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DEDICATION

The authors would like to dedicate this work to all UFO witnesses, in recognition of their courage in
coming forward and sharing their observations and convictions, sometimes at great personal risk.

The authors can be reached at www.donledger.com.

INTRODUCTION
by Whitley Strieber

The Shag Harbor incident is something totally unexpected: a UFO case so flawlessly documented that
it must have happened. But it is hardly known, even among UFO investigators. Perhaps it has been
discreetly covered up. Perhaps it has fallen through the cracks.

Either way, Don Ledger and Chris Styles have spent years working with this profoundly convincing
and important story, and in this book they offer the most complete and authoritative account of the
event that has ever been attempted.

Did a spacecraft from another world plunge into the cold northern waters of Shag Harbor on an
October night in 1967?

The authors offer the most convincing evidence that has ever been presented for a UFO crash. They
actually prove that the event took place, and they do it using government documents.

The documents in the appendix of this book are only four of the many official reports that were
discovered by Styles and Ledger. They reveal that the sighting of a UFO by local fisherman Leo
Mersey was actually taken so seriously by the Royal Canadian Mounted Police that they filed an
official report. They took the sighting report of two brothers, Lawrence Charles Smith and Norman
Eugene Smith, equally seriously, as is evident from the report they filed based on their testimony.

There were reports of mysterious lights all over the Shag Harbor area, and extensive official interviews
of witnesses. Indeed, concern was so strong at high levels within the Canadian government that a Royal
Canadian Air Force discussion of the incident suggests an underwater investigation of the site.

The crash took place, without a doubt, and the government took it very seriously indeed, as the
documents in the appendix demonstrate. Indeed, if this had been a crash of anything except a UFO, the
fact would have been duly noted and a search would have been initiated for survivors. Instead, a period
of confusion followed, and secrecy so intense that even years later Ledger and Styles were tailed by
police after they took pictures of the area where the incident took place.

Why would this be? If an unknown craft definitely crashed - and this seems impossible to refute - then
why was the official reaction so strange? To understand this it is necessary to understand first that the
human response to the UFO phenomenon is extremely strange and distorted.

For example, the documents referred to in this book prove beyond a shadow of a doubt that the
Canadian government knew for certain that something unknown crashed into Shag Harbor. But the



official response to the crash, of first doing nothing and then refusing to confirm anything, is wildly
inappropriate.

That the object was not any sort of secret aircraft is made clear by the witness testimony of Captain
Pierre Charbonneau, pilot of Air Canada Flight 305. He appears to have been the first witness to the
object, which he saw from his plane. He described the object as orange and rectangular in shape,
followed by a string of smaller lights. The object appeared to be huge.

An astonishing incident then occurred: there was an explosion near the large object. Another explosion
took place a few moments later, then the trail of lights began some strange maneuvers.

This sighting alone would have entered the annals of UFO history, as it appeared to show some kind of
accident or battle among the strange objects. But that was only the beginning of this incredible incident.

Since it led, a short time later, to a crash that was witnessed by multiple parties and even openly
admitted by the government to have involved a UFO, one would think that there would have been
headlines worldwide. Aliens hadn't exactly landed, but they had certainly crashed.

Instead, the Incident was quietly filed away.

On the surface what happened at Shag Harbor in October of 1967 is straightforward enough: a large
object that had been seen, both by ground observers and pilots, crossing the sky in apparent distress
went crashing into the water in full view of a substantial number of other witnesses. Strange foam and
odd debris were sighted. The incident was reported to the police, the military investigated, and
government documents openly acknowledged that the incident involved a UFO. Divers brought up
material, again in full view of witnesses.

What is not so straightforward is that the government never released any information about what was
found beneath the dark waters of Shag Harbor.

The government response became extremely strange and secretive, and very different from what it
would have been if this had been an aircraft. There was no extended search-and-rescue operation, not in
any ordinary sense. There was never any explanation from the government about what had happened.

The only reason that the Shag Harbor incident came to light is that Chris Styles and Don Ledger would
not let the matter rest. And why should they? This is the best documented UFO crash incident that is
publicly known. After October of 1967 it disappeared from memory, not returning until Ledger and
Styles began their investigation and wrote this book.

A question begs to be asked: why, given that the government itself said that an event of phenomenal
importance had occurred, was it simply ignored afterward and held secret? After all, this book offers
documentation that the incredible has happened: an unidentified flying object of unknown origin
crashed. Not only that, debris was recovered. If the object had been a meteor, there would have been no
reason to conceal that fact. Witness descriptions confirm that it was not an aircraft in any ordinary
sense of the word.

So what happened here? Somebody must know something, because somebody, before numerous
witnesses, did indeed recover materials from the floor of the harbor. But the public hasn't been told a



word.

This is not the only UFO event that has been cloaked in extreme secrecy. It is simply the only one in
which there has been a completely irrefutable admission by government authorities that a UFO was
involved.

Why would the Canadian government, or the U.S. government, or any government, for that matter, be
so extremely secretive about a UFO incident? In fact, why is there any secrecy about UFOs at all? The
Shag Harbor incident not only proves that UFOs exist and that they can crash or at least plunge
violently into the sea, it also proves that the government knows this and does nothing about it - at least,
nothing that is revealed to the public. Understand, the incident proves this. Shag Harbor is no ordinary
UFO case. It is the best documented and one of the best witnessed of all UFO cases.

It means that UFOs are almost certainly real. It appears also to mean, based on the responses of the
Canadian government, that governments must in general be extremely secretive about them. Certainly
only a few governments have ever taken any official position that UFOs are, if not real, then worth
studying. These governments are Chile, Ecuador, China, and France. But none of them have ever
released any definitive proof.

Dark Object certainly offers definitive proof that something very, very strange plunged into Shag
Harbor in October of 1967. There is additional evidence, covered in riveting detail in this book, that it
maneuvered underwater for a time.

It is a given that government secrecy exists in the UFO area. But there is a larger question here.
Governments notwithstanding, why are the alleged aliens themselves so secretive? No alien has ever
landed in public. No alien has ever communicated with us openly. If they are here, they are obviously
able to do so if they choose.

In fact, if they are here, then it would seem that government policy and alien policy are in agreement:
their presence must be kept a deep, dark secret.

There are two reasons that aliens might have a policy of secrecy. The first is that they might be doing
something that we might resist if we understood it. Under this scenario they would be coercing the
government into silence.

However, there might be another reason entirely. In a paper entitled "Searching for Extraterrestrial
Civilizations" by T.B.H. Kuiper and M. Morris, published in Science (Vol.196, May 6,1977), the idea is
put forth that an advanced extraterrestrial civilization would almost certainly be extremely secretive if
they came here. The authors' reason for this is cogent. "Before a certain threshold is reached, complete
contact with a superior civilization would abort further development through a culture shock effect."
The authors go on to say that an advanced civilization would probably have nothing to gain from us
except fresh new ideas, and that they would have to remain hidden until we had undergone a gradual
process of acclimatization or risk the destruction of independent human thought.

The same thing would happen to us that happened to dozens of tribes worldwide beginning in the
sixteenth century, as European technological civilization advanced. Even those that were not forcibly
destroyed, such as the Aztecs and the American Indians, experienced the complete redirection of all of
their intellectual, spiritual, and economic activity toward the process of obtaining western goods.



This is why, by the mid-twentieth century, anthropologists were making massive efforts to keep newly
discovered tribes isolated so that they could be studied without the destruction of their cultures.

Something like this could be going on here. It would certainly explain the reticence of the aliens, and
the ferocious effort that government makes to keep their secrets, knowing that the penalty for revealing
their presence too soon could easily be the abandonment of their interest in mankind.

If, for whatever reason, aliens have forced the U.S. government to help them conceal themselves, it
might explain what is, after all, an extremely unusual policy on its part. There is more than adequate
evidence that UFOs are a genuine unknown. There is no rational basis for official secrecy, media
debunking, and the rabid denial that forms a basic tenet of the modern culture of science. Any one of a
hundred UFO cases could form the basis for serious investigation, and the Shag Harbor incident, with
its detailed evidence of the operation, and possible failure, of technology, would be an excellent place
to start.

In the early years it appeared that UFO policy might go either way. Captain Edward Ruppelt became
chief of Project Grudge, which soon became Project Blue Book. Ruppelt, with a degree in aeronautical
engineering, brought a high level of technical expertise to UFO investigation, and Blue Book gathered
and documented many extraordinary cases from 1951 until 1959. Over this eight-year period the
purpose of Blue Book gradually changed. Ruppelt, with his eager desire to solve the problem and
inform the public, was replaced by one manager after another, each less inclined than the last to follow
Ruppelt's original design. In 1963 the project was taken over by Major Hector Quintanilla. By this time
Blue Book was nothing more than a public relations effort. In 1989, when I spoke to Major Quintanilla
about his work on the project, he said that he had done nothing but gather data sent in by the public,
and had no personal opinion about UFOs. He was very different from dynamic and effective officers
like Ruppelt, who had made serious efforts to at least gain scientifically sound information rather than
passively file reports without any real investigation.

In 1965 a massive UFO wave occurred worldwide, and it was during the three-year aftermath of this
wave that the Shag Harbor incident took place on the night of October 4, 1967.

It was during this period that the air force began aggressively downplaying sightings. During a previous
wave in 1952 the air force had received substantial public criticism for its inability to assert U.S.
control over its own airspace, which is its most fundamental mission.

The 1965 wave brought a hardening of the air force position. Ruppelt and his approach were forgotten.
The official word was that UFOs were a mystery not worth exploring.

In 1969 a disaster took place for UFO research, one from which it has never recovered. A committee of
distinguished scientists had been asked by the air force to evaluate Project Blue Book. Their final
report recommended that the air force drop UFO investigations. The highly respected name of Dr.
Edward U. Condon carried a lot of weight, and the scientific community accepted the conclusions
without ever noting that the report upon which they were based contained a substantial number of
unknown or unverified sightings.

The report had vocal critics, including no less an authority on official secrets than Admiral Roscoe
Hillenkoetter, the first director of the CIA. He was adamant that UFOs deserved serious investigation.
In 1960 he had stated, "Unknown objects are operating under intelligent control."























































































































































































we would first investigate the mysterious Navicula target, which was located in an area called "the Rip"
about one and one-half miles south of Outer Island. It was known for its fast current, due in part to the
natural tunneling effect of the waters pouring back out through the sound during tidal ebb. Records
showed that was what the tide had been doing on that night twenty-eight years earlier.

While we were gung ho for the Rip, Bruce Ad-dams, the skipper of Murphy's Law, was warning us
against it. Although conditions in Shag Harbor and into the sound were quite fair, he felt that the sea
would be much rougher there with the wind coming out of the south the way it was. We decided to
continue, and asked Bruce to give it a try. He reluctantly swung the wheel and headed south out of the
sound.

Gradually, as we came closer to the Rip, the seas began to build up into heavy rollers and it wasn't too
long before heavy spray was being whipped by the wind into our faces. The boat began a monotonous
rolling-and-pitching motion, while Bruce steered her through one crest and trough after another. Once
fully into the Rip it became even worse, and it was evident that we could not do any work there that
day. We almost lost one of the Sony cameras overboard and one of the Canadian Seabed Research techs
was growing increasingly concerned that the towfish cable might sever due to the boat's heaving and
surging, and an expensive piece of equipment could be irretrievably lost.

I planted myself securely on the stern, feet braced, and was shooting the whole thing on a handheld HI-
8 video camera, enjoying it all immensely. For Bruce, our skipper, and the fishermen along Nova
Scotia's southwestern shore, these were typical working conditions, acceptable for fishing or slugging
around lobster pots. But it was too much for scientific equipment.

We could not hope to do any work out there that day. It would be impossible to do track lines, or put a
diver over the side. We could not hold position or even attempt to anchor in those seas, for fear of
dragging the anchor through the very site we wished to explore, and possibly disturbing or damaging
any artifacts that might be there. Reluctantly we decided to postpone this attempt until the winds and
weather were more favorable.

Our second option was to return to the sound, where the waters were not nearly as rough. In the lee of
Bon Portage and Outer Island, the sea was relatively calm.

Our expedition's resources were limited, especially with regard to time. This fact would cause the
survey's worst disappointment. We would never get to return to the Rip. The complete sonar survey of
the sound was completed on September 20, our last day on the water. Conditions beyond Bon Portage
Island remained poor until the end.

While it should be noted that our only indication that the Rip location had any possible connection to
the Shag Harbor incident was the "May not be boulders" annotation on the Navicula's sonar survey
chart, this was still a major disappointment. Any future attempts to discover that questionable location
would require considerable time laying down a sonar grid search to accurately locate and confirm the
Navicula's unusual target. The weather and time constraints made only one course of action reasonable,
and that was to survey the sound, where the Dark Object had landed on October 4, 1967.

On that first day we were fascinated by the data as it unscrolled on thermal paper at the cost of $125 a
roll, each roll lasting forty minutes. John Mercer, from Canadian Seabed Research, was busy keeping
things running smoothly in the cramped quarters in the cuddy of the boat. He assured us that the data



quality was good.

We saw proof of his claim when the boat passed over a submerged electrical power cable that was
known to run from a fixed point on the shore over to Bon Portage Island. The cable's acoustic signature
showed plainly on the sonar readouts. This was very reassuring, giving us confidence that our data was
good enough to assess our targets for the video cameras and divers. However, for the rest of that day
the sandy bottom was mostly featureless.

The two techs from CSR were busy, though. It was not unusual to see John spring to his feet and run to
the stern of the boat to rescue the sonar towfish or magnetometer from a narrow and unexpected
collision with a rapidly shallowing bottom. His navigator, Patrick Campbell, had to deal quickly with
computer crashes or sudden fluctuations in GPS signals. John also had to provide additional talent as an
actor, providing dialogue for sound bites and on-camera segments, while still saving the day with his
technical expertise.

It was clear by the end of our first workday that days two and three would have to be longer and more
productive if we were to complete our search in the sound.

I had planned for a flyover the next day, in my airplane, a Cessna 172. The plan was to remove the
passenger door of the airplane and then strap Dean Brusso, the cameraman, into that seat sideways to
allow filming of aerial footage. The director, Alec Griffith, would be in the back of the plane, directing
and watching what the Sony camera was seeing on his own monitor.

The next morning Alec Griffith, cameraman Dean Brusso, and I drove thirty-five miles to Yarmouth
Airport. I removed the right side door from the Cessna 172 and Dean was strapped into the passenger
seat on that side while Alec took a seat in the back. The three of us were linked electronically by an
aircraft intercom from the beginning of the flight until the end. With the prop wash and slipstream
roaring past the opening at one hundred plus miles per hour, it would have been impossible for us to
hear one another without the intercom.

Dean, outfitted with protective clothing to cut the cold September air aloft, seemed to take the whole
thing in stride. We found out that he was always getting crammed, mounted, or strapped into one
position or the other in order to accommodate the particular shooting demands made by the director.

The weather was fine for flying, like driving on a freshly paved highway. The boat spent an hour and a
half trolling up and down the sound, recording more rolls of paper, while they waited for my plane, the
Kilo Julliet Julliet, to arrive on the scene.

When the crew and I arrived overhead, we talked back and forth with the boat crew over radios, while
being directed to the areas we were to film - the survey boat, the islands, and Shag Harbor. After about
forty minutes we returned to the airport.

In the meantime there was more survey work to do and hopefully a couple of underwater video drops
and a chance for some dives to check possible targets. A second small boat was used to get footage of
Murphy's Law as it plied the waters of the sound. It also served as a tender between our boat and the
dock in Shag Harbor, bringing or taking back people and equipment as needed.

Alec and Dean finally made it back to the boat and Alec put in a call to me while I was still at the



airport. [ was going to fly over the sound again a few times, solo, trying to imitate the movements the
Dark Object would have made on its flight before hitting the water. I also made a visual inspection of
the waters adjacent to the east and west shorelines bordering the sound. The sun's angle and the water
clarity were excellent

that day. I reported I could see the bottom in some areas, particularly off Outer Island, as far out as one
thousand feet. The waters were shoaling very gradually, and the bottom consisted of a tan-colored
gravel-and-sand mixture, dotted here and there with clumps of kelp and seaweed. Any bottom detail
that aroused my interest would be checked out later. Sadly, nothing suspicious was spotted, and I turned
my plane back to the airport in Yarmouth.

It was now early in the afternoon, and the boat crew once more got down to some hard work as they
continued tracking sonar lines, cataloging interesting hits for a dive later in the day. Chris sat next to
John Mercer, watching the data as it appeared, and, with his advice, rated targets for their "high
strangeness" factor. They rated them with a one, two, or three, based on their size, symmetry, vertical
height from the seafloor, and placement.

By mid-afternoon they had a few good targets to choose from. None were exciting but a few showed
promise. The best of these was selected and Murphy's Law maneuvered to drop anchor as they
prepared for their first dive. Alec Griffith would dive with the two professional divers who had been
hired for the survey. They were equipped with underwater cameras, lights, two-way radios, and a power
assist.

Once Lawrence, the dive master, was satisfied, he gave his approval and the three divers sat on the
boat's rail, ready to roll over the side and into the water. Alec wanted the divers to roll over the side
backwards for dramatic effect, since the camera would be recording it. He thought it would be even
better if all three of them rolled in at the same time.

In the first few minutes of the dive it was apparent in the control room that there was something wrong
below. Underwater radio communications with Alec went from confused and broken to none at all. The
other two divers lost visual contact with him. Chris kept up attempts to reestablish radio contact with
Alec while the rest of the crew watched the surface for any sign of his bubbles. It was starting to get
scary.

After a few tense moments, to everyone's relief, Alec's head and shoulders bobbed to the surface near
Murphy's Law's stern. Willing hands reached over the stern, straining to get him aboard quickly. He
showed no signs of recognition at first, but after a few minutes he got himself together and explained
that a seal had failed on his dry suit and it had filled with seawater, dragging him to the bottom. Once
Alec had gotten himself together, he had charged his buoyancy compensator with air and bobbed to the
surface. He was all right now, although he was exhausted and understandably shaken. Fear gave way to
relief aboard Murphy s Law.

The moment that Alec broke surface was recorded by Dean on tape and actually made it into one of the
programs. It was shown without explanation as a filler while the show's host explained something else.

That dive would fail to locate the sonar target. The satellite navigation equipment had been drifting at
anchor and a five-knot current was angling the divers away from their anticipated rendezvous point.
The underwater camera was hung from a cable and not mounted on an ROV (remotely operated



vehicle), therefore its control was limited. The camera showed huge kelp beds in the first contact area
that were dense and a nuisance. Therefore the boat crew decided to move on to another target.

When they dropped anchor at the second location, the divers were ready to roll off the deck.
Confidence was high that this time the sonar return represented a solid object. John Mercer conferred
with Patrick and the divers, indicating that he believed the divers should be able to find something that
would account for the dark image showing considerable vertical relief above the surrounding seabed.

They waited for Murphy's Law to stabilize in its position, with the current keeping the cable taut. Then,
after a final compass check, the divers went over the side.

While the divers searched, Alec had the film crew monitoring the boat's communications with them.
Our underwater camera allowed an occasional glimpse of their actions. The target on this dive would
prove to be an unusual rock formation. Once the divers were aboard, the boat crew went back to laying
down more lines of sonar tracking in the sound. It was apparent at this point that the sound would be
completely surveyed before the third working day came to an end. But day two was yet to end and it
had been a long and stressful one. They took a breather and had something to eat.

By the time darkness approached, they had scanned eighty percent of Shag Harbor. They had
discovered a few interesting targets, but nothing that jumped off the page, and nothing to indicate
anything of extraterrestrial origin.

A night dive was planned to give Sightings some dramatic footage. A target was chosen that showed
sharp lines on the leading edge of the scan and a hint of symmetry. It stood a chance of being
something other than a natural formation.

It was a beautiful evening with perfect visibility. The night sky was awash with stars that city dwellers
don't usually get to see. But nothing unnatural was to be found under the water.

It was close to ten that evening when the boat headed back to shore. When Murphy's Law steered in
behind the wharf at Prospect Point, a black pickup truck started its engine and sped down the long jetty
and away. The skipper, Bruce Addams, mentioned that the same truck and driver had been there earlier
that day as we were loading supplies aboard. He could not identify the man, nor was he known to any
of the others.

Apparently a rumor was beginning to spread through the small communities around Shag Harbor that
we had found something. By the time we arrived back in Shelburne, the rumor had proceeded us. The
town was buzzing that we had found something for sure. Why else would we be out so late at night on
the water, sneaking around in the dark? Even Laurie Wickens was suspicious, and it was obvious that
denial alone would not quench the fires of speculation. For once I found myself in the position of those
officials who grope for a plausible denial.

We had a discussion with Alec Griffith after supper about a UFO sighting that Lawrence Smith, one of
the Shag Harbor witnesses, had had in 1970. He agreed to talk and described the strange-looking foam
that had been brought up from below.

Chris had found a police report about a UFO sighting that Smith had with his brother Gene in 1970.
They noticed a small orange light hovering in the air just over the trees. Soon five more lights



appeared, together forming a pattern somewhat like the Big Dipper, with the "handle" missing.

As one of the lights winked off, their car engine died and their tape deck quit playing. Later, it seemed
to the brothers as if they had lost about ten minutes of time.

They made a report to RCMP Constable Ralph Keeping, who was a friend of Lawrence's. We were
later able to locate and read this report to Lawrence. One part of it was new to him: Keeping hadn't told
him that he had passed on the information to Colonel Rushton of NORAD.

Alec was impressed by this unusually solid sighting at Bear Point. Our discussion would later be
interpreted by Alec as a suggestion for the show, and would lead, by the end of the third day, to a
classic breakdown in communications.

September 29 was to be our third and final workday on the water. I was aboard again, having missed
the previous day while in the air. In only a few hours we finished scanning the sound. No targets of a
highly unusual nature were discerned during our interpretation of the scrolls. It was decided that the
afternoon would be spent either making another attempt at locating the Navicula target on the Rip, or
doing one more dive for the purpose of shooting additional footage for Sightings.

After a lunch break Bruce Addams, the skipper of Murphy's Law, informed us that the weather was
going to deteriorate and that the Rip would not be the place to be when it did. It was obvious that the
weather was going down. Using a cell phone, I checked with Flight Services in Yarmouth, because I,
too, was worried about the weather.

After some speculation I decided I would take the dory back to shore and, with Lawrence Smith's help,
get to Yarmouth, pick up my plane, and fly it back to Halifax. Otherwise the aircraft would be pinned
down in Yarmouth for several more days. You have to worry about airplanes almost as much as you
worry about your children.

Meanwhile, the technical crew from CSR got back to work, while the divers suited up, preparing for
their final dive, an exercise primarily to obtain underwater film footage. However, it was agreed that it
would be done in an area where several minor targets had been detected. Lawrence, our dive master,
planned to cover as much area as his air supply would allow. Eventually the divers surfaced several
hundred feet away from our boat with nothing unusual to report.

Before the dive ended, however," we had a visitor. A Cessna flew in from the west and over the boat,
circling us in a steep bank. Someone was filming us with a large professional camera. This continued
for about five minutes before the pilot waved and left the area. We decided the plane had probably been
chartered by one of the local television affiliates.

When the dive ended and all three of the men were back aboard, the weather deteriorated as if someone
had thrown a big "nasty" switch. Murphy's Law plowed through the chop gamely as we made our way
to shore. We were all looking forward to a hot supper, as well as some time to reflect. Supper was not
long in coming; however, reflection would have to wait. Interviews, taping, and more problems lay
ahead before this little expedition could be considered officially over.

During the evening meal director Alec Griffith told us that day four would be spent interviewing
Lawrence Smith and producing a segment about the Smith Encounter near Bear Point Road.



We were stunned. Alec had called Hollywood and pitched the idea as worthwhile use for the scheduled
"bad-weather day." The supper exchange became what might be called a communications breakdown.
Statements were made such as "Don't jeopardize this important investigation!" And of course the
always unfortunate "Don't you f - with me."

We were also concerned because Lawrence had told us that he did not want to go public with his story.
We believe that one reason we've gained some respect from eyewitnesses in investigations is that we
respect a person's limits. No means no, and we accept this.

By day four cooler heads prevailed. We had a good talk with Alec, and Lawrence did an interview. The
expedition packed up and left Shelburne for the drive back to Halifax and Canadian Seabed Research's
offices in Porter's Lake on Nova Scotia's eastern shore. Here Alec did two lengthy interviews about
Shag Harbor and what had been accomplished to date.

We all said our good-byes in CSR's driveway and went our separate ways.

What did it prove? Some would suggest that our September 1995 search proved that nothing significant
had happened. But as we see it, our expedition added weight to the evidence that the Dark Object
somehow ended up elsewhere. This fact says much about its mysterious origin and capabilities. If it
were a crashed airliner, it couldn't have moved away underwater.

As far as we're concerned, the search is not yet over.

CHAPTER TEN

THE MYSTERY CONTINUES

On the sixteenth of March, 1997, we made a phone call to a man we hoped was the person we had been
trying to locate for three years. It was the second call we had made in as many days. The first had not
panned out. The name was the same, but he was not the man we were looking for. The second time,
however, we hit pay dirt. I located him through a program on the Internet.

Barry Crowell was the lighthouse keeper who we believed was on duty at the Cape Roseway lighthouse
during the events that transpired off Government Point at the same time as the Shag Harbor incident.
Since the lighthouse was located only two-and-a-half miles across the waters of the Eastern Way of
Shelburne Harbor from the sub-tracking base at Government Point, it enjoyed an excellent vantage
point from which to view the area in question.

A woman answered the phone and I asked if I could speak to Barry Crowell. She called to someone and
seconds later a man answered. That special instinct that we all seem to have kicked in and we knew
without asking that this was going to be our man.

After introducing ourselves and exchanging a few preliminary remarks, we began to ask the man some
questions, the most important of which was whether he had been on duty the night of October 4, 1967.



Barry answered hesitantly at first, as most people do when someone asks questions of them about their
past, particularly if that someone is a total stranger. He said he could not be sure of exact dates though
he thought he might have been on duty that night.

We began by asking if he remembered a flotilla of ships, six or seven, being anchored offshore during
this period, in sight of both Government Point and Cape Roseway. No, he did not remember anything
like that, although that might have been due to heavy fog that was frequently present. When asked if he
would remember foghorns blowing on the ships if there was fog, he replied that he would probably
have taken no notice of them. We pressed him further, asking if anything out of the ordinary had
happened, maybe something he considered not related.

"Well" - he hesitated - "there was that night when the commandos came ashore and took over the
lighthouse."

"Commandos?" This caught us completely off-guard. "What do you mean, they took over the
lighthouse?" Barry really had our attention now. The story as he told it came out in little snippets, as he
recalled events that had unfolded over a period of about three days.

After we had most of the details, we were able to piece together what had happened. This is what he
recalled.

It was about ten minutes to midnight on the night in question. Barry Crowell, as the junior lighthouse
keeper at Cape Roseway, was pulling the graveyard shift that evening. He was on his way from his
living accommodations to the lighthouse on McNutt Island. In a few moments he would relieve
Brenton Reynolds, the light keeper on the backshift. He in turn would be relieved at 8:00 A.M. by
Harry Van Buskirk, the third keeper of the light.

The night was cool and foggy, with clear patches. He could hear breakers crashing against the rocky
shore periodically, indicating a heavy swell was running that night, no doubt being influenced by the
tides and the currents.

When he was only a hundred feet or so from the lighthouse, Barry met Brenton on his way home. They
stood and talked for a moment. Quite suddenly and without warning lights exploded above them, one,
two, three of them, yellow-orange in color and ringed in haloes from the fog. Near darkness was turned
to daylight.

At first he was stunned, perplexed, and a little fearful until he recognized them as flares drifting
downward on parachutes, sputtering and dripping residue as they neared the ground. The whole area
was drenched in an eerie orange mantle of flickering light and shadow. These were followed by several
more.

Barry's next impulse was to lower his gaze and seek out the source of the flares, his thoughts turning to
a possible craft or vessel in distress. He scanned the nearby sea and the rocky shoreline and was
presently rewarded with the scene of a rubber Zodiac boat being paddled ashore and in some distress.

Barry remembers heading for the shore with Brenton and thinking that whoever these boatmen were,
they had picked the worst possible piece of coast on which to make a landfall. He was in time to see the
Zodiac spill most of its human cargo into the heavy seas when its bow came in contact with the rocky



shore.

Barry and his friend ran to the shore to offer assistance and discovered some very frightened men
dressed in strange, dark military garb. His first thought was that they might have been Russians. This
was not impossible, since Russian fishing trawlers were in evidence off the Nova Scotia coast in fairly
frequent numbers in the 1960s. In those days there was only a twelve-mile limit around the Canadian
coast. No one really believed that these vessels were there to fish, though, since they were usually
festooned with antennas and radar equipment that would have been the envy of local fishing boats
plying those waters.

Barry was only slightly relieved to hear some of the five or six men they helped ashore speaking
English, even though it was a very British style of English. The men were soaked through and their
leader explained that this was a mock commando raid and that they were there to secure the light
station and the operators. As an exercise they were to hold the island and control the light station
operation and its radio traffic.

Barry and his wife Donna recall this crew as having been there for the best part of two days, if not
three. They were supplied from the air by helicopters, which Barry and Donna heard but did not see,
farther down the island. Though these "commandos" received rations, they were more inclined to eat
the food offered by the Crowells, and for a couple of days some even wore pants borrowed from Barry
while their own clothes dried out. The strangers asked the Crowells not to tell any other military
personnel about this.

Barry remembers a Piper-Cub-type airplane circling over the area constantly for several days, as well
as regular helicopter visits. When I asked how this could be so with so much fog present, Barry
explained that it was a peculiarity of the area that fog would build up on the surface of the water to the
height of fifty to seventy-five feet, blocking horizontal but not vertical visibility, affecting boats but not
planes.

We are trying to track down the light station records from that period, which will at least give us some
indication as to whether there was fog on the night of October 4 in that area. Our experience indicates
that these records probably would not have been kept for thirty years.

Barry asked the "commando" leader on one occasion about where their Zodiac had been launched from
and was told they had come from a submarine, but he was unable to remember whether he was given a
name. When I interviewed him in person, I asked him if he thought these guys were really commandos.
He laughed and shook his head and said, "No way. If they were, they were poorly trained. These guys
were really frightened when they came ashore. They thought they were going to drown."

I said that I thought it peculiar that commandos would fire off flares at night when they were trying to
sneak ashore undetected.

Barry agreed. "These guys did everything but radio ahead. They certainly weren't quiet about it."

We asked Barry what he thought this whole adventure had been about. He suggested that it might have
been part of some NATO exercise. He may be right.

One notable detail was later brought to light by Chris. Earlier in 1967 the Canadian government had



decided to get into the submarine game and purchased three used "Ranger Class" subs from the United
Kingdom. The first one, the Onandogan, was brought over to Canada, bound for the Royal Canadian
Naval Base in Halifax, Nova Scotia, and due to enter port on October 4 to 5. While still several
hundred miles out to sea it was diverted to Shelburne Harbor. Back then only two or three of its crew
were Canadian and knew anything about submarines. For the most part the officers and crew were
British.

But a NATO exercise is not the only possible explanation for what happened that night. Barry Crow-
ell's wife was sure she remembered hearing about the

Shag Harbor UFO crash on the radio about the same time the "commandos" came ashore.

This made us wonder if the raid could have had something to do with the naval search for the Dark
Object. Could these soldiers have been looking for survivors of the crash of a UFO - perhaps
nonhuman survivors? We don't know the answer to this question, but more information may turn up
later, as we continue to turn over more stones in our ongoing search for documentation about the Dark
Object.

Another interesting twist to this case has come to our attention recently. A week after the "commando
raid," local fisherman Lockland Cameron observed a strange object barely a half mile away from where
the Dark Object was reported to have entered the water.

On Wednesday evening, October 11, 1967, Lock-land, his wife Lorraine, and their daughter Louella
were watching television in the living room of their house in Woods Harbor, Nova Scotia. That night
they were entertaining Lockland's brother Havelock, Have-lock's wife Brenda, and their child.

Suddenly the TV picture began to wiggle, with a white line down the middle of the screen. Lockland
endured this for a few moments, then went to the window to look for an airplane, which in those days
was the usual culprit when your TV picture was shaky.

The Cameron house had a straight view down the sound. Cameron's attention was drawn to a group of
brilliant red-orange lights in the sky, close to the water. He called to the others, and they all hurried
outside to get a better view.

The six family members stood and watched, fascinated by the lights. First there were six of them, then
four, flashing in sequence to the left, then back to the right in reverse order. The object itself was
stationary, hovering at an altitude of about five hundred to six hundred feet.

They watched the lights for seven to eight minutes, until they suddenly went out. Shortly afterward
they reappeared in a slightly different area, but this time they pointed downward at an angle of about
thirty-five degrees. The family continued to watch the object until it vanished over Tusket Island.
Moments later they saw the lights again, only this time there appeared to be two objects, speeding
rapidly over the Gulf of Maine toward the United States.

Lockland went inside and called the RCMP. Because the first lights he'd seen were so close to the
surface of the water, he thought that the first object they'd seen might have come up out of the water,
and he thought the Mounties might be interested.



A Mountie came to the house and took the statements of the Cameron family. Later he called the Royal
Canadian Air Force and found out that there were no reported aircraft in the area and no known air
operations in progress. The Mountie's report read, "Suggest government personnel interview persons
concerned above and those in sighting on 4 Oct. 67."

Only seven days earlier, at about the same time of night, a UFO of approximately the same size and
with the same lighting pattern had supposedly crashed into the waters only a mile or so to the south.
Could the Dark Object have rested on the bottom of the sound for a week, then left again, the way it
had come? This would explain why no object was ever found during our diving expedition.

While writing this book, I received an e-mail from a Ms. Fountain in Montreal, Canada. She had read a
magazine article I wrote on the Shag Harbor incident, and wanted to relate a story that had been told to
her by her father in 1967, when she was ten years old. They lived in Pubnico at the time, which was
another fishing village about twenty miles northwest of Shag Harbor.

Her father, Wayne Nickerson, had just been reading the Chronicle Herald story about the incident in
Shag Harbor, which had taken place three nights before. Mr. Nickerson told her about an experience he
had had on the night of October 4 while returning from his job as a railroad switchman. He was
traveling west from Shag Harbor to Woods Harbor, when he saw something strange in the sky. He
pulled his car off onto the shoulder of the road, cut the engine, and got out to observe more carefully.
He was certain that his eyes were playing tricks on him.

In the sky he saw two moons. He stared at them, as they stayed fixed in place for a few seconds, then
one moon dropped swiftly downward and landed gently on the sound, where it drifted silently.

Greatly disturbed, Nickerson got back in his car and left the area in a hurry. He mentioned the incident
to no one until Saturday the seventh, when he read the article in the Herald.

Ms. Fountain said this type of story was totally out of character for her father, who was a plain speaker,
not given to telling stories or adding embellishment. He died in 1991, but about six months before his
death he recalled the incident once more. He hadn't spoken of it in twenty-four years.

What especially interested us about this story was that there was no moon at all in the sky on October
4, 1967, the night of the Shag Harbor incident. There was only a new moon that set before sundown
that night - a fact that we've checked out carefully. So Mr. Nickerson not only saw one moon that
shouldn't have been there - neither moon he saw should have been visible in the sky. This brought up
the idea that there could have been two UFOs that night.

Perhaps the second object he saw in the sky, after the first one dived into the sound, was the object seen
by Norm Smith and his father, many minutes after Laurie Wickens saw an object go behind the trees
near the Irish Moss plant. This object could have crashed, or dived, into the sea at Shelburne.

There is some evidence to suggest that, in fact, two UFOs did go into the sound that night. Earlier on in
the investigation we noted that Norm Smith saw the lights of the UFO descending toward Shag Harbor
the second time. After Dave Kendricks dropped him off, he quickly ran into the house to get his father
so he could point them out to him. They both agreed that the object was in danger of crashing
somewhere near the fishing village.



They climbed into their car to go investigate, and while they were backing out of their driveway, they
had to apply the brakes to avoid crashing into Corporal Werbicki's police cruiser, with its flashing red
lights, which was already headed out to the Irish Moss plant, where Laurie Wickens was keeping an
eye on the object he had seen out in the sound.

How could this be? The only explanation is that there were actually two Dark Objects. The Cameron
family also saw two objects racing away in the sky, a week after the crash.

Recently another interesting piece of news came our way. Acting on a tip UFO investigator Steve
MacLean gave to Chris Styles, we made a call to a military officer we'll call Leo.

The phone rang on the other end, four or five times. We were just about to hang up when a woman
answered. We asked to speak to Leo. He came to the phone after a few seconds. We identified ourselves
and explained that a fellow UFO investigator had passed his name on to us as a possible information
source for the Shag Harbor incident.

"Oh, yes," he said.

Not wishing to lead him, we asked if he'd had any involvement with the investigation that night. We
already knew some of it, but were fishing for more.

"I was one of the Royal Canadian Air Force radio officers that night. I was handling the military traffic.
There was much excitement over this event."

We knew this much but wanted to see if he had any more details of the events that night that he could
share with us.

"You realize that I can only go so far?" he asked.

"I know you have the National Security Act to be concerned with. You probably signed an oath or
something."

"Oh, I'm not worried about that. It's the code that I have to adhere to."
"Code?"

"Yeah, the code that we in the armed forces abide by. If they say don't talk beyond a certain point of
information, then we don't."

I was tempted to ask about the code concerning the civilian population's right to information, since
we're the guys who pay the bills, but we didn't want to get into an argument. Instead we asked, "What
can you tell me about the night of October 4, 19677 The fact that an object crashed into Shag Harbor is
pretty well documented."

"Oh, yes. But you know there were two objects that went into the water that night, not just one. The
divers took all kinds of pictures."

This new theory is breathtaking, and could explain why both Shag Harbor and Shelburne were



involved. We could think of hundreds of questions to ask him, but he wouldn't tell us anything more.

And so, the mystery continues.



