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What I've

l.earned Since

Writing

“Behind the
F lying Saucers”

BY FRANK SCULLY

Mr. Seually’s best-selling book,
“Behind  the Flying Saucers,”
published by Henry Holt & Co.
and condensed by Pageant in Oc-
tober, 1950, caused an immedi-
ate sensation. The tremendous
response to this extraordinary
story prompted Mr. Scully to
write this cxclusive article for
Pageant’s rcaders, to help an-
swer some of the questions that
may have come to mind on read-
ing the book, and to reveal some
unusual _happenings to the au-
thor since its publication.

M wHAT HAS HAPPENED to me since
I wrote “Behind the Flying Saucers”
could easly cxplain why all the
little men found in space ships on
the Mojave Desert were dead. That
I did not join them is a triumph of
faith over experience. I have had
best-sellers before, "but never one
that set everybody, me included, so
upside down that I even recorded
the planets in that order—a gaffe
which brought me more attention
than if T had set things down right.
As in baseball, so in writing. There
are two kinds of people: those who
bat out hits and those who record
their errors

To correct the correctors is a
terrific temptation, especially when
vou saw the mistakes long before
they did and even saw many that
they couldn’t see even if you pointed
them out with radar. But if you
belong to the school that believes
that the author has his say in his
book and the critic has his say in
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his review and that should end the
matter, 1t's very difficult to reverse
your field and fry to score some
other way. But when you’re dealing
with a highly controversial subject
in which truth may get trampled
underfoot and killed unless you
make another try, you're almost
duty-bound to try to effect a rescue.

When it became evident that a
handful of critics were out to kill a
book I had spent three years in.
assembling, I cither had to take it
lying down or fight. It was Korea
all over again. I couldn’t fight them
long distance. | had to go into their
territory. That meant New York.

Had I been born in Spain 450
years ago and had a character come
into port with tall tales about a new
continent he had discovered, all of
which tended to prove his premise
that the carth was round, I would
have written the story. It probably
would have got me scoffed at, but
I would have written it because

that was what the man said.

It would never have occurred to
me that doubters would hunt back
in the files and reveal that I had
once written a book called Fun in
Bed and how could anybody take
me seriously after that? Neverthe-
less, that was the approach of many
critics when faced in the Fall of
1950 with the task of choosing be-
tween the veracity of Air Force
spokesmen and me as the Sau-
cerian good will ambassador.

Back in the days when world
wars were practically unknown, I
remember taking a course in eco-
nomics at Columbia University and
using a textbook written by Stephen
Leacock, a professor at McGill

University. Most readers remember

him today as a great humorist, but
obviously his brain had two lobes,
and while one lobe was serious dur-

ing the day the other was amusing

during the long watches of the
night. I like to think that he was

my tutor in both fields.

As soon, however, as I saw that:
certam New York critics were not
going to allow me to work both
sides of the street, I decided to fly
East to take care of them and to
effect an encircling movement and
sell a book which seemingly would
have made them happier if it had
died in the galleys.

By going on television and radio
in mad Manhattan I was able to
interest millions, whereas if I had
limited my appeal to literary jour-
nals which seemingly live by trad-
ing each other's mash notes, I
would have found myself trapped.

The encircling movement was so
successful that a book which got
scant recognition on publication
day, Septecmber 8, was rated ninth
on the best-seller list of The New
York Times a month later, and soon
at the top in many cities which
listen more to radio than they do
to what emanates from West 45th
Street’s hermetically sealed Hazletts

Soon people in the outlying dis-
tricts began moving in on book-
storcs and after three weeks those
newspapers which didn’t believe my
reporting of the interplanctary con-
test between the Pentagonians and
the Saucerians was worth even a
stick as news discovered to thenr
amazement that they had to report
“Behind the Flying Saucers” as
away up front among best-sellers

New York conquered, except for
a mopping up operation which
could be easily left to the old re-
liable firm of Henry Holt and Com-
pany (Established 1866), Scully
and his wife celebrated a 20th
wedding anniversary at a private
party for hundreds of friends spon
sored by John Masterson, produce:
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of “Bride and Groom,” and then
left to soften up Chicago,

There the opposition was even
tougher than in New York. Book
critics were being pulled out of the
lineup and science editors substi-
tuted. One, Roy Gibbons of the
Chicago Tribune, was particularly
vehement in denouncing the hook
but he had spelled my name cor.
- rectly, and that, after aJ] is what
really matters. '

Nevertheless, I seem to have been
annoyed because he said 1 wrote
the book “to make a fast byck

This seemed to put him against
the capitalist system, but that wasn’t
what annoyed me. It was that any
critic should be so ignorant as to
believe an author writes a book for
a fast buck. Bucks are sjower than
oxen 1n the book business, You
take one to five years writing the
book and don’t get paid untj] six to
eight months after your book is a
hit, and not at all if it js flop. At
a time when acclaim s 4]] byt
drowning you, you haven’t got a
buck of any sort, fast or slow. You
are forced to borrow fyom your
publisher and he hasn’t got his re-
turns yet.

Mr. Gibbons was on safey ground
when he wrote: “Many 3 reader
will have his credulity outraged by
this book. If compelled at pistol
point [I told you -they were still
tough in Chicago] to make a chojce
this reviewer would recommend thé
book as fit reading only for children
but never for adults beyond the
fairy tale level of intelligence.”

By my standards these are not
fighting words, but, knowing show-
manship, I set out to encircle Mr.
Gibbons and his Chicago Tribune
and let them die of malnutrition
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I made 14 personal appearances in
four days around Chicago. I per-
formed on everything from morning
television shows to midnight disc
Jockeys. I even pitched for the book
between wrestling matches and later
learned I had been seen on televi-
sion as far cast as Jamaica, Long
Island, and as far west as Catalina.
By the end of my whirlwind tour a
book that was standing still in Chi-
cago.when we came to town was
sold out in every bookstore.

Two radio shows in Denver and
two interviews, and the flying Scul-
lys were ready to fly back to Holly-
wood and call the tour a success.
By then the book had climbed to
No. Four on the national best seller
hist.

There was a mountain of mail,
telegrams, phone calls and requests
for personal appearances staring me
in the face. Breaking down the let-

ters into two piles—pro and con—

I discovered the majority was over-
whelmingly favorable to the posi-
tion taken in “Behind the Flying
Saucers.” They ranged from indus-
trial scientists down to amateur as-
tronomers.

Among those who buy a book
instead of getting a free copy, the
percentage of favorable response
was 98 per cent. This showed a tre-
mendous advance for our side in
the saucerian controversy and a
corresponding loss for the Air Force
party-liners. A ycar ago, according
to a nation-wide survey of the
United Press, only 26 per cent be-
lieved there was anything to the
flying saucers beyond what had
been explained by the Air Materi¢l
Command in its Project Saucer re-
ports. By now the percentage of
believers in spacc ships would be
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ncarer to 85 per cent, and judging
from the hundreds of letters which
I have received the figure would be
nearer 98 per cent. .

In fact I have received only two
letters which denounced me as a
perpetrator of a hoax and one of
those was unsigned. Some said they
believed I was honest in presenting
what was told to me but that Dr.
Gee was the perpetrator of the
heax. ]

Several letter-writers were surc
they knew who Dr. Gee was. They
named their man. I, alas, have yet
to name mine. As I told John K.
Hutchens of the New York Herald
Tribune, Dr. Gee isn’t a secret to
the Air Force. Let them come out
and name him. I know they know
who he is and they know I know!

Many pcople have said that it
would strengthen the whole case if
I would come right out and name
Dr. Gee. But I am not privileged
to do this. I belong to an old school
of journalism. I don’t kiss and tell.
Let others betray confidences. I
stick to an older code.

I had to tell a Hollywood studio
that was perfectly willing to buy
the book for $75,000, provided I
could give them a clearance on Dr.
Gee, that they were $19,925,000
short in their offer.

“Dr. Gee has said he will not
talk for $20,000,000,” I explained.
“Didn’t you read the bhook before
you made the offer?”

They are still hoping to get the
clearance, but money doesn't mean
anything to me any more. That’s
why I'm asking for such a lot of it.

Everybody remotely connected
with this book has reported a cer-
tain amount of annoyance from
Pentagonian snoopers except me

Maybe I don’t know what pressure
is any more. Maybe I have to get
shot in the head before I beheve
that somebody wishes: I'd shut up.
I supposc this was no secret to the
Air Force or the FBI. So I was
bypassed. I wasn’t hurt, because I
am convinced Project Saucer must
have been turned over to the Boy
Scouts who had read Freud.

One of the things that convinced
me was what I heard one day before
I went East. I sat in my living room
talking to Gerald Heard, a Britsh
scientist, Ken Crossen, a science-
fiction editor, and Milton Luban, a
picture critic. We had a caller.

I recognized him as a pilot who
had been flying everything since
1926 and was onc of the military
pilots who came home from China
with flying saucer tales, one par-
ticularly about a saucer that en-
circled a plane while flying over
the Hump and killed the plane’s
engines until the saucer flew away,
whereupon the engines started
coughing again. He was now an
officer in the Civil Air Patrol.

He told us he had been out hunt-
ing a lost ship beyond Newhall,
California, on the edge of the Mo-
jave Desert, when he spotted a
saucer. He tailed it toward Taft
and then returned to his base at
Burbank. “I drove right over here
to tell you,” he said. I asked him
when it happened. “Less than an
hour ago.” ¢

Then he looked at his watch and
realized he had to hurry back to
the base and report in. “Are you
going to report the saucer?” I
asked. “You think I'm crazy?” he
demanded. “Think I want to be
asked to lie down on a couch and
have the psychiatrists take over?
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That's why I'm telling you instead.”

Grown men would have nothing
to do with the Pentagonians any
more. Seasoned pilots preferred to
report to me, a civilian, which
shows you how far off base the
Pentagonians have gone and how
far afield they have led those who
have followed their party line to
the effect that believers in flying
saucers are victims of either per-

sonal hallucination or mass hys- .

teria.

The extremes of belief and dis-
belief in the entire Saucerian saga
might be reduced to two letters.
One from a l4-year-old amateur
astronomer, the other from a crank
who remains nameless and is prob-
ably ageless.

“Dear Mr. Scully,” wrote the lad
in impeccable English, “I read with
great intercst the review on your
new book “Behind the Flying Sau-

cers” in the Sunday issue of the

Los Angeles Times, and I'm look-
ing forward to buying a copy.

“I thought the enclosed pictures
would be of interest to you. The
negatives are available for inspec-

tion at any time by appointment.

Several prominent amateur astron-
omers have examined the negatives
and come to the decision that they
could only be flying disks.

“l am an amateur astronomer
and 14 years old. I have done a
good deal of photographing celes-
tial objects, and this is the way I
acquired these pictures.

“Photo number one is, as you can
see, a saucer trail. It is a six-hour
exposure of the northern regions
and the North Star’s trail can be
seen in the center. The disk, not
to my knowledge, was evidently
hovering in space when I opened
the shutter of my camera. Then it
moved to the left and hovered a
while longer. Then it flew off vary-

WHAT I'VE LEARNED SINCE ‘‘BEHIND THE FLYING SAUCERS’

ing in speeds as the light shows,
until it flew out of range. Either
there is another disk or the same
one stopped again at the edge of
the photo. _

“Photograph number two (taken
the same night, before number one)
shows an- individual saucer- flying
right at the camera. This is a 30-50
second exposure. The exhaust or
an illuminated cloud can be seen
near it. '

“All sorts of explanations have
been taken into consideration and
only the one answer can be reached.

“T will appreciate hearing from
you.

“Sincerely yours,

Ivan Courtright
419 28th Ave.,
Venice, California.”

The other extreme is best repre-
sented by a doubting Thomas from
Wheeling, West Virginia. He ad-
dressed me simply as “Frank Scully,

Hollywood, Calif.” There are sev-
eral Frank Scullys in Los Angeles,
but I once helped postmen to get a
raise in wages and ever since they
have given me first refusal on any
letter to a Frank Scully incomplete-
ly addressed.

I publish the letter just as it came
out of the crank case. His queries
seem to lack question marks but he
put some extras in at the end be-
fore deciding not to sign the letter.

“If you know so damn much
about fly saucers,” he wrote, “why
don’t you keep it to yourself. Did
it ever occur to a great mind like
yours that they want to keep it a
secret.  If some of our potential
encmies have a coupla pieces of the
puzzle missing, I'm sure you can
supply them with the answers. If
1t’s applause you're looking for—ok
we’re clapping, Mr. Scully, but for

Should I tell him? am
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Saucer sages Koehler, Newton, Scully.

Had f

ing saucers manned by

crews three feet tall actually

landed on Earth ? That was the
question. This is how TRUE
and Mr. Cahn found the answer

or four months, across 4,500 miles and
five western states, I tracked down visitors
from the planet Venus.
It was a fantastic assienment. The story
I was to dig up 1f 1 could was the weirdest that
any reporter could dream ol having handed to
him. If I found the Venusians, I couldn’t
interview them, even if I knew how to speak
their language. For they were dead, those
strange little beings, from unknown causes—
half of their number crisped by heat to a
dark brown color
I'hey’d come out of the sky in flying saucers.
My Ju|) was to bring their story down to earth.
I got it—their full inside story And though
{ didn’t find the dead Venusians, I un-
covered some rather fantastic living charac-

Lers

()n the crest of the wave of public excite
ment about flying saucers in the spring of
1950 came news from the West that topped
any of the hundreds of saucer reports that
had been recorded up to that time. News
papers everywhere ;;lmtr'! and lt'lnlnu'(l the
rumor that, in Denver, several businessmen

had been shown pieces of metal, small gears

and a curious little radio set. These things, it
15 said, had been taken from a [allen flying

ey




A True Book-Length Feature

The switch-trick disk at left, a hé picce, and the unknown metal.

Flying Saucers and TruE

Twur was the first publication to discuss flying
saucers logically and comprehensively. In January
1950 the memorable article, The Flving Saucers
Are Real, announced our reasoned conclusion
that they were interplanetary in origin. Four
articles in subsequent issues detailed important
new sightings. The US. Air Force meanwhile dis-
missed the sancers as misinterpretations, hoaxes.
or hallucinations.

Events strengthened True’s position. Strange
sky objects Kkept appearing. Some scientists at-
tempted to explain them away as “sky hook’
balloons or, alternatively, light rvefractions from
atmospheric layers of warm air—in effect, mirages
Neither explanation fitted all the facts. Recently
the Air Force reopened and intensified its sauce
investigation

Hoaxes, as well as mistakes and hallucinations,
there have been and probably will be. When
any major hoax is drlmlc't!, True will expose 1l
in the public interest, and 10 help remove doubt
from the responsible, authentic sightings that
may =omeday wolve the (lying saucer riddle

The Editors

| P

Leo AL GeBauer

I'he metal was an unknown stull that defied analysis.
I'he gears—well, they looked like ordinary gears. The tube-
less radio set, however, was really something; it beeped
cvery filteen minutes, exactly on the quarter hours, with a
single briel ethereal tone-note that was seemingly a signal
Irom outer space.

Th;u much was in the public prints and on the naton’s
broadcast channels. What 1 didn’t know then was that two
I'kur writers already investigating the matter were meeting
oddly evasive resistance. In Denver, Donald Keyhoe was
having no luck inducing a man named Koehler, who appar-
ently had knowledge of the intriguing objects. to produce
them for inspection. In California, Richard Tregaskis was
permitted by Frank Scully, columnist for the theatrical
newspaper Fariety, to finger for a few moments a small
disk ol nameless metal that was part ol the same saucer
loot and to listen—but no questions, please—to a tale of a
lallen saucer secretly seen and examined by aunonymous
scientists. The information that Koehler and Scully shared

thev checked on each other by telephone—belonged to
them, they made clear; they would divulge only so much
and no more; their sources absolutely had to remain un-
identified and protected; Scully would write it his own
way or not at all. In short, take it or leave it. On such
arbitrary terms, the pick was obvious. Fallen-saucer stories
weren't, in fact, new even at that time. Back on July 9, 1947,
only two weceks alter private-flier Kenneth Arnold had
alerced the nation with his nine disks seen skipping “saucer-
ke near Mt Rainier, Southwest newspapers headlined
that a captured disk that had fallen on a New Nexico

.. . last link in an investigative chain.



For the author, Silas Newton drew dimensioned sketch of first saucer that landed and diagrammed the “system of 9's.”

ranch was a dud. That one, when delivered to the Eighth
Army Air Force, was identified as a tinfoil-covered reflector
fromm a weather balloon

The ravaged saucer and its collection of parts persisted
in unverified versions through the spring and summer of
1950. Then, on September 8, 1t came alive with a bang.

On that date, the pubhishing firm of Henry Holt & Com-
pany, Inc, released upon a saucer-hungry world a 230-
page book by Frank Scully entitled Behind the Flying
Saucers. In it, Scully, vouched for by his publisher, un-
burdened himsell ol his secret. There wasn’t just a single
{allen saucer, but three ol them. Four, actually, it you
wanted to count the one that got away.

Scully categorically announced—no ifs or buts or maybes

that he was in contact with personages ol high standing
who had not only seen the three stranded saucers, but
examined them dosely, and that beyond any question the
craft were from a planet other than Earth, presumably
Venus, They carned full crews of perfectly formed litde
men, about three feet tall, all dead on or shordy after
arnival. The corpses were taken away by the Air Force
which ,1];1;!1:;;1:.-!1-11 the saucers. Scully nmplied that, aleer
some were dissected, most ol the hitdde men recewved
decent unburial e jars of pickling fluid

I he first space ship landed east of Aztec, New Mexico
Having watched 1t an the
proached, the Air Force had been able to cale ulate ats land
g place dosely and they got there pretty quick I hey

upper aunosphere as it ap
PPl | |

entout a rush call for a group of eight saenusts, specialists
insecret magneuc sesearch, headed by a wop authority i
that field of study, o e whom Scully could refer 1o only

by the matial pseadanym "D Ge I he exared saentsts

came a-flying. It was from the lips of Dr. Gee himself that
Scully, much later, heard the details.

The ship was whole and practically unmarred, having
cvidently made a gentle pancake landing. For two days, the
scientists hovered around at a safe distance, testing with
Geiger counters and photographing. Then they closed in.
There secemed to be no visible door o the cabin-like
structure in the depressed center of the saucer. Through
a broken porthole window—the only apparent damage o
the ship—they could count sixteen bodies of little men.
Probing mside with a long pole, they hit a knob on the
opposite wall, and a door flew open. ‘The scientists entered.

They carnied the little bodies out and laid them on the
ground. Dressed alike in a dark-blue unitorm garment, the
saucerians, despite their measurements of 36 to 42 inches.
were no misshapen dwarfs; they were as normal in appear-
ance and well-proportioned as any earthling. The only
thing wiong with them was that their skin seemed o be
charred a very dark chocolate color, as if their bodies had
been subjected to much heat

I'he ship next received the saientists’ attention. There
was no engine or other means ot propulsion. Dr. Gee de-
duced that it had operated by utilizing the earth's magne-
tism, gaining motion by crossing the magnetic lines of
lorce. The controls appeared o be the buttons on an mstru-
ment board. The scientists decided not o ry pushing the
buttons because they didu’t know what would hAmwnh

he matenal of the shap puzzled them. Very hght—two
or three men wgether could hite one side ol the saucer
which measured 99 997100 teet i diameter — it looked hike
Alumum but wasn’t In the laboratory o would prove to
resint 150 tests and 10,000 degrees |Continued on page 102)
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[Continued from page 19)

ol heat in scienuhic eflorts to determine its composition. Dis-

manting the ship wrned out to be a problem. There were
no rivets. bolts m and its structure defied $35,000
worth of diamond drills. Atter a long study, it was found w be
assembled in scgments, fitted in grooves and pinned together
around the base. Disassembly disclosed a gear completcly en-
circling the bottom ol the cabin that fitted a gear around the
saucer base. Evidently the saucer rim spun around the cabin—
not lor any acrodynamic lift or thrust, Dr. Gee surmised, but as
a sort ol gyroscopic balancing device.

I'here were other intriguing matters—little watchlike time-
picces in the crew’s clothing that measured off a 29-day magnetic
month, lood walers that amply nourished laboratory guinca
pigs, and hcavy water for the crew's liquid intake. But the
crucial lactor—the means ol magnetic propulsion—Dr. Gee was
not to have the opportunity to solve, then or later,

The sccond saucer landed near a proving eround in Arizona.
Its door stood open when it was found and its sixteen dead
crewmen were not burned or browned. The scientists concluded
that they had died after the door was opencd, from the sudden
"i“‘"‘”’. to Earth air in their cabin which was |n'r>|);||)ly cither
vacuuincd or pressurize d to the atmosphere of their planct but
not ours. This ship was smaller than the first, measuring 72 feet
in diameter

Ihe third ship alighted in Arizona’s Paradise Valley, right

Phoenix, and it was different from the others in heing
4 96-foot two-scater and having a three-point landing g
consisung of steel balls rolling in sockets. One littde man lay
half out of an « hatch: the other still sat in a bucket scat
belore the contro) board, his head slunped on his chest. Both

SCrews,

abon«

only

SCa i

dead. They brought the total toll o thirty-fow

Several other saucerians were more fortunate—or the lesson
of their predecessors’ deaths had been Jearnced, "These visitors
arrived i a lourty saucer which members ol Dr. Gee's rescarch
@eroup canie quu!l Iving i‘ln];!\ near a fit‘\(llllltl’lll Inu\lll}.‘7
oround. The saenusts returned o thew car for cameras and
equipment and as they approached the ship again they saw
several Livde men hop into the saucer which mstantly disap
e ared—not flew away, but vanished as il i had dissolved mnmto
alr

Where had the saucers come [romz Operating on magncusin
which s an eflect of electriaty—wlhiach travels INY ll‘,_’,’kl atoa
rate of 186,000 miles o second—they could huave made shont
work 'vf thie VY\;: fronn any ol the newrer ‘;||n-l e o “:|‘|
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one school of thought among astronomical rcsc;&(hcrs, he felt
there was more likelihood of human habitation on Venus than
on NMars. The hirde men's size pointed that way, too: if they
had come from Nars, they would probably be three or four
times as large as pcople on Earth.

T was exceedingly interesting to the doctor that the diameters
ol the saucers were exactly 99 99/100, 72, and %6 feet, that the
measurements of the l‘.nrg(_‘ ship's cabin were 18 feet across and
72 inches high and that its top projected 45 inches above the
level ol the disk edge, which was clevated 27 inches from the
saucer base line, and that the cabins and disk slant of the smaller
ships were in relative proportion to the figures for the large
ship. For all these measurements were divisible by 9. That indi-
cated to the scientists that the Venusians used a mathematical
method, not unlike ours, known as the “system of 9's.”

but the doctor and his group were to have litle chance of
pressing their inquiries further. The Air Force took over the
ships and sent them presumably to the government Jaboratorics
at Wright Field at Dayton, Ohio—cexcept the litte ship, which
rested for awhile in the doctor’s laboratory and then was dis-
mantled and sent to join the others. The doctor and his col-
leacues had hoped, in time, to work out a plan whereby they
could make certain tests with the dilferent push buttons on the
insbrument boards and so gain clucs to the sceret of magncetic
propulsion. When he next saw the instrument board of the
large ship, it had, to his amazement and chagrin, been broken
up and all ol the inncr workings torn apart. Since Air Force
souveniv hunters had already lifted a number of items, hic said,
he grabbed a few things himsclf—not as trophies, but to use
for rescarch. All he had to show for his labors on the saucers
was a tubeless vadio receiver about the size of a cigarctre pack-
Age, SOMe gears, some small disks, and other items that could be
carried in the pocket.

Shortly therealter, in July 1949, Dr. Gee separated himsclf
from the government scrvice. YFor the tremendous waork he had
done as leader ol a billion-dollar magnctic-detection rescarch
program that, during the war had knocked out the Japancse
submarine menace, he had received $7,200 a ycar. He quit to
turn his knowledge to the use of industry where he could make
4 more profitable income. As a specialist in geomagnetics, he be-
came a consultant to a wealthy oil man, himsclt a geophysiast,
who was using instruments of his own design to make a micro-
wave survey ol the underlying formations ol the Mojave Desert
The oil man was an old [riend of Frank Scully; through him,
Scully heard something of the fallen saucers and came to meet
Dr. Gee on at least two occasions when the scientist visited Cali-
fornia from Phocnix on business. The scientist talked frecly of
the saucers to the oil man and Scully—this was in the fall of 19—

and on a later visit brought along the tiny radio, the gears, and
some photographs.

“‘:nnc the beginning of 1950 and, in the opinion of Scully,
— the veign ol “ervor” and repression: the Air Force put its
Project Saucer underground, denied cverything. and by so
doing set up between the people and the government a double
standard ol morality. Sccurity became a dread threat. Scientists
knew better than to talk. Furthermore, scientists have to have
government-controlled materials for research, which might not
be made available o those who refuse to cooperate.

But Scully, in possession now of the data, would have none
ol this burcaucratic muzzling which, he said, stifles free inquiry
and breeds fear. Though “Dr. Gee's™ identity had to be sale
cuarded, neither Sc ully nor the oil man was so bound, though
the latter, bemg mvolved with the government on some top-
sccret deals, had to wread carefully.

I'o test public receptivity to the saucer revelation, the oil
man-geophysicist appcared as an anonymous  guest lecturer
before a University ol Denver elementary-science class on March
8, 1950, escorted by Gemge T Kochler, who is a salesman tor
Denver radio station KMYR, The lecturer told i detul of
Dr. Gee's findings and drew some blackboard diagrams. News
ol lhl‘ Il‘tl\ll\ l(‘.lL\‘(l, ul COUNse, l)(')\bl\tl the \l\\l\l\l(‘(l \\.l“\,
and the how-come of university sponsorship rapsed o local
tempest that blew ofl the lecturer's cloak of anonymity. His
mone was Silas M. Newton. The important thing was that 30
percent ol hiy Tteners were convineed by
siderably b

his lectre—a con-
than the 20 percent ol the people
questioned i nauon wide publicopimion poll who believed
hat fiving saucers were real
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Irank Scully then wrote his book, acknowledging the role of
Newton but shiclding Dr. Gee, and setting forth everything
that these two eminent men had told him about the captured
saucers and the little men from Venus.

The book sold some 60,000 copies at $2.75, was digested by a
magazine ol large circulation, reprinted and widely sold as a
p:up('rlmun(l 25-cent volume, and discussed in newspapers
abroad. Tt allected, in some degree, one way or another, the
thinking of millions ol people. '

The fact that it was a loudly bad book was beside the point.
Reviewers' npu_\inns ranged [rom amusedly tolerant to stinging,
a few reaching indignation. With a pitchman’s shallow glibness,
Scully garbled scientific concepts, contradicted himsell in de-
tails, and committed rudimentary errors that would shame a

high-sc lmpl lr(_‘shmnn. Yet the impact of his staggering story and
its basic implications were there.

l';nl(‘ss ... this was a gigantic joke? Frank Scully’s last previ-

ous literary prominence, aside from his weekly column of
comment in the show-business Variety, was the authorship of a
book called Fun in Bed, a harmless collection of aneccdotes,
games, and other amusing trivia for convalescents. But if Behind
the I'lying Saucers was tonguc-in-cheek humor, it was in pretty
bad taste. It accused military officials of our government of being
a pack of liars and blackmailers. That wasn’t funny.

Then - was it a hoax? Granting, in a chapter in his book
devoted o them, that scientific hoaxes of all sorts had been
pulled off in the past and present, Scully specifically stated in
his carnestsounding prelace, ™ I have never participated
in the perpetration of a hoax on {lying saucers.” And his pub-
lisher, the long-established and reputable firm of Henry Holt &
Company, saw fit to prelace Scully's preface with a note of their
own at the beginning ol the book that said, “. . . we are as
convinced as any thoughtful publisher can be that Mr. Scully
has approached his subject with probity and has interpreted
the facts and figures given him with care and caution.” In view
of the demonstrably low quality of some of Scully’s facts and
figures, whatever moved the editors of Henry Holt & Company
to make such a statement i1s beyond understanding. But Web-
ster’s Dictionary defines “probity” as: “Tried virtue or integrity;
moral and intellectual honesty; rectitude; uprightness.” If Holt
tcok the trouble to go on record as saying that their author
approached his subject with moral and intellectual honesty,
certainly there must be something to it.

The fascinating Case of the Little Men from Venus couldn’t
be laughed at and it couldn't be ignored. There remained the
vital question, bigger than ever:

Was it true?

If it wasn’t, then a grcat many honest people were being
diddled, deceived, and deluded. If it was, then one of the great-
est stories in the world was being smothered. Either way, a pub-
lic service would be accomplished by finding out the truth.

A newspaper, the San Francisco Chronicle, and a magazine,
Trug, particularly wanted to know. And that was where 1, as a
special reporter, came into the picture.

Aside from Scully, there were two people dealt with in the
book who could definitely clear up the question, if they wanted
to or could be persuaded to.

One of them was Silas M. Newton, the oil man, from whom
Scully had originally heard the story.

The other was the mysterious Dr. Gee, the superscientist
who confirmed it and was forced into anonymity and silence,
Scully implied, by the threat of government interference with
his supply of essential rescarch materials.

The first move, however, scemed to be to talk things over with
Scully himself.

At first glance, Frank Scully is a reassuring person. He is a

large, friendly man of suiking appearance. He is keenly
aware that in profile he rather resembles a Stuart portrait of
George Washington, His hair is cloud-white and his complexion
ruddy. His voice, particularly when he is excited, which is
often, is high and harsh and loud enough to do credit to a train
caller. .
He lives in a middleaged, comfortable, stucco home that
grips the hillsides on one of the older residential sections above
Hollywood. There is nothing particularly remarkable about
the house except perhaps the fire-red color of the front door and
the confusion inside. The Scully home is outstanding as being
one of the world's worst places to try to conduct a calin, care-
ful interview.

Traffic in the Scully living room usually consists of two or
more of the five Scully children, ranging from college to cradle
ages, their friends, two poodles, Mrs. Scull'y, who is necessarily
a fast-moving and harried gcrson, Scully hlms_cl[, apd a woman
of all work. At times even Scully’s piercing voice failed to carry
over the bedlam. . .

The Scully household, if a little difficult on the interviewer,
is otherwise normal and commonplace. It seemed incongruous
as a center of flying-saucer knowledge. )

Sitting in his easy chair and holding the baby in one arm
while he fended off poodles with the other, Scully told me very
much the same story about the saucers that he set down in his
book.

Although the oral version was not one whit clearer, it was con-
siderably more vchement, particularly the portions dealing
with government officials who deny the existence of the saucers.

As he talked, Scully gave me the impression that he had only
the vaguest idea of what he was talking about but he belicved
every word he was saying. . )

With very little prompting, he supp]emented his story with
letters he had received in response to his book. Some of thgm
denounced him; others praised him mightily; one asked with
superb naivety, “I hear your story is a hoax. Plcgse write and
tell me if you are a hoax.” Hundreds of them spilled over the
desk in his cluttered study, ample proof of the impact of his
book. Some of the letters contained pictures.

At one point Scully hauled out a pair of photographs sup-
posedly taken by an amatcur astronomer. Certainly they werc
taken by an amateur photographer. They were murky views
of the sky bordered at the bottom by what scemed to be the
roof of a small building. One of the prints showed a jagged
streak across the sky as if someone fumbling around in the
darkroom had spilled something on it by mistake. The other
had a large blot on it.

Scully eyed the two photographs somberly. “There’s a per-
fect control factor,” he said pointing vaguely at something in
the pictures. “Saucers, most likely, both of them. I get this sort
of thing all the time.”

Since nothing in either picture was comprehensible, it was a

little hard to get what Scully was driving at. He said that
the negatives could be produced for inspection. I thought’
privately that inspecting them hardly seemed worth the effort.
Even if the negatives were unaltered, they wouldn’t prove any-
thing.

Nor, for that matter, would Scully.

Stoutly maintaining that he was pledged to secrecy. he re-
fused to name his chief source of information, Dr. Gee. He had
promised Dr. Gee not to reveal any more of the story than he
had set down in his book, and by God, he wasn’t going to break
that promise. If the government cracked down on Gee, it
wasn’t going to be Scully’s fault.

Nor would he produce any of the objects taken from the
saucers—the little radio, the gears, or the disks of unknown
metal. Scully claimed that all this material was now out of his
hands.

As for his one other source of information named in the
book, Silas M. Newton, Scully was very cagey about producing
him, either. Scully had written that Newton was “one of the
great geophysicists of the oil industry, with a record of successful
exploratory operations that was surpassed by none . . . a great
athlete in his college years . . . a golf champion . . . the man
who rediscovered the great Rangely oil ficld in Colorado . . . a
patron of the arts. . . .” Newton had set up an independent oil
company in Denver, of which he was still president. He was a
very busy man, Scully told me, and was continually traveling
on important, secret, government business. His Los Angeles
telephone number was unlisted. Scully would not divulge it nor
would he say where Newton lived.

And thus ended my first interview with the author of Behind
the Flying Saucers. Getting behind the saucers would have to
wait; I was going to have trouble enough, it appeared, getting
behind Frank Scully.

A True Book-Length Feature
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For maybe a week ol intermittent contacts, Scully and I
played games, with me trying to find out where Newton was and
Scully trying to keep me [rom it and neither of us letting on to
the other what we were really doing.

While we were politely scrimmaging 1 tried a kind of end-run
play, but it didn't work. I figured that since Newton was such
a big man in the oil business 1 should be able to get to him by
finding someonc clse in the oil business who knew him. I tele-
phoned Curtis Johnson ol General Petroleum; Basil Kantzer
ol Union Oil; Frank Morgan of Richfield and C. W. March
and Harry Godde, both of Signal Oil & Gas.

None ol them had ever lieard of Silas Mason Newton.

Wit with Scully’s description of the man and the trouble I
was having finding him, I began to imagine Newton as a secret
power, a kind of shadow man, a sort of Sir Basil Zaharoff of the
oil industry.

In the [ace of Scully’s reluctance to produce him, I might
¢ven have begun to doubt that Newton existed, if it hadn’t
been for one factor. That factor was Mrs. Scully.

Mrs. Scully is the kind of thoroughly likable, wholesome
person of whom you have no doubts. She had joined in several
ol our conversations and she not only backed up everything
Scully said about Newton and Dr. Gee but she talked about
having discussed flying saucers with them herself. It was abso-
lutely impossible to think that Scully could have persuaded his
wile to discuss conversations with imaginary people. Mrs, Scully
had definitely talked with someone. The question was, who?

Suddenly T found out. One afternoon Scully casually an-
nounced that Newton would be at Scully’s home that evening
alter dinner. If T cared to drop over, I would be most welcome.

It was a round [or Scully, and the easy way he won it made
me feel like a suspicious bumpkin.

Silns Newton is short and compact in build. He looked, on
the night I first met him, like a conservative businessman
turned just a shade Hollywood.

His pale sharkskin slacks were not too pale, his blue suede
loafers did not have 2-inch crepe soles, the hand-picking on
the collar of his light sport shirt was restrained, his tweed
sport coat didn’t look as il it had to be curried each morning.
The expensive-looking gold watch on his wrist was held there
by a plain, expensive-looking leather strap.

Although he is in his sixties, Newton looks considerably
younger. He has the sort of face you'd expect to find on a
middle-aged elf—tanned, deep-scamed, high-browed and crack-
ling with good humor.

It developed that, like Scully, Newton had never seen a
saucer. But he retold the stories Dr. Gee had given him in a
firm, convincing voice. He flung scientific terms around in a
kind of barrage. Unfortunately, they were the same scientific
terms Scully had used in his book, the same saucer stories, and
the same little men, with nothing added. But coming from
Newton himsell, they sounded good.

Newton was, in general, the epitome of culture, wealth, and
good breeding. He wasn’t too far off what you'd expect [rom
the pedigree Scully had given him: graduate of Baylor Uni-
versity and Yale, postgraduate scholar at the University of
Jerlin.

The scientific terms he was using so freely reminded me of
something. Gingerly I brought up an error in Scully's book. In
describing the preliminary examination by Dr. Gee's group
ol the first saucer that landed, Scully had written: “They studied
the ship from a distance for . two days, bombing it with
Geiger counters, cosmic rays, and other protective devices.”
In the more scientific reviews of his hook, Scully had' been se-
verely taken to task lor that description, and in particular the
Geiger-counter bombardment which is about like saying that a
doctor took a patient’s temperature by bombarding him with
thermometers. | mentioned the ship to Newton,

“You have w overlook things like that,” he said. “Frank,
here, is nota scientific man and he did that book in an awlul
hurry. I I could have checked the prools with him I could have
caught a lot ol crrovs like that one that made him look prey
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bad. But I was too busy, see, with the top-brass on these govern-
ment projects to help Frank out.”

After sparring with Newton [or maybe a half hour I got down
to the proposition I had in mind.

A [ully authenticated announcement that space ships were
landing on Earth should have a very healthy effect on hu-
manity after the shock wore off. Tf nothing else, such an an-
nouncement would probably stop the Korcan war in the interest
of global solidarity and that alone would be worth any risk New-
ton and his scientists might be taking in breaking the story.

As a public service, then, would Newton give me the whole
flying-saucer story—names, photographs and everything Scully
had to leave out of his book to protect Dr. Gee?

Newton thought the proposition over soberly.

Then he gave his decision: he agreed with my idea, but he
wasn't surc that the time was right for such an announcement.
At the moment, he and Dr. Gee would have to sacrifice too
much if they told all they knew. I received the impression there
was something else involved in the story of the flying saucers
that Newton couldn’t even hint at. )

Certainly he would take up the matter with Dr. Gee. If it
sounded at all reasonable to the doctor, Newton didn’t see any
reason why he couldn’t arrange for me to sce some of the things
taken from the saucers while the final plans for releasing the
story were being made.

Newton said he happened to be working at the moment on an
oilstorage problem for the “big-brass” near San Francisco. If
he got the go-ahead from Dr. Gee, he would meet me there in
a week. And he would bring along some of the gears, the disks
of unknown metal and maybe even the little radio if Doctor
wasn’t still experimenting with it.

“7@ met in the dignified Palm Court restaurant of the Palace
Hotel in San Francisco. Scott Newhall, an old friend of
mine and Sunday editor of the Chronicle, came along to see
what T had dug up so far. Newhall wasn't taking the thing
very seriously and by this time I couldn’'t blame him. Scully
and Newton had begun to affect me that way. But we had to
play it straight. One good laugh and Newton and whatever he
had to show would be gone. And there was still just a chance
that the man actually had the greatest story of all time.

The meal cost $18.20 plus tip but it was worth every cent of
it. Newton was in fine form.

He nodded to the waiters, who all seemed to know him. He
conferred with Adolphe, the maitre d’hotel, about an important
message he was expecting. And he talked saucers.

Gleaming silver ships [rom the chill reaches of the heavens
smoked through the Palm Court that evening to the accompa-
niment of the hotel’s sedate string ensemble. Bureaucrats in
Washington were damned [or withholding the story from the
public. Dr. Gee and his astonishing accomplishments with
microwave equipment in the oil ficlds under Newton's super-
vision loomed across the background of the conversation.

Newton was expansive. Smiles sprang out of the deep furrows
in his tanned checks. He was confidential. Squint lines puck-
ered around his pale eyes. But everything he said, though
fresh to Newhall, was the same thing that I'd heard before. Not
once did he divulge anything that wasn’t already made public
in Scully’s book.

As Newton talked T noticed more and more an odd little
habit. He kept tossing in the word “sce” when there was no
point that required emphasis. Only if you considered that he
might be using it as a stalling device while he thought up the
rest of his story did Newton’s “sec” habit make any sense.

“This saucer thing, sce. It would keep me going twenty-four
hours a day if I'd let it. I'm just swamped. I've got my own
business to attend to, and this goddamned high-brass, see.
they're after me all the time on these contracts for the mili-
tary.”

It was a strange habit for a man so attuned to the genteel
splendor of the Palace Hotel.

I began to notice that Newton had another strange habit for
a man of his background. At this stag dinner, the more he
talked, the more he swore. By the time he really got his gauge
up he sounded like a mule skinner on Saturday night. Tv wasn't
quite in keeping with what I had always expected of an old
Yale man, and Newton had made quite a point of his degree
from Yale. I decided that cither [ didn't know anything about
Yale men or Newwon's manner ol speaking had simply been
colored by his years in the oil helds—Colorado’s huge Rangely,



which Newton modestly noted he had rediscovered after it had
been abandonced by the major oil companies; the rugged waste-
lands of Wyoming; the Mojave where his crews were even now
surveying hidden deposits of natural gas.

In the middle ol a discussion of magnetics, Newton glanced
over his shoulder furtively. Then he suddenly leaned over the
table and fished a smudged and wrinkled handkerchief out of
his cont pocket. Tts corners were tied together and it bulged
])1‘“||n\,"lq|\’

Newion slowly undid the knots, guarding the handkerchief
with his hands and glancing around the room to be sure no
onc was watching

For the first time in the evening he stopped talking, method-
icallv working on the knots. ‘

When he fimished with them he held the corners of the hand-
kerchicl toeether and looked at us.

“You cver sce anything like this?” he asked quietly and
dumped the contents ol the handkerchief on the table. The
presentation couldn’t have been more impressively nonchalant.

Four metal objects lay on the smooth tablecloth. Without a
word [rom Newton they scemed to be touched with star dust.

I fele my stomach give a Turch and stop working on the roast
beel T had just caten.

Two ol the objects were gears, fine-toothed and about the
size ol pocket watches. The other two were disks, dull-finished
and about the size of a nickel. Here at last were the disks of
unknown mectal

Newton scooped up his treasures quickly. as if he were afraid
they might suddenly disappear, and put them back into the
handkerchicl. "Then, one by one, he brought them out for us
to examince closcly.

The two disks were identical. There were no marks on them
except tiny surbace nicks and seratches. They felt ineredibly
light. The menil had a powdery-looking fnish that did not
come oll with rubbing.

Newhall and T looked at each other. Neither of us felt much
like Liughimg now

The gears were not alike. One had a tiny gear htted into the
center ol 1t The other was solid and on a shalt. Newton held
it and tapped icwith his knile. A clear, faint, high-pitched tone
blended with the music of the string ensemble. Surprisingly
cnough. holding the gear in your hand didn’t have any damp-
cening cffecct on the ringing note.

“Tt's magnetized,” Newton explained. Just by way of ex-
periment I touched the gear to the steel blade of my knife.
There didn’t scem to be any magnetic attraction between the
two picces of metal. Newton couldn’t explain that, but he said
Dr. Gee had once explained it to him.

Joth of the gears were blotched and stained.

“Acid” said Newton. “We've subjected them, sce, to 150 tests
in our laboratories. Listen to that note.” He tapped the gear
again. “That's the note ‘A’ on the piano.”

on(- of the gears was unmarked except for the stains. The
other had a small fat arrow inscribed on it in outline.
The arrow pointed toward a figure that looked very much like
an ordinary 9. Newton had no explanation for these inscrip-
tions.

He did, however, have some other things that might be
interesting. They were in his room, he said confidentially, right
upstairs,

Newton's voom, although it was one ol the Palace Hotel’s
smaller accommodations, looked exactly the way you might
expect the hotel room of a busy, wealthy oil executive to
look.

A saddleleather suitcase lay open on the luggage rack. Across
it lay a folded geological map—expensive, authentic.

An honestlooking ofd-fashioned valise slouched in one corner
of the room, its baggy leather sides scuffed and scarred; a vet-
cran, no doubt, of coundess trips into the rugged, dusty oil
lands.

Newton began talking immediately. His story, udied up for
family consumption, centered around Dr. Gee and his col-
Jeagues whose achievements apparently kept Newton in a per-
petual state ol wonder

“Doctor is down there night now o ow laboratories,” sece,
along the south side of tie airheld theye at Phoenix. You know
the place. Thaose huldings that used to be the big government
top-sceret Liboratories. Our peaple are in there now.

“Funny thing | was down there only o couple of weeks ago

going over some problems, see, and I run across a great big
thick goddamn pile of blue prints. . ,

“I said to Doctor, I said, ‘What in the hell is all' this stuff?
And he said, see, “Why, those are the detailed prints on the
air-flow system for the B-36.'

“He'd been working on all that top government stuff for the
big-brass and 1 never knew a thing about it.

“These scientific fellows, see. You can't tell what they're
going to turn up with next. Here he has these ab.‘s,olutcly top-
secret plans laying right there on top of the desk.

There were other top-secret items Newton’s men had de-
veloped while working on his petroleum-surveying equipment.

Newhall was sitting on the bed, trying to look nonchalant. I
was sitting on the little desk chair and Newton was between us
sitting on the edge of a big casy chair. Things were once more
getting to the point where I didn't dare look at New‘hall except
out of the corner of my eye. As far as [ could see. Newhall was
making a detailed study of one of his shoes. Newton was talk-
ing, fast and steady, as if he'd just found out they were going
to slap on a speech tax in the next ten minutes.

octor, it seems, had developed a magnetic fog, rain, and

darkness-dispclling screen which, fitted to the windshield
of an airplanc. literally turned night into day and enabled a
pilot to sec through the sloppicst kind of weather.

Newton dropped his voice to a confidential whisper. “One of
the biggest companies in the country, see. They're testing this
thing right now. \bsolutely top-secret. You’d know the name of
the company in a minute il I mentioned it.” He - cred around
the room to make sure no uninvited ears were listening. “You
know Norden. the bombsight people? Sce. Well, they're testing
this thing right now.”

Newton hauled out a slim, clear rod.

“Looks exactly like Lucite, doesn’t it? Well, it isn’t. Better
than Lucite. Flexible, shatterproof, and it positively will not
burn.

“Doctor, sce, made this revolutionary plastic stuff for the
military. Made it right out of Perelite, a volcanic ash. Cheapest
material in the world. There's whole hills of it. The military
is using this stuff [or cockpit canopies on planes because it
won't burn.”

And then there was the magnetic disintegrator.

Of course the big-brass was working on it. But there were
problems. The disintegrator, briefly mentioned in Scully’s book,
was so all-destroying that split-sccond control of it was a vital
factor.

It had taken better than a year, Newton said, just to work out
the mathematics necessary to make certain the disintegrator
would only operate.in a one ten-thousandth-of-a-sccond flash.

LEven so, in that brief moment, the disintegrating beams had
shot out twenty miles and spread a swath of total destruction
on the desert proving grounds two miles wide.

The big-brass planned to set a chain of these disintegrators
around the United States and point them skyward to form an
impenetrable screen of destruction through which no enemy
planes could pass.

But there was a hitch in the plan. The beams ot the magnetic
disintegrator, if left on, would reach out and destrov the uni-
verse.

And then there was the big flying saucer Newton's men
thought they had located, crashed in a swamp outside of Mem-
phis.

“The captain, sce, T can’t tell you his name, was flying along
one night testing this magnetic windshield screen for Norden
when he saw this thing circling. It went right down into the
swamp.

“My people got a fix on it and as soon as the rainy season
ends down there we're going in and take a look at it. 1 can't
tell you any more about it except, of courvse, it's probably one
of the cigar-shaped saucers and probably a thousand fect long."”

Newton fished into an expensive-looking, hand-stitched
briel case and slid out a bundle of 8x10 pictures. He held them
face down in his lap while he reminisced about the days in the
oil fields, the beginnings of the Newton Oil Company in Den-
ver, and the great days of rediscovering the l{angcly oil fields
after they had been abandoned by all the major oil companies
as worthless.

The pictures were held in his lap, still face down. [ knew
perfectly well that he was giving them the old build-up treat-
ment, but still it was working. [t got so bad that T had a hard
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i er 7 rabbing them
time keeping myscll [rom reaching over and grabbing
away [rom him. -

Finally he held onc of them up,
and looked at it for a long moment. ;
slowly. It was a fuzzy shot ol some desert 1
“You scc that?” said Newton, gravely.
first saucer landed.” ) f

He turned over two or three more prints of the same sort o

its back to Newhall and me,
Then he turned it around
eal estate.

“That's where the

thing. ) '
“These will be very historical photographs
said. “It’s too bad I am not allowed to let you

someday,” he
look at them

closcly.” ) ) ' ) o 3
Then he started to slide them back into his brief case. As he

did. he paused and looked at us slyly. Then, hc.sllpped. one
picture up [rom behind the others and 1mmedmle!y slid it
back again. From what T could see in that instant, 1t looked
like a picture of a large beach umbrella on its side. o

“You didn’t sce anything, did you?" Newton asked. winking.
He had never been more corréct, but the implication was that
he had just permitted a glimpse ol a photograph of a flying
saucer.

Newton grew reflective. There just might be, he thought, the
barest chance that he could persuade Doctor and his people to
reveal the whole story. Perhaps, alter all, it might be advisable,
particularly il the thing that crashed in the swamp turned out
to be a cigar-shaped saucer.

“You know,” Newton mused dreamily, “a lot of people would
pay a dollar to scc a thing like that.”

Then, suddenly. Newton announced that he had to whisk off
to Washington for a conlerence with the big-brass.

Newhall and T stood up. “It's been a very interesting evening,
Mr. Newton,” Newhall said, his voice straining for self-control.
“You'll be hcaring from Cahn here. We'll talk the whole thing
over and sce what we can work out with you.”

There were the usual polite remarks, with Newhall and me
looking down at the carpet, and then we were out in the hall.

Newhall and T managed to hold it until we got down the
corridor and in front of the eclevator. There was no longer any
question about it—the time had come to laugh, and we let go.
When we could talk again, we tried to figure out what New-
ton was up to. It was a safe bet that he wasn’t as closely in
touch with the cosmos as Irank Scully would have had his
readers believe. But he was up to something. Was the whole
thing, 5cully’s book and all, a titanic piece of ballyhoo aimed
at the day when the big cigar-shaped saucer opened for busi-
ness on the midway at Playland-at-the-Beach?

I decided the next move was to go to Denver, Newton's old
stamping ground, look over the Newton Oil Company, and
follow up a [ew other leads from Scully’s book.

1 building up Silas Newton as an authority on flying saucers,
Frank Scully provided a respectable academic setting by
devoting the whole first chapter ol his book to a description of
the lecture that was given at the University ol Denver on
March 8, 1650. The chapter heading is “The Mystery of the
University ol Denver,” the mystery being that the man who
gave the lecture was known only as “Scientist X" until Thor
Seversen, covering the event for the Denwver Post, identified
him, several days alter the talk, as Newton. My first move in
Denver was to hunt up Scversen.
~Thor Scversen looks just the way he should to go with a name
!ch that; big, well set-up, blond. He is not only a fine reporter,
but he s a very understanding gent. Tt was snowing when |
pulled into Denver. I was wearing a light gabardine suit.
Seversen, taking pity on a chattering chump from California
suggested we might spend some time profitably in the ni(c:
:«]I;lcrllllj::{{\l’(('(,..s::(lvl]'l'fl' /Jl)“c;,[.\%f:”}ﬁ,?m; ll[n' (ll'xps’ol the stories about
ol kont r i i ure, l’ was a good idea. [t not
y <CPt mc lrom shivering mysell apart at the seams, but jt
'pm(:s((ll :l,]"l Frank Scully wasn't very much interested in doing
‘ %(ull)"ilﬁ:)r(l:‘l(',]ﬁ){n(;:;islll:ullhfs/ili”rlll l/'”’l l‘{)}lllg e
described the cvent as "l)rlr:lnl;llofm “‘ d'lu oo vI?(:rlvcr | sctute,
ably the most sensational lecture
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her planet since Galileo . .

ir heads spinning.”
h their P thegDenveT. Post

the University of

about this earth or any otl
members left the room wit
On March 9, the day after the lecture,
carried an interview with Francis Brgmgn, t J s
Denver instructor who arranged for “Scientist X" to 'H]ue ot
his basic-science class. Questioned about the scnenn'f:lc \?\f o
the lecture, Broman commented, “Absolute zero. Pl:‘OI ew“
Albert Recht of the university’s scxerz{ce dlvxsxon‘not”ed, t we
ood varn . . . though he gave no documentation.
’ gI[ he )had wanted tog, Scully had plenty of time to check thosc
clippings before his book went Lo press. Obviously he wn-s.r(licl
interested. As a matter of fact he embarked on a shilty sl)
step to avoid the columns of the Denver papers that gave n:
lecture a bad press and still provide himself with friendly ne\.stkh
paper coverage of the event. To hope he could get away wi
such a stunt indicates Scully's incredible gall. l
In the second chapter of his book, also devoted to the lec

ure, Scully wrote:

t “It was )rlmt the Denver papers that gave the best report of
what Scientist X said. ... The .. ‘})rize for the best reporting
would go to the Summerside Journal. a modest-sized pubhcauoln
quartered on Prince Edward Island, Canada . . . at the mouth

of the St. Lawrence River.” )
Undisturbed by the unlikely prospect of a small Canadla?
paper published only three times a weck having a correspond-
ent as [ar away as Denver, Scully procceds: .
“This ncwsphpcr obviously got its story [rom a
sondent, but it recapitulated what the speaker s

"

Denver cor-
resj aid so well
that it's better than a transcript. . . . )

Scullv then quotes the Summenrside Journal story. To do this

he must have had a copy or clipping of the paper before him.
Thercfore he could not have missed sceing the credit line at

the top ol the story.

The Summenrside Journal story is credited, ““Denver, Colo.,
“Post.” The story is Thor Seversen's Denver Post story, word
for word. It was Seversen's first story of the lecture done before
anvone knew who the lecturer was and before Sevcrsgn was
sure the whole thing was a farce. As a consequence, it Is a
straight reporting job merely repeating what the spcaker s:uc}.
It suited Scully’s needs admirably. On the few occasions that it
didn’t, Scully merely rewrote it.

By removing Seversen’s one fairly friendly story from the
otherwise uniriendly columns of the Denver Post, and credit-
ing it clsewhere, Scully had his necessary newspaper coverage
of the lecture.

By the time Seversen and I had finished digging around in the
Denver Post morgue, it had stopped snowing, the sun had come
out and it was fairly pleasant. We thought it would be a good
idea to have a talk with Instructor Broman and see if he had
revised his opinions of “Scientist X" and his flying-saucer lec-
ture.

Francis Broman is a slight, dark-complexioned man of agree-
able manner. His plcasantries with us had a kind of nervous
quality to them which, considering the corner into which the
“Scientist X" lecture had wedged him, is understandable
cnough.

While working at the university as an instructor, Broman was
also studying for his doctorate there. To do a bang-up job as an
instructor, Broman had, on his own hook, invited “Scientist X"
to give the flying-saucer talk.

When the event got out of hand in the public prints and the
university regents found the name of their school firmlv lashed
up with a lecturer who insisted little men from Venus were
dropping like flies on the Earth, an icy academic breeze began
blowing in Broman's direction. For awhile, Broman could see
his diploma wafting away in the williwaw.

Ianing weathered that storm, Broman came to the interview
with us prepared to make it very clear that Newton or “Scientist
X" and his Venusians were about as welcome at the university
as a case ol pyorrhea at a kissing game.

Broman showecl us a copy ol the introductory statement he
lm(ll made to his class belore the lecture began. In it he had
r{;ln(c(l out that the whole purpose ol the lecture was to give
s class an exercise in evaluating material presented by a
speaker. Broman had even given his students a summary of the
scientific method of evaluation they had been studying and
asked them to see il the saucer lecture stood up under it.

Naturally, in view of the spectacular nature of the talk, a little
thing like Broman's introduction was overlooked in the follow-



ing news stories, and certainly there was no mention of it in
Scully's book. There were, however, a couple of carclully
thought-out devices used by Scully to make the lecture sound
like a weighty scholastic event.

One of them was Scully's sentence, “On that day at 12:30
p. m., 350 students of the University of Denver skipped lunch
to hear a confidential scientific discourse. . . ."”

I had been impressed when I read it. It takes a pretty good
cevent to get a bunch of healthy students to skip lunch in order
to take it in. I questioned Broman about it and asked if maybe
the lecture wasn't given a much bigger build-up than he was
letting on. Instead of answering, he shoved over the typed
copy ol his introduction to the lecture and, with a smile, held
his finger on the second sentence. It read, “You folks are gucsts
and members of the basic-science class that meets at 12:40 cach
day.”

“Nobody missed any lunch that day or any other day as far
as 1 know,” said Broman. “It was a regular class held at the
regular time.”

Scully’s other builder-upper also turned out to be an inven-
tion ol somebody’s soaring imagination.

As proof that the saucer lecture was so important that the
University ol Denver wanted to save any possible memento for
posterity, Scully said on page 26 ol his book, concerning the
blackboard diagrams: ‘

“After his lecture had caused such a stir, the chalked designs
were preserved in lacquer. ..

Broman’s comment: “The lecturer’s drawings were not
lacquered over. It would have been ridiculous to preserve
them. They were just a couple of circles labeled ‘Earth’ and
‘Venus,” a crude sketeh of what the saucers were supposed to
have looked like, and a diagram showing how combinations of
digits can be added up to total nine which was supposed to
illustrate something to do with the mcasurements of the
saucers.”

After talking with Broman I was more convinced than ever
that Frank Scully’s littdde men were about as miserable a hoax
as the two-headed baby in a 10-cent side shov-. Proving it and
finding out what was bchind them, however, was somcthing
clse again.

The next Denver lead on my list was George T. Kochler, the
advertsing salesman for Denver radio station KMYR who had
cscorted Newton to the lecture. Kochler

wasn't on the tape. As far as the talk itsclf went, it was pretty
much the same thing I had heard in the Palace Hotel from the
lips of the master himself. .

Kochler had some pretty interesting yarns to spin about the
grcat Dr. Gee. In the middle of one of them he fished out a
brown rod about a quarter of an inch in diamcter and perhaps
ten inches long. This, he claimed, was some of Doctor’s Perelite,
made up as an arrow shaft for Howard Hill, the noted archer.

“Hill used one of Doctor's arrows,” Koehler remarked, “to
kill an clephant on his last trip to Africa. That will give you
an idea ol how tough this stuff is.”

That was an casy onc to check. ) ) .

I happened to know that Hill was engaged in selling a motion
picture of the trip. Whenever a deal like that is in lhg‘ makmg,
you can bet your bottom dollar there’ll be a publicity man
cager to tell you anything you want to know and a lot of things
you don’t.

t didn't take long to get Mr. Hill's man on the phone. Ac-

cording to him the only arrows used on the Hill expedition
were designed by Hill himsclf and made of tubular steel and
Duralumin. Certainly, il Hill had used some revolutionary new
material for arrow shafts his publicity man would have been
beating the drum about it. But he wasn’t. In fact, he'd never
even heard of Perelite.

Since Kochler was apparently no more committed to telling
the truth than Newton or Scully and wasn’t half as entertaining,
there didn’t seem to be any advantage in investing any more
time in him. Also, the morc time [ spent with Kochler the
more chance there was of flushing my birds prematurely. So far
I had been playing it straight, going right along with all the
tall tales the boys had to ofter. Because in the back of my mind
I was working up a little plan.

First, I wanted to mect Dr. Gee—that is, if such a man existed.
Sccond, 1 wanted to gct my hands on one of those disks of un-
known mectal again and once I did I wasn’t planning to let go
ol it until T got it into a good commercial laboratory for a
chemical analysis. With that in mind it would have been abso-
lutely fatal il Newton had any idea that I wasn’t 100 percent
sold on his story.

I thanked Kochler for all the inside dope he had given me and
reserved my plane seat back to San Irancisco. But before I left

is a fleshy individual, a breezy, back-slap-
ping sort who looks younger than the 41
vears he claims. Scully described him as
“an old professional [oothall player with
the Chicago Bears.” In Denver, Kochler
admitted this statement was correct.

On the strength of Scully’s apparent in-
difference o reporting the truth I sent the
following wire to Ralph Brizzolara, man-
ager ol the Chicago Bears: _)-6\ [\]‘@/\m

CAN  YOU ADVISE COLLECT WHETHER [S=IRA N,
GFORGE  KOEILER EVER ON
ROSTER 1F SO \WIIEN.

WAS BLEARS’

D,lr. brizzolara replied: po NOT HAVE
RECORD OF GEORGE KOLEHLER PLAYING
WITI BEARS. (signed) CHICAGO BEARS FOOT-
BALL CLUL.

From that point on I wasn't counting
heavily on anything Koehler offered.

He was correct, however, in claiming
that he was preuy close to Newton, lor
he and s wile, who was once Newton's

nurse, hive i house that turned out to
, : )

e rented by Newton and is filled with

Newton's  gollhing wtrophies  and  other

memorabilia, and he drjves o Cadillac that
is registered i the name of Newton Oil
Company

Kochler |‘l"\,"‘l 4 yr(nl(llll',; of
the University ol Denvey Jecrure which
was interestng only beciuge o didn't in
dude  Bromans wlliade  yroduction

l\'(u-hlpl‘ not llu;\\”,:. | lx;uj "l'”y"” i
Brownan, A""I"“UI OMEL TUlye Hnportance of
the missing introdudctioy

although  he
could

plam why n

neves satshbacton ]y

|
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“Lel's ask, anyway—just an case.”
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Denver | checked out tWo more Je
book and Newton's conversation.

looked up the New
haly CXpecung thay
U]c othees 1j

ads that turned up in Scully’s

\ ton Oil Company in the
't wouldn't be there ag all.
sted actually existed. They
1nbe wigy the picture of roaring a ’
\\'l}l('n he wrote, “Silas Mason e
il (l«nn‘,);m\/

phone book,
\ But it was. Anq
hey didn't however, exactly
CUvity conjured up by Scully

Newton, president of the Newton
sdman who never m

ade more than $95
nor |y more than $20,000,000. »2«”)()()’000
y \:\ Lar s 1 could see, the whole Newton Og) ('.nmp;mv con-
MSted ol two ollices tonnected by a little w l
I (|I'n|)l)(‘(| ‘

4tng room. Whep

! Mosayimg that 1 was a [rie 3 4 'S
o T g B end ol My, Newton's and

sht U'd look him up,

@ mild o o the only :\(li\'i()’ in the Place was
crsiation o CAOIY o . :

Bimsol s ‘ ‘lhmng[ml] between a man who introduced

. b tosaearetary O 4 ;s " 1 >

For am ) the company and (he receptionise.

Ursanizavon that had, as both
rediscovered the nighty Rangely

Seemed a linde puny. My nexg
anochy Story '

i Richa D. White.
forn,, (luml).nny. a
gave e
Posittion

[SHIT TN

S(‘ully and Newton
Lion

oil held, the opera-
move was to check on the

exploration su
sul)si(li;lry ol St
A complete fllin on R
‘ 1o know what he IS tlkimg abou.
(,mn‘p.nn\ controls a vast majority ol the le

he olhices of the California ¢

You could lave lost the whole
l(‘((")‘llll] oo,

pPermtendent [or the Cali-
mdard Ol of ¢

alilornia,
angely. My,

White is in a good
for the Calilornia
ases at Rangely,
C()mp:my were the real thipe,
Newton i) Company in ll:‘c

8ot oul 4
SCutence thay
ol wirl, mstrun
Suanrdail searer
ficld vears alte
a lailure

Copy ol Saully's book and showed White (hig
PP on page 83: “He (Newton) hunted for
nents which had cost a foraane and were a closely
With them he had rediscovered the Rangely oil
the major oil compinies had written it off as

~White grinned and shook his head. “Sure, T remember old
Newton ™ e said. "He used to come out Rangely with some
kind ol (lumllcl)ug o )

uthit—one of those
of dials on it nobody ever ge
tell ey crybody we were way off on the geology. He even picked
up some leases down where his doodlchug said the oil was sup-
posed o be and did some drilling. Turned out he was the one
that woas way oll on the geology. He used to bring a lot of
Peenle out here in those big cars of his. But as far as rediscover-
ing K. ngely. that's a lot of baloney.

“"Heres the story on Rangely. Standard of California redis-
covered the field in 1902 but lor a long time there wasn't much
acuvity out there. The reason for that’s simple. Crude oil was
selling for ten cents a barrel. Riangely was a long way from the
refincries: and the roads, i1f you could call them that, were
terrible.

“When World War 11 came
for oii and the
while taking it o

bliack boxes with a lot
ts to look inside of. He tried to

along there was a big demand
price shot up to the point where it was worth
ut. The government came along with some help
on the road situation and a private pipe line went in. Then
Rangely really opened up. That's all there was to the rediscov-
ering of Rangely.”

here wasn’t any doubt in my mind about whom to believe
on the Rangely story. The past performance of the Newton-
Scully team didn’t leave me any choice.

As'1 was leaving White's oflice he offered a suggestion. “If
vou really want to get an idea ol how Newton operates, gct
hold of some back issues of a magazine called the Petroleum
Remew. You'll find some articles in there by Newton himself
that will give vou a pretty good line on h’iln.”

just before 1 got on the 1)1"'1(”‘ I called Thor Seversen ?[‘the
Denver Post and asked him il he'd try to find the articles
White mentioned. Then I headed back for San Francisco, ‘

A the way back 1 uied to think of a way to get possession
ol one of those disks of unknown metal without Newton know
ing I had ic. Of course I could have just gl':ll)})C(l one and stuck
st my pocket. bur with all the trouble Newton :u)(l S(ul']v
had gone o in building the story up. it was a dead (m(h.'Lh.uvL
they wouldn't stand hitched for a move like that. And 1 didn'c
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A oot gtwung one ot the (j
out yet how [ w " y s

as going to smoke o
g 0 ut Dr,
let that w . or

(e}
adn’t Aigured
ait until | got to it.

Gee, but [ decided to

Layn?g hold of one ol Newton's Specimens of unknown metal

tarned OUL 1o be aboug gz casy as geLing a passk VB v;'l
X, but I didn't know it when | sta}tc(l 7 Ry T
My first move w :

as o hunt up 3 good rel;
' reliab ' © the
would tooperate on such ; e o labm.\wr) —m

ol ey ol L project. §l;|l\f()|'(l Research Institute.
iy ) HoTNIa, s one of the best commercial labs in
Creaand perhaps in the country. Dr. 1. E. Hobson director
ol the insutute, agreed to go along with me Dr. Hobso t
only thought the whole project was pretty fl‘mn. butbh: 1[;:’»
saw the value of knocking over what «crtainly w?lw's shapin ‘u()
as a full-scale national scientific hoayx. AT nccdc‘(l.u; l(ln%\n\l\

Was get one of the disks and SR would do the rest
My first move was MatTootedly v ask Newton if he'd permit
ananalysis of o disk. He laughed it off. His stand was llll‘ll his
own laboratories had ;llrc;n(ly submitted the disks to ]")().lesl\
discovered tha they would withstand 10,000 degrees ;»( ht;nl:
h he didn't quite remember,

presumably Fahrenheit, althoug
and he didn't see any point in further testing. As far as Newton
Wias concerned the stufl wis unknown to Earth and what was
the use of doing any more tests when you didn’t know what
YOu were testing for? Tt was a tricky picce of logic, but I had
o go along with it for fear of tipping my hand.

My nexi suggestion, that no one would really believe his

Story unless he submigged the disks to an impartial laboratory .
almost ended in disaster )

. vNcwmn puckered up his ¢yes and began spewing at me.
You've me down herve Tor two months. I'm a busy
' a goddamned bit of time to spend on this
thing. Now I've been courteous as hell w you, see. And I'm

Just not interested in bothering with the damn thing any
longer. Now how docs that suit you?”

bheen Chasing
man. I haven't got

Ncwton carried on along those Jines for quite awhile. What

he was getting at was that apparently plenty of people
had believed him without his having to submit anything o
anybody; witness the number of copices Scully’s book had sold.
And what had he, Newton, got out of ip Nothing. Nothing
but abuse and persecution. What had started out as a [avor on
Newton's part “to Scully had boomeranged and Newton was
gewing tired ol it. Lookine at him as he stood there bristling.
he was the picture of the injured philanthropist.
Then, almost without my realizing it, Newton's manner

began to change and the point of the whole floor show swung
into locus.

“I've talked with my people.” Newton was saying in a calm,
matter-of-lact voice, “and their statement to me was, see. that
Scully made twenty-five or thirty thousand out of his book on
what little information we've furnished him. They said to me,
‘Now if we lay all this stuff on the line, it's going to take a lot
ol time and we want o know what there is in it for us. ™

Commerce had entered the picture.

The only thing 1o do was o decl
disks and start working on the plan 1 had figured out.

What T had in mind was to make a copy oi Newton's disks
and then, if T could get him to haul out the originals again.
switch mine for one of his.

I'had been counting on getting at least another look at the
disks before creating the copy. but the way Newton was acting
I realized T'd be lucky il 1 could get him to produce them even
once more so 1 could switch on him. That meant I had to make
the copies from memory. It had been some time since 1 had
seen the disks and then, even though I'd handled them. the
light hadn’t been good for the sort of thing T had in mind.

I got hold ol Newhall, the only other person who had been
along when Newton produced his trophies, :m(l_ we q)mp:nred
notes. We were agreed the disks were about the size of a nickel,
plain-surfaced and sil\'cr-(olq:‘cd. ) )

The weight was the only tricky problem. A piece ol aluminum
that looked about the right size didn't seem to weigh enough.
Magnesium felt too light. Monel metal felt too heavy. §t§)el.
although it fele a litde oo slippery, seemed to be the best bet
for this job.

Among his other talents, Newhall is a pretty fair machinist.

are open season on Newton's

-~
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He has a well-equipped shop in his garage and onc alternoon
we set up to do a litde counterfeiting.

When we got through we had an assortment of steel disks,
some a little bigger than a nickel, some a little smaller. Our
idea was that by making the fakes in slightly varying sizes we
would surely have one that was a good-cnbugﬁ match. For some
rcason or other we turned out one fake disk made ol monel
metal. Monel metal is heavier than steel (o begin with and we
made our moncl disk about twice as thick as the ones made of
steel. It was ridiculously heavy by comparison, but we added it
to our collection anyway.

For the next few days 1 carried all the fakes around in my
pockets to “age™ them. The process worked pretty well. The
only trouble was I jingled. ‘

The problem now was to get Newton to produce his disks
again so | _muld switch on him. But Newton wouldn't produce.

In a series ol attempts to get Newton to haul out his disks,
meetings with a whole new, tempting cast ol characters were
suggested to him: people of influence who could guarantee him
protection in case “the military” turned against him and Dr.
Gee; a man who would happily part with a sizable chunk of
money for just a glimpse ol the mysterious disks from Venus;
kindred souls with reports of saucer sightings who begged for a
peck at Newton's treasures. Still Newton wouldn’t bite.

Finally another dinner was sct up in the Palm Court, the
place Newton had first produced the disks. This time Hal Mc-
Intyre, a prolessional magician who now uses his magic act to
help him fic hearing aids o children, came along in the role of
a friend who had a saucer sighting to report. Hal was loaded
with the fake disks. Just before Newton appeared, 1 tried to
give Hal a last minute fill-in on which one of the fakes I
thought would be the best match for a Newton disk. Hal, who
had been kept mlormed ol the story, was about as exasperated
as 1T was. He said, “I don’t care what Newton's disks look like.
Even il he pulls out a square one I'm going to switch on him.”

But it was no go. Newton just kept playing his role of a
saence-ficton Scheherazade regaling us with more stories about
Dr. Gee and his Libulous laboratories. Every time we worked
around to the subject of the disks, Newton had an excuse lor
not -producing them.

Alter about a week of trying I began to think the disks had
saitled back to Venus on their own and my sanity was about
to follow.

Then Newton's business with the “big-brass” took him to
Wiashington. While he was away 1 decided to use the time to
check up fardher on Newton's background and to start scout-
ine out leads to Dr. Gee.

From Scully’s book 1 knew that Newton had lived in New
York City—in the winter of 1929-30, he had housed distin-
cuished visitors in “his Park Avenue residence.” 1T was to iind
that shortly after that ume, Newton was

Another item 1 came across, which appeared this time not in
the New York Times but, oddly enough, in the files of the
San Francisco Chronicle a continent-width away, conveyed ncws
from New York on January 15, 1932, that a Brooklyn man had
asked the New York State Burcau ol Securitics for a Supreme
Court examination order to determine il Newton was cng_ag'cd
in [raudulent stock practices. The man felt he had been hilked
by Newton in the amount of §28.000. No outcome was recorded
in the public prints, so presumably nothing came ol it.

Then there were two up-state New York incidents. Tn Sep-
tember 1934, at Oneida, Newton got involved with the state
police in a matter concerning [alse stock statements. In July
1935, at Elmira, he was arrested on a judge's bench warran,
charged with two violations of the law relating to lalse state-
ments or advertisements on sccuritics, and was released il.l $2,500
bail; a year and a hall later the indictments were dismissed
and the casc closed.

It was plain that in his financial dealings, Newton h:nd.a
tendency to get into trouble, and a knack for getting out ol i..

1 cot to wondering il, what with his varicus oil enterprises,
Newton might not have wied to sell a litde stock in Cali-
fornia. The rules on such matters are very strict in California,
5o strict that the office of the Corporation Commissioner keeps
very carclul records to insure that those rules are enforced. 1
found that the Commissioner’s office was not unawarc ol Silas
Newton, though nothing was pending against him.

Uncovering such a background for Scully’s “Scientist X." the
University of Denver lecturer, the great geophysicist ol the oil
industry, obviously called for some intensive diggins into the
man’s current activitics.

What came up unexpectedly in the first spadeful was a clear
cluc at last to Dr. Gee.

I won't go into the method of delving here. Let's say simply
that the telephone is a great invention, and Newton is a great
telephoner. A checkup revealed that he phoned often to Phoe-
nix, Arizona. He spoke there with a Leo GeBauer.

Phoenix was the locale of Dr. Gee, according to Scully’s book
and (o the statements of Newton himsell. The pscudonym “Gee”
and the name “GeBauer” certainly seemed to be kin.

Furthermore, the place and name were not the only signifi-
cant similarities. Though he didn’t appear, from a distance, to
be a Newton-Scully grade of superscientist, GeBauer did have
some technical knowledge of clectronics. He was proprictor of
the Western Radio & Engincering Company, a radio and tcle-
vision parts supply house.

It wouldn't do to call up GeBauer and ask him bluntly if he
was Dr. Gee. My nextstep was laid out for me—to go to Phoenix
and size up GeBauer in person.

T was set to take offl when Newton turned up in San Francisco
again. Apparently he was ready to talk business about the disks.

cmbroiled in some activity in New York
whichh Scully either knew nothing about
or didn’t bother to menton.

ll'.s not in the glamorous Dick Tracy
detective tradition to mole through old
newspaper files, but sometimes it pays off.
The New York Times publishes an index
that amply justifics its famous slogan, “All
the news that's fit 1o print” 1 discovered
in the public Library that in 1931 the
Tuones reported thac Silas M. Newton,
“reputed wealthy oil man and goller,” had
Leen arrested by New York police, charged
with grand Lirceny on the complaint of an
clderly reured  New  Jersey  real-estate
dealer who  daimed  that Newton  had
rigeed a $25,000 sale wo him ol worthless
stock ina gas and uulites company. New-
ton denied any fiaud, daimed o was all a
msunderstanding. and was released in
$2 500 Lail. The nesxt day the Thmnes noted
that New York Stae authoriues expected
Newton's

Jerse withiin o week

Lo a1 extradition to New

Fvidently Newton
bhear the vap. Jor no further news ol the
s .1]:])1'|14(| and fronn l'llﬁ‘lll'," records

1 leanned that somme five years Later, i Sep

tember 1936, Tus il was disclinged
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THE FLYING SAUCERS AND THE
MYSTERIOUS LITTLE MEN

ai ¢ started off by announcing over the telephone. “Now my
people are not tying to sell inything. They haven't got
anything to sell. But vou certainly. see. should be ina position
to Know how [ar you want to go to get to the bottom of this
deal”

Il 2 cash offer was what was required to make Newton pro-
duce his disks agarin there was only one thing to do.

Thetrouble was that making Newton an offer was kind of
like trailing veur foot in the water to lure a shark within gafling
distance. The stakes had to be high to make any sense and
Newton could be counted on to take care of himself in a fast
shulilca

Avervsolemn conference was set up and Newton was author-
ized to well “his people” that $10.000 would be put in escrow
as soon as some reasonable proof of the story’s authenticity was
produced. An additional $25.000 was to be turned over to New-
ton prior to publication

Newton was in great form that day. He was wearing a very
pale eriv dlannel suit and somewhere in his travels he had
picked up a deep tan. The way he handled himsell [ got to
fecling that 835000 was really a pretty chintzy offer.

There was the usual amount ol backing and filling. Newton
mulled the proposition over and gravely considered what his
people wonld think. Occasionally he digressed long enough to
spin some colorful bit ol saucerian inlormation, but by and
large he wos suialy the business man negotiating. Tt was a
shock, than when he rummaged around in a cout pocket, hauled
out the grimy handkerchicl, spread the gears and disks on the
desk and said. T suppose you wanted to see these again.”

Lt wis o bad moment. One look at Newton’s disks and it was
a cinch that the substitutes were at best pretty unrcasonable
facsimilies. But it could have been a lot worse—I could have
been caught diskless. Luckily, T did have the fake disks with
me, bad as they were. T was still carrying them around, aging
them in iny pockets.

The most obvious thing wrong with my [akes was that they
were much too thin—all but the one made ol moncel metal. It
was about halfway thick enough, but if it had seemed too hecavy
when it was made up. now, by seccretly sorting it out and
heltiing it in my pocket it scemed hopeless.

While T was wondering what to do, Newton was talking
abont a saucer that had been sighted over Alrica. As swept away
as he was by his new story he never once lost sight of the disks,
handing «ver frst one and then the other and placing them
on his open handkerchiel as they were returned.

I didn't dare stall any longer. Not only was there the chance
that any minute Newton would wrap up the disks and tuck
them away, but I was beginning to get the shakes.

I paimed the moncl fake by gripping it with the fourth
finger between the palm and second joint. and tried to remem-
ber wlhiat my Iriend Mclntyre, the magician. had told me.

“Let me sec one ol those disks agaimn, Mr. Newton,” T said.
{ guess I'm not cut out for this sort of thing because my voice
soundcd Jike 1 was going to be sick and when T took my hands
from my pocket I could see the skin creases shine where the
swear was forming.

[ took Newton's disk between my thumb and forefinger, held
it up o look avit, and then let it drop into my cupped hand.
I vave a kind of feeble cough with the idea that il it clinked
aguinst the fake, the sound would be covered. There. wasn't
any clink

[ went through the motions of hefting the disk in my hand
althougl actually [was holding the two of them tightly palmed
to keep them from getting mixed up. Big, single drops of icy
sweat were shithering down my sides.

I just s there tor asecond or two hefting away and trying
to look as b Twere pondering some deep interplanetary prob-
lem. Then looking Newron right in the eye as Mclntyre had
told me. I et the monel fake into my other hand and
l/.’l\»‘t[ it Lok o i, Ke PG Iy eyes [rom (hcking down at
that fake disk as I handed ic over was the hardest thing ['ve
cvel done v

Neweon took gt

shide

plunked 1o down on the handkerchiel with
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out even glancing at it, and went right on with his story. All'T
had ww do now was get his disk back into my pocket without his
noticing the move. Mclntyre had warned me not to do it too
soon and above all, not to look at my hand while I put it into
my pocker. T didn’t, but it was a struggle. Then 1 wried to sit
there and listen to Newton with that disk of his burning a hole
right through the side of my suit.

\s hard as [ tried not to sneak a look at the fake sitting
there in the handkerchief alongside of Newton's disk. T couldn’t
stop it. When I saw the two of them together 1 almost passed
out. The fake was so bad it stuck out like an Eskimo at a Boston
social tea party.

Newton never noticed it. When he was through with his
African saucer story he wrapped up the disks and gears, stuck
them in his pocket and announced that he would take up the
offer with Doctor. It might take a little time. Newton warned.
The last Newton had heard, the doctor had disappeared into
the scientific wilds of Pasadena so thoroughly that even his wife
couldn’t find him. But Newton would get in touch with me.

Five minutes after he was gone, T was on my way to the Stan-
ford Research Institute with the disk of unknown metal.

Dr. Hobson and his men gave the disk the lull treatment.
They clipped off a tiny picce and checked its melting point.
They did a simple gravimetric analysis. They mounted it in
plastic, polished a portion of it to a mirror finish and examined
its structure microscopically. They sent another picce of the
disk over to Stanford University lor a spectrochemical analysis.

It scemed a shame to go to all that trouble. The disk wasn't
made of anything that a 12-year-old with a $1 Chcm-Craft out-
fit couldn’t have analyzed in twenty minutces.

Newton's precious unknown metal that Dr. Gee had sup-
posedly taken from a crashed flying saucer, the same that hacd
refused to melt in Dr. Gee's laboratory at 10.000 degrees, melted
quite nicely at Stanford Rescarch Institute at just 657 degrees,
Fahvenheit.

It was plain old aluminum, 99.5 percent pure. a quality com-
mercially described as grade 28 and used in the manulacture of
nothing morce cosmic than pots and pans.

With that picce of intelligence in hand. [ gathered up my
notes and headed for Hollywood and Frank Scully. The prob-
lem now was to find out whether Scully had known about this
state of aftairs or. il he had simply been gulled by Newton and
Dr. Gee, whether he would be man enough to admit it and
help me run down the rest of the story.

Just to be on the safe side, though, T decided to see if [
couldn’t first get him to identily Dr. Gee as GeBauer. Tt would
be something ol a bluft, but, pending my trip to Phoenix, 1 was
pretty surc I had the vight man.

The Scully living room hadn’t changed. It was still the same
cheery bedlam ol dogs and children with Scully holding forth
as usual on a saucer case flashed to him by an ardent fan who
had read his book.

In the relative calm of Scully’s cluttered workvoom T brought
out the laboratory reports on the disk—the film from the spectro-
chemical analysis, the terse report on the gravimetric, the bleak

notes on the microscopic examination.

‘ Then Scully got through with them he looked as a man
might who had been riding in a flying saucer when the

center [ell out. After awhile he called in his wife. For Mrs.

Scully’s benefit the whole file on Newton was hauled out.

When she was through, Mrs. Scully just sat there saying over
and over, “How can it possibly be true?” The propitious mo-
ment seemed to be at hand to hazard the matter of Dr. Gee.

The first move was to sce if Scully still contended. as he had
in his book, that he had actually met Dr. Gee. Scully not only
said that he had, but that considering the high scientific tone
of Dr. Gee's conversation it didn’t seem possible that he could
be anything but what Newton claimed.

I made Scully a proposition. If he would voluntarilv admit
who Dr. Gee was, [ offered to let him join [orces with me
publicly in the final stages of smoking out Newton's veal mo-
tives in perpetrating a national hoax.

Scully refused. He had given his word, he said. not to reveal
who Dr. Gee was, and he didn't intend to break his promise.
Mis. Scully wried to convince him that he had been taken in by
Newton and was thus no longer obligated to him. Scully
wouldn't budee

I decided w play it the way they do in the movies. With the
most indiflerent attitude T eould muster, T hinted that ic didn’t
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make any diflerence to me because I knew who Gee was anyway.

I guess I must have sounded pretty indifferent hecause it
worked. Scully promised that if I could prove to han that 1
knew who Dr. Gee was, he would admit the identification was
correct.

It was kind of a ]opsidcd arrangement hanging completely on
Scullv's word, but at the moment his word scemed like a very
rugecd mstitution,

I told Scully the Phoenix address T had for GeBauer.

“You've got the man, all right,” Scully said.

“GeBauer, isn't 12" 1 asked.

“Yes, Dr. GeBauer,” he said.

I couldn’t have felt better if I had pulled off a merger be-
tween Scars Roebuck and Montgomery Ward.

Right away 1 wanted Scully to go to Phoenix with me
and confront GeBauer. Scully couldn’t make it. Tt was early
summer and Scully didn’t think he could stand the heat. Nor
was Scully sure that he wanted to admit publicly that his book
was a hoax. Scully didn't know what he wanted to do.

Finally we made a deal. 1 would go to Phoenix and talk with
GeBauer. Il GeBauer should refuse to admit that he was Dr.
Gee and would assert this denial in writing, Scully would join
lorces with me and find out what Newton, who was plainly
the moving spirit behind the little-men story, was really up to.

It wias a strange, backward kind of arrangement, but it was
the best T could do. And T did have Scully’s solemn promise
made in (ront of his wife.

“thn I got to Phoenix I hunted up Lloyd Clark of the
Phoenix Gazette and recruited him for a little advance
work. I wanted to get some photos of GeBauer in his natural
habitat and Lloyd thought he knew how it could be done.

Under the pretext of getting a story for the business section
ol the Cazette. Clark took a photographer and moved in on
Gebauer at his Western Radio & Enginecring Company.

Thev got the photos all right, but Clark had a strange report
to make about GeBauer's reaction to having his picture taken.

Most businessmen will crowd aside a

keeping their laboratory machinery running as a kind ol main-
tenance man.,

The Better Business Bureau wound up its report with a quote
by GeBaucr that ranks as probably one of the world's most
heroic efforts at obfuscation. The last paragraph of the report
reads: “When asked about further details of his business here
and clsewhere he said we could quote him as saying, ‘1 believe
in life, liberty, and the pursuit 0} happiness without the inter-
ference of man!""

The time had come to visit Dr. Gee in person.

It was dead-hot in Phoenix. GeBauer's shop, a modest enough
establishment despite Newton's glowing descriptions of Dr.
Gee's sprawling laboratorics, turned out to be a flat-roofed, one-
story building in a treeless section of town.

GeBauer is a stocky, middle-aged man with pale, deepset eyes.
I had made arrangements with a photographer from the Gazette
to park his car across the street from GeBaucer’s place, leave
his cammera in it and stroll around GeBauer’s showroom posing
as a customer, and I was glad there were reinforcements within
hailing distance.

We talked in GeBauer's office. While he talked, he toyed with
a steel bearing, rolling it back and forth across the glass top
in his desk.

I told him who I was and that I knew he was the Dr. Gee
in Scully’s book.

GeBauer gave me those eyes.

“You're mistaken there, my boy,” he said, rolling the bearing
around. “I know Newton and I've read Scully’'s book, but who-
ever told you I was Dr. Gee is away off basc.”

ch;ll was running down his jaws and making quick little
detours around his chin.

I asked GeBauer for a written statement
Dr. Gee.

No go. i

My line was, “Look, as long as you say you aren’t Gee, what
harm is there in giving me a statement that you aren’t?”

that he wasn't

herd of clephants to get their picture in
the paper. Not GeBauer. He didn't know
if 1t were really the right thing for him
to be photographed or not. He spent quite
4 littde time trying to convince Clark and
the photographer that they ought to make
their pictures of his shop and his stafl but
they should lcave him out. Very modest
ectut, tns GeBaucer.

But newspaper photographers have a
way about them, a lide harsh sometimes,
bhut effective. Clark and his man came away
with & very nice mug shot of GeBauer.

Clark hadn’t been able to pry much in-
formation out of GelBauer about his past,
but he had a preuy good idea of how to
aet whiat we wanted

As sonn as the husiness-news story and
the photo of GeBauer ran in the Gazelle,
Clark a deal with the local Better
susiness hureau o do a follow-up.

I'he Burcau came away with a very
interestng notaryzed I(")!:rl.

Instead of holding degrees from Armour
Cacighton University, and the
University of Berlin, as Scully wrote, Ge
Sauct anly dlanned a th‘wu' i electrical
Louts Insutute ol

[echmology e Chicago around 1931 o
19%2

e

Institite

crcincering from 1he
Lie couldn’t yemember which

Fiome 194% o 1945, while he was sup
posed g lave Leen heading up 1,700 scien
tsts daing 55000 ex periments on the land,
and thie
billion dollars n

i the sca an and spending one
A !u|; SCaret poveynment
magneucrescarch program, Gelaaer al
lowed Lie wias merely chel ol
at the ArRescarch Company i Phocnix

and Laos Angeles

laboratanres

A check on that chom showed that G
Saucer lind been witly AvResearch all vight,
had

and done a4 nost Competent
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THE FLYING SAUCERS AND THE
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His line was, "I don’t want to put

amviaing down i writing
until 1 talk it over with my attoiney ~ Fie had run imto wrouble

with Newton helore. Seems as though Newton owed him some
money for some equipment Gebauer had butlt for him. He
cdidn’t know il e should sign any statement or not

GeBauer wanted to talk the deal over with his wile, who was
m the shop. 1leli then talking and made a litde tour ol the
plice. In a room that wias a combination storeroom, workshop
and- wrapping rooni. there was a box of brown rods exactly
like the one George Kochler had showed me in Denver claim-
g 1t was a Perclite arrow shaft.

[ was [eeling kind of reckless. Maybe it was the heat. I broke
il piece of rod and ook it over to GeBauer. "What's this
stull?” 1 asked

"1 cievision antenna separators,” he said. He didn’t look too
happy. Mavbe he was sore because I broke that piece oft.

I began to push GeBauer about the statement, since he still
stuck to his story. and finally he started dictating to his wife.
Tt rook sovezal false starts but he eventually produced what I
necded as a lever on Scully. It was on his letterhead and it read:

To "Vhom e May Concern: T have been asked by J. P.
Cahn ol the Sar Francisco Chronicle il 1 were the Dr. Gee
in Scully’s book. T am making this statement to all con-
cerned: P vet the Dire Gee mentioned in the book Be-
hind The Flyoeg Saucer. 1 have no knowledge of the flying
saucer ather than what I have read. . ..

1 have 1 no way aay connection with Frank Scully, his
books or statements. o il Tacany time give Frank Scully
authority i inler that T might be Dr. Gee. The scientific
dutics and qualifications mentioned in his book in no way
describe my activitics during the war period.

(signed) L. A. GeBauer.

All Scully had asked mc to get was a statement from GeBauer
denying the identity by which Scully had admitted to me that
he knew him | had it and on GeBauer's own letterhead. T cer-
trinly ligured that would do the trick of unlocking Scully.
Bui 1t didn’t.

Maybe Scully had his fingers crossed when he promised me
that if 1 got such a statement he would admit Newton and Ge-
Tauer had chumoed him and help me run down the reason
they went to all ihat trouble. Or maybe he only keeps his
promies on odd days of the weck. It's hard to tell. But Scully
knows what he promised and so does his wife. She was there
at the time.

Fiioo I called him on the telephone and told him what had
happened. Scully wouldn’t even listen to me.

i had the GeBauer statement photostated and I mailed him
a copv by registered mail.

His only reply to that was a violent letter and a phone call
that should have short-circuited the entire Bell System. Scully
maintained that 1 was persccuting him, just as everyone clse
connected with the saucer story was being persecuted, and that
he would probubly sue someone. To date no one has showed up
Lo serve any papers.

¢ omgthing e¢lse showed up, however, that makes for some
5 interesting speculation. Thor Seversen, digging around in
Denver, firally found copies ol the publication called the
Petioleum Review that RO D). White of the Calilornia Company
had sugzested T oread. Iv was o good suggestion.

I the 194647 Petvolewm Review you will find three long
articles written by Silas M. Newton. In all of them Newton ex-
pounded the nerits ol s geological theories about Rangely

and denounced the United States Geological Survey and “bu-

TC LI \‘\'.w'nlr;“l«.” i )
Newton further disungushed himsell by introducing to his
Petvolewm Itevew than the noted author
Frank Scully whom he incorrealy clanmed “served several times
(as a) member of the Calilornia legislawure.”
Scully’s contribution o that issuc of the Petrolewm 12eview
was an artcle entitled “Nowes on a City”

readers none otler

Suilding that was
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certainiy helplul to Newton's promotional pitch. hie arucle
predicted that the town of Rangely “can become a city of 50,000
in the next five years.” That would be in 1952. Scully's predic-
ton is a little high unless something unusual happens in
Rangely in the next few months. The latest population figures.
gathered in 1950 and printed in the Rand McNallv Road Atlas.
511(7\\‘5 Rangely’s population hovering at the 5,000 mark.

I'here is other remarkable cooperation between Newton
and Scully. In the subsequent Petroleum Review, for 1947-48.
Newton blossomed into print again with “a new exploratory
method . . . (a) revolutionary new technique (that) may end
the specter of ‘dry holes.” " Some phrases from the article and
the magazine's explanatory squib will ring familiar to readers
ol Scully’s book. TFor example:

Petroleum Revicw: “Certain it is that petrolcum in place
radiates energy . . . microwaves can be caught and measured.”

Behind the Flying Saucers, page 36: “Petrolcum in place . . .
radiates magnetic energy and this is mcasurable.” .

Petrolewn Review: “"Microwaves being broadcast constantly
by petroleum deposits hidden deep in the carth. .

Behind the Flying Saucers, page 36: “Petroleum deposits
hidden deep in the carth were constantly broadcasting
magnetic microwaves.”

Scully could have checked the worth of such claims as casily
as I did by querying any authority in the subject. Dr. Thomas
Poulter of the Stanlord Rescarch Institute examined Newton's
statements and told me, “As [ar as 1 know, petrolcum in place
doesn’t radiate anything. [l it did, all the world’s oil fields
would have been discovered long ago.”

The practical value of Newton's theories was alrcady on
record. The same Petroleum Rewview issuc ol 1946-47 that car-
ried Newton's articles contained, on page 88, a resume by the
ceditors of the yecar's drilling operations that noted. “Onc¢ hun-
dred and forty . . . wells . .. were added to the forty wells pro-
ducing on January 1, 1946, in Rangecly Ficld, and its first duster
was drilled—the Newton Oil Company’'s Government D-1 on
the southern edge ol the ficld. .. ." Perhaps it was this dry hole,
which is not the best ol recommendations for an o1l promoter.
that made necessary Newton's “revolutionary new technique”
which he proclaimed the [ollowing year and the theory of which
Scully glowingly quoted.

0 nly the ultimate question remained to be answered. Why did

Trank Scully write Behind the Flying Saucers—a book now
proved to be, in effect, one of the greatest scientific hoaxes to
hit the country since the old Cardifl Giant was rooted out of
the soil of the Onondaga Valley in 1869.

I'm sorry that I don’t know the answer. 1 don’t know it be-
cause 1 think there is no single answer. Beyond the immediate
and obvious one that the book was highly profitable lics a tangle
of intangibles—the motives of the various individuals who werce
involved in fostering the story.

I believe that Frank Scully allowed himself to trust sincerely
what was told him by others, although T'll agree that that takes
some believing about Scully. “I have tried to the best of my
ability to find flaws in their stories,” he wrote in his preface.
You can charitably form a low opinion of his ability, or you
can gencrously supposc that he may have been blinded by his
long friendship with the man who emerges most impressively
from the book—that wizard among ore and oil explorers, the
scientist whosce geophysical acumen as described by author
Scully would certainly merit any investor’s interest, Silas Mason
Newton.

I'd give a good dcal to know what led Newton to concoct
the Little-Men-in-Flying-Saucers-from-Venus yarn and get other
people to go along with it. I've been meaning to ask him, but
he hasn’t come around lately.

I've been meaning to ask him, too, if he has figured out a mag-
netic story to cxplain the fact that one ol those disks of un-
known mectal in his handkerchiel is so much heavier than the
other one.

I1 T know Newton, I'll bet that he has.—J. P. Cahn

ooy v [ e Setie ) i e ~ Ao

A True Book-Leﬂgﬁh Feature

t

e g




