The pulsating white light (in box) that Bob Giglio and three others saw on Craney Hill. Was it.a UFO?
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Something strange is happening in Hillsboro, New Hamp-
shire. For three years residents of this small New England
town—scores of them—have seen eerie objects in the sky,
on the roads, even at their windows.

Mostly they have kept quiet, afraid of what their neighbors
might say. But now, chiefly because one man refused to be
silent, the people of Hillsboro are opening up. In their
clapboard homes on streets lined with maples and chest-
nuts, in the village's cluster of shops, over coffee at the inn,
they are beginning to talk about “the situation.” And about
what it has meant to them.

For Bob Giglio, a photographer for Hillsboro's weekly
newspaper, The Messenger, and for the county’s various
police departments, it began on July 6, 1977. His life has
not been the same since.

At 1:30 A.M. on that date, his 18-year-old daughter came
home from a party, full of excitement: “Dad, you should
have seen the weird hght up on the hill!" she said. Giglio, a
burly, gravel-voiced man who operates at high voltage,
immediately gathered up his cameras, anticipating a good
shot for The Messenger. Trying not to awaken his sleeping
wife, Patricia, he whispered, “Let's go.” :

Most of Hillsboro's 3,000 residents were asleep as the
Giglios drove through town, past the darkened Sylvania
head-lamp plant and the Norton abrasives factory. After
they passed the last streetlight, driving east along Route
202 toward Concord, the state capital, the night turned
black. except for the yellow tunnel of their headlights.
Forests spilled down the hills to the roadsides.

"Dad. look there!" Giglio's daughter cried. He swerved
onto the shoulder and braked.

Up on an uninhabited mountainside, a white light pul-
sated. Giglio stared, bewildered. It wasn't a fire. "l knew
that weird thing didn’t belong there.” he says. As they
stared at the light, his daughter began to cry. Abruptly, he
U-turned and roared toward Hillsboro's police station.

An hour later they were back, this time in a police cruiser
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‘with two officers. Now the light was even brighter. Giglio

snapped photograph after photograph, bristling with curi-
osity. What was this thing?

After a while the light vanished. Later, Giglio hired an
airplane to scout the area where the light had been
Nothing was there but trees. He had a photographic expert
at the ITEK laboratory in Lexington, Massachusetts, ex-
amine the negatives. The expert agreed that something
round, about ten feet in diameter, had been on the
mountainside. Meanwhile, worn down by his relentless
questioning, Giglio's police-officer friends in Hillsboro and
surrounding villages admitted to him that: on night patrols,
they frequently saw strange lights and objects.

Why hadn’t they reported them? Because they feared
ridicule, they said. If they were branded crackpots, they
might lose their jobs.

“| became a night person, always looking," says Giglio.
And then he had the shock of his life.

One night he received a call from the police in nearby
Henniker, New Hampshire—the strange light. was back and
he should hurry over with his camera. He was speeding
along a back road when suddenly his car began to vibrate.

“And just then this ungodly thing came up over the hill,”
he says.

Something huge, round and illuminated sailed up from
behind the trees and passed over his car. He slammed on
the brakes.

“It sounded as if | was surrounded by a bunch of bees
and hornets,” he says. "Then the thing—it was just fifty feet
away—flipped over on its side, the light went out and it
vanished.”

To this day Giglio refuses to drive past the spot. “l won't
go up there any more because | know that there is
somebody or something in these objects,” he says. “I
don’'t know what they are and | really am a little bit
nervous”

From then on, solving the riddle /turn to page 24
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became Bob Giglio's crusade. He s
from the Boston suburbs, and, unlike
his  sclf-contained  New  Hampshire
neighbors, he is a talker. He told ev-
cryone about what he had scen. He
asked the policemen with whom he
worked to radio to him whenever there
wus a sighting.  And he began asking
everyone he met in the Hillsboro arca:
“Have you seen anything strange?”

What he lcarned astonished him.
Scores of people in Hillsboro and the
surrounding villages had been secing
unusual things, sometimes in the sky,
sometimes right next to their homes.
But they had kept the sightings to
themselvesy Some feared what others
would think if they reported what they
had seen. Some doubted their own
sanity. One Hillsboro resident. George
Hill. who had a terrifying encounter
lute one night on a country road, puts
it this way: ""Lhe real story in this town
1sn’t these things we're seeing—it's the
reactions of the people.”™

Some react with scorn. Farinstance,
an out-of-town visitor recently pulled
mto a service station just outside of
Hillsboro and asked the owner if he
knew Bob Giglio.

“That's the guy who's been getting
everyone to talk into a tape recorder
about UFOs,” the owner said. “You
can find him at the police station or at
the newspaper.”

Had he himself ever seen a UFO?

“No,” the man said, pulling down

the brim of his red-plaid woolen cap
and looking off at the fir-covered hills.
“But a friend of mine saw one—I tell
him he's crazy.”

Others are less quick to dismiss their
neighbors™ sightings. One is Ron Ellis,
cditor of The Messenger.

Lllis, his wife, Carolyn, and their
four children, ages four to 17, moved
to Hillsboro in June, 1980, After years
of cditing papers for other people in
Massachusetts, he wanted to own a
paper himself and to live in northern
New England. The Ellises moved into
the upstairs of a rambling old house on
a tree-lined side street, and now the
whole family pitches in to help in the
newspaper oflices on the first floor.
Ellis, a tall man with graying black
hair and scrious blue eyes, says that
when he first heard about Hillsboro's
UFO infestation he was skeptical.

“Being concerned about the paper’s
image, | had 1o be very careful in as-
sessing the situation,™ he says.

ut then he listened to some of Bob
Giglio’s tapes. The energetic pho-
tographer has recorded nearly 100 arca
residents describing their sightings; so
many people have seen so many UFOs
that now he records only the most dra-
matic experiences. He estimates that
approximately one personin ten in the
Hillsboro arca has scen something in-
explicable.
“What makes me believe it is that
those tapes are from extremely cred-

ible people in the community—police
chiefs, police sergeants, business peo-
ple,” says Ron Ellis. “Whether you call
them UFOs or not, there is detinitely
something going on around the Hills-
boro arca.”

Why have people been so unwilling
to discuss their UFO sightings?

“There's a certain element in town
that says UFOs aren’t real, so there's
a stigma attached to anyone who sup-
poscedly hasscen a UFO." says Ellis.

Charles and Mace Hogg, who live in
an old farmhouse in the forested hills
that surround Hillsboro, have no doubt
that something strange is happening.
They have frequentily seen unidentin-
able objects flying overhead. In fact,
Charles, a special policeman working
with sceveral of the arca departments.
says that on patrol he has averaged
two sightings a night. But the Hoggs’
most  puzzling experience was  with
something they didn't see.

One chilly Saturday morning
March, 1980, Muc looked out her
Kitchen window and saw footprints in
the snow where nobody should have
been walking.  Going out to look,
Charles found—to his astonishment—
that the prints began near the garage.
circled past the kitchen window and
then marched back to where they had
begun. No prints led into the circle,
none led out of it. Apparently the
walker had dropped from the skies,
taken a little hike and then reascended.
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“harles Hogg is a tall, rawboned
a who wears a size-11 shoe. But the
ats were huge, dwarting his own
its. And whoever made the prints
i taken 42-inch strides. As a police
2f who examined the strange foot-
its the neat day remarked, It this
ag comes back, don't call me.”

are the Hoggs frightened in their
ated tarmhouse?

Mauvbe if I saw it, I'd be shaken,
right now I'm just inquisitive,” says
arles. “I'd like to know what it reul-
vas.”

Jae says the first thing she did after
ng the prints was to buy some win-
v shades: “Now, if it comes back
vin, at least I won't see it,” she
s, laughing.

3ut, like her husband, she is not
‘hiened by the pulsating lights they
« their ncighbors frequently  sce
woping over their homes. 1 think
., if my animals were hurt or we
.rd that people were disappearing,
be-frightened,” she says. “But so
everythingseems to be peaceful.”
“hy does she think so many of their
zhbors have remuained quict about
it sightings?

ihey're afraid to say anything,”
s Muae. “"Not knowing what the
ags are, they're afraid that, if they

anything, maybe the things will
ae down and hurt them, or attack
r familics, or take them away—
o knows?”?
And she thinks lh.u it might be just
vell that people have been keeping
‘- "You can panic people when
© are all these Kinds of things
md—pmpl; get scared sutl and
sre afraid to come out of their
ises,” she savs. UMy friends told me
i, after sexing those footprints,

wouldn’t stay one minute in this
e, that they would move.”

i he Hoges' Pekingese dog seems to
ee. After the footprints appeared,
s Muae, the dog frequently barked
he window at night, backing away

of their own windows.

tired farmers from Derry, in southert

a van for one of the local colleges.
On a Sunday night in Scptunhu
rite living-room chair, w

glance at the window behind the set.

she says.

in fear. And some of Hillsboro’s hu-
man residents, too, have become wary

Arthur and Annctte Vayens are re-

New  Hampshire.  They moved to
Muaine, then to Florida when Annette's
arthritis worsened. A few years ago,
they moved back to New Hampshire
to be near their grown children. Now
they live in a trailer at a park near the “Then, outside the window, [ saw
center of Hillsboro, and Arthur adds
to their retirement income by driving a Kids' beachbull. I switched on the

1980, Annctte was sitting in her favo-

“These four lights came down over

the trees and right up to the window,”
“Then they backed off from If there

without waking up, and he groggily
thought it must be dawn. But the clock
beside his bed said 2:10 a1, Outside
his second-story wmduw wis no street-
1 light and no other houses. Still halt
asleep, wondering about the cerie light,
he dozed ofl. Then he opened his cyes
again. Now the room was dark.

“1 had the fecling that somceone or
something was watching me,” he says.

something grayish-blue and round, hke
light and it was gone.”

I looked out the bedroom window
and other windows on that side ot the

watching “lrap- house. But nothing was there. “When
per John™ on television. 1t was nearly
11 o'clock when she happened to

I told my wife about it in the morning,
she said 1 was crazy,” he says. And so,
except for Bob Giglio, he discussed
his experience with no one else.

“Was I frightened?” he says. “No.
is something out there that
wants to hurt us, it could have hurt us
before now.”
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the window, zoomed back up over the
trees, and were gone.”

The reddish-yellow lights were in-
tense, she says. ‘They were arranged in
a square, two on top, two on the bot-
tom. And cach light was a foot in di-
ameter.

Startled, she rushed to the window,
but nolh:nb was there. Since then, she
and Arthur have tried turning on their
car headlights and driving toward the
window from all directions, but noth-
ing duplicates the phenomenon. She is
convineed that what she saw has no
normal explanation.

Except for Bob Giglio and an elder-
ly neighbor, Annctte Vayens has de-
scribed her experience only to her two
sons. “They laughed at me,” she says.

-Rick Mitchener, a Henniker real-
estate agent, also had a strange experi-
ence by his window. He awakened one
night to tind the bedroom filled with
bluish light. His wife slept beside him
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But he says he would like to know
what is going on, because he hus heard
so many people say they have seen odd
things. 1 know onc fellow, who's into
astronomy, who says he’s frequently
seen these things, two or three of them,
the size of the moon, come over his
house with no nois¢, no nothing, and
then they're gone,” says Mitchener.

Mitchener;, a native of the Hillsboro
arca, says that it the ULO sightings
seem to leave many of the region’s peo-
ple unperturbed, it is because New
Hampshirites are “very, very sclf-con-
tained.” He has an idea why some of
the area’s residents see more flying ob-
jects than others: “They're the people
who live up on a hillside and can vicw
a whole valley,” he says.

Docs it bother him, living with his
wife and small children in an arca
where so many strange things are hap-
pening? UL suppose if some weird-
looking thing knocked on my door and
asked for a glass of milk, 1 might get
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continued
alitde alarmed,™ he says. “But, as it is,
this doesn't bother me.”

Euric Barr, 20, on the other hand, is

alarmed. An education student at
New England College in Henniker, she
had a startling experience in February,
1980, driving home after a date with
her tiuncé, Billy Gould, 22, who works
in his family's well-drilling business.
The Goulds live on an isolated farm,
ncar the home of Charles and Mae
Hogg. And, on this frosty night, Billy
and Laurie had parked their truck in a
ficld behind the Goulds' barn. They
were talking over their marriage plans
when Laurie noticed that Billy was
staring out the window, transtixed.

“Then I saw a light, like a street-
light shining in the woods,” she says.
“It floated up over the trees and came
toward us.”

Laurie huddled close to her fiancé
as the lighted object hovered directly
over their truck. Abruptly the truck's
police radar detector went on, filling
the cab with its red light. Laurie
screamed to Billy to turn ofl the engine
so the light would go out—she didn't
want them to be illuminated inside the
cab.

“It looked like a rounded-off foot-
ball over the truck,” Laurie says.

Slowly the object drifted away.
Leaving the truck's light off, Billy
switched on the engine and slowly
followed the craft across the field.
Suddenly the object accelerated and
whizzed away like a bullet.

“For a couple of weceks, we talked
about it with each other, but we never
told anyone,” says Laurie. “If some
friend had told me she had seen that, 1
wouldn't have believed it.”

Eventually, they did tell friends.
And they were surprised by the reac-
tion. .

“You wouldn't believe how many
other people said they'd seen it, too.
Now people are beginning to believe
us,” she says.

Since then, wire services have picked
up the story. Now Laurie and Billy
discuss the affair as infrequently as they
cun, hoping to maintain their privacy.
But the experience has changed things
for Laurie.

“For onc thing, we begun to look
up at the sky a lot, and we began to
see more of them,” she says, shudder-
ing.. "When we drive home at night,
my cyes arce always up in the air—I'm
scared to death.”

She was less frightened at first, part-
ly because she tried to avoid thinking
about what she had scen. But now,
because of the publicity, she has an-
swered so many questions about the
incident that she is forced to think
about it.

“Whenever | start talking about this,
I get nervous,” she says. 'l want some
answers.”

So does George Hill. Probably no-
body in Hillsboro has had a closer—or
more frightening—encounter than this
SO-ish family man. Once an assistant
superintendent of schools in Monroe,
New York, he and his wife, Dorothy,
moved to Hillsboro with their children
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to deal in antiques and “get away from
the clamor.” (Considering all that has
happened, he says, “that is the comical
part.”

To augment their income from sell-
ing antiques, Hill has been working as
a part-time maintenance man at several
schools in the arca. Late one night in
autumn, he was driving home from the
Washington school, 16 miles from
Hillsboro on isolated Route 31. Many
people have sighted UFOs along this
lonely stretch of road, and Hill himself
had often seen lights that behaved odd-
ly in the sky—diving steeply, zipping
upward at stunning speeds, abruptly
reversing direction. Rounding a bend,
he jammed on his brakes and stared
in astonishment: Blocking the road
ahcad was an incredible object.

“It looked like a child’s top, about
twenty-five feet in diameter, about
cighteen feet high,” says Hill. "It
looked as if someone had strung Christ-
mas-tree lights around it, and a revolv-
ing light protruded from the top.™

Mectallic-looking, noiscless, the ob-
ject floated a few feet above the pave-
ment. Suddenly it slid off the road into
a swamp. As Hill watched, aghast,
something like a submarine’s conning
tower slid up from the top. Then an
object that looked like a child’s sliding
board slowly slid out from the bottom,
only to draw back in almost immedi-
ately. For scconds the craft was mo-
tionless. Then, slowly, it floated up-
ward to about 40 feet over the ground.
And then it simply disappeared.
Whether it shot away too fast for his
cye to follow or vanished in some other
way, Hill docs not know.

“l felt the presence of something
awesome, something 1 couldn’t under-
stund,” he says.

Shaken, he reached for his CB radio;
George Hill's close encounter with a
UFO wus soon known all over Hills-
boro.

He quit his job at the Washington
school rather than drive Route 31 at
night. And he says: I don’t believe
our lives will ever be the same again.”

At lirst people accused him of per-
petrating a hoax. A lay preacher at
the local Congregational Church who
drinks nothing stronger than Ovaltine,
he was deeply hurt. “In fact, for a
while I stopped cating, it bothered me
so much,” he says. But then Bob Gig-
lio's efforts induced more and more
Hillsboro residents to come forward
with their own stories, and Hill felt to
some extent vindicated.

“Fecelings are mixed,” he says. “I'll
stop in the coflee shop and some peo-
ple will ask me if I really believe the
things exist. Some will say they don't
believe it, and some will praise me be-
cause | had the courage to speak out.™

He says that many people in Hills-
boro are afraid. And he adds that he
understands why some who have seen
the objects keep the sightings to them-
selves: “Before I had my picture in the
paper, I was just George,” he says.
“Afterwards | was ‘the UFO man.””

Now UFOs are the hottest conversa-
tional topic in the Hillsboro sandwich
shop, he says. “If you want theorics,
just walk through this town,” he adds.

He himself has no theories, but he also
has no plans to resume traveling along
Route 31—"I'm omitting a stretch of
roadway that frightens me very much,™
he says.

Dorothy Hill also has scen inex-
plicable lights in the sky. And, like
many others in the area, she prefers
not to discuss them. “There's some-
thing there—I don’t know what it is,”
she says tensely. 1 wish | knew.”

Bob Giglio says: “What I want to
know is, why here? Why this com-
munity?”

“If we can identify these things, then
the mystery will be completely gone—
and | hope to God we can identify
them,” says George Hill. “But there's
a feeling in me that we'll never know
what they are—not ever.” u

WHAT DO THE SCIENTISTS SAY?
According to John P. Timmerman,
chairman of the board of the Center
for UFO Studies, in Evanston, lllinois,
Hillsboro's experiences with ULFOs arc
typical. For yecuars, he says, people
from around the world have been re-
porting objects that look like inverted
plates, rounded-oft footballs or chil-
dren’s tops, as well as lights that ma-
nceuver oddly in the sky.

Not quite so typical, he says, are the
large number of sightings over several
years in one small town, although such
intense eaperiences with UFOs have
been reported from time to time. “Part
of the difference may be that this par-
ticular town has « man like Bob Giglio,
who pays attention and accumulates
information,” says Timmerman. “The
same number of sightings could be oc-
curring in other towns, but there's no
one there to coordinate it.”

The Center for UFO Studies is a na-
tional clearinghouse for UFO data.
Law-enforcement agencies and scien-
tific organizations nationwide use a 24-
hour hot line to alert the center of sight-
ings, and private citizens also can re-
port their sightings to the center.

Dr. J. Allen Hynck founded the
center in 1973 and now serves as its
science director.  An astrophysicist at
Northwestern University (he chaired
the astronomy department until his re-
tirement in 1977), Dr. Hynck also
served as scientific adviser to the Air
Force's Project Bluebook, the govern-
ment’'s UFO study agency from 1952
until 196Y. Today the U.S. govern-
ment has no agency that studies UFOs
scientifically. Dr. Hyncek founded the
private, nonprofit Center for UFO
Studies to fill that gap.

All reports received at the center are
carcfully evaluated for investigation by
trained researchers. Often the rescarch-
ers use highly technical laboratory and
field tests to determine if a sighting
can be explained or if it is truly un-
identifiable. The center's workers file
the unidentified sightings for statistical
study in a computer bank, which now
contains over 100,000 entries.

Anyone who wishes to report a UFO
sighting can write to the center at 1609
Sherman Avenue, Suite 207, Evanston,
Ilinois 60201. Center telephones are
manned 24 hours a day. The number
is 312-491-6666.




