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The Air Force Intelligence General who made the presentation in the E 
link basement Pentagon vault was MAJOR GENERAL JAMES C. PFAUTZ . 

Blum stated that he ran his own secret UFO task force for Air Force 
Intelligence in 1983 . (p.57) 
He lives in Annapolis Maryland . Hi s number is 
(410) 849 - 8918 . 

Blum also stated that f ol lowing his speach Alexander told him the 
Working Group operations were compartmented , and that he wou ld have 
to leave the room . (p. 75) 
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Dr . J . Allen Hynek , 6/ 3/ 75 

( lJ~'O sigh t ings al l over northern ·1iisconsin and Einnesot a - -is this 

nusual ?) It is r ather unu s u a l f or that area , a lthough we have now 

h c:,d. :for the past 6 we eks a fair amount of activity insouthern rtianitoba, 

an are a about 55 mile s south of \'/innepgg . ~ We ' ve had some very 

intere s ting sightings from there .The pattern has been in the past 

tho.t a n area can r emain what we c al l ' lTFO hot ' f or several we eks 
· -

ana -cne:6. ·fnlngs · Jus 'c a.ie Qown. "Tne iJ'::fwlH Hiscons in thing is unusual 
- -- • • • • • -~--::--~-:-~-:::=·-::----:-:-:--- ~~-=------

in t hat it has pe rs ist ed this long while. (In facf, it's still going 

on. :::; i ghtin·g~ as r .ecently as ia~t • we ek i; May 1 It's beginning to_ look 

like n orth_~: n Wisconsin and north e rn M • nneso and __ southern!_ Hens~ 

C2.1 <..l a orm one rather large area. 



J anuary I3,I97P' 

Dear Gr ant 

I 'm s ending you the detail s that± rem­

ember f r om the si ghting of a UFO that I had on 

September 3, 1976. 
I 1m sorry- that I took so) long in sending this 

t o you but I just kept putting it off . 

I hope this information is still of some use 

to you .. 

I on •t mention the mames o~ any of the others 

w who also saw the UFO, because I don •·t know 

if they would appreciate it~ 

Orr1 September 3,1976 at about 7.00PM I was called 

out of the house to look at a bright light in 

t he Northeasterro sky. 

The light moved slowly west and was descending 

slightly. It theTh went 'E>.ackwards wi th0 'fosing any 

s peed,it went up ind made movements impossible 

f or an airplane or helicopter to make. 

This obj ect then- slov1ly di sappeared behind a 

bluff of trees north of the house. 

During the time that we where watching thi s we 

heard no noises fronux the object. 

There where few if any clouds in sky at the t ime 

a nd there wa s more than e:m:~ enough light t o 

make it possible to see if the ob j ect as an 

I dentifiable one or not. None of USf could 
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I Aliens on Earth Weird-sounding UFO seen by 2 
; ··ior selfish pu, pose" 

Hy Jeon Kownt..ki 

(J Two pN•ple •• 1,t thty walched an ohjcct "maltlna 
wrlrd 0011nt1s·· crulle over Simi Vnll•y earlier lbla 

~ WN'k 

~ Andy Andrnon of Simi Valley said the objttt wu 

humming nolae aod u • lbe object. '1 loolled up and all 
I eouJd - WU u-e llll)Jla. 11,ey • .,. n,d a.nd wblta 
U&)lta," he aald. Al on,, pold, lie aald, the UC,,la • -
aide 1wted bllnkln&, 

Alien• from nntlther snlnr 
O s_-sllo'rn nre on En.rth, pMsihh 

h\'1ng underg,-ound !IOmewlw1 ~ 
~ in ew Mexico. ThPV nte 
j;: 11hrluct ing humans fot grnet,r 
,.j research , and the gnvernmrnt • 
c2l of the world know somrthing 

about it . 
i " I put credence into re1-.111 s 
!7S that t hr nliens are up t,, 
~ s<'n1elhing, nnd it 's no good," 

I l.('()nnrd Stringfield , nn auth0r 
nml investigntor of unidenlifi,•d 
flyi ng objects, said . ·· A hens an• 
herr for a definite purpose nm! 
• selfish pu.rpo,e." 

Stringfield spoke lo about 70 
~pie April 27 nt the Milford 
Brnnch Library About th<' 
hiswry of UFO a>ghtins,. thr 
e,~dence that ext rnterrestnal 
beings arc abducting hum1ms 
for AXperiments, and the U .S 
gcwPmme-nt 's involvement in 
Ul\'P<lignting nnd covering up 
ll,• nlien presence . 

In the pest ◄ () yenrs. 
Sl! inp;fi eld said, he has cnmr 
across infonnation from \'e.riou~ 
reliable ,ources-pc,Lice offi­
cers , <'nginet>ra , government 
end military officinls, pilots nnd 
wenlher forecasters - convinr~ 
ing him that nliens of sPvern.l 
d.Jff,- rent races have l!IIldcd on 
Earth. somelimes in IA.rgr 
concPntrations. 

" And it seems that the little 
a.liens are m isbehaving. " he 
said , " because I've suddenly 
bee n inundated again with 
s ightings." 

Lat.e lest fall, Stringfield 
said, " there wa., so much gning 
on it was unbeLieveabl e . ·' 

l.eoaord Stringfield 

Sightinga of low-level , hu17,C' 
ohjects were reported nightly in 
the Blue Ridge Mount.aina, as 
weU a.s oreM of Kentucky, 
Arkansu, 1111d west.em Pennsy­
vanla. Stringfield said he l>ns 
heard from various souces thnt 
government officials from 
severnl nsllona are meeting or 
900n will meet , under tight 
aecurity, to diM:uas the al ien• 
preoenre on earth . Also, 
d•-ltgat1on1 from Aus tralis , the 
Soviet UnJon, and Ch.Ina have 
vis it ,;d the Blue Room nl 
Wnght.- Pau.enon Arr f'orce 
Bue Ill fOJrbom , one of th 
repuled hearlquart.ers for the 
U. S government'• U YO and 
al.Jen research. 

';;j <Q " reel.8ngular, with one Ught °" uch rorncr. It wu big­
> ~ grr thnn nn airplane and wider ," 

- l\ndenon, tR, and hll friend, Frenll Mulholland. 20, 

Flv• people am• out ol U. bocae and alao 11• the 
UJl'O, Anderoon l&ld. "We ran out lnto·lhe 1treet and 
w1khed /or about lhree mlnuta;'' be aald. 

-~ , werr work,n~ on • car In tM back yard of Mulhol11nd'1 
vi ~ sister's hou.•c nt PnclJlc Avenue and Fourth Streel 

The object cnliMd out lowanl the San , ernudo 
Valley, uld An<lerwml, who flltlm,ta It WU <Nff Loa 
Angela Avenue and F'lnt St,.-" • hen be flnt lpollld 
IL 

_ >, 11,·hrn lh•y h,•nrd ft loud nooe and uw the ob~t, Oyln& 

I 
ttl southe••I • houl 300 feet high. 
:{; " lt , ountlerl likr a law hum. The sound was nothln8 

llkr n Jel or n propcll,r," l\ndenon said. 
Acconllnl lo Mul.bolland, the object WU "bf& nd 

dart." 
l\ndrrsnn s.ild h• wu sure th• craft. which I.bey spot• 

led nt nll<•ul 10 p.m. Tuesday, wn•n·t some k.lnd of 
plonr " It was loo big and going loo slow. There's no 
woy a jet eould do that. 

" If a jel wns nylng tlwt low, the sonic boom.would 
blast your f'.ll rs orr, •• he said. 

" I don't know what It WU . It WU l'llillng .lOIN wetnf 
aouods," he aald. H, uw a similar object n, <Ntt the 
Simi Valley Freeway a few 7eana10. 

Tile Simi Val!Q Police o.,,or,.,ent aald that no caa 
about UF'OalghUnp b.od i-n ,.,.-ted ~ 1 nlllflt. 

Mulholland, who liv .. lo Moorpark, said be heard a 
When he 11,r tile ob)OCI ~ y oJ4ht. ~ 

, l&ld: " I Justata""1 at it I.he~-" 

~- Weber calls on Reagan to· 1acknowledge UFOs 
:j ~ Dy 11-T Staff dent Reagan to consider I.he fol- ~ planet for many yean.· 
~ ~ The prc,idcnt or the Chippewa lowing suggestion: . Corpontlon officials have staled 

! 
f-all<-bascd UFO Site Center has "That you will appeal before the that they belie,,e humans must pro­

o: ,rni n lcltcr 10 ~ ident Reagan American public, which has twice v_ide a landing sire, and an invita­
.. askmg that tJ,e president go bcrorc elected you as their presldcn~ and llon, befon1 oontact w, 11 be made. 

·;J el the American people and teU them make I ruu and open statement that Ill his leue:r, Weber said he had 
tl tl1,t unidCJ1tificd flying object do UFOs arc real. Also. that' 3U docu- no problem aclcoowledging that he 

• <0 cx i.<t. menu pn:viously classiflcd ,.; 11 be voted for Reagan because he 
~ a, T0m Wchcr, a Chippewa Falls drclamficd and made available to believed that "when the chips are 

~ 
~ businrisman_. rs_ the ~d o_r I n?n• the Site Center Corporation and the down, you would take the right and 

_ profir organ11.auon which as trying public in general." .. I ' proper action" and that making the 
~ to· misc m,llioru of dollan, to con• According to Site Center omce~. 1MounccmCJ1t or UFO authenticity 

s1ruc1 n UFO landing Site near their goal is to buUd a landing site is the "right and proper action." 

l f Elmwood. . "leading to contact, dialogue and. The organization has opcnod ah 
Elmwood has . been the location ultimarcly, a foll association and office in Chippewa Falls and is 

of mnnr UFO siungs m the past. . rclarionship wit!, advanced civiliu - soliciting donations towards tht 
In h,s lc1tc1, Weber ulu Pres,- 1lon(s) who have been observing consb'Uction or a UFO landing pad. 

" We are nl n serious phase 
concerning the UFO' , if what 
I ' ve been hearing i• nol 
d isi n fo rma tion,'' Stringfield 
said . " You will soon heRr of 
some news. end it will be 
UFO-related ." 

Stories about tho under­
ground instnl.lel ioos nnd experi­
menLaLion on humans hove 
"gotten out of hand over the 
past year." Stringfield sn.id, 
helped along by severnl books 
published on the subject. 
People hove reported being 
abducted hy nliens, nnd that 
they have been mialrented ; 
probes have been inserts in 
various parts ,of their bodies, 
and chips of 90me sort have 
been placed into their brnins. 

" I believe thev are here for 
BCientific curiosity, '' Stringfield 
said . " They know what they are 
doing, ond t hey nre lnlring 
advantoge of the hum1111 being . 
They are nol here lo toke us 
over , but to merge with u• and 
use us until they reach their 
goal. " 

The reallOn for the Inter­
national mPetinga nbo11L the 
alien• mey be to deviae 6 

counLermPesure , he said , Lo 
thwart the a hens ' purposes . Or, 
he snJd , thoy mny be t.o meot 
with the oh<'ns themsolvrs . 

Stringfield snJd he haa heard 
reports about govornmenl 
officials mPellng with allrn• ln 
thP U S. dn•Prtn ; he alHo hM 
hPRtd of an agTeement lwtwt'on 
the nlion• and the world 
governments made ln the l 960a 
where th e aliens agref'd to 
ah• re Borne lcchnologir•I In-

formation in eschange for he was uked-\o cooperate wil.b 
permission to perform l.imJu,d the military for three years. He 
esperimentalion on hwnana. ehared information wll.b the Air 

"Theo they learned (the Force, and l1 llhared inlonna­
nliens) had been deceitful, had · tion wil.b him.' 
reneged on the deal, •• "No great eecreta were 
Stringfield sajd_ " Thia may be dlacl08ed," Stringfield aaid, 
nnolher rea,on for tbe meet• " But I could tell how eerioua 
ings. the government wu about 

" There has t.o be a reason for UFO'." Hla cooperation 'aillO 
the mllrimum aecurlty," he was UH<! u a tel!lt, '. he aaid, to 
saM. " That ia II fact . " If there gauge the public'• 'reaction to 
was something nice happening, UFO', becauee a.!tet awhile his 
we would have been told a long sources dried up. ; 
time ago." "I wondered wh., I wu 

Sightlngs of unidentified getting Information from key 
flying objects began in earnest people," be aaid. An Incident 
after World WAI ll , String- where, after giving a talk about 
field sn.id. Large numbers of the alien bodiea allegodly house 
" flying saucers ' aightinga were al Wrighl-Patter10n, he wu 
common in the early 1950•, be t.aken by police t.o hill bot.el 
snid , e~pecioUy In 1952. Larger room and wu told bia life was 
numbers of \JFO1 were 1een in In danger wu the govem-
1973. ment'1 way of "acaring me off a 

Stringfield bad become in- subject that wu becoming just 
t1>rested in \JFOa after seeing a little too 981'\ait.lve." 
three or Lhem during World The U.S. government "bas 
w,,,. ll , nnd began research- wit hheld informatioQ from the 
ing them in 1960. He began an public about UFOa since t.he 
lnlormatloonl newaletter caUed eB1ly 1950s, whe n I.be Air Force 
Round Hobin, in which those formed the Roberteon Panel, 11 
who hod ~l'en UFOs shared group or government and 
their experiencea with other m illtnry o((lclala, which 
auhscribers . Whoo a radio " gathered eecret lnfonn11lion 
reporter rud the newaletter 80 aens11llona.l that the public 
ovrrthe air ono day, it took only ahould not know about It ," 
three dnys for the local post Stringfield said. To de0ect the 
office to bocome swamped wit.b public'• inlerelt from UJ'Oa, 
Iott.era . the government began Oper-

, 'That showed to me lhe allon Blue Book, a project 
interest of the public," which encouraged people to 
Stringfie ld said . ' 'Thal WH Jull inform Lha govemrnenl about 
the beginning." l.helr slght.lngs. 

Arter his roaean:h , publlahed Opurallon Blue Book wu a 
In several books, caught the ' 'p ublic relation.a lhina," 
attention of the U .8. Air Force, Stringfield a.Id, and the 

government " played up UFO 
aightings as a big joke . Anyone 
who sew anything wu drunk or 
a psychopath." 

The real UFO investigation 
was called MJ-12, and the 
government " Wied eve ry stra• 
tegic ruae in the book to steer 
information from t.he public," 
Stringfi&ld said. 

Information held back by I.be 
government, be aaid, includes a 
description of a common alien 
race via.lting Earth: a four-foot, 
three-inch humanoid with a 
large, peAI-sbaped, bairleu 
bead; recessed. · slanted eyes 
with no eyelids; a slli for a 
mouth, without lip• or teeth ; 
mobile, gray akin; oversized 
.ums and short. thin legs. 

" Twenty-nine fint.band wtt,. 
ne1Sea uid I.bey had aeen craft.a 
or bodies in government 
custody, and all are analogoua 
to one another ," Stringfield 
said . "Where there'• smoke, 
I.here'• fire , and boy wu l.bera 
• lot of smoke." 

Theoriea about why I.be 
allena are on Earth, performhig 
their alleged r-arch. are 
varied, Stringfield aa.id. One 
planet' • In habitants may have 
" eeeded" Earth thousands of 
yeara ago. Their planet may be 
11milar to Earth and may be 
~ . 01' lta SUD IDAJ' be ~ -

" We may find - •re on a loa 
race, or a failed experiment." 
Stringfield aald. "There·• no 
wa1 to back an, of thia up. You 
jult talte lhe Information you 
.,. and try to dnw a 
Cllllcllllion, alw.,.a being mind­
ful of dlalnlonnallon." 
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No. ~971 (Ashland UFO ) ••• 4 
,., 

· "There was this circular object about 12 .feet across with red 

and bluish-green lights around the outside and in the center there 

was an opening like a door with a real brilliant light _coming .from 

inside. 

' -. nr :felt I could have looked inside il I'd been closer, but I 

couldn't see any ·aetails~.-- The object made a high~ whlny~ sing=sollgy 

noise. I've never heard a sound like that before." 

~ • : Jane had gone- back out with him, axwfay now Je:ff and John bad 

. r 

come outs ide too while Mrs .. Baker wa tched f'rom the doorway .. Monty 

stayed .upstairs in his bedroom throughout the incident* ~too absorbed . 

in a\ baskei;bau_~e on .the radio to . pay much _ att~ntib1F {6 what ~s/ -·; 

going_ on outside •. ·• 

·The UFO's appearance had changed since Jane .first saw it . . The 

doorwa_y or- opening hadn't been there the :first time and the lights 

were duller~ she said. 
. t · 

·· "It's different. its changed," she said• "the door wasn.•t there . 

• • : :t/· ;z .< ·:};.:~.· __ ,_._·: ... •· .... • •. ·~.~ .. ~.:.-~.=.}.\_(> .:~ - -••• 
: .. ·:<)-~.?.,~ ·:·/·: .- - J ...... ' ;,, '" 

. -·' ·~ • -. . .• - • . • -

• .. _-~ They stood watching ~t .for several miI~utes~ uncert~ what to ·_·._·. 

do~ / when suddenly a poun:cik noise came .from inside the· craft • . :-

· "It was like somebody was hammering .on a piece oi '. ~etai. or 

repairing something , " Baker said. 
J,, J,. 

"It was like bang,. bang-bang, bang and so .forth. Some were louder 

than others~ like a heavy. hit and then a light .tap . . There was no pattern 

t!.i­
to it. 

Said Jane: "It s ounded like when you go into shop class at school 

and the kids are working on cars anct ' hammering ·on me·tai~a 

Mrs . Baker never went outside during the incident. 

MORE 



No . 8971 (Ashland UFO ) • • • 5 ., 
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TWENTY-TWO. 
The house was dark. People were home-somehow he knew that- but they 
were hiding, pretending they were out. So the car ( or was it a bus.? it seemed 
bigger than a car) had no choice but to keep on going. It continued at a steady 
speed dow11 the long, empty road. At lost, there was another house. It was a 
wonderful-house. There was a picket f ence, and a garden, and blue shut!ers. 
A pie, or maybe a coke, was baking in the kitchen and the worm fresh smell 
was tempting. No , the allure was stronger than the simple tug of hunger. It 
was intense. Enticing. But this house, too, was dork. Again, everyone was 
hiding. Why.? Why didn 't they invite the people in the vehicle inside.? Why 
didn 't they welcome them.? Yet the house remained dark. Nothing moved inside. 
The vehicle continued down the blacktop road. It wasn't right. 

:-~;·· tf 
1'1_),,. 

--- - ··--·-

Tom Weber woke from this dream in the grip of panic . All at once 
he fe lt def<.: rm: k ss. He was fifty yea rs old, a h usband and a fathe r, a 
good provider, and fo r the first time in his very ordinary life things 
we re out of control. H e wasn't scared, but some thing, he desperate ly 
unde rstood, was wrong. T he digital clock read afte r 3:00 A.M . ; h is wife 
Colleen was cudd led on the other side of the bed, peacefu l and ob­
livious. H e wanted to hug her eight, to go back to sleep, but he rea lized 
the dream wou ld only return . H is escape wou ld be sho re-li ved. H e 
didn't have the will to endure it one more time: the heavy swea ts, 

·' 

the unfocused anger swelling from somewhere deep in the very ce nte r ·, 
of his being, the infuriating confusion . What was happening to him ? ., i 

Th d ream had sta rted pe rhaps six monch s ago. le was always th e • j ~ 
s·am~: the-dar~ h_ouses ;·_thc unwelco_me guescs :· the sharp and corros ive ------- J _j _ _ _ 
feelmg that this 1nhosp1table behavior was an irrevocable mistake, the • ~ J 
seeds of something tragic. At first the dream had come upon h im ... , f 
casually, maybe once every week or so. Bue now it was relentless, an .. ! 

,J 
I 
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alarm sounding in the depths of each night. The time had come, he 
acknowledged to himself, to understand what he was being told- and 
to deal with it. 

Not that from the start he didn't have his suspicions. But he pre­
ferred, as was his methodical way, to do things slowly, to follow a 
logic of sorts. So, sitting upright in his bed, his wife soundly asleep 
by his side, Tom Weber began an inventory of his life. In the cozy, 
homey quiet of the early morning-a false calm, he knew-he forced 
himself to work his way down a short checklist. 

Work? Well , things were just starting to come together. A few years 
back he had started up a company to spray-paint computer parts and 
even though headquarters was a warehouse in Chippewa Falls, Wis­
consin, it was beginning to attract the attention of some of the big 
computer manufacturers. Jobs were pouring in . Now, if only he could 
manage to keep his lungs clear of those damn solvents from the spray 
paints . . . And then it struck him. Perhaps some sort of toxic gas from 
all the spray painting he had been doing had already been absorbed 
by his system. Perhaps the noxious by-product was eating away at 
him; maybe that was what was driving him toward this agonized con-
fu sion. It was a chilling thought. But no, he finally decided , his symp-
toms would have been different. Delusions, yes; a variety of wild 
thoughts, possibly. But not the same small, precise dream night after 
night. 

So, he moved on to consider the rest of his life. He was a happy 
man, very much in love, and very much loved. His three children 
were a bless ing, especially the three-year-old. Who would have imag-

I 
Ii: 
I j 
i.i 
I j 

I I ' 

ined, he asked himself with delight, that he would father another child 
as he go t within worrying range of his fifti e th birthday? And, another 
unanticipated bit of good fortune , Colleen was will ing to put up with 
a lot. She was twenty years his junior, still sparkling wich youth , and 
he, with his g ray Old Testament beard and big balding dome of a i 
head , looked like he r father. At least '·.that was what many people ! 
thought when they we re first introduced to the couple . And his kids? 1: 

Most people made the same mistake the re , too. Nice grandchildre n l 
you have, Mr. We be r. But did C olleen co mplain ? Ge t embarrassed ? 

- Not his Coll ee n. -She was with him all the way, -~-•supporcive, ~'... he .was _____ _ 
fond of saying. In fact , the re· was only one provoca tio n that wou ld 
summon a streak of he r Dutch te mper to rush co the su rface . "You 
and you r dam ned science, " Collee n, shrill and exasperated , would 

\ 
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shout after he launched into another of his lectures. The whole thing 
made her nervous; she didn't like to think about it. But he did . For 
years he had been living with these ideas , continually collecting faces, 
doggedly building theories. He knew he was right. And, as he replayed 
a familiar scene in h is mind- Colleen telling him she'd had enough , 
she didn't want to hear about it anymore , and he , calm but adamant, 
reluctant to give in- Tom Weber realized at that moment what he 
had suspected from the start- the dream was about them. 

Over the years , Tom Weber had become convinced the human race 
was not alone in the universe. Science and logic, he insisted with the 
rigidity of a man who was proud of his self-taught grasp of both dis­
ciplines , provided irrefutable proof. Don' t cell me, he wou ld begin as 
he launched into a carefu lly formulated exercise in probability theory, 
that it's unlikely there are other worlds. Why, what are the odds chat 
any of us should exis t? That our paren ts should meet? That our grand­
parents should somehow have been brought together? And that chal­
lenge thrown, he wou ld commence tracing a genealogical tree whose 
branches stretched back into the Middle Ages, an exercise that splen­
didly demonstrated that if the rules of strict probability truly governed 
this unive rse, then none of us would have been born. The odds that 
all the precise sets of circumstances chat would have had to happen 
to make any one of us the he ir to the specific family history we inherited 
are greater than the numbe r of sca rs in the universe . "A thousand years 
ago, who wou ld have predicted me or you?" Tom Weber, triumphant, 
would ask. "Yet," he wou ld conclude with a last-laugh smile, "we all 

exist. And , likewise, so do other worlds ." 
T hen, rolling on with perfect confidence, he would launch into his 

theories about unidentified flying objects and the creatures who piloted 
these craft . To him, all his deductions were simply common sense. A 
Super-Intelligent Society was presently monicoring Earth . Since they 
were so technologica ll y sophisticated, the e creatures lived a subter­
ranean exis tence on their own planet; li ving on a surface exposed to 
myriad cosmic dangers, these wise creatures would have undoubtedly 
learned, was coo precarious a situation. Also, because they were so 
advanced, they employed a mechanics quite different from our own 

----one-di mensional aerodynamics; - these creature -and here Weber 
could be a bit long-winded, offering his unique, didac tic revi ionisrn 
as che alternative to the axioms in the dozens of physics texts he had 
so laboriously studied-were able to manipulate the effects of gravity 
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on their craft through electromagnetism. Above all, he would also take 
care to emphasize, it was impossible that these extraterrestrial visitors 
were anything but benevolent; for, he would state with unwavering 
confidence, " the level of a society's technology will always be pro­
portional to those moral standards governing its use." 

He had worked out these ideas over more than a decade of deep 
thought. Yet, as he sat upright in his bed , he could not understand 
why these carefully rendered articles of faith were suddenly turning 
on him , suddenly tormenting him . What had happened to turn his 
lovingly formulated philosophy into this nightly avenging dream? 

And then he knew-Elmwood. 
le must have been over a year ago when he first started reading in 

the local papers about the frequent sightings in that tiny vi ll age almost 
forty-five miles from his home. Though a believer, he had never seen 
a UFO. Perhaps this was his chance. So, when things slowed down 
at work, he drove to Elmwood . He sat parked in his car on a country 
road watching and waiting. He saw nothing. ut he did make it his 
business to speak to many of the people who had witnessed these 
craft. Everyone had a story to tell, and he, intrigued, listened. He 
returned home disappointed, but still convinced . And chat was that. 

Or was it? Because now it all fell into place. His trip to Elmwood 
had been six months ago. Just when the dream had started! He rose from 
his bed as if summoned. The first weak rays of sun light were sneaking 
into hi s bedroom. The muffled sounds of his children's first stirrings 
were fl oati ng through the house. As he stood by his bed , a man erect 
as if at attention, unable to move, unable to speak, the meaning of 
his troubling drea m was at once apparent. And the odd, unconnec ted 
ideas chat had for so long been rumbling through his daily life had in 
an instant acquired a monumental purpose. 
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From that first moment, the dream , now decoded, unfolded before 1· 

Torn Weber with a remarkable clarity. The dark houses, of course, ll,.•_ 
were the homes of the citizens of Elmwood. They were the ones who 

- were hiding,- refu'si ng ·to welcome ..! ' the -vehicles'2-filled with -the su------
perincelligent beings. And he also· understood what was making hi s "J 
pai n so acute, why his nightmare ~as such an agonizi ng one: This 
inhospitable behavior would have te rrible consequences. le wasn't 
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simply that for the throwing open of a door, the turning on of a light, 
the opponunity to take part in the greatest event in the history of 
mankind was being ignored. o, there was more. These benevolent 
visitors were bringing a precious gift-the wisdom they had acquired 
that had allowed them to survive despite their knowledge of nuclear 
technology. Without this wisdom, mankind would , he was certain, 
self-destruct. othing less than the future of the planet was at stake; 
and Earth, or at least Elmwood , was uninterested. 

Who could blame Tom Weber if he couldn't sleep? 
But, undaunted, he came up with a plan. The details took some 

long and deliberate pondering, but the broad strokes came to him, he 
would claim, in the quiet of that first morning when his dream was 
suddenly translated into-a coheren~ message. Still, he waited awhile 
before sharing his idea. It was a vast enterprise he envisioned, and he 
wanted to get it all laid out in his mind before proceeding. 

When Tom Weber was more confident, on a blustery February day 
in 1988, he decided to act. But there are nightmares that do not go 
away with daylight, and as he drove ea.st on snow-slicked 1-94, his 
mind, too, was swirling like the wet, falling snow. He was once more 
full of familiar anxieties and terrors, and only as he got closer to 
Elmwood did it even occur to him that it might have been wiser to 
have called the mayor and made an appointment. After all, not every 
politician might have the time co see a visitor-even if the unexpected 
guest was bringing an idea that would change the world . 1 

TWENTY-THREE • 
There are some politicians who are most comfortable with superlatives; 
the language of excess seems to suit their ambitions. Others are by 
nature more laconic; or then again, perhaps they simply have some­
thing to hide. But Larry Feiler, . ..che mayor of Elmwood, was most 
likely to lapse into the sort of discursive understatement that left you 
wondering if he was a tad slow-or whether, just maybe, srrajght­
faced Larry was putting you on. A case in point. Larry, do you happen 
to know how Diane's Sandbar on Main got its name? Well , he replied 
after a moment of pensive meditation, could be because the soil in 
town is so sandy. A beat and then the slightest trace of a grin. But 
maybe this has something to do with it. Diane's last name, now that 

··, I think of it, is Sand. And so when Larry took to describing his first 
: ~~1':·; encounter with Tom Weber it, too, was presented with a similar subtle 

, charm. 
It was a typical day, filled with typical mayoral problems, Larry 

~~ remembered. First, there was the uproar over the bowling league. A 
(~ifl score from one of last night's games was still being hotly conte ted 
,. I and this had provoked a lot of nasty name-calling. Who knew where 

" r , a lingering sore like that could lead once the bars started packing the 
,,. ,1 farmers in; perhaps Chief Helmer should be alerted? Then there , 
,;' • . the naked snowman-or, more precisely, snowgirl- iruatjon. le 
-:': . 1 • seems last night someone had artfully sculpted a few distinctive curve 

l

' and bumps into the bland snowperson across from the bank and in 
: ' the light of day it clearly was one hell of a snowgirl. Dealing with the 
''.f l offending artwork was no problem; it had been umm:irily wh:1 ked 
·~ , ·-- ------ in -half-with -a -shovel. .But.some of_the shopkeepers were _ till _de-
J_,i· l • .-· manding that the degenerate sculptor or culptors b cracked down ____ _ 
,,f I and prosecuted to the full extent of whatever law , a vagu I appli-
, cable. And just as the mayor was mulling that on over, in walked a 

man, unan nounced , who said he wanted co build a fifty-million-dolla r 
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age, and that came in handy whe never a couple of the farm boys got 
out of line after a few too many beers. George, without a moment's 
hesitation, would jump into the middle of any shoving match down 
at the Sandbar, say, and somehow manage to wrestle the guys apart. 
" ow don't you two boys th ink you should call it a night?" he would 
suggest, eyes as hard as bullets, as he stared one, then the other down. 
le wouldn't be long after that before the two battlers, looking a bit 
sheepish, would mope on out of the bar and drive off in their pickups. 
"If I've seen George do it once, I must've seen him do it a dozen 
times," Hobbs Wilson, still impressed , recalled. "He was a regular 
John Wayne." 

As for George , he grew to like life in the valley by the Eau Galle. 
The easy pace that allowed him to take off into the hills with his 
Winches ter during hu nting season whenever the mood for venison 
seemed to strike , the comfortable feeling that he·would know the first 
name of just about everyone he would run into in the course of a day's 
work, the pride the whole town seemed genuinely to share in his son's 
being a big football star up at the university-all this helped to make 
his life and work in Elmwood very satisfying. There was only one 
thing that gave him pause. There was a peculiarity about living in 
Elmwood that he couldn' t qu ite fathom. "George'd be hearing it all 
the time ," his wife Doris recently explained . "Everyone would be 
celling him about the th ings they'd seen in the sky and my George 
would just look at them li ke they were crazy. 'What is wrong with 
these people?' he'd ask me. Of course I'd just smile and say nothing. 
I figured my George's time would come, too." 

It was silent. That was George Wheeler's first clue. Earlier that night, 
when he saw the huge ball of fl ame coming in over a hill from the 
northeast, he was certain it was a 747 about to crash. It was low in the 
night sky-too low, tha t was for sure-but th e pilot was doing his 

! i;! best to steer it away from town. George, who had been a combat flyer 
rn in World War II , silently congratulated the pilot for his skill . Still, 

/j.._j ______ ~~~~!\;~~s vs~~a:o:;~e:~dt~i;--;:~n~tp!%:!c t: i::. g;~~ ;~ ;I l~f~i~ ~:: 

j:ii distance kept on getting lowe r and lower, its fl ames growing brighter 
iii:1 and brighter until its orange glow overwhelmed the night sky. As the 
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plane moved out of town, George tried to keep pace with it in his 
squad car. He wanted to be nearby when it went down; there was no 
doubt there would be people who would be needing his help. 

f

t He drove at high speed across the empty country road, trying co 
. catch up with it. When the plane was nearly overhead , coming in really 
, low, just moments from impact, its flames lighting up the horizon, 

George pulled into a ditch . He wanted to brace himself for the crash 
that was at hand . It was only as the plane moved directly above him, 
as its light and flames illuminated his squad car with the power of a 
spotlight, that George Wheeler realized something was very strange. 
The plane was absolutely silent. There was no whirr of engines, no 
grinding of landing gears. There was not a sound. And all at once some­
thing else, equally perplexing, became appar~nt. The plane wasn' t 
near to crashing. It was on a steady course. 

The flying object-the officer, shaken aD,_d_~haky, was no longer 
sure it was a plane-began to fly toward the southside flats outside of 
town. George, his eyes fixed on an orange light as bold as the glow 
from an explosion, followed. When he caught up with it, the object 
was, to his amazement, hovering. The land here was flat, meadows 
and pastures fresh with spring grass, and the light from the object lit 
up the countryside. It was nighttime, close to 11 :00 P.M., but the sky 
was as bright as high noon. George could see perfectly. He was scared , 
trembling even, but he got out of his squad car and took it aJI in. 

The object was a craft of some kind . It was shaped like two cereal 
bowls put end to end and it was hovering about 1,500 feet above the 
ground. It was huge-at least the size of a football field . And ic didn't 
make a sound. 

George watched it for a while. Silhouetted against the sky, it was 
bright and silent and motionless. He felt as if he was seeing something 
that wasn't real, but of course he knew it was. That scared him e en 
more. Then, without warning, the object took off at a tremendou 
speed. It would be incorrect, he would later ins is t , co de cribe the 
craft's acceleration as quick; it was instantaneous. Even more amazing, 
the craft began performing what appea red to be nothing le than 
acrobatics. It was, George decided, putting on an air hO\ , and he 
was the sole audience. The craft would start ou t zoomin° along at this 
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·--ti-u ly phenomenal speed, nd ·all ·of-a· udden it -\ ould-hegin .turning ------.;;41, 

at sharp ninety-degree angles, one after ano ther a though it wa being I ,.jl 
driven by a stunt pilot. Someone was joyriding in the k above Elm- l 
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wood. George could only maivel. At last. ic took off, flying silendy 
c.oward the west at che am.e impo sible speed. le was gone in an inscant. 

and r:he night was once more dark. 
That was the fi rst time. 

The second cime George Wheeler saw a UFO was aJmost a eat to 

the day lacer, on the evening of April 22, 1976. This time chere 

a noise. He heard it moments before chc aaack-
1< all began when George, out on an evening's pauol, not.iced an 

orange glow near che quarry at T ucek Hill. "Loo like we < a re 
out chere," he radioed in. " I'm going to inve1tipce." 

When he drove to che crest of • uncy Road , he was high up 
enough to have an unobstructed view. T-0 the north , over• fiat hilltop 
alfalfa field , there it was. " My God, it' one of~ again," 
he shouted into the police radio. But when c s rtOd deM:ribc me 

craft, he was very c Im, under control. 
"It's huge," he explained over the radio ief Helmer' ,..,jfc, 

Gai l, who was working a di patcher th t night. "81ucr du..n 
wry house." And he wen t on ch t it w ilver<0lorcd. peril 

feet cross, nd th t brigh t o n c bc11m glowed from i domed 
The light wa so powerful, he cou ldn't look u-aighr r iL h hull hi 

eyes. 
And ju t s he was describing thi 

Th t was when he he rd the loud 
realized wh t wa h ppening, blue 

light , the rafr n.ed me. 
ooslt;11g noise . And. before he 

hot ut (rom the ft . The 

ray hit the squad r. 
T he police dio ins nrl went de d . he hie 

on the other end, " eor e, n ou he r me? re 

elfin 
•ou II righ c?" 

. Its ligh 
But George cou ldn' t he r her. 

our. Its points nd p rk plugs ere ruined . 
r Wheele, 

ere 

uncon cious . 

------ -·---·-· David Moots, diryfa-rmer,- wa dri iiig the b b - iner home •hen 
he noticed the qu d r, its lights o , ining in the middle o the 
road. He went o er to in e tigate . He looked in ide nd , • eorge 

Wheeler spr wled ro th front e c. 

J 
"P eorge, ou OK?" he asked . 

c police officer didn' t cir. Moots repeated his question. 
11his time George tried to move. He leaned forward from his seat, 

and men fell back. He didn' t h ve any strength, and he looked white 

as milk. • hat' rong, eorge?" oots ked. He was really worried . 
I took chc officer some effort, bu t he finally managed to speak. 

"I've been hit. e t me to radio." Hi voice, Moots noted, was 

hJking, full of fear. 
·•By r?" 
· o," ' eorgc Wheele r an wered very slowly and distinctly, "by 

one of rho c F 

1 jusc bout the cime D vid Mooe di cov red the dazed police officer, 
GJil Helmer w c the radio in itlage Hall crying co fi gure out what 
"J going on. he decided co call Paul Frede rick on, a nur ing home 

J ministr cor, who lived ju t e c of Tutcle H ill. 
·• aybc ou n look ou t you r wi ndow, Pau l, and te ll me what you 

cc. n thing unu ual ouc the re?" she a ked . 
le w fter ele en nd • rederick on wa already in bed , but whe n 

k avor-e pecially if he' che wi fe of the police 
lmwood ompl in too much. He we nt to hi win-

dow. 
"I , chi Ra ming orange object in the ky, " F rederickson re mem-

1 red. " le re embled a brigh t orange half-moon . I watched it for a full 
1cn e ond nd went back to the phone . By the time I re turned to 

t e , indo, , ich my i e, the objec t wa gone." 

ew mile aw y, ou ch of Turtle H ill , Mrs. Miles Wergland was 
cching che eleven o'clock new on her bed room te levision . Suddenly 

her sec wenc black. nnoyed, he put on he r slippe rs and trudged to 
1he cantankerous television . he kept on pushing the on/off button. 

_________ ._oching happened . And then she noticed the glorio us light shining 
u ide her bedroom window.-The ·room was now pitch-dark_but out­

side someching was ligh ting up the sky- and it was moving. Its gl~~-­
suddenly illuminated the bedroom . Bathed in this light , she we nt to 
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TWENTY-FIVE. 
Mayor Feiler kept his promise. Bue by the time he presented the plan 
for the UFO Landing Field co the town board, the secret was already 
out. And not just in Elmwood. 

: ; :, Ultimately it was Tom Weber's impatience, even he will sourly 
1 I -1 admit, chat was co blame. He had left his initial meeting with the 
.' H .. .... ___ __ mayor buoyed, glad to have found a powerful supporter, and yet he 

was troubled. There was a vagueness co the mayor's commitmen·c. 
Weber was a straightforward man, and he expected the same sort of 
directness from others. As 'he drove back home co Chippewa Falls, he 
kept on mulling the meeting over in his mind and with each replay 
of the mayor's concluding pledge, he became convinced that a lot less 
had transpired than he had previously believed. Sure, the mayor had 
said he would bring the landing field proposal be fore the town board . 

• But-and Weber's active mind now zeroed in on this increasingly 
important omission-the mayor had not said when. This week? Next 
week? Next month? Next year? By the time he pulled into his drive­
way, Weber had reached such a state of disappointment that in this 
aggrieved worldview any sort of betrayal was possible. Could it be , he 
asked himself, that the mayor had just been placating him? A guy 
comes in without an appointment and says there are a whole bunch 
of UFOs flying over your town, so why don't we just build them an 
airport and invite them to come on down and visit-hel l, Weber was 
beginning to suspect, you just might want to humor the guy. Let him 
say his piece anq then be on his way. Maybe, he told himself, that 
was precisely what Mayor Feiler had done. 

In that anxious manner it came to Tom Weber that it wou ld be a 
mistake to count solely on Larry Feiler. A sh rewder strategy, he plotted 

-----~she lay awake-in bed that evening,-would be to push on immediately _ 
with his gre~t plan. He. would set out on his own to attract supporters. 
Why, he began to ponder as if ,he idea was suddenly real for the first 
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time, the purchase of the land- two square miles!-was going to take 
a lot of money. More intimidating, he couldn't even begin to estimate 
accurately the millions the construction of the tarmac, the illuminated 
welcoming display, and the scientific facilities were going to cost. Yet 
~s he played with the possible numbers in his mind , as he decided 
that the fifty-million-dollar estimate he had shared with Feiler still 
s'eemed to his businessman's brain to be the logical ballpark figure , 
hjs resolve was strengthened. He would move on without waiting for 
the mayor. If Feiler was truly interested in helping, terrific. There 
would be time for all of Elmwood to come on board. But he would 
not wait. The landing field was too important. Too much , he was 
certain, was at stake. He would act now. 

The next day Tom Weber placed an advertisement in the Eau Claire., 
leader-Telegram. twas a small ad, laid out in a four-by-four-inch box . 
r~ not more than a hundred words, he an~9unced the plan co build a 
landing field for UFOs in Elmwood , Wisconsin-:-Would anyone inter­
ested in helping out in this project-a positive , scientific enterprise, 
he emphasized-please contact him. He signed his name and gave 
his business phone. 

The ad appeared on a Tuesday. By the weekend , the story had not 
simply leaked , it had exploded. It seemed the small ad had managed 
to attract some curious inquiries from a reporter on the leader-Telegram, 
Chuck Rupnow. He wrote a straight-faced, newsy account that began 
on the front page. __ UFO GROUP PLANS LANDI NG SITE FOR ALIE s was the 
headline, while UFO GROUP PLANS INTERNATIONAL FUND RAIS! G was the 
optimistic bold-faced head on the jump. The story prompted Rob -
Kreibich, a reporter for WEAU-TV in Eau Claire , to do an interview 
with Weber. It was a rather flattering portrayal; but then again, Krei­
bich was a believer. And it was this interview that caught the attention 
of the local Associated Press bureau. A story headed "UFO Landin(!' 
•ield Proposed in Wisconsin Town" went out on the AP wire. nd 

around the world. 
le was after that, Larry Feiler remembered, w~en "the phone 

, started ringing in Elmwood. It got to the point where the wouldn't 
i • stop. Why, we started co get calls from as far away a Au tralia, Brici h ., 

.. 1 Columbia, and South Africa. I was getting call from Geraldo, from 

I / 

I j! 

T ,_· ______ PM magazine_. _Q ne_f r:_om Pierre Salinger." _ _______________ _; 

As it turned out, many of the c people were calling th ma or of 
Elmwood for one simple rca on-they couldn't find om W b r. 
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Tom Web r wasn't in Chippewa alls, he was in Harlingen, Texas. 
He had been told the leader-Telegram story wouldn't be running for 
another two weeks, o he had decided co take advantage of the lull. 
He had gone outh, to the home of his wife's grandmother, not to 
find UFOs, but imply to find some sun. He might just as well have 
been looking for alien spacecraft. It had rained for four straight days; 
and a oaked Texas prairie, both he and his wife had rapidly come 
around co discover, was just as depressing as a snowbanked Wisconsin 
plain. Maybe even more so. 

All in all, it had been that kind of vacation. He and Colleen, full 
of great expectations, had left the kids back home with a baby-sitter. 
They had hoped that this trip, just the two of them, a second hon­
eymoon of sorts, would be rejuvenating, a chance for them to relax 
and work out some of the friction caused by their differences. Actually, 
there was only one sharp thorn in their marriage-Tom's "damn sci­
ence." His tendency co expound his theories on the electromagnetic 
physics propelling extraterrestrial vehicles was taking its toll. "Truth 
was," Colleen would complain months later, her voice still sharp with 
exasperation, "it wasn't that I didn't understand what Tom was jawing 
about. I just didn't care. I was sick of it." And his new plan for a 
landing field for these ships was, she remained convinced, more folly . 
"What about his business , his family, I kept asking him ," Colleen 
remembered. "People were going co look at us as if we were a little 
weird. I mean, airports for Martians? What would you think?" 

Sitting in the house watching the gunmetal gray Texas rain didn ' t 
help Colleen's enthusiasm for the project. Tom cried to persuade her, 
but she wouldn't budge. A volatile situation, Tom was worrying, was 
about to become dangerous. Then he-and maybe the kitchen 
china-was saved by a phone cal). 

It was early Sunday morning and the Webers were still in bed when 
the call came from their baby-sitter in Wisconsin . "The phone here 's 
going crazy," she explained, sounding rather desperate. " Reporters 

- --are callingup -from- everywhere;-even :from ew ·York,- asking about 
Mr. Weber and some sort of alien airport." When she had disclosed 
that Mr. Weber was out of town , the sitter recounted to the startled 
couple who were now listening on extension phones, the more ag-
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gressive newshounds refused to be put off-they interviewed her. 
Live! On radio! "Well, I don't know much about this alien airpon or 
whatever you call it, but Mr. Weber, yeah, I know him. He's a good 
guy. I can tell you that." There you have it, folks , an exclusive in­
terview with the baby-sitter of the man who plans to have aliens land 
in Wisconsin! 

The call from the frantic baby-sitter had three immediate conse­
quences. First, it was excuse enough for the Webers to decide to 

cancel the rest of their stay in Texas. Wisdom (not to mention the 
weather) suggested that they had better go home and rescue their 
children from the harried baby-sitter's clutches. Second, it convinced 
Tom Weber chat the time had come to hold formal meetings with his 
supporters, who, he was elated to find out, seemed to be many and 
eager. And third (and perhaps most imporcapt of all for Tom Weber; 
four soggy days with a disenchanted wife can do a lot to narrow your 
his torical perspective, he was Jeaming), it helped persuade Colleen 
that maybe her husband's idea was not so crazy after all. If people 
from all around the country-even Geraldo!-wanced to talk with him, 
then she, too, was ready to believe he really did have something 
significant to say. 

T he first meeting of the FO Site Center Corporation as held on a 
\ ednesday evening in the small conference room of the Chippc • 
Falls library. It was a select group. A lot of interested people had 
contacted Tom Weber in the busy weeks following the appearan of 
the Leader-Telegram advertisement, but not all of chem ere invited. 
He had , his patience soon rubbed to a shiny raw by the day-and-night 
stream of outlandish calls, peremptoril e liminated the man who had 
wanted the concession to seU flying saucer ke chains at the landinC7 
fie ld, as well as the man who could suppl (for a uicable fee) maps 
of the universe with X marking the spot of planet Earth so that hen 
the alien landed and t.ook earthlings as passengers, the cosmi pilo 

.,:· wo Id be able to find their way back to Elmwood. d h had hunC7 
---.--up with a suddenn that he,in retrospect, found both emba.rra.ssi 

and di co·ncening ·on t.fie man who had photographs of buildin on 
ars, picrur he would be willinC7 to give ro \ ebcr in han~ for 

a po it.ion of r pon ibiliry with the ire nr r. The peopl imi ed 
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to this meeting were the ones Weber, becoming comfortable with the 
prospects of great responsibility, was persuaded he could count on . 
They were, he boasted, serious people. T hey would be the men and 
women with whom, he was certain, he would one day stand in the 
UFO Site Center control tower as the firs t ship came in for a landing. 
"My cadre," he called them. 

There were about a dozen at the meeting, all locals and all believers. 
There was, for example, Dave Martinek of Eau Claire, who had be­
come fascinated with flying saucers while in high school; he saw the 
landing field as part of Earth's "obligation." "What if there is another 
life-form out there waiting for this Site Cente r?" he, genuinely con­
cerned, had suggested. And there was Lee Horne, the Chippewa Falls 
nursing hory-ie ~dministrator, who became the group's treasurer. She 
had never seen a UFO, but she was already prepared for the inevitable 
day when she would spot one: "Take me with you ," she planned to 
demand. The others were fueled by a similar sense of commitment. 
"We were aware from the start we were doing some thing historic," 
said Lee Horne. "If we were successfu l, it was going to be the greatest 
news in the history of the Earth since the coming of Jesus." 

It was because of this motivating sense of history and duty that the 
meetings of UFO Site Center Corporation became a weekly Wednes­
day night event. They were hectic sessions. T here was so much to 
plan, so much to decide. And of course, wi th something of such mo-
mentous consequence at stake, and with so many believers who sin­
cerely felt their insights, intuitive as well as scientific, were the keys 
to understanding the mysteries of the cosmos, there was a lot of debate. 

\·:< Things could get pretty heated at the Chippewa Falls library on a 

,~/ 1:: 'I Wednesday night. 
•r!;: f • There were, just to cite one acrimonious discussion, many different /wl;\ i views about what form the welcoming illustration should take. One 

.:-~:11Ltq: loud voice had a very meticulously reasoned theory involving geom-
"':J ;•

1'i? etry, and precisely how squares, triangles, and circles could be put 
,~I !: together in a way any alien would be certain to read as an invitation . 

1~ I·: Another approach for attracting the extraterrestrials involved staging 
11 1-' ·------a.musical.program, _aqually_m9_~ _.!n E_~~~v_ag~~~~ _co~plete with cos-
;!i:[ tumes •like a Broadway show rather than a serenade. While ·a th ird 
Jl ,J suggestion, and one that won a few· supporters, was to have a large r-
" ! than-life illuminated depiction of a man and a woman copu lating; wha t, 
t · it was asked, could be more inviting and more indicative of our peacefu l 

1lll • 
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=._:i;;:; ________ _ _ _ _ _ _ __________ _ 
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intentions than such a primal scene? The idea, though , fell by the 
wayside after it was pointed out that some of the residents of Elmwood 
might not be too happy about having a naked couple, each of them 
stretching fifteen feet from head to toe, going at it, day in, day out, 
in one of the town's alfalfa fields. So in the end it was decided to have 
what Tom Weber called "a simple, logical, straightforward illustra-
ciOn." 
• With Weber's guidance, a local artist had come up with a sketch of 

a'man preparing to shake hands with an alien. The man didn' t resemble 
the -bearded, big-domed Weber or any of the heavy-bellied Elmwood 
farmers or even the town's slicker political leader. Rather, he had the 
archetypal Aryan features of Barbie's boyfriend Ken. And, in the in­
terests of convenience (as well as modesty), he was dressed in what 
appeared to be a black jumpsuit. The;_ alien·had a similar outfi t, Ken's 
hands minus two of the fingers, two solid feet, and a head the size of 
a watermelon. 

Still, there was some concern after a mock-up of the pair of figures 
was presented at one Wednesday meeting. Is it possible, someone 
asked, that a handshake might not mean the same in the Andromeda 
Galaxy as it does in Chippewa Falls? Suppose, it was suggested, a 
handshake is a vulgar gesture to an alien? That we' re illuminating a 
cosmic "Screw you" co the first visitors from another world? Or perhaps 
a handshake could mean " Let's fight" ? Or even " Good-bye?" But 
Tom Weber was undeterred . " If they' re smart enough to get here, 
they're smart enough co figure everything else out," he ruled. The 
handshake would remain. 

And when the cadre wasn' t debating matters of philosophy, it was 
busy fund-raising. It was a nonprofit corpora tion and adamant about 
neither seeking nor accepting government funds. The only hope, then, 
was private citizens and his troops embarked on a variety of schemes 
that left Tom Weber, a proud man, feeling a little hamefaced as well 
as more than a little surprised by his own latent aggre sivenes . Wi th 
Weber chee ring them on, they hawked sky-blue T- hins emblazoned 
with the convivial suggestion LET' s MEl:.'T, and a ailable in a ' poly/ 
cotton ble nd " in small , medium , and large size for a donation of 
rwe lve dolla"rs:s nipping inc lu-ded . T hey discributc:d tiyers thJc ·ex-----
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d I ' plained the significa nce of the ir landing field and reque ted pie ges 
of ei ther monthly or onetime contribu tions. nd they set out system­
atica lly to so lici t jus t about an one they had rea on to uspect of 
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believing in UFOs. It didn't matter if the potential donor had made 
his comments about flying saucers late one night in the Sandbar, or 
in the pages of the Enquirer, or even in a stray aside to Johnny Carson 
with the whole nation watching. The Site Center Corporation was 
intent on tracking them down and asking for funds . And it worked. 
They were able to get a hundred dollars from the Elmwood library, 
five thousand from a retired Elmwood resident who, in his younger 
days, had dreamed up a lot of inventive farm machinery and now held 
the lucrative patents; and they were able to get a meeting with Mu­
hammad Ali-almost. 

It was a tribute to Tom Weber's doggedness that, after reading that 
Ali had once had a sighting, he was able to track down the former 
heavyweight champion. And not only was he able to find out where 
Ali lived, Weber told -his cadre with unrestrained. excitement, but he 
was also successful in getting Ali on the phone. Ali himselfl Not some 
manager or gofer. And the great Ali had said that he was interested. 
Sure, Ali had agreed , come on down to see me in Chicago and I bet 
we can work something out. I'd like to hear some more about what 
you're doing. Maybe I can get involved . And so with visions of an 
endowment dancing in his head, wi th Rob Kre1bich of WEAU-TV in 
tow to record the historic moment, Tom Weber set out for his meeting 
with Muhammad Ali. Except when he got there, Ali was not at home. 
The champ had to leave for Indonesia, an unexpected trip, Ali's wife 
apologized. The long ride home to Chippewa Falls was a rough one 
for Tom Weber. 

But he bounced back. There were other celebrities out there, he 
told himself. Maybe Steven Spielberg or Donald Trump would retu rn 
one of his calls. In the meantime, money, a bit, was coming in . So 
the Site Center rented a two-room suite just down the hall from an 
accounting firm and a psychiatric clinic in a small brick office building 
in Chippewa Falls , bought a folding table and four metal chairs, and 
began to concentrate full-time on the serious business of planning the 
landing field that would change the world . 

. : 1 
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two-room suite. The Elmwood city fathers were nothing less than 
gleeful. What an opportunity the UFO Landing Field had turned out 
.to be! Elmwood-quiet, isolated, 991-person Elmwood-was about 
'to become a boomtown. 

Now that the news had been announced, now that the phones were 
ringing off the hook, the prospect of Tom Weber' s bu ilding a $50 

1

million UFO airstrip in a town where the annual budget was $283,411 
had created a frenzy of eager and greedy anticipation . "This town is 
looking at considerable impact in terms of jobs and the local economy," 
Mayor Feiler predicted. He estimated that as many as a hundred 
scientists and professionals would be working at the Site Center­
and, though it went tactfully unsaid, all living and spending in "Elm­
wood. "We're just thrilled with it," effused Wayne ohelty, the town's 
banker, trying hard, it might be imagined·; not to count his money too 
soon. 

But even though the landing field and its two fifteen-foot hand­
shaking welcomers were still, literally , on the drawing board , there 
was real cause for immediate celebration. "This town is digging in for 
what may be one of the longest tourist seasons in its history," Mayor 
Feiler had announced. Everyone in town , it seemed, had great hope 
for this year's UFO Days celebration. 

Ten years earlier, back in 1978, the town had decided that its annual 
Stars and Stripes Festival was not working out as had been anticipated . 
While other nearby Wisconsin towns with their Cucumber Da or 
Mosquito Festivals were attracting their share of free-spending tour­
ists, Elmwood wasn't getting very many visi tors . Only a handful of 
tourists had been willing to drive out of their way to see another 
American Legion parade led by another bunch of ragtag, flag-carryin o 
veterans . Desperate, the Elmwood Community Club decided co pon­
sor a contest to rename the event . The five-dollar grand prize , nt 
to a farmer who had suggested a theme ba ed on the town' major 
preoccupation- UFOs. 

UFO Day.s, always celebrated d uring the la t w k nd in Jul , , r 
an immediate success . The Community Club and loc~,1 merchant 

- -·--·------·---------
, , could count on as many as three hundred i itor logging up Elm-

----------------·-·-:---- --'·-.-~--·-· wood's ·Main Street ·on ·chose two fe tive ·da :· Bur rowd · tike- thac __ _ 

Forry-five miles to the northeast, over in Elmwood, Larry Feiler and 
the town board were also busy making plans. Only the mood here was 
not at all like the somber plotting going on in the Site Center's dim 

• we ~e before all the hoopla about the UFO Landing Field . ow, pro -
pects were looking better. A lot be tter. 

Je ff Martina, executive direc tor of the Pi r e aunty Economic 

' i 



! i 

"i : 
I ' 

I 

' I 

198. H O W A R D B L U M 

"UFO-y "feel to it." And to prove their point they shared the official 
"lineup of events": 

-A UFO medallion hunt beginning at 7:00 P.M., Friday. 
-Sidewalk sales offered by Elmwood merchants. 
-A splatter ball shooting contest. 
-A basketball camp and softball tournament. 
-A pancake breakfast beginning at 8:00 A.M., Saturday. 
-A double-elimination volleyball tournament all day Sat-

urday. 
-A 10:00 A.M. Kiddie Parade on Saturday followed by chil­

dren's activities conducted by Bob Afdahl and members 
of his Elmwood wrestling squad. 

-A horseshoe and cow chip throwing contests . 
....:..A paper plate drop beginning at 1:00 P.M., Saturday. 
-An amateur talent contest beginning at 6:30 P.M ., Satur-

day. 
-The UFO Grand Parade beginning at 2 P.M., Sunday. 

And, members of the Community Club pointed out, their voices loud 
with indignation, that list didn't even begin to reflect just how 
"UFO-y" the events really were. Take, one of the club directors 
suggested quite randomly, the cow chip throwing contest. It wasn't 
your ordinary chip throw. When the competition took place to see 
who could hurl a piece of dried dung the farthest, the judges called 
it ''The Flying Sauce r Event." 

Throughout the weekend, Tom Weber was stoically determined, 
regardless of whether the activities were UFO-y or not, to remain 
aloof from the hoopla. He stayed, along with his wife and a few 
loyal supporters, in the relative isolation of the second-floor Village 
Hall auditorium. " Puts us above the fray," someone, perhaps Lee 
Horne, the Site Center treasurer, had joked . To which Weber, never 

_____ one to treat tl}ings_ligh_tly , agreed, buUn his own way. "We're here 
because we want to address the se rious aspects," he reminded ·all 
who asked. Besides, he was confident that anyone who was sincerely 
interested in his UFO Landing Field and the future it promised 
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would take the trouble to come in from the street and climb the two 
flights. 

And he was right. For the entire weekend, the auditorium was 
jammed. People listened to Weber's plan, studied a mock-up of the 
two handshaking intergalactic greeters that would welcome the arriving 
aliens, and bought Site Center T-shirts, many of the visitors putting 
on the shirts right then and there. A cigar box with the word co -
TRIBUTIONS labeled on its lid was filled by the end of the first day. It 
was very exciting. 

Not everyone, though, was completely enthusiastic. Susu Jeffrey, 
for example, thought there really was no need to build a fifcy-mill ion­
dollar landing field in Elmwood. She had, she told a skeptical Weber, 
already built one next to her home in Minneapolis. 

Her field, she explained, was ei~hteen feet in diameter and had a 
twelve-inch-thick base of pebbles she had-salvaged from the 1issis­
sippi River. All told, she estimated, she had spread at least three tons 
of pebbles to protect the ground from the hot blast of a UFO's takeoff 
or landing. "It's scorch-prnof," she bragged. 

Weber, though, was unimpressed. "Like comparing a child 's toy to 
the real thing," he scoffed. 

Anyway, there was no point in getting into a debate. There were 
too many others to meet and to persuade. Throughout the entire 
weekend, there was always a long, steady line of inquisitive visitors 
snaking its way up the narrow Village Hall stairwell to the auditorium. 
And among the curious were two men who claimed to be A 
engineers, which, when he found out, surprised and thrilled Weber 
some. But, no doubt, he would have been even more surprised (and 
conceivably more thrillled) if he had known that their impres ive oc­
cupations were just a bit of cover, and that the two men were in reality 
CIA operatives gathering information for the UFO Workina Gro up. 

·-- ------- ---- ---- ------- ·-·--- ·---
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TWENTY-EIGHT. 
Each session in the Tank had a character of its own. There were 
meetings of the UFO Working Group where cos mic mys te ries swirled 
about the soundproof room and the infec tious exci tement of be ing 
part of the hunt of a lifetime was at hand . O the r days, the mood was 
more rigorous. Science, its strict and countless fac es and fo rmu las, set 
the tone; and at least a couple of the partici pan ts fou nd they were 
soon lost, pushed out way beyond thei r depths of knowledge as the 
parade of nuclear engineers, physicists, and astronomers d roned on. 
While on still other occasions, the mee tings would be shee r bu reau­
cracy, detailed accountings of all the assorted nuts and boles that would 
need to be carefully tightened before a specific investigation cou ld go 
operational. Bur, it was generally agreed, the discussi~n of the "Elm­
wood affair" was the most frustrating sessio n in the commi ttee's his­
tory. 

Colonel Phillips summoned the meeting to orde r by throwing a T ­
shirt on the conference table. I t was sky blue and the wo rds UFO SITE 

CENTER were in bold block letters just below th e neck; whi le towa rd 
its hem, in a more cheery script, was the suggestion, LET'S MEET. In 
the middle of this circle of copy stood the land ing fie ld's offic ial greet­
ers-the jumpsuited, big-headed alien and h is squeaky clean Homo 
sapiens buddy. They were, like the forever pan ting lovers on Keats's 
urn, near to but never quite shaking hands. A few of the people in 
the room studied the shirt and had a small laugh, which they might 
have expected was the required response. • 

They were mistaken. This was no laughing matte r fo r Co lonel Phil­
lips. He was exasperated to the point of anger. He had produced the 

•\:'.: 

·-}i _,: 

,A:~r~-1 ,; 
:~. 
(:•; ~· 

•, , 

0 U T T H E R E . 201 

The colonel said he didn't think that was the case at all. After reading 
the CIA's report, he was convinced the residents of Elmwood sincerely 
believed they saw something. 

"But now we know what they really saw, right?" the questioner 
persisted . 

The colonel's answer took some time. He explained that the field 
teams had interviewed (using cover identities, of course; but that went 
unsaid) many of the townspeople who had claimed to have seen space 
ships; that the ground areas near where the "craft" were sighted were 
not only visually inspected, but also soil and geological analyses of the 
terrain had been undertaken; that there had been an effort to coor­
di nate the exact dates of an alleged appearance of a flying saucer over 
the skies of Elmwood with any Flash abnormalities either NORAD 
or SAC might have in their records (the colonel, however, volunteered 
that this was less than a scientific exercise; memories in Elmwood of 
exact days and times had grown a little fuzzy with the passing of years); 
and that there had even been a study (again under arm's-length cover) 
of the medical records of certain Elmwood citizens ~ho had had en­
cou nters with the "ships.'.' 

As the colonel made his report, his weary tone, the deeply d iscon­
sola te set to his face, was clue ~nough to some in the room as to what 
all these investigative efforts h~d produced. But the colonel , forever 
d_ut iful, seemed to take some comfort in reading from a thick, pre­
vJO usly prepared script. He recited a long list of all the possible rational 
explanations for the sightings. It was a list that included such cand i­
dates as weather balloons, experimental Air Force je ts, low-flying sat­
e ll ites, and even the old standby of swamp gas . Each one of these 
explanations, the colonel stated, had proved inapplica ble to the sit­
uat ion in Elmwood. 

Finally, he put down his pages and looked directly at the members 
of the UFO Working Group. "Gentlemen," Colone l Phill ip an­
nou nced rather forlornly, "we just don ' t know what's in the skie over 
E lmwood." 

. •- -· -· -- --T-shirt, he explained testily, becau_se it_was_the_Qnly tangibJ5! p_ro_<iu.~ t -----+.---
the Working Group had · to show for all the time and energy that had --·-- --- ------------ ------ ----

gone into its investigation of the Eau Galle River Valley sightings. 
A question was asked: "So the people in that town we re simply 

making things up?" 
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- No • . -8971 (Ashland UFO ) 
~~Pratt/staff reporter 

For Cathcart 
October 2, 1975 

UFOs have shown a prolonged and mysterious attraction to 

northern Wisc o sin and Minnesota this year , f or months d~zz1ing 

residents and at times frightening some . 

UFOs have b e en seen in the western Lake Superior area .for se:vera1 

d ecades but the current rash of sightings began in March and continued 

unaba ted into t h e ·.fall . . _ ., -- · •,, . _ ,. : 
,, ·" . • . • •. -: ' ' ·_ '\ _:_·~ ,-... ~- •'._ . , • .- • 

.. ;'/ :f ·.; . • -! . .' : . . ) . : ·_ .... .-, ·-: ~- •. . ., • .- •• ·; • • • _, , - -· -:·: .. 

- -: The va st majority of them were seen zipping thrcrugli" ·the night 

skies but s·ome • UFOs came . uncomfortably close: 

At 9 p;m~ on March 13,: a s mall glowing UFO landed -on. a r ead 

400 _feet from _a farmhouse 4 miles ea s t of Mellen, Wis. ~ baclly 

:frightening _ a f amily of' six. 

@ Two hours later~ one , o:f a dozen police of'.ficers-::who_. eaw UFOs 
~-.. : . :~· . .< . . : . : -

; • , -:.;.: • •. • • - -:• , •- - - •. ,.:·~: • ''1-, ' : -- .-.. - : :· •• :.: . . : • • • • ; _,-i- ' • - r.: -~ • ' •• 

that_ night a:fter the Mellen landing. was startled-: when· a .·huge bright . 
. , • ' . ..: .... :" ... . ·;. . --: : 

object whoo shed low fl overh-ead• · lighting. up _ the forest a f ea < where _h~ was 
. . . . . . . . . ~ 

and-~~mentari ii bhnk·ing o~t his police radi~. ,· •• 

. · _. ;<. 0 Sh ortii:·ai'ter ; -- ~ .m . . on March.• 30, - two city. poli6·~-men were 
., 

astonished when a similar bright -rhite objec t pa s sed l ow over their 

patrol car 1n· Hurley~ Wi s ., and . then . z oomed .~t rait h t up ~rit o the ky • 
. • ' . - ·. 

v anish ing among the star,s . 
.-l" 

t About 9 p.m. April 1, a Two Harbors, Minn., ·hou s e~if·e and h e r 

two aona were terrified -when a format ion of UFOs- -five lowing r~d 

objects and .four rhite ones- drif'ted slowly and n?isiiy over a ·fiel d 

t oward her house be.fore- vani hing t owa d Lake Superior._ 

MORE 
... , 

.·-· •t 
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Shortly after that the same evening, a puzzling series of ... 

orange-reddish lights-sometimes four a nd sometimes eight--wer e seen 

blinking on and 0£:f in sequence over Lake Superior by half a dozen _.: .. 

different groups 0£ people over a 30-mile strep\!1h of shoreline from 

Two Harbors ~o Silver Bay. 

At 12:45 a.m. on April 7 9 a veteran police officer in Elmwood, 

Wis •• jumped out o:f his cruiser and dived into a ditch when a :fiery 

red UFO as large as a football field came flying over a ridge toward 

him. I!e thought 'it was a plane that was going to crash and wipe out the 

who1.~ town. fustead~ 'the ' UFO flew on. south· .for.s ·m11es where it hovered 
: J·~-' • ,v, _ _ , . .... : J • • ; ,· ., ' •• ·: • .. ••• =.,. ~.. ., ·1· • • ·_ • _1: ' ,· 

.for a few minutes -._and the~ disappeared in a burst of speed., 
•• : :.~,' '.' i ~ •• J ~-} !"· 

G About' a.m. April 19, a young woman driving 25 miles south of 
,· .... 

'· Superior. Wis .~- :found ·,the road blocked by a h~ge _ greezi: •• UFO that was . 
' ·~-- . . • . 

hove.ring 10 f'e~t above the highway . She turned around .- and sped away, 

only to be stopped a f ew minutes later for speeding at _~O miles an_ 1?,our • 

. . The,' of.fie-er decided not to . give her a ticket because . she' was so . badly 
·-~: ,._-,, ~.\."·.' •• ~... :.~ __ ,~· .- .. . l ,. r:·_', __ . • . . • -~-~" _''.'.., i_.,:",·,:\T:if.~~\~~:/-':-_:\-~,>·\~-.. ~?r:· ·_;;,:if,. 

:frightened ft it took him ·nearly an hour to calm her down~ ··:. ·: ·_. •· 
, -. ~~ ,· . 

. :\. •,:· t At 3:5.9 ·-~.m. on Sept. 9, · the two Wisc~~sin ·_ cit{e'~;• ~:r phf{~i;s 
,·, '-':..,· .. • • ~ • : • • • • f • '., . "'I,-' ':,,. • • .. _,; ": • _.,,, :.··:. · ' • .. :-, : • ';'; . .. 

and· .. Park Fal1s~ Jl.9 miles apart,. experienced simultaneous. power : f'ailures :·. -~-
• • • . • ~ •,.~ ~ • .. ' • I• • • • • 

·- • ,...... • j • ~ • • • ' ' .,. • ' ; 

moments after a · green- glowing UFO apparently landed .midway b e t-ween the 

cities~ A policeman in each city saw the UFO go down .. .- The next day line 
.• 6"11-\ ·- ',• .• ,. 

crews :for the c~pany that supplies power to ·_ path .. cities ._inspe_cted_ every · 
• . ,· • • -~ -_ . . ' • ' ... 1✓ • • • , • ·:-. !·· . . . ... 

i'oot o:f the. company's li~e~ and could .find no reason .f'or the ~ailu.re • • • 
,. 

·, ... , . ,, 

, .About _9:30 p.m. on Sept. 11·~ a ·triangular-sh~ped :UFO hovered . 
• : '"-; ✓ ••• • - ,. ·, 

silently about 100 ~eet above the highway between Babbitt and Ely in 
. . . , 

Minnesota .. • The ·occupants _ ~:f several cars stopped bene~t~-- the UFO and 

got out ' and watched it~-f'or about 5· minutes before it s~owly move~ away. 
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