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  Foreword

  Where has the mystery gone, the wonder and awe, the understanding that not all things are meant to be analyzed and defined by science? Einstein said, “The most beautiful thing we can experience is the mysterious. It is the source of all true art and all science. He to whom this emotion is a stranger, who can no longer pause to wonder and stand rapt in awe, is as good as dead: his eyes are closed.”

  We use terms like “weird” and “strange” to define that which we don’t understand, but these words alone limit us in the sense that they are confining and predisposed to certain phenomena. But the truth is, it is all MUCH weirder then we can imagine and stranger then we can comprehend, I think that’s what Einstein was implying among other things. Einstein, once the greatest mind of all time, enjoyed and relished the simple things far more than going about the equations and work to clarify his theorems to the academic world. He not only asked who are we and what are we, but he asked - where are we going?

  As a people and as a society we are now so removed from ourselves and our origins that we are in the process of “rediscovering” things in the most pedestrian way, things our ancestors knew innately and respected throughout millennia. OF COURSE paranormal activity is real, OF COURSE there are spirits roaming the earth, and yes there are Aliens - isn’t it obvious at this point? They buzzed the white house more than once, astronauts who have gone to the moon think it’s absurd that there AREN’T aliens, UFOs have disarmed military Nuclear weapons facilities and have been encountered by admirals of the major airlines - yes it’s glaringly apparent that UFOs are real and that they are probably intelligently controlled by beings from another planet. Michio Kaku the world renowned quantum physicist, says it best, “The phenomenon is very real and we are utterly clueless,” enough said.

  Interestingly, this understanding was normal and part of everyday life for peoples who lived successfully for thousands of years before the industrial revolution led to the world we live in today, a time when the world was filled with fascination as to what lurks across the river, in the forests, and in the sky. We are about to return to this paradigm, one we may have already lived in past lives but in different variations of the same theme. A journey which in this instance, ultimately began with Roswell, which will forever be the benchmark for the new evolution of conscious life on earth. The most enigmatic and universally known UFO incident in history will never fade as it represents the true ushering in of the UFO phenomenon for time immemorial. Dwarfing Orson Wells’ “War of the Worlds” in national and then international hysteria, Roswell was an unparalleled turning point for all of mankind because for the first time almost every man, woman and child on earth was faced with the reality that we are not alone in the universe.

  In early July, 1947 Major Jesse Marcel, commander of the most technologically advanced bomb group in the world, discovered the crash site of a downed UFO in the New Mexico desert following a harrowing and record breaking storm. Out of honor and duty to his country, Major Marcel was to become the scapegoat for the largest disinformation cover-up effort in world history. What he saw would be a secret he would keep for many years - knowledge about the crash itself and the ensuing battle to keep the incident covered-up by government and military factions. Roswell would be forever entwined in not just Major Marcel’s life but that of his children and grandchildren for generations to come. Today Jesse Marcel III, the grandson of Major Jesse Marcel, tells his grandfather’s story and reveals what has continued to haunt his family for over sixty years - the legacy of ROSWELL.

  Instead of the shadows and beasts of the forest and the temperamental gods, the archetype has changed…very likely changed its shape, form and visage by our very own collective subconscious, yes it’s not just the extraterrestrials, they are doing their part, but WE are involved in creating the phenomenon and are playing a key role in our development along the way. We now live in a world where we experience things like Sasquatch, Mothman, UFO’s and even encounter Aliens from outer space. I think this is a good sign as perhaps we are well on the way to re-remembering our ancient past and returning to a time when we understood “as above, so below” our place in the cosmos and much more that we have long forgotten. So the next time the sky is clear, go outside and stare at the stars, peer through the looking glass of the time machine called outer space and ponder who are we, not who are they, but who are WE, what are we and for Einstein - where are we going?

  OH Krill


  Introduction
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  8th of July 1947.

  The news that day must have been the most shocking since Pearl Harbor. Lieutenant Haut of Roswell Airbase issues a report:

  ‘The many rumors regarding the flying disc became a reality yesterday when the intelligence office of the 509th Bomb Group of the Eighth Air Force, Roswell Army Air Field, was fortunate enough to gain possession of a disc through the cooperation of one of the local ranchers and the Sheriff’s office of Chaves county.’

  Just hours later, right from the top, General Ramey went on air and refuted the claim, stating the wreckage retrieved had merely been a weather balloon.

  It did not wash with everyone.

  The local Roswell newspaper, written by people who were used to seeing balloons launched from the airbase, pointed out the impossibility of mistaking one for a UFO, specifically the military mistaking one for a UFO. Specifically the military mistaking one for a UFO, especially the particular man who first identified it, one of the most central figures of the entire Roswell Incident, a man trained by the military itself: the Head of Intelligence of the 509th Heavy Bombardment Group and my Grandfather, Major Jesse Marcel.

  Without Major Jesse Marcel in the equation it makes a kind of sense for the UFO flap to be due to misidentification. Perhaps it could be turned into a case of over-excitement or a town’s desperate bid for publicity. Add my grandfather back into the picture however and the weather balloon theory just doesn’t fit. Even without details of the debris it quite literally does not figure that a man of his training and experience could fail to recognize what every civilian in Roswell could with ease. Maybe you could convince yourself that the rancher who found the debris had never seen tin foil or balsa wood before, but can you really believe that of the Head of Intelligence of the most important and celebrated squadron in the country? In fact as we shall see, my grandfather was even given a clear description of the weather balloon and radar target and still confirmed that it did not fit the wreckage in his possession.

  The military’s hasty report announcing that the discovery was no more than a balloon would offer its own men up for ridicule. Men it had qualified, men it had given the highest positions to and even, men who had launched weather balloons themselves. This is one of the main reasons the Roswell Incident has become the most durable UFO occurrence in history, the Rosetta Stone of ufology. It is quite literally the first real time such a perfect witness was in the right place at the right time. Who else could rule out military technology with such authority? And who else would?

  Despite the military covering it as a blunder and forcing its men to be scapegoats unable to tell foil from Foo, The Roswell Incident has refused to die down. Over fifty years later, everyone has heard about it. Witnesses are still being interviewed. Movies and TV shows are still being made and the people who saw the wreckage are still coming forward.

  My grandfather wouldn’t speak of these events again for almost forty years but the impact of his words would be incredible. They would pull Dr. Moore from out of the woodwork in a frantic attempt to convince the public that the debris was one of his mogul balloons. Dr. Moore, who had to falsely twist the descriptions of the wreck to fit his explanation, a Dr. Moore who appeared to be on a mission to discredit our family. And interestingly a Dr. Moore who would have to go back on his own words, as if he were under pressure to discount his earlier claim that the debris did not fit the description of one of his balloons. Dr. Moore would fascinatingly witness his own UFO in 1949 and was certainly not the skeptic his public face would suggest.

  However whilst other witnesses will be discussed, it is my grandfather’s testimony which will form the basis of this book. And with his final recorded interview, his sketches and descriptions of the debris, I will take you on a personal journey and look at exactly what the government didn’t want the public to know about the debris found that night lying in the desperate scrub of the New Mexico desert. In this book you will find numerous illustrations of the events as they unfolded along with a number of personal family photographs and key documents that support this ongoing saga. It has been long enough, now. The people have a right to know the truth.
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  Of Flying Saucers

  Chapter One

  [image: ]

  Something often said by skeptics is: if there really are UFOs visiting earth, why aren’t they being seen by everyone?

  Well in 1947, they were.

  That year right across the world, countries were inundated by sightings. Just two years previously people looked up to the sky and saw bombers, fighters and in Europe, rockets. In 1947 they were still watching the skies, only this time they were seeing something they couldn’t name.

  Out of all of the sightings that year, the one which stands out the most was made just ten days before the crash in Roswell. It was made by a credible, well respected, successful businessman and pilot, Kenneth Arnold. He was an experienced pilot too with over 9,000 flying hours behind him. All in all the kind of man not likely to make something up which could easily lose him his respectability in the business world. But nevertheless he was a man who witnessed from the cockpit of his CallAir A-2, nine unidentifiable, sliver thin, metallic aircraft hurtling through the peaks of Mount Rainier at a speed of well over 1200 mph. Arnold made his sighting on the 24th of June. It wouldn’t be until October that Chuck Yeager would break the sound barrier in Glamorous Glennis the Bell X-1, the fastest plane of its time, travelling a mere 800 mph in comparison.

  Poor desperate Arnold, just under 10,000 ft. up describes himself trying to justify what he was seeing by checking it wasn’t flashes of light in his glasses or drops of water from the cockpit window. He even attempted to fool himself into thinking they may have been some kind of new military test plane. But running out of explanations and watching the freakish movement of the aircraft flying in formation like they were strung together on the tail of a kite, Arnold succumbed to an eerie feeling. The aircraft, he would repeat over and over, were tailless and they had a terrifying movement to their flight, like fish flipping in the sun, flashing silver in the light with every flip. At one point whilst describing this wobble to their movement and emphasizing their flat wide shape, he said they flew like saucers skimmed over water, the front one larger than the rest.

  The media took what they thought was the most sensational part of his account and “flying saucers” was immediately splashed all over the news. And Arnold was to regret to a certain extent reporting it at all after he found himself the centre of attention. However despite everything and despite the naysayers he could not deny that he had indeed seen something extraordinary.

  The government for their part could not make any decent explanation for them. The only planes faintly resembling the tailless craft that Arnold described were either prop driven, slow moving hulks such as the Flying Flapjack or the unpredictable Horten Ho 229. Arnold would have seen the unmistakable props on the Flying Flapjack and neither aircraft could have come close to 1200 mph. Not only that but the clumsy Horten Ho 229 could not have performed with anywhere near the incredible maneuverability Arnold’s sighting displayed. In the end, in a manner that suggested they just plain gave up, the government declared it all a mirage. And with only Arnold’s say so, it looked like that would be the end of the matter.
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  It was not to die down quietly however. Several witnesses on the ground came forward to say they had seen from below the UFOs Arnold had described and one man even claimed to have photographed them. William Rhodes presented the air force with several photographs for examination. Again no satisfactory explanation could be given and the military resorted to deciding that his camera had simply caught probably paper blowing in the wind.

  The military and its many agencies would create dozens of similar unfeasible and ridiculous explanations for the UFO phenomenon in the coming years. And when these often childish suggestions are used to discredit the accounts of highly educated, well respected individuals right across the word, including astronauts and veteran pilots, frankly I consider their actions to not only be greatly disrespectful of those who have served their country but also a form of brainwashing the masses against them. It is a simple school yard kind of peer pressure, ridicule those whose testimony you want hidden and the masses will regulate themselves by laughing at those who believe it.
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  Yet for all their apparent disinterest and dismissal of William Rhode’s photographs, the one thing they would not do, was hand them back…

  Before the furore had died down over this initial sighting, there came, for Arnold, the most important witnesses yet. Just days after his sighting, an American Airlines crew would see the exact same formation of UFOs during one of their routine flights. The only difference between their description and Arnold’s was that instead of them shining in the sun, which was what had alerted Arnold to their presence, they were now a flat grey color. It is interesting to note that in the later stages of World War Two, the Luftwaffe would use carbon on their aircraft to make it difficult to spot by radar. Was this some kind of modification? By comparing his sighting to that of the air crew, Arnold deduced that the UFOs had in fact been travelling faster than he had first thought. He altered his calculations of their size and the distance they covered to agree with the American Airline air crew and the new speed was figured to be closer to 18,000 m.p.h.

  Arnold was to gain confidence from the American Airline crew and would spend some years investigating UFO sightings and witnesses. But it would be on meeting a World War Two veteran pilot that Arnold would realize just how great in numbers sightings were. The pilot was to inform him of the thousands of UFOs seen on a regular basis throughout missions during the war. Often following aircraft, even pilots who were experienced in evasive maneuvers could not shake them off. At times the UFOs would appear to merely watch the proceedings of the air battles. They had become such a regular occurrence; Churchill himself would take their presence seriously and suspected a new form of German technology. The Luftwaffe on the other hand, equally stumped, had been assuming they were some kind of British aircraft.

  The pilots themselves however do not seem to have been under the impression that they could have been made using any contemporary technology in existence. They were seeing flying maneuvers that no modern machine was anywhere near capable of and at no point did they engage with the planes they encountered. Very soon on they became known as Foo Fighters, perhaps an indication of how frequent and disturbing their presence was. Foo was a word borrowed from Smokey Stover cartoons; there are a lot of explanations as to the meaning of it. It is said to derive from the French word for fire or the Chinese word for good luck, but probably the most accurate explanation is that it comes from a shortened version of FUBAR. It is not hard to imagine how frustrated the pilots would have been, on top of the Luftwaffe flying for their lives, to have a bunch of damn Foo Fighters to contend with.

  Arnold would always prefer the accounts of witnesses from the aviation world but there were plenty of ground based civilians making sightings. In fact a whole string of them followed shortly after his June 25th encounter. At least one seems to match his own description. Eight or nine discs just three days later were seen by Major Wilcox. Not only did they match the shape of Arnold’s UFOs but he also described that freakish wobbling movement they had, which had given him such an eerie feeling that day. At the time of the sighting, they were travelling incredibly fast across Arizona.

  The next time the discs were reported was three days after that on the 30th of June. This time an entire neighborhood watched thirteen discs fly over Albuquerque. And what may or may not be important to note in connection with this increase in the crafts’ numbers was a sighting made much later in 1954 on the 29th of July.

  Seven years after Arnold’s encounter, Captain Jim Howard along with his first officer ex-Pathfinder Lee Boyd and everyone onboard his stratocruiser witnessed seven circular objects keeping pace with his aircraft. Again this time they were the flat grey color described by the American Airlines crew in 1947. They flew with them for a good 80 miles at an altitude of 18,000 feet at the relatively slow speed of 260 mph
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  When Boyd contacted the control tower in Goose Bay, they sent a night fighter with radar along to check them out. However as the night fighter closed in, the smaller craft moved toward the large one and joined it, almost getting taken into it so that only one craft remained. This would not be the first time a sighting like this had been made over Cape Cod. In fact the Air Force Officer who Captain Howard reported it to even called it commonplace in that area. And it’s not the only time this joining up of UFOs has been seen either.

  Could this have something to do with number discrepancies between otherwise similar sightings? Perhaps also then the singular flying disc seen by Dr. Sensenbuagher flying over New Mexico on the 25th of June low to the ground was part of the same UFO group Arnold saw. And possibly so was that of another New Mexico sighing on the 27th June 1947 seen by several people watching, including Captain Detchmundy over in White Sands Missile Range.

  So many sightings, frequently of discs, were made in 1947 it’s almost tempting to ask, who didn’t see them? And of course on the night of the great storm, the night of the Roswell crash, there were even more strange things witnessed.
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  The Storm Of Storms

  Chapter Two

  July 2nd 1947

  It was a full moon.

  It always is.

  After all these years, after everything that’s been said, this is the one thing that can be agreed upon. That night was the worst damn storm New Mexico had seen for a century. If felt like it was going to rip houses off their foundations, like it was going to pull the land itself apart, like it was going to bring down the entire sky. Instead it succeeded in bringing down something the world would talk about for the next fifty years. And as with all good storms, it felt like it hurled the entire town of Roswell into the land of Oz.

  Maybe it did.

  That night would not be the first time New Mexico’s storms had clawed an aircraft out of the sky, but it would be the one which would change the most lives.

  It fell like a dying star. A white light that burned ochre as it neared the desert floor, dragging a tail of red fire across the sky behind it. And when it came down, it hit the desperate scrubland with an explosion greater than the reverberating thunder.

  Everyone from that time remembers the storm and the violence with which it came down that night, but after so many years there is uncertainty about the date. Some sources state the 2nd of July whereas some say it came down on the 4th. Once Brazel was silenced by the military it became hard to determine when exactly it happened. A spate of bad weather at the beginning of the month didn’t help people’s memories either.
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