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JEAN ROOK ON THE TRAIL OF THE .BIG 'UFO' MYSTERY 

I
T'S four days since the Express 

riddled a nation with curl­
. osity by printing the first 
pictures of Britain's mysterious 
White Holes. 

Like Black Holes, except that they 
appear, overnight, in corfields. 

Since then, people have gone round 
Jn circles - the windier ones in a :ftat 
spin-trying to work out who made them. 
Or what? 

Some say the perfectly round 14ft to 50ft 
Wide !holes which have _opened up in oom 
and barley fields in Hampshire &Dd Wiltshire 
are caused br -whirlwinds. 

Farmers with their feet on 
the ground claim it's been 
trampled by hoaxers, and are 
at the end o! their tether, try­
ing to catch the " vandalising 
little buggers " whirling der­
vishly round a stake, attached 
to a length of string. f 

in heaven made it. if it wasn't a four-legged spaceship ?_• 

r 

ole 
Poppy • • •  flo;.yer power 

11 

rm1 r E. T • • • •  hasn't phoned 

some rather wetly put down 
the holes in the flattened 
corn to hailstones. People 
with steamier imaginations 
say theY've been ecsa tic ally 
thrashed out by rutting deer, 
overheated mating hedgehogs, 
or lovers making hay in the 
wrong crop. 

UFO spotters and folk who 
are way out, if not spaced 
out, are hailing The Return 
of ET, and standing, strain-

{AND COME OUT WITH A BUTTONHOLE FROM E.T.) 

tng skyWards, by their 
phones. One local pub philo­
sopher, surrounded by rings 
of best 'bitter, keeps telling 
everyone who isn't listen­
ing for ET's call, " It was a 
bloody great Wessex choP­
per. aDd that's the end of 
tt.

• 
To 2et m the bottom of 

the White Holes, and to fill in 
open-minded readers, I yes­
terday :flew over the notorious 

- • Warminster T r i a. n g 1 e,• 
whicb, tor 10 years, has been 
to iltr&J UF'Os what the 
Bermuda Triangle i • to 
vanishing ships. 

Dropped on !rom tlle air, 
the Holes look like flve per­
f�y foxmed spots on a dice. 
Then a handful of IOpg. 
Then a eet of eaucem (lbut 
toM Ol'dinarJ kind you waSh 
'IIJ)). 

It'1 only when you're low 

as the local hang...gliders (a 
thought, but they'd make 
messy tr)Q,ngles rather than 
holes) it hits you that the 
four smal�r rings are at the 
corners, apd precisely equi­
distant from the main circle. 

So what ill the name of 
Heaven tha.t sent it made 
that, if it wasn't a :four­
legged spac�ip ? 

l'm pictured
· 

here standing 
in the hell o! a. hot 50ft wide 
hole. The temperature at a 
record 92 degrees, a.nd me 
sweating even more over 
what caused the 360 degrees 
of :flattened barley fanning 
round me. 

Because wbat makes youl' 
ha.ir s ta n d up like the 
untouched ercp round them 
is the absolute symmetry of 
the rings. 'lbey seem to have 
been cut aut of an otherwise 
perfectly upstanding :field with 
an electric tin opener. 

lit didn't help that the ears 
of barley. though swirled flat 
clookwise round my feet, 
hadn't been crushed or trod­
den by a.n_y other human foot. 

or aa loca.l fa.rmer's wife, 
M!rs Petronel � l)l"icked 
my spine:-

" There are no entry or 
exit marks round the rings. 
Nobody's been in there, and 
nobody's come out. Those 
things seem to have been 
made by something that's 
come down. rotating-· very 
slowly." 

You could tell bY the way 
she dropped her voice that 
she didn't mean a bloody 
great Wessex chopper. 

Actually, you can ente:r the 
magic circle. 1f you've the 
guts you nearly Sl>ill climbinrir 

= 

two high bal"bed wire 1'eDcee 
and inching your way alone 
the tyre traclal left b:J fer­

tiliser-spraying tractors. 
But to crash across to t:be 

• feet " ot the spaceship-by 
now I was in speculative ol'lblt 
-you're forced to flatten the 
crop. 

A tractor driver chewing my 
ear with a oom husk, told 
me : .. There's eome funllly 
Things round here. They say 
we even .bad Boadl._,. 

Maybe she dropped her pra. 
I suggested. 

Meanwhile Mrs Payne wel­
comed me back from OUter 
Space and inner speculation 
with a cuo of tea. 

" The Ministry of Defence 
and the Ministry ·of Agricul­
ture keep saying they're just 
' the weather.' But that's not 
a logical explanation. All 
we've ever wanted, since they 
flrst appeared in 1980. is an 
explanation.'' 

I clutchecl at the nying 
saucer I'd n�ly dropped. Do 
TlJ:EY come here often, apart 
!from the hedgehog mating 
8eUOn? 

.. r.miiElY usuall'Y come 1n 
August, N said Mrs Payne 
levelly. • It's the :first time 
we've had THEM in July, and 
the first time in barley-in 
other years it's always been 
oom. THEY could have been 
coming for ages, but we didn't 
notice THE:MJ until 1980-
they make their rings well off 
the road where fast passing 
ears wouldn't notice. We 
didn't tell anyone at ftrst 
beea.use we fel t so foolish." 

• 'l'HEY are very friendly," 
lln Payne added. • THEY 

give off good vibes. The flrst 
time I saw one this year, I 
said, ' oh, you're here to have 
another look at us,' and felt 
quite peaceful" 

Over in the village of Bat­
ton, they were keeping an 
equally admirably low tem­
perature and flattened profile 
in view from the windows of 
The Duke of Wellington-of 
a whacking great 50ft hole 
which appeared in a cornfield 
two nights ago. 

The landlord of The Duke, 
who argues. .. if it's a hoax, 

. U'a very elaborate, � takes a 

beD of & lot of stamina Jn 
this wea.ther," la offering a 
pint to the 11rst little KI"een 
man to claim it. 

A heavily pregna.nt tume­
scent young girl, with no 
ma.gio circle on her finger, 
said it was an a load of 
manure, the whole blaym-up 
story. .. Tben w o u 1 d you 
stand In The Ring alone, at 
night? •, I asked her. 

She looked at me, like 
Mother Earth, over her 
mighty, swelling. earthwork. 
" I never go anywhere alone 
at night,'' she said. . 

Like a lot about this area, 
there was no answer to that. 

At the end of the long, 
mind-scorching day, I was 
irrestibly drawn baCk into 
the vortex. I sat in the middle 
of the Batton Hole. 

I quivered. I was alone, 1f 
not exactly frightened, and 
three mlllion light years 
from ET, who badn't 
phoned . 

He'd taken his nttie earthlY 
pot o! flowers with him. and 
was never. neve. comina 
back. 

The setttng 8UD, now a 
vast Red Hole In the even­
ing, struck a tiny m efrele 
in tthe lflattened corn. Pull 
50ft m diameter, nothing 
but waste, bUt for Qne soli­
tary red-blooded poppy. 

I had reaclled ·the centre 
of the vortex. 'nle focus ot 
the cosmos. I bad solved the 
problem, and plucked the 
fiowe:r of universal truth. 

Oh wow, ET. 'l"b&nb for 
the buttonhole. 


