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INTRODUCTION

The White Mountain State, the Switzerland of America, the Mother of Rivers, the Granite State, all most apt monikers. And yet, no nickname can begin to adequately describe the natural and man-made wonders that make New Hampshire such a singular place, and her people as equally distinct.


Not only does New Hampshire have the Northeast market cornered on all the raw, rugged beauty nature has to offer, but she bubbles with a rich and often mysterious human history that long predates white European settlement. This springs from a time when Native Americans looked to the slopes of what is now known as Mount Washington, and whispered “Agiocochook”—“Home of the Great Spirit.”


Or later, when a North Woods logger glanced up from his task to see a massive, shaggy man-beast spying on him from the edge of the clearing. Or when notorious pirates buried their plunder along the Isles of Shoals. Or today, when tourists visit the New Hampshire Historical Society and puzzle over the inexplicable egg known as the Mystery Stone….


Denizens of the Granite State embrace their episodes of odd history, mysterious happenings, and downright suspect claims, warts and all, and often elevate them to lofty heights. Such as erecting a marker on Route 3 in Franconia Notch in honor of Betty and Barney Hill, who were run aground by a UFO in 1961—and became the first officially documented alien abduct-ees in the United States. Or by celebrating and marketing the fact that Eunice “Goody” Cole is the only woman to be convicted of witchcraft in the state. Or by maintaining a firm hold on the symbolic memory of the Old Man of the Mountain, despite the fact he’s now so much collapsed cliff-face.


Fiercely proud of who they are and where they live, Granite Staters temper this inherent optimistic vein of Yankee hucksterism with a rugged spirit as unyielding as the very granite on which they tread. Anyone who doubts that need only recall those oft-quoted words of favored son General John Stark, as rugged and admirable a Granite Stater as they come: “Live free or die; Death is not the worst of evils.”


With the core of such a sentiment worn in plain sight for all to see (on every license plate!), is there a more fertile setting than New Hampshire in which the good, bad, and ugly of strange and mysterious stuff might germinate and blossom? Not hardly. In New Hampshire, it seems you can’t wander more than a few feet in any direction, turn over any rock, inquire of any stranger, or thumb through any old book without finding a headscratcher that’s just as apt to be a howling hoax as a qualified mystery.


Sometimes the facts are muddy; sometimes they’re just buried under layers of opinion. But sometimes vague notions bloom into the best stories of all. Are they true? Perhaps. Who’s to say? Where appropriate I spiced up various tales with a pinch of narrative license, adding dialogue that we can guess would have taken place had we been there to witness the events. Also, where necessary, I have made efforts to alter names to protect reputations that might suffer the sneers of skeptics.


Most of all, I had a whole lot of fun researching and writing the book. It took me to places I’d not visited, and introduced me to historic characters I never would have met (and some I don’t ever care to again!). Witches, pirates, ghosts, vicious storms, grave robbers, lost treasure, thieves, killers, aliens—who wouldn’t find such a rogues’ gallery fascinating? After all, here be monsters … and myths and mysteries!


—Matthew P. Mayo
Autumn, 2013








CHAPTER 1

Abducted!

The Betty & Barney Hill UFO Incident … and Other Granite State Alien Tales

The evening of September 19, 1961, found Betty and Barney Hill, residents of Portsmouth, New Hampshire, heading south from a vacation in Canada, where they’d visited Niagara Falls and Montreal. News of a hurricane tracking into the Northeast had prompted them to cut short their trip by a few days. At ten thirty that night, while driving through New Hampshire’s Franconia Notch along a particularly dark stretch of Route 3, Betty happened to glance out the car’s rear window. She noticed a strange light in the sky, perhaps a star, but it looked as if it was following them. She watched it for a few seconds and then mentioned it to her husband, Barney, who was driving.

They both thought it odd, but guessed it was a reflection, or perhaps an optical illusion. Yet the strange light persisted—and then it drew closer, and looked to be a series of lights. By that time, Betty had retrieved their binoculars from the backseat, and when she finally focused on the odd lights, what she saw tightened her throat.

The thing looked an awful lot like an airplane. After all, it sported windows and flashing lights. But an airplane flying that low? And following them? Perhaps the pilot was in trouble. She described what she was seeing and Barney slowed the car, his brow furrowed in concern. He knew Betty wasn’t prone to flights of fancy, so there might well be something to what she was saying. But what?

Meanwhile, Betty kept an eye on the odd sight and with each second that passed, she grew more convinced that what she was seeing wasn’t any aircraft. At least not one she had ever seen. Barney agreed. He’d been in World War II, he’d witnessed his share of airplanes, and this thing didn’t move like any he’d ever seen. As he checked the lights in the mirror, he saw that the thing was wide and fast, and moved erratically. And it seemed to be gaining on them. So what was it?

Intrigued and not sensing danger, he pulled over to the side of the road at Clark’s Field, just past the Indian Head Resort near Mount Pemigewasset. They climbed out of the car and the object was close enough that they both could plainly see it was some sort of massive flying disc. Staring up at the amazing sight, Betty handed Barney the binoculars. When Barney focused in on the strange object, similar to Betty earlier, he too didn’t want to trust his eyes.
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Driving home through Franconia Notch on the night of September 19–20, 1961, Betty and Barney Hill underwent an experience that made them the first officially reported UFO abductees in the United States.
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“What do you see?” Betty asked, squinting up at the lights. Barney kept staring through the binoculars at the strange thing, but Betty could tell something was wrong. He looked shaken. “Barney, what is it?”

He wanted to tell her he’d seen a number of people—or something like them. And they were watching him just as he was watching them!

Finally, in a shaky voice, Barney shouted, “I don’t believe it!” as the huge disc zoomed even closer. It was nearly above them now, no more than eighty feet off the ground. Barney tugged at the binoculars so hard he broke the leather strap as he bolted back toward the car. “Get in the car! We have to get out of here!”

He fired up the ignition and they rooster-tailed roadside gravel as they resumed their previous direction, speeding southward on Route 3. Their increasing speed didn’t seem to matter, for they soon realized they couldn’t outrun the thing. Those lights were closer than ever, pulsing and hovering directly above them.

In the midst of their sudden grip of panic and fear, Betty shouted, “Do you hear that?” A strange, incessant buzzing sound emanated from the rear of their car. At the same time, a creeping drowsiness overcame them. For the next few minutes they struggled to remain awake.

Through it all, Barney continued to navigate the car toward North Woodstock, then finally onto a dirt road, almost as if they were somehow directed to the spot. That’s when they knew no more … until a short time later, when that buzzing noise from the trunk awakened them. They struggled back to consciousness just in time to see the massive flying disc circle over them before departing into the night sky. But it hadn’t been a short time later.

Despite feeling drowsy and cloudy-headed, Betty and Barney roused themselves enough to continue their journey, slowly gaining more clarity with each mile that passed. By the time they arrived in Portsmouth, it was five o’clock in the morning. That’s when they realized that their wristwatches had stopped. The Hills also discovered that somehow they had lost three hours on their homeward journey from Franconia Notch to Portsmouth—the four-hour trip had taken seven.

The next day they found a series of concentric circles dotting the surface of their car’s trunk. When they roved a compass over the spots, the needle spun erratically. Yet more alarming was the state of Betty’s dress. In fine condition the day before, now the hem was ripped, fabric had been torn near the top of the zipper, and the lining had been damaged. (Later still, she would discover an odd, pink residue clinging to the fabric. The powdery substance would later be analyzed by five scientific laboratories, yet it remains unidentified today.)

They also discovered that Barney’s leather shoes were so scraped and scarred, he was forced to buy a new pair. His pant legs were begrimed with some form of unidentified flora, and as time wore on, he developed a worrisome circle of wartlike growths near his groin that later became inflamed when he would undergo deep hypnosis. They were surgically removed and determined unidentifiable and not to be any form of venereal affliction.

Confused and curious, Betty telephoned the 100th Bomb Wing Strategic Air Command at Pease Air Force Base, in nearby Newington, New Hampshire. She offered a general overview of the incident, though Barney chose to omit mention of the figures he’d seen in the window of the strange craft. The Hills were contacted by Major Paul W. Henderson, who questioned them at length. He seemed particularly interested in the craft’s winglike protuberances that the Hills described as having telescoped from opposite sides of the craft.

Betty and Barney would later find out that Pease Air Force Base’s radar tracking system had registered what was classified as “an unknown” on the same night as their incident. The air force sent out two planes to track the unidentified craft—the pilots’ reports are still classified today.

For two years after the incident, the Hills existed under increasing emotional stress that manifested itself in a number of ways, including horrific nightmares and mental fatigue. They felt as if they were both on the verge of remembering something, but were somehow blocked from recalling it. Out of desperation and anxiety about their own mental health, the Hills sought professional help and ended up under the care of renowned neuro-psychiatrist Dr. Benjamin Simon.

In the days, weeks, months, and years that followed, Betty and Barney Hill would learn more than they ever could have imagined about that night. Not only would their discoveries inextricably alter their lives, they would alter the course of UFO studies the world over.

From January to June 1964, the Hills underwent a six-month series of deep medical hypnosis sessions conducted by Dr. Simon, a pragmatic man used to treating battle-weary soldiers. The Hills divulged their story, corroborating each other’s accounts in ways neither of them could have known. Eventually they learned that they had been abducted by space aliens.

* * *

Under deep hypnosis, Betty recounted the events—alternately frightening and fascinating—that had befallen her. On that fateful night, the Hills had driven southward on Route 3, tracked from above by the frightening aircraft. Soon their car rolled to a stop at Russell Pond. The Hills seemed to have fallen into a deep trance, yet they could somehow still see and hear, as if drugged. What they could not do was prevent the eleven strange humanoid creatures from lifting them from the car and walking them in their trancelike state to the odd spacecraft that had dogged them through the mountains.

The beings, she said, were roughly five feet four inches tall, had gray skin, and wore beige suits that seemed to Betty to be uniforms. They all dressed alike, save for one, who wore black and to whom the others seemed to defer. Their hairless heads were bigger than those of humans, and oddly shaped, as though eggs stood on their narrow end. They sported almond-shaped eyes, slightly larger than humans’, they had small, pug-like noses, and where ears should be there were instead holes.

Betty and Barney were led into the ship, where she gained consciousness enough to talk. Betty struggled briefly with them when they nudged Barney away from her. She shouted, begging them not to separate them. At this point, the being dressed in black, whom she took as the leader, spoke to her in English, though she recalled that at the time this did not surprise her. He told her that she and Barney were to be harmlessly examined and that keeping them together would only slow down the process.

She protested, begged them not to do whatever it was they had in mind, but her efforts proved to no avail. Much to her surprise, the creatures—by now she had guessed they were some sort of aliens from space—were oddly placating. One of the beings walked into the chamber in which Betty was being held. Along with the leader, this new being, whom Betty referred to in her hypnosis sessions as “the examiner,” as with the leader, spoke to her in English. His proficiency with the language was stilted and Betty found it difficult at times to comprehend him. He said he wished to perform a number of quick tests that would help them learn the difference between earthlings and his own people.

They made her lie on a table and once again Betty was told that she would not be harmed. Then, as if she were on a dental visit, they beamed a glaring light on her and proceeded to examine her. First, the examiner snipped a thick lock of Betty’s hair, then he inspected Betty’s eyes, making slight noises, as if of approval or confirmation of something he had assumed.

He looked up her nose, in her ears, gently forced her mouth open wide, and examined her throat. All the while they examined her, they asked her questions about what humans ate, how long they lived, about reproduction, and a number of other topics anyone curious about another species might well ask. Though she was nervous, Betty answered them to the best of her knowledge.

The examiner then shifted his attention to her hands, and bent, flexed, and pulled her fingers, then trimmed fingernails and saved the clippings. After that, he held up what looked like a letter opener and scraped some of her skin onto a thin, filmy substance.

Though still terrified, Betty had by this time calmed, assuming that if this were the extent of the examination, then this frightening situation might somehow turn out better than she had any right to hope.

Just then the examiner and the leader, who had been assisting in the examination, approached her with a long, gleaming needle, which he stabbed into her navel. “It hurts!” she shouted “Make it stop, please stop this!” They did, then the leader passed his bony fingers over her eyes and the pain abated.

A short time later, the examiner left with his gathered information and samples. He returned and inspected her teeth. While he did so, he asked her why her teeth didn’t come out. In this way, she found out that they must have examined Barney. She then explained that her husband had false teeth. Betty, still feeling addled but somehow coherent, cautiously inspected the room and conversed with the leader. He watched her as she picked up what looked to be a book. It was covered in odd symbols, which she assumed was his race’s writing. He told her she was free to take the book home with her. This made her feel better, because it gave her hope that she would not be kept a prisoner on the strange ship.

“Where are you from?” she asked. The leader fiddled with something that blinked and illuminated what appeared to be a three-dimensional floating globe covered with stars, as if the very heavens themselves were mapped and charted in the air before her.

“Here,” he said, pointing, and described the location of his home planet, the journey they took to get there, and told her that the region they were from was called the “Zeta Reticuli.” Little did Betty know that this bit of information would prove most useful to her later.

Soon she was led from the room and met up with Barney, who was by then more coherent than he had been. He had obviously also undergone an ordeal, but he looked worse than she felt she did. As they were escorted from the ship, retracing the same route they had traveled on their way into the gleaming craft, the examiner, the leader, and a few of the others began arguing in their own language. The leader approached Betty and took the book from her, telling her that it had been decided that she would not be allowed to remember the incident. She told them that she was strong-willed and would do whatever it took to remember the strange encounter.

Once they reached the Hills’ car, the leader told them that they should stand by it and watch the ship depart. They did, still feeling as if they were in an odd dream. Then Betty and Barney Hill climbed into their car and once more resumed their journey toward Portsmouth and home—and toward a future of unwanted infamy.

Two years after their life-altering event, during his series of deep hypnosis sessions with Dr. Simon, Barney Hill recalled genuine horror at seeing these strange beings, and corroborated Betty’s account of the events, that they were indeed taken aboard the craft, and then separated. He was led to a room and told to climb upon an examination table. He was frightened enough that he kept his eyes closed for much of the coming examination. When he did open them he recalled, with horror, eyes that seemed as if they were pressing into his, as if they were disconnected from bodies.

Barney, like Betty, endured a number of procedures. His spine was inspected, and he thought that one of the creatures was counting his vertebrae. As with Betty, they also took skin scrapings and inspected his ears and mouth. Throughout the examination, he heard the creatures converse in a mumbling sort of language, and when they did attempt to communicate with him, he felt they were doing so in a telepathic way, and not using spoken language.

As with Betty’s recounting of the event, Barney recalled being escorted from the ship and returned to their car, where they were urged to stand by and watch the ship depart.

During their sessions, Dr. Simon used deep-trance hypnotic regression therapy to help unlock what it was the Hills believed had happened to them that night. At the end of each session, he induced amnesia to protect them from recalling the traumatic events his sessions were dredging up, and he wanted to prevent them from discussing their individual experiences with each other.

Though a staunch skeptic of the possibility of the existence of UFOs, Dr. Simon concluded that the Hills’ experiences were “singular psychological aberrations.” He also admitted that his varied hypotheses failed to explain a number of elements of the detailed events they each related under hypnosis.

Another curious result that arose from the sessions has come to be regarded as the most important and credible piece of information from their entire experience. In one of those 1964 sessions, Betty described the detailed map of stars she was shown by the leader aboard the ship, and then created a hand-drawn version of it. At the time, Betty Hill’s detailed array of stars was looked upon as a curiosity, but not of significance. At least not until 1969, when that very star cluster was identified in the heavens by astronomer Marjorie Fish. There was no way in 1964 that Betty could have known about the as-yet-undiscovered star cluster. The pattern was officially named the Fish-Hill Pattern, a name it bears to this day.

The Hills’ story became public on October 25, 1965, in the Boston Traveler newspaper. For five days, the publication ran the headlining story, “Incident at Indian Head,” detailing Betty and Barney’s encounter and abduction. Though the journalist never bothered to speak with them, Betty later said most of his facts were, surprisingly, correct. A year later, John G. Fuller’s blockbuster account, The Interrupted Journey: Two Lost Hours Aboard a Flying Saucer, was published in book form and the Hills unwittingly became the subject of much unsolicited media and public attention.

Barney died young, at age forty-six, of a cerebral hemorrhage in 1969. Betty quietly soldiered on, resolute in her belief of what had happened to them, despite the naysayers. In fact, as time passed, the mockery of those less than convinced of the Hills’ claims quieted as numerous new groups, UFO researchers and enthusiasts, and the just plain curious sought out Betty for further details of their experiences.

She traveled widely, talking to groups and giving lectures, and was quite public about their life-altering incident. In 2004, after a struggle with cancer, Betty Hill died at age eighty-five. To the end, she never wavered in her conviction that their experiences were real, not fabricated for media attention. She argued that they were a quiet, civic-minded couple who had no interest in drawing attention to themselves. In fact, they were a biracial couple at a time when such marriages were still unusual.

They were active in their communities, were on a number of local boards of directors of civic programs, and Barney was appointed to the New Hampshire State Advisory Committee to the US Civil Rights Commission. He served on the local NAACP chapter and on its regional board, and they worked on Lyndon Johnson’s presidential campaign to such a degree that they were invited to the inauguration in Washington, DC. So why, Betty contended, would they seek such a bizarre method of drawing attention to themselves?

Kathleen Marden, Betty Hill’s niece and the executor of Betty’s estate, has worked diligently for years to keep her aunt and uncle’s story known to the public. She has curated the couple’s impressive archives, consisting of eighty-seven folders including correspondence, personal journals, essays, manuscripts, magazine and newspaper clippings, photographs, slides, films, and audio tapes of their radio and television appearances. She also coauthored the fascinating and informative book Captured! The Betty and Barney Hill UFO Encounter.

Sadly, though acceptance comes slowly in cases such as the Hills’, they lived in a state in which wily politicians know a good superlative when they see one. Much marketing hay has since been made of the fact that Betty and Barney Hill’s Franconia Notch encounter is regarded as the first officially reported UFO abduction in the United States.

On July 20, 2011, the State of New Hampshire put its money where its mouth is and erected an official historical marker on Route 3 in North Lincoln, commemorating the momentous events of the night of September 19–20, 1961, a night the Hills were brave enough to discuss in public.

As far as the other “stars” of this story are concerned, the aliens themselves, we can only speculate as to how the information they gleaned from the Hills benefited them and their kind. It seems safe to assume that the Hills were neither the first nor the last humans abducted by space aliens for the purpose of edification of non-Earthlings. We may never know, or we may find out tomorrow, just what it is they learned and hope to learn from us. If the rate of occurrence of such incidences tells us anything, it’s that our friends from beyond the stars are hardly meek and disinterested.

On the contrary, in New Hampshire alone we are regularly treated to accounts of UFO sightings through the state. But this is hardly a recent phenomenon: A number of intriguing unidentified flying objects, notably large gleaming discs and triangular-shaped crafts, have been photographed through the years swooping low over the mountains, highways, and river valleys of the Granite State.

Way back in 1870, for instance, what is widely presumed to be the oldest known photograph of an unidentified flying object was made at the summit of Mount Washington. The description accompanying the photo states: “Summit Mt. Washington Winter 1870–71.” It is a stereo or 3D image, for the left and right eye, and is unusually clear, with decent detail. In it one can see a mass of clouds over Mount Washington and in the midst of them, a long, dark, cigar-like object. It has been examined numerous times by professionals and it cannot be easily explained away as anything other than an unidentified object.

The original image was auctioned on eBay in 2002 for $385. What makes it even more interesting is that at the time, in 1870, there were few flying objects in the skies, and there was no record of dirigibles over New England skies at the time, though steerable hot-air balloons had existed in Europe for a century.

A New Hampshire gas station has even gotten in on the alien abduction act. In Lincoln, at the Franconia Notch Irving Express gas station, conveniently located on Route 3, on the Hills’ route, there’s a memorial to aliens and alien encounters. Outside, an original painting depicts an alien standing in the road, a UFO in the sky beyond, and trees and mountains all around. But it’s inside the restroom that the real shrine to UFOlogy exists, for the walls are plastered with all manner of clippings, photos, and drawings relating to aliens, UFO sightings, and the possibilities of life from other planets visiting little ol’ Earth, and specifically little ol’ New Hampshire.

Indeed, UFOs are serious business in the Granite State. And why shouldn’t they be? Especially when sightings keep on happening in the White Mountains. Take what has come to be known as the “Incident at Exeter.” Not only was the 1960s the decade in which the Hills had their alien encounter, but in 1965, and again in September, the town of Exeter had its own encounter. On the morning of September 3, just after midnight, and just outside of town, eighteen-year-old Norman Muscarello was hitchhiking on Route 150, from Massachusetts back home.

All of a sudden, something big—roughly ninety feet in diameter—descended at a fast clip out of the sky toward him. It dipped and wobbled, noiseless, then retreated toward a nearby house, over which it hovered. It backed away, and when it did, the young man ran to the house and hammered on the door with his fists, but no one answered.

Soon a car happened by and the couple inside brought the frazzled young man to the police station. Muscarello convinced the officer on duty to send an officer back out there with him to see if they could spot whatever it was he had seen.

Not long before that, the officer they called back to the station had come across a young woman sitting in her car, too stunned to drive. When he’d asked what was the matter, she described the same thing Muscarello had seen.

Muscarello and the officer, Patrolman Bertrand, retraced the kid’s route back out to Route 150. The clear, starry night was oddly quiet as the two men looked around the location where Muscarello had seen the huge flying craft. And then it appeared again. The kid saw it first, and the previously skeptical Patrolman Bertrand turned at the sound of the young man’s voice.

“Oh my God,” said Bertrand. The thing was massive, with lines of pulsing lights along the edge facing them, and it hovered, sometimes wobbling erratically, a mere one hundred feet above the ground. It appeared to emit a mass of bright red light over everything below it, and it moved toward the stunned young man. The officer, fearing radiation, snatched at Muscarello and dragged him back to the police cruiser.

Once inside the car, he grabbed the microphone. “My God,” he shouted. “I see the damn thing myself!”

The two men sat there in the car, watching the UFO as it wobbled silently a hundred feet up over structures, landmarks, and a field. Frightened horses and barking dogs made the only sounds in the otherwise silent night. Then, with no warning, it flew slowly away, though on a seemingly directionless track, darting, turning, slowing, and then shooting off at another odd bearing.

Shortly, another sighting was called in by a young man who claimed to see a UFO, and his fantastic description matched those of the others. The Hill case and this series of up-close sightings shared the same documenter, author John G. Fuller. He ended up writing best-selling accounts of the Hills’ experience (The Interrupted Journey) and of this one (Incident at Exeter).

Instead of doing their best to ignore the potentially strange looks and negative impact to their region and tourism dollars, the town of Exeter has embraced its UFO-related celebrity status. In August 2013 it celebrated its fifth annual Exeter UFO Festival, a one-day event filled with an interesting mix of fun and fact.

The Ossipee region, north of Exeter, along the eastern edge of the state, is also a long-known nexus of the inexplicable. In fact, New Hampshire’s version of the Bermuda Triangle is called the Ossipee Triangle, and has been the scene of many strange events, tales of hauntings and weird crimes, sightings of odd creatures, and most notably, UFO encounters. A number of folks over the years have witnessed odd spacecraft plunging down into the allegedly bottomless depths of Snake Pond (formerly Mystery Pond), as well as into other local bodies of water, including Ossipee Lake, all rumored to be connected via underground caverns.

The region is considered sacred in Indian legend. In 1800 a burial ground was unearthed containing as many as 10,000 concentrically arranged remains. Some archaeologists claim it was the work of an ancient Celtic tribe.

Did aliens instigate these bizarre incidences or was the region already a nexus of strangeness, something to which the aliens may well be attracted? Since odd things continue to happen in the Ossipee Triangle, it’s a safe bet we’ll have more information to work with as time marches on.

As if to emphasize the strangeness that seems to envelop the Ossipee region, just south of there, but also in Carroll County, sits the solid town of Wakefield, tight to the Maine border. On the cold morning of January 10, 1977, a local farmer looked out his farmhouse window and noticed that despite the chilly temperature, there was a perfectly round, three-foot-wide hole punched through the almost dead center of the eighteen-inch-thick ice covering his farm pond. The farmer ambled on out there, poked a pole in the hole, and felt something down there. He squatted down for a closer look and saw what looked like a black boxlike object. A square something that had made a round hole, he thought. Hmm.

Local police were called, leading to more and higher-powered investigations, and reports of abnormally high counts of radioactivity were emitted from whatever was in his pond. Then the National Guard roped off the area. Throngs of gawkers gathered, airports far and wide were consulted—nope, no one had dropped a thing from any planes. But the next day the radiation was gone. And so was whatever the farmer had seen in his pond. Some of the gathered crowd were certain they had seen the National Guard remove the square object and then haul it off in a truck. Officials denied this and later claimed nothing had ever been in the pond.

Except that the farmer knew better. He’d seen something—and the hole didn’t freeze over again. The circle in the ice is interesting, as is the report of radiation. Its shape is reminiscent of the series of circles on the trunk of Betty and Barney Hill’s car, circles that for a time caused the needle on a compass to spin erratically.

The circle motif is also reminiscent of a wide singular round pattern impressed into a field in 1971 on yet another farm, this time in Walpole, in southwestern New Hampshire. It was investigated, and a number of folks referred to it as a “UFO nest.” Who knows how many more such incidents have occurred? And how many were quelled by a government eager to cover it up?

Could it be that the US Air Force had been conducting tests with experimental spacecraft all along? They do have a base in Portsmouth, after all. Something tells us the answer is not so simple as all that.
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