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| DID SEE

THE FLYING DISKS!
by Konsisth Aonoll

HE following story of what I
observed over the Cascade
mountains, as impossible as it
may seem, is positively true. I never
asked nor wanted any notoriety for
just accidentally being in the right
spot at the right time to observe what
I did. I reported something that I

“I'll never go into the air
again without a camera!” de- |
clares Kenneth Arnold stand-
ing beside his plane the day
after observing a ftrain of

nine mysterious flying disks.

know any pilot would have reported.
I don’t think that in any way my 0b-
servation was due to sensitivity 0Ol
eyesight or judgment other than wh
is considered normal for any pilot.

On Tuesday, June 24th, 1947, I
had finished my work for the Central
Air Service at Chehalis, Washington,
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ested in athletics, was all-state end
in 1932-33. Football under Bernie
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jury. Employed by Red Comet,
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ply. Handles, distributes, installs
fire-fighting equipment in five
states. Uses his plane in his work,
landing in pastures and mountain
meadows. Married, two children.

and at about two o’clock T took off
from Chehalis, Washington airport
with the intention of going to Yak-
ima, Washington. My trip was de-
layed for an hour to search for a
large Marine transport that supposed-
ly went down near or around the
southwest side of Mt. Rainier in the
state of Washington. (This airplane
has been discovered at the time of
this writing—July 29, 1947.)

I flew directly toward Mt. Rainier
after reaching an altitude of about
9,500 feet, which is the approximate
elevation of the high plateau from
which Mt. Rainier rises. I had made
one sweep of this high plateau to the
westward, searching all of the various
ridges for this Marine ship and flew
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to the west down and near the ridge
side of the canyon where Ashford,
Washington, is located.

Unable to see anything that looked
like the lost ship, I made a 360 de-

-gree turn to the right and above the

little city of Mineral, starting again
toward Mt. Rainier. I climbed back
up to an altitude of approximately
9,200 feet.

The air was so smooth that day
that it was a real pleasure flying and,
as most pilots do when the air is
smooth and they are flying at a higher
altitude, I trimmed out my airplane
in the direction of Yakima, Washing-
ton, which was almost directly east
of my position, and simply sat in my
plane observing the sky and terrain.
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Kenneth and Mrs. Arnold beside the Callair, three-
place plane used on his historic "saucer” flight.

There was a DC-4 to the left and
to the rear of me approximately fif-
teen miles distant and, I should judge,
at 14,000 feet elevation.

The sky and air were as clear as
crystal. I had not flown more than
two or three minutes on my course
when a bright flash reflected on my
airplane. It startled me as I thought
I was too close to some other aircraft.
I looked every place in the sky and
couldn’t find where the reflection had
come from until I looked to the left
and the north of Mt. Rainier where
I observed a chain of nine peculiar-
looking aircraft flying from north to
south at approximately 9,500 feet
elevation and going, seemingly, in a
definite direction of about 170 degrees
north to south.

They were approaching Mt. Rain-
ier very rapidly, and I merely as-

sumed they were jet planes. Anyhow
I discovered that this was where the
reflection had come from, as two or
three of them every few seconds
would dip or change their course
slightly, just enough for the sun to
strike them at an angle that reflected
brightly in my eyes.

These objects being quite far away,
I was unable for a few seconds to
make out their shape or their forma-
tion. Very shortly they approached
Mt. Rainier, and I observed their out-
line against the snow quite plainly

I thought it was very peculiar that
I couldn’t find their tails, but as-
sumed they were some new type of
jet. I was determined to clock their
speed. I had two definite points— Mt
Rainier and Mt. Adams—to clock
them by, and the air was so clear that
it was very easy to see objects and
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~ determine their approximate shape
and size as far as fifty miles.

I remember distinctly that my
sweep-second hand on my eight-day
clock, which is located on my instru-
ment panel, read one minute to 3
P.M. as the first object of this forma-
tion passed the southern edge of Mt.
Rainier. I watched these objects with
great interest as I had never before
observed airplanes flying so close to
the mountain tops, flying directly
south to southeast down the hog’s
back of a mountain range. I would
estimate their elevation could have
varied a thousand feet one way or
another up or down, but they were
pretty much on the horizon to me
which would indicate they were near
the same elevation as I was.

They flew, as I have frequently
observed geese fly, in a rather diag-
onal chain-like line as if they were
linked together. They seemed to hold
a definite direction, but swerved in
and out of the high mountain peaks.
Their speed at the time did not im-
press me particularly, because I knew
that our army and air forces had
planes that went very fast.

What kept bothering me as I
watched them flip and flash in the
sun right along their path was the
fact that I couldn’t make out any tail
on them, and I am sure that any pilot
would justify more than a second look
at such a plane.

I observed them quite plainly, and
I estimate my distance from them,
which was almost at right angles, to
be between twenty to twenty-five
miles. I knew they must be very large
to permit me to observe their shape
at that distance, even as clear a day
as it was. In fact, T compared a
zeus fastener or cowling tool I had in
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my pocket with them, holding it up
on them and holding it up on the
DC-4 that I could observe at quite a
distance to my left, and they seemed
smaller than the DC-4; but I should
judge their span would have been as
wide as the farthest engines on each
side of the fuselage of the DC-4.

The more I observed these objects,
the more upset I became, as I am ac-
customed and familiar with most
all flying objects whether I am close
to the ground or at higher altitudes.
I observed the chain of these objects
passing another high snow-covered
ridge in between Mt. Rainier and Mt.
Adams, and as the first one was pass-
ing the south crest of this ridge the
last object was entering the northern
crest of the ridge.

As I was flying in the direction of
this particular ridge, I measured it
and found it to be approximately five
miles, so I could safely assume that
the chain of these saucer-like objects
was at least five miles long. I could
quite accurately determine their path-
way due to the fact that there were
several of them as well as higher
peaks on the other side of their path-
way.

As the last unit of this formation
passed the northernmost high snow-
covered crest of Mt. Adams, T looked
at my sweep-second hand and it
showed that they had traveled the
distance in one minute and forty-two
seconds. Even at the time this timing
did not upset me as I felt confident
that after I landed there would be
some explanation of what I had seen.

A number of news men and experts
suggested that I might have been see-
ing reflections or even a mirage. This
I know to be absolutely false, as I
observed these objects not only
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through the glass of my airplane but
turned my airplane sideways where I
could open my window and observe
them with a completely unobstructed
view. ;

Even though two minutes. seems
like a very short time to one on the
ground, in the air in two minutes’
time a pilot can observe a great many
things and anything within his field
of vision probably as many as fifty
or sixty times.

I continued my search for the Ma-
rine plane for another fifteen or
twenty minutes, and while searching
for this Marine plane the things I had
just observed kept going through my
mind. I became more disturbed, so
after taking a last look at Teton Res-
ervoir I headed for Yakima.

I might add that my complete ob-
servation of these objects, which I
could even follow by their flashes as
they passed Mt. Adams, was around
two and one-half or three minutes—
although by the time they reached
Mt. Adams they were out of my
range of vision as far as determining
shape or form. Of course, when the
sun reflected from one or two or three
of these units, they appeared to be
completely round; but, I am making
a drawing to the best of my ability,
which I am including, as to the shape
I observed these objects to be as they
passed the snow-covered ridges at Mt.
Rainier. (See page 45.)

When these objects were flying ap-
proximately straight and level, they
were just a thin black line and the
only time T could get a judgment as
to their size was when they flipped.

These objects were holding an al-
most constant elevation; they did not
seem to be going up or to be coming
down, such as would be the case of
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rockets or artillery shells. T am con-
vinced in my own mind that they
were some tvpe of airplane, even
though they did not conform with the
many aspects of the conventional
tvpe of planes that T know.

Although these objects have been
reported by many other observers
throughout the United States, there
have been six or seven other accounts
written by some of these observers
that I can truthfully say must have
observed the same thing that I did:
particularly, the descriptions of the
three Western Air Lines employees of
Cedar City, Utah, the pilot from Ok-
lahoma City, the locomotive engineer
in Illinois, John Corlett, a United
Press correspondent of Boise, Idaho
Dave Johnson, news editor at the
Boise Daily Statesman, Captain
Smith, co-pilot Stevens and Marty
Morrow of United Air Lines, and
Captain Charles F. Gebian and Jack
Harvey of United Air Lines both ol
whom on July 28, 1947, made their
observation on United Air Lines flight
105 westbound out of Boise.

It is my opinion that descriptions
could not be very accurate taken from
the ground unless these saucer-like
disks were at quite a great height and
there is a possibility that all of the
people who observed peculiar objects
could have seen the same thing I did:
but, it would have been very difficult
from the ground to observe these 107
more than four or five secnnds.‘iﬂ“}
there is always the possibility of al-
mospheric moisture and dust near the
ground which could distort ones Vi
sion, while air observers I would
judge to be much more accurate. _

I have in my possession letters
from all over the United States and
Europe from people who profess that




| DID SEE THE FLYING DISKS!

Kenneth Arnold's home at Boise.
In the distance is Bradley Air Field.

is in the foreground.

these objects have been observed over
other portions of the world, princi-
pally Sweden, Bermuda, and Cali-
fornia.

I would have given almost any-
thing that day to have had a movie
camera with a telephoto lens and from
now on I will never be without one.

When I landed at Yakima, Wash-
ington airport I described what I had
seen to my very good friend, Al Bax-
ter, who is the General Manager of
Central Aircraft Company. He lis-
tened patiently and was very courte-
ous but in a joking way didn’t believe
me.

I did not accurately measure the
distance between these two mountains
until T landed at Pendleton, Oregon,

His private landing field

that same day where I told a number
of pilot friends of mine what 1 had
observed and they did not scoff or
laugh, but suggested they might be
guided missiles or something new. In
fact, several former Army pilots in-
formed me that they had been briefed
before going into combat overseas
that they might see objects of similar
shape and design that I described and
assured me that I wasn’t dreaming or
going crazy.

I quote Sonny Robinson, a former
Army Air Force pilot who is now
operating dusting operations at Pen-
dleton, Oregon: “What you observed,

1 am convinced, is some type of jet-

or rocket-propelled ship that is in
the process of being tested by our



government or it could even be by
some foreign government.” .

Anyhow, the news that I had ob-
served these spread very rapidly and
before the night was over I was re-
ceiving telephone calls from all parts
of the world; and to date I have not
received one telephone call or one
letter of scoffing or disbelief. The only
disbelief that I know of was what
was printed in the papers.

I look at this whole affair as not
something funny as some people have
made it out to be. To me it is mighty
serious and since I evidently did ob-
serve something that at least Mr.
John Doe on the street corner or Pete
Andrews on the ranch has never heard
about, is no reason that it does not
exist. Even though I openly invited
an investlgation by the Army and the
FBI as to the authenticity of my
story or a mental and physical ex-
amination as to my capabilities, I re-
ceived no interest from these two
important protective forces of our
country until two weeks after my ob-

Further stories on flying disks
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servation. I will go so far as to as-
sume that if our Military Intelligence
was not aware of what I observed and
reported to the United and Associated
Press and over the radio on two dif-
ferent occasions which apparently set
the nation buzzing, they would be the
very first people I could expect as
visitors.

I have received lots of requests
from people who told me to make a
lot of wild guesses. I have based
what I have written here in this ar-
ticle on positive facts and as far as
guessing what it was I observed, it is
just as much a mystery to me as it is
to the rest of the world. I saw them
and I know they are real.

My pilot’s license is 333487, I fly
a Callair airplane, which is a three-
place single-engine land ship that is
designed and manufactured at Afton,
Wyoming, as an extremely high-per-
formance, high-altitude airplane that
was made for mountain work. The
national certificate of my plane 1s
NC-33355.

appear on pages 12 and 18.

DEAD MAN'S LANDING

T WAS a large Allied air field in
I Italy during the war. English,

Canadian, Anzac, American and
South African planes were based
there.

One afternoon a P-38 came roaring
in from the north, and was recognized
as one long overdue from a strafing
and reconnaissance mission. Instead
of entering a landing pattern or con-
tacting the tower, the fighter circled
the field in a peculiar manner—not
quite out of control but without ap-
parent purpose. Nor was the control
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tower able to raise the pilot. The
whole field was alerted as traffic was
heavy and the danger obvious.
Suddenly the plane seemed to dis-
integrate in the air and plummeted
to earth. A parachute billowed out
and the pilot floated down. He landed
with strange limpness in the center ol
the main runway and was soon sur-
rounded by medical personnel and
curious onlookers. The medical of-
ficer’s voice trembled: “This man has
been dead for more than an hour ..."
Jack Corinblit




