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=uns on five hits in seven innings Friday
fter the 12-day break caused by the earth-
pake.
| Stewart’s honor was a nice note on a
Tounds. One was that, despite
llar-season wins over the past
ns in the Land Beyond the Late
las been overshadowed by his
alar mates and missed out on
imight have been his due. The
Enhe‘s an Oakland native, and
nts’ spirits by his visits to
eas last week.
, as the A’s toasted their vic-
r (they dispensed with tradi-
e showers in deference to
victims), Stewart said he
hampionship-team ring would
individual trophy. *‘Give me
ore Series with these guys,
re if I ever win a Cy Young,”
reference to baseball's best-

le possibility of an A’s ring cy-
dynasty, was a major topic of
scussion Saturday, so much so
derson, the team’s general
obliged to dampen it. ‘‘Peo-
ams change,” he cautioned.
get worse than better in this

ave added an interesting his-
he last Series sweep, by the
, came in 1976, which also
year of baseball player free
widely predicted that free
allow the glamorous, ‘‘big
to monopolize the best tal-
the opposite has occurred:
‘1welve different clubs have won titles in
the 14 seasons since its advent. The num-
ber includes such unstylish burgs as, well,
Oakland
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UFOS:'Invasion of the Mind-Snatchers

By DAVE SHIFLETT

The world had a big yuk recently when
the Soviets reported a rash of UFO land-
ings, one of them bringing tall aliens who
glowed in the dark to Voronezh. It is the
opinion of Timothy Good, author of “Above
Top Secret: The World UFO Cover-Up”
(Quill/William Morrow, 592 pages, $12.95),
that the world laughs too fast.

Here is a bible for UFO watchers, com-
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plete with pictures of people who say
they've had personal relationships with
aliens. One photo shows a woman sporting
a scar she says was made by a laser beam
(a low-caliber weapon, from the looks of
the wound).

So far anyway, our alien visitors seem
more intent on brightening our skies than

pulverizing us. Mr. Good devotes much se- -

rious space to the events of Feb. 25, 1942,
when American gunners spotted strange
lights in the sky above Los Angeles. Air-
raid sirens sounded the alarm at 2:25 a.m.,
‘summoning 12,000 air wardens to duty.
Soon all hell broke loose.

Ground batteries, targeting an odd as-
sortment of aircraft traveling at highly un-
usual speeds, opened up a furious fusillade.
The sky filled with 12.8-pound shells, sev-
eral of which fell back to Earth, destroying
homes and buildings. When the smoke
cleared, six people were dead (three from
heart attacks), and everyone wondered
what in the world they were shooting at.

Mr. Good, who documents these things
as best he can, provides an official expla-
nation in the form of a memorandum from
Chief of Staff George C. Marshall to Presi-

dent Roosevelt: ‘1,430 pounds of ammuni-
tion,” he wrote his commander in chief,
were expended on ‘‘unidentified aircraft,”
flying at speeds as slow as 200 mph and el-
evations between 9,000 and 18,000 feet.

Well, thousands of Californians on the
scene insisted the ammo had been use-
lessly aimed at a large, hardy UFO, but
you will just have to make your own deci-
sion about such sightings. One thing’s for
sure: There have been a ton of them, and
greater beings than the editors of the Na-
tional Enquirer have shown interest. Ger-
ald Ford, a fairly down-to-earth fellow,
once sent a letter to the chairman of the
Armed Services Committee recommending
that “‘there be a committee investigation of
the UFO phenomenon. I think we owe it to

the American people to establish credibil-

ity regarding UFOs and to produce the
greatest possible enlightenment on the sub-
ject.” ;

Jimmy Carter went further in a 1976
campaign promise: “If I become presi-
dent, I'll make every piece of information
this country has about UFO sightings
available to the public, and the scientists. I
am convinced that UFOs exist because I
have seen one. ...”

But you know about campaign prom-
ises. It still doesn’t look like governments
are coughing up everything they know.
Still, despite their efforts to convince the
world that we are indeed alone, the visitors
do seem to keep coming and, like the re-
cent sightings, there’s often a detail or two
that suggests they may actually be a little
on the dumb side.

For instance, witnesses in Voronezh say
the pinheaded behemoths and their robot
friend, after strolling around the city park,
left behind some rocks. Now why, you have
to ask yourself, would intelligent beings
haul a bunch of rocks around the universe?
Or land in Russia so often. In a 1961 inci-
dent, a Soviet mail plane disappeared off
the radar screen just after radioing its po-

sition to ground control in Sverdlovsk. A
search party soon found the unscathed air-
craft in a forest clearing much too small to
have allowed a conventional landing.
What’s more, the seven mail personnel
aboard were missing.

Again, you have to ask the obvious
question: Why would intelligent beings kid-
nap seven Soviet mailmen?

Speculation as to the nature of aliens
will no doubt continue until we wake up
one morning to find they’'ve taken over
“The Today Show,” the way they over-
whelm an entire town in Jack Finney’s
“Invasion of the Body Smatchers” (Fire-
side/Simon & Schuster, 216 pages, $8.95).

Maybe some of our talk-show hosts and an-

chors have already been taken over? The

point of this 1955 novel, which spawned two

movies, is that the soulless pod people rep-
licated by alien plants are virtually indis-
tinguishable from human folks.

Another guy who thinks they're out °

there and closing fast is Whitley Strieber,
whose new novel, ‘“‘Majestic” (Putnam, 317
pages, $18.95), takes a look at a reported
1947 UFO crash near the Roswell Army Air
Field in a New Mexico desert. Mr. Strieber
knows a lot about aliens. He even had sex
with one—sort of, and not intentionally—as
readers learned in his ‘‘Communion” (a
book recently described in the New York
Times as a ‘“‘nonfiction best seller”).

The way Mr. Strieber tells it in his ear-
nest prose, the intelligence officer who
found the craft’s strange debris was forced
by the government to call the flower-in-

scribed scraps parts of a weather balloon. -

The apparent crash became top secret,
and the alien creatures went away upset
with the rude ways of human beings. We
lost our chance to communicate with
sweet-natured visitors ‘‘about four feet tall
[who] looked as though they were made of
puffed-up marshmallow.”

Mr. Shiflett is an editorial writer for the
Rocky Mountain News.
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