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“Incident at Exeter”

Around 2:00 a.m. on September 3, 1965, a young man named Norman Muscarello was hitchhiking to his home in Exeter, New Hampshire, from nearby Amesbury, Massachusetts. With so few cars traveling at that hour, he was forced to walk most of the way. He was only a few miles south of Exeter when a cluster of bright, flashing lights appeared in the sky. At first, he believed he was seeing a plane or helicopter. However, the brilliant, airborne object made no sound. It hovered, zoomed straight up and down, and fluttered wildly in midair. Muscarello knew this could be no ordinary aircraft. Eventually, the object soared away to the east. At last, a car came along, and the frightened young man flagged it down. The driver took him to the police station in Exeter, where Muscarello made full of report of his strange, unnerving experience.

Officer Gene Bertrand drove Muscarello back to the scene of his encounter. Again, the cluster of lights appeared in the sky. Soon, another police officer, David Hunt, drove up in his cruiser. As the three men watched, the object repeated its performance of wild aerial maneuvers before finally disappearing.

For several weeks afterward, hundreds of people across New Hampshire reported seeing strange lights in the sky. US Air Force investigators offered a variety of “natural” explanations for the UFOs (short for Unidentified Flying Objects). They suggested that the witnesses might have seen airplanes they didn’t recognize. Or, due to unusual atmospheric conditions, stars that appeared strangely magnified. Or even runway lights from nearby Pease Air Force Base. However, in the face of so much evidence and no satisfactory answers, the Air Force finally ruled the Exeter sightings as “Unexplained.”

Some people believe that UFOs come from other planets. What if the brightly lit objects seen around Exeter, New Hampshire, in the 1960s actually did come from outer space? Would visitors from another world be friendly? If these visitors decided to return to Earth, what do you suppose would happen?

This is the story of one possibility. 


Prologue

Exeter, New Hampshire

Saturday, September 4, 1965

3:33 a.m.

Twelve-year-old Danny Sutton didn’t know what time of night it was, but he knew the lights shouldn’t be on. A few moments earlier, he had been exploring a spectacular dreamland full of huge but friendly dinosaurs. It seemed a pretty nice place. But now, hot red fire burned through his clenched eyelids. As if swept by a blistering wind, the ruins of his thrilling dreamland scattered and vanished forever. With a frustrated, sleepy groan, he rolled over and opened his eyes.

Without thinking, he whispered a word that, if his parents were to hear it, would mean big trouble for him.

His bedroom walls, his furniture, his model cars, his Star Wars figures, all glowed brilliant, blood red. A blob of weird, living light oozed in through his second-floor window. The light came in waves, first brighter and then dimmer. With a gasp of shock, he drew back into the corner of his bed and pressed his body against the wall.

What on Earth? An army of fire engines parked in the backyard couldn’t give off such light!

He forced himself to breathe slowly. Calmly. Maybe the neighbors were somehow responsible.

No way. The nearest house was a quarter-mile away. Beyond the backyard, there were only woods and a distant row of electrical towers. Except for his hammering heart, he couldn’t hear a sound.

Something about this light felt dangerous.

Was it dangerous?

Biscuit! Where’s Biscuit?

His big, fat orange and white tabby cat, who slept with him every night, was nowhere to be seen.

He wanted to call out for Mom and Dad, but his vocal cords had frozen. Not even a squeak could wriggle past his lips.

Still, the window next to his bed beckoned him.

Just lean forward and look outside. It’s only a light.

But it’s a weird, menacing light!

Just look outside!

At last, he drew a deep breath, summoned all his courage, and scooted toward the window. He hesitated for a moment. Then he pressed his face against the pane and peered out.

At first, he wasn’t sure what he was seeing.

A few hundred feet away, a fiery, red blob hovered above the nearest electrical tower. The skeletal steel framework gleamed stark crimson. As Danny’s eyes adjusted to the blaze, he realized it wasn’t a single light but a row of five brilliant globes. They flashed first from left to right and then from right to left.

No wonder Biscuit isn’t here! He’s hiding!

For what felt like eternity, the cluster of lights floated over the power lines. But at last, the lights began to dance like fireflies on a breeze—heading straight toward his window! In panic, he ducked beneath the windowsill. He waited. And waited. No sound. No movement. Nothing. At last, curiosity overcame his terror. He took a deep breath, braced himself, and raised his head to see what was happening.

They’re still out there.

The blood-tinted lights had dimmed. He could now see that they formed a ring around a silvery object that looked like an upside-down dinner plate.

“A flying saucer,” he whispered.

A real, honest-to-goodness, straight-from-outer-space FLYING SAUCER!

The object hovered above the trees at the edge of the yard. As Danny watched, a long, jointed arm—kind of like a praying mantis’s arm—extended from its underside. It appeared to reach into the woods and rummage around. For several minutes, the arm moved back and forth amid the blood-tinted boughs.

Like it’s working on something, maybe?

At last, the arm slowly withdrew and disappeared.

To Danny’s surprise, the saucer began to wobble and flutter like a falling leaf. Oh, no—it was going plummet into the trees! Then, without warning, the saucer shot upward like a bullet—so fast that he thought it had simply disappeared. Then he realized it was hovering high overhead. It looked like a dazzling red star.

Then it vanished. The saucer, the light, every trace of the nighttime visitor, gone.

“Ohhhh,” Danny groaned. Excitement blazed in his body, yet his muscles felt like quivering jelly.

I saw a flying saucer!

He had to tell Mom and Dad, his friends, his teachers, Reverend Milford at the church, the mailman, and maybe even Mr. Packard, who delivered milk every Thursday.

Then the realization hit him.

Nobody will believe me.

But someone else might have seen it. What about Mom and Dad? No, definitely not. Their bedroom faced the front of the house. And if they had seen it, they would already be up and rushing to check on Danny and his little brother, Gene. At only four years old, Gene wouldn’t have the faintest idea about flying saucers.

Danny didn’t know exactly what he felt. Terror? Well, yeah. Not to mention excitement. Confusion. And, right now, loneliness. His parents and brother, in their bedrooms down the hall, seemed a whole world away. Only he had seen the thing in the sky. A flying saucer. A UFO—an Unidentified Flying Object.

It must have come from outer space!

His heart still pounded like a hammer on an anvil. What would a UFO be doing here? What was that metal arm doing moving around in the woods? Was it a spacecraft full of aliens?

What on Earth do they want?

“Okay,” he whispered. “Okay, okay, okay.” He slowed his breathing and tried to relax.

Something went thump behind him, and his head nearly went through the ceiling. But a second later, a soft, warm bundle of fur settled next to him.

“Biscuit!”

In the dim moonlight that seeped through the window, the hefty cat’s eyes gleamed like big green marbles. His fluffy tail was poofed out like a feather duster. It only did that when Biscuit was upset. But when Danny gave the cat’s head a gentle scratch, Biscuit squinted and began to purr, soft and low. A welcome rush of relief warmed Danny’s ice-filled veins. If Biscuit had come out of hiding, any danger must have passed.

At last, his racing heart and ragged breathing eased back to normal. His body felt weak and sluggish. If he tried to get out of bed now, he’d probably fall over. He sort of had to pee, but he figured he could hold it.

For what seemed like forever, he lay in the dark, listening. One of his hands absently stroked Biscuit’s soft head.

The saucer might be gone, but one thing was for sure. He wouldn’t be getting another minute of sleep on this weird, scary night.

He didn’t know if he’d be able to go to sleep ever again.

The next thing he knew, daylight was peeping through his window. It took a few moments for the memory of last night’s frightening events to come creeping back. Somehow, he had fallen back to sleep.

Did I dream it all?

No, it hadn’t been a dream. He had seen an actual flying saucer!

He remembered the cluster of brilliant red lights hovering above the nearby electrical towers. It had eventually drifted over the woods behind the house and lowered some kind of mechanical arm into the trees.

His eyes shifted to the clock on his nightstand. Ten minutes to seven. It was Saturday, so Mom and Dad would be probably be sleeping in.

There was only one thing to do. Go outside and take a look around.

He slid out of bed, took off his pajamas, and got dressed. Better to stay quiet, he thought. He could hardly explain to his parents what he was doing. Well, not unless he wanted to try making them believe he’d seen a flying saucer.

Nope. They’ll never believe me. If they don’t think I just dreamed it, they’ll think I’m crazy. Maybe crazy enough to send me off to the same place they sent Great Grandma.

Great Grandma used to tell stories. She would misplace household items and declare they had been stolen by German soldiers who didn’t know World War II was over. According to Great Grandma, these soldiers operated from a secret base behind the gas station over on the Amesbury Road. Or she’d forget who little Gene was and claim he was actually a mischievous monkey from the zoo wearing a little boy costume.

Well, that wasn’t very hard to believe.

Danny pulled his bedroom door open and peered into the dimly lit hall. Down past the bathroom, Gene’s door hung partway open. Not a sound from there. To his left, at the far end of the hall, his parents’ door was closed. He felt sure they must still be asleep. He crept down the hall to the stairs and started down. As he reached the bottom, he heard a low muttering sound coming from the living room to his left. Then
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