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JE·AN .ROOK :oN THE :JRAI.L.-. OF . · T·HE:~·~BIG 'UFO' ·.MYSTERY 
. . . . - ~- . - . .. . ... .. ' . : . ~ ··.: : ., 

Jean marka th~ eerie .pot ••• "What in Heaven made lt, If 1t wasn't a four-leggad spacesh~?" 
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(T'S four days since the Express riddled 

:· a n~tion with curiosity by printing 
.= he first ·pictures of Britain's mysterious 
White Holes. - · 

Like Black Holes, except that they appear~ · 
.overnight, in cornfields. 

Slnce then, people have gone round in circles­
;he windier ones in a flat spin-trying to work out 
;.·ho made them. 

Or What? 
Some say the perfectly round 14ft. t.o 50ft. holes which 

1aH opened up in corn and barley fields 1n Hampshire 
tnd W il tshire are caused by whirlwinds or hellcopters. 
)Lhers dismiss this, like the balloon basket t.heory, as hot 
dr:- · 

Farmers with the1r !eet on 
he ground claim lt's been 
rampled by hoaxers , and are 
t the end of their tether, 
n ing to catch the "vandal is­
ng little buggers" whirling 
:erv imlv round a &take . 
. t.tached t.o a length of 
tr ing . f 

e r e 
hite Hole 
arminster 

E.T .•• still hasn't phoned Some rather wetly put 
ioi.·n the holes l.n the fla[,.. 
ened corn to hailstones. 
'eople with s t e a m 1 er 
:11agina Uons say they've been 
cstaticallv thra.she<i out bv 
uttlng ·deer. overheated 
1atlng hedgehogs, or lovers 
1aklng hay l.n the wrong 
:-op. 

(AND COME OUT WITH A BOUQUET FROM E. T.) 

OF'O spot te~ and folk who 
.re way out. 1! not spaced 
·lit . are halling The Return 
•! E.T. and standing. strain­
ng sk ywards. bv their phones 

One local pub philosopher, 
urrou nded by rings of best 
,j :.cr. keeps teiDng everyone 
~·ho 1.sn't listeni!UI: for E.T.'s 
·all : ··a was a blood:;- uea t 
Vessex chopper, and that's 
he end of 1t". 

To get to the bottom or the 
<Vhlte Holes. and to ftll in 
·pen-minded readers, I yester­
:a\· ftew over the notorio~ 
Warminster Triangle", which 
or ten years, · )).a.s been to 
t ray UPO's what the 
~e rmud.a Tnangle 1s to 
an.l.s.hlng ships. 
Dropped on !rom the air, 

ne Holes 1n an 80-acre field 
;:>ale like five perf~tly formed 
pots on e. dice. Then a hand­
ul or lOps. Then a set of 
aucers l the kind you wash 
p l. 
It's onlv when \'Ou 're low 8.$ 

:1e 1 •local hang~liders ' a 
:lOuKht but the\·'d m ake 
·1essy triangles ra.ther th a n 
oles l it hits you that the 
) U T small-er rings are at t!: e 
:> rncrs. and pre.<:~ely e:•ul-
stant from the main c1Icle. 

8o what In the name o! 
Heaven that sent lt made that, 
if it wa.sn 't a tour-leggN sPQce­
shif>? 

I m pictured here .standing 
Ln the hell o! a hot 60ft hole. 

The temperature at a reco.rd 
92 degrees, az:ci ·me 3weat1ng 
even more over what cau~ed 
the 360 dep-eu of !lattened 
barley fannmg round me. 

Because wbat makes ·your . 
hair l5 t a n d uo 1.1.ke the 
untouched, waist - high crop 
round them. is the absolute 
symmetry o! the · rings. TheJ 
seem to have been ·-.cut out 
of an otherwise perfectly u~ 
standir:g Held with an electnc 
tin opener. 

It didn't help that the ears 
of barley . though swirled flat 
clockwise round my feet, 
!1adn't been crushed or 
trodden by any other human 
!oo :. 

Or. as fanner's wife Mrs. 
Peaonel Payne pricked my 
sp ine a.s 1 set out on my 
uckli!h mis.>ion : "There are 
no entry or ex1t mark.s round 

the rings. Nobody's been ln 
there, and nobody's come out. 
Those things seem to have 
been made by SOJllelh!ng 
that'5 come down, ·ro&&tW.r 
very ~lowly.'' 

You could te;M by the way 
she very genth drop~ her 
voice into my upstandmg ears 
that she didn't mean ~ bloody 
great Wessex ohopper. 

Actually you ca.n en~r the 
mag1c clrc!e, i! you've the guts 
you nearly spiH cEmbing two 
high barbed wire fen-ce:s and 
inching your way along the 
tyre tracks left by fertiliser 
spraying tractors. (When I 
a.skN a tractor driver if he 
oould have 8pra:ved a ring. he 
8Il :t!ed. •· not without spread­
~~ m u c k r r o m · here to 
WmC'hester "). 

But you can reach only 
the mam ring by tractor 
track. To crash across to 
the "feet" or the spaceship 
<by now I was in speculative 
orbit) you're rorced to flatten 
the crop. 

"We're not frightened or 
the holes. · not 1n the least," 

· said Mn Payne, welcoming 
me back !ram Outer Space 
and inner speculation with 
a cup of tea. "The Ministry 
of Defence and the Minister 
of Agriculture keep sayin2' 
they 're just " the weather,'~'• 

but thaL'a not a logical ex­
.planation. All we've ever 
~t.ed, since - · they · 11rst 

. . •ppeared - . 1n 1830 r ~ an 
!explanation· .... - ~ \ ·. · .. ' 

I clutched at the tty1ng 
saucer I'd nearly dropped. 

Do THEY come here o!t.en, 
apart from the beC.gehog 
Jna.tlng season ? 
~ " THEY usually · come 1n 
:August," said Mrs. Pavne 

· .levelly. .. It's the . 1\~t time 
we've had THEM in July, ·and 
the first time in barley-1n 
other years tt's always been 
corn. THEY could have 
been coming for al{e&, but we 
didn't notice THEM until 
.1980 - thye make their rings 
well off the road. where !ast 
passing cars wouldn't notice. 

"We didn't tell anvone at 
first b~ause we felt ao 
!oollsh.u 

So much for the publlctty 
stuntmen and ~nvious news­
papers who suspect the 
Express o! whipping up the 
whole story with a team o! 
n~· mowers. 

"THEY are -..er:v friendly," 
said Mrs. Payne. "THEY give 
off good vibes. The first time 
I saw one this vear. I said, 
• oh. you're here to have 
another look at us,' and felt 
quite peaceful." 

Seventy miles away, the 

vlllagers or Batton are keep­
ing an equally admirably low 
temperature and fiattened 
profile, in v1ew - from the 
w1ndows or The Duke or 
Wellington - or a whacking 
great 50a h o 1 e which 
appeared in a cornfield two 
nightS ago. 

The landlord of the Duke, 
who argues : h If it's a hoax. 
1t's very elaborat-e. it ta.kes a 
hell or a lot of stamina. in 
th1s weather. and how did 
they do it w1thout am·one in 
the village - including my 
dog-hearing a squeak ." is 
offer ing a pint to -the first 
little !Z'reen man to claim lt.' 

One rarm worker with a 
harvester thought he once saw 
another Hole . years back: 
.. But I can't really swear. 
because I combined it." 

At the end o! the long, 
m1nd-scorch1ng day, I l!;as 
irresistibly drawn back into 
the vortex. As I sat in the 
middle or The Batton Hole. 
a childhood song which had 
been dr ifting. like a dandelion 
clock through my mind · a:ll 

day, suddenly settled, and I 
remembered the words. 

"How beautiful they are, 
the Lorldy Ones. who do;~,·ell 
in the h1ll.s. 1.n the hollow 
hllh. They have faces like 
tlowers. and their breath ls a 
wind that blows over summer 
meadow&. filled with de~·y 
clover. Their Umbs are more 
~.-hite than shafts of moon­
shine. Thev are more ftee t 
than the March wtnd. 

"They laugh and are glad 
and are terrible. When their 
lances shake and glitter. every 
green reed quivers. 11 

I quivered. I was alone. 1t 
not exactly frightened. and 
three m1Uion light vears from 
E.T .. who hadn't phoned. 

He'd taken his little eart.hlv 
pot or nowers witb rum, and 
E.T . was never. never ooming 
back. 

The setting sun . now a vast 
Red Hole In the evening, 
struck a tiny red circle in the 
flattened corn. For 50ft 1n 
diameter. not.hln~ but y,·aste, 
but for one solitary red· 
blooded poppy. 

1 had reached the centre 
of the vortex. The focus or 
the cosmos. I had solved the 
problem, and plucked the 
flower of universal t.rurh . 

Oh wow. E.T. Thanks !or 
the butt.onhole. 


