

  ONE MASSACHUSETTS Mysterious History



   The universe is under no obligation to make sense to you.

   —NEIL DEGRASSE TYSON




  THEY GAVE OFF A FEELING OF LOVE AND OF WARMTH—THERE WAS really no other way to describe it. The beings, “the elders” as she came to know them, transported her to places beyond our earthly dimensions, places bathed in both welcoming light and endless mystery. These creatures were in turn guided by a greater entity described all-encompassingly as “the one,” whom she had met and interacted with but was sworn never to speak of in any depth.


  For years, beginning when she was a child, they visited her, kept track of her, reminded her that there was something wonderful beyond the confines of her benign, everyday life.


  So claimed Betty Andreasson, a housewife from the tiny town of South Ashburnham in north-central Massachusetts. Her accounts of a lifelong relationship with otherworldly beings is one of the most vivid and extensively detailed, ongoing alien abduction scenarios in history.


  Andreasson’s story burns bright in the vibrant constellation of Massachusetts stories involving the unknown and the unexplained.


  Thousands upon thousands of encounters have been reported across the earliest-settled, historically rich, densely populated central heart of New England. The Bay State is, in fact, the location of the country’s first reported UFO sighting, the highly contested landing pad of the first monument recognizing off-world craft—and even, some say, where bona fide proof was captured on mainstream celluloid (in Jaws, which was filmed on Martha’s Vineyard).


  Ultimately, Massachusetts is full of history and mystery—big, small, and immeasurable.


  A NEW WORLD INDEED


  Almost as soon as the Pilgrims took their first fateful, cautious steps onto the shores of the savage, uncharted “new world,” they began to report strange phenomena.


  John Winthrop, governor of the Massachusetts Bay Colony, dutifully and prolifically recorded them just as he did the banalities, calamities, and victories of the colonists.


  On the first day of March 1639, he set down a curious encounter relayed to him by James Everell, an otherwise “sober and discreet” man.


  Everell and two others had been rowing along the Muddy River—which today runs through Boston’s Emerald Necklace Conservatory before emptying into the Charles River—when a bright, fiery light materialized in the sky before them. Willowy and shapeshifting, “when it stood still, it flamed up, and was about three yards square,” the governor reported. Whereas, “when it ran, it was contracted into the figure of a swine.” (Yes, you read that right: a pig.)


  The three boatmen watched the shapeshifting light, enthralled, for two or three hours, during which it “ran as swift as an arrow,” darting back and forth between the river area and the village of Charlestown about two miles away.


  The trio also reported that they had lost time—a condition that would become common in the abductee narrative.


  After the shock of seeing the strange lights began to dull, they found themselves “carried quite back against the tide” about a mile upstream. But with memories as foggy as the night, they had no recollection whatsoever of paddling the distance. It was almost as if, they said, the light had transported them there.


  Many have since speculated about this first-reported account: They were nudged along by the wind or a reverse tidal flow. And the shifting glow? It was the ignis fatuus phenomenon, or a pale light resulting in marshy areas from the breakdown of organic matter (in other words, swamp gas).


  James Savage, writing in an 1825 edition of Winthrop’s journal that he compiled, added a footnote to this effect. “This account of an ignis fatuus may easily be believed on testimony less respectable than that which was adduced,” he theorized. “Some operation of the devil, or other power beyond the customary agents of nature, was probably imagined by the relaters and hearers of that age, and the wonder of being carried a mile against the tide became important corroboration of the imagination.”


  He concluded that “perhaps they were wafted during the two or three hours’ astonishment . . . by the wind; but, if this suggestion be rejected, we might suppose, that the eddy [whirlpool], flowing always, in our rivers, contrary to the tide in the channel, rather than the meteor, carried their lighter back.”


  Ultimately, though, because they were prudent and well respected—and they lived in a time when superstitions and otherworldly phenomena were, if not wholeheartedly accepted, more roundly received and in some cases heeded—their story was believed. Winthrop also backed up their account by adding that “diverse other credible persons saw the same light, after, about the same place.”


  Nearly five years later, in January 1644, the governor set down another series of peculiar encounters. These started on January 18, when a group of men rowing along Boston Harbor suddenly spotted lights arising from the water; these lights quickly assumed the form of a man, sailed “leisurely” over the harbor, then vanished.


  A week later these strange lights were seen again, this time by many. Some viewers reported that at around 8:00 p.m., one light “resembling the moon” rose from the water, traveled a short ways, and was met by its twin light; the two then repeatedly merged and parted, in a seemingly playful manner, “shooting out sometimes flames and sometimes sparkles.” The pair finally united into one luminous disc and disappeared.


  Meanwhile, another group of witnesses a little north along the harbor reported a disembodied voice moving around above the water and crying out, “Boy! Boy! Come away! Come away!” It was heard about 20 times “by divers[e] Godly persons,” Winthrop wrote.


  In this instance, he had an explanation (of sorts). Both spectacles had occurred near the location where a ship had exploded and sunk a few weeks earlier—the result, he related, of an accidental lighting of gunpowder that killed five sailors. All but one of the bodies was recovered; the one outstanding was believed to have been responsible for the tragedy—a sailor who professed the ability to communicate with the dead. It was chocked up, then, to the devil’s work.


  Some have since called this the first reported instance of the rare USO, or “unidentified submerged object”—basically an aquatic UFO—in American history.


  Of course as the settlers expanded their population and territory, strange experiences continued. In one account, from August 1765, witnesses were captivated and alarmed by a “flying black giant” approximating the size and shape of a human body, as documented in the Boston Gazette, one of the first pre–Revolutionary War newspapers. Hovering over Boston, it remained until sunset and was reportedly seen by thousands. They watched, it was said, as the entity touched down, alighted, flopped, and swelled. Floating about 20 feet off the ground, it let forth vapor smoke and sparks, grew “excessively black and fierce,” and boomed thunder that tore down at least one building and “shook the lofty fabric and all the little houses, and hollow hearts did hear it.” After more than four hours of this relentless, ferocious behavior, it suddenly vanished, leaving behind abrupt tranquility and silence.


  Similarly, in April 1778, a multitude of witnesses from Boston to southern New Hampshire were astounded to see a black cloud striding a few feet above the ground, described as moving at the speed of a galloping horse. Passing unperturbed through walls and fences “as one goes through water,” it set forth the continual shriek of “Hoo! Hoo!” The shock, apparently, caused some onlookers to faint helplessly.


  The first known report of the twentieth century occurred over Worcester (smack in the middle of the state). On December 22, 1909, according to both the New-York Tribune and the New York Sun, a “mysterious airship” emitting a bright beam of light appeared moving southeast to northwest, hovering above the city before moving away. It was seen once more two hours later, bobbing in the sky slightly before moving away to the southeast. The next night, the papers reported, it (or something like it) was seen again over Boston and its suburb of Lynn.


  We can only wonder: Were these “presences” evidence of something much more ancient and long-lingering—or, right along with our own explorers, were they, too, plumbing and probing the depths of a newly discovered world?


  JAW-DROPPING EVIDENCE?


  Jaws is an icon of cinema that started out as a massive sleeper hit in 1975 (establishing Steven Spielberg as a directorial dynamo; coincidentally or not, his follow-up was the 1977 masterpiece and multiple Oscar winner Close Encounters of the Third Kind). But some say the story of the voracious, insatiable killer shark originally thought up by author Peter Benchley also bears evidence of UFOs.


  The movie was primarily filmed on and off the waters of the fishing village of Menemsha on Martha’s Vineyard.


  After years of inspection and dissection, UFO enthusiasts point to several frames in the film shot while actors Roy Scheider (Chief Brody), Richard Dreyfuss (Matt Hooper), and Robert Shaw (Quint) are out hunting the man-eating great white. After the three men reminisce and sing “Show Me the Way to Go Home” and the shark finally shows up, literally chewing the scenery, the men run outside onto the deck. A white streak appears behind Brody’s head, moving from top right to lower left. In ensuing frames, another bright light can be seen whizzing by from right to left. Finally, as the Orca drifts in the hazy twilight, two dark specks can be seen hovering above the horizon.


  Spielberg acknowledged in later interviews that he placed shooting stars in his movies as an homage to his father, whose night out watching a meteor shower with his future Hollywood bigwig son in part inspired Close Encounters. Still, he says this wasn’t the case with Jaws. He was too concerned with wrangling the malfunctioning mechanical shark.


  Others say the unknown objects are indeed shooting stars or meteors, specifically the Perseids. Still more say they are merely dust particles or specks on the film itself.


  Many, though, aren’t convinced, and the matter is still debated and analyzed.


  In any case, it makes one wonder: What would The Twilight Zone–Jaws theme mash-up sound like?


  THE BIZARRE CASE OF THE ROVING UFO


  It landed—lingered—took off—then landed once more.


  The monument, that is.


  You’d be forgiven if you thought we were talking about a UFO. In this long, strange (and ongoing) saga, the purported flying saucer that triggered everything is really just part of the story.


  In 2015 the Great Barrington Historical Society and Museum issued a highly unusual citation (that is, in contrast to the expected dry and dusty declarations commemorating native tribes, town elders, landmarks, and homesteads). Dated February 6, it honored an infamous UFO event that was witnessed in the town of Sheffield and four surrounding towns on September 1, 1969. The widely reported “off-world incident” was “historically significant and true,” according to the society, and would be included in its historic archives.


  Accompanying this was an official citation from Governor Charlie Baker, noting a “dedicated service” to the incident by locals that was “factually upheld, founded, and deemed historically significant and true by means of Massachusetts Historians.”


  The out-of-this-world proclamations, believed to be the first of their kind, were set down to coincide with the erection of a privately funded memorial. The 6-foot-tall, 5,000-pound white monument was installed on what was believed to be private land in the town of Sheffield, adjacent to a replica of a nineteenth-century covered bridge. (Crossing the Housatonic River, the original bridge had burned in 1994.)


  At first it was all fanfare—a quirky news story that was picked up by increasingly larger news outlets and shared in “Hey, Martha!” style. Debbie Opperman, director of the Great Barrington Historical Society, told the Boston Globe that the society’s decision was not a unanimous one; some members were “strongly opposed.” She lightheartedly acknowledged, “I know we’re going to get a lot of backlash. We’re going to get hammered. But we have given it an awful lot of thought, and, based on the evidence we’ve been given, we believe this is a significant and true event.”


  She added proudly that it was “the first time a mainstream historical society or museum in the United States has declared a UFO encounter to be historical fact.”


  The monument went up with the town’s and society’s (brief) blessings—not to mention that of the owner of Pine Island Farm, Louis Aragi. Dedicated to the late Dr. Howard W. Reed, Matthew R. Reed, and Nancy A. Reed—relatives of Thom Reed, one of the numerous witnesses of the 1969 event and greatest champion of the monument’s installation—it is emblazoned on one side with the Massachusetts seal and a bronzed replica of the governor’s citation and on the other with a plaque reading,



   The Official Induction of our Nation’s First Off-World/UFO Incident.


  Whereas: The incident that occurred at this location, September 1st 1969 has been confirmed historically significant and true by means of factual corroborated evidence through the GT Barrington Historical Society.


  Whereas: Thomas E. Reed born 02-12-1960 and his families [sic] incident of Sept 1st 1969 has been recorded and formally inducted into the history of the commonwealth of Massachusetts on this day February 6th 2015.


  Quote: “History is a story about the past that is significant and true. Yours is one of those amazing stories that we seek to share with our community.” GBHS





   In news articles immediately following its dedication, Thom Reed called the monument a “triumph in so many ways.” “We’re honored to have made such a mainstream contribution to this field,” he said, noting that the event had started as a “community encounter” and “will remain a well-supported community encounter.”




  Well—in another world, maybe.


  In a matter of weeks, the memorial was defaced with graffiti, and locals began to complain that it detracted from the historic tranquility of the covered bridge. Town officials revisited land maps and discovered that the celebratory monument to the otherworldly had been placed on a town-owned right-of-way.


  The historical society and the state rapidly backed away. Opperman told the Globe in a follow-up story that the decision was “a mistake” and “a professional embarrassment.” Similarly, a spokesperson for the governor’s office said the citation of the “off-world incident” was “issued in error” (prompting journalists to question what else Baker might have mistakenly proclaimed).


  The marker was moved 30 feet, remaining (or so, once again, it was believed) on Aragi’s Pine Island Farm. In 2017 benches and solar lampposts were added—sponsored by the Reed family; the International UFO Museum Research Center in Roswell, New Mexico; Ben Hansen of the Syfy TV show Fact or Faked: Paranormal Files; and author Travis Walton—creating a small and not-unpleasant grotto.


  In the ongoing case of the unidentified shrinking parcel, the town came back once again in April 2018, claiming that the giant marker still remained on a town-owned easement (per an updated land survey). Officials ordered it to be removed. The matter moved to the courts—a far more tangled system, it can be assumed, than anything beyond the reaches of space.


  But what of the UFO itself? The fact that a strange presence was detected in the skies by dozens of people has nearly been lost among the hubbub.


  Reed—who, it should be noted, claimed a series of encounters as a child, beginning when he was six—was the principal witness. Age nine on that night in September 1969, he recalled riding home in a station wagon with his mother, grandmother, and brother.


  While crossing the bridge, they looked back to see a “self-contained glow” moving along through the trees, he claimed. Once their car was back out on the open dirt road, it was flooded in amber light. The vehicle stopped; the barometric pressure seemed to shift; everything suddenly became very calm, slowed down, and silent, Reed claimed. He remembered the lights flickering through the trees, he told the Berkshire Eagle—and then the distinct sensation that they just weren’t in the car anymore. Where they were, he didn’t know; he described brief memories of something like a hangar crowded with people and glimpses of creatures that resembled ants with football-shaped heads.


  But he recalled little else until he was back in the station wagon—where, curiously, his mother and grandmother had switched seats and purportedly more than two hours had passed.


  Over the course of the night, 40 people from Sheffield, Great Barrington, Stockbridge, and South Egremont came forward with sightings, and local radio station WSBS took calls from witnesses describing the odd, ethereal lights.


  “They didn’t know it was a UFO at the time,” station general manager David Isy later told WGBH. “They just called the station and said, ‘Something bizarre is happening.’”


  Among the captivated onlookers was Tom Warner; he was lying out on the ground in a field when suddenly “there was a beam on me,” he recalled. What was it emanating from? Something “20 feet or more in height, probably about 30 to 40 feet around, and it had lights. . . . [They] were colors I’d never seen in my life.”


  “When you see something, it’s like—I see you. I see that rock. I see that building,” he said to reporters. “I saw that UFO.”


  This may be one of the rare instances where the unidentified craft is self-explanatory. The events surrounding the monument, though? That’s the baffling part.


  OTHERWORLDLY LIGHT, LOVE


  Unlike the harrowing, probing, violating alien abduction accounts that have become the relative norm—if such a word can be used to describe them—Betty Andreasson Luca came to almost look forward to her ongoing, enlightening encounters with beings not of this world. The practicing Christian took them at first to be divinely influenced, only later exploring the notion of aliens and UFOs. But whatever the cause, they were unquestionably life-altering.


  They began as early as 1944 when she was very young; these formative experiences were always brief, and she didn’t recall ever being transported anywhere.


  Then from 1950 she carried a potent memory of being outside one night and looking up at what she thought was the moon. Only, she began to realize, “it was getting bigger and bigger and seemed to be coming toward me.” Decades later, while under regressive hypnosis, she would excavate memories of being taken aboard the craft, where the beings inserted a BB-sized tracking device into her head.


  The event that eventually served as a tractor beam for ufologists, though, occurred in 1967.


  It was just after dinner on January 25; Betty was at home in South Ashburnham with her mother, father, and seven children. The house lights suddenly winked out and came back on again. Nothing terribly out of the ordinary—but then a pulsating reddish-orange light shone in through the kitchen window.


  Betty tried to calm the children as her father investigated. He was alarmed—there were, he claimed, very peculiar creatures hopping along toward the house.


  They continued to approach, coming into the house by passing through the door as if it (or they, or both) were transparent. They immediately established a telepathic link with Betty and then placed the rest of the family in a state of suspended animation.


  As Betty described later, the leader was roughly five feet tall; the others were about four feet tall. All of them had gray skin; three-fingered hands; and large, pear-shaped heads. Their ears and noses were tiny, their eyes “catlike” and “wraparound,” and their mouths immobile slits that reminded Betty of scar lines. They wore boots and matching blue coveralls featuring an insignia of some kind of bird. They “levitated in a smooth fashion” rather than walked.


  Naturally, Betty was frightened—but that fear was soon replaced by an overwhelming sense of friendship and camaraderie, she recalled. Sensing her concern for her family, the beings temporarily released her 11-year-old daughter, Becky, from her suspended state to assure her mother that she was all right.


  “They gave off a feeling of love, and even though they moved about very methodically, and looked very odd, it felt [that] what was happening was supposed to be,” Betty reflected years later.


  While one being remained behind to keep watch, the housewife was ferried outside to a small craft that she described as being about 20 feet in diameter, pulsing with orange-red lights, and resembling two inverted saucers with a kind of “superstructure” at its top.


  It lifted, took off, accelerated, and seemed to merge with a larger “parent” craft—a red-glowing environment full of tracks, tunnels, and cavernous hollows.


  While aboard, the human ward was changed into a white garment and subjected to testing, she claimed, which included being wholly submerged in liquid while seated in a chair. The beings also removed the BB-like tracking device they had implanted years earlier, pulling it out of her nostril.


  Several hours later, after 10:30 p.m., Betty was returned home, where her family remained in their peculiar state of suspension.


  The visitors led them all to bed, then left.


  Several times, Betty recalled, she had been told that the experiences would be locked in her mind until “the appointed time.” As it happens, that time seemed to come in 1975, when she responded to a story in a local newspaper about UFO researcher Allen Hynek. The well-regarded investigator was soliciting personal accounts from the public. She sent in an outline of her experiences, although it was apparently so scant that there was no follow-up for several months.


  In January 1977 she was finally contacted by researchers, who spent 12 months doing an extensive study. Their team consisted of not only a UFO investigator but also a professional hypnotist, a medical doctor trained in psychiatry, a solar physicist, electronics and aerospace engineers, and a telecommunications specialist.


  Through numerous hypnosis sessions, she was brought back to the 1967 “abduction,” as well as several other claimed encounters from her childhood.


  Consistently, she referred to the creatures that had visited her family as “the grays”; they in turn had a symbiotic relationship with beings she called “the elders,” whose leader she came to know as “Quazgaa.” The elders were strikingly human-looking, with pale skin and blond, near-white hair. The significant difference was their height: They were at least seven feet tall. Their long, nimble frames were cloaked in white, billowy robes.


  All of Betty’s communication with both the grays and the elders was telepathic. Once, when she asked the latter who they were, they called themselves “masters of rings, cycles, and orbs” and ambassadors of a being named “Oh.”


  And Oh was? “The internal, external, eternal presence,” they informed her.


  When she was taken by the grays, it was usually to a mysterious location that seemed to be underground or close to the inner core of the Earth, she claimed. The elders, meanwhile, commanded a domain that was much grander and far off in the cosmos; willowy, full of light and shifting shapes, transformative and dynamic, it was much more up to interpretation.


  In one regressive experience, Betty described seeing several versions of herself. “I came out of myself,” she said while hypnotized. “I was just standing over there, and I was standing over here. There were two of me!”


  She then described being guided to a “bright, really bright” wall of glass with a “big, big, big, big, big door.” She was instructed to go through it and not to fear. She was going to meet “the one.”


  Although at this point her recollections became vague when prodded by the hypnotist, a rapturous smile crossed her face and she proclaimed that “love is the answer” and “everything fits together. Everything is one. It’s beautiful!”


  In other sessions she described watching what seemed to be ritualized acts of magic: Six elders stepped into a circle subdivided into six equal parts, touched their hands together, and produced beams of light from their foreheads. Those beams formed a perfect hexagram before merging and morphing into a beachball-sized sphere of lavender-purple light that was then plucked from the air and placed delicately onto a four-pronged stand.


  On another occasion she was taken to an unidentifiable forest, where the elders interacted with kindly hobos, gifting them with glowing balls of light. She was also transported to the bedside of an old man dying in the hospital, where she witnessed a light-being and two entities of darkness tugging back and forth at him (presumably vying for his soul).


  Then there was an overwhelming experience involving “the one”: Betty, an elder, and a gray all became light-beings—golden, pure white, and light blue, respectively.


  “I’m just engulfed in light and blending into that light,” she described during hypnosis. “Oh! Oh, this is everything, everything, everything!”


  Along with 14 extensive hypnosis sessions, Betty underwent two lie detector tests, a psychiatric interview, and character reference checks.


  Ultimately, researchers found her accounts to be consistent, detailed, and producing genuine physiological reactions. In a lengthy report, they concluded that she was reliable and sane and sincerely believed the experiences had occurred.


  Raymond E. Fowler, the godfather of UFO research, paired up with Betty and wrote several books on her experiences, including The Andreasson Affair: The True Story of a Close Encounter of the Fourth Kind (1980), The Andreasson Affair Phase Two: The Continuing Investigation of a Woman’s Abduction by Alien Beings (1983), and The Andreasson Legacy: UFOs and the Paranormal (1997).


  Through the years, despite scrutiny, support, some ridicule, and even outright hostility, Betty has held fast to her accounts and her beliefs—even though a so-called rational explanation has yet to present itself.


  As she told Alternative Perceptions Magazine, “After all the experiences, exposure, and integration of this other dimension of reality, I feel more aware of life, its complexities, and how like a river it flows calmly onward.”


  BAFFLED IN BEVERLY


  The 11-year-old’s eyes grew wide.


  What . . . was . . . THAT?


  Lights had cast an arcing glow into her second-story bedroom window; because her house overlooked a busy intersection across from the high school, she thought maybe it was a car accident (which were frequent).


  As she peered out, she did see something that was the size of a car—only it wasn’t in the road below; it was floating in the air behind a big maple tree in the front yard, flashing blindingly bright lights in succession.


  “I had no idea what it was,” Nancy Coffey (née Modugno) told Wicked Local Beverly 50 years after the widely reported and mass-experienced event on April 22, 1966. “I think it was metallic and I remember the lights. I knew instantly that it was nothing I’d ever seen before.”


  She ran downstairs to tell her father—who, as it so happens, was banging on the family’s TV, which had inexplicably gone out. Hoping to assuage the child, her mother and two neighbors clambered outside for a look.


  The women were stupefied to see three giant objects maneuvering impossibly in the sky over the school’s athletic fields. This was no child’s imagination at work. Oval-shaped with bright flashing lights changing from red to green to blue (and back again), they started and stopped, circled, and turned in an almost playful manner.


  One of the neighbors, Brenda Maria, waved her arms at them. Horrifyingly, the object that was closest stopped circling and began to move toward her.


  “All I could see was a blurry atmosphere and brightly lit-up lights flashing slowly around. . . . I thought it might crash on my head!” she recalled. “The lights appeared to be all around and turning. The colors were very bright.”


  The other neighbor, Barbara Smith, likened it to “a giant mushroom” or “the bottom of a plate.”


  “I looked up and saw a round object,” she remembered. “It was solid, grayish white. . . . I felt [that] this thing was going to come down on top of me.”


  It got about 20 feet above their heads before they turned and fled.


  At that point, other neighbors had begun to come outside, alarmed by the large luminous objects flying around like something out of an Ed Wood movie. Someone phoned the police.


  Officers arrived to find a crowd of people standing around in the street, gawking. At first they thought whatever had their attention was just an airplane—but then, suddenly, the thing turned bright red and dropped to a hover just above the school.


  Identified only by their last names, Mahan and Bossie, the policemen described it as half-dollar-shaped, its three lights emanating from indentations at its rear. Mahan recalled that he “observed what seemed to be a large plate” bobbing above the school building; it made no noise whatsoever. Bossie, meanwhile, described how it “hovered and then began gliding,” adding that “some of the people got on the ground and were real scared.” The officers dove back in their cruiser and headed toward the object.


  Coffey, her mother, and neighbors then realized that the two other craft had disappeared; the onlookers had apparently been too preoccupied with the closest one to notice. (That, or the craft had been too stealthy in their vanishing act.)


  The remaining oval oddity made a couple of scans of the school grounds then picked up speed and flew out of sight. According to Coffey, some planes and helicopters then arrived on the scene.


  In the days and weeks to come, many others in the north-of-Boston town would corroborate the appearance of the three bright, football-shaped bulks.


  Soon the incident attracted the attention of Raymond Fowler, an investigator for the independent citizen group the National Investigations Committee on Aerial Phenomena (NICAP). Fowler performed numerous interviews and drew up sketches but ultimately came to no conclusions. He eventually passed his report on to the Condon Committee (a group from the University of Colorado contracted by the federal government to conduct UFO research).


  In 1968 the committee published its landmark Condon report, assessing 59 cases involving purported UFO activity and providing rational explanations. The Beverly encounter was “Case #6,” and the report listed “witness misidentification” as a possible explanation. Most likely, researchers concluded, it had been a particularly vibrant sighting of Jupiter.


  However, the report assented, while the circumstance “did not yield impressive residual evidence, even in the narrative content,” to support the hypothesis of an alien object or vehicle, it would “fit no other explanation if the testimony of the witnesses is taken at full value.”


  Coffey finds that last part telling. “I believe this is one of the cases where they really couldn’t explain it away,” she told Wicked Local Beverly. “It wasn’t people seeking attention. We know what we saw.”


  She added that she wasn’t the type of kid with a wild imagination who daydreamed or made up stories. In fact, she didn’t even like science fiction, she said, and had never thought about UFOs before that April night.


  Now, though? That’s indubitably changed.


  “I always look up. I guess I believe,” she said. “Why wouldn’t I believe? Why would we think we’re the only planet in the universe with life on it?”


  ALSO THAT YEAR . . .


  1966 is widely regarded as a prolific year for UFO activity, with a flurry of phenomena reported across the country, even the world. Massachusetts wasn’t excluded from that, of course: Sightings of various durations and magnitude were claimed by observers across the state, with several investigated by the federal government’s Project Blue Book.


  Among those was a case in Weston (just west of Boston) on two separate days in January, involving two quite different anomalies.


  J. Allen Hynek, director of the Dearborn Observatory at Northwestern University, interviewed the witness—who, an abnormality in itself, is identified by name (in keeping with government protocol involving declassified files, observer identities have been blacked out throughout Project Blue Book reports). Perhaps this is because of Hynek’s esteem for the witness, Roger Woodbury, an associate director of the instrumentation laboratory at the Massachusetts Institute of Technology (MIT). Hynek calls him a man whose “reliability as an observer and as a person of technical competence” could not be questioned.


  In his first encounter, on January 14, Woodbury described an object that had a central white light of a “very high color temperature.” In fact, it was like a “welder’s arc,” he said, only “whitish rather than blue.” Around its perimeter were various “coruscations”— reflections and sparkles—that scintillated “in different colors with a strong tendency to red and pink.” During his observation, he had a passing airliner and helicopter for comparison, and he also used binoculars. Through those looking glasses, the orb of light “seemed to be pinched in the middle, somewhat like an hourglass,” as relayed by Hynek. All told, as it varied slightly in intensity, he got the impression that a radioactive source was in operation.


  As it hovered for several minutes, it moved through small arcs in different directions, once darting southeast and upward, “as though directed,” Hynek said. “It was variously described as jogging up and down, at random, and not quite at random but somewhat in a spiral, and generally as wandering,” he reported.


  Hynek reemphasized that “we are here dealing with the testimony of a man who is used to observing deviations of a few seconds of arc in guidance systems, and who is fully aware that there is a difference between illusory motion and real motion.”


  Three days later, Woodbury described a wholly different experience. While driving home from work on January 17, he spotted a “bright, ruddy, fairly large cloud standing by itself in the southern sky.” He didn’t dismiss it as a typical meteorological event due to its distinctive form and the fact that it appeared to have “uniform illumination clear to the edges.”


  His account is accompanied by a sketch of an object that is loosely teardrop-shaped with a long spiraling tail.


  Per investigators, the first sighting was simply deemed “unidentified”; the second, vaguely as “other (cloud).”


  Another pithy Project Blue Book report dated April 22 comes from Belchertown in the western part of the state. The witness reported something resembling a “torpedo with a small dome” with flicking blue, yellow, and red lights. It seemed to be hanging close to a B-52, according to the observer, and traveled on a straight course until it disappeared behind a mountain. The account is accompanied by a sketch of a large, perfect circle with a row of lights at its top; it bears striking resemblance to the Death Star, which would be immortalized a decade later in Star Wars.


  The conclusion? There was “insufficient data for evaluation,” according to investigators.


  Meanwhile, on April 1 in New Braintree (a bucolic hamlet in the
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