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Many, many people have been helpful and encouraging in my 12 years of research on the Majestic-12 documents. Particular thanks must be given to the Fund for UFO Research and the archivists at the many archives I have visited; with special gratitude to Dennis Bilger at the Harry S. Truman Library, Herb Pankratz at the Dwight D. Eisenhower Library, Larry Bland at the George C. Marshall Archives, Ed Reese at the National Archives, and the staff at the Library of Congress Manuscript Division, the Harvard University Archives, and many others. Discussions with George Elsey, Forrest Pogue, Mrs. C. H. Humelsine, Tim Good, Nick Redfern, Tim Cooper, Robert Swiatek, John Schuessler, William L. Moore, and Jaime Shandera are much appreciated.


I am grateful to the Mutual UFO Network for publishing a number of my papers in its annual symposium proceedings, and the International UFO Reporter for publishing several MJ-12-related articles. Special gratitude must be expressed to my literary agent, John White, and my editor, Robert Weisser—I am sure I have stretched their patience. Of most importance have been the patience and understanding of my wife Marilyn and daughter Melissa, who have put up with my all-too-frequent trips and my obsession with Majestic-12 and crashed saucers.


You may be one of the thousands of people around the world who have first- or secondhand information about flying saucers. You may have had a sighting yourself, or know someone who has. You may have a friend or relative who was involved in one of the government agencies named in this book. You may have thought your story was not important, or you may have convinced yourself that it was all your imagination.


What you know can make a difference. Hundreds of people like you have been inspired after reading books or seeing TV documentaries to tell what they know. Quite often, these leads reveal new paths in the search for the truth about flying saucers, allowing researchers to corroborate older information or to uncover new witnesses and documents.


If this book inspires you to come forth with your own knowledge, don’t hesitate to contact men. My telephone number is 506-4570232; my fax number is 506-405-3832. From the United States, you can write me at PO Box 958, Houlton, ME 04730-0958. From Canada or other parts of the world, send mail to 79 Pembroke Crescent, Fredericton, New Brunswick E3B 2V1 Canada. On the Internet, you can reach me at fsphys@rogers.com. Witnesses’ names will not be used without permission. I’m willing to listen.


Stanton Friedman


Fredericton, New Brunswick
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In this book, Stanton Friedman does something that nobody else has ever done before: he provides virtual proof that there is a UFO coverup, and that it is regarded as a matter of the very highest importance by U.S. government agencies.


Friedman has been involved in UFO research for more than a quarter century. During that time, he has struggled tirelessly against a vast amount of resistance on almost every level. He has uncovered hoaxes, discovered hidden truths, and has fought arrogant bureaucrats and fallacy-happy UFO debunkers, not to mention other researchers eager to discredit him for their own ends. He is one of the few truly professional UFO researchers.


In these pages, he develops a detailed chronicle of a seemingly incredible reality: there is a great secret at the center of the U.S. government, and the government is guarding that secret with a zeal so fanatical that its actions appear to have crossed the border into paranoia.


To pursue his case, Friedman has spent a substantial part of his adult life struggling to extract secrets from a bureaucracy that has reduced things like the Freedom of Information Act to a grotesque, Kafkaesque joke. Abuse of FOIA is routine in the federal system. Responses to requests that the act mandates should take only short periods are dealt with at a pace so slow that it amounts to contempt for the law. Certain requests that Friedman initiated in 1988 have yet to be acted upon.


The remarkable thing is that Friedman has kept at this for so long. Being a professional UFO researcher doesn’t return much money. The public recognition is at best a very mixed bag. But Friedman is among a small group of brave and determined people who have persisted for years.


He offers a remarkably cogent case for the authenticity of a number of documents relating to the coverup. Notable among these are the Cutler-Twining memo of 1954 that refers to MJ-12, the group of high-level scientists and military personnel who oversaw the recovery and analysis of UFOs in the 1940s and 1950s, and which may still exist today. Another astonishing document that has stood up under his close scrutiny is the Eisenhower briefing of 1952, which offers a short background regarding the status of the recovery of debris and extraterrestrial biological remains.


Both of these documents have been extensively debunked in the UFO press, but Friedman’s very close and painstaking analysis leads one to doubt not their authenticity, but the veracity and motives of some of the people who have taken such pains to deny their validity. Some of these individuals are shown to have ignored and even doctored evidence in their zeal to prove the documents false. It would now seem essential for them to prove that they are not working in furtherance of a conspiracy of silence before they can be trusted further.


More important even than these documents, though, is an event that took place in the late 1970s, which Friedman precipitated along with the Citizens Against UFO Secrecy (CAUS), and which proves, beyond any doubt, that there is a coverup.


Under FOIA, CAUS asked to obtain UFO information from the CIA. The CIA claimed that it had none. After the demand was made through federal judge Gerhard Gesell, the CIA produced documents, some of which suggested that other agencies, including the National Security Agency, also had files. A request to the NSA for its documents was turned down. Further court action elicited none of the 156 documents which were withheld.


CAUS then asked Gesell to request to see the documents that he might rule on the legality of the NSA’s actions. Incredibly, the NSA refused even to do this. Instead, it produced an affidavit saying why they should be kept secret.


To read this affidavit, Gesell had to be security cleared Above Top Secret. When he had read the affidavit, the judge agreed that nobody should be allowed to read the documents—not even himself! When the issue was brought before the Court of Appeals, that tribunal concurred with Gesell and the NSA that they didn’t need to know. The appeals court, which normally takes months and even years to decide issues, handed down its opinion in a matter of days. Whatever was in that affidavit was so convincing that they agreed without question to continue the coverup.


This certainly reveals one thing: those documents contain information that is spectacularly and incredibly secret. What sort of information might produce a need for this unprecedented level of concealment is unknown. The secret must be different from the other secrets held by the federal government. It is hard to conceive of anything so dangerous that it could not be revealed even to a security-cleared federal judge in the privacy of his chambers. It is almost as if the judge himself would have been placed in some sort of jeopardy if he knew the secret. Arguably, Friedman and CAUS were dealing with the most jealously kept secret in American history.


What the secret might be is another question. There has been a lot of speculation, of course. For example, it has been suggested that, since the aliens are so secretive themselves, they are forcing our government to maintain its part of the coverup.


However, the real reasons for it may be much more down to earth. It is more likely that the coverup of this most important of all information has been going on so long that it has become self-per-petuating—revealing it now would cause the public to realize that it had been lied to for years in ways so fundamentally irresponsible as to make the government unworthy of the public trust.


Friedman provides his own fascinating insights into why this material was held to such extremely rigorous standards of secrecy, and details some remarkable stories about this secrecy, including an extraordinary close encounter that had tragic results for some of the military personnel involved.


His argument concerning the existence of a coverup is devastatingly powerful, even terrifying, and the complicity of the powerful national press seems inescapable and tragic. Friedman documents the Washington Post responding to him in a completely inappropriate manner when he questioned some facts it had reported in relation to Congressman Steven Schiff’s request for the General Accounting Office to investigate the 1947 Roswell incident.


This terribly provocative book is not only the history of an appalling secret that is probably the central reality of our times, but also of the life of a man who has been fighting to reveal that secret for most of his adult life. The vilification and scorn that has been heaped upon Stanton Friedman is amazing, and it can be safely assumed that this book will receive the same sort of treatment from the press.


That this will not stop him is fortunate. Friedman is the sort of man who, after being thrown down a cliff, simply gathers himself up and starts climbing again.


A shadow hangs over our world, and it is the shadow of this secret. We have reached a terrible place indeed in the history of our republic when the servants of the people would keep the most vital information they possess—indeed, the most vital information any human institution has ever possessed—from the people.


It is to be hoped that Friedman and his successors will one day write the complete history of this dreadful secret, so our nation will be cleansed at last of its corrosive and debilitating effects.


Whitley Strieber


May 1996
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WHAT’S A NICE NUCLEAR PHYSICIST DOING IN A PLACE LIKE THIS?


For almost 50 years, I have been researching UFOs. I have written two books and dozens of articles, have spoken before hundreds of live audiences, and have appeared on many more call-in shows on television as well as radio. I am what you might call a “personality,” judging from the number of strangers who stop me on the street when I am away from home on speaking tours.


I am positively convinced that alien UFOs exist, that they are visiting earth, and that our government knows this. I do not base this on wishful thinking, nor am I some apocalyptic philosopher concerned about the coming of the millenia. My conviction comes from a scientific analysis of facts that I and other researchers have gathered over the years. This growing body (I might say mountain) of data overwhelmingly supports the idea the other civilizations, probably from nearby in our own galaxy, are checking us out from close range.


While growing up in Linden, New Jersey in the late 1940s, my best friend was Roger, who lived about a block away. Roger’s brother was four year older than us, and he had a great collection of pulp magazines that he let us read. Although I went more for the adventure stories that I got out of the library, I enjoyed the sci-fi magazines, too. I was certainly excited about space travel in the late 1940s, as many of us post-World War II kids were, but in high school I was too busy with sports, the debate team, and work to follow it. After high school, my busy schedule continued as I worked my way through two years at Rutgers as a busboy in the Catskills and down on the Jersey shore. I continued my studies—and my restaurant experience—at the University of Chicago.


After the University of Chicago awarded me a masters degree in physics in 1956, I got a job at the General Electric Aircraft Nuclear Propulsion (ANP) Department in Evendale, just north of Cincinnati, Ohio. As the name of the department indicates, we were working on nuclear-powered high-performance jet aircraft, and so our research was classified Secret Restricted Data. The program was jointly sponsored by the Atomic Energy Commission and the Air Force. We were at the leading edge of technology, and our program had money for exotic materials, expensive tests, and extensive calculations.


The department was growing rapidly. In 1958 we had perhaps 3,500 employees, of whom about 1,100 were engineers and scientists. The government provided facilities, fissionable materials, and a budget of more than $100 million a year. My associates—many of whom had been in the service and so were several years older—were very sharp people from whom I learned a lot. But I was anxious to assert my knowledge as well, since there was really nobody around with a long history in the field.


The emphasis of our work was developing shielding for the nuclear reactor that was to power the aircraft. The reactor heated air to above 1,700°F for the turbines—a much higher temperature than conventional water-cooled reactors. Thus, our two primary concerns were temperature and weight, since the nuclear-powered engine required a new kind of shielding that was the biggest portion of the weight of the engine. Thus I had a real opportunity to make a significant contribution through high-temperature experiments with various exotic combinations of materials. We made great strides toward our goal, and as early as 1957 we successfully operated jet engines on nuclear power.


Some time in 1958, I was ordering a batch of books from a mail order company. I needed one more choice so we wouldn’t have to pay shipping charges, and so I was idly leafing through the catalog. My eye fell on a blurb about The Report on Unidentified Flying Objects by Air Force Captain Edward J. Ruppelt, who had headed the Air Force Project Blue Book in the 1950s at Wright-Patterson Air Force Base in Dayton, just up the road.


The Air Force was very exciting to me. The experiments I was involved in were conducted at a nuclear testing facility operated by Convair at the end of a runway at Carswell Air Force Base in Fort Worth, Texas, and when I was there I used to enjoy watching the many different planes taking off and landing. The huge, lumbering B-36 was built at Convair in Fort Worth, as was the sleek, high-performance B-58 bomber. The Air Force’s flagship B-52 bombers were there as well.


While I neither knew nor cared much about flying saucers, I figured that Captain Ruppelt probably knew what he was talking about. What if there really were alien spacecraft, perhaps using nuclear power for high-speed travel in the atmosphere or between the stars? Our program could certainly benefit from the knowledge. Or the book might be good for a laugh.


When the books came, I read Ruppelt’s first. It didn’t convince me on the spot that flying saucers existed, but the captain had included a lot of hard-to-refute data. I loaned the book to my neighbor, Charlie, also an engineer and about ten years my senior. I respected Charlie, and he was more convinced than I was that there really was something to this UFO stuff. His opinion that Ruppelt’s data was sensible heightened my interest in the subject. (More than a decade later, when I spoke to a chapter of the Institute of Electrical and Electronic Engineers in Connecticut, Charlie’s first words when he came up to me with his wife were, “We knew you when you didn’t believe in flying saucers.”)


A couple of years later, I was working at Aerojet General Nucleonics near San Francisco. I had become disenchanted with the ANP program, as it had gone through several budgetary ups and downs and it lacked the kind of leadership it needed to compete for research and development funding. Aerojet General was much smaller than GE-ANP, and I was now considered an expert in the field. Due in part to my expertise, Aerojet General won a contract to develop very-high-performance, extremely compact nuclear reactors to provide electric power for space vehicles.


Unfortunately, not too long afterward, the ANP program was canceled and Pratt & Whitney, GE’s major competitor, was given the compact reactor contract. It had expensive facilities that Aerojet General could not match, and their design used liquid metals such as sodium, potassium, or lithium to cool the reactors. Since I liked California, I managed to get work on other proposals for Aerojet General, including the development of a nuclear rocket. We won that contract, too, but the work was mostly done elsewhere.


I wound up consulting with other parts of the company on a compact, transportable reactor that could be set up quickly to produce power at remote installations. Since this was at the height of the cold war and Americans were worried about the Russians raining missiles down on us, I was also involved in a proposal to review Soviet scientific literature to determine their capabilities in regard to nuclear power in space—whether it be to power radar, weapons, or other systems.


We won that competition, and I spent well over a year as project engineer for the “Analysis and Evaluation of Fast and Intermediate Reactors for Space Vehicle Applications.” Although the program’s title was impressive, it was really just a one-person operation. The contract was administered out of the Air Force’s Foreign Technology Division at Wright-Patterson back in Ohio—coincidentally the same division that administered Project Blue Book, the most extensive and more or less unclassified study of UFO sightings done by the U.S. government.


Over the next year and a half, I made a number of trips back to Dayton to meet with my project monitor and to review huge collections of abstracts of Soviet technical literature at the Battelle Memorial Institute in Columbus. I also met with the new Project Blue Book head, Major Friend, on several occasions. Although I had security clearance to work on the program, the Foreign Technology office was in a vault inside a vault, and I was admitted only with an escort.


During this time, I had happened upon a privately published version of U.S. Air Force Project Blue Book Special Report 14 at the nearby University of California, Berkeley, library. I had already read more than a dozen UFO books thanks to a very helpful local librarian, but none had mentioned Special Report 14 by name. By nature, I’m a facts and figures man, and now I was in data heaven. The Special Report had more than 240 charts, tables, graphs, and maps. It covered over 3,000 sightings of which more than 600 could not be identified by the professional investigators.


The organization that actually did the work of collecting, reviewing, and evaluating the sightings was none other than Battelle Memorial Institute. They found that the better the quality of a sighting, the more likely it would remain unidentified after investigation by the scientists involved.


Whoever compiled the report did quality evaluations of each reported sighting. They characterized the sightings into “knowns” (aircraft, astronomical, etc.), “unknowns,” and “insufficient information,” and also cross-compared the “unknowns” with the “knowns” using six characteristics—including apparent size, shape, speed, and color. The researchers found that the probability of “unknowns” simply being missed “knowns” was less than one percent!


As I sorted through this mountain of data, I became more and more certain that the government’s own information strongly indicated that a significant number of UFO sightings were probably of alien vehicles. I also recognized that the Air Force, in its October 1955 press release about the study, flat-out lied.


The report was never publicly distributed by the Air Force, although they gave very wide distribution to the press release, a comic-book style drawing of a “flying saucer,” and what the Air Force said was a summary of the Blue Book report—which did not include any of the fascinating data in all those tables. Naturally, they didn’t say who did the work or where it was done or even give the title of the program. Undoubtedly, if “Project Blue Book Special Report 14” had been mentioned in the press release, some intrepid reporter would have asked, “What about Reports 1-13?”


For my Foreign Technology project, I wrote two final reports. The first, for general consumption, was basically an unclassified bibliography listing Soviet publications on every aspect of technology related to building nuclear reactors for space applications. The second was highly classified, had a very limited distribution, and included my evaluation of Soviet capabilities vis-a-vis U.S. technology and my prediction that the USSR would very soon be building nuclear reactors for space applications. (When the Soviet Cosmos 954 satellite, with its nuclear reactor, reentered the atmosphere and crashed in the Canadian wilderness, I was probably one of very few Americans who were delighted to hear the news. My report had been right on! Cosmos 954 was about the thirteenth such satellite the Soviets had orbited, and the total eventually reached more than thirty. Even now, the United States has launched only one nuclear reactor into space. There was a great fuss in the press about possible radiation damage to caribou and lichens, but I never saw one report that mentioned the real significance of the satellite—that the Soviets were well ahead of us in providing power for military applications in space.)


Because of my own experience with the Foreign Technology Division and Battelle, I was absolutely convinced that a highly classified report, most likely Special Report 13, had been written with the good stuff in it. But the Air Force got away with their totally misleading press release. At the time, no one asked about it.


While at Aerojet General, I joined the Washington-based National Investigations Committee on Aerial Phenomena (NICAP) and the Tucson-based Aerial Phenomena Research Organization (APRO). Both are gone now, but they did lead me to other interested professional people. Many of us at Aerojet General ate our lunches at our desks, and we often discussed outer space, flying saucers, and security. I wrote to Aime Michel, a French researcher who had written two excellent books on UFOs, for ideas on how to get more involved in the field. His advice was, “Don’t bother. It’s much too frustrating.”


This advice was not a deterrent to me, for I had other influences. While working on Aerojet General’s design of a nuclear fusion rocket for deep space travel using newly discovered superconducting materials, I came in contact with John Luce, probably the best scientist I have ever known. Luce, who had been head of the Oak Ridge National Laboratory’s nuclear fusion department, joined Aerojet General as director of research. John was a true leader of men although he never went to college. Apparently, this was no drawback, for he received an honorary Ph.D. and more than 40 patents for high-tech devices. He was a world-renowned leader in fusion and plasma physics devices, and was always doing things that other experts said couldn’t be done.


His work demonstrated to me a very important maxim: technological progress comes from doing things differently in an unpredictable way. Thus, the future is not an extrapolation of the past. For example, rockets propelled by nuclear fusion, the process that produces the sun’s energy, are as much of an advance over our present chemical-fuel rockets as microintegrated circuitry is over the vacuum tubes that powered our first computers. Using the right materials in a properly designed nuclear fusion rocket, one can eject particles having ten million times as much energy per particle as in the chemical rockets we use now. Yet most academic reports about interstellar travel assume the use of primitive chemical rockets in calculating how long it would take us to reach other stars. If we extrapolate from the past, interstellar travel is impossible. If we do things differently than in the past, interstellar travel becomes feasible.


In early 1963, I moved to General Motors’ Allison Division in Indianapolis, where I oversaw the shielding work on the military compact reactor program. Much of my time was spent looking over the shoulder of our nuclear subcontractor in White Plains, New York.


My son has hemophilia, and so I had become active in the local chapter of the National Hemophilia Foundation. Needing a fascinating speaker for a fundraising dinner, I contacted Frank Edwards, a well-known reporter who was on the board of NICAP and was quite outspoken about his conviction that some UFOs were extraterrestrial and that the government knew about it. The speech went over very well.


My next stop as an itinerant nuclear physicist was Westinghouse Astronuclear Laboratory near Pittsburgh, where I was involved in research on shielding for a nuclear rocket engine. Once again, I found many of my colleagues very interested in UFOs. Frank Edwards sent me a copy of his new book, Flying Saucers—Serious Business, and after I read it, I called Frank to see how I might help spread the word. Having traveled extensively and met media people everywhere, he gave me some leads, including the producer of a talk show on KDKA, the biggest radio station in Pittsburgh. I called and offered to appear to talk about UFOs. The producer was relatively cold to the idea, and said he would get back to me. It seemed like a brush-off, but not too long thereafter, they called me at 6:30 P.M. for a 7:00 show. Their other guest had canceled—could I make it?


Luckily, I lived close to the station and got there on time. Unluckily, it was baptism by fire. The host knew little about the topic and made ridiculous charges about UFOs and those who were interested in them. I didn’t know how to handle the situation, and did the best I could. I apparently did well enough, for a woman who was a technician at Westinghouse heard it and asked me to talk to her book review club, which was reading Edwards’s book. And so it was in her living room that I gave my first UFO lecture, for free. I did a number of such presentations on what I came to call the chicken-and-peas circuit.


As I gave more lectures, I found that I enjoyed speaking and that people believed me no matter what I said. After all, I was a nuclear physicist for Westinghouse, which in Pittsburgh, with its numerous nuclear divisions and research facilities, were gold-plated credentials. The blind acceptance frightened me—now I knew how the demagogues of the twentieth century had had such success. I wanted people to think, to explore, to look at the data and make up their own minds. I decided that I would try to reach more technical groups, who presumably wouldn’t accept everything I said as gospel.


I didn’t want to jeopardize my job, so I asked my boss if management had any restrictions on employee speaking engagements. The response was that I could speak where I wanted and say what I wanted on my time, so long as I made clear that the opinions expressed were mine and not those of my employer. I could even identify myself as a Westinghouse nuclear physicist. They could not have been fairer. (Even in recent months I have found that many scientists in Europe are afraid to speak out about UFOs for fear of retribution by management.)


I convinced a Westinghouse colleague to have me as a speaker for a joint meeting of the local sections of the Institute of Electrical and Electronic Engineers (IEEE) and the American Institute of Aeronautics and Astronautics (AIAA), to be held at the Mellon Institute. He was program chairman. I told him a lot of people would come, and all I wanted in return was the cost of a babysitter and dinner for my wife and me.


When we went to the the preprogram dinner at a hotel across the street from the institute, I thought I would be eating my words instead. Only about two dozen people showed up at dinner. However, when we walked into the auditorium, my faith in my colleagues was borne out. The hall was packed, and people were still sifting in. By the time I started speaking, more than 400 people were in attendance.


My lecture—“Flying Saucers Are Real!”—was designed to raise the objections of the skeptics and then demolish them with facts. I leaned heavily on Special Report 14 for my data, and I could tell that the audience was interested. This was just the sort of presentation they could relate to. I recognized a number of high-level people from Westinghouse and other area corporations, and the question-and-answer session went on until the janitor chased us out. There were no hostile questions. People came at me not only with questions, but with money. I sold eight copies of Special Report 14 and took orders for ten more. Even more gratifying, as after my radio stints, a number of listeners asked how they could dig deeper into the subject, and I was able to refer them to our very active UFO group in Pittsburgh, the UFO Research Institute.


UFORI had begun as a subcommittee of NICAP, and it expanded rapidly. It funded meetings, published a newsletter, investigated UFO cases, had a 24-hour answering service, and distributed scientific materials. I was elected president in 1968. Our goals were to get instrument data during a sighting and to educate the public via the media to the existence of alien spacecraft. I also contributed a paper to Congressional hearings on UFOs held on July 29, 1968.


Some time after the IEEE-AIAA session, I was driving to work with a woman named Jo Ann, who was a supervisor at Westinghouse. She had received her Ph.D. from Carnegie-Mellon University, and in casual conversation, I told her I would like to speak at CMU. She said, “Talk to the dean.” Unthinkingly, I replied that I had spoken with a professor there who expressed no interest. She looked at me. “Talk to the dean, Stan. He’s my husband!”


I called her husband, and it turned out he had heard some of my appearances on KDKA. He said he would be delighted to have me speak at the university. After we settled on a date and time, he asked me how much money I wanted. Thinking quickly—I would have to take a half-day off from work—I said $100, hoping for $50. “Sold!” he said. Then, because Jo Ann knew me, he let me in on what the other speakers in the series were getting paid: $1,200-$1,500! He also was kind enough to give me the name of the agency through which he had booked the other speakers. After my Carnegie-Mellon lecture, which went extremely well, I called the agency and they booked me to speak to the Engineering Society of Detroit for the astronomical sum of $300 plus travel expenses. That lecture was truly a turning point. It sold out three weeks in advance for 1,000 people. I was now a professional speaker.


In the coming months, I spoke at a number of gatherings of the IEEE, AIAA, and other technical societies. I also received a request from a colleague at Los Alamos National Laboratory to speak to the local section of the American Nuclear Society. My host and I were both delighted when a crowd of 500 showed up for the lecture and stayed for an enthusiastic question-and-answer session. But I wasn’t surprised, for the man responsible for obtaining the copy of Special Report 14 that I had found in the Berkeley library had been a scientist there. Their library had lots of UFO books. Ironically, at the time, I knew nothing about UFO crashes in New Mexico, specifically the Roswell incident, with which I was to become so closely linked. But twenty-five years later when I spoke at Los Alamos, my lecture title was “Crashed Saucers in New Mexico.” I was certain that pieces of the wrecked saucers went to Los Alamos for testing, since that installation had very high security and some of the finest scientists and equipment in the world. I suspect that some of those very scientists were part of the overflow audience at my presentation.


In the meantime, my work on the nuclear rocket program at Westinghouse was rewarding. I was planning and evaluating radiation shielding measurements made during full-power tests at the nuclear test site in Nevada and low-power tests at our local facility. I developed a new technique for evaluating nuclear heating rates in our control devices and even wrote an unclassified paper about it. As arcane as this sounds, one of the highlights was listening over the public address system in Pittsburgh to a full-power test of our NRX-A6 system in Nevada. The reactor was only five feet by six feet in size, but it produced 1,100 megawatts, or about half the capacity of the mammoth Grand Coulee Dam.


Running at temperatures close to 4,000° F, cooled by hydrogen gas, the reactor roared away while we listened for signs that it was breaking up. Estimates for how long it could run ranged from five to forty minutes, but the reactor lasted for the entire hour-long run. It was shut down only because the hydrogen used to cool the core was exhausted. The test was tangible proof of the success of our work.


Less than a year later, Los Alamos operated their slightly larger Phoebus 2B nuclear rocket reactor propulsion system at a power level of 4,400 megawatts, the highest-powered reactor ever operated in the free world at that time. Unfortunately, by then the nuclear rocket program was dying. There were substantial cutbacks in spending, and neither politicians nor bureaucrats had courage enough to back the program, even though the rockets showed real promise for getting astronauts to Mars or to help establish a base on the moon or provide transfer capabilities from earth orbit to lunar orbit. I got caught in a major layoff, and went full-time on the speaking circuit.


Lecturing full-time put a lot of stress on my family. My younger son’s hemophilia caused him to have unpredictable and very painful bleeds. My daughter is deaf, and needed special schooling. My wife had had a serious bout of mental illness and was hospitalized for months. I had my hands full dropping off my two-year-old daughter at one babysitter and my four-year-old at another before heading to work. Finally, I hired a housekeeper who could look after the family so I could keep my sanity. During this time, my wife and I separated. The break-up was rough on all of us, and especially my 14-year-old son.


I was traveling a lot, and was feeling terrible about my inability to help out at home. Then what I thought was a great opportunity opened up for me. I was hired to work for McDonnell Douglas in Santa Monica, California, under Dr. Robert Wood, a scientist who had a long-time interest in UFOs. One of his people had heard a talk I gave at the Westinghouse Research Laboratory, and recommended me to work on trying to back-engineer flying saucers using some Blue Sky (far-out thinking) funds available through the Manned Orbiting Laboratory program at McDonnell. I packed up a bunch of furniture, clothes, and household goods and headed across country. But during the trip, I heard a radio report that the program had been canceled. What could I do? I reported to the personnel department, which was already in shock. “We are laying off 5,000 people,” they told me, “and you want to begin work?”


Even so, they honored my contract and let me stay for three months. I researched magnetoaerodynamic propulsion systems (similar in principle to an electromagnetic submarine developed by a Westinghouse scientist) that might explain the hypermaneuverability of flying saucers and their ability to overcome the obvious problems of heating, drag, sonic boom production, and reduced radar cross sections. I found references to hundreds of papers in the mostly nonacademic literature. The great majority were classified, indicating the government was certainly interested in such technology.


My three-month stay at McDonnell Douglas was followed by six months at TRW Systems, where I worked on the Pioneer spacecraft that have now left the solar system. When that contract ended, I was back full-time on the lecture circuit. Except for consulting work, I was finished with industry for good, and became the only space scientist known to be devoting full time to ufology.


Much of what I learned in industry has come in handy during my ufological research. Every report or paper I wrote and every claim I made at group meetings had to be justified by logic and evidence to colleagues and supervisors. I couldn’t get by on research by proclamation, and often I had to say that there wasn’t enough evidence to justify any conclusion. I learned early on that absence of evidence is not the same as evidence for absence. And through my own classified research, I learned that secrets can certainly be kept; that an enormous amount of extraordinary scientific work is done in classified programs that the public never hears about.


Thus, the data presented in this book is the result of long, painstaking research, and the logical connections that I make are based on my almost 40 years’ acquaintance with high-tech matters and high-security procedures. Far from being a story that only techno-nerds would relish, the chase for details about extraterrestrial visitors and our government’s interest in them (and denial of their existence) makes one of the fascinating adventure stories of our time.


The objective of this book is to review a very substantial amount of research that has been done since receipt of the first Operation Majestic-12 documents in late 1984. In addition, more recently received MJ-12 documents will be presented here for the first time ever in a public report. In many ways the chase has been fascinating and very frustrating as well. It is complicated by the simple fact that, if the documents are genuine, they deal with a very highly classified matter. I worked as a nuclear physicist with a Q clearance (required for work on highly classified nuclear projects) under security from 1956 until 1970 and have over the years visited a total of 15 document archives and have a very healthy respect for national security. There is no question that the U.S. government is able to keep secrets, including those about UFOs.


Over the years, I have become accustomed to dealing with opposing viewpoints. But the attacks on the documents presented herein have been intensive indeed. The arguments have been raging for many years. With this book, the data is on the table. Make up your own mind.
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THE ROSWELL CRASH AND MAJESTIC-12


For a period of about five years after I moved to southern California in 1969, I had worked on a number of magazine articles about UFOs with the late Bobbi Ann Slate Gironda. It was a good relationship. I knew my way around the scientific research and security matters, and knew how to verify the authenticity of material. Bobbi had the rare ability to make this information accessible to nontechnical readers.


In 1973, Bobbi had interviewed a forest ranger about his UFO sighting. During their conversation, the ranger had said that if she wanted an even better story, she ought to talk to his mother, Lydia Sleppy. When we called her shortly thereafter, she first related a sighting of her own, which had occurred while she was living in New Mexico. But then she told us of something far more important.


Back in 1947, when she was working at a radio station in Albuquerque, New Mexico, she had taken a call from their affiliate in Roswell, nearly 200 miles southeast. The caller described how a saucer had crashed outside of town, had been recovered by the Army Air Force group stationed at the Roswell base, and was being taken to Wright Field (now Wright-Patterson Air Force Base) in Ohio.


Newspapers all over the country had been carrying front-page stories about “flying saucers” for many days after private pilot Kenneth Arnold’s famous June 24, 1947 sighting of nine disc-like objects moving “as a saucer would if it was skipped across the water.” Arnold timed the objects’ flight between two mountain peaks and figured out that they were traveling at a velocity of over 1,500 miles per hour! (At that time, the aircraft speed record was only 625 miles per hour.) By early July 1947, there had been more than 1,500 sightings reported across the United States, in Canada, and in other countries.


As Sleppy’s informant dictated his story to her, she typed it out over the newswire. Suddenly, her transmission was interrupted, and a message came back to her—“STOP. DO NOT CONTINUE THIS TRANSMISSION.” Although from our vantage point it is not surprising that the station’s teletype was being monitored, what with so much classified government and military activity in New Mexico, it certainly was a shock to Lydia. Later, when she talked to the person who had called her, he wouldn’t talk about it.


A crashed saucer and a 26-year government coverup. Bobbi and I set out to verify Lydia’s story. We actually located some people who had worked with Lydia at that time. However, they either did not know about the event or had selective amnesia, and the trail turned cold. I tucked the story away as one of those fascinating leads that one hears but about which little can be done. More than 15 years passed before I spoke to Lydia again.


On January 11, 1977, I was in Minnesota to give a lecture at the state university campus in Morris, 26 miles from the Dakota border. The temperature that evening was 41° below zero, but even so, I spoke to a full house. After the lecture, I went out for a pizza with an old acquaintance, Bill Moore, who had attended the program. Bill and I had met in Pittsburgh a decade earlier when I was very active in UFORI while working at Westinghouse. He was interested in UFOs, but had been only peripherally involved in UFORI, most of whose board members were scientists.


We talked at some length. He was teaching high school in Herman, about 10 miles away, but was interested in a wide variety of topics. We had other conversations over the next year about UFO research that later developed into actual projects.


On February 20, 1978, I was in Baton Rouge to lecture at Louisiana State University and was doing three separate interviews at a local television station. Over coffee, the station manager, who was a little embarrassed that the third interviewer was late, told me, “The person you really ought to talk to is Jesse Marcel. He handled pieces of one of those flying saucers when he was in the service, a long time ago.” The man was absolutely offhand about this remark, but I sat right up and pumped him for more information. Finally, he said, “Well, Jesse and I are old ham radio buddies. He lives over in Houma. He’s very straightforward and trustworthy.”


I had a very busy day and a great crowd at LSU. The next day while I was waiting to catch a plane to my next stop, I got Marcel’s telephone number from information and called him. He told a fascinating story of having been the base intelligence officer at Roswell Army Air Field in the late 1940s. He was eating lunch at the officer’s club when he took a call from the local sheriff who mentioned that some sheep rancher had come in with pieces of strange wreckage. By prearrangement, the sheriff was supposed to notify the base of anything that might be related to the base’s people or equipment.


Marcel went down to the sheriff’s office to check out the debris, and knew immediately that it was nothing that he had ever seen in his extensive Army Air Force experience. He talked to the base commander, Colonel William Blanchard, who told him to get out to the ranch for a firsthand look. So, with a Counter-Intelligence Corps agent named Cavitt, Marcel followed the rancher out to his place in a remote area that wasn’t really on any road. Since it was dark, they camped out overnight. The next day, the rancher showed them the wreckage strewn over an area about three-quarters-of-a-mile long and hundreds of feet wide. Marcel and Cavitt brought back an Army carry-all and a Buick full of fragments—a mere fraction of the wreckage on the ranch.


There were several kinds of very strong, lightweight materials which Jesse could not identify. There were I-beams with unusual symbols along the inside that were as light as balsa wood but which could not be cut, broken, or burnt. There was a foil-like material that when crumpled would go back to its original shape uncreased. And he remembered some thin material that couldn’t be broken through with a sledgehammer.


After stopping at home late that night and showing some of the wreckage to his wife and son, Jesse brought the debris back to the base. On July 8, 1947, Colonel Blanchard ordered the base public information officer, Walter Haut, to issue a press release announcing the recovery of a crashed saucer, and instructed Jesse to put the wreckage on a B-29 and fly with it to Wright Field in Ohio, the normal destination for captured enemy equipment. They were to make a stop in Forth Worth, Texas, at the headquarters of the 8th Air Force, of which his group, the 509th Composite Bomb Wing, was a part. (At that time the 509th was the only atomic bombing group in the world.) When they arrived in Fort Worth, General Roger Ramey, head of the 8th Air Force and Blanchard’s immediate superior, instructed Marcel to say nothing and told the press the material was just the wreckage of a weather balloon radar reflector. Jesse went on back to Roswell, but his picture was in newspapers across the country over the next few days as part of the Army’s campaign to scotch the flying saucer stories.


This conversation was the beginning of a long, intensive effort on my part to dig out the truth about what happened at Roswell. Marcel’s story and others related to the crash and recovery of an alien craft near Roswell and another one elsewhere in New Mexico have been told and retold in various articles, books, and movies (see Sources), so there is no need to recapitulate them. But as a result of publicity and hard research efforts, I and other investigators have continued to turn up new witnesses and leads that have brought the truth closer to the light of day.


Another very important event took place on October 24, 1978. That was the day I met Vern and Jean Maltais after my lecture at Bemidji State University in Bemidji, Minnesota. They quietly told me of an old friend of theirs, a civil engineer named Barney Barnett who lived for a while in Socorro, New Mexico. He had told Vern and Jean that he had come across an almost-intact saucer stuck in the ground with four strange bodies around it. The military had come along, and told him and a nearby archaeological expedition to leave the area immediately and never say anything about the event, ever. The Maltaises had no date for the Barnett story. The very next day, I met with Bill Moore at colleges in Thief River Falls and Crookston, Minnesota, where I was lecturing, and passed on the Barnett story for follow-up.


In January 1979, Bill came across the story of Hughie Green, an English actor, who described how, while driving across the United States in the late 1940s, he had heard an incredible story about the recovery of a crashed flying saucer in New Mexico on several radio stations. But when he got to the East Coast, there was nothing more. Bill contacted Green, got a date for the event (early July 1947) that led him to check out newspaper stories at the University of Minnesota Periodicals Library. He found articles dated July 8, 1947 about what had happened to Jesse Marcel! Thus, we were able to verify the accuracy of Marcel’s memory. Now we had a solid date for which to look at other newspapers. These additional reports gave the names of a number of people we could contact—if we could find them. Our research effort intensified.


Three months later I was in Houma, making one of a number of stops with a crew filming what eventually became the 93-minute documentary UFOs Are Real. Brandon Chase was the producer, and I was technical advisor and one of the scriptwriters, as well as an onscreen commentator. (According to a recent ad in Omni, more than 100,000 copies of the video have been sold.) We interviewed Jesse Marcel at length. As of 1980, when the book The Roswell Incident (by Moore and Charles Berlitz) came out, Bill and I had talked to about 60 people in conjunction with the event.


Bill and I continued our research and publicity efforts. When Bill was promoting The Roswell Incident in 1980, he was approached by Richard Doty—an “insider”—who arranged to meet with him. At the meeting, Doty showed credentials indicating that he worked for the Air Force’s Office of Special Investigations (OSI). Bill established a good relationship with Doty, who said he wanted to get the UFO information out and would try to help quietly in any way he could. We would have to be cautious about anything that was given. It was a fascinating contact with the “underworld” of Air Force intelligence that continued for several years.


In August 1980, I moved from Hayward, California 3,500 miles east to Fredericton, New Brunswick, Canada, my second wife’s home province. Proposition 13 had passed in California, slashing education budgets and thus my income from lecturing at California community colleges. Before we left, I had been contacted by a company that wanted to produce a fictional movie about UFOs. Jaime Shandera was to be the director, and they wanted me as a consultant. Since they also needed somebody to help out with the script, I recommended Bill Moore, who had written and directed plays. Although we had several meetings and shot some scenes, the project fell apart for lack of funding. But the end result was that Bill, who had by that time moved to Arizona, hit it off with Jaime. With me back in the East, Bill (who was now in southern California, too) and Jaime began to work together on UFO contacts while staying in touch with me by telephone and at various conferences and meetings that we all attended.


Then, in December 1984, the Majestic-12 documents showed up on Jaime Shandera’s doorstep.


To be more exact, a roll of undeveloped black-and-white 35mm film came in the mail to Shandera’s home in Burbank in a double-wrapped plain brown envelope with no return address and an Albuquerque, New Mexico postmark. Why was it sent to Jaime? One possibility is that it was well-known that Shandera had been working closely with Bill Moore and myself on the Roswell crash story, and that together with Bill, had had many contacts with insiders, some of whom were connected with OSI in Albuquerque.


Bill and Jaime’s meetings with Agent Doty and others had left them with the impression that these insiders were interested in having the facts about flying saucers released to the public, in a manner that would protect their identity and their status. But we may never know.


After Bill and Jaime developed the film, they called me. What they found on the film were duplicate sets of eight pages of documents that were classified TOP SECRET/MAJIC, with a title page declaring “Briefing Document: Operation Majestic 12 Prepared for President-Elect Dwight D. Eisenhower: (Eyes Only) 18 November, 1952.” The second page of the set listed the members of the Majestic-12 group, all of whom were dead. Then they read to me the third page: “On 24 June, 1947, a civilian pilot flying over the Cascade Mountains in the State of Washington observed nine flying disc-shaped aircraft traveling in formation at a high rate of speed.… In spite of these efforts, little of substance was learned about the objects until a local rancher reported that one had crashed in a remote region of New Mexico.… On 07 July, 1947, a secret operation was begun to assure recovery of the wreckage of this object.…”


Incredible as it sounded, the documents on this film dealt with the New Mexico crashes as well as with the government’s efforts to keep them secret. According to the briefing, the wreckage of a crashed flying saucer was recovered by the U.S. government 75 miles northwest of Roswell in early July 1947. Four small alien bodies, apparently ejected from the vehicle, were found two miles east of the main wreckage site. The government took into its possession the wreckage and the bodies for careful study and evaluation, and in September 1947, officially established Operation Majestic-12 as “a top secret Research and Development/Intelligence operation responsible directly and only to the President of the United States.”


This “preliminary” briefing for Eisenhower notes that the characteristics of the humanlike bodies were different from those of homo sapiens, that there were strange symbols on the wreckage which had not yet been interpreted, that there had been an increase in UFO activity in 1952, that there had been another crashed saucer recovered in December 1950, and that it was strongly recommended that Operation Majestic-12 be kept accountable only to the President. A contingency plan for release of information had been prepared. The security markings indicate that the original is copy one of one. Apparently no other copies were made at that time. (See Appendix A for a full transcript of the documents on the film.)


The last page of the documents on the film was marked “Attachment A.” This was a brief memo from President Truman to Secretary of Defense James Forrestal, dated September 24, 1947, authorizing Forrestal to proceed with Operation Majestic-12 with advice from noted science and technology administrator Dr. Vannevar Bush and the Director of Central Intelligence, who at that time was Admiral Roscoe H. Hillenkoetter (listed as the briefing officer here of the document).


I was very excited about this discovery, but I also knew that we had to be very, very cautious with it. There was no question that if the TOP SECRET/MAJIC Eyes Only briefing document for president-elect Eisenhower was genuine, it was one of the most important classified government documents ever leaked to the public. Of course, the first question was whether these eight pages were legitimate.


There were three possible answers to this question. First, the entire roll of film could be disinformation or a hoax. Despite the supposed power of the media, it is relatively easy for the government and powerful people to disseminate misleading but believable information to the public. One need only think of the dirty tricks campaigns of the Watergate era to understand how this works, or the carefully staged press conferences during the Gulf War in 1991.


In addition, there have been a wide variety of private frauds associated with UFOs over the years. People created fake photographs. Individuals claimed credentials they didn’t have, experiences they didn’t have. Some created false physical traces where a UFO supposedly had been seen on the ground. Some sought fame and fortune for their UFO-related experiences.


For example, in the 1960s an evangelist named Frank Stranges exhibited a dried devilfish in a velvet-lined casket and charged admission to view the “alien” body. Frank had served time for trying to smuggle a load of marijuana into the country, according to his parole officer. He is still on the convention and conference circuit authoritatively making wild claims.


Not only are there plenty of pro-UFO conmen, but there are also a number of unscrupulous UFO debunkers who make up phony experiences, documents, and photos to try to show that UFO investigators are all gullible fools. Bill Moore and I had tangled more than once with such people, many of whom were connected with the Committee for the Scientific Investigation of Claims of the Paranormal (CSICOP). Were these mysterious documents intended to fool us into going public so that these debunkers could say “Gotcha!” and discredit not only us but the entire Roswell story as well?


Second, the documents could contain some truth mixed with some phony material, sending researchers off on a wild-goose chase and keeping the secrets for that much longer. Perhaps there was a Majestic-12 group, but it dealt with something entirely different. Third, they could be plain straight legitimate. We had to establish which answer was correct.


There are many complications involved in assessing the validity of these documents, and their evaluation is much more complex, in a sense, than the original crash-retrieval story. Based on my decades of research into the Roswell incident and subsequent coverup, I am certain that alien bodies and wreckage were retrieved. Based on my detailed study and investigation of the overall UFO phenomenon beginning in 1958, I am equally certain that (1) some UFOs are intelligently controlled extraterrestrial spacecraft; (2) the subject of flying saucers represents a kind of cosmic Watergate, wherein a relatively small group of people in government have known about the visitors for many years; (3) none of the anti-UFO arguments made by a small but vocal group of debunkers stand up under careful scrutiny; and (4) visits by extraterrestrial space vehicles and the successful 50-year government coverup of the best evidence (alien bodies and wreckage) is the biggest story of the millennium.


Certainly it seemed very reasonable that after recovering a crashed flying saucer and alien bodies, some sort of high-security organization would have been established to deal with the implications. The very-high-security Manhattan Project during World War II would have provided an excellent model, especially since many of the activities controlled by that project took place in New Mexico.


This does not mean that I or other legitimate UFO researchers believe every UFO story that comes down the pike. I have what I call a “gray basket” for all those stories which have not yet been validated and may or may not be true. Neither myself nor Bill nor Jaime were ready to accept the briefing as genuine without validation.


As Bill read me the list of Majestic-12 members, it was immediately obvious that the group was an all-star cast made up of top-level personnel in the armed forces, the intelligence community, and the scientific community. All of the members (with one exception) certainly had the highest security clearances, meaning they would have had access to documents that touched on the most sensitive national security matters. This would have been extremely important, as we knew that, despite denials, the U.S. government considered the subject of UFOs to be classified above Top Secret. In 1979 I had obtained a copy of the so-called “Smith Memo” of November 1950, a formerly Top Secret Canadian government memo which included this paragraph:




I made discreet inquiries of the Canadian Embassy in Washington and obtained the following information about flying saucers: (1) the subject is the most classified in the United States, even more so than the H bomb; (2) flying saucers exist; (3) their modus operandi is as yet unknown, but there’s a small group working under Doctor Vannevar Bush; and (4) the entire subject is considered of enormous significance by the United States authorities.





The most bothersome thing about the list—the one major item that made me think the documents were frauds—was the presence of Harvard astronomer Donald Menzel. His was the only name that had not surfaced in our continuing research on the Roswell incident. By the time Jaime received the film, we had contacted 92 people concerned with the incident. We had been checking at various archives on who was doing what in the government in July 1947. We had looked at White House logs of Truman’s visitors, newspaper articles around that time which mentioned government officials and their whereabouts and activities, and cross-contacts between people who would have some reason to be involved with UFOs. We had reconsidered a September 23, 1947 letter from General Nathan Twining describing a number of government organizations that were to be notified of news on the UFO scene. (See Appendix B.)


All of the other men on the Majestic-12 list made sense as part of a group dealing with UFOs. But not Donald Menzel. People don’t require high-level security clearances to be Harvard astronomers. And for years, Dr. Menzel had been the primary debunker of UFOs in the United States, if not the world.
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