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OUTER-SPACE
GHOST STORY

BY JOHN G. FULLER

AT 2:24 A.M. ON September 3, 1965,
Norman Muscarello walked into the
Exeter, N. H., police station, appar-
ently near shock. Patrolman Reginald
Toland, who was on duty at the desk,
helped him light a cigarette before
Muscarello was calm enough to talk.

He had been hitchhiking north on
Route 150 from Amesbury, Mass., to

Was it delusion? Or did more than 60 people living near his home in Exeter, a distance of 12
H X = miles. The traffic was sparse, he said,

Exeter, N. H., actually see huge flying objects resembling and he was forced to walk most of the
. way. About 2 a.m., when he was pass-

the one shown in the remarkable photograph above? ing an open field near Kensington,

N. H., a huge object came out of the
sky directly toward him. “The thing,”
as he called it, appeared to be 80 to
90 feet in diameter and had brilliant,
pulsating red lights outlining an ap-
parent rim. It wobbled, yawed and
floated toward him, but made no
noise whatever. He was afraid it was
going to hit him and protected him-
self by diving into the shallow shoul-
der of the road.

The object backed off slowly and
hovered directly over the roof of one
of the two nearby houses. Finally, it
backed off far enough for Muscarello
to make a run for one of the houses.
He pounded on the door, screaming.
No one answered. At that moment, a
car came by, moving toward Exeter.
Muscarello ran to the middle of the
road, waving his arms frantically. A
middle-aged couple picked him up,
took him into Exeter and dropped
him off at the police station.

“Look,” he said to Toland, “I know
you don’t believe me. I don’t blame
you. Bur you got to send somebody
back out there with me!”

Toland, impressed by Muscarello’s
sincerity, called Cruiser No. 21. With-
in five minutes, Patrolman Eugene
Bertrand pulled into the station. After
he heard Muscarello’s story, Ber-
trand, an Air Force veteran with ex-
perience in air-to-air refueling on
KC-97 tankers. mentioned another
strange report he had heard. He had
been cruising on Route 101, approx-
imately two miles from Exeter, about
an hour earlier. He had come across
a car parked on the bypass, and the
woman at the wheel told him that a
huge and silent airborne object had
trailed her from the town of Epping,
their car. It wobbled and rocked near nine miles away. The object had bril-
them for minutes. Since then, liant, flashing red lichts, ?he said,

. 0 : : and kept within a few feet of her car.
they have seen similar phenomena. When I;he A e
suddenly developed tremendousspeed
andsoondisappeared amongthestars.
“I thought she was a kook,” Ber-
trand told Toland. “So I didn’t even
bother to radio in.”
“This sounds like the thing you
saw?” Toland asked Muscarello.
“Sounds exactly like it.”
It was nearly 3 a.m. when Patrol-
man Bertrand, still trying to calm
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Police Officers David Hunt, left,
and Eugene Bertrand of Exeter,

N. H., joined Norman Muscarello back
at the site where he had reported

seeing a large, luminous,

flying object. They watched it reappear.

While driving home with her mother,

Sharon Pearce, 13, of Hampton, saw a
disklike object hovering beside

Norman Muscarello, now in the

Navy, says a large, airborne

object hovered over farm near Exeter,
then seemed to pursue him,

on the early morning of September 3.
He went to the police for aid.
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GHOST STORY contivuen

The policeman shouted: “I see

the damn thing myself!

Muscarello, reached the field between
the two houses. The night was clear,
moonless and warm. There was no
wind, and the stars were brilliant.
Visibility was unlimited.

Bertrand parked his cruiser near
Tel. & Tel. Pole #668. He picked up
the radio mike to report to Toland
that he could see nothing at all, but
that Muscarello was still so tense
about the situation that he was going
to walk out on the field with him to
investigate further. “I’ll be out of the
cruiser for a few minutes,” he said,
“so0 if you don’t get an answer on the
radio, don’t worry about it.”

Bertrand and Muscarello walked
down the sloping field. Bertrand prob-
ing the trees in the distance with his
flashlight. About 100 yards from the
roadside was a corral, where the
horses of the Carl Dining farm were
kept. They reached the fence and still
saw nothing, and Bertrand tried to
convince Muscarello that he must
have seen a helicopter. Muscarello in-
sisted that he was familiar with all
types of conventional aircraft and
would have recognized a helicopter.

HEN, as Bertrand turned his

back to the eorral to shine his

light toward the tree line north
of them, the horses at the Dining
farm began kicking and whinnying.
Dogs in the nearby houses began
howling. Muscarello screamed, “I see
it! I see it!”

Bertrand turned, looked toward
the trees beyond the corral. Rising
up slowly from behind two tall pines
was a brilliant, roundish object. It
made no sound. [t moved toward
them like a leaf fluttering from a tree,
wobbling and yawing as it did so.
The entire area was bathed in bril-
liant red light. The white sides of
Carl Dining’s house turned blood-
red. Bertrand reached for his .38,
then thought better of it and shoved
the gun back in its holster. Afraid of

infrared rays, he grabhed Muscarello-

and yanked him toward the cruizer.

Bertrand called Toland at the Ex-
eter station. “My God.” he shouted,
“I see the damn thing myself!”

Under the half-protection of the
cruiser roof, Bertrand and Musca-
rello watched the object hover. It
was about 100 feet above them, about
a football-field’s distance away. It
was rocking back and forth on its
axis, still absolutely silent. The pul-
sating red lights seemed to dim from
left to right, then from right to left,
in a 5-4-3-2- 1, then 1-2-3- 4.5 pattern,
taking about two seconds for each
cycle. They found it difficult to make
out a definite shape because of the
brilliance of the lights—*“Like trying
to describe a car with its headlights
coming at you,” Bertrand said.

After several minutes, the object
began moving slowly eastward. to-
ward Hampton. Its movement was
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erratic, defying all conventional aero-
dynamic patterns. “It darted,” says
Bertrand. “It could turn on a dime.
Then it would slow down.”

As it began to move away, Patrol-
man David Hunt, in Cruiser No. 20,
pulled up by the pole. He had heard
the radio conversations between Ber-
trand and Toland.

“I could see that fluttering move-
ment,” Hunt says. “It was going from
left to right, between the tops of two
big trees, I could see those pulsating
htrhls I could hear those horses kick-
ing out in the barn there. Those dogs
were really howling. Then it started
moving, slow like, across the tops of
the trees. just above the trees. It was
rocking when it did this. A creepy
type of look. Airplanes don’t do this.
After it moved out of sight, toward
Hampton, toward the ocean, we wait-
ed awhile, A B-47 came over. You
could tell the difference. There was
no comparison.”

Moments after the object slid over
the trees and out of sight, Toland
took a call from an Exeter night op-
erator. “She was all excited,” says
Toland. “Some man had just called
her, and she traced the call to one of
them outside booths in Hampton,
and he was so hysterical he could
hardly talk straight. He told her that
a flying saucer came right at him,
but before he could finish, he was cut
off. I got on the phone and called the
Hampton police, and they notified
the Pease Air Force Base.”

The blotter of the Hampton Police
Department covers the story tersely:
“Sept. 3, 1965: 3 a.m. Exeter Police
Dept. reports unidentified flying ob-
ject in that area. Units 2, 4 and Pease
Air Force Base alerted. At 3:17, re-
ceived a call from Exeter operator
and Officer Toland. Advised that a
male subject called and asked for
police department, furtherstating that
call was in re: a large, unidentified
flying object, but call was cut off. Call
received from a Hampton pay phone,
location unknown.”

For days, Bertrand would think
about the object he had seen. “The
world is going so fast that it could
be something from outer space. It
makes you wonder. I want to keep
my mind open, look for a reasonable
explanation. But then, as I look back
in my mind again, I wonder. When
we watched it, Dave and I and the
kid tried to listen. to hear a motor.
We did everything to check it out.
We weren't believing our eyes. We
just couldn’t come up with an answer.
I kept asking Dave, “What is that,
Dave? What do you think?” He'd
say. ‘I don’t know.” I have never seen
an aircraft like that before, and I
know damn well they haven’t changed
that much since I was in the service.”

Lt. Warren Cottrell was on the
desk at 8 o’clock that morning. He
read Bertrand’s report and called

Mrs. Virginia Hale of Hampton,

a newspaper correspondent, reported a
huge object that floated over her
backyard. It gave off a violet light.

Pease Air Force Base to reconfirm
the incident. By one in the afternoon,
Maj. Thomas Griffin and Lt. Alan
Brandt arrived. They went to the
scene of the sighting, interviewed
Bertrand, Hunt and Muscarello at
length and returned to the base with
little comment. By nightfall, a long
series of phone calls began coming
into the police station, many from
people who had distrusted their own
senses before the police report.

ICHTFALL also marked the
beginning of a three-week
\«l“ll by \(Iu:(,arello. his
miother and several friends. In the
weeks before he was due to report to
the Great Lakes Naval Training Cen-
ter, he was determined he would see
the strange object again. During this
period, I also bewcm a search that
was to continue for many weeks. My
objective was to bring out every fact
possible in a single, limited area re-
carding an Unidentified Flying Ob-
ject, commonly called a UFO.

I found Ron Smith, 17, a high-
school senior, unpacking a carton of
chicken soup in the grocery store
where he works after school.

A few weeks earlier, young Smith
had been riding around with his
mother and his aunt, shortly after 11
p-m., not far from the spot where
Muscarello had been hitchhiking.

“All of a sudden, my aunt told me
to look up at the sky,” Smith told me.
“I stopped the car and looked up. I
saw a red light on the top. and the
bottom was white. And it glowed. It
passed over the car once. and “‘hen il
passed over and got in front. it stop-
ped in midair and went back over
again. It was huge. It headed over the
car a third time and then tock off.

Zoomed off, fast. Wasnt even ten
seconds getting away.

“It scared me. and I started to
drive toward the police station to re-
port it. But after I got partway, I
came to my senses. | wanted to be
sure we weren’t just seeing things.”

He returned to the place where he
and his mother and his aunt had seen
the object. “It was back there still.
It was oval, not completely round. It
didn’t make much sound. just sort of
a humming noise, like a cat when
it purrs. Altogether, we must have
watched it for about 15 minutes. The
second time, it just passed over the
car once and took off again. It wasn’t
a plane, it wasn’t a helicopter.”

The next lead took me to the office
of Rusty’s Taxi, where Lora Davis
gave me her account. “It was about
2 o’clock 1n the morning,” she said.
“I was sitting up on top of Country
Club Hill, and I looked up. I first
thought it was a plane. . . . There was
just a big, huge red Il“ht blinking
on and off. It started moving 010561
my guess was about three mxles away.
It was too big to be a plane, the dis-
tance it was. It was coming in from
the southeast. sort of parallel to the
101 bypass. Then it headed toward
the ocean.”

While I was there, a call came in
on the taxi radio. [t was the taxi-
company owner. He had just heard
via shortwave radio that a Mrs. Har-
low Spinney in Stratham had recent-
ly spotted a UFo in broad daylight.

“I was driving from Exeter to-
ward Portsmouth, and when 1 first
saw it. it was in the distance,” she
told me. “When it got between two
and three hundred feet of me, darned
if it didn’t turn around and come
back. so I got a perfect view of it in
broad daylight. It made no noise
whatever. and it seemed to be intel-
lizently guided. It looked spherical,
but it was definitely not a balloon.
There were no openings. If it had
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GHOST STORY CONTINUED

After sightings, some women
were afraid to go out at night

been a B-47 or a B-52 jet—I know
them so well because they pass over
here all the time—it would have scared
me to death at that altitude. I guess
it was 30 feet or so in diameter, and
it changed direction with a dartlike
motion. Then it suddenly took off
at a blinding speed.”

EANWHILE, another lead

had come in from Russell

Burbank, a reporter on the
Boston Globe. Mrs. Virginia Hale of
Thomsen Road. Hampton, had re-
cently kept a UF0 in clear view over a
five- to len-minute period, at dusk.
Mrs. Hale, a stringer for the UPI
and alocal news correspondent. knew
every conventional flight pattern at
the Portsmouth air base, as well as
those of the commercial planes. 1
was standing by the sink, looking out
the kitchen window, about 25 min-
utes after 6 in the evening. The rea-
son it caught my eye was because it
was bright and because it was going
slow, very slow. So I automatically
fizured something was wrong. Then
it stopped dead over by that house—
about three times the height of the
chimney—it just stopped dead. Now,
vou know four minutes is a long
time, and that’s why I hesitate to say
that, but I’'m pretty sure it was about
that long. I marked my window here
with a smear from my dishwater so
[ could remember where it lined up
with the spot. Suddenly, this thing
cut back toward the southwest, com-
ing directly back and losing altitude
fast. [t was going so fast [ thought it
would crash. At this point, I could
see underneath too. It was dome-
shaped and flat underneath. . . .”

As [ talked to policemen, taxi oper-
ators, high-school youngsters and
housewives in split-level or farm
homes, the other-worldly aspects of
the sightings aroused strong curios-
ity after the initial shock.

A new lead took me to the home of
Mrs. Rudy Pearce, on the Exeter-
Hampton line. A delegation of neigh-
boring housewives was waiting for
me in her living room. Their accounts
of multiple sightings continued for
over an hour. Some of the women
were afraid to go out alone at night.
“Some of these things,” said Mrs.
Alfred Deyo. “sit in the air for as
long as half an hour. Just sit there.”

So many leads began coming in
from the police blotter, newspapers
and ordinary citizens that it was im-
possible to follow them all up:
® Near Bessie’s Lunch, in Fremont,
dozens of cars would sather nightly
at the base of the power lines, along
which the objects would hover.

e The Jalbert family, living beside
the power lines, reported constant
sightings. dull-orange disks moving
erratically along the lines.

© The Chief of Police of Fremont.
along with a half-dozen members of
his family, saw an object hovering
over his house and barn. An outside
light. operated by a photoelectric cell,

went out when the object appeared.
® Charlotte McFarland of Sandown
stopped her car when a red, round-
ish object came down the power lines
and headed toward her. It hovered,
went up and down and moved errat-
ically sideways.
® Mrs. Parker Blodgett, a corre-
spondent of the Haverhill, Mass.. Ga-
zette and president of the New Hamp-
shire PTA, saw a bright orange disk,
“bigger than the moon™ hover just
outside her living-room window.
Meanwhile, Norman Muscarello
continued his vigil on Route 150 dur-
ing the three weeks before he joined
the Navy. “He would sit all night
long.” says his mother, “and many
times, | joined him. One night, all of
asudden, I saw it myself. You couldn’t
see the shape, but it came out behind
some trees, like if it was just parked
and just rose up. No sound at all. It
was huge. There were lights on the
bottom going aroundlike pinwheels.”

RECORDED lengthy inlerviews

with over 60 people. From

the tapes, certain common de-
nominators emerged:

Many observers were reluctant to
report their findings because of the
fear of ridicule.

Most people reporting sightings
were familiar with commercial and
military craft, could even tell the dif-
ference between B-47’s and B-52°s be-
cause of the constant traflic at the
nearby Pease Air Force Base.

Most observers reported luminous
disk-shaped objects. either white or
orange, or changing in color. Many
people said they saw the red pulsat-
ing lights around the rim, which
often would speed up and whirl. Some
noted cigar-shaped crafts. The phe-
nomenon known as St. Elmo’s fire
was dismissed by experts as an ex-
planation because the objects seen
were constantly defined as structured
craft rather than fire balls.

Many observers reported extreme
low-level encounters, not more than
five or six feet above the ground.

Most reported absolute silence by
the objects, although in some cases a
high-frequency hum was noticed.

A few noted the odd bhehavior of
animals, as well as electrical, ignition
and broadcast disturbances.

In some 200 pages of typed tran-
scripts, 73 mentions were made that
the UF0’s were observed near or over
high-power transmission lines.

None of this information is par-
ticularly new to N1cap—the National
Inyestigations Committee on Aerial
Phenomena in Washington—the pri-
vately-sponsored organization that
has been collating statistics reported
over the past 20 years. But an inten-
sive investigation has not been fo-
cused on a single area to any mea-
surable degree before.

While N1cap pushes its demands
for public enlightenment on the sub-
ject, the Air Force maintains an at-
titude of almost complete silence. Any
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Coastguardsmen seem to
support the witnesses

air base receiving a UFO report sends
an officer to investigate. The infor-
mation is relayed to Wright-Patter-
son’ Field in Dayton, Ohio, where it
is analyzed by scientists and tech-
nicians. The report is forwarded to
the Pentagon, which claims that only
7.7 percent of the thousands of ob-
jects remain unidentified, The rest
of the cases are ascribed to other
causes such as temperature inversion,
weather balloons, mistaken identity
of planes. stars. planets, clouds, re-
flections and so forth.

It was through N1caP that I learned
that the amazing UFo picture shown
on the first page of this article had
been taken by a youthful astronomer
in Beaver County, Pa., northwest of
Pittshburgh. I went immediately to
western Pennsylvania to investigate.

James Lucei. 17, the photographer,
had an excellent school record and
the finest possible character stand-
ing in his community. He was taking
a time exposure of the moon at 11:30
p-m., in the presence of his brother
John, a biology major at Geneva Col-
lege. Both watched it for several min-
utes. The picture was taken with a
Yashica 635, with Altipan 120 film
(asA 100). The lens opening was
f 3.5, set at infinity, developed with
fresh D 76 at 70 degrees, with agita-
tion. Four members of the photo-
graphic department of the Beaver
County Times, a highly respected
area paper. told me that the negatives
of the two pictures Lucei took were
not the result of faking nor the re-
sult of photographic accident.

A canvas of Lucei’s neighborhood

brought out a rash of stories almost
identical to those of Exeter.

In early November, I returned to
Exeter to gather more confirmation
on the sightings. A particularly
eraphic one came from Joseph Jal-
bert, 16, a high-school junior with an
excellent scholastic record. His house
is almost under the poles supporting
the power lines on Route 107. One
evening at dusk, toward the end of
October, he noticed a reddish cigar-
shaped object high in the sky and
was startled to see a smaller reddish-
orange disk emerge from it and be-
gin a slow descent toward earth. It
drew nearer, then skimmed along the
power lines and stopped within two
hundred feet of him, just a few feet
over the wires. Then, very slowly, a
silvery, pipe-like extension descended
from the disk until it touched the
wire. It remained in contact with the
power line for several seconds, then
was retracted into the disk. It took
off toward the sky with tremendous
speed, found the cigar-shaped object
again, and disappeared inside it.
Joseph’s mother, oddly enough, had
sighted a similar object on a differ-
ent night some 20 miles away.

Confidential comments made to me
by coastguardsmen and military in
the area support the laymen’s testi-
mony and confirm the reports of ra-
dar sightings and scrambling by jet
fighters. Collusion, hoax or mistaken
identity by so many people seems im-
probable. The continued official
silence surrounding the subject of
UFO’s seems as mysterious as the Ex.
eter story itself.
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