1o the hase with
linfe connnent. By viglilalt, a long
serics ol phone calls b':"nn coming
into the police station, many rom
pruple who had distrusiesd their own
senyes belore the police report.

NTFALL alse marked (he
beginning of a three-week
! by Muscarcllo, his
mother and several fricnds. In the
weeks befure he way due to veyort tu
the Creatl Lakes Noval Training Cen.
ter, he was determinee he would see
the sirange oliject again. During this
period, 1 also hegan o search thal
was (o conilinue I’a; many weeks, My
:;b;ccluc was to bring oul cvery Tact
possible in o single, fimited aren re-
ganling an Unidentified Flying Ob-
jeel, mlnn:mllg. called a vra.

! found Roun Smith, 17, a high-
school senier, unpacking o varion of
chicken snup in the grocery store
whese be works alier schonl.

A few weeks carlier, young
had heen riding oround with his
muther anl his aum, shortly after 11
ptn., not far Iroan the spul where
Muscarclo hacl been hitehhiking.

ATl ol a surlden, 1y nunt told me
1o louk up at the s].y, Smith tolit me.
*“1 stoppuet the cor and louked up. |
saw a red Haht on the top, and the
botiom was white. Aumd it glowed, It
pnssed over the cor onee, and whes it
passed over and got in [rant, it siop-
ped ip midair and went back aver
again, ht was huge. It headed over the
car a third tlime and then took ofl.

VIt seared o
ibeive owarnd
pon it Bur
carfic 1n wy

He retummed 1 the plnc wh
and his inother
the object. "1t was b
It was nvnl, non
disl't make n

a hnmpiing »
H purrs, r\hn-:l <r,
nnldwl |l. lur -dmm 1B

natal have
res, The
weer lln..

gavi me her
2 o'elock .
*“1 was siiting up un sop of T«
Cluk H\ll, and 1 lonked

thought it wis 2 plame, |, .
just a big, huge red
on and off. It sareed wovi
my guesd wias aboul the
It was 100

she southeast

on the 1axi raeli
Lumpany pw
viz shorfwie
tow Spinney

¥y spolial a i

the wi.
Just heard
a Mrs. }lar

snw jl i owas i
tald

hack, 30 | gen a perfe
broad daylizhi. 12 made no neise
whatever, and h seumed 18 be intel.
y puided, b lonkal 4
but i1 was debnitely nu .
‘There were nn openi




GHOST STORY covroiuen

After sightings, some women
were afraid to go out at night

been n K47 or a 3-32 jet—l know
them su well becavse they pass over
here all the time—it would have scared
w (o death at that aftitude. | gucss
it was M} fect oz so in diameter, and
it ¢hanged dircetion with o danlike
motinn. Then it suddenly wek off
at o blinding speed.”

EanwiLE. onother lead

hod come in from Russell

Burbonk, a reporier on the
Boston Clobe. Mrs, Virginie Hale of
Thomsen Raad, Hampton, had re-
cently kepl a UFo in cleas view over @
five- te ten-mioute perind, ac dusk.
Mrs, Hale, a stringer for the UPL
and alocol news correspandent, knew
every convenlinnal llight patiern
the Porismouth nir basc, as wel) a3
those of the enmmercial planes, "1
wos standing by the sink, logking out
lhe kitdhen wiu:luw, abeut 25 nin.
utus afler 6 in the evening. The rea-
sou il canghu my eye was becnuse i
wns bright and because il was peing
slow, very slow. So | sutomaically
figured something was wrong. Then
il stoppod dead over by that house—
abint three times the height of the
chimpey—it just slopped dead. Mow,
you know jour nouules is a long
lime, mul that's why | hesitale 10 say
that, bur U'm pretty sure it was about
that long. § marked my winder here
with a smear [rom my dishwater 30
i could remember where it lined up
with the spat. Suddenly, shis hing
cul back toward the southwesi, com.
ing dirceily back and losing aliitide
fast. it wns guing so last | theught it
wouldl crash. At this point, 1 could
see unelerneath too. It was dome-
shaped and flar underneath. . . .

As | talked 10 policemnen, {axj vper.
atowd, hith-schoe! younpsters and
houscwives in split-level or farm
homes, the other-worldly aspecta of
the sightings nroused sirong curios-
ity after 1he initial shock,

A new lead 100k me to the hawe af
Mrs. Rudy Pearce, on the Excter.
Hampton line. A delegznlion of ncizh.
horing housgwives was wailng for
wic i her living room. Their aceounts
of multiple sightings continued for
over an hoar. Some of thy wownen
werg airnil 1o gu oot alune al night,
“Sume of these things,” said My
Allred Deyo, s
Inng an lsall an hour. Just st there.”

So wany lends hegaw coming in
the police hlouer, Spapiers
and ordinary citizeng that it was im-
jerisible to fotlow chem b up:

s Near Besic’s Lunch, in Fremant,
duozens of cars would gather nighdy
at Lhe basc of the power lines, nlong
which the chjects would hover.

e The lnlbert family, living hesibe
the power lincs, reported conatunt
sightings, dull-nrange disks moving
erratieally along the lines.

® The Chiel of Police of Franam,
along with 0 hotl.dozen memhers of
his Inmily, saw an object hovering
over his house and bara. An owiside
light, eperaicd by a pholoelectric ecll.

wont out when the objert appeared.
& Clharloue McFarland of Sandovwn
stopped her car when & red, round-
islt abjcct come dawn 1the power lines
and headed 1oward her. It hovered,
went up and down and moved arrat-
ically sidewnys.
¢ Mrs. Parker Blodgei, o corre-
spondent of the Haverhil, Mass., Ge-
rette and president of the New Haiap-
shire 1174, 50w a bright orange disk,
“bigger than the moout™ hover jusi
outside her living-room window.
Meanwhile, Norman Muscarella
continued his vigil on Route 150 dur.
ing the thren wecks belore he joioed
the Navy. “He woulil sit all aight
long," says bis mother. “and many
tienes, | joined ne night. utl of
asudden, l spw eIl You conldnt
ace the shape. but it came aul behind
some troes, dike i W was just packed
and just rose up- Nu sound ag all. It
wns ilugc. There were lights en the
bettom zoing areund like pin wheels.™

nceonotp lengthy inlerviews
I with over 60 peaple. From

the tapes, certain common de-
nominators emerged :

Many observers were reluctnnt 1o
reporl their findings becouse of 1he
tear of ridicule.

Most people reporting sighiings
were foniliae with commercial and
military graft, could gven Leli the dil-
ference hetween B-47"s and 13-52° be-
caust o the conatant traflic a1 the
nearby Pease Air Foree Base.

Mlost abeervers reported luminous
<lisk-shaped! objects, either white vr
orange, or changing in coler, Mony
neople said they saw the rad pulsal-
ing lighta around the rim, which
olten would speed wp and whirk Some
noted ¢igar-shoped crafts. The phe.
nomenon known as St Elme's lire
was dismissed by experts as au ex-
planation becnuse the ohjects scen
were constantly defined a3 rugtured
craft rather shan fire balls.

Many observers reporied extreme
low-level gncounters, nol more than
lree ov six luel above the groumt,

Muogt reported absolute silence by
the ohjects, utihougle in soine cases o
hi;.{ll-frcqumn;y hum was naoticed.

A Tew potwl the odd hehavior of
auimaly, as weltl as elecirical, izniti
antl brualcas) disturbanges,

tn some 200 pages o wpel Lon.
wripts, 73 mentions were made 1than
Ui urw's were ohserved near or over
high-power rrensmissing lines.

Kone: of this informal
ticularly new 1o Kicap=the
[wvestigations Committee o Acrial
Phenomena iy Washington—the pri-
vately-spongored  organization thar
has been collazing statistics reporicd
vver the past 20 years. But
siva investi n has nal
cused on a gingle area to any me
surable degrec belure.

White dicav pushes its demands
for public ealightenment an the sub-
jecl, the Air Force mainlains un ol-
titatle of almost complete silence. Any

ranrinund

GHOST STORY conriuro

Coastguardsmen seem to
support the witnesses

air bas receiving a UFO report seils
an officer to investigate. The infor
mation is relayed 1o Wright.Pauer-
son Field in Dayton, Ohio, where it
is analyzed by suienlists and toch-
nicians. The report is forwarded to
the Pentagon, which claims that only
7.7 percent of the thousonds of ob-
jects remnnin wnidentificd. The rest
of the cases are useribed to other
rauses such os temperature inversion,
weather balloons, mistaken identity
of plancs, stars, plancts, clouds, cc-
fectinns and su Torth,

it was throngh xrcarthar § learned
thal the amazing UFO piglure shown
unt the first page of this article had
been taken by o youth lub asironemer
in Beaver County, Po.. norhwest of
Piltsburgh, I weny  fmmadiswly 10
western Paancvlvania o investiz
17, the photoyr.
hal an gxcellent schopol revord and
finest possible ¢haracier stand.
ing in his connunity, He was 1aki
n timg expusurg al the moon at 11:30
pm., dn Lhe presence of his brothee
Jalen, a hiolegy major at Gentva Cal-
tege. Both watchetl it for several min-
wes, The picture wns taken with a
Yashica 633, with Alipan 120 film
Tasa 1001, The las opening was
i 1.5, set nt infinity, develuped with
fresh D 76 a1 7) degrees, with ngita-
tion, Four members of the pholo-
wraphic department of the Beaver
Connty Times, a highly respected
area paper, told nre that liu: uggatives
of the two pictures Lucei wnok were
not the resuh of faking nor the re.
sult of photogeaphic aceident.

A canvos of Lucei's neighborhoot

brought out o rash of slories almost
identical 1o 1hose of Excter.

1n early November, | returucd 1o
Exeer 10 gather more vonfirinalion
un the sighiings. A particularly
grophic ong came fram Juseph Jal-
hert, 16, » high-schoul junior with an
excelient schotustic record. His house
is ofmost under the poles supporting
ilie power lines on Roule 107 Onc
evening nt dusk, toward the end of
October, he noticed & redeish cigar-
shaped object high i Lhe sky gl
was slartled to see a smallur reddigh-
nrange disk emerge from it and be-
gin 8 slow descemt 1eward corh, It
ilrew mcarer, Lhea skinunod along the
cer lines and stopped within 1we
dreel Teer of him, just a fow fea

frum the Jdisk il tovched the
v [ remadaed
power Jime For sevoral secomls, then
was retrncted it the disk. It wek
off wward the sky with temendovs
speedh, fownel the cigor-shuperl phjo
aguin, and disappenred inside il
Jesepli's mother, vddly covugh, had
sighted a similar abject on o differ-
et night some 20 miles pway,

Canfiddentinl comments made te me
by coasiguardsmen and milienry in
the oita suppon the Inymen's 1esti-
muny and conliem the reparis of ra-
dar sightings and scrambling by jeu
fighters. Callusion, keax or mistnken
idutiity by se mnany prople seenss im-
pruhable. The continued official
silence surrounding the subject of
UrQ’s seetis as mysterivus as the Fx.
eler alory itself.

END
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Was it delusion? Hoax? Or did
nore. tt an 60 people around
Fxe:e., N.H., actually see fly-
ir.g objects from somewhere?
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walked into the Exeter,
N.H,, police station, apparently near
shock. Patrolman Reginald Toland,
on duty at the desk, helped him light
a cigarette before he was calm
enough 1o talk.

Muscarello had been hicchhiking
north on Route 130 from Amesbury,
Mass., 10 his home in Exeter, a dis-
tance of 12 miles. Traffic was sparse, -
he said, and he was lorced to walk
most of the way. Abaur z a.m., when -
he was passing ‘an open field acar

AVL.. SLlr VAN, a.F. INOIF
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Kensington, N.H,, a huge object
came out of the sky. Brilliant, pul-
sating red lights outlined its rim,
" which appeared 10 be 30 1o go feet
in diameter. The object wobbled,
" yawed and floated directly toward
" him, making no noise whatever,
Afraid that it was going to hit him,
. Muscarello dived off the road.

~ The object backed off slowly and
hovered over the roof of one of two
nearby houses. Finally, it backed off

Y far enough for Muscarello to make a

He

" run for one of the houses,

pounded on the door, screaming, -

No one answered. At that moment,

| acar came by, and Muscarello hailed -
~ . it frantically. A middle-aged couple

picked him up and dropped him off

. at the Exeter police station.

“Look,” he said to Toland, "I
know you don't believe me. I don't
blame you. But you've got to send
* somebody back there with mel”

Impressed by Muscarello’s sincer-
ity, Toland called a cruising patrol
car. Within five minutes, Patrolman
. Eugene Berirand puiled .into the
* station. After hearing Muscarello’s
story, Bertrand reported that about
an hour earlier he had come across a
car parked on a bypass approximate-

o Iy two miles from Exeter. The wom-
- an at the wheel told him that a huge, .

-+ silent, airborne object had trailed her

. [rom the town of Epping, nine miles
' . away. The object had brilliant, flash-

ing red lights, she said, and kept
_ within a few feet of her car. When

* she reached the bypass, it suddenly
picked up iremendous speed and

soon disappeared among the stars.

] thought she was a kook,” Ber-
trand told Toland. “So [ didn't even
bother to radio in.” The object the
wamgn described, Muscarello said,
sounded exactly like what he had
seen.

It was nearly 3 am. when Ber- -

“trand and Muscarello reached the -

field between the two houses. The
moonless night was clear, there was
no wind, and the stars were bril-
liant. Visibility was unlimited.
Berirand pafked his cruiser. He
radioed back to Toland thar Mus-
carello was still so tense that he was
going to walk out on the field with
him to investigate further. As they
walked, Bertrand probed the dis-

‘tance wnh his flashlight. They saw

nathing, and Berirand tricd 10 con-
vince Muscarello that he must have
seen a helicopter. But Muscarello
insisted thac he was familiac with all

"types of conventional aircraft and

would have recognized a helicoprer.

About 100 yards from 'a.: road-
side was a corral, where fzrmer Carl
Dining kept his horses. A. Bertrand
turned his back to the corral to
shine his light toward th: tree t ne
north of them, the hoises began
kicking -and whinnying Dogs in
the nearby houses bega lcnlig.
Muscarello screamed, sqe it 1
see it”

Bertrand turned. Risin 1 u s slowly
from behind two tall pies beyond
the corral was a brilliarr, rjundish
object. Soundless, it moved toward
thern like a leaf Autterin,; rom a
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-tree, wobbling and yawing as it did
so. The eatire arca was -bathed in
brilliane red light. The white sides
of Carl Dining's house turned blood-
red Bertrand reached for his .38,
=acughs better of it and yanked
Mrscarello toward the cruiser. He
- ¢l ed Torand at the Exeter station.

“1 wee the damn thing myself!” he .-

shcuted. | ,
Trom the cruiser, Bertrand and

Muscarello watched the objéct -
kover. It was about 100 feet above

then, vocking back and forth, stiil
absclutely silenr. They found it
difficu!: to make out a definite shape

becaus . of the brilliance of the lighs-

—"Like trying to describz a car com-
ing at you with its headlights on,”
Rertrand said jater.

- After severai minutes, the object

began moving slowly eastward -

toward Hampton.Its movement was
erratic, defying all conventional
aercdynamic paterns. “It darted,”
‘says Bertrand. “It could turn on a
dime.”

As it began to move away, Patrol-
man David Hunt, in another cruiser,

. pulied up. He had heard the radio
conversations between Bertrand and
. Toland. .

"I could see that fluntering move-
ment,” Hunr says. “T could see those
pulsating lights. I could hear horses
kicking out in the barn there. After
the thing moved out of sight, a B47

came over, You could tell the differ-.

ence. ‘There was no comparison.”
Mo._nents after the object slid over

the tre~: and out of sight, Toland,

at the p Jlice station, wok a call from

May
an Exeter night switchboard opera-

. tor. “Some man- had just called her,

so hysterical that he could hardly
tatk straight,” says Toland. “He told--
her that a flying saucer came righe
at him, but before he could finish, he
was qut off. I called the Hamprton
police, and they notified Pease Air
Force Base."

At one o'clock the next afternoon,

"Maj. David Grifin and Lt. Alan -

Brandt arrived in Exeter from Pease.
They went to the scene of the sight-
ing, interviewed Bertrand, Hunt
and Muscarello at length, and re--
turned to the base with lictle com-

“ment. By nightfall, a long series of .-

phone calls was coming into the
Exeter police station, many from
people who had distrusted their own
senses before the police report.

Soon after, I began a search in the
area that was to continue for many

. weeks. My objective was to bring

out every fact possible in a single,
limited area regarding an Unidenti-
fied Flying Object. No such inten-
sive. UFQO investigation had ever
been focused on a single area before,* -
I interviewed Ron Smith, 17, a
high-school senior, who a few weeks
carlier had been driving with his -~

.mother and his aunt, shortly after

11 pam., not far from the spot where -
Muscarello had been hitchhiking,
“All of a sudden, my aunt told
me to look up at the sky,” Smith
told me. "1 stopped the car, looked
up 2and saw an object. It had a red
light on the top, and the bottom was
white. And it glawed. It passed over
the car once, stopped, then went
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hack over again. It didn’t make
much sound, just sort of a humming
noise, like a cat purring.”

Mrs, Virginia Hale, of Thomsen
Road, Hampton, a UP stringer and
a local news correspondent, kept a
UFO in clear view over a 10- to
20-minute period. “I was standing
by the sink, looking out the kitchen
window, about 6:25 in the evening.

It caught my eye because it was
- bright and going very slow. Then it
" stopped dead over by that housc. 1
"marked my window here with 2
" smear from the dishwater 50 1 could
remember where it lined up. Sud-
denly, this thing cut back toward
the southwest, losing altitude so fast
1 thought it would crash. At this
point, I could sce that it was dome-
'shaped and flat underneath.”
At the home of Mrs. Rudy Pearce,
on the Exeter-Hampton line, I met
with a delegation of néighboring
. housewives. Their accounts of multi-
- ple sightings continued for more
. than an hour. Some of the women
©- were afraid to go out alone at
. night. “Some of these things,” said
" Mrs, Alfred Deyo, “sit in the air as
leng as half an hour. Just sit there.”

So many leads began coming in
from the police blotter, newspapers
and ordinary citizens that it was im-
possible to follow them all up. But
1 did record lengthy interviews with
more than 6o people. Certain com-

. mon denominators emerged:

Many observers were reluctant to
report their findings because of the
fear of ridicule.

Most people reporting sightings
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were familiar with commercial ac d
military aircraft because «f 1y o~
stant trafhc at necarby Zease Ar
Force Base.

Most observers reported iu: UNOUS,
disk-shaped objects, eithe - white or
erange, or changing in coivr Many
people said they saw red, ju'sating
lights around the rim.

Most reported absolute silence by

. the ‘objects, although in some cases

a high-frequency hum was heard.
A few noted odd behavior of ani-

.mals, as well as electrical, ignition

and broadcast disturbances.

In some 200 pages of typed tran-
scripts, 73 mentions were made that
the UFO's were observed near or
over high-power transmission lines.

None of this information is par-
ticularly new to NICAP (the Na-
tional Investigations Committee on
Acrial Phenomena, in Washington),
a privately sponsored organization
which has been collating reports
from viewers over the past 20 years

" and pushing demands for public

enlightenment on the subject of pos-
sible interplanetary phenomena.
Any air base receiving a UFQO
report sends an officer to investi-
gate. The information is relayed 1o
Wright-Patterson Ficld in Dayton,
Ohio, where it is analyzed by scien-
tists and rechnicians. The report is .

-forwarded to the Pentagon, which

claims that enly 64 percent of the
thousands of objects sighted remain
unidentificd. The rest of the, cases

- are ascribed to other causes such as

temperature inversion, weather bal-

loons, mistaken identity of planes,
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stars, p.anets, clouds, reflections and
so fofka.

Last November, I returned to Exe--

-er to )ather more confirmation on
he sigltings. A particularly graphic
‘epur - came from Joseph Jalbert, 16,
a tigu-school junior. His house is
ilr ost under the poles supporting

- he power lines on Route 107, One

evering at dusk, toward the end of
Octuber, he noticed a reddish, cigar-
shaped object high in the sky. In a

" moiaent, he saw a smaller, reddish-

crange disk emerge from jt and
slow destent toward earth.
It d ew nearer, then skimmed along
the power.lines and stopped within

the wires. Then, very slowly, a sil-

very, pipe-like extension descended

from the disk untl it touched the
wire. It remained incontact with the
power Jine for several seconds, then

- was retracted into the disk. Finally,

the disk took off toward the sky at
tremendous speed and disappeared
inside the cigar-shaped object again.

Confidential comments made to
me by Coast Guardsmen and mili-
tary men in the area support the Jay-
men's testimony. Collusion, hoax

or mistaken. identity by so many ~ -
.people seems improbable. The con-

tinued official reticence surround-
ing the subject of UFO's seems as
mystcnous as thc Exeter story itself,

"Banner Days
INFURMTED by the catcrwauhng of neig! borhood felines, I leaped from

~ bed one warm evening, snatched up a stick the children had left on the -

porch and dashed outside to pursue the cats. Car lights suddenly spot-
lighted me—barefoot, nightgown fapping, wildly brandishing the stick.
1 skidded to a halt, cmbarrassmcnt changing 10 humiliation as { realized
the sight I made. For there, from the end of the upraiscd stick, Auttered
a small but unmistakable American flag.

Last Memoriar Day, my neighbor's two sons were putting up a flag in

" their yard. An clderly lady, out for her morning stroll, noted that the flag

.had only 48 stars and brought this to their attention, pointing out that it

did not represent the true state of the union. “Oh, that's all right,”-said

the younger lad "My mother doesn't recognize Albama and Mississippi.”
~Contributed by Mn LA Camngmn

%,ax Burden. The taxcs are indeed very heavy, and if those laid by the

gosernment were the only ones, we might casily discharge them. We are

a) d four times as much by our folly; and from these raxes the commis-

smncrs cannot ease or deliver us, —Benjamin Franklin

—Conwribuied by Ruth B, Wood

t» :ed twice as much by our idleness, three times as much by our pride,
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New UFO Photos
Prove Genuine

Mew photographs proving UFOQ reality, analyzed by experts,
may be the most important evidence in the latest wave of world-
wide sightings. One UFO was photographed at an Argentine
Government scientific base, three more by U.S, and foreign
newsmen, and other pictures are being checked.

i Pictiree-of the-BFO-hel B tikenAvg-E-in-Beéave? County, Da.,

were declared genuine by three professional photographers who
examined the negatives. (Signed evaluations given to NICAP in a
five-day on-the-spot investigation,) Because of the close range
(one-faurth mile) these photos have unusual detail.

In the first, the bright spot at the left is the moon. The white
ma$ss under the UFQO, like a double exhaus!, was invisible to
witnesses. (4 NICAP technical adviser suggests the film may
h.ave _recorded a forge-field emanation, a clue to the prOpulsmn )

left in maneuvering over the trees. -

S‘“—: ‘}W" J g !P_ocLC,; (9

In the second photo {same negative) the trailand ‘‘exhaust” are
blacked out to show the disc more clearly.

Following is the detailed report secured by NICAP investiga-
tors:

The streak behind and below the disc 1s believed atrail the UFO /

raced away, badly [nghtened at Over 10ﬂ m.p.h.

back over the. trees,

( August-September, 19 J
UFOs PANIC POLICE,
MOTORISTS

In the last few months, there has been a disturbing increase in
public fear of UFOs. Suddenly confronted with these strange
objects, veteran policemen -- formerly skeptics -- have panicked
and fled. In one case Texas police frankly told the AF they had
-{Copy of- reporr

were found in a state of shock... a truck drwer was terrified
when a UFO came at him head-on... and other observers, here
and abroad, were alarmed by UFO encounters, especiallyat close
range.

We do not wish to add to the fear of UFQs, but the causes
mentioned are already known locally. If such cases continue,
and are not offset by publicizing the thousands of harmless en-
counters, it could seriously add to the probiem of educating the

., Sept. 3/ is a typical example of fear
caused by a c ose y approaching UFO. Around12:30 a:m., Exeter
police, investigating a car parked by a highway, found two women
in a state of near shock. The driver told Officer Eugene Bertrand
they had been chased 12 miles by 2 flying object with 2 brilliant
red glow. Not seeing any strange object, Bertrand reassured the
women and drove off.

Pulsating Lights

Half an hour later, Norman J. Muscaxelln, 18-vear-old Exeter
youth, was walking along Route 130 when a strange, red-lighted
object came over some nearby irees. The almost blinding red
glow came from five extremely bright lights, which pulsated in .
sequence.

Frightened, Muscarello crouched behind a stone wall. The UF0O
stopped and hovered just above 2 house owned by Clyde Rus gll,
of Kensington. Muscarello could see it was larger than the
house -- at least 80-90 feet long. After the UFOQ silently moved
Muscarello ran to_ thenRussell home .and ...

pounded on “thé door. But the Russel‘ls ‘thinking it was “a drunk
refused (o open the door.
About 1:45, Musecarello reached the Exeter Police Station, two
miles from the sighting spot.
(Continued on papge 3, column 1)

BULLETIN

New reports in New England are being investigated as we go to
press.

On Sept, 30, Norwich newspaper photographer Ken Skinner filmed
an unidentified flying object seen maneuvering in the vicinity.
NICAP will attempt te obtain the picture for evaluation.

On Oct. 1, 2 UFO was seen at fairly close range by three men
and a woman near Charlemont, Mass. The witnesses estimated
that at one time the cbject was within 75 to 100 feet from them.
As it moved away toward Thunder Mountain it appeared to climb,
making a right angle turn. Other residents in the area also re-
ported seeing the strange object.

On the night of Oct. 2-3, a UFO which appeared iriangular in

" shape was sighted by a large number of witnasses in Boston, and

outside of the city.
at about 1800 feet, .
On Oct. 4, witnesses reported a UFQ landed on 2 ridee in the

At one point, it was estimated te e hovering
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‘“"He was white with fear and hardly able to talk,’’ Desk Officer
Reginald Toland said later. Muscarello told Toland and Officer
Bertrand the story, and though it seemed incredible, Bertrand
drove him back to the scene in his police cruiser.

Muscarello and the oificer walked into the field where the UFO
had been seen. At first, nothing was visible. Then as Bertrand
pointed his flashlight around Muscarello shouted, and Bertrand
swung around in time to see a large dark object displaying ““a
straight row of extraordinarily bright red pulsating lights.”” The
UFO, coming into the field at tree-top level, changed course
and flew toward them, just clearing a 60-70 foot tree.

Bertrand reached for his revolver, then thought better of it.
Shouting for Muscarello to take cover in the car, he also jumped
into the cruiser, fearing they might be burned by the blinding red
lights clesing in,

As Bertrand radiced for help, he and Muscarelio heard a dog
barking furicusly and horses in a nearbybarn whinnying and kick-
ing their stails.

EXETER, N,H, SEPTEMBER 3, 1965

Brilliant red light pulsed in a smooth sequence:
1-2-34-5-4-3-2-1

taking two seconds to complete a full cycla.

The sequence in which the five lights pulsated -- 1-2-3-4-5-4-
3-2-1°7 gave Officer Bertrand the impression that the UFO was
‘*an intelligently constructed vehicle.”” The brilliance of the
Iights created a halo effect; and at cloge range they were so
blinding he could not look directly at them.

But even though he could not see clearly behind the lights,
their reflection from the UFQ’s body indicated a *‘larpe, dark,
solid object as big as a house.... It seemed compressed as if
it were round or egg-shaped, with definitely no protrusions
like wings, rudder or stabilizer.’’

Officer David R. Hunt arrived from Exeter in time to view the
UFO for about six minutes. By then it was moving away slowly,

Page 3

Review’s ‘‘Trade Winds” column. After Zrcareful check with the
Exeter police, Investigator Fowler and Péase AFB, Fuller wrote
a serious report, including a new statement by Officer Bertrand:

"My brain kept telling me this doesn’t happen—but there it was,
right infront of my eyes. .. ithovered there, about 100 feet away. ..
[- don’t know what it was. All 1 can say is that it was there, and
three of us saw it together.’’

{Mr. Fuller’s report, crediting NICAP, appeared in the Oct. 2
issue of the Saturday Review.)

From an examination of recent fear reports, it appears that
skeptics are the guickest to panic—neople who have accepted of-
ficial denials of UFOs’ existence. Omne such case involved two
Texas lawmen, both graduates of police schools—Chief Deputy
B. E. McCoy and Patrol Deputy Rober! Goode, of Angleton.

By coincidence, this incident occurredonSept, 3, the same night
as the Exeter scare. The following details are from the officers’
signed report to NICAP and a signed copy of their statement to an
AF investigator, Maj. Laurence R. Leach, Jr., 2578 Air Base
Squadron, Ellington AFB, Texas.

After midnight, near Damon inBrazoria County, the two sheriffs
sighted an enormous flying object [rom their patrol car. In the
bright moonlight, they could see it was about 200 feet Jong, 40-50
feet thick at the center, tapering at both ends. It hada brnlhant

. purple light at.one-end;-a-fainter blue-one-at the other.

Sheriff Goode turned the patrol car around, drove back three-
fourths of a mile and stopped. As they were watching through
binoculars, the strange craft came down to 100 {eet, heading
rapidly toward the lighted police car. In the moonlight, the UFQ
cast a huge shadow on the ground, and the officers could see it
moving swiftly toward the highway.

Fifty Yards Away

As it neared them, the brilliant purple light illuminated the
ground and the inside of the car. Sheriff Goode, leaning out the
driver’s side, suddenly felt heat from the approaching UFO. He
hastily started the engine. By this time the huge flying object was
barely 50 yards away.

With understandable panic, the sherifis fled.

""We were traveling at speeds up to 110 miles an hour,** McCoy
told the AF.

When they reached Damon, the lawmen calmed down and decided
to go back.

“We were both scared,’” McCoy irankly admits,
to find out what it was.”’

But when they returned to the area, the UF0's lights began to
shift just as they hadbefore its swift approach. Again, the sherifis
raced away.

*“We figured the object would start coming toward us again,’’
McCoy said in bis AF statement. In describing the UFQ, he said
the body appeared dark gray. There was no sound, nor any trail
visible,

“‘But we wanted

but e saw red lights pulsating In seqliefice "bngﬁter Hhaw head-"
lights at close range.”

Moving on a westward course, the UFO disappeared below the
tree line.

That night, Exeter police notified Pease AFB, and next day an
AF major and a lieutenant interrogated the witnesses. Shortly
afterward, NICAP Investigator Raymond Fowler also interviewed
the policemen. They told him the AF officers showed special
interest in the size and shape of the gbject. The pelicemen also
said the AF men told them:

1, A USAF check revealed no aircraft in the area during the
sighting. 2. Pease AFB had been receiving other UFQ reports
in the New Hampshire area almost nightly for the previous week.

3. There had been a case in late July where a motorist came
upon a UFQ hovering over the road directly in front of his car.

Most interesting of all, the police said the ATF officers asked
them to keep the story from the press to avoid frightening the
public. But the details were already on the police blotter, and it
was too late for secrecy.

Besides the witnesses, Investigator Fowler talked with several
area residents. Most of them seemed more curious than fright-
ened--but they had not had ¢lose-range encounters.

Later, the influential Saturday Review published details of this
cage after NICAP discussed it with John G. Fuller, writer of the

.

Rt Sheritis admitied they Tiad not believed in UFOs pefore.

I've always been skeptical about these. thmg-s," said McCoy.
“1'm not a skeptic any more.’’

Truck drivers, like policemen, are not noted for being easily
scared. But Don Tengpir, a Beatrice, Nebraska trucker, had
moments of sheer terror on the night of August 4, when a flying
disc buzzed him:

1 was en route to Linceln, Nebraska, about 25 miles from
Abilene, Kansas. It was near 1:30 a.m. when all of a sudden the
lights on my truck went out. Then they came back on, then off,
then on again,

““About then, this thing went over my truck with a sizzling or
wind-like blowing sound. It scared hell out of me; it seemed to
almost touch the cab.

1t just swooped down over the road and hovered there, not
maore than 100 feet in front of me. 1 tell you I was standing on
those brakes. It looked like it wasgoing to fall right in the middle
of the road. When it stopped there was another car approaching
from the opposite direction, and it went into the ditch. Later the
other driver told me it looked like a car accident until he got
closer.

‘I don’t know how long-it. was there. I was just too damned
scared to tell time. The*thing looked aroundto me. It was orange

_like the color of a traffic policeman’s jacket, 1 guess it was about



. .
15 feet in diameter, ﬁigybe four to five {eet thick. The edge was
round and there was a-hump or something in the middle, Tt had a
dark spot on it and it might have been a window o1 something.

""The thing raised up a bit and slowly took off, toward the west,
then it headed south. .

Whether witnesses believe in UFOs or not, such experiences
are bound to be alarming, and they have been reported increasingly
in the U.5. and other countries,

Australian Encounter

During the first week of August, two residents of Nedlands, West
Australia jumped from their car, fearing a UFQ was about to hit
it. It was close to 8 p.m., and Dr. Antonin Kukla, formerly a
physician in Europe, and Mrs, Audrey Lawrence were driving
near Carnarvon when a flying object dived toward their headlights.

Dr. Kukla hurriedly stopped and switched ofi the lights. As he
and Mrs, Lawrence ran to the side of the road, the UFO stopped
and hovered above the highway.

"1t was rocking gently,’” Dr. Kukla said later. ‘“And its orange
color as it dived had changed to a fluorescent green glow.”’

The doctor’s bull terrier, usually first out of the car when it
stopped, was crouched in the back seat, hackles up. It refused
to budge.

_ .Dr. Kukla said the object was shapedlikea "Squashed football."”

] had the fear that whatever it was, it was not man-made,” he ~

reported, after the UFO had left the scene.

The sighting appeared partly confirmed by resident Ron Butler,
owner of nearby Mooka Station. Butler said that his entire camp
had been lit up by a greenish glow when ‘*something'’ passed over
it, though he could not be sure of the time.

These are only a few sample cases, There are enough mare
to cause a sober appraisal of the problem,

For years, serious investigators—individuals and groups, in-
cluding NICAP—have said there is no proof of UFO hostility,
that the evidence is strongly against it. We have said this despite
a few head-on passed at planes, three or four near collisions with
airliners, the loss of three AF officers in UFO chases, and other
incidents. With all the thousands of harmless encounters or sight-
ings, it seemed likely these relatively few accidents were the
result of too-close observations or perhaps mechanical failures
or mistakes in control.

The recent NICAP poll (still being analyzed) shows that 90% of
our members are convinced that UFQ landings would not frighten
them. But specific incidents, like the cases already described,
show that most people will be alarmedby sudden close encounters
with UFOs.

Are oificials justified, then, in withholding UFO facts, in trying
to hide landing incidents, as in the Exeter case?

Most of us will agree that fear of the unknown is far worse than
fear of the known—even if it is something frightening. The late
Dr. Carl Jung, noted Swiss analyst and NICAP member, wrote the
director that withholding information on UFOs from the public
would be_the most stupid policy one _could devise, certain to in-
crease fear rather than lessen it.

The indications are that close approaches and landings will keep
on increasing. 1f a large number of UFOs should land at points
around the country, or maneuver at low altitudes over a number
of cities, the reaction could be serious. Millions of people, ac~
customed to thinking of UFOs as jokes, would abruptly realize
they had been deceived, Many would probably suspect that some-
thing ominous had been hidden even if there was not the slightest

~ sign of any hostility.

It is far better to get the truth out in the open and prepare people,
as calmly as possible, for further landingsand close observations,
before some sudden development makes gradual and reasonable
preparation impossible,

- - * *

Members’ opinions and suggestions for solving this problem

will be very much appreciated.
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The Wild Blue Yonder

injormation regarding @ (UFQ) sighting may be released to the

press or the general public . |

Withoul meaning to alarm the
children, we would suggest ever so
cautiously thal another 15 ar 20
‘years will see an explanation for
the common phenomena known as
Unidentified Flying Objects or, to
some, “flying saucers.” The Alr
Force says it is not alarmed. Nei-
ther are we. But the Fact remains
that semething is going on “up
there”, and we rather suspect that
the ‘Air Force knows it.

The latest™ rash “of UFQ Teports—on what™ls“meant-hy-evidence: 1= ——~——

from scientists and others in Asia,
Europe, Latin America and the
Antarctic is really nothing nnusual.
Reputable scientists and equally
reputable nonscientists -have been
watching UFQ’s perform over Eu-
rope, Asia, Latin America, eic., for
many years, One _or two of the
‘earthlings, moreover, were sober zt
the time,

The most perplexing ‘part of this
whele business is not the UFQ re-
ports; UFQ's, whatever they are,
exigt, and it is not unnatural that
people have reported seeing them.
Some have even pholographed

. only if it has been positively identi-
fied as a jamiliar or known object.

—al Forct Reowvisiion Foo-he
them. What is hard to understand
is the aftitude of the Air Force,

* Confronted by a UFO report, the
service immediately begins to
crank out of the wild blue yonder
the same pre-réecorded announce-
ment it has been playing for 20
years: "scratch, scratch, the Air
Forse has no evidence, scratch,
serateh, the Air Force has no evi-
dence . . "1t all depends, of course,

our courts shared the Air Force's
professed suspicion of creditable
wilnesses our jails would be emp-
1y,

But in-another 20 years or so, as
we say, the full story will be told.
By that time, one of these uniden-
tified objectls wili have set down po-
litely beside a Lelevision crew and
had iils image, in living color,
flashed around the world. When
that happens, the second most in-
teresting story of the year will be .
the official Air Force version of
why for 40 years it kept the public
in the dark..

[P SUIE L PP SUY P A S

Several items intended for this issue have had to be held for
the next one, including an interesting discovery of E-M wave
effects on hurman beings and animals; the NASA contradiction of
an AF attemnpt to discredit NICAP’s director, and important cases
in this continuing ‘‘flap’?.

The above is typical of tmany newspaper editors’ and broad-
casters’ forthright statements and refusals to accept official
“‘explanationsg’’,

In the next issue we hope to print the full story of this different
type of flap showing how members of the press suddenly woke up
to the truth.

We have been told by many of them that NICAP and its solid
evidence played a large part in convincing them of UFQ reality.

LOST EDITBRIAL

An editorial headed ‘'Lost! lmportant UF‘O Eudence M was
accidentally left put of the last issue during make-up. Here are
the main points:

We are about to lose mvaluable UFQC evidence. In recent months,
numerows important leads — some confidential — have come to
us from scientists, engineers, pilots and other well-informed
sources. All such leads should be followed up at once. Instead,
dozens still await action because our limited staff is constantly
swamped.

We urgently need at least two more stalf workers, also mod-
erate funds for special field investigations. Some members work
hard to publicize NICAP’s evidence, also to secure new members
and orders for “THE UFO EVIDENCE®', Some have made dona-
tions without which we could not have kept going. (Membership
fees have never covered operations and publishing costs,)

Other members, though strongly interested in solving the
UFO mystery, are mainly ‘‘readers’’. [t would make a tremen-
dous difference if all members would join in the fight. Several
thousand people would then be actively searching for new evi-
dence, backing NICAP in every possible way.

This would inevitably speed the final break. The rewards
could be the most important and {ascinating discoveries in your
lifetime. .

They could be worth the extra efiort.
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Tht A. P. R. Q. Bulletin iy the olfictal copyrighted publication of the Aerial Phenomena Research Organization (A.P.R.Q.], 3910 E. ‘Kleindale Road, Tucson, Arizona, end
is issued evacy ather month to members only. Tha Aarial Phenomena Research Orgazination is a non-profit group dedicated to the eventusl solution of the mystery
of the unidentified abieds which have bren present in the skies for hundreds of yeers. tnquiries regarding membership may be made to the above sddress.
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The Exefer, N. H. Case

A series of sightings at Exeter, New
Hampshire in September are worthy of
ennsiderable space and comment:

At 12:30 a.m. on the 3rd of September
Exeter Police Officer Eugene Bertrand
was on routine patrol on Route 101. Just
cutside of town he came upon a woman
parked alongside the road. He asked if
she needed help and she excitedly told
him that a flying object had chased her
car from LEpping to Exeter, occasionally
diving on it. The object was surrounded
by a red glow, and appeared to be ellip-
tical in shape. Bertrand asked if she
knew where the object was and she
pointed to a bright light on the horizon.
He watched it for a few minutes, re-
assured her, and proceeded on in his
patrol car. He did not take the incident
seripusly, and did nét” get the woman’s
name,

At 2 o’clock Bertrond received a ecall
from headquarters asking him to come
and get a boy whe had reported a UFO
in the area, and investigate. He picked
the boy up, and heard this story: Eight-
een-year-old Norman Muscarelle was
thumbing rides, making his way from
Amesbury, Mass., where he had been
visiting, to his home in. Exeter. He was
on route 150 about 2 miles from Exeter
when an object carrying four or five
bright red lights came from a nearby
woods and maneuvered over the field ad-
jacent to the road. He was approaching
a farm. The boy watched as the object
moved over the Clyde Russel! home and

appeared to be hovering just a few feet -

above the roof. It made no noise, and
scemed to be larger than the house. He
estimated 80-90 feet. Then it moved back

aover the field and disappeared over the
trees. The boy pounded on the door of
the Russell home, shouting that he had
seen a "“flying saucer.” The Russells
woke up but refused to admit him,
thinking he was drunk. Muscarelio gave
up and started down the road to Exeter.
He flagged down a passing automobile
and received a ride to the Exeter Police
Station, where he related his experience.

Officers at the station later reported
that Muscarello was white and shaken
and barely able to talk. They called
Bertrand who took him to the scene.
When they arrived, the object was not
there. They waited for several minutes,

Bertrand radioed headquarters and re-
ported that the object was not there.
The dispatcher suggested that Bertrand
examine. the field before_ returning, so
he and the boy went into the field. As
Bertrand played.his flashlight beam back
and forth aecross the ground, Muscarello
vellad that the object was coming. It
was rising slowly from behind some trees
nearby. Berirand saw the large, dark
object carrying a straight row of bright
red lights which dimmed fram right te
left and left to right, altermately. It
swung toward the two, appearing to
clear a tree which was in the viecinity
of 70 feet tall, and the object then seem-
ed to be only 100 feet from them. Ber-
trand began to draw his gun, but chang-
ed his mind. He and the boy ran to the
cruiser and Bertrand called headquart-
ers. Within a few minutes Officer Hunt
arrived and-the three watched the ob-
ject move away over the trees. It made
noc noise whatsoever.

These are the basic facts surrounding
the three most outstanding sightings in
the Exeter area. Another, related by John
Fuller, columnist with Saturday Review,
in LOOK Magazine, for February 22,
1966, is equally interesting but not cor-
roborated by additional withesses:

According to. Fuller, young Joseph
Jalbert, 16, of Exeter, observed a strange
object one day in late October. Jalbert
is an intelligent boy with a high scho-
lastie record. On the day in question, he
noticed a reddish cigar-shaped object
high in the sky at dusk. A smaller red-
dish-orange disk emerged {rom it and
slowly descended toward the ground. It
appeared to draw nearer, then skimmed
along the power lines and stopped within
two hundred feet (his estimate) of him
just a few feet over the wires. Then a
silvery, pipe-like extension descended
from the object and appeared to touch
ithe wire where it remained for just a
few seconds. It was then drawn up to
the disk again, the disc took off at high

speed, toward the cigar-shqped object,
{See Exeter, page 8)

(Continued from page 7)

and merged with it.

Fuller did not relate what happened
to the cigarshaped object. This sighting
is important, however, in view of the
relationship of the small disc to the
cigar, and the phenomena of the “silver

pipe.” See article on the “Great Black-
out.”
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Twenty years after the By WILL FAY

Incident at Exeter

Still no doubt nowadays in those who sighted UFO

t has been 20 years since Norman Muscarello saw the thing, a big
object with red pulsating lights that bathed in a blood red light a
patch of sprawling farmland in Kensington, sparked a major best-
seller, and now has caused him to live a star-crossed life — at once
. a central character in a history-making UFO sighiing, but faced also
with the sly whispers of the ¢cynics and the nonbelievers.
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" which tells the story of the night of Sept. 3, 1965.
(Democral photo — Fay)

Reginald "“Scratch'' Toland believed Norman Muscarelio eler,”
had seen a8 UFQ enough to send a police cruiser Io the
sita. Here, he holds a copy of the book, “Inckdent t Ex-



“This I'll give you.
I have mixed feel-
ings. I don’t think
anything like this
couid have the same
feeling (20 years lai-

er.) I'm thoroughly }

convinced there are
intetligent beings be-
yond."”

—NORMAN MUSCARELLD

r,'.' ._,.:_ \‘ : ) P
are the signting oe-

Norman Muscareilo in the fleld wh
curred.




it was aboul 2:30 in the
morning on Sepl. 3, 1965 when
Muscarello burst into the Ex-
etes Police slation 10 report a
UFOQ (Unigeniitied Fiying Ob-
je¢1). His decision 1o reporl
whal he had seen, and the
subseguent gecision by Pa-
Italman  Reginald "'Scralch™
Totand to send an Excier Po.
lice cruiser out to the sile 1o
investigale, made hislory,

A manth and a hall aller the
sighling. a wriler named John
Fuller. who worked for |he
Saturday Review in New York
Cily, checked infg the Exeter
Inn on Front Street.

Drawn by the fact thal twa
Exelar Polica ofllcers known
to be compelent had also
seen ''The Thing.”' as Mus.
carelto calls i, Fuller spent
two months here interviewmg
more |han 60 paople who
claimed to have encouneres
the UFQ. He 1lurned 18 to 20
hour days and miles ol lape
recordings into a bestselfing
book calied “imcidemt At Ex-
eler. Unideniitied Flying Ob-
jects Over America Now.'’

Lite, Look, Readers Digest
— ail ol them wrole aboul the
Exeter sighting, nol 1o men-
tion the Asscciated Press.
The New York Times and
olher daily prinl media. It was
hol news and, perhaps, As
Fuller wrote in his book, *“the
biggest newsoreak ol  al
time."’ .

But 20 years have gone by,
Amenca has had much more
o occupy Mself wilh than

UFQ’s and, save lor the per-
lunctory weekly write-up of
"liylng saucar’” sightings n
the supermarkol Lablolds, ons
would be hard pressed to tind
the mass media spending
much time with such phenom-
ena.

To read Fuller's book, to
read the Stalemenis n 1 oof
Exeler Police OHicers Eugene
Bertrang and David Hunt, whe
saw the thing that night o
years ago, il would seem they
would be happy lo talk aboul

i now.

in ihe Dbook, both men
spoke aboul whal they saw
wilh conviclion.

Bertrand says, “1t came up
like il was a big red ball when
1t was slill behind the rees...il
looked like it was waving back
sngd  jorih, And nO  noise.
Thal's whal got me. No
noise,””

Fuller quotes Hunt as say-
ing, "Jusl to \he right ol \he
tug trees. Ihal's when | saw
Ihat liuttering movemenit anag
the pulsaling lights. A little
lowgr., and 4 would have
looked tike it was skimming
Ihe tre@s. Ang it was rochking
ower them. An  atrptane
caulan’l go Inis il il triea. "

Today. however, Hunl. a
North Hamplon Polite cap-
tain, refuses w0 lalk about (he
night of Sept. 3. 1965. his feel-
ings aboul whal he saw, of
even aboul 1ha publicity. good
and bag, that he has had 10
endure over tha years,

"Bertrang, retlred now from

the Exeter police losce. wauld
Aot submit 10 an in-persen in-
1eview. He did 1alk brielly on
the phene. and his words
were a curious mix gl reésigna-
tion ang caution,

“it's just one ol those
Ihings. 1 have no idea what il
was la Lhis day. | haven'l
Ihgughl about il, 1 did a1 firsl,
lor maybe (he first 10 years,”’
Hunt said.

I was younger, | was inno-
cent,”" he said, | was looking
to 1he luture. | Lhink space
was a new thing then. Now il
15871 Nw. il'5 old hat,

1 haven't thought about it, |
uan'l Lthink sboul . | was p
police oilicer and | made a re-
pon.”’

Toland does nol appear to
have any anxielies about lalk-
ing abowt the UFD sighting
here 20 years ago. But Toland
diflers lrom Berirand or Hunl
in Ihat he never went on
record as saying he saw the
thing, only thal he belipved
tha pgople who said they did.

Toland's role in the sighl-
ing. however, was siill signili-
cant.

it was he who lirsi heard she
seemingly bizarre lale irom an
18-year-old Muscarelto some
20 minules aller he had seen
‘the UFC. And it was Totand
who, impressed by Muscarel-
lo's sincerily, decided 1o calt
Bertrand and send him out (o
the lietd just oll Roule 150 in
Kensington 19  check the
young man’s story.

Bertrand, an Air Force vel-
eran, saw nolhing at tirst,
then watked into the middle ol
\he lield. According to Fuller's
book, Muscarello screamed,
1 see il, | see i1, and Ber-
trand lurned and Saw (he
UFOD.

Grabbing Muscarello and
rushing him back t© the cru-
iser — Bertrand would later
tef! Fuller he teared radlation
— Bertrand called into Toland
ang said. "'My God. | see the
damn thing mysell.' Minutes
later, Hunt. who had hearg
Bertrand's report ffom  his
cruiser scanner, rushed o the
scene and also saw the UFO.

Had Toland nol made the
decislon to dispatch Bertrand
to the scene, Muyscarelio
wovuld have hag 10 live the rest
ol his lita “thinking [ was
nuts'* and Fuller, lacking po-
lice conlirmalion. may never
hava come Lo Exeter ang wril-
ten the book that gained
wortd-wide atlentian.,

Toland beliaves '‘absolule-
ly'" in UFO's now, because he
holds Hunl and Berirand in
high esteem. "Da you think
I'd be working with men who
had guns il 1 thought they
were nuis?’’ Toland said.

He also believes there musl
be another lite form oul there.

“There's gotla be some-
thing out there somewhere,”
he said, and the discovery ol
It is only a malter o! time, A

few years_ago_if you _said.. .

you'd sal in your kiving room
and 53w lwo men walk on the
moon on your television sel,
they'd say you were nuts.”

Shih, Toland downplays e~
sighling. "It was no great
event. [l was Just one ol those
things thal crealed a lgi of
publicity and a lat of letters."”

Toland has received many
letters, from Ihird graders io
UFO enthusiasts 1o “'religious
peopla who thaught the eng
of 1ne world is coming anc al
thal stulf,™

He says il is very seldom
thal he, Hunt and Berrand,
who all stilt live in Exvier, pet
legelher ang lalk aboaul the
sighting. _

Tolang i5 not worried what
people say aboul Aim and his
belie! Ibat whal was seen that
nignt was a bona lide UFO,

"It°s never bothared me be-
cause ol the two men that saw
1t thay night. Too meny reliable
pacpla saw il, Il it was just a
kid, then. you'd take Il wiih a
prain of saiv."”

Last week Muscarella geant-
ed only lhe second inlefview
he has given in the last 20
years on whal he saw lhat
night and on how he leels

Vl_abouiilnow. o
Mpscarglip says he

“glammed up'‘ allar the sighi-
ing. granling an Interview only
tecanlly 1o an Exeler Area
High School journalism class
laught by Jerry Robinson.
Aobinson wrole up the inler-
view for the Roekingham Ga-
rette.

Muscarello has turned many
reporiers away, in no uncer-
l1ain terms. Hall-jokingty, ball
serigusly, he demanded 1o be
paid lor 1his interview, He
asked il this reporter wanted
lo know what he had galten
oul ol 1alhing 1o people about
Ihe sighting. 'Noi one red
cenl!” he shovled,

He is bitter thal whiie Fuller
undoubtedly made money
Iram |he “Incident at Exeter,”
he received nothing, even
Ihough it was he, nol the au-
thor, thal has 10 live with the
soclal stigma of publicly an-
noucing he saw a UFQ.

**Do you know how long I've
bean hacklad?'" Muscareto

. said._pacing back and forth fu-

rigugly in the small lving
room ol his Exeter apariment,
Ha mimicked 1he razzing ser-
viceman gave him when hs
enlisted in 1the Unlted Stales
Navy shortly alter the sighting
— "‘Hey. Norman, lhere's 3
Hlying savcer!” — and spal
oul that “pe¢ple always ask
me whai really happened.'

Bul aven though the Irustra.
lign is there, and even theugh
he is bitter, Muscarello can
sound almost poetic about
wihal he saw,

This 'll give you. | have
mixed leelings. } gon’1 think
anylhing like inis could have
the same leeling {20 years lai-
er.) I'm thoroughly convinced
lhare are intelligent beings
beyond. There's something
shere beyond Sur comprehan-
sion, beyond al religion, be-
yond all mathemalics. beyond
all being, beyond a shadow ol
a doubt something s0 powar-
lyl, quiel and serene lhat mo-
body reafizes it's
there." h
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The Exeter, NH/Muscarello Case
Exeter, NH
September 3, 1965

Animal Reaction & Other Features:

Horses spooked, close encounter, multiple witnesses (several police officers), probable radar
confirmation, jet scramble. Nuclear submarine base 17 miles away & SAC base near
Portsmouth.

Richard Hali:

1:30 A.M. While hitchhiking home in the early hours of September 3, teenager Norman
Muscaretlo was terrorized by a large object with four or five bright red lights that
approached from nearby woods and hovered over a field near the road. He went to the
Exeter police station, pale and shaken, and reported the incident. Officer Eugene Bertrand
drove him back to the field to investigate. About an hour earlier Bertrand had come across a
woman parked on Route 101. "She was real upset,” he said, "and told me that a red glowing
object had chased hen" When he was called to investigate Muscarello's report, the earlier
incident caused him to pay attention. At first Bertrand and Muscarello saw nothing, but
when Bertrand flashed a light around the field, a huge dark object with red flashing lights
rose up over the trees, moving back and forth, tilted, and came toward them.

Francis Ridge:

We wish to thank Raymond Fowler for his full investigation of the case for NICAP, and the
case documents provided. We also wish to thank Barry Greenwood for securing them for us.
Also due thanks is New Hampshire school newspaper, SeacoastNH.com for the great
articles revisiting the case.

Full-Scale Investigation by NICAP - Raymond Fowler
Official Documents by Raymond Fowler
Saturday Review, Investigation by John Fuller
Norman Muscarello's "Incident At Exeter” - SeacoastNH . comn
1980 Norman Muscarello Interview - SeacoastNH.com
Officer Eugene Bertrand Interview - Seacoas(NH.com
1980 Officer David Hunt Interview - SeacoastNH.com
Tales of an Exeter-Terrestrial - SeacoastNH.com

NICAP Home Page

http://www nicap.dabsol.co.uk/exeterdir.htm 10/1/2002
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The Exeter, NH/Muscarello Case
September 3, 1965
Exeter, NH

Investigator, Raymond Fowler

Raymond Fowler report:

The alarm clock jolted me out of a sound sleep. [t seemed as if [ had just setat! It was
mighty tempting to just turn over and go back to sleep. I was dead tired, but my conscience
was wide awake and putting in overtime, telling me what a fink I was for not taking the kids
to the zoo. But I slipped out of bed, showered, shaved, ate and was soon on Route 95
heading towards Exeter. To tell the truth, I was really wondering whether I shouldn't have
waited until definite appointments had been set up with the witnesses. No one knew I was
coming, and I had no assurance whatsoever that I would be able to talk to any one of them.
My approach to this case was highly unorthodox. I had made it a personal rule never to send
an investigator to the field without first performing a telephone investigation and setting up
definite witness interviews in advance. In this case, [ had done neither. Here I was, well on
the way, and there was no turning back. I headed directly for the police station. "Who
knows?" I thought, "perhaps Officers Bertrand and Hunt will be on duty and be willing to
talk right now."

The little town of Exeter at 6:40 A M., on Saturday morning, September 11, was dead. It
was still fairly dark, and neither traffic nor pedestrians were to be seen. I parked in front of
the police station, took a deep breath, and strode into the front lobby, trying to look as
official as possible. I dropped my NICAP ID card in front of the semiconscious policeman
hunched over the front desk. He looked up, startled. Before he had a chance to say anything,
I said in the most authoritative tone I could muster, "Good morning, officer, my name 1s
Raymond Fowler. ] represent the National Investigations Committee on Aerial Phenomena
in Washington and have a few questions to ask about a UFO sighting in this area!”

"The National what?" he said.

I then proceeded to tell him about NICAP and our interest in documenting the Exeter case.

http://www.nicap.dabsot.co.uk/fowlerl.htm 10/1/2002
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"Oh," said another officer who had been standing unnoticed on the other side of the room.
"You're with that Major Keyhoe's group.”

I rephied in the affirmative and asked if it would be possibie to talk with Officers Bertrand
and Hunt.

The officer at the desk chuckled. "That's Hunt right there!"

I turned to look at Hunt, who had just turned a shade of red. "Well," I said, "can we sit down
and talk about it?"

"What's there to talk about? It's all in the papers," he cautiously replied.

1 showed him the standard, eight-page Air Force questionnaire and explained that I wanted
him to fill it in and sign it. It took a bit of convincing at first, but he finally agreed to do it.

Officer Hunt explained that he had been called to the UFO sighting area to assist Officer
Bertrand, who had radioed the station for help. Bertrand had gone to a field earlier with a
teenager, Norman Muscarello, to investigate the boy's story that a UFO had chased him.
While walking in the field with Norman, the UFO had suddenly appeared again and made
passes at them. "By the time I got there,” Hunt said, "the object was moving off to the tree
line, performing fantastic maneuvers. It made right-angle turns and sort of floated down like
a failing leaf. Then it took off toward Hampton and chased another guy in a car." Hunt then
gave me directions to Norman Muscarello's house. He said that if T returned to the station at
eight o'clock, he would phone Officer Bertrand and ask him to cooperate with me. I thanked
him and headed off to Muscarello's house.

The house was unlighted when 1 arrived and knocked on the door. Mrs. Muscarello warily
opened the door just a crack and we talked. She would not let me in and seemed very upset
about all the phone calls and publicity. She told me that Norman had left the state and would
not return until September 14, She related to me that both Air Force and Navy officers had
visited to question him. I obtained Norman's account through her and made arrangements to
talk to him personally at a later date. | then retumed to the police station, where Hunt called
Bertrand arid persuaded him to talk with me. Hunt went off duty and I left for Bertrand's
home, whose address, believe it or not, was Pick- pocket Road!

Officer Bertrand invited me in and proceeded to interrogate me! He explained later that he
wanted to assure himself that I wasn't "some kind of a nut." He told me that several days
after the sighting, a man had driven into his yard in a car that had a sign on it reading "UFO
Investigator.”

"Somehow, the guy persuaded me to let him into the house, and he made some real crazy
remarks. He really scared my wife. He told her that perhaps 'they,' the UFQ operators, were
after me!"

"Oh, [ think I know who that was," I said. "Was he a real friendly looking fellow with a bald

head?"

"Yeh, that's what he looked like. When he said that to my wife, that was enough for me.! got
rid of him real fast! You seem to be serious about this, and I'm willing to tell you exactly

http://www.nicap.dabsol.co.uk/fowler1.htm
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what happened but no more. I don't want to speculate about it. If you'll drive me down to the
field where I saw this thing, I'll fill out your forms and talk to you about it."

As we drove to the field, Berirand told me how he had come upon a woman parked in an
automobile on Route 101 about an hour before his own experience.

"I thought she had car trouble, but she was real upset and told me that a red glowing object
had chased her! [ looked around but didn't see anything except a bright star, so I sent her
home. Then, about an hour later, I got a call from the station telling me to report in at once.
A kid had just come into the station all shook up about some object that had chased him."

"What on earth was a kid doing out that time of night?" I asked.

"He was hitchhiking between Amesbury and Exeter along Route 150. He'd been visiting a
girlfriend." Bertrand continued and related to me how he had gone back to the station,
picked up Norman, and brought him back to the field where he had seen the UFQ. "I know
this kid,” he said. "He's real tough. It would take a lot to scare him, but something must have
really scared him. He could hardly hold his cigarette and was as pale as a sheet! Whoops,
slow down. This is the place, right here.”

I turned around and parked at the head of a field that lay between the Clyde Russell and Carl
Dining farms. Bertrand continued his story as we sat in my car.

"Norman and I came out here and 1 parked right about where we are parked right now. We
sat looking for several minutes but didn't see anything unusual. I radioed the station and told
them that there was nothing out here. They asked me to take a walk into the field for a quick
look before coming back in. | felt kind of foolish walking out here on private property after
midnight, looking for a flying saucer!"

Bertrand then suggested that we go out to the field so that he could show me where he and
Norman had been. We got out of the car and strolled into the field toward a corral.

"We walked out about this far," he said "I waved my flashlight back and forth, and then
Norman shouted----'Look out, here it comes!' I swung around and could hardly believe what
I was seeing. There was this huge, dark object as big as that barn over there with red
flashing lights on it. It barely cleared that tree nght there, and it was moving back and
forth."

"What did you guys do when you saw that thing?" 1 asked.

"Well, it seemed to tilt and come right at us. Norman told me later that I was yelling, T'Il
shoot it! I'll shoot it!' I did automatically drop on one knee and drew my service revolver,
but I didn't shoot. I do remember suddenly thinking that it would be unwise to fire at it, s0 I
yelled to Norman to run for the cruiser, but he just froze in his tracks. I practically had to

drag him back!"

"How close was the object to you then?" I asked.

"It seemed to be about one hundred feet up and about one hundred feet away. All I could see
at that point was bright red with sort of a halo effect. I thought we'd be burned alive, but it

http://www.nicap.dabsol.co.uk/fowler].htm 10/1/2002
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gave off no heat and I didn't hear any noise. I called Dave Hunt on the radio. He was already
on his way out here and arrived in just a few minutes. Whatever it was, it must have really
scared the horses in that barn."

"Why do you say that? Did you hear them from here?" I asked.

"Yeh, you could hear them neighing and kicking in their stalls. Even the dogs around here
started howling. When Dave arrived, the three of us just stood there and watched it. It
floated, wobbled, and did things that no plane could do. Then it just darted away over those
trees toward Hampton."

"“What did you do then?" I asked.

"Well, we all returned to the station to write up our report. We'd only been back a short
while when a call came in from the Hampton telephone operator. She told us that she'd just
talked to 2 man who was calling from a phone booth and was very upset. He said that he
was being chased by a flying saucer and that it was still out there! Before she could connect
him with us, the connection was broken. We went out looking for him and even went to the
hospital to see if he'd been brought in there, but we never found out who he was."

As Bertrand and [ walked back toward my car, I was thinking to myself, "This really
happened! He's reliving a real event!” My heart was literally pounding in empathy as we sat
down in the front seat to fill in forms and continue the nterview. I sat there entranced,
wistfully looking at the field while he penciled in answers on the questionnaire. As he
passed me the forms, [ remarked to him, "This one will go down in UFQ history!"

I spent the rest of the moming mterviewing peopi¢ in the general locale. Some had already
been questioned by the Air Force just a week ago. Bertrand had also mentioned these
investigators, who had questioned him and Officer Hunt just a day after the sighting. The
Air Force team had told them to keep quiet about the incident so that it would not get
printed up in the newspapers.

"We told them that it was a bit too late for that,” Bertrand had recounted to me. "A local
reporter was in the station that night and had tipped off the Manchester Union Leader. It
was really funny. We were all standing there talking about what had happened when
someone pointed at the front window. We all jumped! There was this reporter peering
through the glass at us with a helmet and tight jacket on! He had motorcycled all the way up
from Manchester."

I laughed, "Thought the spacemen had landed, huh?"

I finally arrived back home just before three o'clock in the aftemoon, weary and with an
empty stomach. Margaret was worried when I hadn't shown up for dinner, and I had been
too busy to think to call. After gobbling down some warmed-up leftovers, I informed her
rather hesitatingly that we'd have to take 2 rain-check on the afternoon drive because I had
to get back to Exeter to take some photographs. I'm afraid at that point, she definitely did
not share my enthusiasm! I explained to her that I had discovered a set of power lines that
crossed the road about a half mile from the field where the object had been seen. It looked to
me as if they might have passed just behind the trees from where the object had first
appeared. In any event, | wanted to walk back there and check this aspect of the sighting
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out, as well as take some photographs of the sighting area. I phoned my brother Richard to
assist me, and off I went to Exeter again. I wasn't usually so callous in putting flying saucers
before family, but this was an exceptional case!

We took some photographs and then drove down the road to where the power lines crossed
Route 150. Leaving the car, we began hiking along the lines until stopped short by a swamp.
Our feet were soaked as we headed back to the car, but it was a worthwhile jaunt. The
power lines did pass directly behind the field. When I arrived home bedraggled and wet,
Margaret just gave me that “you must be nuts" look and shook her head.

The Saturday Review Calls

I worked on the initial report for the next few days and managed to mail it out early Tuesday
morning. {1) By Thursday, [ had received a most encouraging response from Richard Hall,
acting director of NICAP. It contained news about an excellent opportunity.

September 15, 1965

Dear Ray:

Your excellent report on the September 3, New Hampshire sightings
has been recetved. You certainly are to be commended for a prompt and
thorough investigation. The information is most interesting and will be
of great value. We are fortunate to have people of your ability donating
their services to us.

Mr. John Fuller of Saturday Review may be in touch with you about
these sightings. He is doing a straightforward column on the recent wave
of sightings. . . . We are cooperating fully. Thanks again for your hard
work on our behalf.

Sincerely,
Dick Hall

"The Saturday Review?" | thought. "What an opportunity to acquaint its readers with cases
like Exeter!" I showed the letter to my not-too-sympathetic-about-Exeter wife, who said in
effect, "I'll believe it when I see 1t!" Well, she believed it several days later as she was
scurrying around busily preparing for the writer from Saturday Review. John Fuller had
indeed phoned. He told me that he did not want to write about the Exeter incident until he
personally had thoroughly reinvestigated the case to his own satisfaction. I agreed to provide
him with a Xerox copy of my nitial report along with any follow-up data that might come
in.

John arrived at our home for dinner on the following weekend armed with a tape recorder
and notebook. He explained to me that he had been reading about the increase in UFO
sightings with great interest. An overwhelming curiosity had prompted him to track down
and document at least one specific case. "To be quite frank," he said, "I'm very skeptical
about this subject." We all liked John. He took the time to chat with the children and my
wife. It was readily apparent that he was interested in getting to know us as people as well
as using me as a source for information about the Exeter UFO sighting.
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John left for Exeter armed with my report and copious notes. He talked with the witnesses,
local newspaper editors, and Air Force officers at Pease AFB. He phoned back afterwards to
tell me that he was absolutely convinced that "these people really saw something!” One
thing ted to another. John's story soon appeared in the October 2, 1963, issue of the
Saturday Review's "Trade Winds" column. Then Look magazine asked John to retum to
Exeter to obtain additional material for an in-depth story on the incident. Soon after,
Reader's Digest printed a summary of the Look article, and the G. P. Putnam publishing
company commissioned him to write a book based upon the Exeter sighting. (2)

John soon made a return visit to us and secured information from my files relating to other
sightings for use in his book. He insisted that I would be given full credit. "You are going to
be the hero of this book," he said. To me, all of this seemed too good to be true. The results
of my personal efforts coupled with the support of the subcommittee had hitherto been
known and used by a small segment of the public via the auspices of NICAP. Now, in just
the space of several months, my reports had suddenly become the basts of national
magazine articles and the later best-selling book, Incident at Fxeter, by John Fuller.
However, the crowning event was yet to take place, as we shall soon see.

On April 5, 1966, the House Armed Services Committee unanimously voted my entire
report on the Exeter sighting into the Congressional Record duning the first open
Congressional hearings on UFOs! By that time, the report had grown considerably and
contained a blow-by-blow description of a fight with the Pentagon, whose initial evaluation
of the incident was "stars and planets twinkling!" (3) I found out several years later that the
local commander at Pease Air Force Base had not even sent the base's report out to Project
Bluebook when the Pentagon issued this misleading staternent. The same source told me
that after this press release was made, an urgent wire from Bluebook came into Pease Air
Force Base that reprimanded the commander for not being more punctual in submitting the
report through channels. Then, since the "twinkling star” answer was obviously contrary to
the well-publicized facts, the Pentagon tried to explain away the sightings as muilitary
aircraft.

Each of these attempts to explain away the Exeter sightings was proved erroneous, and a
fully documented account of my running battle with the Air Force became part of the
Congressional Record. This baffle was won, but not without much effort on the part of
myself, the witnesses, and John Fuller.

Report Goes to Congress

The House Armed Services Commitiee opened the public segment of the UFO hearings at
10:35 A.M. on April 5, 1966. Those persons mentioned in connection with my report on the
Exeter UFO sighting were: Congressman William H. Bates, Massachusetts; Honorable
Harold Brown, Secretary of the Air Force; Dr. J. Allen Hynek, Scientific Consultant to the
Air Force; and General McConnell, USAF. During Dr. Hynek's testimony, my former
congressman, the late William H. Bates, interjected my report into the hearings. Let us join
the discussion at this point.

Mr. Bates: But the interesting thing, of course, is we have so many
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prominent people in the scientific world here who have taken a position,
a rather strong position. I have here a letter from a constituent of mine.
He 15 a project administrator or engineer in the MINUTEMAN program.
That 1s a responsible position, would we say?

;i

General McConnell: Yes.

Mpr. Bates: On the basis of scientific ability he has been given a rather
important position toward the security of this country; is that correct?

Secretary Brown: I would like to know who he is and what his
responsibilities are before I comment on this, Mr. Bates. Certainly, from
the information contained in the letter you quote, he appears to occupy a
position of some responsibility.

Mr. Bates: It does seem to be. And as I read the letter which he has
written to me, it is certainly written by a well- educated person. And, of
course, we hear all kinds of comments on the other side of the same
1ssue now. With this Lunar II excursion around the moon, people say, "I
suppose the people up there are making the same kind of reports as the
doctor has just made to us." They are making these kinds of statements.

Daoctor, to be more specific, the paper which I have, Mr. Chairman, [
would like to get unanimous consent to insert in the record the
information which has been provided to me.

The Chairman: Without objection. (4)

Since a substantial portion of this letter appears in the introduction to this book. I have
omitted it here. Thirty-four pages were inserted into the Congressional Record at this pont
that thoroughly documented the Exeter sighting. Included within the report were letters to
and from the Air Force from myself and from Officers Bertrand and Hunt. They centered
around the ridiculous "explanations” that the Pentagon had offered for the sighting. One of
the first attempts to cover up what really happened at Exeter appeared in local newspapers
on Ociober 6.

The unidentified flying object spotted in this area by many residents has
finally been identified. It's a flying biliboard which contains 500 high-
intensity lights that spell out an advertising message. (5)

I was homfied when I saw this and immediately wrote to news papers in the area to put the
matter straight:
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At the time of the September 3, 1965, UFO sighting I checked with the
manager of "Sky-Lite Aerial Advertising Co.” and its atrcraft was not
flying on this night On October 9 I went over the advertising plane's
flight paths between August 1 and October 8. The plane was not even
airbome between August 21 and September 10.

In all fairness, this explanation did not seem to have originated from the Air Force. It seems
to have been the attemipt by an overzealous newspaper reporter to come up with an
explanation for the sighting. It is curious to me that he did not discover that the plane was
not airborne during the time frame of the Exeter sightings. It could have been just poor
documentation on his part. However, about two weeks after my letter dismissing the
advertising plane was printed in the local news, the Pentagon issued a number of
explanations for the incident. They included: "a high altitude Strategic Air Command
exercise" and a temperature inversion which causes "stars and planets to dance and twinkle."
These explanations carne directly from Washington and were prominently displayed in the
papers around the Exeter area.

PENTAGON DOESN'T BELIEVE
UFO EXETER SIGHTINGS

Washington, D.C.-The Pentagon believes that after intensive
investigation, it has come up with a natura} explanation of the UFO
sightings in Exeter, N.H., on September 3. . . . The spokesman said, "We
believe what the people saw that night was stars and planets in unusual
formations."” (6)

Some intensive investigation! Does this sound like high-altitude aircraft or stars and planets
twinkling?

It was coming up over a row of trees. There was no noise at all. It was
about one hundred feet in the air and about two hundred feet away from
us. I could see five bright red lights in a straight row. They dimmed from
right to left and then from lefi to fight. . . . It lit up everything . . . it was
silent. The horses started kicking and making an awful fuss, and the dogs
in the farm started barking. The kid froze in his tracks, and I grabbed
him and pulied him toward the police car. I reached for my revolver and
then thought better of it. Then Officer David Hunt arrived in another
patrol car. We sat there and looked at it for at least ten minutes. My brain
kept telling me that this doesn't happen-but it was right in front of my
eyes. There was no tail, no wings, and again no sound. It hovered there,
still about one hundred feet away, sort of floated and wobbled. T don't
know what it was. All I can say is that it was there, and three of us saw it
together. (7)
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This official release from Washington was all too familiar and completely frustrating. The
witnesses felt that such statements jeopardized their hard-earned reputations as responsible
police officers. In response to a request for further information about the Strategic Air
Command aircraft exercise, Project Bluebook forwarded the following information:

Big Blast Coco, a SACINORAD training mission, was flown on 2-3
September, 1965. By 0310430Z, the operational portion of the mission
was complete . . . . The town of Exeter is within the traffic pattern
utilized by Air Traffic Control in the recovery of these aircraft at Pease
AFB, N.H. During their approach the recovering aircraft would have
been displaying standard position lights, anti-collision lights and
posstbly over-wing and landing lights.(9)

Undaunted, Bertrand and Hunt drafted another letter to Project Bluebook and outlined the
facts of the matter. Excerpts from this letter are as follows:

<. . we have been the subject of considerable ridicule since the Pentagon
released its "final evaluation" of our sighting...both Ptl.. Hunt and myself
saw this object at close range, checked it out with each other, confirmed
and reconfirmed the fact that this was not any kind of conventional
aircraft. . . . Since our job depends on accuracy and an ability to tell the
difference between fact and fiction, we were naturally disturbed by the
Pentagon report. . . . What is a little difficult to understand is the fact that
your letter (undated) arrived considerably after the Pentagon release.
Since your letter says that you are still in the process of making a final
evaluation, it seems that there is an inconsistency here. . . . Since one of
us (Ptl.. Bertrand) was in the Air Force for four years engaged in
refueling operations with all kinds of military aircraft, it was impossible
to mistake what we saw for any kind of military operation, regardless of
altitude. . . . Immediately after the object disappeared, we did see what
probably was a B-47 at high altitude, but it bore no relation at all to the
object we saw. . . . Another fact is that the time of our observation was
nearly an hour after 2:00 A M., which would ehiminate the Air Force
operation Big Blast...(9)

Qutflanked by Bertrand's discovery that the alleged Air Force aircraft were not even
airborne during the time that he, Muscarello, and Hunt concurrently observed the object,

Bluebook gave some ground, but not much? In regard to the earlier siitings by the woman
motorist and Muscarello (when alone), the Air Force still maintained those two had seen the
aircraft!

The early sightings . . . are attributed to aircraft from operation Big Blast
"Coco." The subsequent observation by Officers Bertrand and Hunt
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occurring after 2 A M. are regarded as unidentified. (10)

This was incredible to me but typical of the Air Force pattern of playing down and
debunking reltable UFQ sightings. I felt that I could not take this matter sitting down and
drafted a long letter to the Office of the Secretary, Department of the Air Force. Among
other things, I pornted out the following facts:

The UFO sighted by Norman Muscareilo was tdentical to the UFO
sighted later by Muscarello, Bertrand and Hun. Norman observed the
UFO at close range during his initial sighting. There is no question in my
mind that the same or similar object was involved in both of these
particular sightings. The number of pulsating lights, the yawing motion,
the same location, etc., make this so very apparent. Since I did not
interview the unnamed woman, 1 am not certain of the details . . . . but
according to Officer Bertrand, the object . . . was very similar to the
UFQO they sighted later I might add that another witness, a male motorist,
also sighted a simtlar object. He tried to phone the police from a pay
station at nearby Hampton, N.H., but was cut off. Later he reported the
incident to U.S. Air Force authorities at Pease AB. The chances are
astronomical that six people, entirely independent of each other; should
report the identical description of a UFO within the span of several hours
in the Same general area. (11)

The Air Force never answered this letter. They probably wondered how I knew that the male
motorist had reported the object to Pease Air Force Base, because he had been strictly
wstructed to tell no one about the incident. I found out about this when lecturing to a
management club from a major firm located in the area. One of the managers, a good friend
of the witness, informed me. The man's name cannot be revealed.

The Exeter incident is typical of hundreds of other cases in which our government is forced,
because of national security policy, to deny the existence of UFOs at the expense of
witnesses' reputations. After a dogmatic explanation is issued from the Pentagon, it takes
nothing short of an act of Congress to change it. Fortunately, through public, witness, and
Congressional pressure, the Air Force was forced to back down in this case. Needless to say,
this is an exception rather than the rule. Let us continue to examine the House Armed
Services hearings on UFQOs. The following statements were made after my detailed report on
Exeter had been presented and voted into the Congressional Record:

Mr. Bates: In reference to the so-called sighting in New Hampshire,
Doctor, you are familiar with that case?

Dr. Hynek: Yes, sir; I am familiar with the case.

Mr. Bates: You have examined it?
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Dr. Hynek: No, I have not been there to examine it. Much of my
information 1s based upon the rather excellent account that Mr. John
Fuller has given of it in Look magazine. | cannot vouch for the
authenticity of his statements, but I have talked with Mr. Fuller, and he
apparently has tried to do a very thorough job in talking with people in
New Hampshire.

Mr. Bates: Are you familiar with Mr. Raymond E. Fowler?

Dr. Hynek: 1 have had some correspondence with him, but I have never
met him.

Mr. Bates: 1s this . . . case one of the five percent that have not been
identified, or within the ninety-five percent on which you have reached a
deciston?

Dr. Hynek: 1t is, 1 believe, to the best of my knowledge, listed as
unidentified.

Mr. Bates: This one is still unidentified?
Dr. Hynek: Yes, sir.

The Chairman: In other words, you make no bones about it, you cannot
explain 1t?

Dr. Hynek: That is correct. (12)

The interested reader should secure a full copy of these controversial hearings for his
information. They contain statements made by persons intimately associated with the Air
Force investigations of UFOs that are in utter contradiction to documented facts in formerly
classified and unclassified source material.

Source: UFOs: Interplanetary Visitors (Raymond Fowler), pages 77-91)

Other books by Ray Fowler and ordering information

(This web page was created by Francis Ridge for the NICAP web site)
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UFO Sighting

Jene ¢, Purtramd Jr., wan cruising on the ncr::.i_hg af
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g 1.' POLICE DEPARTMENT
- Yown of Exetar
Hew Hampehire

REFARD T JFVIME wVrasNiCkamT Nomapbor 2, 1995

T oA

Xro. Jocopk W, Sheadan
66 yrune St. Bxt.
Erajobron, Macs,

Dexr Hrzy Jheshen,

In roply bo 7our reeact lobiwr conceraing the sighting of & "TFO"
. ooér this ¢omrunily, tbe Mollawing infarcatiza 1 contalasd §n U f1lae
of s capartments
B e Yaptesdar 2 1965, st agprudnataly 2400 A¥ this dmATTInt
roosivod wmt:l.m tven PernAn . Hutdarella, 205% Frons Streot, tnis
‘towy, that while ho wes walklng o1 Eovrte 4 150 tamupd Kxwier, #omalhiag
bad qomo out of the oky PLZ2 rod Mights on it. The pollse orviese waa
dispatergsd to tie above nantioned location wd o ghort tlre Later Uro of
the pul_wl nfliosrs Suw ¥rat M. Hoecdrells had dsau-ihud.
. Obrervatlons nads by the officers indicate that the sbjeci had
svvarel £lashang ligkto, oo andibls Sackd, spi apphatel to denﬂnd tauird
the sarth Le o motlion deaardibod as “libs o lsa® falling fran a tree*,
This #as obiervec Fof*a shoart perled o Ll apd tasn 44 sppesrsd from
Loe Axea3.
Xy terthor invesldgalion woa oodo by chic dapartment asgd all ine
forxition was tac'errell Lo nomrty Pesss AL- Force Daze, Zartsmouth, &, A,
Aopiny thie infolmmlion will Te of intepedl to F¢3, 1 Temman

Vory truly pn:ra._
74 v«'a-d\ “/—J;H contd

“32 chard + 1rvine
Jugk, af t'o:l..‘lu
iy Exmtar, £, B,
w
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Dune:‘ba.‘ 2. 1965 o e
Buctor Qu.tnta.n:nn, Jr., Kagor,. ':Gh L e
Cates, Protoct Hus [ock .

- Wrlght Pat.“aruon AFE . . : ,: S Co s Ll

. Hagton, Chd i : Son N . o e
."I‘:s.:r.‘.i_r' o - h

.*"L.n oy’ v.rsry glad e zet ‘_w.;r ].ut.{.ﬂ' du.rms 4ho third week 1n Jovacter, - -
T baravsa ud you chIht lmagind wn have besn e subject of adhsiderable L] T

‘rAdloule ‘wnes tho Peatagea "slnusud its "fir9l swmluztloo® of owr
*Talgbting o7 Soptemhor 3, 1965, In stbor wards, hoth Prl, Bunt ind
oy s aif- asw 1EYy ehjart af ologe ranze, chacled 14 out witk sach othm-.
ccwildmad asd mmﬂmu:l Lo Tact u.n. thiy was nol any =ind of
7 ammventlaml afrercIi, that it wad £ an allibuly of pet WOTO than .
.- souple of lundred Tewt, emd wert ho coneideralile troable to mfﬂhh"‘m—
zhal the'westher was clear, therc vas ng wmnd, ne chines of Woathor i :
invorsion, and Ansi waat we waTn aoslog W3 o Lllusied or mlitasy 7
97 civilisn mr Wa ogtered this in 3 ccnplete efficlal police
. IFpark ae a snpa]mﬂ: to tis blsbuasr of the worning of Saptexbsr 3 )
" ot Seu"..snkor 2, &8 you letiler indleatra). - Hiace ¢ar jau ot capends - .
2. v wccurdoy awd sn a%lliby to tell s difforonse bebtwwes fact and -
Slanian, Wa wers smturally disiurped by the Penlagem report wileh
'»l‘."'-.lb'l.tﬂd tae MektAng to "multi‘;r].n hipgh ”Rlbdtwls objact'" tr Tha o
eras vt Mavathas Luvorsiom,” Whob da A Lit3ls diffiesl:.to understani -
L3 4bn Pool that your letfsy (undetod) argnved soamidarcbly after the
Zemtiges rolmeeo,t Yinte Foar lottor ziys Thak 391 Rro YLD An the
urocass of malcinp & TiMal gvalusilon, it sewoms that tharo A3 &
. Arconsistency hera, Ordimabily, this wuealda't Ea too impprtant sxcezt
2Tor tha fact that in & situstias like tids wo sro mszurally very
-~ Taluotanit to ba cemaidernd {roeapansibls in gus ofTicial anrt to -
*_tho police stakicg, . . ’

-

. Sioce aro of w [el. Hurtrl'::l;’ ¥RS in Lze Alr I‘orce for fn—.u- 3511'6
angaghd in refueling voeraticns with oall xlads of militsry alromlt, it
| tud Axmaosvibla to alriixe whis Wo dmw for Ry td.-ma of sAlltary epuratlon)..” :.. "
. -uy_.-u:l,es; of altitude, . It wes also dnﬂ-ﬂlaly nok.a Asllewptar or I
beldetn, Dmodiatmly eftss tha objsot digsppoarei, wa déd spe what + PR
- yoobtably ¥Bs & BAY ai hig.-n alﬂtuu, ot it l:qra £y relatian at a2 R
"o the obdaet we eav. -

::~,J|-mﬂ'nr faot 15 that the td.mu ol ouz ohsamt"rm wae nss:-ly an bour after

.uon AN, whina wonld eliaiwio tw fih iir Poree sporating Big Faat,

S Bines an yor guy thiz tosk pluse botwenn ridmight ond 2100 &Y, - Herman

" Husairails, wno Tirst roportes this ebgect hufu.m et te Ahe adeght

Loz At sengshora tn the vialmity of & AM, but nearly an kowr had pascad
*afare he gnt ints the p:liICB nt.-at.!.n-n, md e wr:t oat to \.t.n locntlon u'ith
hdmy o e ! . L
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Decevber 28, 1565

Huector (ereianille, Jr., #ajor, USAP
Gtucl, Project Riua Book

cight rsatterupkh AF3

JpsLox, Chigp

* Duar Sir:

flvce wa hawve not haard Evoc ¥ea simes our latzer =¢ you
of Dacember 2, we ara wricl:z thli to requést same

kind of answer, since we &are still upsec about what
happenvd afrer tha Pentagon maleased ize rewe ezyirg that
we heve Jjust seen sTars or planese, or Righ altitud:

alr exereiges, ..

- A5 we mentioned in ouy lettar €2 you, it gould voc have
been the speratisn."Dlg Blssc” wou maption, eime= cho
time of oui’ sighcing was vearlva an 3o altery thwt
: exerclse, and ic mey not evenr nave been the sime dste,
"o pinco you refer to ouwr sightinmg as Septemder %, QOav
zieghtihg was on September 3. In addi=isn, ss wo mentionad,
- we ave Doth familiax wizh all ths B=47's and B-52's and
" Walkbopier and jer fighterz which are goinn aver this
laze all oo Lige, (n Zpp ol Clac Ptl. Rortracn bad N
our ‘vears of refueline exparience i the Alr Foras,
and knows reguler siverafs of all kinde. [t is imporcast '
ca romaabes Bl Lhis eor §8 wn ey wag ket mare Lo
LU0 Coebt tn Llu: miv, apd ic wias sb@olnbaly |:i.'1n.'|L,.wi_',‘h
no rush i wir fTem joes or chopper “ladez whnatever, And
ic'did rot hmve any wings ox tall. St Jit up the ontice,
field, srd tws nearby houses tnveud comalecely rod. It
stopped, tovered, anyl Lurred on a dime. ’

.

- What "Lathuen vy Vne ooat ia that many people ere thinking
that wek ware sither Iyine or met intel)igonl chovghs o .
tell ‘the difference betwen:n whabl we saw ond somechiog oxdinary. -
Thyee other people faw Lhiy samc Ghing .or Seatember 5' e e
tow oF ther zpprured Lo 5o in shock from 4=. This was .
abseiutely wol u cose of mlaveken ddectizp. - L

-we both fe¢l thet itTa wery impertant’ for ou= jobe &nd sur
Teputatlons o get o kind of lecter From you te sav char
tha story whlch the Pexntagop put gyt was not true; it ceid
not possibly ke, becawse we wire che psople who saw Ealy; now
tha Pentapon, :

“Can you please let un hosr Erom you 83 500h & possibla.
Sinecrsly, = " :
N —— . 7 i =
; R o . AR ! SoA
'fgu/ﬂﬂ-- b").!f-é‘:b"’.( LH('-"-‘ e L‘f“%
Fatvofmin Eugene Fertrsod  Fiirolmar David Dant -

Exet-:rﬂ:'l’olfse' .
© Bxebrr, Kew Mampshire

-

Pallcation periselqw mazl bg goured I, 1h} L
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DEPARTMERT OF TII, alff FoR(E
WASHING TOR

Jamary os, I0EE

D=a: Mr. »wwles:

rade 8 fp ~oply Lu yowr request for ixfemmaninT on ko
Esatsr, New Irmpedire, "W elgbtings.

Tie Loitipl irvestiyaslcr [m0r Pranc &lr Porce BRse wec
mibm timi W0 oty offlce o2 1Y faptemher 19ES suwl carneina
stabten LA L9e she =elacInle wibnocwer. Thie dasa Lndidnted
that a reivellrg sperttloe Tight tuwe Leeo We couse o £
pighticge Detugling nr=a "Fiy Tmopper’ andl «efuslice nrn
"o Jate™ are cmbrolled Larcuga Loriog Air porce DRefs nmd
locatei aevey the arma of Lhwe sighting. R exll vas psde bo thn
contralles of thin refuxllug erbf, apc e weos infarmed tras
thoy vore eluswi Drom &5/25002 to OF/ANT Pam an M e Porce
apemting "Rig Blpat,” A cRll WA plesad ta ke J5LA AL wiTE
nh Veelocer SLr Toves 34se Tor ITLoTTLELen an Lbia oleTatiom.

The 1in’tiel impreeafcn war tnet alrernll feoo of Sth s poTae
Juertion "Hip Llamk™ vas Lhe cAues of the ligkte cpeexrsd du-ing
thic Lasident. Infammtian cecelvel rrom tae ¥th A2 Toron 1rdd-
cetrs that {ep B-47 mlrurell Proad FPemsze abc porce 2eee Lwvaleed
1 zzesation Mg Blusul "foee™ vore Lo the Lrafric paitem ovme
Tpster, Hea Jaoysbire, betesen Ui/hag ard 33/535%. A opy or
thir Sxtler le j9oleses, gLree this irfomaition eoolllelwl wito
the time of Lha sigosice 9ad: eldnipatyd 4nenn =lre=xll ad &
pasciile v Bdusticn of ¥2ais lncféant, n dmber aus Jurascied o
Mr. Topece Bortonrd 2bd M. Dnve (b of the Fxelac Po fus Dopari-
aent pequesting ~lurifics i ol the Sioe of the sZzhiiry. A
copy of sur et ot Lhees sectleos acd o copy 01 0wir roply
L9 attrcran. '

T oierliar clgulibde O tw0 AsAmes usnen and dr. Muaear) o
R¥9 Ditribused So alreraft Irom ofrrukior Ayg Rleo "Dowd". ghe
FUSEMBGLT ADEXAAtiza by Aifigers Davimn? and Fual wcewrrid; &CLer
2:00 AY 4re regawd=3 %% urldontd Med.

Holer=} \'/ 4
g s
/',C A‘;-"/:/

SEANT, 011 Eruneh
SACHDUELy Relatlans: Tiwiclco

’I_-' Orlive vl Infarartinn

.
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PLPATTMENT ©F THE AIR FORDE

Wt e

SIS OF TR AR ARY Peoviary 3, 1947

Gentleban:

Pracd o Ghe adillliweid foformetlan yyw sutml=eld wa on-
UFO 1nvqpbigetidn ¢ Tize 6t Wrlahb-Pstsersom sir Foree Bupe,
culo, ve Lave been ucanle t0 (4GERLY tho DMJast o ‘.'Ab:l:rf:ﬂ
o Beptambar 3, 305,

" (.8 .n~l:u.{.n§ & err af o jather fo M PRUOed Fowlers
of Wemim, MiccechRnetté, "I RO €CIBROLL balp &5 clam.rv’
our frotla” gratimnsl peedrdiay Lue cLgItiofs 1D IXeter,

I 19 yrw of Vo abiegrlly uvws 23,000 riposis af
mmidentifLe)l II7L0¢ chinots, tho evideace ba: mroved mimant
eotic luslvaly 5954 repossed weriwd phongmees Bate PIeL abjscte
pther zvmead D oy 410t DY nan, pavdatwIat iy Aiougpheric
G SEINA, DT RENARE 1y seluvldel bodter or e oesidue of
oaleaels N.H-th .

Thernss _v-_m ruw N riag PGP AuserwTiion T tha Aic lorce

4dA TOT \YIr qutAeqUATT cnoltewbilud resardity Ule reyori, T
Myt ey 1teduvuatiency you = leve cuffered ar a rasal=<.

_1),(:&'\!79,///

1 ASen . /

dﬂ»‘!. J"J.[r
Lattar “ clein ’l,
Nr. Bageos ¥. Bertma, (. ¥ Comaaty ¥elatiaas Mrlsion
Hr. DeTid F. Mumt ff ™Tiac of TaFormation

MeAtar I foa tu‘A'tr\mt
groler, My Hedpwhioe

Qrlgingl i Lz Byeten Uakrarsiy Lveey
Publlcain parmizain nast 4o ecuned (e A Lben

http://www.nicap.dabsol.co.uk/660209]etter.gif

Page | of 1

10/172002



Page 1 of |

HICAP MAZSACHUSEITS IAVESTLGATIRG 4UPCOIOITTER
13 Friend Courd
Wenhop, Nuargehusetis

Fotruary J.D; 1964

IR ARTHENT OF THR AIR PORCE

e PO ted By Kermun Husgar
the WO sil;%ﬁ u& oy htmw;;”ﬂ o

Hent,
¥ormsn sboerved the TP0 at during Aly tndein)
1 ght: atlan.
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“ocuanar 26, 1964

Mr. Gehe Jertrsdd
1‘4sRposXet Road
Bxeter, N, “i.

——

Hanr Genes

Enpe you‘ve had a pleaaank and suoiessful year --
ard tzoy INOINERD 537 IXETEZR a14n't bring you toe
oyoh potoTlety, If snFbning, I bopa it alght
soted ey nary ¥ou en intacnatdingl herol

A Iripnd of wina who i@ the profugsr for Owen Murpny
froduntionas Ln Kew YoTk ie ibtersated in vhe pcesibilisy
of smHIng .s Asoumentary on tae bxeter caee, sad glnce
1'm ¢rlng uvear to France for mevdtrxl sonthe, I w.oa't
te otle to oarry cut tha fllo I cace hoped to do.

Fia pane ia imal Sohen, and be's a tnp notsh fila
producer who 18 zofing 5: sxplare the poewlbility

o? dolng tae [ilm. In.dsing agy 1 %aow ke wubld

wans to call an you for prurwaimal servizow 1o
nllring to 4o the Job, and wlua Dava Kent. 1'2 suce
re'2 «ork gut an orrengeficnt whicl would be dutualily
profiteble to you both.

He 14 plaaning to cooe up te Bxeter wish e writer
pome tise in bae Maar future, a7d-I'c droppiny you
+his 1ine £o PJoOre or lesa introduce dim in advwarnce.
In 2ddition to being & goed [llm mekar, he 1s alad
@ very nicek » B0 2Ty wdvice you: ouuin wive nio
would be veTy J#lplul.

J hope to 40 2 Dourle af baga-lne articlex G adue
U320 genes in France wileh ove reZ.rkdbly siollae to

our sxperlence. Ike somopnts I've aed freo Lo, Hyoek,
epd o tae dep riswnt of astropomy at Novthwestern,
wod alao dhs official Alr Force 2onsultant im that
this myatery cught to braak cpyen witidn s couple of
THATR .

Arigiaal in dhe Baslcn Deirerhiy Ligran

Wuiicaied perlstion &35! be secered lrmm e Lo

Pleate clve ny beat to your puod wlrs 2od Usve, and
*henks in advance for anything rou omrn co for Faul

Gohax,
Vi;ightst. )
Jne 0, Buller §

o
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Exeter-Terrestrial, Incident at Exeter photos Page 1 of 3

Exeter-Terrestrial

E—Xt-‘lm WHY READ GENERIC NEWS?
nterview X

History Home Zﬁ?%ezg you have the N HSGazetle?
SeacoastiNH Home

Norman Muscarello's "Incident at Exeter”

This now well known Manchester Union Leader photo captured the
Exeter UFO team in September 1965. Left to right: 18 year old
Norman Muscarello who first spotted the UFQ, patrolman David
Hunt and Eugene Bertrand and dispatcher "Scratch” Toland.

http://www.seacoastnh.com/arts/ufo.html 10/1/2002
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Norman Muscarello speaks to the Journalism class at Exeter High
School in 1980, his first public interview since the "Incident at
Exeter” in 1965. (Courtesy Talon)

Back to Main Article
Read about Betty Hill

Copyright © 2000 SeacoastNH.com. All rights reserved.
Content may not be used or transferred without permission.
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PO Box 7158

Portsmouth, New Hampshire 03802
URL: hitp://www SeacoastNH.com
Voice: 603-427-2020

Email: info{@SeacoastNH.com
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Interview with Norman Muscarello ‘ . Pagelofi0

Exeter-Terrestrial

Betty Hill Inteview Over 2,000 Free Links

History Themes
SeacoastNH Home

SeacoastNH.com "Incident at Exeter”" Exclusive
The UNSEEN UFO Interviews

NORMAN MUSCARELLO

Norman Muscarello / Officer Eugene Bertrand / Officer
David Hunt / Officer Timathy Russell / Mrs. Parker Lodgett /
Mr & Mrs Linwood Dore / Mrs. Turner / Ruth Williams /
Conrad Quimby

Important Copyright Note
about this unique content

In 1965 an 18-year old
Norman Muscarello spotted a
UFQ in a field in Kensington,
NH and frantically reported
the event to the Exeter, NH
Police Department. They and
others saw it t0o. The resulting
report led to a book length account, The Incident at
Exeter by John G. Fuller. Fifieen years after the event,
students at Exeter High School with teacher Dennis
Robinson interviewed key people in the book again.
This amazingly candid interview with Viet Nam vet
Muscarello sheds added light on one of the most
famous UFO reports in American history. This
interview includes questions from students that
appeared in a special 1980 school newspaper.

Read: Tale of an Exeter-Terrestrial

STUDENT:
Could you tell us what happened the night of the
"Incident at Exeter?"

MUSCARELLOQ:

Now don't put me on the line because I'm no professor
of science, that's for sure. All I can tell you about is
what actually happened to me. And as in the book
(Incident at Exeter), on September 3, 1965, on or
about 2 am, I was thumbing down Route 50 towards
Exeter, in Kensington near Mr. Dining's farm. It was a
clear night, no rain. There were plenty of stars in the
sky. It was just a clear beautifu} mght. I'd been up

hitp://www seacoastnh.com/arts/muscarello htmi 10/1/2002



Interview with Norman Muscarello Page 2 of 10

there seeing a friend of mine. I'd missed a ride and I
was thumbing back. No cars pick you up at that hour
of the moming. I observed planes in the sky earlier.
It's pretty easy for me to understand the difference
between a plane and what 1 saw. I'm sure if you
experienced it, there wouldn't be any question in
mind. T got just past the Dining farm - There's a little
field on the nght hand side. You can kind of see the
glow of Hampton Beach and the lights from the
beach, which is distinguishable. What I'm trying to
say is that you can see what's going on. It's pretty
obvious that that's the beach area.

I observed pulsating lights coming from the north,
heading 1n a southwesterly direction, towards where 1
was. [ assume the speed must have been something
terrific because it came up on me all of a sudden, like
this! (Snaps his fingers.) Very distant, pulsating
erratically I couldn't make out any distinct pattern,
circles or anything like that, It was just very bright.
Could not make out a silhouette at all. T didn't know
what it was. There was absolutely no sound, other
than the fact that I heard horses in Dining's field,
raising holy hell, kicking the barn. Crickets seemed to
just quit.... My attention was fixed on these lights. I
didn't know what it was. Passed over, kind of like
disappeared. 1 don't know what direction 1t went in. 1
was kind of dazed. My eyes were like, you know,
seeing spots you go through when somebody takes
your picture with a camera. Got my eyes cleared --
son of a gun -- here it comes again. I don't have to tell
you, you get kind of nervous out there. I mean I'm all
alone; there's noboedy else standing there to refer to. I
mean, is this guy smoking something? I just froze up.
I didn't know quite what to do. I got scared.

I ran across the street. [ didn't actually dive, I fell,
because I tripped on something and I fell into the
ditch, and I lay there with my head down. And I
looked up, and it was like the whole side of this house
which was next door, the next house down from
Dining's -- I didn't know the people at the time, but I
found out that it was Mr. Russell later -- the whole
side of the building seemed to turn out like a blood
red. And yet the lights weren't completely all red
either. It was a white house and these lights were still
pulsating in erratic positions. I couldn't make out any
design or silhouette at all, and then (he whistles), 1t
took off. I don't even know what direction it took off
mn because [ had my head down after that. [ got up out
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of the ditch and ran to that house, pounding on the
door. Later on I discovered that Mr. Russell was
awake. Mrs. Russell told me later that they were
awake and they heard me pounding, but they're not
going to answer the door with this crazy nut pounding
at two o'clock in the morning, no car out front or
anything like that. So they didn't bother answering,
but they did remember me., Well, no response there.

I ran back out in the street and here comes a car. I
wasn't going to let it go by. I stood right in the road,
waving my arms. This fellow and his --. I assumed
was his wife at the time -- come to find out I did know
the fetla. The reason he never disclosed his name 1s
because it wasn't his wife in the car. This is true. I
mean, I'm not even going to disclose his name now.
He sat out in front of the station after bringing me
down to the station because he was kind of curious.
He didn't know if I was cracking up or what. I went
mto the (Exeter Police) station and told "“Scratch"
Toland what happened as rapidly as I could. I was a
nervous wreck. He wasn't surprised, because I asked
him, "Well, what do you mean you're not surprised?”
He said, "I just had two reports before you walked in
here, one from Raymond and another one from
Hampton Beach." Both of these people had made a
description darn close to what 1 had said. One woman
being chased in a car, on Route whatever, I think it
was 101 (Raymond), anyway, headed in this direction,
and another call had come into Hampton Police
Department via phone. Exeter got hold of a dispatch
on it. A gentleman had called from a phone booth and
they asked, "What is the number? Where are you at?”
He had described pretty much the same thing I had
seen. When the police pulled up to the phone booth,
the phone was dangling, and there was nobody
around. I assume he probably just. got scared and said,
"I don't want anybody to think I'm a nut." And I want
you people to know that the only reason 1 went to that
station was because I thought I was cracking up. I was
pretty much your age.

STUDENT:
How old were you then?

MUSCARELLO:
Eighteen, I had just graduated from high school.

STUDENT:
If you saw another UFO, would you report it?
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MUSCARELLO:
You're darn right.

STUDENT:

Some people, after they have seen one, may be
reluctant to report another because their friends will
think they're really weird.

MUSCARELLO:

Well, you see, after Scratch had told me of this, he got
on the blower (police radio). Here comes a cruiser.
Gene Bertrand, some of you people might know him,
he just retired, pulled up and said, Come on. I want to
see what you're talking about. And the only reason I'm
followmg this up 1s because we have other reports."”
Otherwise they would have sent me home.

Gene went up to the same spot where all this had
taken place. He and I got out of the cruiser. He had a
good-sized seal beam flashlight. We were on our way
into the field. He wanted to actually go right down in
there and look around. You could see the whole field
from the road, but he wanted to do that anyway.

Before we got out to where we had stopped, another
cruiser pulled up. It was David Hunt. I think he is
working for the North Hampton Police Department
now. And he's a character. "I'm from MO; (Missouri})
I gotta see it. What you been dninking fellas?" I could
hear him up there rattling and the first one to open his
mouth, was Dave Hunt. He says, "What the hell is
that?" We looked up and -- here she comes again. I
don't know what it is. Gene reached for his gun. He
had it out of his holster, I'm not. kidding.

STUDENT:
What was he going to do, shoot at it?

MUSCARELLO:

He didn't know. What are you gonna do? Human
nature, response, something you don't undérstand you
show fear. Well, T understand that now, but at the time
I was more afraid of the gun than that thing because I
know what the gun can do. So we boogied back to the
cruiser and Gene got on the blower and he says,
"Scratch, I see the damn thing myself." After that it
was taking me home. And my mother was having a fit
because she didn't know where I'd been. She sees the
cruiser out there and says, "What did he do now?" Mr.
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Fuller who wrote this book, was coming down from
Maine. He was doing a follow-up on some story up
there and decided to check on this. He had an
interview with me. On the hood of his car he asked me
to sign something. And I never made a penny on this
thing and that is the truth. Not one red cent. I'll tell
you why I'm glad I didn't: Because I think it makes it
more believable. I'm glad 'm not crazy. I'm glad
somebody else, who was responsible and credible saw
it, not just myself going and thinking for the rest of
my life, "Am I a nut?” You know, I've been called a
number of things. I would have believed myself that I
had something loose up there.

STUDENT:
That 1s why it 1s such a famous story, in part because
of the credibility of the police officers.

MUSCARELLO:

Once we get into this | can explain something else.
Still to this day it is recorded in the archives in
Washington, DC. This story cannot be explained
scientifically at all. There were a few of your skeptics
at the first - swamp gas or somebody had an antenna
and it was sparking with the high tension wire. I'm
just telling you what [ saw.

STUDENT:
You say you feel good; it makes it more credible that
you didn't make any money off it?

MUSCARELLO:
It would have been nice to make a few bucks, right?

STUDENT:

I wonder why you haven't said anything. I would
assume that Mr. Fuller sold about a million copies and
must have made a fair amount off of it.

MUSCARELLO:

I talked to John (Fuller) on the phone about four
months ago. It was the first time I'd talked to him in
fifteen years. I had lost my original copy and he sent
me that one (points to book).

STUDENT:
You don't feel at all ripped off?

MUSCARELLO:
He told me, he made a bundle.
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STUDENT:
He didn't offer to send any along?

MUSCARELLO:
No. This story ended up in Look magazine, which is
out of print now.

STUDENT:
.. and Reader's Digest and True (Magazine).

MUSCARELLO:

He knew what he was doing. This book (The Incident
at Exeter) has been copyrighted twice by two
publishing companies.

STUDENT:
What do you do now?

MUSCARELLO:
I work out of Bradford, Massachusetts.

STUDENT:
Did you have any say over what Mr. Fuller put in the
book?

MUSCARELLO:

We had, actually, two interviews -- one at the house
which was kind of erratic. That first morning at
daybreak rolled around, by 7:30 or 8:00 my mother's
kitchen was full of all kinds of people she'd never seen
before. One being, a Major Kehoe from Pease Air
Force Base and his sergeant. And handcuffed to the
sergeant's arm was an attaché case, which I thought
was a little strange. But come to find out, before it
was released to the public, this was the Air Force Blue
Book. Major Kehoe raised holy heil with me in the
living room, telling me to "Shut up, don't say
anything, don't sign anything." He told me, "Have you
signed up for the Navy yet?" And I said, "No, I
haven't." He said, "Well, if you had, I'd haul you right
down to the base right now.” You see, then I'd be
military property. But I actually didn't get swormn in (to
the Navy) until October 4 which was an entire month
away - and then I went to Great Lakes.

STUDENT:
Can you trace where you've been for the last 15 years?

MUSCARELLO:
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I was in the Navy from October 4, '65 to September
22,'69. 1 spent 36 months in Viet Nam, was
discharged, was married, lived in town here. Got a
divorce, went to California where my dad lives. By
the way, he teaches high school too.

I went back to the Navy for a year and a half. It
changed too much for me; I'd broken service. I just
couldn't hack it anymore. I worked for a motor
company building recreation vehicles. I got homesick.
Got sick and tired of spending Christmas in 80 degree
weather. Missed the snow and seeing my friends, so |
came back here. That's about it. I don't know what
else to tell you.

STUDENT:
Did you experience any mild notoriety when you were
in the Service and the book came out?

MUSCARELLOQ:
You mean from my peers?

STUDENT:
Did someone say, "Hey, there's a book about you! "

MUSCARELLO:

Yup. You see this (UFQ incident) happened three
weeks before I actually went in. My first command
was the USS Boston, out of Boston. My division
officer was Lieutenant Larry Bishop, and he and I
kind of hit it off. We had hit Singapore, on a liberty in
between gun runs to Nam. We stayed at the Singapore
Hotel and there is a big open foyer in the middle of
the hotel, barbershop here, gift shop over there. Here's
Larry in there puttering around, looking at magazines
and he picked up a copy of this (taps copy of Incident
at Exeter). There was also some cartoon type,
caricature thing. They had me running down the street
with an attaché case and a three-piece suit. Which 1s
crazy; | dressed pretty much the way I am now. Of
course I used to get a lot of hassle in the chow line.

STUDENT:
There weren't people coming in and trying to get your
side of the story, assuming that there was more to 1t?

MUSCARELLO:

The Executive Officer talked to me on the bridge one
night. T had a mid-watch. He wanted about a half hour
spiel.
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STUDENT:
Have you ever seen anything else since 1965 that you
could not identify?

MUSCARELLO:

No. There 1s something, I don't know what page it is
on that says I've seen something else. [ don't even
know why he wrote that. T1 asked John about that and
he says that I don't understand that he said that he did
not write that.

STUDENT:
How did your mother take it when you told her that
you had seen a UFQ?

MUSCARELLO:
I didn't tell her, Gene did.

STUDENT:
Is that the first ime you'd been brought home in 2
patrol car?

- MUSCARELLO:
I've gotten nto little trouble before, nothing serious.

STUDENT:
Did you have any contact with the Air Force?

MUSCARELLO:

Yes, at the house... This fella Kehoe was erratic,
telling me to shut up, don't say anything -- if you want
to make any statements, make them with me. By this
time there are cops, photographers, some fetla from
the Manchester Union, Major Kehoe and his sergeant,
John Fuller and his photographer.

STUDENT:
Mr. Fuller was right there on the spot? I was led to
believe that he didn't hear about it for a while.

MUSCARELLO:

No, this was the same day. Anyways Kehoe's sergeant
had taken this thing off his wrist. He was handcuffed
to an attaché case, and set it on the kitchen tabie. It
was unlocked, cocked half open. My mother, she says
that she'd better get some more coffee, so she went
into the kitchen. She must have gotten curious or
something and started flipping through the attaché
case. Kehoe spotted her when he came around the
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comner and he swore at her. I'm not even going to use
the language he used. That is when she blew up. She
says, "This 1s my house, that (the attaché case) is
sitting on my table and I'll look at it. If you don't like
it, then get the hell out of here." And I said, "That's
right ma, because if he won't I'll throw him down the
stairs. And that's a fact. :

STUDENT:
What do you believe it was that you saw 1n that field
near Exeter that night?

MUSCARELLO:

Very good, [ wanted to get to that. I'm a very avid fan
of Carl Sagan and his series Cosmos. My personal
opinion 1s -- how natve and ignorant do we have to be
to stand here and say that we are the only intelligent
beings in this entire galaxy, solar system, and cosmos?
I don't believe that we are. It 1s something. I can't say
it wasn't. | don't know what it was.

STUDENT:
Thank you Mr. Muscarelto for coming in and talking
to us.
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SeacoastNH.com "Incident at Exeter" Exclusive
The UNSEEN UFO Interviews

OFFICER EUGENE BETRAND

Norman Muscarello / Officer Eugene Bertrand / Officer
David Hunt / Officer Timothy Russeil / Mrs. Parker Lodgett /
Mr & Mrs Linwood Dore / Mrs, Turner / Ruth Williams /
Conrad Quimby

Important Copyright Note
about this unique content

In 1979, Exeter High student
Frank Bertrand interviewed
retired police officer Eugene
Bertrand about his memory of
the 1965 UFQ siting in New
Hampshire. The story
appeared in a number of
newspaper and magazine articles and was adapted
into the book "Incident at Exeter” by John G. Fuller.
Frank's interview inspired the my Exeter student
journalists to re-interview many of the people featured
in Fuller's bestseller. -- JDR

Read: Tale of an Exeter-Terrestrial

STUDENT:
Mr. Bertrand, would you please tell me what happened
the night you saw the UFO?

BERTRAND:

That might, a fellow by the name of Muscarello came
mnto the police station. He had been coming home from
his girl's house in Amesbury (MA), walking along
Route 150. Some object came out of the sky, swooped
down at him. He ran to a house and pounded on the
door, and the guy would not let him in. He saw a car,
ran out to the road and got a ride to Exeter. So, (police
dispatcher) Scratch Toland called me into the station
and asked me to go out with him and see what he saw
out there.

We got out there, we saw nothing. It was pitch dark.
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He asked me 1f I would come down to the field with
him, so I walked down the field with him, and he
started yelling. I looked over and [ saw some object
come skimming across the treetops, about 76-80 feet
in the air, and it looked like it might be spinning. At
first we thought the lights were going from left to
right, but it could be we were losing them as the thing
was turning. I grabbed ahold of the guy; I yanked him
out of the field because I didn't want to get caught in
an open field with something swooping down. We got
‘back to the cruiser and Officer Hunt showed up. The
three of us watched it for a minute. It took off and
headed towards the coast, making no noise, just about
treetop level.

STUDENT:
Were you at all scared of this?

BERTRAND:
Well, I wasn't really scared, but I was concerned.

STUDENT:
What did you think was happening? What ran through
your mind when you first saw this?

BERTRAND:
I don't know. It was just something [ had never seen
before. It was just an ... unidentified ... flying object!

STUDENT:
What did the Air Force have to do with this?

BERTRAND:

Well, I was talking to Hunt. We watched it until it
disappeared and I asked, "Where do you think it is
now?" He said, "I think it's probably over to
Hampton." Just then we got a call on the radio. We
heard Hampton talking -- and they had just got a call
that some man in Hampton had a red object swoop
down at his car. He called Hampton and they sent
their cruisers out. They called Pease (Air Force Base)
and they sent out a couple of fighter planes.

The next day I got a phone around noontime; it was
from the Exeter Police Department. They wanted us to
meet, with two Air Force officers at one o'clock at the
police station. The first thing they told us to do was to
keep it quiet, but we told him it was too late because
there was a newspaper man from the Manchester
Union was in the station when this happened.
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Apparently they had picked up stuff on their radar,
before we knew about this. | talked to the operations
officer. He said he couldn't figure it out because there
was no refueling operations going on at that time on
the East coast. Then a theory from the Pentagon came
out saying it was a refueling. Then they changed it
when they found out I had been in refueling, said 1
was looking at a planet inversion.

STUDENT:
Approximately how big would you say this was?

BERTRAND:

Muscarello said 1t was as big as a barn; to me it didn't
lock that big. I thought it was just a good-sized plane,
like 2 124 or something.

STUDENT:
Did it follow the laws of aerodynamics or did it seem
to defy them?

BERTRAND:
It did defy them. I've never seen anything fly that
way. [t was just floating hke a leaf.

STUDENT:

Can you describe Mr. Muscarello to me? Do you
remember what he looked like, his attitudes and
things?

BERTRAND:
Well he's a kind of a crazy kid in a way.

STUDENT:
So if you hadn't seen this yourself, you might have
figured he was making it up?

BERTRAND:
Yeah.

STUDENT:
Was there any conversation between you and Office
Hunt or other police officers about it? '

BERTRAND:

We talked about it, a number of times. That night, and
later we tried to figure out what it was, but never
could come to an explanation what it should have
been, you know?
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STUDENT:
Thank you very much. T appreciate your time.
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SeacoastNH.com "Incident at Exeter" Exclusive
The UNSEEN UFO Interviews

OFFICER DAVID HUNT

Norman Muscarello / Officer Eugene Bertrand / Cificer
David Hunt / Officer Timothy Russell / Mrs. Parker Lodgett /
Mr & Mrs Linwood Dore / Mrs. Turner / Ruth Williams /
Conrad Quimby

Important Copyright Note
about this unique content

UFO witness David Hunt was
interviewed 15 years after the
famed "Incident at Exeter"by
Exeter High School students
Bernard Dubbrac and Paul
Marcoaldi. At the time of the
sighting Hunt was working at
the Exeter Police Dept and was at the nearby North
Hampton Dept. when this interview was recorded. The
not very reveiling interview took place on May 9,

1980. -- JDR

Read: Tale of an Exeter-Terrestrial

STUDENT:
How long did you work in Exeter as a police officer?

HUNT:
All together, about six or seven years.

STUDENT:

Did the UFO sighting have anything to do with your
change over to the North Hampton Police Department?
HUNT:

No.

STUDENT:
What did the UFO move through the air like?

HUNT:
More or less on, like a fluttering motion, like a leaf
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falling back and forth.

STUDENT:
What was it shaped like?

HUNT:
Couldn't really get a shape, mostly the tights, you'd
guess mostly round.

STUDENT:
Did you believe in UFOs before the sighting?

HUNT:
No. I had an open mind about it. Still do.

STUDENT:
Do many people come up and ask you about it?

HUNT:
No, not anymore.

STUDENT:
But they did when...

HUNT:
Oh yeah, the first year, especially the first six months.

STUDENT:
They really came up to you?

HUNT:
Yeah.

STUDENT:
Did the UFO make any noise?

HUNT:

No, not that I know of, not that I could tell.
STUDENT:

Have you read the book "Incident at Exeter” by John
Fuller?

HUNT:
Yeah, I read it back then.

STUDENT:
Was it an accurate account?

HUNT:

http://www seacoastnh.com/arts/hunt.html 10/1/2002



Interview with Officer David Hunt Page 3 of 4

Yes, it's reasonable accurate.

STUDENT:
Who else was there with you?

HUNT:
Gene Bertrand and a boy named Muscarello.

STUDENT:
OK, Betty Hill told our school paper that Exeter was a
UFO zone. What do you think of that?

HUNT:
Well, I don't really know what you would classify as a
”Zone,”

STUDENT:
Well, she seems to think that she sees them all the
time. Have you seen any UFQs since then?

HUNT:
Not that I can be sure of. No

STUDENT:
Do you think that UFOs will ever come back around?

HUNT:
[ don't know really.

STUDENT:
How did the people react when you told them about
the UFO you saw?

HUNT:

Well, about the same as anything else. Some believe
you, some don't. Some take it real serious, about the
same as any other things. Some people are skeptical,
some aren't. Some have an open mind, some don't.

STUDENT:
Did you yourself talk to John Fuller about this?

HUNT:
Oh yeah.

STUDENT:
How do you feel about this now that it's all over 15

years later?

HUNT:

http://www.seacoastnh.com/arts/hunt.html 10/1/2002



Interview with Officer David Hunt Page 4 of 4

It's just a thing that happened and we reported it the
way 1t happened at that ttme, which you know is about
all you can do [ guess.
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Tales of an Exeter-Terrestrial

More UF QO stories from
the "Incident at Exeter”

Click to read the WHOLE INTERVIEW

Norman Muscarello TSSO
gripped the yellow / '_U :”U ~i!ﬁ

paperback book that had
made him famous as he
spoke to my high school
Journalism class. The year
was 1980, 15 years after a
flying saucer, or
something, had swooped
out of the clear night sky :
on the Kensington Road near the Dining Farm on the
way to Exeter, New Hampshire.

"1 assume the speed must have been something terrific,
because it came up on me all of a sudden like THIS, "
Muscarello said, snapping his fingers for emphasis. The
night was silent, he recalled, with no crickets, only the
sound of the horses braying loudly in the nearby field.
Then came the lights.

"I don't have to tell you, you get kind of nervous out
there. I'm all alone... I mean, is this guy smoking
something?"” Muscarello said of himself, and the Exeter
High School students tittered. "T just froze up. I didn't
know quite what to do. I got scared.”

Standing uncomfortably, at first, at the head of the
class, Muscarello looked like a big kid giving a book
report rather than a celebrity guest speaker. Still, my
students were at full attention, empathizing with his
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awkwardness, drawn to his candor. For days we had
been reading "The Incident at Exeter", the best-seller by
John Fuller about a UFQ spotted in Seacoast, New
Hampshire on September 3, 1965. Muscarello, they
knew, was the real deal, what Journalism teachers call "a
primary source.” This, to my knowledge, was one of the
few interviews he ever recorded after the incident. My
students got it all on tape.

"1 fell into the ditch and I
lay there with my head
down," the speaker
continued. "I looked up and vy
it was like the whole side of JEl
this house...the whole side
of the building seemed to
turn out like a blood red.
...Jt was a white house and
these lights were still

pulsating in erratic Norman Mustarelle in 1980
positions. I couldn't make

out any designs or silhouette at all, and then -- it took
off." Muscarello made a noise like a slide whustle,
indicating the disappearing UFO.

In.the last 35 years Muscarello's story and those of
other eye-witnesses have been analyzed to smithereens
in countless books, white papers, TV shows and web
sites. It's part of the Hynek Report where the term "close
encounters” was coined. It's documented in Air Force
reports and police reports, even the Congressional
Record. Skeptics have called the phenomenon everything
from fire balloons to a perceptual illusion of the planet
Jupiter. For believers, this story is tucked so deeply into
the foundation of UFOlogy that removing it would
disrupt the infrastructure of the whole system.

It's the cops that hold the
whole wild tale together.
Three days after the
incident, a statewide
newspaper photo showed a
sullen teenaged Muscarello
with three smiling Exeter
officers -- David Hunt, i : -
Eugene Bertrand and ML[SCH[E"D and Hunt in 1
dispatcher "Scratch:

Toland. After crawling from the ditch, Muscarello told
the class, he knocked on a couple of doors. No one
answered, but they later corroborated the fact that he had

A
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been there. Muscarello flagged down a car and got a ride
to the local police station. The driver of the car, he told
the students, was never identified in Fuller's book
because the woman with him at 2 am wasn't the driver's
wife. By the time Muscarello rushed frantically into the
station near the famous Exeter bandstand, Scraich
Toland had already received a call from another witness.

Toland asked Officer
Bertrand to accompany
Muscarello out to the field
and he too saw something,
It was about the size of a
plane, Bertrand later told S
my student investigatorina {. .}’
separate interview. It defied
the laws of gravity, "floating like a leaf". Officer Hunt
then pulled up and all three men watched the object
disappear seaward toward Hampton. Minutes later they
heard a police radio dispatch from Hampton -- a UFQO
had been spotted there. According to Muscarello,
Bertrand had even removed his gun from its holster
during the flyover.

"What was he going to do, shoot it?" one of my students
said laughing. In 1980, back from a long stretch in the
military, Muscarello still wore his hair slicked back,
Elvis-style, with long sideburns, a thin mustache and was
paunchier than the tough teenager in 1965 news photo.
"He was kind of a crazy kid in a way," Bertrand told my
student reporter. But in front of the class that day, the
more Muscarello spoke, the calmer and more confident
he sounded.

"At the time I was more afraid of the gun than that
thing," Muscarello said of the UFO. "So we boogied
back to the cruiser and Gene got on the blower and he
says, 'Scratch, I see the damn thing myself!”

The rest is UFO history. Reporter John Fuller was
assigned to write a piece originally called "Outer Space
Ghost Story” for Look magazine. It appeared in Reader's
Digest and then in True Magazine as "The Incident at
Exeter" - the title Fuller used for his book. Peter R.
Geremia, (see related story) director of the New
Hampshire chapter of Mufon (Mutual UFO Network)
remembers Fuller as a scrupulous investigative reporter.
Geremia has studied Fuller's notes now archived at
Boston University and describes his work as "very very
meticulous”.

http://www seacoastnh.com/arts/please111800.html 10/1/2002
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But there's more to the Seacoast UFO story. In 1980
my Journalism students fanned out and interviewed
everyone they could find associated with the book. We
published the results in a special edition of the school
paper. Conrad Quimby, then editor of the Derry News
and a staunch nonbeliever, told one student that he had
tipped off Fuller to the Exeter UFO incident. Quimby
said he was also friendly with a Portsmouth couple,
Betty and Barney Hill, who had seen a UFO while
driving in the White Mountains in 1961. As Fuller
worked on the Exeter book, Quimby mtroduced him to
the Hills. I checked this fact with Betty Hill, now living
in Portsmouth at age 81. She agrees that her husband
Bamey had confided in Quimby, and that indeed may be
how Fuller - and soon the whole world - leamed of the
couple's wild ride.

"Interrupted Journey" Fuller's follow-up book about
the Hill's alleged abduction by aliens was another big
setler. His detailed journalistic style again intrigued even
skeptics and positioned Betty and Bamey Hill deeply in
the hearts and minds of UFQO addicts world wide.
Distinguished actor James Earl Jones, the voice of CNN,
Bell Atlantic and Darth Vader, was a key force in turning
the book into a film and Jones played the part of Barney
Hill in the 1975 film version "The UFO Incident." The
two books were recently republished back to back as one
trade paperback volume and are already out of stock
again.

The Hills received a
royalty for their UFO story,
much of it recorded while
under hypnosis. Muscarello
and the Exeter witnesses
were not compensated in an
era before the fearful onset
of checkbook journalism.
One month after seeing the
Exeter UFO, Muscarello
began a close encounter
with the US Navy and
served in the Viet Nam
War. He remembers first discovering Fuller's book about
him at a shop in Saigon. By the time he arrived in my
classroom 15 years later, Incident at Exeter had sold over
a half million copies.

Betty Hilf in 1399

"Don't you feel at all ripped off?" someone in the
classroom asked Muscarello. Teenagers have an inherent

http:/fwww seacoastnh.com/arts/please111800.html 10/1/2002
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sense of justice that, we should teach them, history, fate,
commerce and UFOs do not. If I were in charge of public
education in America, all kids would study Journalism,
work on the school paper and write oral histories. They
would meet real people, ask real questions and report the
resulis with detail and without bias.

"It would have been nice
to make a few bucks,
right?" Muscarello
shrugged. "He (Fuller) said
he made a bundle. [ talked
to John on the phone about
four months ago. It was the
first time I'd talked to him
in 15 years. I had lost my
onigial copy and he sent
me that one," Muscarello said, gesturing toward his copy
of "Incident at Exeter.”

It was, as I recall, one of my best days as a high school
teacher. Qur school paper The Talon was consumed by
the students at Exeter Area High School as soon as it was
published. The kids sold ads and paid for the whole
process. We bought our own typewriters. We purchased
our own textbooks. The paper won some sort of award
and 20 years after the fact, the UFO issue is as readabie
as ever. I made a few calls to see iIf Norman Muscarello
is around town with no luck. I called the Excter Police
Station to see what had happened to the three officers.
The young dispatcher had never heard of any UFO flying
over Exeter or of the officers in question. Two, it
appears, have passed away. One transferred out long ago.

UFO researcher Peter Geremia says he met with John
G. Fuller, corresponded and spoke with him on the
phone. The two men planned to present a detailed lecture
together in Exeter in 1990, but the author died just weeks
before. Time passes and the thin cables that connect us to
the truth rust and snap. I couldn't find the audio tape of
our conversation with the man who saw the lights over
Kensington in 1965 - just the transcript my students
pulled together. It's not the missing 20 minutes from the
Watergaie archives - but I'm proud of it and of my
students - and it will have to do.

By J. Dennis Robinson
Copyright © 2000 SeacoastNH.com. All nghts reserved.
Content may not be used or transferred without
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permission.

Photos courtesy Manchester Union Leader and Exeter
High School Talon. IHlustrations by high school artist JP
Smith,

Don't miss Dennis Robinson's new column "Seacoast
Rambles" every other week in Foster's Sunday Citizen at
your local newsstand.
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TRUEVIEWS: MOVIENS BOOKS RECORDN

MOVIEN

THE RUSSIANS ARE COMING, What do you
think would happen if a Russian sub ran
aground just off Cape Cod? Well, if Jonathan
Winters is the local deputy sheriff, Paul Ford
the civilian defense chief and Ben Blue the
man who spreads the word, peaceful coex-
istence will he hilariously shattered, Carl
Reiner and Eva Marie Saint are also fine, but
Alan Arkin, as a nutty Russian lieutenant,
sieals the picture.

THE GLASS-BOTTOM BOAT. It's a rarity to see
a film with Doris Day where the issue isn’t
seduction versus marriage, so take note. This
time she's just a girl in love with a scientist
(Rod Taylor) ; she's also a suspected spy,
which leads to highly comic complications.
Arthur Godfrey, Paul Lynde and John Mg
Civer help keep it funny.

THE SUCKER. A frantic French farce about an
amiable dope who is talked inte driving a
Cadillac from Naples to Bordeaux not know-
ing that the car is stuffed to the fins with
gold, heroin and jewels. Everything goes
wrong, often uproariously. Bourvil plays the
sucker to clownish perfection and Louis de
Funes jis great as a dim-witted criminal
mastermind,

A BIG HAND FOR THE LITTLE LADY. Home-
steader Henry Fonda gets into the biggest
poker game in Texas, bets his life savings, is
raised—and has a heart attack, His wife
{Joanne Woodward) has to carry on, but she
doesn’t know how to play. After she learns,
she goes to the bank for a loan—with the
hand as collateral. Often funny, sometimes
strained. Jason Robards and Charles Bick-
ford shine as a couple of genial misogynists.

A FINE MADNESS. A fast, macabre comedy
about a two-fisted, oversexed poet in search of
money and peace of mind. Pursued by police,
his ex-wife, various broads and a slightly
crazy psychiatrist who wants to operate on
hig brain, he is always down but never out,

8

won't take “no” for an answer and even
makes love in & whirlpeol bath. Sean Connery
is miscast as the poet, but Jean Seberg, Pat-
rick O’Neal and Joanne Woodward are good.

THE NIGHT OF THE GRIZZLY. Clint Walker
stars as a rancher fighting off debt and a
sevage grizzly in the Pacike Northwest. It’s
kind of corny, but a basic sincerity keeps it
alive and there’s plenty of action. In the end,
it's more than bearable.

MAYA, Clint Walker azain, this time playing
a white hunter in decpest, darkest India. Jay
North, his son, runs away from home, meets
an Indian boy and a pair of elephants, and
travels with them. The scenery is simply
beautiful and the story is beautifully simple.
Send the kids.

CINERAMA'S . RUSSIAN ADVENTURE. A dull
travelogue, showing some of the more at-
teactive parts of Russia. The Moiseyev
Dancers and the Moscow State Circus are
standout attractions, but much of it is drab,
even though the cheerful Bing Crosby nar-
rates. The technical crudity of Cinerama’s
three-part screen is alse very distracting. If
you like smorgasbord, you might like this one.

THE LAST OF THE SECRET AGENTS? We deeply,

devoutly hope so. Marty Allen and Steve Rossl
make their movie debut, and spend 90 witless
minutes providing reasons why their first film
should be their last.

BOOKS

PROMETHEUS by Andre Maunrois. The life and
hard times of Honore de Balzac, one of
France's greatest writers, as seen by one of
the world’s great biographers, Life in 19th-
century France was lusty, hectic and free,
and Balzac exemplified the period. He failed
at politics and busingss, maintained several
mistresses, conducted love affairs by mail and
turned out a steady stream of novels and
stories. He died, burned out, at 50, five months
after he married. Harper & Row; $#10.00.

HIRORITO: EMPEROR OF JAPAN by Leonard
Mosley. A pgood but leisurely biography of a
monarch who was rarely allowed to rule.
Hirohito is a gentle man and, according to
this evidence, a good one, but he was so

£

hemmed in by politicians, tradition and the
military that he was helpless to stop or change
the disastrous course of events in Japan. The
book not only tells how, but explains why,
Prentice-Hall; 87.95.

THE BONAPARTES by David Stacton. There has
never been a family quite like Napoleon's:
hopefully, there will never be another. His
brothers, sisters and in-laws were loony, lazy,
lecherous and treacherous (one made a for
tune selling marble busts of Napoleon, then
sold him out to his enemies; another “atti-
tudinized all day and fornicated all night”).
This dazzingly witty book traces the family
misfortunes from 1814 to the present. Simen
& Schuster; §7.95.

CONFESSIONS OF AN IRISH REBEL by Brendan
Behan. The last work of the brawling, hawdy,
tragicomic writer is a perfect mirror of the
man: vulgar, funny and unfinished. Tape-
recorded before his death, it's a long, anec-
dotal monologue about prison life, fighting
the English, drinking, loving and writing
pornography in Paris. His crudity never quite
obscures his fundamental, warm humanity.
Bernard Geis; $4.95.

THE DETECTIVE by Roderick Thorp. A massive
novel about a private detective who accepts
a case that sets him off on a spellbinding
voyage of self-discovery. The author dissects
marriage, adultery, suicide, love, psychology,
homosexuality and police work so neatly that
it leaves the reader helpless to do anything
but read or. Quite simply, it's a hellova good
book. Dial; 8§5.95.

THE LAST GENTLEMAN by Walker Percy. Four
years ago, the author won the National Book
Award for The Mouviegoer; now he's back
with an even better novel. This is the story of
a southerner in New York, shy, pixieish and
subject to fits of amnesia. He returns home
in pursuit of love and finds death. It’s mclan-
choly and funny, very deep and very good.
Farrar, Straus & Giroux; 38595,

A SENTENCE OF LIFE by Julian Gloag. Jordan
Maddox is a nobody—a successful executive,
but dull and ordinary, When he is accused
of a violent murder, no one believes he is
even capable of it. He's innocent, but he
almost accepts the guilt in order to assert his
individuality and abselve his failings, though
ne one blames him for them but himself. An
absorbing novel. Simon & Schuster; $5.95.

THIS TIME IN TWILIGHT by Anthony Tutile.
A highly readable novel about a conflict over
a prospective dam in the Southwest and the
people who fight against it. Much of the story
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REACHES SO0ME SURPRISING CONCLUSIONS

® The book Incident at Exeter was no sooner completed than
UFQ reports began to break out in unprecedenied numbers ali
over the country. After my research in Exeter, New Hampshire,
I was, as a former skeptic, now convinced that this would hap-
pen, surprised that it had not happened sooner, For the first
time, the general press began treating the subject with respect.

I knew that Exeter was only a microcosm, a small sample of
a much bigger story that was taking place and was certain to
take place with increasing frequency all over the world. Since
one reporter cannot hopscotch everywhere to track down an
effective story, I decided to concentrate on Exeter because of a
well-documented case there involving the police. It could have
been any number of other places with similar reports.

When the now-famous Michigan cases broke in March, 1966,
House Republican leader Gerald R. Ford formally requested
a congressional investigation and the wire services furnished
front-page stories for the nationwide press. But when an Air
Force investigation indicated that some of the sightings might
be attributed to methane or marsh gas, the press again back-
tracked and seized on this as a blanket explanation for the UFO
phenomenon.

This distortion was deplored by Dr. J. Allen Hynek, head
of the Astronomy Department of Northwestern University, who

Condensed fram (he hook. Incidenl At Excter, copyright @ 1964 by John G. Fulker. 31
T tie publishexl 1y G. P, Pulnpm’s Sons.
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Exeter, N.H., is a typical, small New England town, inhabited by 7,243 skeptical Yankees.

Mrs. Virginia Hale saw a dome-shaped object
hovering over neighbor's house in daylight.

himself had advanced the marsh gas theory. In a letter
to me on March 29, 1966, he wrote: “I am enclosing
the actual press release 1 gave out at Detroit because
1 wanted you to have the full story, The release was
not handled in the papers as released.

“You will note my insistence that the swamp sight-
ings and their highly-likely explanation does not con-
stitute a blanket explanation for the UFO phenomenon.
I'm afraid this point was missed, too.” -

In the official release so badly distorted by the press,
Doctor Hynek states:

“The Air Force has asked me to make a statement
of my findings to date. This I am happy to do, provided
it is clearly understood that my statement will refer to
two principal events as reported to me. . . . It does not
cover the hundreds of unexplained reports. . . . I have
not investigated those. . . . | have recommended in my
capacity as Scientific Consultant [to the Air Force]
that competent scientists quietly study such cases when
evidence from responsible people appears to warrant

2

Exeter patrolmen Bertrand, left, and
Hunt point out spot where UFO rose.

such study. There may be much of potential value to
science in such events. We know a very great deal more
about the physical world in 1966 than we did in 1866,
but, by the same token, the people in the year 2066
may regard us as very incomplete in our scientific
knowledge. . . .”

The Michigan sightings showed marked similarity
to the astounding, repetitive series of UFQ cases that
were continuing on such a regular basis in the Exeter
area. At Ann Arbor, Michigan, at least 40 people, in-
cluding a dozen policemen, turned in reports of four
strange, glowing objects, hovering over a swamp neas-

- by. The craft was described as football-shaped, about

as wide in diameter as the length of a car, with a gray-
ish-yellow hue and a pitted surface like a coral rock.
(A witness in Exeter who experienced a UFO hovering
directly béside her car described the surface as looking
like “hammered aluminum.”) The object closest to
the observer was reported to have a blue light on one
end, a white light on the other and a large red light

TRUE THE MAN'S MAGAZINE
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A Pennsylvania hobbyist accidentally snapped this UFO while making time exposures of the moon.

in the center. As in most of the Exeter cases, it was
silent as it hovered just a few feet over the swamp.
Frederick E. Davids, state police commissioner and
also director of civil defense {or the state, commented:
“I used to discount these reports, too, but now I'm not
so sure.” Stanley McFadden, a Washtenaw county
deputy sheriff, reported that he and deputy David Fitz-
patrick watched the object fly over their car about the

. same time farmer Frank Manner and his 19-year-old
son saw it take off.

At Hillsdale, Michigan, 87 college co-eds took copi-
ous notes on an object that hovered over a swamp out-
side their college dormitory. Joining them was a col-
lege dean and a civil defense official who confirmed
their stories.

Later, in April of 1966, two deputy sheriffs of Por-
tage County, Ohio, chased an object described as heing
40 {eet wide and 18 feet high, for some 90 miles, from
Atwater, Ohia, all the way to Freedom, Pennsylvania.
Police Chief Gerald Buchert, of Mantua, Ohio, con-

AUGUST 1966

firmed their story. All the observers emphasized they
had seen some kind of a vehicle, as opposed to natutal
phenomenon such as fireballs or St. Elmo’s fire.

I became wnvolved with the UFQ subject almost by
total accident. As a columnist for the Saturday Review,
I keep a drawer full of 1nteresting press clippings on
a wide vanety of subjects, especially if they a1e news
stories that are Jikely to appear brefly in the press and
theu disappear into lunbo.

During the summer of 1965, I came across a ¢lip-
ping in the conservative New York Times that reported
on the rash of sightings 1n Oklahoma, Texas and New
Mexico during which the teletype network of the Okla-
homa State Highway Patrol was jammed for thiee
nights with reports from between 30 and 40 of its
officers that varicolored objects were tracked in vari-
ous parts of the state at both low and high level. The
sightings were announced as confirmed on radar
screens by Tinker and Carswell Awr Force bases and
then later denied [Contrnued on page 107]

33



REPORT FROM VIET NAM

CAMP ALPHA, SAIGON
B Everybody knows that the last week in Viet Nam
is the week you are most likely to get killed or hurt
oY go nuts.

That’s not really true, of course. The stalisticians
can prove a man about to go home is no more likely
to get hit than anyone else, and the military brass
makes a special effort 1o keep servicemen from hecom-
ing casualties just before they are scheduled to go back
to the States. In some Army units, soldiers are taken
oft operations when they get within 30 days of depar-
ture time—and the other branches of service tend 1o
be equally protective. But there ave just enough tragic
ironies during the final days of duty here to make GI's
believe in black fate.

The last stop for homeward bound Army men i
Viet Nam is the 90th Replacement Battalion, a bare,
crowded compound known as “Camp Alpha™ and lo-
cated inside Saigon’s Tan Son Nhut Airport. It is also,
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paradoxically, the first stop for many new arrivals.
They are all mixed together: the frightened newcomers
and the ready-to-depart veterans.

In its initial year of operation, ending last April,
Camp Alpha processed more than 56,000 entering
GI’s, and sent more than 26,000 back to the U.S. But
these rates have increased at a staggering pace ve-
cently, making Alpha far from a comfmtahle encanip-
ment. There are only enough huts 1o house a small frac-
tion of the men passing through. The others sleep in
large tents or on the bare ground.

One hig hangar serves as a mess hall, and another
is used as a club. The makeshift club contains a few
dozen tables, a refreshment stand that sells soft drinks
and heer, and some pinball machines. When movies
are shown at night, it becomes as hot as a boiler room.

Theoretically no soldier about to leave Viet Nam
stays at Alpha longer than two days, hnt in practice
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[Continued from page 33)

by the Air Force. I felt that it was incredible that this many
police officers could report a phenomenon like this without it
being based on fact. T tore out the cipping and waited for a
follow-up. Nothing happened; the story disappeared from the
pages of all the New York papers.

Facing a deadline for a column, 1 checked with the National
Investigations Committee on Aerial Phenomena in Washington
and learned from its Assistant Director Richard Hall that not
only were these cases unexplained, but that two sheriffs in
Texas had sped away from an enormous object some 250 feet
in diameter that came down to road level and hovered a few
feet off the ground. Ac the same time, I learned about the Exe-
ter case, also involving competent police officers, one of whom
was an Air Force veteran.

I knew next to nothing about the UFO subject and in fact
was extremely wary of it. 1 knew thac a certain element of UFO
believers was wildly irresponsible and I was determined to
avoid this element in any research I might do on the subject.
On the other hand, the prevalence of recent police reports sug-
gested that there must be substance to the story and, if there
were, the press was certainly not giving it proper coverage.

As a naive and unbiased observer, 1 approached the story
with extreme caution and resolved that 1 would follow one
rule: To overdocument and underseate.

THE UFO’S ARRIVE

t 2:24 a.m. on September 3, 1965, Norman Muscarello,
three weeks away from joining the Navy, plunged into the
Exeter, New Hampshire, police station in a state of near shock.
He was white and shaking. Patrolman Reginald *Scratch”
Toland, on duty at the desk, helped him light a cigarette be-
fore he calmed down enough to talk.

His story came out in bursts, He had been hitchhiking on
Route 150 from Amesbury, Massachusetts, to his home in Exe-
ter, a distance of 12 miles. The traffic was sparse, and he was
forced to walk most of the way. By 2 that morning he reached
Kensington, a few miles short of his home. Near an open field
between two houses, the Thing, as he called it, came out of the
sky directly toward him. It was as big as or bigger than a house.
It appeared to be 80 to 90 feet in diameter, with brilliant, pul-
sating red lights around an apparent rim. It wobbled, yawed
and floated toward him. It made no noise whatever. When it
AUGUST 1966

R T A e i Ly T iy

LR

seemed as if it was going to hit him, he dove down on the shal
low shotilder of the road, Then the object appeared to back
off slowly-and hovered directly over the roof of one of the houses.
Finally it-backed off far enough for Muscarello to make a run
for the house. He pounded on the door, screaming, No one
answered. - '

At that moment, a car came by, moving in the direction of
Exeter. He ran to the middle of the road and waved his arms
frantically. A middle-aged couple drove him into Exeter and
dropped him off at the police station.

The kid had calmed down a little now, although he kept light-
ing one cigarette after another,

“Look,"” said Muscarello, “I know you don’t believe me. I
don’t blame you. But you got to send somebody back out there
with me!”

The kid persisted. Officer Toland, puzzled at first, was im-
pressed by his sincerity. He kicked -on the police 1adio and
called in Cruiser #21.

Within five minutes, Patrolman Eugene Bertrand pulled into
the station. Berirand, an Air Force veteran during the Korean
War with air-to-air refucling expertence on KC-97 tankers, re-
ported 2n odd coincidence. An hour or so before, cruising near
the overpass on Route 101, about two miles out of Exeter, he
had come across a car parked on the bypass with a lone woman
at the wheel. Trying to keep her composure, she had said chat
a huge, silent, airborne object had trailed her from the town
of Epping, 12 miles away, only a few feet from her car. It had
brilliant, Aashing red lights, When she had reached the over-
pass, it suddenly took oft at tremendous speed and disappeared
among the stars.

“I thought she was a kook,” Bertrand told Toland. “So I
didn't even bother to radio in."

Toland turned to the kid with a little more interest. “This
sound like the thing you saw?”

“Sounds exactly like it,” said Muscarello.

It was nearly 3 a.m. when Patrolman Bertrand and Mus-
carello arrived back at the field along Route 150. The night was
clear, moonless and warm. Visibility was unlimited. There was
no wind and the stars were brilliant. Bertrand parked his
cruiser near Tel. & Tel. Pole #668. He picked up the radio
mike to call to Toland that he saw nothing at all, but that the
youngster was still so tense about the situation he was going
to walk out on the field with him to investigate further.
“I'll be out of the cruiser for a few minutes” he said,
“so i you don't get an answer on the radio, don’t worry
aboue it.” .

Bertrand and Muscarello walked down the sloping feld in
the dark, Bertrand probing the trees in the distance with his
flashlight. About 100 yards away from the roadside was a corral
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where the horses of the Carl Dining farm were kept, When they
reached the fence, and still saw nothing, Bertrand tried to re-
assurc the kid, explaining that it must have been a helicopter.

Then, as Bertrand turned his back to the corral to shine Bis
light toward the tree line to the north, the horses at the Dining
fann began to kick and whinny and bat at the sides of the
barn and fence. Dogs in the nearby houses began howling.
Muscarello let out a yell, ’ -

“I see it! I see it!"” he screamed. -

Bertrand reeled and looked toward the trees beyond the
corral. :

1t was rising slowly from behind two tall pines: a brilliant,
roundish object, without a sound. It came toward them like a
leaf fluttering from a tree, wobbling and yawing as it moved.
The entire area was bathed in brilliant red light. The white
sides of Carl Dining's pre-Revolutionary saltbox house turned
hloodred. The Russell house, 2 hundred yards away, turned the
same color. Bertrand reached for his .38, then thought betfer
of it and shoved it back in its holster. Muscarello froze in his
tracks. Bertrand, afraid of infrared rays or radiation, grabbed
the youngster and yanked him toward the cruiser.

Back at the Exeter police station, Scratch Toland was nearly
blasted out of his chair by Bertrand's radio call. “My God. I
see the damn thing myself!”

Under the half protection of the cruiser roof, Bertrand and
Muscarello watched the object hover. It was about 100 feet
above them, ahout a football field's distance away. It was rock-
ing back and forth on its axis, still absolutely silent. The pul-
sating red lights seemed to dim from left to right, then from
right to left, in a 54-3-2-1, then 1.2-3-4-5 pattern, covering
about two seconds for each cycle. It was hard to make out a
definite shape because of the brilliance of the lights. “Like
trying 1o describe a car with its headlights coming af you,” is
the way Bertrand puts it. }

It hovered: there, 100 feet above the field, for several min.
utes. Still no noise, except for the horses and dogs. Then,
slowly, it began to move away, eastward, toward Hampton. Its

movement was erratic. defying all conventional acrodynamic °

patierns. “It darted,” says Bertrand. “It could turn on a dime.’
Then it would slow down.” ’

At that moment Patrolman David Hunt, in Cruiser #20,
pulled up by the pole. He had heard the radio conversations
between Bertrand and Toland at the desk and had scrambled
out to the scene, Bertrand jumped out to join Hunt at the
edge of the field. ‘

“I could see that fluttering movement,” Hunt says. “It was
going from left to right, between the tops of two big trees. 1
could see those pulsating lights. I could hear those horses kick-
ing out in the barn there. Those dogs were really howling. Then
-it started moving, slowlike, across the tops of the trees, just
above the trees. It was rocking when it did this. A creepy type
of look. Airplanes don't do this. After it moved out of sight,
toward Hampton, toward the ocean, we waited awhile, A B-47
came over. You could tell the difference. There was no com-
parison.” .

Within moments after the object slid over the trees and out
of sight of Bertrand, Hunt and Muscarello, Scratch Toland took
a call at the desk from an Exeter night operator.

“She was all excited," says Toland. "Some man had just called
her, and she traced the call to one of them outside booths in
Hampton, and he was so hysterical he cduld hardly talk straight.
He told her that a flying saucer came right at him, but before
he could finish he was cut off. I got on the phone and called
the Hampton police and they notified the Pease Air Force Base.”

The blotter of the Hampton Police Department covers the -

story tartly:

I Sept. 3, 1965: 3 a.m. Exeter Police Dept. reports unidentified
flying object in that area. Units 2, 4 and Pease Air Force alerted.
At 3:17 am., received a call from Exeter operator and Officer

Toland. Advised that a male subject called and asked for police
department, further stating that call was in re: a large, unidenti-

fied flying object, but call was cut off. Call received. from a
Hampton pay phone, location unknown.

At 4:30 a.m. that morning, Mrs. Dolores Gazda, 205 F Street,
Exeter, and mother of Norman Muscarello from a previous
marriage, was in her own words “pretty shook up.” Without a

phone, she had had no word from her son since early the
previous evening. Nervous and wakeful, she watched the police
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cruiser pull up outside her second-floor flat, where she kegps a
spotlessly cleansapartment in the face of a restricted budget.
She ran to the cutside wooden stairs and watched officers Ber-
trand and Hunt escort her son up.

“You know what a shock this could be to a mother,” she says.
“And of course I could hardly believe this fantastic story. It
wasn’t until I talked to the two police officers that I knew what
they went through. When he came in with the police, he was
white, White as a ghost, I knew he couldn’t be patting me on.
Thank God the pelice saw it with him. People might never
believe him.”

Lt, Warren Cottrell was on the desk at 8 o'dock that morm-
ing. He read Bertrand's report, a rough piece of yellow manu-
script paper hunt-and-pecked as a supplement to the regular
blotter.

Cottrell called the Pease Air Force Base to reconfirmy the
incident and, by 1 in the afternoon, Maj. David H. Griffin
and Lt. Alan Brandt arrived, They went to the scene of the
sighting, interviewed Bertrand, Hunt and Muscarello at length,
and returned to the base with litde comment. They were in-
terested and serious.

By nightfall that evening, a long series of phone calls began
coming into the police station, many from people who had dis-
trusted their own senses in previous sightings before the police
report.

II)Nlight.fall also marked the beginning of a three-week nightly
vigil by Muscarcllo, his mothcr and several friends. In the
short time left before he was to go to the Great Lakes Naval

Training Station, he was determined to see it again, He did:-

checked in at the desk of the Exeter Inn on the morning of
October 20, 1965, and waited over 10 minutes for a bellhop to
take me to my room. Two tape recorders, a Polaroid camera
and.a suitcase took up most of the space, but the room was
cheerful and I would be spending little enough time in it.

I was armed with extensive background material supplied
me by Maj. Donald Keyhoe’s organization, the National In-
vestigations Committee on Aerial Phenomena (NICAP}. Both

- Richard Hall, assistant director, and Ray Fowler, their Massa-

chusetts fieldman, had been most generous with their time and
information about a subject I knew literally nothing about.

1 mer officers Bertrand and Hunt for lunch that day in the
sprawling, tearoomish dining room of the Inn. Only a few
hushed patrons were lunching at the time and Hunt's bulk as
he came through the door of the dining room dominated the
room. He looked twice the size of Bertrand in every dimension.
He had a quiet, wry New Hampshire accent and a salty sense
of humor..

Bertrand was wearing zylonite glasses, was soft-spoken and
serious-looking. Although he appeared slight and scholarly, I
recalled that his licutenant had told me over the phone that
he was invariably assigned to the tough cases. Over a porter-
house steak 1 learned more about what had happened and-I
was surprised to learn—was still happening in Exeter follow-
ing Muscarello's UFO sighting, more than six weeks carlier.

“For quite a stretch there,” Hunt said, “three or four phone
calls a night would come into the station. Most of them were
pretty sensible people and a lot of them came pretty close to the
description of the things we saw.”

“I think you'll find,” Bertrand said, “that a lot of people
are really afraid to report secing these things. I know I was
damn glad when Dave pulled up in his cruser that night, if
nothing else than to check me out. Some people might be
making mistakes, but I'm convinced a lot of them aren’t. When
I was in the Air Force, I used to work right on the ramp
with the planes. I could tell what kind of plane might bhe
around just by the sound of it. Righet after this thing went
away on September 3rd, an Air Force jet came over, Dave and
clear what it was. No comparison at
all between it and the object, in either lighting or configuration
or sound, or anything else. And, of course, the B-47 was high
and the object was low. Right down over the trees. It was im-
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possible to make a mistake in comparing the fwo. On tie way
out to the place with Muscarello, I thought therkid for su;e had
seen a helicopter. But it wasn't. Not by 2 loug shot” f
“He's a pretty cool kid, Muscarello,” Hunt said. “It ‘would
take a lot to shake him up. And he was shaken up, there's no
doubt about that,”

Hunt went on to say that Muscarello was now at the Great

. Lakes Naval Training Station, but suggested I could gét some

details from his mother. .

After lunch, Bertrand and Hunt got in my car, a smallish
Volvo sedan which sagged a little under Hunt's weight, We
drove out Route 108, then turned left on Route 150 southerly
toward Kensington and Amesbury. Hunt pointed toward an-
other road slanting up a hill ahead of us. ..

“Up this road another kid, Ron Smitk, saw the thing too."

“When did that happen?” T asked.

“About three weeks after we saw it. Said it passed over his
car twice.”

“Anybody with him?"

“Yes, his mother and aunt. They were all scared to death
when they pulled into the police station.”

“What kind of kid is he?” I asked.

“Pretty decent, from what I know,” Hunt said. "Works in

© the grocery store after school, right across from the police

station. You might be able to find him this afternoon.”

I made a mental note to interview Smith, just as we ap-
proached Tel, and Tel. Pole #668, We pulled up near it and
got out of the car, Stretched across the held was a heavy wire
with a metal sign on it, reading XEEP OUT.

“The owner had to put this wire and sign up right after it
happened,” Hunt said. "Dozens of cars ouc here every night
for weeks afterward. People dropping beer cans and cigarette
butts atl over the place. Some of ‘em used to wait here all
night to see if it was coming back.”

We looked out over a wide, sweeping field of some 10 acres,

rimmed by 1all evergreens. To the left was the tidy neo-Colonial |

residence of Clyde Russell. To the right, about a hundred yards
away, was the rambling, ancient saltbox farm, its timbers tidily
restored by Carl Dining, a gentleman farmer who kept several
horses and other livestock. Behind the Dining house was a
split-rail fence forming a corral, where the horses were romping,
The ground sloped down toward the evergreens, and in the
far distance we could see the Atlantic shore at Hampton, a
half a dozen miles to the east.

I asked Bertrand to reenact the scene in as much detail as pos-
:‘;]ible. He pantomimed the motions in detail, reliving the inci-

ent.

“Well, we both got out of the cruiser, walked down the field,
down the slope, down to over by that fence there.”

He pointed to the split rails of the corral, about 75 yards

. down the slope, “I was shining my light all around to see if T

could spot anything. Especially over toward those woods.”

He pointed toward the woods several hundred feet away, in
the direction of Hampton,

“When he yelled, ‘I see it! I see itl" I turned fast and looked
up. He pointed near the trees over there—the big ones. The
leaves are off them now, but they weren’t then. It was coming up
behind them. It hovered, looked like it banked and came for-
ward toward us, He seemed to freeze, and that's when I grabbed
him and ran back to the cruiser. We got in the cruiser and I
called in saying I was seeing it. Dave came. Dave came, and
it was moving down toward the end of the field, across the
tops of the trees.” '

“Tust to the right of the big wees,” Hunt said. “That's when
I saw that fluttering movement. And the pulsating lights.”

Bertrand pointed back toward the two hig trees. “These
trees must have been blocking the light when we first got here,”

‘he said. "It was somewhere, but I didn't see it, Then it came

up from behind the trees, it’s thick there, thick enough to hide
it. It came up and it looked like a big red ball when it was still
behind the trees.”

“About how far above the trees did the thing seem to. be?” I
asked. .

“Well,” said Bertrand, “I figure those trees to be about 70
feet high. And it was about 30 feet above them. That’s how I
figured the altitude of the thing was about 100 feer.”

“A little lower,” Hunt said, “and it would have looked like
it was skimming the trees. And it was rocking over them. An
airplane couldn't do this if it tried.”

“And here's another interesting thing,” Bertrand said. "Righe
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ajter the thing disappeared toward Hampton, we waited, and
that's when we”saw the B-47 going over—a conventional jet
we see all the time around here. Everybody knows them—and
the B-52's and the Coast Guard helicopters. Kids in their knee
pants know them here. Grandmothers know them. Anyway,
when we got back to the station and Scratch Toland told us
about the hysterical man calling from the Hampton phone
booth, Dave and I back-timed what happened and figured that
the man made this call just about the time the craft had
moved from us to Hampten."

“And then I saw it later,” Hunt said. “About an hour later,
down on the 101 bypass. But it was too far away then, and T
didn't make any big fuss about it.”

“You couldn't identify it for sure?”

“Not positively,” Hunt said. “But I conld prewy well say it
was the same thing, And it was still over Hampton.”

We got back in the car and Bertrand directed me toward
Drinkwater Road, and then over $haw Hill, where Ron Smith
and his mother and aunt had reported  their sighting several
weeks later,

“They were scared, there’s no doubt about that. Shaking.
Really white. The second time he saw it, Smith said it backed
up over his car. Like it went into reverse gear. Said it was round
with bright lights over the top of it. On the bottom, some dif-
ferent colored lights. Said it looked like it was spinning, like
a top.”

ext to the tiny room housing the police desk is a small

.courtroom to handle those cases requiring immediate atten-

tion. It is spotlessly clean, with shiny brown woodwork out of
respect for the serious business of the dispensation of justice.

It was in this solemn room that afterncon that I interviewed
young Ron Smith. He was a pleasant-looking 17-year-old
whom I had found in the grocer's across the street, unpacking a

.carton of chicken soup. His boss at the store, skeptical of the

UFO siteation, had let him off for a few minutes, on the agsur-
ance that I wouldn't let him take a ride in a flying saucer. “He's
too good a worker to lose,” he said,

Young Smith was used to this gentle ribbing, he said, ever
since he and his mother and aunt were driving that night first
on Drinkwater Road, then on Shaw Hill, not more than a half
a mile from where Bertrand, Hunt and Muscarello encoun-
tered their inexplicable craft. “They can kid me all they want,”
he said. “I know what I saw. Nobody can tell me I didn't see it.
Nobody. That’s all there is to it.”

Smith, a senior at Exeter High, was planning to go into the
Air Force after he graduated. His marks in school were fair to
good, averaging around a gentleman’s C. His boss at the store,
in spite of the ribbings he liked to tender Smith, thought he
was a top worker. Mrs, Oliver, at the police desk, knew the
boy and described his character as exceptionally good.

Sitting at the attorney's desk in the tiny courtroom, 1 asked
him 1o describe his experience in as much detail as possible.

“Well,” he said, “I was riding around with my mother and
aunt. It was a warm night, I guess around 11:30 p.m,, and this
was just about two or three weeks after the officers here saw
this object. All of a sudden, my aunt said, ‘Look up at the sky!'
I thought she was kidding, but I looked up and then stopped
the car. I saw a red light on top and the bottom was white and
glowed. It appeared to be spinning. It passed over the car once
and when it passed over and got in front, it stopped all of
a sudden in midair. Then it went back over the car again.”

“Stopped in midair?” ' .

“Stopped in midair, went back over a second time, stopped
again. Then it headed over the car a third time and took off.
It scared me, it really did. And I started to come back into Exe-
ter to report it to the police. I got pariway back—all the way to
Front Street—when I came to my senses. I wanted to go back to
make sure it was there. To take another look to make sure 1
wasn't sceing things. We did go back. And sure endugh, it was
in the same spot again. It passed over the car once, and that was
the last time I saw it.”
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“Did it take off fast or slow?” T asked him. .

“Well, it didn’t rush. It just sort of eased its ‘way along. Then
it taok off fast.” ’

“How abotit sound? What kind of sound did it make?”

“It didn't make any real sound. Just sort of a humming noise,
like a cat when it purrs. And incidentally, I got up again that
morning, about 4 a.m. to se¢ if I could see it again. But 1 didn't
see it."

Shorty after the interview with Ron Smith, 1 learned that
Bob Kimball, a newsreel cameraman and stringer in New Eng-
land for all three of the major welevision networks, lived in
Exeter and had been very interested in the Muscarello-Bertrand-
Hunt incident. I had worked with Kimball before, on several
documentary Alms I had produced, and knew him to be a hardy
and pleasantly cynical man, traits which often characterize the
newsreel cameraman in any area.

When I saw Kimball, he frankly admitted that he was puz-
zled and baffled. He had a long-standing habit of spending a
great deal of time at the Exeter police station, especially late at
night when he found it hard to sleep. Used to the irregular
hours his profession demanded, Kimball ws essentially a night
person, His habit was to drop by the police desk about midnight,
chat with Officer Toland at the desk and follow up on any in-
teresting cases which came in gver the radio. Along about 3 in
the morning, he would join Rusty Davis, owner of the local taxi
company and another one of the night people, and the two
would drive over to a bakery in Hampton, in the rear of a small
restaurant called Sugar'n Spice, for coffee and hot doughnuts,
just out of the oven. This was a ritual for both of them.

“Unfortunately, I wasn’t around the night of the Muscarello
case, I was sleeping, which is something 1 don't usually do and
don’t approve of. 1 would have given my left arm and an Arri-
[lex camera to have caught a picture of that thing. Gene Ber-
trand finally did wake me up—about 4:30 am., I guess it was—
burt by the time we got out there, nothing was in sight and I was
still half asleep. And Genc was still shaken, which is very un-
usual for Gene. He's a tough cookie. So is Hunt. They're not
the kind to go around making up any story."

I asked him what he made of it all.

“I just don't know,"” he said. “I can't figure it out and I find it
hard to even guess at it. Something was there and something is
continuing to happen. That much [im sure of. Too many people
all around the area are reporting this seriously and a lot of them
aren’t dummies by a long shot. I kept thinking if I could only
get a picture, a good picture, a close-up, then we'd have some-
thing to work on. I carry a loaded camera in the car with me
all the time, but still no luck.”

- Kimball offered to drive me around the area after midnight
and invited me to join him and Rusty, the taxi man, at their
nightly ritual at the bakery. He also offcred to point out several
of the many spots from which reports of UFQ sightings had
heen made both before and after the September 8rd event.

"UFQ hunting has become a popular sport. All along Route
88, on the way to Hampton, and 101-C in the same direction.
You see cars waiting out there every other night.”

The streets of Exeter at midnight are ghostly and quiet. The
shops on Water Street, which spraw] along the bank of the
Squamnscott River, are dim and silent. Across from Batchelder's
Bookstore, featuring cards, gifts, stationery, the faine blue fluo-
rescent light roLice flickers and glows uncertainly from the side
of the Town Hall building. Inside, Desk Officer Scratch Toland
holds a nightly rein on cruisers 21 and #22, most frequently
manned by patrolmen Bertrand and Hunt on the midnight-to-
8 a.m. tour of duty. .

Scratch Toland, with a round and impish face, is a vetgran
officer on the force, with a sharp and dour Yankee tongue and a
pleasing wit. With his help, I was able to cull the names of over
2 dozen witnesses to UFO incidents, many more than I had
anticipated, from the police blotter. It was my plan to interview
#s many of these people as I could.

“This is interesting,” I told Toland. “I didn’t know you had
s0 many leads.”

“Lot of peop]e were keeping ‘e quiet,” Toland said. “Afraid
people might think they were nuts. Thing that brought so much
attention to the September 8rd sighting was that there were two
officers on hand to testify directly.”

“Do you think there are many more sightings unreported, not
on the blotter?”

“I know so,” said Toland. “Keep running into people who
tell me they saw such-and-such quite a few weeks ago, a [ew
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night§ ago, or whenever it was. ICs gecting now so that people
aren't even bothering to report therm,” ) )

It whs nearly 2 in the morning when Kimball and Rusty Davis
showed up at the station. There was a lot of kidding around and .
then the nightly pilgrimage for the coffee and doughnuts got
under way., We would have a chance to look at some of the
favoriie places the UFQ hunters haunted on the way over to
Hampton.

We piled into Kimball's car, a big Chrysler especially
equipved for his newsreel and documentary camera work, with
a shortwave radio,-a mobile welephone, cameras, lights and Alm
stack’. It carried a license plate CBS-TV, although he worked
for al} three networks.*We'll check a couple of these places on
the way down,” Kimball said as we moved out of the empty
streets of Exeter and onto the Hampton road. “But don't expect
to see anything. Rusty and 1 have been looking every night since
it happened and we haven't had any huck. There's one spot on
Route 101-C where some reports have come in—and another
field on Route 88 where a lot of them have. We'll go by there
first.”

Rusty, in the back seat, mumbled, “As loag as we don't forget
the doughnuts.” A shaggy, congenial man with an enormous
appetite, he had heard a lot about UFQ's as he taxied the citi-
zens of Exeter and environs around the area.

oute 88, [rom Exeter to Hampton Falls, is dark, winding
and lonely, a fit place for a tired UFQ to rest, if indeed UFO's
did exist. In spite of the evidence, some of it rather startling,
it was hard to.overcome the resistance of a skeptical outlock,
born of the scientific age. And yet one of the prerequisites of
science is Lo keep an open mind.

For the first time the idea began 1o grow on me that, in spite
of official protestations, the Establishment (in the form of offi.
cial government, Air Force and scientific agencies) was actually
in as weak a position as the protesters or witnesses, if they could
be called that. Regardless of official proclamations, the Air Force
offered no definite proof of nonexistence {(a paradox, of course,
but everything in this case was a2 paradox, an ambivalence, a
dichotomy). But neither did the witnesses offer proof. They
offered only conviction, sincerity, dedication and resolute re-
sistance to any who would call them false witnesses. What was
most distressing to these people was that the Establishment—
mainly in the form of the Air Force—was responsible for calling
them liars and incompetents with almost unforgivable blunt-
ness. There seemed to be shaping up here a mammoth con-
frontation between the Air Force and the growing number of
reliable observers.

The threat of the UFO was still psychological, however. No
instance of any physical harm befalling a human being had
been reliably reported in the 20-year history of the phenome-
non's most yeasty occurrences. Even those observers who had
had close and {rightening encounters experienced no physical
harm. Interstellar beings who could conquer the forees of na-
ture 1o the extent of defying gravity (if thousands of observers
were telling the truth), harness electromagnetic forces, and defy
G forces which the entire NASA space program showed no in-
dication of conquering, should easily be able to do harm at will.

The UFQ's had apparently made no attempt to communicate
with earth people, unless, of course, they had communicated
directly with the scientific ¢lite, who, having reported it to the
government, were promptly restrained from releasing it to the
general public.

And then of course the question would come up: Could scien-
tists be squelched like this? Wouldn't some intrepid scientist say
to hell with politics and everything else, he was going to bring
the Truth to the public because he belicved that truth was
more important than both politics and the Establishment com-
bined?

On the other side of the fénce, if you presupposed a benign
and intelligent group of political leaders, or Air Force gen-
crals, who were faced with definite evidence and prool of the
fact that UFO's of extraterrestrial origin did exist, wouldn't
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they, out of concern for the entirf org¥nized structure of so-

ciety, feel that they must be most| cautious in the manner in

which this inzelligence should be released to the general popu-
« lace? The Orson Wells “invasion” in the late 30, a single
dramatized radio program, resulted in mass hysteria. Would the
same thing— or worse—happen if offictal government sources
announced blandly that we definitely had visitors from another
i nlanet? What would a reasonable and prudent man in a posi-
i complete authority—such as the President of the United

o when confronted with such a decision?
re have been, I learned afrer I started this research, fre-
and continual rumors (and they are orly rumors) that
morgue at Wright-Patterson Field, Dayton, Ohio, lie the
dies of a half-dozen or so small humanocid corpses, measuring
not more than 414 feet in height, evidence of one of the few
times an extraterrestrial spaceship has allowed itself either to
" fail or otherwise fall into the cdutches of the semicivilized earth
people. What would any of us do if we bore the responsibility
of releasing this news to the citizenry? If we were the “reason-
able and prudent man” our law courts always use as the meas-
uring stick of judgment, we would probably be very circumspect,

We might even delay judgment.

As I drove down the twisting, darkened curves of Route 88 in
Bob Kimball’s newsreel-equipped Chrysler, thoughts like these
were going through my mind.

Another ritual assumed by Rusty and Kimball was to deliver
a parcel of doughnuts and hot coffee to the police station at
Hampton Beach, the resort section of the town, swarming with
visitors during the summer, now deserted and boarded up 'in
October. We drove along the ocean, past the shells of the sum-
mer hot-dog stands and curic shops, and pulled up in front of
the police station, the only light visible in the entire seashore
community. It was close to 8 in the morning by now and the
only sound was the echo of the breakers on the beach.

Sgt. Joe Farnsworth was on night duty, a gray-haired gentle-
man who tendered some friendly insults to the regulars for
being so late with the coffee.

He recalled the night of the frantic phene call from the man
in the unknown phone booth, pulled out the blotter and showed
me the record of it. .

“There's another story, though,” he said, “much more inter-
esting than this one. It's not on the blotter becanse we turned

P the whole thing over to the Coast Guard station and they took
it from there.”
"Tell me about it,” I said.
"Well," the sergeant said, “this was about two months ago.
That would make it some time in early September or late Au-
gust. I don’t have the names of the two fellows involved, but the
Coast Guard does, if they're allowed to give them to you. Any-
way, I was cruising up on the boulevard. It was late, about 4 in
5 the morning, I think. This car was parked along the side and
L 1 eased up to it to see what was up. There were these two boys
in it, I guess they were in their late teens. As soon as they saw
me, they came running to the cruiser. And they were scared to
death, I mean scared to death. Both of them. And this one boy
said, *You'll never believe what I'm going to tell you!" Right
away, the way they were acting, I checked to make sure they
were both sober. And they were. No liquer on the breath, noth-
ing like that. They were just plain hysterical. So they told me
they were going down the boulevard, and this thing come in
from the ocean right over the top of their car, and it stayed still

that was trying to land and they didn’t want to get involved
underneath it. Then this thing stopped, too, whatever it was.
Right in the air. Pretty soon, they got scared and took off—and
when they did, this thing did, too. But when they went up the
boulevard straight, ‘this thing suddenly came right at them.
That's when they pulled over, the thing shot off out of sight,
and they were too hysterical to do anything until I putled up,
I guess. So I took them up to the Coast Guard station.”

“How far is that?" I asked,
- “Couple of miles up the shore from here. Right on the beach,
So anyway, the Coast Guard had these guys write out state-
ments about what they saw, and everything. And they had
somebody come over from the air base, I don’t know who it
was, and check on it. And I dont know what they found, but
these kids definitely saw something.”

“Yon don't have the names of the kids anywhere?”

“Neo, I'm afraid I don't. But the Coast Guard does. And the
next day, the story was flying around so much I was believing

AUGUST 1366

AR T m L B L
T ST N T s T T

L O

L ¥

over the car, And they stopped short, they thought it was a plane -

J

g

it myself. Especially the way these kids were so hysterical. They
couldnt’t have faked that in a million years.”

“Any other cases come your way?' I asked.

"Ob; a couple of weeks ago,” the serpeant said. “After the
beach é&osed. About a week or two after Labor Day. We got a
report, you might have heard about it, that the thing was over
the marsh, back of the police station here. I went out there,
but I didn’t see anything. Then there's 2 woman who works at
the high school in Exeter. } took her to school one morning,
her car had broken down. She saw it. She was going up the ex-
pressway toward the Exeter line when she saw it and she said
the thing stopped off to one side of her car. She got petrified
and stopped the car and couldn’t make up her mind what to do. .
All of a sudden, she said there was a big white flash from the
thing, and it was gone.” The sergeant paused a minute, and
leaned back in his chair. “Now I still don't know what to make
about all -this,” he said. “Do you suppose it's something the
government is working on?”

“That’s one possibility. All T can say is that it'’s anybody's
guess.” :

“It seems to me, and I might be wrong,” said the sergeant,
“that every night we got a report on this, it's been foggy, hazy.”

“Most of the time,” Kimball said, “in Exeter, it’s been clear.
So I don't think that holds up.”

“That night the kids went up to the Coeast Guard station, it
was quite foggy. But you know—on 2 second thought, I don’t
think it could belong to the government, because the govern-
ment can’t keep its mouth shut that long. They'd be so proud
of themselves if they had 2 vehicle that could do all this, they'd
have it on TV the next day.”

“Well,” said Rusty, “they can’t be dangerous. Because they've
been around enough that they could have done plenty of dam-
age by now, if they wanted to.”

It was almost dawn when I got back to the Exeter Inn. Tired
as I was, I found it difficult to get to sleep; everything that had
happened during the long day of October 20 ran through my
mind.

The possibilities seemed to boil down to one of three things:
first, a revolutionary government secret weapon, unannounced
and unpublicized. Second, it might be a foreign craft. Russia’s
perhaps, that was so fast, maneuverable and invincible that it
could thumb its nose at our own Air Force, and survey the
country at will and without fear of being captured or shot down.
Third, it could be an interplanetary craft; coming from a civili-
zation far advanced beyond our own.

“These were, it scemed to me, the only speculations possible
unless it could.be assumed that the sightings were psychic aber-
rations. From the quality of the official and technical witnesses
making low-level observations, such as the one Bertrand and
Hunt had reported, mistaken identity could almost surely be
ruled out. The Air Force explanations of some of these sight-

"ings were actually harder to believe than the sightings them-

selves. Psychic aberrations? Maybe—but highly unlikely. There
was photographic and radar evidence, too. Bertrand had refused
point-blank to believe the reports of the lone woman on the
101 bypass, of Muscarello, too, until in the company of both
Muscarello and Hunt the thing suddenly loomed above him.

Of the three major speculative possibilities, there seemed to
be arguments against any one of them being likely. If it were
an experimental aircraft of our own design and making, it
would be required to carry conventional running lights simply
for air safety, if nothing else, regardless of its secret nature. And
the Federal Aviation Agency would prohibit it, secret or not,
from zooming straight at automobiles on the highway and forc-
ing people into nervous shock. It would most certainly not be
permitted to hover and maneuver in populated areas at night,
skimming over housetops and cars. And if it were that secret
the Air Force would not want it in populated areas anyway.
If it were not secret, as Sergeant Farnsworth had said, it would
be all over TV along with the astronauts, whose feats would be
overshadowed by the power and mancuvers of the UFO's.

If the craft were of foreign origin, why had it not set off
vocifernus complaints about violation of air space in our coun-
try, or any other of the countries which had reported UFO's so
frequently? The single U-2, which had flown over Russia at
60,000 feet, had created a major international incident, blasted
the hopes of a summit conference and brought before the
United Nations a case which still echoes through ics hails. Logic
would seem to rule out this possibility, also.

If the UFO's were extraterrestrial, why had they not at-
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vanced enough to create interplanetary or even interstellar
craft should be able to make it plain to us that we had visitors
from space for the first time in recorded history. Unless, of
course, they had already communicated with authorities who
had decided to widihold this intelligence on the theory that the
public might panic,

The latter possibility is at once the most logical and still most
tllogical (again the paradox). It is more logical than the other
two only because the other two possibilities (advanced U.S. or
foreign man-made craft) are so totally illogical.

Fﬂm tempted o communicate with us? Certainly a civilization ad-
§

he next morning, October 21, I had an appointment with
Mrs. Virginia Hale—a UPI stringer and a reporter for the
Haverhill, Massachusetts, Gazette. She lived in a generous ranch
house on a trim residential street in Hampton, not far from

the ocean. Mrs. Hale was an experienced observer. She knew

every conventional flight pattern of the nearby Portsmouth
Air Base, as well as the commercial-air lanes reserved for air-
liners on their way to Boston.

She took me immediately to her kitchen window, set above
her spotless stainlesssteel sink, and pointed out the portion of
the sky in which she first saw the unknown ¢raft. She had kept
it in clear view over a five- to 10-minute period. She pointed to
a soapish smear on a pane of her window.

“I put my finger in the dishwater the minute 1 saw this thing
in the sky,” she told me, “because I wanted to clearly mark the
position where it was when it first came into view. The only
thing J had handy to do this was the soapy water, and you can
still.see it there—faintly of course. But it’s there.”

It was. Enough of 2 mark to line up a fix on a certain portion
of the sky, above the rooftops of her neighbors® homes and out
over the Atlantic a short distance. It was from thijs general por-
tion of the sky, I recalled, that Sergeant Farnsworth had de-
scaribed the craft coming in over the two hysterical young men
on the Hampton boulevard that early morning when they had
been whisked to the Coast Guard station to make their report.

"I don’t know the date I saw this,” Mrs. Hale told me, after
she had poured a cup of black coffee in the kitchen. “I'd say
two to three weeks ago. I was standing right here by the sink,
about 25 after 6 in the evening. It was dusk, it wasn't quite
dark, and there was still plenty of light. The reason it caught
my eye was because it was bright and because it was going slow,
very slow. Not at all like the path of the planes as they come
over. So I automatically figured something is wrong. Then—it
stopped dead over that house—'" T

She pointed to the roof of her neighboer's house. just out the
kitchen window. “It was about three times the height of that
chimney,” she continued, "and it hovered there. Now you know

four minutes is a long time and that’s why I hesitate to say -

that. But I'm pretty sure it was that long. Then I marked the
window with the smear from the dishwater, so T could remcin-
ber where I lined up the spot.”

" We moved outside, as she reenacted what had happened. “At
the moment the object stopped I came out here on the terrace.
Now, I would estimate that it was out beyond the Coast Guard
station which is right on the shore, just over these houses here.
After it started up again, it moved much faster. The B-47's go
further east and further north before they cut back. And when
this thing cut back toward the southwest, coming directly back
and losing altitude fast, coming in really fast, and coming, al-
most, I swear I thought it was coming right at me. Of course,
to be frank, I-was hoping it would land. And it cut over this
house behind us here, and I knew I would lose sight of it. But
alse, it was going so fast I thought it was going to crash.”

“Could you get a clear look at it at this time?”

“Well, at this point I could sec from underneath, too. It was
dome-shaped, and underneath, it was flar. Its altitude was now
about twice the height of that chimney. By the time it was over
here, I could see the bottom and the from of it plainly. And here
I got a full view of the bottom and the back and tail, maybe
you'd call it a fin. Then I went into the house and looked out
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"You could definitely rule out a plane?”

“Definitely,” she said. "If you're around here any time at all,
you'll notice the B-47's come by here on their landing pattern,
and they go just about directly over this house. Then they head
out to sea, to the east, turn slightly west, and come in by Rye
and North Hampton. So I am familiar with all that. And, oh,
there was one thing I forgat to tell you. Right after T saw (}izasl
there was a commercial plane moving on a steady flight p:
and I used that to contrast it with this thing, and to chec
altitude and erratic movements of the object. Now what ex:¥
did it look like? I'd say maybe it looked like a golf ball, slic
off more than half, and with another slice taken off where th¥
fin was, As close as I can describe, it was very bright, not like

like the texture of this light, not a regular electric light. Matter
of fact, the Puritron was the first thing I thought of.”

“What's a Puritron?’

“It’s an ultraviolet light, an air purifier. I have one here and
Il show you. The light was bluish:green, but more green and
white than it was blue. It had very definite outlines, and that
was what I wasn't quite sure of at first. It did have a little glow
around it, but that could easily have been a reflection of what
was coming from within.”

“Can you tell me what portion the glow was coming from?”

“Well, more or less from around the rim, that's what I no-
ticed when it was going north along the coastline. And it sort
of spread up the top part of the dome.” '

“Was it a bright light? Anything like neon?”

“You're getting close,” she said. “When 1 described it to my
daughter—she's I4—she said you mean something that makes
heate But I would say more like one of these modern streetlights
that glow so brightly. Except that it seemed more contained.
It seemed to have more substance.” :

“Could you tell if the surface was metallic or not?” Mrs, Hale's
description was so articulate, I wanted to get every possible |
detail. . .

“I could not say that it was,” she said.

“Any portholest” . '

“No, nothing like thar”

“Jet trail?”

“No.”

“Sounds”

“Absolutely none. None at all.”

“When it stopped, you say it stopped still?”

“Absolutely.”

“Did it wobble at all? Rock?”

“No.”

“Absolutely stationary™

“Yes. That’s the thing that struck me. 1t hovered only in the
sense that it remained suspended. I had heard of some of the
other reports and they had said that it rocked or wobbled.”

“Did it behave acrodynamically like a plane at all?”

“Well, when it came back toward me, it was going twoo fast
for anything that I know. That's for sure. And in the pattern
that it was coming, none of the planes around here would use
thar pattern. Not ¢ven the local ones. When it was out in the
east, I thought it might have been a reflection from the chute
that the B-47's use just before they touch down on the runway.”

This, I noted, showed an inclination to check out her own -
sighting against other possibilities. It helped support the ac-
curacy of the testimony.

“About the shape again. Could you give me any more de-
tail?”

“Well, if you turn a real deep, very deep saucer upside down,
you do come dose to it, if you break out a corner on it. 11
could think of the right type of light I've scen and the right
type of plastic to put it inside of, that's the impression I had.”

“A plow from within that left'a halo effects”

“That's about it." )

“And the size of it? Could you give any estimate of -that?”

"It was big.”

“1f you saw a B-47, which you know so well, going over in a
landing pattern, how would it compare?”

“If it were strictly on its landing pattern, I would say that
a B-47 would be half as big."

I had gotten a number of leads from Scratch Toland and
other policemen in Hampton and Exeter. The next one 1 fol-
lowed up was Mrs. Rudy Pearce. Her home is in a miniature
Levittown-type development on Warner Lane. It is a splitlevel
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house surrounded by well-kept shrubbery with the usual quota
of bicycles on the lawn. I rang the bell and waited a moment
until Lillian Pearce, a large, handsome woman with a shock
of blonde hair, opened the door and let me in. I was almost
stunned by what I found inside. Sitting in a semicircle was a
group of a half a dozen or so of the neighbors, waiting for me,
and anxious to tell me of their many experiences with UFQ's.
Also in the room were several teen-agers, mostly of high-school
age, who were ready to volunteer their personal stories. 1 had
been expecting a single description from Mrs. Pearce and, in-
stead, I was faced with a neighborhood meeting. It was helpful,
of course, becausé 1 could compare several stories with the others
I had heard. For the first time in the research, I began to get
the feeling that UFOQ incidents were far more widespread, more
frequent and more recent than 1 had suspected.

The room was so crowded that it ws difficult to keep the
meeting coherent. Mrs. Pearce dropped the opening bombshell
by announcing that she had encountered a low-level UFO only
the evening before as she was driving her children and those
of a neighbor home from a dance. I quickly scanned the other
faces—both the housewives' and the teen-agers'—to see if any
disbelief was registered. None was. There were only nods of
assent. I was a little numbed by this, but went on with the ques-
tionting. ‘

“This was a real odd craft last night, I kid you not,” Mrs,
Pearce said. '

“It was definitely not a planei I asked.

“Definitely, It was treetop level and had an enormous span.”

“Where was it in relation to your house here?”

“It was up by the next farm,” Mrs. Pearce said. “Just as you
turn the corner here on Route 101-C.”

We were on Warner Lane, just off this road, one of the main
highways from Exeter to Hampton.

“About what time?” I asked.

“About 10, Mrs. Pearce said. ""These kids here were with me.”

I looked around the room at the teen-agers. If there is any
proclivity thar can be said to be certaim, it is that of teen-agers
to debate or neutralize any parent who tries to exaggerate in
front of them. I was watching carefully for this reaction. “All of
you saw this?” I asked the teen-agers. :

They replied, almost it concert, that they had.

“Iv-was real wide,” said Mrs. Pearce. “It went right over our
gar. I'm not kidding: you. Mrs. Deyo—Doris here—was with us.”

I looked in Mrs. Deyo's direction. She nodded in assent.

“How can you be sure it wasn't a plane?” 1 asked.

“Do planes make no noise?”

“This was silent?”

“This was absolutely silent. This was not a plane, All of us
here know planes, day or might.” ~ g

Mrs. Deyo spoke. "It looked like it had a lot of little, I call
thern portholes, except they were square. The light coming
through them was solid white.”

“There were other lights on it, but they were dim,” said Mrs.
Pearce. “Several colors, red, green, orange. All over. And the
surface seemed to be metal. 1 don't mean that metal can change
shape, 1 mean the lights all around it, they can change the
pattern and make it scem to change shape. I say the lights can
camouflage it in the air, they definitely can. I believe that 100

rcent.”

“This thing just dropped down toward the car,” Mrs. Deyo
said. "It dropped down, and it seemed to take on red lights,
and it followed us. My son was in another car near us, and he
saw it over our car.”

“How close over the car?”

“I mean close,” Mrs. Pearce said. “Not more than eight to
10 feet above it. The lights scemed to circulate, Totate around

“it. Airplane lights don't do this. They ftash on and off.”

The atmosphere in the room was tense and electric. It was
still hard to control the group, to keep everybody from speak-
ing at once.

“Let's go back,” I said to Mrs. Pearce, “to your first experi.
ence. And the objects you saw closest to you.” .

“The first experience I had was on July 29th, this past sum-
mer. This was before anybody had seen anything around here.

That I know of, anyway. And I théught I was losing my head. -

I was with my daughter here, my l4-year-old, and we first
thought it was an accident down the road. With these bright,
Rashing red lights. It seemed to be right on the road. When we
got near it, I could see this wasn't an accident. It was a huge
craft, right on 2 ficld beside the road. Then it suddenly took
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off. My daughter won't go out at night alone anymore, since
then. I'm not a brilliant brain, but I'm not stupid, cither. [
can tell you what I saw, I don't care if anybody believes me or
not. These things I saw. And nobody’s ever going to try to con-
vince me any way different.” )

Like the others in the room, Mrs, Pearce was passionate in
her testimony. It was a little difficult to keep her on the wack,
but she was a basically intelligent woman, and I encouraged
her to go on,

“It's just like I told the colonel at the air base: You show me
the cra(!t, I said. He said he couldn’t show me the crafs, the Air
Force had no such thing. I said, Then what is it? He said, 1¢'s
a UFO. All right, I was told that over the phone, when I called
the base after this July incident. I wasn't even poing to call
them. 1 told one of my friends that they'll think I'm nuts. Ac-
cording to the officers, none of them have secen these things.
When the major and the colonel came down, we looked at what
appeared to be a star, except that it was blinking red, green
and white. It didn’t appear to be a star to the major, but he
didn’t know what it was. The colonel did see two very puazling
red things in the sky, and he had some very, very poor excuses
for it. Very poor, as [ar as I'm concerned.

“At one point, they thought we might be secing the strobe
lights of the runway. The colonel sent the major and a lieu-
ténant back to the air base to have the strobe lights turned on.
This was after Doris and I had gone up to the air base to talk
with them. We were all down on Route 88. While we were
waiting to se¢ what would happen, we were talking, and a
strange object went across the sky, not low, the way the ones
which have scared us, but high. I asked him. What do you cali
that thing there? He said, Well, that's an airplane. I said, Oh
15 it, well how come it doesn’t make any noise? Well, it's oo
far ‘away, he said. I said, No it isn't, Colenel, and there were
about 15 or 20 cars there by the ficld piled up. He asked me
why they were there and I told him. Then I said, What kind
of plane is it, are you going to tell me it’s a jet? He said, No, it
isn't. Well, what is it? I said. Then he sort of, you know,
couldn't quite name it. Then he came up with a name, I can’t
even remember it. I said, I'm sorry, 1 don't agree with you,
Colenel. I didn’t. So then another object startcd over the road,
right down on Route 88, right across the road. By the Apple-
crest Orchard. So the other one starts over, and I said, Okay.
what's that? Oh—that’s a plane. 1 said, Oh, you think it is. Okay.
So one guy there in the crowd had binoculars, 1 didn’t have
any at this time, I went out and bought some later. I asked if
he'd let me use them, and he did. The colonel looked through
them and his face dropped. It did, I could tell. Now what is
that? 1 said. Well, he says, you know there are passenger planes
that come into Boston along here. 1 said, Oh, you mean they
stop in the orchard to have apples? I said, That's prety stupid.
I said, I'm sorry, I don’t agree with you. No, I mean it, I don't
care what I say. Nobody's going to tell me I can't see something.
So, anyway, one woman was standing in the background, she
said, Tl tell you something, I've seen those things and they're
not airplanes. She said, There’s no noise to them. She said, I
never saw a plane look like that. I believe that woman down
there, she said, meaning me.” i

I had to admit that I was spellbound by Mrs. Pearce’s vivid
recollection of the scene. She continued.

“Now he’s a colonel in the Air Force, he should have much
more intelligence than that. So, anyway, finally he decided he
had to leave. I said, Oh, Colonel, what about the strobe lights?
You were trying to tell us that we were having hallucinations
or seeing refections from the air-base runway. By this time, the
major had returned and admitted that the lights had been
wrned on and off on a regular pattern, and we had seen noth-
ing unusual at all while they were doing this.”

Mrs. Pearce took a deep breath, “All I'can say is that if they're

from another planet, the Air Force being the way it is, I hope

they're friendly people.”

I had come up to Exeter expecting to explore a single inci-
dent. Now it seemed to-have developed into a constant, steady
flow, not just from the group on Warner Lane, but in scattered
places throughout the area.

My talk with the Pearce neighbors and the teen-agers con-
tinued for over an hour. Reports on Route 88 and on 101-C
near some high-power transmission lines were the most fre-
quent, but some of them had seen the unknown objects along
Drinkwater Road and near the sighting by the Exeter police
officers. I kept questioning their capacity to distinguish what-
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ever objects they saw from ordinary planes, military or com-
mercial. They insisted that regular planes continually passed
over, day and night, and that the objects they were reporting
had nothing to do with them.

“How would you feel,” Mrs. Pearce said, “if you had a daugh-
ter who wouldn't go out the door at night because of these
things:”

I Agured that mass lrysteria here could not he discounted,
that it had to be seriously considered as part of this cluster of
sightings. Meanwhile, 1 was going to reserve judgment, When
Mrs. Pearce and Mrs. Deyo asked me if I wanted to look over
the locations they had described, later on in the evening, 1 said
that I would. I had to admit I felt a little odd; this would be
the first time I had ever gone UFO hunting, and I made a men-
tal note to ask Bob Kimball to come along. If by the remotest
chance we did see anything, I would want to have a solid man
like Kimball around, who, in addition to being a newsreel cam.
eraman, was a fully licensed pilot, familiar with all types of
running lights on airplanes. He agreed to join us. )

That night we covered two or three locations on Route 88
that both Mrs. Pearce and Mrs. Deyo described as places where
they had seen the objects. When we reached the field. where

the colonel and the major had been confronted by Mrs. Pearce’s -

wrath, we got out of the car to see if any strobe lights were vis-
ible from the runway of the air base; over 10 miles away, and
to study the landing- and runninglight patterns of ‘planes
which might be over the area. Both Kimball and 1 wanted to
do this to examine with Mrs, Pearce and-Mrs. Deyo the possi-
bility of mistaken identity of planes.

Over a 15-minute period, we saw the running lights of four
planes which, Kimball pointed out, would be waking a landing
pattern for the air base. Both Mrs, Pearce and Mrs. Deyo im-
mediately recognized them as running lights on planes and
didn’t, as 1 had half expected, attempt o convert them into
UFQ’. This was a strong point in their favor, and helpfu] in
making a better assessment of the amazing testimony given
me that afternoon.

The night was dark, moonless, with a very high overcast, No
stars were visible, of course, so that the winking running lights
of the planes stood out dearly against the gray void above.

Just as we were getting ready to ges back in the car, Kimball
noticed the running lights of a smaller plane, moving at a con-
siderably faster speed than the lumbering B-47's and B-52's.

*“That boy is really moving,” Kimball said. "If he’s anywhere
near the landing pattern of the field, he's breaking speed limits
at that altitude.”

The plane was coming toward us, moving southeast at a rapid
clip. Its running lights were plainly visible in conventional
aircraft pattefn. It took perliaps 20 seconds [or it to get almost
abeam of us and the roar of its jet engine could now be heard.
Tts altitude seemed to be about 6,000 to 8,000 feet, according to
Kimball. We were both watching it rather intently because its

- pattern was entircly different from the other planes we had

observed. .

Just before it drew abeam of our position, Kimball nudged
me. “What the hell is that?” he said.

‘1 looked and saw a reddish-orange disk, about one-fifth the

.size of a {ull moon. It was about three or four plane lengths in

frout of the jet, which appeared to be a fighter. The plane was
moving as if in hot pursuit, The disk was perlecily round, dull
orange more than red. It was luininous, glowing, incandescent.
The plane was not closing the distance between it and the ob-
ject. We followed both the plane and the object for 18 or 20
seconds until they disappeared below the southeasterly horizon.

LE Mrs. Pearce or Mrs. Deyo were saying anything, I didn’t
hear them because Kimball and I kept up a running coramen-
tary with each other on what we were secing as the plane moved
from abeam of us until it went over the horizon.

"Check me," Kimball was saying. “What exactly do you see?"

"An orange disk,” I told him. “Immediately in front of the
running lights of an apparent jer fighter.”

“A little to the port of it, too, wouldn't you say?' Kimball
asked.

“Maybe. Not much to port.”

“Do you see any running lights on the disk?” he said.

“No, Nothing but the orange glow.”

“Right,” said Kimball.

In almost precisely the time in which we carried on this con-
versation, both the plane and the object had disappeared. The
whole thing happened so fast that I'm not sure how 1 reacted.
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I said to Kimball, “Well, that sure as hell is the most interesting
thing I've seen.” ] >

. Mus. Pearce, however, seemed to shrug it off. “That was noth-
ing,” she said. "Wait until you see one close up.” ‘

he next day, still checking out leads, I visited the town of
Fremont, a dozen miles from Exeter. I found my target, Bessie's
Lunch, in a lonely wooded clearing not far-out of the village.
It was a rustic diner, homespun and friendly in atmosphere,

* with barely enough room behind the long row of stools to stand.

A tall, angular Yankee behind the counter turned out to be Mr.
Healey, hushand of Bessie, in whose honor the diner was named.

Mr. Healey was friendly, but reserved. I ordered a cup of
black coffee, and finally confessed that 1 was on the track of
UFO reports, and perhaps he could help me.

“Understand you got several reports down here about them,
Is that right?’ T asked, “Several” turned out to be a low estimate.

“Ran into one couple here,” Mr. Healey told me, “who saw it
preity close. Right along the power lines down here. They all
seem to describe it pretty much the same, that's what gets me.
No matter what place they see them in. 1f the people were mak-
ing it up, [ don't think they'd come in with the same descrip-
tions. This couple come in from South Hampton or Hampton, I
don’t know which one it was. I've known the father ever since I
was a kid, and I know he wouldn’t lie about it. And his was the

‘same description as all the others has given—dozens of ‘om,

And we have 50 many that come from different parts dropping
by here, We had a woman in here who come all the way from
Epping. She claims she saw it, and she described it the same way:
a round flying object with bright lights, and then it's got this
orange and red light. And she says it Bies along that way—no
noise, not one of them. They all say close to the same thing,
that's what gets me.” Another customer, Jim Burleigh, had also
heard a good many reports.

We were interrupted when Bessie, a plain and honest-looking
woman, came in with her daughter, a smiling girl in her twen-
ties. I lost no time in questioning her daughter, who mentioned
her own sighting first. It had happened as she was standing in
her backyard in Fremont,

“The hrst one I saw,” Bessie said, "went right down in back
of the trees. It was white and then it turncd red. Dark red.
But first it looked greenish-like. And then there was a plane
that seemed to be uying to circle jt. And I was with my other
daughter, we both saw that. She has seen it more times than
that, too. We saw it two nights in a row, the same time of night.
Early evening. 1 went out on Tuesday night—just last Tucsday,
nut at the clothesline, and I said, Gee, am I seeing things? It
-was really dose. That night it was round, just as big, and you
could see these silver things coming down from it. So 1 went
in and called my neighbor, and I said, Come out on the field,
quick. But her husband yells, We can se¢ it better from the
attic, and he called down he could see it real good. Then it
went down behind the trees, and came up again. It's just like
the one we saw the other night. It went right down the power
line. That's what it always seems to do—hover over the power
lines.”

Bessie could not be called an expert witness, but there was
no question that she recalled the incident vividly and genuinely.
And here again the power lines were indicated, miles away from
Exeter. : .

Jim Burleigh finished his coffee and agreed to take me to the
Jalbert family, a few hundred yards down the road. It was a
small house by the side of the road, not more than 40 or 50
«fcet From the poles of the high-tension power lines which crossed
the road at that point. The lines, part of the Northeast Grid,
interlock communities with electrical power, and permit differ-
ent utility companies to exchange power when a peak demand
requires “borrowing” electricity from another community. Some
transmission lines are mounted on huge, gaunt steel towers;
others use oversize lighting poles, as was the case here. When
they are constructed, a wide ribbon of clearing is made extend-
ing dozens of feet on each side of the lines, in order to keep the
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wires free of any entanglements with foliage or tree branches,
This creates, in effect, wide highways or swaths of clearing
which sweep across the country.

Before we went into the Jalbert house, I examined the power
lines carefully. The swath must have been over a hundred feet
wide, and you could look down it in either direction for severai
miles. Overhead, some 10 or 12 heavy wires were suspended,
sweeping along the open swath until they disappeared in the
distance.

Mrs. Jerline Jalbert, a pleasant and unassuming widow, had
made a modest home for her boys, Joseph, Jr., 16; Jerle, 14;
Kent, 12; and a smilirig four-year-old. They were bright kids,
standing high in their classes at school, innately friendly and
curious. The entire family often stood watching by the power
lines at dusk. Mrs. Jalbert told me what she had seen the pre-
vious week, ‘

“It was a funny-looking shape,” she said. “Very hard to de.
scribe. This was Tuesday night. About quarter of 7 when I
saw it. We had just been ourdoors and we happened to look
and we saw this bright-red thing in the sky there. It was really
close, because you could see something hanging down from it
that nighe. I don't know what it was, When 1 had gone in the
house to call 2 neighbor, it had moved across the field by then.
Then it slowly disappeared out of sight.”

“Can you recall the shape 2 little more clearly?”

“Well, it was big and 1t was round. Like a glowing light.
You'd think it was just like the moon rising out of the sky, but
of course it wasn't that. It was the sizeé of the moon, or big-

" ger, though, when I first saw it.”

“What was your reaction?”
“It doesn’t scare me any. I'd just like to know what it is."
“How about the way it moves?”

"Well; it does both. First it goes fast and then it goes slow.

Slows right down, Then it seems to go up and down. It's the
darndest thing."”

“Now this thing that was hanging down. What was it like?”

*It was silverish. Several things. And you could see them,
because it was glowing in that part of it.”

“How long were you ahle to watch it?”

“A good half hour,” Mrs. Jalbert said. “And you see, this is
only one time. We see it regularly along here. Always seems
to be somewhere near the power lines. It olten comes around
7 o'clock, and by quarter 0?8 it's gone. Monday night we saw
it—" She turned o Jim Burleigh. “Was it Sunday I called you
up aBout it? Anyway, it goes way up in the sky finally, and it
gets smaller and smaller as it goes up, and gets more orange,
And a Jot of times, this airplane comes out and chases it.”

I turned my attention to Joseph Jalbert, the 16.year-old.

“When we saw it the first time,” he said, “it was even with

* the power line. Right beside it.”

“That low?" I asked. I was fascinated because for the second
time in as many days I had run into a cluster of people who re-
ported seeing the objects regularly. These people had no con-
nection with Mrs. Pearce’s group and were not even aware of
the others’ existence.

“All of a sudden,” Mrs. Jalbert added, “it'll disappear. Then,
just as sudden, it'll .come back. Then little red lights will
sometimes come on top of it, and one on the bottom. Off
and on."

“Now you say it scems to stay pretty close to these power
lines?™”

“Yup,” said Mrs. Jalbert. “It seems to stay over these lines
most.of the time it's been down through here. It's always over
those wires.”

MRhat evening Kimball joined me and we went to se¢ Fre-
mont's Chief of Police Bolduc and his numerous family who
lived in a rambling old farmhouse. Kimball and I were ad-
mitted by the chief into the sprawling country kitchen, where
an assortment of children and adults were in varied stages of
finishing up dinner. Mrs, Phyllis Bolduc, plump and cheerful
in spite of the confusion, was as cordial as her husband.
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At the head of the Jarge kitchen rable was Meredith Bolduc,
the 22.yearold daughterinlaw of the chief. Jesse Bolduc,
married to Meredith, leaned back against the wall in 2 wooden
chair underneath a rack packed’ with hunting guns, while chil-
dren and grandchildren of assorted ages made occasional ex-
cursions in and out of the room off the kitchen which housed
the television set. The scene created the impression of a Yankee
version of a Bruegel painting of friendly family confusion.

I told the group that the chief had suggested earlier in the
day that they might be able to give me some information on
Unidentified Flying Objects.

Meredith, an attractive young housewife with short black hair,
spoke first, "Go no further,” she said. “T tell you that the ex-
perience I had is enough to make your hair curl.”

“Tell me about it,” I said, slinging the battery recorder off
my shoulder and curning it on.

. “Oh, dear,” she said. “Ant 1 going down in histery?”

“Doesn't make you nervous, does it?”

“Not really, Maybe a little”

“Just relax and forget about it.”

“It’s these men of mine here who really make me nervous,”
she said, referring to her fatherin-law and hushand. “But any-
way, I know exactly what I saw and I'm going to tell you about
it, no matter how much they kid me. Actually, they know
better.” .

“You're darn right they do,” said Mrs. Bolduc. “They know
this is no joke.” : A

“Anyway," Meredith Bolduc continued, “this thing was com-
ing up the power lines toward the road, this was going from
Fremont toward Kingston, at the power lines right down near
the town line, It was coming and it didn't stop, [ just kept on
going on to Kingston, to my folks. And when you see one of
these things, you don't forget them. This was last week, just a few
days ago. But 1 saw it much closer two weeks ago Wednesday,
that would make it—that would make it October sixch. This is
the closest it ever came to me.”

“Where were you at the time?” I asked.

“On the Raymond road. Driving.”

“Did you stop?”

*No. I didn’t know whether to goose the car or turn around
and go home."”

"It was closer”

“Yes. Came right down toward the car.”

“"What was your reactioni”

“Scared! Scared to death. In fact, a couple of minutes after
that, I saw a light shining over my shoulder and I turned aroun
and jumped a foot—but it was only the moon! -

“This was the only night 1 was really afraid of it,” she con-
tinued. “The other nights it was fascinating, it was way off in
the distance. What good is it going to do to reach for a gun or
10 goose your car and make it go faster?”

“About how high up was it when you saw it that close’”

“I'd say a couple of treetops high, You just had to look up
a lictle, right in front of the windshield, and there it was.”

“Could you make out any detail?"

“Well, it was bright, and white, with sort of fluorescent
red around the rim. Like a big light bulb, the way the white
part of it shone. It might have been more whitish-yellow, the
main part of the thing was.”

“What about the shape?”

“It wasn't fAat, but it wasn't round either. Not oval like
an egg, but it was oval-not quire as oval as an egg. You could
tell it wasn't round, but it wasn’'t square and it wasn't flat.
It was a funny shape.”

“Where was the red?' I asked. 1 was continuing to ask the
same question more than once, as a double check on accuracy.

“On the outside of it. Around the rim. And I'll tell yon
this much~] don’t particularly care about seeing it chat close
anymote.” )

The men chuckled. Meredith reacted quickly.

“By God, you guys laugh!” she said. “But wait until you see
it up close! And I'll also say this: I absolutely refuse to drive
alone at might anymore." _

Kimball and I were silent on the first part of the drive back
to Exeter. Finally I spoke.

“Now what do you think?” I asked.

Kimball just shook his head.

“I certainly never expected to run into so many reports, two
days in a row,” said Kimball. '

“All these things that keep repeating themselves," 1 said.
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“Like where do the cars always seem to congregate?”

"By the power lines,” said Kimball. "Both Fremont and
Exeter." :

“How many people have had the damn things come right at
their cars?”

“Let’s see,” said Kimball. He was driving slowly because the
fog was still rather thick, ““There’s the woman that Bertrand re-
ported on the 101 bypass. There’s Mrs. Pearce, down on the
Exeter-Hampton line. There's the two young fellows the Hamp-
ton police took to the Coast Guard station. Muscarello, he wasn't
in a car, but he had to dive down on the road to get away from
it. Actually, it came right at Bertrand, too, wouldn't you say?
When he was out on the field with the kid?”

“Well,” I said, "'he started to pull his gun on it.”

“That's dose enough,” said Kimball.

Before leaving Exeter, I made a point of visiting Norman
Muscareilo’s mother. She is Muscarello’s mother from a pre.
vions marriage and her name now is Mrs. Dolores Gazda, She
lived in a modest but spotless apartment on Front Street in
Exeter, about a mile out from the center of town. An out-
door wooden stairway with a small landing on the top led to
the door, and she sat me at the kitchen table for a cup of coftee.
She was young-looking and trim, barely old enough, I thought,
to have an 18-year-old son. ‘

“Do you want me to tell you something interesting?” she said
.as she poured the cofice. “When this whole thing started, I
told my son I really couldn’t believe him. He had been out all
night, and he came walking into the house at about 4 in the
morning. I was really concerned and very upset. You see, he'd
sold his car because he was going into the Navy in a few weeks,
s0 he hitchhiked all the way to Amesbury to see this friend,
and that’s how the whole thing started. Well, of course, I could
hardly believe this fantastic story, but when the two police offi-
cers told me what they went through, T knew that all three of
them couldn’t be pulling my leg. ‘

“Now my son says it was as big as a house, and that's about
the description of it when some friends of mine saw it over the
hospital. And ther one night I went down with these friends
on Route 88. I hadn’t had any luck on several nights when 1
went with Norman. But this night, we weren't there more than
10 minutes when all of a sudden this thing, you couldn’t see
what it was shaped like, came out from behind some trees, like
if it was just parked and rose. Now I describe it as being beau.
tiful. It went right along the top of the trees, oh, several hundred
yards away. It was hard to tell the distance. It was huge, it
looked awful big even from that far away. What it looked like
to me, there were lights on the bottom going around it like
pinwheels, Red ones. And it was very bright and it was beau-
tiful. Since then, I've seen it right over the house here. And the
other night, the whole neighborhood was shook up. I could
see it right here from the landing. And I went and told all
the neighbors and they all saw it with me. It was very low, and
spinning like always, with these red lights, So a few minutes

darned if that thing didn’t just turn around and take off like
a bullet.”

It was nearly 2 in the afternoon on October 28 when 1
checked out of the Inn and began driving toward my home in

four days I had been talking to everyday people who were dis-
cussing in infinite detail what might become the most important
news story in history. But why hadn't it broken? What was
holding it back? )

I had walked with and interviewed, either singly or in groups,
nearly 60 people. I had nearly 20 hours of rape recordings.

Driving along the broad, straight superhighway toward Bos-
ton, I tried to summarize in my own mind just what specific
condusions could be drawn from these long and involved days
in and around Exeter. What had 1 been able to gather that was
irreflutable evidence? '

First, it was uncontestably true that Unidentified Flying Ob-
jects had been reported and verified in many cases by more
than one reputable person at regular intervals over a wide area
of southern New Hampshire.

ing in very frequently. :

Third, it was uncontestably true that many reports indicated
the objects sighted over, near and along high-power electrical
transmission lines, although sightings were not confined to such
locations. ‘
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later, an airplane came over and made a circle around it. And

Connecticut. I had to admit my head was spinning. For nearly

Second, it was uncontestably true that the reports were com- .
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Fourth, it was uncontestably true—to Kimball and me, at
least—that we had secn an object that could not be idenrified
as any known aircraft in existence, :

Fifth, it was uncontestably true that some people were in ac-

tual shock or hysteria as a result of extremely low-level en.
counters with these objects. )

The tape recorder was beside me in the front seat of the car
as I circumvented Boston on Route 128 and continued along the
Massachusetts Turnpike, I picked up the microphone and began
dictating a memo to my agent and editors in an attempt to give
them a brief picture of the progress of the research to date. I in-
dicated that I could not understand why some kind of major
newsbreak should not be forthcoming on this subject in the light
of the material 1 had gathered.

“I say this after several days of intensive research in Exeter,
in which I interviewed nearly 6@ people and tape-recorded hours
of testimony,” the memo began. Then it continued:

The people who have given this testimony have been checked
out as far as character and reliability are concerned. For the
most part I would say that their judgment and capabilities
range from average to better than average.

The testimony adds up to this:

There is overwhelming evidence that UFO's or“flying saucers”™
do exist.

They seem to exist in uncountable numbers,

They move at incredible speeds and in aerodynamically im-
possible patterns.

They are reported, checked and verified almost continuously.

They hover for considerable time, often at less than trec-
top level,

At low altitude, they sometimes assume a domelike shape with
an inner red or white glow. A pattern of red pulsating lights
is frequently observed. In others a red whirling pattern is re-
ported around the edge.

They are usually absolutely silent, although in some cases a
high-frequency hum is heard.

They move almost directly overhead of cars and people, at
times causing fright and. pantc.

At least four women, living in widely separate areas, are
afraid to go out alone at night and they refuse to do so.

At least four people report extremely large objects, 60 to B0
teet in diameter, rising up silently from behind trees.

The low altitude movement has been reported to consist of a
yawing, kitelike motion, wobbling in the air and moving slowly
back and forth, sometimes with a fluttering pattern, [ike a
leaf. :

At times, it is reported to throw a brilliant red light glow
which paints the side of white houses a brilliant red. It can
light up a wide area on the ground around it.

At high altitudes, in some cases, it seems to assume a shape
of a small disk, in the relationship of a pinhead (star) to a
tennis ball (UFO). :

Reliable, but off-the-record information from the Pease Air
Force Base in Portsmouth indicates frequent radar blips and
fighters are constantly scrambled to pursue these objects. This
information is not official, but it comes from a reliable source.

The objects are often reported in the vicinity of high-power
transmission lines: Some of these locations have been crowded
with cars many nights, with group sightings sometimes reported.

No one has ever been harmed physically by any of these ob-
jects, although psychological trauma has been evident.

The area covered by the research extends from Hampton,
New Hampshire, on the coast some 20 miles west to Derry, New
Hampshire, near Manchester, ‘

In most interviews, I was able to determine the reasonable
capacity of the respondent to differentiate between a helicop-
ter, balloon, jet, prop plane, plancts or stars. Some sightings
have been described in daylight. :

?

n October 27, I drove from Pittshurgh north some 30
miles to Beaver, Pennsylvania, in a rented car to investigate a
dramatic UFO photograph NICAP had sent me. The Beaver
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Counsy Times, an extremely able newspuaper covering a lurge
population in the Pittsburgh area, had covered the picture
and story in depth, I had learned, and 1 planned to talk to
their reporter first before interviewing the youthful photo-
grapher directly.

Once especially interesting thing had shown up in the picture:
under the upside-down luminous dinner-plate shape was a
whirting halus, a misty cloud extending beéneath it like a
ghostly tail of a kite, which had not been visible to the naked
eye but which had shown up on the photographic negative
dearly. Since film will pick up some invisible infrared and
utraviolet lighe, this might provide a clue to the power source
of the objects. o

I found Tom Schley, a reporter for the Beaver Couniy Times
who had covered the story, at his desk in the large, modern
building of the paper. )

He had plunged into the subject cold, and was as mystified as
1. He was convinced that the }7-year-old James Lucci, who had
taken the picture, was sound and able, an amateur photographer
who often took pictures of the stars and moon as part of his
hobby. His father was a professional photographer for the Air
National Guard, and both the family and the boy were highly
regarded in the community. At the time of the observation
and the waking of the picture, James Lucei was with his brother,
A third witness, Michael Grove, saw the UFO from his home
across the road. James was making time exposures of the moon
in the driveway of his home in Brighton Township, Beaver
County, at about 11:30 pm. A round, thick object, glowing
brighter than the moon, came into the field of the camera
from over a high, steep hill behind his house. Realizing the
camera must have caught it. James closed the shutrer quickly,
wound the film down for another shot. Before he could get
a third shot, the object climbed rapidly out of sight.

The entire Lucci family was afraid, as many other people
were, of ridicule and publicity, but friends persuaded James to
bring the picture to the Beaver County Times, where three
photographers superimposed negatives and made other tests
which showed the UFO had slowly moved doser, left to right,
as described by the witnesses. After a full evaluation, they
labeled the photograph genuine. The boy's character was
vouched. for by the chief of police, Brighton Township, the
high school principal, and Beaver County police.

With reporter Schley's help, I was able to catch two of the

.photographers on the newspaper who had made the examina-

tion of the Lucci negatives, Harry Frye and Birdie Shunk. We
joined them in the cafeteria.

“How do you go about checking out the negatives?” I asked.

“The only way,” said Frye, “is to make completely sure that
there’s no double exposure involved, or anything like that. If
the negative is faked by a double exposure you have overlap-
ping images. Now I studied the negatives for considerable time
and I don't think they could possibly have been double-ex-
posed. Everybody clse in the department agreed on this”

"It wasn't a lens-reflection freak in the development, either,”

- Shunk added. “We examined the negatives thoroughly for that
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passibility. ..

. “After we all had studied them, we couldn’t help but come to
the conclusion that the image was a definite picture. There was
no other way it could have been done.”

l:}(llow did you go about matching up the two negatives?” I
asked.

“Well," said Frye, “we put the two negatives, two separate
€xposures, we put them together and lined up the trees, the
harizon line, the moon, and other things that were in both nega-
tives. And-you could see where the object had moved across the
film. From my judgment, the object had moved from a position
closer to the camera to a position a little farther away and
across.” :

“And that would have been difficult to fake?

“It would be, yes,” said Shunk. “I would be difficult to fake
it in another way—to put something up there and photograph
it, and stil! get the things that are seen in the background.
Just about impossible. I'd say. You also noticed that tail of
mist coming down from the object.”

“That wasn’c séen by the naked eye,” I said. “What sort of
thing doés a film pick up that the eye doesn't? Infrared? Ultra-
violet?”

“Ultraviolet will appear on a film and not to the eye,” said
Frye. “It would tend to produce a white image.”

“Then is there a possibility that these rays coming down
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from the object could be ultraviolet”

"Well,” said Frye, “this is something 1 couldn't answer. It
could be, and it could be also something else. There is a lot
of ]iﬁht outside of the visible spectrum that yeu ¢an photo-
graph.”

“How about infrared?” I asked.

“That will also photograph on a plate to a certain extent,
especially with certain fim.”

“We discussed ways that the picture could have been faked,"
said Shunk, “and we couldn’t come up with a logical way you
could do it.” .

“In other words,” said Frye, “if somebody asked us to go out
and duplicate this picture, we would find it impossible.”

I thanked Schley and the photographers for their informa-
tion and then left to see James Lucci and his brother John to
reenact the way the photograph was taken, and to see what other
information I could pick up in their neighborhood.

James Lucci was quiet, softspoken and shy, His brother
John was 20, three years older. He was a student at Geneva
College nearby. Both were articulate and friendly. The Lucc
house nestled at the bottom of a steep hill, so typical of western
Pennsylvaniz. I got both boys to take me to the exact spot
where their camera had been set. It was in the gravel driveway,
directly beside the house, and we stood there, looking up at
an angle toward the hill, The trees stood out sharply in sil-
houerte against the sky, the same tree line which had showed
up in the pictures. ‘ .

I asked James Lucci to point out the exact spot where the
object was when the picture was taken. ,

He pointed to the high ridge, at about a 45-degree angle
from where we were standing,

I looked up, following the direction of his finger, and caught
my breath.

For immediately below the part of the sky he indicated were
the sweeping wires of a high-power transmission line, extend-
ing from a tower on top of the ridge and stringing across the
valley to the next hill. It was Exeter all over again, this time
with a striking photograph to go with it.

I returned to Exeter on October 31. On the following morn-
ing, I followed up half-a-dozen leads by phone; they were in-
teresting mainly because they indicated the high frequency of
sightings in the area.

At naen, I stopped by the power plant on Drinkwater Road
in Exeter and spoke to a couple of the engineers for the Exeter
and Hampton Electric Company. They had heard many stories
about UFOQ's but had not been aware that so many people were
reporting them above or near power lines. They wcre intrigued
with the idea, though, and planned to investigate it. They
said that high-voltage power lines do create an electromag-
netic field, and that if the objects had any kind of affinicy for
electromagnetic fields, the power lines would be an obvious
attraction. There had been no unusual voltage lesses reported
on the meters, but, they added, it would be possible for an ob-
ject to enter an electromagnetic field without affecting che
voltage.

In midafternoon, I went to Qfficer Bertrand's house to get
his reaction to a story the Pentagon had released to the local
papers about his and Officer Hunt’s sighting. It was such a
garbled distortion of Facts that I could not understand how the
Pentagon could release it. Later, an officer at the Pease Air
Force Base told me he was “shocked at the Pentagon's stupidity.”

With a Washington, D.C., dateline of October 27, 1965, the
news story read:

" The Pentagon belicves that, after intemsive irivestigation,
it has come up with a natural explanation of the UFO sightings
in Exeter, New Hampshire, on September 3.

A spokesman said the scveral reports stemmed from “mul-
tiple objects in the area,” by which they mean a high-altitude
Strategic Air Command exercise out of Westover, Mass., was
going on at the time in the area.

A second important factor was what is called a “weather in-
version” wherein a layer of cold air is trapped between warm
layers. ] :

The Pentagon spokesman said this natural phenomenon
causes stars and planets to dance and twinkle.

The spokesman said, “We believe what the pebple saw that
night was stars and planets in unusual formations.”

1 was confident that no one, including the Air Force, bad in-
-
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vestigated this sighting in greater detail than I had. What's
more, the release was a direct slam at both Bertrand and Hunt
and their capacity to distinguish between “stars and planets”
and an enormous, silent craft which had brought Bertrand al-
most to the point of pulling his gun. T had spent part of two
nights patrolling with Bertrand and Hunt, and had come to
respect them and their jobs. For the Pentagon to ascribe their
sighting to either “high-altitude exercises” or “stars and planets
in unusual formations” was patently absurd. If anything, it
could only lead-eventually to the embarrassment of the Penta-

1.
goBertrarxd was very calm about it. “If they want to turn out
ridiculous statements like that,” he said, “that’s their business.
I know what I saw. They don’t. And of course I can’t accept
what they say there. I know for sure it had nothing to do with
the weather. I know for sure this was a crafi, and it was not any
plane in existence. I know for sure it was not more than a hun-
dred feet off the ground. I'm not saying it's something from
outer space. I'm saying I don't know what it was, and from this
newspaper story they've released, I know damn well they don’t

-either. I know it didn't have any wings, and I know it wasn't a

helicopter, Or no balloon, or anything of that sort. It's abso-
lutely stupid of them to release something like that.”

rather extensive random survey in the Exeter area
brought many more stories to light. Most impressive were the
off-the-record accounts by the military: '

—A Coastguardsman from New Hampshire told me that al-
though his station would never release any official information,
he was on watch one night when an enormous reddish-orange
disk moved slowly up the beach, not more than 15 feet above
it. He confessed that he was so shocked by the sight that he went
into the radio shack and dosed the door.

—From an Air Force Fpilot I learned that pilots had been or-
dered to shoot at any UFO they came across in an cffort to bring
them down. But he said that they were apparenmily invulnerable
and that they were capable of outmaneuvering any aircraft the
Air Force had. He said that he simply ignored the orders to fire
on such objects, since he felt personally it would be better not
to alienate them.

—A mijlitary radar operator reported that.a UFO came di-
rectly toward the base, was clocked both visually and on the
radarscope, It seemed as if it were brazenly going to land at the
base. But instead of landing, it hovered over the base. The ofh-
cer of the day was notified, and he put a telescope on the object.
As he watched, it suddenly accelerated to a speed of over B0O
miles an hour, as docked on the radarscope. It disappeared
within a minute.

—A brilliant orange object landed direcdy off the edge of one
of the runways at the Pease Air Force Base, illuminating a wide
area where many of the Air Force officers and their families
lived, according to a member of a high-ranking officer’s family.
Some wives reported that the light was so bright that they
thought it was morming; one actually started to get dressed until
she realized it was still in the middle of the night. Phone calls
swamped the switchboard at the air base, and eventually the
base was cut off by the commander from outside communication.
The fire unit of the base was dispatched to the end of the run.
way das the object took off and disappeared at an unclocked
speed.

P—-I was given several more reports about the constant scram-
bling of jer fighters after the strange object when radar sight-
ings had been made in concert with visual sightings.

~Constant radar reports were being made at the Portsmouth
Navy Base. In one instance, an object hovered over a water
tower at the base before taking off at incredibly fast speed. It
was checked both visually and by radar.

—One highly qualified officer at the Pease Air Force Base told
me that he had been skeptical about UFO's before be had been
assigned to the command at Portsmouth. He was no longer
skeptical at all. At least 15 pilots at the base {elt the same way.

~Two additional officers of the air base told me that they
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were shocked and dismayed by the Pentagon report issued about
the Bertrand and Hunt case in Exeter. They said it was $o un-

believable in the light of what Jocal authorities knew, that it

could make the Pentagon a laughingstock. They said in no un-
certain terms that the report was severely damaging to the Air
Force,

Although .none of the personnel supplying this information
can be identified, for their own protection, these reports are
no less real than any of the other information I put directly on
the tapes. In fact, in view of the position of these people, the
stories reinforced the thesis that UFO's not only existed, but
were beyond the capacity of the military to deal with them. This
impotence, of course, might be the underlying reason why the
government was carrying out its ostrichlike program of non-
recognition. The public has a naive and childlike faith in the
military, and anything admittedly beyond its control might
shatter this faith forever.

1 was not able to talk to Norman Muscarello until several
weeks later, when he came back to Exeter on leave from the
Navy. But the interview with him was strangely anticlimatic.
The recorded tapes of Officer Bertrand, Officer Hunt, his
mother, Officer Toland and others so surrounded the incident
in detail that Muscarello's story was simply a total but neces-
sary confirmation of everything which had happened on that
predawn morning of September 3. It coincided almost exactly
with the description given by officers Bertrand and Hunt. He
demonstrated how he had dropped down on the shoulder of
the road to keep away from the object when it came toward
him. The interview with him completed the cycle of the original
incident at Exeter, which had set into motion such a long and
arduous period of research.

On Monday, November 8, I was in Exeter with two compan-
ions, an editor and a photographer from a national magazine,
We were there to recheck some of my earlier interviews. We
covered Mrs. Hale, M1s. Gazda, the entire community in the
area of the Pearce home, the police, Ron Smith, Bessie’s Lunch,
the Jalbert place by the power lines in Fremont and Chiel
Bolduc and his family in the same neighborhood. In reviewing
their sightings with them, it was interesting to note that the
descriptions remained basically the same as when they had given
them to me a few weeks previously.

At the Bolduc house, Jesse Bolduc had joined the ranks of
the observers since the cime I had first talked to him. He con-
fessed thart he no longer laughed at his wife, and admirted that
he had to eat his own words.

At the Jalbert home, the entire family reported continued
sightings, and both Joseph Jalbert and his mother recounted
a most 1nteresting observation which had happened since I had
first met them.

Joseph had recently noticed a reddish, cigarshaped object
in the sky, high over the power lines. It hovered there motion-
less for several minutes—exactly how many he did not know
because he was so absorbed with watching it. After a consider-
able length of time, a reddish-orange disk emerged apparently
from inside the object, and began a slow, erratic descent down
toward the power lines. As it reached a point within a quarter
mile of them, it leveled off, then moved over the wires until
it reached a point several hundred feet away. It then descended
slowly until it was only a few feet above the lines. Then a sil-
very, pipelike object came down [rom the base of the disk and
actually touched the lines, remaining there for a minute or so.

The protrusion then slowly retracted intoe the body of the
ohject, and it took off at considerahle speed—exactly how fast.
Joseph could not estimate—and then rejoined the reddish-cigar-
shaped object and disappeared inside it. :

Joseph’s mother had not seen this but had observed a similar
occurrence some 20 miles away, near Manchester. The only
difference in their descriptions was that the protrusion extend-
ing down from the object she observed was reddish.xather than
silver colored. Joseph was very reluctant to bring this sighting
up. His younger brother had prodded him into teiling about it,
and when we asked him why he was so hesitant, he told us that
the whole thing looked too scary and he didn't like to talk about
it. “It’s the first time I've ever seen one of these things touch
anything,” he said, “and it happened so near to me that I really
tried to put it out of my mind.”

By Tuesday, November 9, I was ready to close out the re-
search and begin the long job of trying to correlate all the tapes
and notes. Several more reports of sightings were brought to
our attention that morming, but most proved to be repetitive,
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and I could see no reason for extensive interviews., I met my
companions back at the motor inn in Hampton for dinner, It
was a cold, sparkling clear night, with a brilliant hunter's moon,

- and the huge fireplace in the dining room was a welcome sight.

We met at about 5:30, and as 1 was leaving my room, I noticed
that the electric lights flickered, faltered for a few seconds, and
then came on brightly again, I thought nothing of it, went on
into the dining room. My friends were waiting for me in a
booth. We ordered Martinis and prepared to relax.

As the waitress brought the drinks, she had a broad smile on
her face. She had been helpful in the past in supplying the
names of people she had heard about who had sighted objects,
and was interested in the story as it developed.

“I suppose this is all your fault,” she said, putting the Mar-
tinis down on the table,

“What is all our fault?” I asked.

“You mean"you haven't heard about it?” she said.

“Heard about what?"'

*“The blackout. The power failure. All over the east.”

“You're kidding,"” I said. The lights in Hampton were blazing
brightly. I did recall, though, the flicker as I had left my room,

“It just came in over the radio in the kitchen,” she said. "New
York, Albany, Boston, Providence, all of Massachusetts, are ab-
solutely black. Not a light burning. This is no joke, I mean it."”

This scemed so incredible that we hardly took it seriously. I
got up,went back to the room, and turned on the television set.

I was startled to sce the news staff of NBC-TV broadcasting
in faint candlelight. The picture was fuzzy and barely discern-
ible. The commentary, of course, confirmed all that the waitress
had told us, and more. I stiil found it hard to believe. And, of
course, the first thing which crossed my mind was the Iong
series of UFO sightings involving the power lines, such as Jo-
seph Jalbert's report the evening before. I forgot completely
about dinner. i

I quickly started pouring through the 203 pages of transcript
of the tape recordings. The words “power lines” or “transmis-
sion lines" appeared on an alarming number of pages. I began
making a notation in the margin of the transcripts wherever a
reference like this was made. There were 73 mentions in various
locations by various people. These imcluded either the actual
use of the words or references to locations near where the power
lines ran,

I sat glued to the television. set, waiting for some word as to
the cause of the unprecedented failure. The news commentators
were as confused as everybody else. No one seemed to have any

. idea of the cause and never in history had there becn a power

blackout of such extent. I tried to phone my home in Connecti-
cut and was told by the operator that the only calils she could
put through were those that were a matter of life or death.

The Portsmouth-Exeter area, we learned, was one of the few
pockets of light in the entire Northeast. I found small comfort
i that, because 1 thought of the millions of people in the large
cities who must_certainly be trapped in cold, dark subways or
jammed, stuffy elevators.

I waited in vain throughout the evening and early morning
hours for more news but no announcement came which gave
even a clue to the mystery. I ran through the transcripts again,
still noting the phrases and descriptions referring to the power
lines, Suddenly, the major emphasis of the entire UFQ research
—the power lines—was now hecoming the [ocal point of a new
raystery—no less mysterious than the UFO phenomenon I had
been dealing with for weeks.

Whe blackout caused by the failure of the Northeast Power
Grid created one of the biggest mysteries in the history of mod-
ern civilization. Eighty thousand square miles and 36,000,000
people—one-fifth of the nation’s population—were suddenly
plunged into inexplicable darkness.

There was a curious lack of physical damage: The utility
companies looked for something to repair, but there was noth-
ing. Only a few gencrators were out of action as a result of the
power failure, not a cause. What's more, the utilities were able
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to restore service with the exact same equipment that was. in
use at the time of the blackout. What happened that night was
not only far from normal; it was mystifying.

If there had been a mechanical flaw, a fire, a breakdown, a
short circuit, a toppling transmission tower, the cause would
have been quickly and easily detected, Mechanically, however,
Eh% system as a whole was in perfect repair hefore and after the
anure. )

At 10 p.m., it was announced that the arux of the difficulty
lay at a remote-controlled substation on the Power Authority's

_transmission lines at Clay, New York, a town 10 miles north of

Syracuse. The high-tension 345,000-volt power lines stretching
over Clay are part of the authority's “superhighway" of power
distribution, running inte Niagara Falls, east to Utica and south
to New York City.

Niagara Mohawk repairmen who drove out to Clay found
the substation in apparently perfect order. There were no signs
of mechanical failure, fire or destruction. Another report sent
FBI investigators znd state police to the desolate Montezuna
Marshes outside of Syracuse, but they found nothing out of
order there. ]

Something else happened outside Syracuse, however, which
was noted briefly in the press, and then immediately dropped
without follow-up comment. Weldon Ross, a private pilot and
instructor, was approaching Hancock Field at Syracuse for a
landing. It was at almost the exact moment of the blackout. As
he looked below him, just over the power lines near the Clay
substation, a huge red ball of brilliant intensity appeared. It
was about 100 feet in diameter, Ross told the New York Journal-
American. He calculated that the fireball was at the point where
the New York Power Authority's two 345,000-volt power lines
at the Clay substation pass over the New York Central’s tracks
between Lake Oneida and Hancock Ficld. With Ross was a
student pilot who verified the statement, Ac precisely the same
moment, Robert C. Walsh, deputy commissioner for the Fed-
eral Aviation Agency in the Syracuse area, reported that he saw
the same phenomenon just a few miles south of Hancock Field.
A total of five persons reported the sighting. Although the Fed-
eral Power Commission immediately said they would investi-
gate, no further word has been given publicly since.

Pilot Ross's sighting took place at 5:15 p.m., at the moment
when the blackout occurred 1n the Syracuse area. At 5:25 p.m,,
a schoolteacher in Holliston, Massachusetts, watched through
binoculars with her hushand an intense white object in the sky
moving slowly toward the horizon. At the same time, David
Hague, a 17-year-old from Holliston reported an identical ob-
ject, moving toward the southwest.

In New York Ciy, simuliancously with the blackowt, two
women declared in two separate statements that they sighted
unusual objects in the sky.

In spite of the lengthy report issued by the FCC, the Great
Blackout has still not been adequately explained. Ostensibly,
backup Relay #0Q-29 at the Sir Adam Beck generating station
Queenston, Ontario, was eventually pinpointed as the source
of the massive failure. But further investigation, hardly noted
in the press, showed that nothing in the relay was broken when
it was removed for inspection. In fact, it went back into opera-
tion normally when power was restored. The line it was pro-
tecting was totally undamaged. “Why did everything go ber-
serk?” Life Magazine asks in an article about the blackout
“Tests on the wayward sensing device have thus far been to no
avail.” A later statement by Arthur J. Harvis, a supervising en-
gineer of the Ontario Hydroelectric Comimission, indicated
that the cause was still a mystery. “Although the blackout has
been traced to the tripping of a circuit breaker at the Sir Adam
Beck No. 2 plant, it is practically impossible to pinpoint the

< initial cause.” As late as January 4, 1966, The New York Times

in a follow-up story indicated a series of questions regarding

the prevention of future blackouts. The new item says: "“These
uestions more or less are related to the cause, still not fully un-
erstood, of last November’s blackout.” The italics are ours.

The Great Northeast Blackout was a mystery, but not any
more puzzding than what followed on its heels. On November
16, a series of power blackouts hit many parts of Britain. Dozens
of sections of London were darkened, and telephone operators
in Folkestone, on the south coast, worked by candlelight.

On November 26, NICAP was advised that power failures in
St. Paul, Minnesota, were reported by the Northern States
Power Company simultaneous with the appearance of objects
overhead giving off blue and white flashes just off Highway 61.
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Fifteen minutes later, just north of the original sighting, a resi-
dent on Hogt Avenue reported a “blue-glowing” UFO as all
house lights and appliances in the area went dead. A motorist
also reported that his car lights and radio went out,

The power company announced that it was unable to deter-
mine the cause of that blackout.

By December 2, sections of two states and Mexico were
plunged into darkness after a widespread power failure in the
Southwest. Juarez, Mexico, was hit, as well as El Paso, Texas,
and Las Cruces and Alamogordo, New Mexico, Authorities were
unable to explain the cause of the trouble.

A few days later, on December 4, portions of east Texas were
knocked out electrically, with 40,000 houses losing power, It
was the third major blackout since the Northeast Grid failed.

By December 26, the mystery was growing deeper. The entire
city of Buenos Aires, and towns as far as 50 miles away, were
plunged into darkness by a power failure, with hundreds

wrapped in subways beneath Buenos Aires’ streets. The cause.

was thought to be a single generator.

On the same date, four major cities of south and central Fin-
land were hit by a loss of electrical power attributed to a single
insulator, ,

One news story on January 13, 1966, is particularly interest-
ing because it received little attention in the press aside from
the Portsmouth, New Hampshire, Herald of that date, even
though it was an AP release, with an Andover, Maine, dateline;

| The Telstar communications satellite tracing starion was
blacked out by a power failure which hit a 75-mile area in west-
ern Franklin Count}r. .
Electrical power failed at 4:30 p.m. Wednesday and was re-
stored at 11:20 p.m.
A spokesman for the Central Maine Power Co. blamed the
failure on “an apparent equipment failure which somehow cor-
rected itself.”

Notewarthy are two things: 1) The power failure involved a
space satellite, and 2) in this age of science and engineering, the
equipment “somehow corrected itself.” Coupled with the stories
of the numerous other blackouts, it is strange indeed that the
engineers could not figure out how it went out—and how the
failure was remedied.

On the following day, an AP story datelined Augusta, Maine,
stated that Chairman Frederick N. Allen of the Public Utility
Comuission indicated that there was no negligence by the two
power companies involved. The Central Maine Power Company
said that the blackout was caused by the failure of a big trans.
former in its Rumlord substation.

CMP Vice-President Harold F. Schnurle went on to say that
it had not been determined why the transformer failed ot why
it restored itself to service nearly seven hours later. - .

The relationship of the Unidentified Flying Objects to th
power [ailures is entirely circumstantial, of course. Both UFO's
and the Great Blackout still remain unsolved. But stranger yet
is the incapacity of modern science to come up with any kind

. of real answer to either question, More baffling still is the atti.
tude of the Jarge bulk of the scientific fraternity in presumably
laughing off a phenomenon testified to by hundreds of techni-
cians, other scientists, azirline pilots, military personnel, locat
and state police and articulate and reliable citizens.

In the third week in November, a month after the Pentagon
explanation, officers Bertrand and Hunt jointly received an
undated letter from Wright-Patterson "Air Force Base, and

signed by Majer Hector Quantanilla, Chief of the Project Blue -

Book. It read:

Mr., Eugene Bertrand, Jr.

Mr. David R. Hunt

Exeter Police Department

Exeter, New Hampshire

Gentlemen: . -

The sighting of various unidentified objects by you.and Mr.
Norman Muscarello was investigated by officials from Pease Air
Force Base, New Hampshire, and their report has been for-
warded to our office at Wright-Patterson Air Force Base. This
sighting at Exeter, New Hampshire, on the night of 2 Septem-
ber has been given considerable publicity through various news
releases and in magazine articles similar to that from the “Sat-
urday Review” of 2 October, 1965. A portion of this artide is
attached for your information. This information was released
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by the National Investigations Committee on Aerial Ph.t;{_lom-
ena, a private organization which has no connection with' the
government. As a result of these articles, the Air Force has re- «
ceived inquiry as to the cause of this report.

Our invesngation and evaluation of the sighting indicates

a possible association with an 8th Air Force Operation, “Big

Blast.” In addition to aircrait from this operation, there were
five B-47 type aircraft flying in the area during this period. Be-
fore a final evaluation of your sighting can be made, it is essen-
tial for us to know il either of you witnessed any aircralt in
the area during this time period either independently or in
connection with the objects observed. Since there were many
aircraft in the area, at that time, and there were no reports of
unidentified objects from personnel engaged in this air opera-
tion, we might then assume that the objects observed between
nidnight and 2 a.m. might be associated with this military air
operation. 1f, however, these aircraft were noted by either of
you, then this would tend to eliminate this air operation as a
plausible explanation for the objects obscived,

Sincerely,

HEecToR QUINTANILLA, JR., Major, USAF

Chief, Project Blue Booh

1 atch.
Article “Saturday Review” l

Curiously, the letter was not only undated, but the large
brown envelope in which it was mailed bore no postmark

The letter referred to the sighting as Seprember 2, when of
course it took place on September 3. It also indicated that the
high-altitude exercises were conducted from midnight until 2
a.m., while the police officers encountered the close-range ob-
ject at approximately 3 a.m. But most ironical was the indica-
tion that the case was still in process of “final evaluation,” while
the Pentagon had already released its own “final evaluation”
over a month before the letter arrived.

Officers Bertrand and Hunt replied to the Air Force with
this letter on. December 2, 1965:

|Hr.cron QuinTaNILLA, R, Mejor, USAF
Chief, Project Bluec Booh ’

Wright Patterson AFB
Dayton, Ohio
Dear Sir:

We were very glad to get your letter during the third week
in November, because as you might imagine we have been the
subject of considerable ridicule since the Pentagon released its
“final evaluation” of our sighting of September 8, 1965. In other
words, both Ptl. Hunt and myself saw this object at dose range,
checked it out with each other, confirmed and reconfirmed the
fact that this was not any kind of conventional aircraft, that it
was at an altitude of not more than a couple of hundred feet,
and went to considerable trouble to confirm that the weather
was clear, there was no wind, no chance of weather inversion,
and that what we were seeing was no illusion or military or «i-
vilian crafr. We entered this in a complete official police report
as a supplement to the blotter of the morning of Septeraber 3
(not September 2, as your letter indicates). Since our job de.

- fuends on accuracy and an ability to tell the difference between

act and fiction, we were naturally disturbed by the Pentagon
report which attributed the sighting to "multip{e high altitude
objects” in the area and “weather inversion.” What is a little
difficult to understand is the fact that your letter (undated) ar-
rived considerably after the Pentagon release, Since your letter
says that you are still in the process of making final evaluation,
it seems that there is an inconsistency here. Ordinarily, this
wouldn't be oo important except for the fact that-in a situation
like this we are maturally very reluctant to be considered irre-
sponsible in our official report to the police station.
- $ince one of us (Ptl. Bertrand) was in the Air Force for four
years engaged in refueling operations with all kinds of military
aircraft, it was impossible to mistake what we saw for any kind
of military operation, regardless of altitude. It was also defi-
nitely not a helicopter or balloon. Immediately after the object
disappeared, we did see what probably was 2 B-47 at high alti-
tude, but it bore no relation at all to the object we saw.
Another fact is that the time of our observation was nearly
an hour after 2 a.m., which would eliminate the 8th Air Force
operation Big Blast, since as you say this took place between
midnight and 2 a.m. Norman Muscarcllo, who first reported
this object before we went to the site, saw it somewhere in the
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vicinjty of 2 a.m., but nearly an hour had passed before he got
into the police station, and we went out to the location with

*him.

We would both appreciate it very much if you would help
us climinate the possible conclusion that some people have
made in that we might have a} made up the story, or b) were
incompetent observers. Anything you could do along this line
would be very much appreciated, and I'm sure you can under-
stand the position we're in.

We appreciate the problems the Air Force must have with a
lot of irresponsible reports on this subject, and don't want to
cause you any unnecessary trouble. On the other hand, we think
you probably understand our position.

Thanks very much for your interest.

Sincerely,

Pr1L. EUGENE BERTRAND
Pri. Davib HunT

Nearly a kull month went by, bue the officers rececived no reply
whatever from Wright-Patcerson. Finally, on December 28, the
officers wrote again:

IHEGI‘OR QUINTANILLA, JR., Major, USAF
Wright Patterson AFB

Dayton, Ohio
Dear Sir:

Since we have not heard from you since our letter to you of
December 2, we are writing this to request some kind of an-
swer, since we are still upset about what happened after the
Pentagon released its news saying that we have just seen stars
or planets, or high altitude air exercises. ‘

As we mentioned in our letter to you, it could not have been
the operation "Big Blast” you mention, since the time of our
sighting was nearly an hour after that exercise, and it may not
even have been the same date, since you refer to our sighting
as September 2, Our sighting was on September 3. In addition,
as we mentioned, we are both familiar with ali the B-47's and
B-52's and helicopters and jet fighters which are going over this
place all the time. On top of that Ptl. Bertrand had four years
of refueling experience m the Air Force, and knows regular
aircraft of all kinds. It is important to remember that this craft
we saw was not more than 100 feet in the air, and it was abso-
lutely silent, with no rush of air from jets or chopper blades
whatever, and it did not have any wings or tail. It lit up the

entire field, and two nearby houses turned completely red. It -

stopped, hovered and turned on a dime.

What bothers us most is that many people are thinking that
we were cither lying or not intelligent enough to well the dif-
ference between what we saw and something ordinary. Three
other people saw this same thing on September 3, and two of
them appeared to be in shock from it. This was absolutely not
a case of mistaken identity.

We both feel that it's very important for our jobs and our
reputations to get some kind of letter from you to say that the
story put out by the Pentagon was not true; it could not possi-
bly be, because we were the people who saw this; not the Penta-

n .
goGan you please let us hear from you as soon as possible.

. : Sincerely,

PrL. EUGENE BERTRAND
Prr. Davio Huxr

In the official Air Force files at Wright—Patierson field is other '
information on the case:

' I —In his signed statement to the Air Force investigators, Pa-
trolman Bertrand said: “At one time [the lights] came so close,

I fell on the ground and started to draw my gun.” He also noted
that the lights were always in line at about a 60-degree angle,
and when the object moved, the lower lights were always for-
ward of the athers.

=In the official Air Force report of the investigation by the
Administrative Services Officer of the Pease Air Force Base to
Wright-Patterson, dated September 15, 1965, the following in-
formation was inctuded: Identifying Information on Observers
{1) Civilian. Norman Muscarello, Age, 18. 20514 Front Street,
Exeter, N, H, Unemployed .(will join Navy on 18 Sept. "65)
Appears to be reliable, (2) Civilian. Eugene F. Bertrand, Jr.
Age, 30, Exeter Police Department, Patrolman. Reliable. (3)
Civilian. David R. Hunt. Age, 28, Exeter Police Department.
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Parrolman. Reliable.

—In the same official report, a statement by Major David H.
Griffin, Base Disaster Control Officer, Command pilot. “A¢ this
time have been unable to arrive at & probable cause of this
sighting. The three observers seem to be stable, reliable pevsons,
especially the two patrolmen. 1 viewed the area of the sighting
and found nothing in the area that could be the probable cause.
Pease AFB had 5 B-47 aircraft flying in the area during this

pertod but do not belicve they had any connection with the
sighting.” (Our italics) l

The difference between this report of the actual investigating
officer at Pease AFB, and the one officially released by the Pen-
tagon to the local press on October 27, is marked and startling.

When I left Exeter, the sightings were still continuing, seem-
ingly without letup. In the early months of 1966, while Hune
and Bertrand were still waiting to hear from the Pentagon, as
many as two or three reports a week were being received by
police in the vicinity of the town, one of which induced a dyed-
in-the-wool skeptic to run to the police station with a full
account of a UFO viewed by at least seven peaple.

On February 9, 1966, the Pentagon finally wrote a letter of
apology to Patrolmen Bertrand and Hunt:

f : DeraRTMENT OF THE Ak FORCE
Washingion

Office of the Secretary FEsruARY 9, 1966
Gentlemen:

Based on additional information you submitted to our UFO
investigation office at Wright-Patterson Air Foree Base, Ohio,
we have been unable to identify the object you ohserved on
September 3, 1966. . . .

In 19 years of investigating over 10,000 reports of unidenti-
fied flying objects, the evidence has proved almost conclusively
that reported aerial phenomena have been objects ¢ither ae-
ated or set aloft by man, generated by atmospheric conditions,
or caused by celestial bodies or the residue of meteoric activity.

Thank you for reporting your observation to the Air Force
and for your subsequent cooperation regarding the report. I
regret any inconvenience you may have suffered as a result.

Sincerely,

/s/ Joun P. SPAULDING

Lt Col., USAF

Chief, Civil Branch

Community Relations Division

) Office of Information.

MRr. Evgene BerTRAND, JR.
Mr. Davip R. Huxt '
Exeter Police Department -
Exeter, New Hampshire.

he most logical, but still unprovable, explanation is that
the Unidentified Flying Objects are interplanetary spaceships
under intelligent control. NICAP and others have been sup-
porting this hypothesis for years. Its credibility, however, has
suffered by the support of the crackpot fringe. In spite of this,
the hypothesis remains stronger than any other theory advanced.
The biggest remaining question is the apparent attitude of
government and scientific authorities who have shown no in-
dication of setting up a full-scale project either to prove or dis-
prove the existence of UFO's. Or if they have, the ostensible
paternalistic protection of the public is not consistent with
democratic principles. The reaction of those who have experi-
enced close encounters with UF('s in the Exeter area has been
one of shock, followed by intense curiosity rather than sustained
panic, An unprepared public is far more likely to panic than an
informed one. Truth isn't likely to remain hidden forever,
In the light of recent developments, the situation has reached
a point where it appears to be the duty and responsibility of
the government either to reveal what it knows, or to order a
scientific investigation on a major scale and report the findings
immediately to the public at large, —John G. Fuller
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" THIS FURAY LIFE
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While attending an exhibition game

between the New York Yankees and the -

West Point Cadets team, one of the
cadets in the stand began to heckle one
of the Yankee players who had been
charged with three errors early in the
game.

“Hey, you,"” he bellowed. “How did a
little runt like you ever get into the
major leagues?”

The player's reply convulsed the
stands: "My Congressman appointed
met”

Harry Bowley
Waltham, Mass.

Residents of Vermont, by payment of a
special fee, ave able to obtain automobile
license plates bearing four or five letters
of their own choosing. Thus one may
see such license plates as: SKIER, Mawry,
SATYR, 00Ps and many other novel letter
combinations which inventive car own-
ers have thought up.

One of the most amusing combinations
is held by the artificial insemination
technician who services dairy cows in
central Vermont. This fellow. makes his
rounds from farm to farm in a Volks-
wagen bearing the license plate: TORO.

Jokn R. Cashman
Si. Johnsbury, Vt.

Four demerits during barracks’ inspec-
tion usually meant a one-hour tour of
guard duty for a hapless cadet. The in-
spector, a brand-new second lieutenant,
was gither trying to be funny or believed
there was corruption in low places when
he discovered a dime on one cadet’s bot-
tom shelf,
The lieutenant's discrepancy report
read as follows:
Untidy bottom shelf....,..2 demerits
Trying to bribe . ]
inspecting officer............ 1 demeric
Insufficient bribe.............1 demerit
Earl C. Steady
Bath, New Hampshire
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I work in a lumberyard. One day a cus-
tomer told me that she wanted a three-
quarter-inch pipe plug. I asked, “Do you
want a male plug, a female plug or
both?”
“I just want to stop a leak,” the woman
replied. “I don't plan to raise them!”
Joe Olsen
Miami, ORkla.

As the hour of noon rolled around, the
pilot and copilot of our SAC Jet Tanker
decided to eat lunch. The young copilot
was dressed as though he were over
enemy territory; he had a revolver
strapped to one boot and a hunting
knite strapped to the other.

He picked up a can of fruit juice and

‘took out his knife, Two quick thrusts of

the knife punctured the top of the can.

Because I was new on the crew, the

older, more experienced pilot turned to

me and sighed, “Thank God! He usually
shoots them open.”

Cept. G. G. Gibbons

Amarillo AFB, Texas

While 1 was waiting 1o get a haircut
in a Detroit barbershop, I noticed a one-
armed customer in the chair wince when
the barber accidentally nicked him. But
the barber kept right on talking and paid
no attention.
Finally the barber asked, “Haven't you
been in here beforer”
“Hell, no,” the customer replied. “I
lost this arm in the war.” .
Charles Kennedy
Jackson, Michigan

The pert little co-ed minced her way into
the professor’s office the day before final
exams and said nervously:
""Oh, Professor, I'll just do anything to
pass this course!”
“dnything?” asked the professor.
“Oh, yes, just anything. I'll do eny-
thing to pass this course!” )
The professor sat back, thought for a
minute, then replied, “Even study?”
Name withheld at writer's request,
San Diego, Calif.

During basic training at Parks AFB, I
was assigned as flight leader over 48
other men of Flight 391. I was assigned
all barracks' cleaning details, barracks’
guard and KP duty, etc.

I guess I gave the guys a pretty rough
time because when I returned to the
barracks one night, I found this note:

Cates—

Tomorrow will be Tuesday—if it's-

all right with you. Thanks.
God :
Donald J. Cates
Billings, Montana

One warm afternoon a small group of
firemen were sitting in [ront of the sta-
tion house, playing with their company
mascot, a2 large spotted Dalmatian, A
woman and her small son drove up to
the parking area. The lady asked, in a
serious manner, “Why is it most fire de-
partments havé dogs?” One old-timer
said, with a smile, "They find the hy-
drants for us at night."

Bill V. Sininger

Lexington, Ky.

S100 will be paid on acceptance for each
original, not previously published, trve anecdote
{preferabiy from your own experience). Contribu-
tians, which must be typewritten, cannot be ac-
knowledged or returnod; and if yvour submission is
not occepiad within six weeks, consider it re-
jected. Address: TRUE Magazine Fun Editer,
67 West 44th Street, New York, N. Y. 10034.
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Reporter Doubts UFO Is Hoax

. o ou: quutinns and re-
pcu." over Exeter, N.I-I.. grear “ser” o the DERRY NEWS.

. - wmcrenndwnhm:hemnhnf the DER- Beuuselknewﬁtﬂeme:han
- RY NEWS. whar | bad read in the oewspapers,

[ de-
Throughout the summer, a continual cided that the bmmnwmldbewmnm
argument, or rather “discussion,” hay raged the Exeter police and interview che tw

- 2 to whether rally do sz these officers who apparzndy saw the UFQ lan
objects, whether UFQ's do, in facr, exist Fridsy moming, Unfortunately, both men
at all, and whether they are interlopers were ungble 10 be conracted bur 1 talked
from other plmu or just natural plienome- with Lieutenanr Cottrell, the Chief Deputy.
- caused by certain conditions within
T cribed the object &2 being a g
: " 1Y taxy of five, brilliaotly med hd:u.
", all patterned in 2 sumight b=
.apd all blinking in a definite ar
der. (The Manchester Leader bad
. previously reported it being
+ wo brilliastly red tha i shape
.vould aot be determined in the
glow.”} Afwo, he said that it had
oot chased bim and, wheo ashe
ed .whethey U bad oken any sp-

“’DNAWILDGOOSECHASE weat these two
policemen this momning (Officers George Casren, left

i

RoiandCam)urhcvwmmﬂedtothehmnener-_ parcnt motice of his presence, be
and Mrs. Alan B. Shepard in East Derry to capture 3 me aid, “mo.” (Anether mistepre-
wild goose which apparentdy. was crippled and an OVItNg gq B senndon of fact by the Laader.)
prey for neighborhood dogs. As it marned our, this was the b H . he admitted it had
same goose which Derry policemen caprured at the Taffic wr Ugion Leader bad m rello, I8, the boy who had tpor pazsed by him at a disance which
circle 'in Derry Village vesterday and gave to a local ed the UFO while hirch-hiking he esimaced to be forey foee
poru:mn F;r safe keepmg&ﬁﬁeh;ﬂ;r?pedffrm:lwoh: From the polive smron, | went aimg Rir. 15¢ o hin bome i Coatinued P

new home this morning and after a biv oo w0 iowrview Nm L) alking {UFO 1SN'T HOAX

by the men in blue, it was safely cnpml'bd.m:aynd rarmed I Mme Buer __T_ o m= be dev

é,

E CALENDAR OF
EVENTS

ITn Hawe Your Progyaw Lise.
. Pleame \lall i Phone In

Hold Two Youths For Superior  Ellz: T 7 IO MBI o T
Court Following Store Theft | - = e T

wmeews az home of Mrs, Fred-

erick Dodge.
7:30 pau. - Plaza Ciocmm: “The
Family * Jewel™ and “Girb
Two breoks were repareed w On The Beach”

Derry Police last week, ome oc-

curring Thursday morming at the

home of My. apd Mrs Edgar

Hilke on the [sland Pond Raad

and the otber at Cash and Carry

Cleatirs on Eamr  Broadway.

over ro a member of the DERRY NEWS swaff who
ventact Game Warden Phillip Carr 1o seck permistion
raise the half grown hird .

fall weeting at bome of M.
TUESDAY, SEPTEMEER 14
£ 6 :30 pan. - Bapust Women boid
ficwe fall meeting ar home of
Bogicegrogtis ety A polly-seg o
tedly 1ol ar . 3 , ver
e pollapiiagre Wy 'MmROBQHP 'Has galrjurday\f[:::mcrwdﬁlhdd:cmhwu mmfut:can o o

Masmachusers car that wai seen . e scat fall dinner meedog with aew
in the aren Pollce are-sull - Paintings At First capacity. , Prosident Lary B e
Demel LeClaire age 19 o National Bankin Derrv o 780 pm Phr Cmema: “The

e o Mmmcs a the Onle
Chemer 1o Jumes Rende, 1 gee o nmenaitcs < e gul. Derr\( Jr. Women Famiy Jewss™ e i on
Derry | prehended Wre. Robert Perry of Lan# B4, uastars of Eduestica  Colum- [ DIHE'MOHdaY 8:00 pan. - Foee Sqmare Daer

T oo aod cuTed Wil pugt Gerry, N.E. S8 GuTemty bie Cabversitr oatoing in ceachs : et Aot EaL
. an axhibitinn' sz the Flrst e ing of Slementary Am, De
Cleaners  where  approximately yopel Bask of Darry ol spd ¥a+  She bas exbibited of e Ken= The Dery Julor Womeo's ., oy Viags " 1S
$200 was akem tar cotor peindngs. ; stunk  BRck St Mmseum. Clob witl opse it ful ssries of . EDNESDAY, SEFTEMBER
The beeak was discoversd b ym. Perry, s bomer Slemencry Kenowtokoort sod OXWALIL. mestings with a dimer gaerng ¢ 100 R & 7:30 o Pam O-
the propricter ar 6 am. and che tescher tagght in Chastsr md Tho Pery Palndngs will be o the Chine Oragon reatmzent otma - "Lawvence of Arabis™
@en werds apprehended the same Derry Schooia. | ’ on- sxiE & the BAGK through |n° Gookast: on Mondey evesing 30 pan. Derry Hiurmical Soces

day &t 9 am, The money wus  She hag recatved & A5, ‘De- he month of Ssgtember. &30 D . &7 ectn-as Lilwwdy:
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DOINGS

May Casten

Mr. 3ad mre. Chester Bronadon
of Chester Rosd and na tecent
fuests, - M8, Sronadon's Aunt
aud (mels, Mr. and Mre. ‘Lyle
3. Tylerof Newton, iowa. N

Duwlng thelr visit the groap
wont down Maine for some deep
saa fishlng and from what [ heor
did prety weil.

Mr.  and Mrs. Robert Taylar
aad {amily of Everert Siyeet
vecationed recently in Arllogtoa,
Vitgnia. - The Tayior's wisited
wih  Mrs. . Tayiot's sister and
bBusbapd, . Mr. and Mrs. Robert
Nieoll. wrs. Nicoll is the tarmer
Rosemary Warren. -

Ralph °‘Dask™ DesRoalers
bed guite o start, (to say the
least) the otzer maoming aboutd

'S AM.  be exact. ‘He awoke

with .a start, jumped out of bed,
ren downsealrs, {lew back again
for his peats and when wife,
Leone asked him whot on earth
the matter was, Relph told her
thare was a whole bunch of
horaes outside of their house.
- Well, Leooa toought this waz

Tel. 432-3360

U1t - 3y that Hepe the whole
housebold was up and when
Rolph had goae dowuscadrs lor
the second time be went out-
side, . -

Hearing & commotion and voie
cos  outside, . Leona opd Mmry
looked out w see husbepd apd
lather Ralph (Cattle Rustlern)
DesRosiers talking o and les~
dlag four brown horses into hls
corral,

We found out that these were
the- same borses ‘hal Officer
Roiapd Caron was chaaing thar
ZOrnings . .

The case of ihe missing hor-

. 3ea hag been clesred up now.

They had broken loose from
Linda Webbers farm about two
miles away.

Owr pew polles officer. Rolaod
Caron, must think tha:t he has
slgned up with a wild aimal
farm: be's chosed horses and
wild geese aiready, aad be's
only oees on the job two weeks,

Well, that does it for woday.
See you Thorsday.

OBITUARY frost Home Has

Ernest Wehster

Emest W. Wetster, 72, farmer
iy 3 the American House in
Dory dled Sunday altermoon af
the Mitchell Memorial Hospltal
lu-Breatwood, N.H. after a long
Uloess, He was boen in Derty
ead had beep o resident here o
most of hls llfe. He attended
Derry Villoge school and Pilnker~
ton  Acadesmy. Provious w bls
liiness bhe had been empioyed by
A Poultty Processing Plant in
Merrimack, N.O.

He loaves bla sister, Moude 4,
Parsaley of Derry and several
nieces and aephews.

Funeral services will be held
Wednesday aftemoon at 2:00
from che Peabody Fuseral Some
ln Derry. The burial will be tn
Foreat Hill Cemetery n East
Derry.

Friends may call at the Funer-

.ol Home Monday evening (rom 7.

to 9 and Tuesday afternoen and
evening Omm 2 to 4-a8d Tto 9
PM.

Baptist Women
To Meet Tues. -

The Daughters of Ruth of the
Firs: Bapist Church will con-
duct their drat meeting of the
new sgason  Tuesday at the
summer home of Mrf. and Mrs.
Everat Plllapury ar  Zeaver
Lake, ‘A cookout will be enjoy-
ed,

Members are © hzing something
0 £o0k, dhe geverige and dea-
sert will be gerved by the hose
tesa. - The group will meet &
5130 and those needing trana-
porcagon shouid meet at the

. church at §:15 pum.

New Occupents

The DERRY NEWS waa inforo-
sd this week thet Mr. sod Mra.
LA.G. Therlault and fomily are
aow rgaiding in the Frost home
oh focklegham Road.

The FProst Home, merly
awned by Mr. and Mrs. Edwin
Lee waa receatly 3oid o the
state of New Hampshire for
340,700, Tho Stale plans o maks
the home into en historical
shrine to perpetusi® the memory
¢l the famous poet and former
ieacher At Plokeron Academy,

When asked by the DERRY
NEWS &5 to why the Frost bome
wag rensed, a rusioe of the his-
wrical site sald the committee
board doges not axpect o start
texgvating undl oext yesr. The
homs was rented o discourage
vandallsm and to keep the pro-
petty trom deterlorating.

Much luck o the ngw Alexan-
det Eagiman Hospital Adminis~
rator and his f=mlly who will

UFO Isn"t Hoax

CONTINUED PROM PAGE 1

After the cbjoct disappenred,
he dpgged down 3 passing <ar
wolch tpok bim to e Exeter
police station whore ne related
his story v Desk Officer Regis
nald Toland, During thls tmoms,
Officer Bertrand entered the
station aad, -upon hearing his
atory, drowe him lmmedlately to

‘the scene of the signting. They

wore soon  joined by Officer
Dave Hopt, -alse of the Exeter
Pollce Porca, The thres proe
ceeded inen the Aald where Mr.
kmacarells had firsc sighted e

object tut found ambing, DF-

lowing a cursory. search. °

The two officers had temed
back towarda their cus when
they were alerted by Mr. Musce-
tello's shout. Turnlng, they both
saw e QFO rise, in a hovering
fashion, - rom bebind a small
kaoll I8 the fAeld (While | was
In_ Exetet, .[ checked the Oeld
aith a.gelger counter borrowed
trom the Civil Defenss untt in
Detry, - buz go oo positive re-
sults. From what Mr. . Moscaredlo
said, the fleld bed besn checked
for madicactivity earlie: ln the
wetk bY zome civilign ageacy.
The resnlts of that Lest ere un-
kogwn & me.) (¢ gradually drift-
ed o the {eft side of the feld,
a width of perbaps 150 yards,
and settled cipse to che ground
beside 2 stone wall, They view-
ed the object while it coatinued
ibrougtious the fteld apd adjoin”
ing lots untll 1t fAnatly disap-
peared on the horlzon. {Although
[ say ‘“drifted,’” Mr. Mu3eaceilon
toid me It exhibitad estonisbing
speed at oge point in bis obser
vatlon.) .

One intepesting ante volunteers
ed by mr. Muscarelio was the
fact that the crickets, aomelly
soticanble {n the (eld at might,
were absolutely sllent while the
OFQ drifted over {t.  Also, ae
eded Az the oorses stabled In
o bars close to the wp of the
kooll wera rxemely restless
until the object was Onally out
of slght.

To date, [ have nelthsr com-
pleted my story nor amived =
wny positive coaclusion. [ have
o0 resson @ belleve the whols
thing |8 a scax and, -ln fact,
was imoressed- by the sobriety
of those peopla 1 have alresdy
{oterviewed. This week, iplan to
Iaterview Officers Bertrand aad
Huat as weil as Desk Officer
Tolard o addition, | agpe to
wmange 4o loterview with oy
Alr Porce officers at Penss A.F.
3. who were assigned w0 loves-
tgae the cass ai Exeer. Also,

heve the dstinction of being
the fArst famity to occupy the
Robert Frost Homestend after
it was pwcehased by the Sate
for en hiatoricnl sita.

Girl Scout Program Meet Thursday

0o you care ahout your dmuntaﬁ

Would she like m be & Scout?
Would you give = |lttle tme,
Juse to belp us Oad tha out?

There wiil be o planoing aeedng,

On Thursdey Morm at tan;

if you cace about your deughter,

Siny wB hopo to ses you then?

There wil! be a plenning meecng eld on Thuraday, Sepr, l6th,
&k L0 A M. at the hagme of Mra. Kiy Home, Rouie 28 By-Pass. w0
discuss weys and means of providlog bewer Scout Programs foc
the Srownle. Juslor zud Cndette age girla of Darry, If you can
valuaceer your time ot balp lo ooy way, you ore iovited b, attond,
For information, contact Mrs. Bome, 432-5952, or Mrs. Virginia

Recnie. 432-5496,

[ have arenged to talk with one
man io Fremoot who ailegedly
saw the UPD Thumsday oight
and who bas remained silent for
faar of got belag balleved. -

Al aby mate, <[ hops %o gnin
egough information so, combined

. :W.POORE

826 Elm S,
!\!anchrsm.-

“Everyrhing for the Artise’
CREATTVE PICTURE FRAMING™

with what I hove olready learm-
ed, it will provide me with some
soft of basis to form & conclue
sion, - | will ieep my_ ronders
posied on what [ Ond &nd hbpe
o have something Lo the Thurs-
day edition of the DERRY NEWS.

-

calt 622-3802

{ Sawyer&
Webster
Ambulance
Service

432-3396
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® RCA

CALL -
ITS BEST IN DERRY.

4 \‘\ Broadwas

BIG_COLOR TV VALUE

Tiw DRAUMUMOND

X1 Gorbm

" tuter {owarall diametery
265 . i plstuore

RCA VICTOR Alw Viste
COLOR TV

* RCA Solld Copper Clreulte

» Glars-proot RCA Hi-Lrme Tusa

« Super-powerful 25,000-voit chassls

» RCA Automatic Color Purifler

a Ultra-sonsitive VHF/UHF tunors

the week im Colne Teirvision and we woubld like w

have ;ou SEE OUR SELECTION for ipawediaie UELIL-
VERY . AL STYLES and WOOID FINISHES,

* No Money Down
« 36 Months To Pay
® OLYMPIC

21" MODELS - 23" RECTANGULARS
25" RECTANGULARS IN STOCK

27812 FOR INFO OR SERVICE OR STOP
RY AND SEE RCA COLOR TELEVISION AT

3:30 aun. to 9 p.m.
NITE EXC. SUNDAY

ROBERTSON'S JEWELRY C

® SYLVANIA

Du-ry




