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Thank You 
 
 
Thank you for buying this ebook. I know that you’re going to be 
absolutely blown away by the information that it holds. 
 
I don’t know what the future holds. For myself or the human race. But 
I do know that this report makes it 100% certain that aliens are out 
there.  
 
Will they come to earth one day? Yes. As you’ll find out in this report 
they’ve already been here. 
 
Will they attack us? Read on and decide for yourself.  
 
Enjoy the information that was never meant for the public eye. 
 

Ron Wood 
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Foreword 
 
This is a book about unidentified flying objects—UFO's—"flying 
saucers." It is actually more than a book; it is a report because it is 
the first time that anyone, either military or civilian, has brought 
together in one document all the facts about this fascinating subject.  
 
With the exception of the style, this report is written exactly the way I 
would have written it had I been officially asked to do so while I was 
chief of the Air Force's project for investigating UFO reports—Project 
Blue Book. 
 
In many instances I have left out the names of the people who 
reported seeing UFO's, or the names of certain people who were 
associated with the project, just as I would have done in an official 
report. For the same reason I have changed the locale in which some 
of the UFO sightings occurred.  
 
This is especially true in CHAPTER FIFTEEN, the story of how some of 
our atomic scientists detected radiation whenever UFO's were reported 
near their "UFO-detection stations." This policy of not identifying the 
"source," to borrow a term from military intelligence, is insisted on by 
the Air Force so that the people who have co-operated with them will 
not get any unwanted publicity. Names are considered to be "classified 
information." 
 
But the greatest care has been taken to make sure that the omission 
of names and changes in locale has in no way altered the basic facts 
because this report is based on the facts—all of the facts—nothing of 
significance has been left out. 
 
It was only after considerable deliberation that I put this report 
together, because it had to be told accurately, with no holds barred. I 
finally decided to do it for two reasons. First, there is world-wide 
interest in flying saucers; people want to know the facts. But more 
often than not these facts have been obscured by secrecy and 
confusion, a situation that has led to wild speculation on one end of 
the scale and an almost dangerously blasé attitude on the other. It is 
only when all of the facts are laid out that a correct evaluation can be 
made. 
 
Second, after spending two years investigating and analyzing UFO 
reports, after talking to the people who have seen UFO's—
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industrialists, pilots, engineers, generals, and just the plain man-on-
the-street, and after discussing the subject with many very capable 
scientists, I felt that I was in a position to be able to put together the 
complete account of the Air Force's struggle with the flying saucer. 
 
The report has been difficult to write because it involves something 
that doesn't officially exist. It is well known that ever since the first 
flying saucer was reported in June 1947 the Air Force has officially said 
that there is no proof that such a thing as an interplanetary spaceship 
exists. But what is not well known is that this conclusion is far from 
being unanimous among the military and their scientific advisers 
because of the one word, proof; so the UFO investigations continue. 
 
The hassle over the word "proof" boils down to one question: What 
constitutes proof? Does a UFO have to land at the River Entrance to 
the Pentagon, near the Joint Chiefs of Staff offices? Or is it proof when 
a ground radar station detects a UFO, sends a jet to intercept it, the 
jet pilot sees it, and locks on with his radar, only to have the UFO 
streak away at a phenomenal speed? Is it proof when a jet pilot fires 
at a UFO and sticks to his story even under the threat of court-martial? 
Does this constitute proof? 
 
The at times hotly debated answer to this question may be the answer 
to the question, "Do the UFO's really exist?" 
I'll give you the facts—all of the facts—you decide. 
 
E. J. RUPPELT 
 
Edward J Ruppelt was the former head of the US Air Force project Investigating Flying Saucers. 
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CHAPTER   ONE 

1. Project Blue Book and the UFO Story 
 
In the summer of 1952 a United States Air Force F-86 jet interceptor 
shot at a flying saucer. 
 
This fact, like so many others that make up the full flying saucer story, 
has never before been told. 
 
I know the full story about flying saucers and I know that it has never 
before been told because I organized and was chief of the Air Force's 
Project Blue Book, the special project set up to investigate and analyze 
unidentified flying object, or UFO, reports. (UFO is the official term 
that I created to replace the words "flying saucers.") 
 
There is a fighter base in the United States which I used to visit 
frequently because, during 1951, 1952, and 1953, it got more than its 
share of good UFO reports. 
 
The commanding officer of the fighter group, a full colonel and 
command pilot, believed that UFO's were real. The colonel believed in 
UFO's because he had a lot of faith in his pilots—and they had chased 
UFO's in their F-86's. He had seen UFO's on the scopes of his radar 
sets, and he knew radar. 
 
The colonel's intelligence officer, a captain, didn't exactly believe that 
UFO's were real, but he did think that they warranted careful 
investigation. The logic the intelligence officer used in investigating 
UFO reports— and in getting answers to many of them—made me wish 
many times that he worked for me on Project Blue Book. 
 
One day the intelligence officer called me at my base in Dayton, Ohio. 
He wanted to know if I was planning to make a trip his way soon. 
When I told him I expected to be in his area in about a week, he asked 
me to be sure to look him up. There was no special hurry, he added, 
but he had something very interesting to show me. 
 
When we got wind of a good story, Project Blue Book liked to start 
working on it at once, so I asked the intelligence officer to tell me what 
he had. But nothing doing. He didn't want to discuss it over the phone. 
He even vetoed the idea of putting it into a secret wire. Such extreme 
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caution really stopped me, because anything can be coded and put in a 
wire. 
 
When I left Dayton about a week later I decided to go straight to the 
fighter base, planning to arrive there in midmorning. But while I was 
changing airlines my reservations got fouled up, and I was faced with 
waiting until evening to get to the base. I called the intelligence officer 
and told him about the mix-up. He told me to hang on right there and 
he would fly over and pick me up in a T-33 jet. 
 
As soon as we were in the air, on the return trip, I called the 
intelligence officer on the interphone and asked him what was going 
on. What did he have? Why all the mystery? He tried to tell me, but 
the interphone wasn't working too well and I couldn't understand what 
he was saying. Finally he told me to wait until we returned to his office 
and I could read the report myself. 
 
Report! If he had a UFO report why hadn't he sent it in to Project Blue 
Book as he usually did? 
 
We landed at the fighter base, checked in our parachutes, Mae Wests, 
and helmets, and drove over to his office. There were several other 
people in the office, and they greeted me with the usual question, 
"What's new on the flying saucer front?" I talked with them for a while, 
but was getting impatient to find out what was on the intelligence 
officer's mind. I was just about to ask him about the mysterious report 
when he took me to one side and quietly asked me not to mention it 
until everybody had gone. 
 
Once we were alone, the intelligence officer shut the door, went over 
to his safe, and dug out a big, thick report. It was the standard Air 
Force reporting form that is used for all intelligence reports, including 
UFO reports. The intelligence officer told me that this was the only 
existing copy. He said that he had been told to destroy all copies, but 
had saved one for me to read. 
 
With great curiosity, I took the report and started to read. What had 
happened at this fighter base? 
 
About ten o'clock in the morning, one day a few weeks before, a radar 
near the base had picked up an unidentified target. It was an odd 
target in that it came in very fast—about 700 miles per hour—and then 
slowed down to about 100 miles per hour. The radar showed that it 
was located northeast of the airfield, over a sparsely settled area. 
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Unfortunately the radar station didn't have any height-finding 
equipment. The operators knew the direction of the target and its 
distance from the station but they didn't know its altitude. They 
reported the target, and two F-86's were scrambled. 
  
The radar picked up the F-86's soon after they were airborne, and had 
begun to direct them into the target when the target started to fade on 
the radarscope. At the time several of the operators thought that this 
fade was caused by the target's losing altitude rapidly and getting 
below the radar's beam. Some of the other operators thought that it 
was a high-flying target and that it was fading just because it was so 
high. 
In the debate which followed, the proponents of the high-flying theory 
won out, and the F-86's were told to go up to 40,000 feet. But before 
the aircraft could get to that altitude, the target had been completely 
lost on the radarscope. 
 
The F-86's continued to search the area at 40,000 feet, but could see 
nothing. After a few minutes the aircraft ground controller called the F-
86's and told one to come down to 20,000 feet, the other to 5,000 
feet, and continue the search. The two jets made a quick letdown, with 
one pilot stopping at 20,000 feet and the other heading for the deck. 
 
The second pilot, who was going down to 5,000 feet, was just 
beginning to pull out when he noticed a flash below and ahead of him. 
He flattened out his dive a little and headed toward the spot where he 
had seen the light. As he closed on the spot he suddenly noticed what 
he first thought was a weather balloon. A few seconds later he realized 
that it couldn't be a balloon because it was staying ahead of him. Quite 
an achievement for a balloon, since he had built up a lot of speed in 
his dive and now was flying almost straight and level at 3,000 feet and 
was traveling "at the Mach." 
 
Again the pilot pushed the nose of the F-86 down and started after the 
object. He closed fairly fast, until he came to within an estimated 
1,000 yards. Now he could get a good look at the object. Although it 
had looked like a balloon from above, a closer view showed that it was 
definitely round and flat—saucer-shaped. The pilot described it as 
being "like a doughnut without a hole." 
 
As his rate of closure began to drop off, the pilot knew that the object 
was picking up speed. But he pulled in behind it and started to follow. 
Now he was right on the deck. 
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About this time the pilot began to get a little worried. What should he 
do? He tried to call his buddy, who was flying above him somewhere in 
the area at 20,000 feet. He called two or three times but could get no 
answer. Next he tried to call the ground controller but he was too low 
for his radio to carry that far. Once more he tried his buddy at 20,000 
feet, but again no luck. 
 
By now he had been following the object for about two minutes and 
during this time had closed the gap between them to approximately 
500 yards. But this was only momentary. Suddenly the object began 
to pull away, slowly at first, then faster. The pilot, realizing that he 
couldn't catch it, wondered what to do next. 
 
When the object traveled out about 1,000 yards, the pilot suddenly 
made up his mind—he did the only thing that he could do to stop the 
UFO. It was like a David about to do battle with a Goliath, but he had 
to take a chance. Quickly charging his guns, he started shooting. ... A 
moment later the object pulled up into a climb and in a few seconds it 
was gone. The pilot climbed to 10,000 feet, called the other F-86, and 
now was able to contact his buddy. They joined up and went back to 
their base. 
 
As soon as he had landed and parked, the F-86 pilot went into 
operations to tell his story to his squadron commander. The mere fact 
that he had fired his guns was enough to require a detailed report, as 
a matter of routine. But the circumstances under which the guns 
actually were fired created a major disturbance at the fighter base that 
day. 
After the squadron commander had heard his pilot's story, he called 
the group commander, the colonel, and the intelligence officer. They 
heard the pilot's story. 
 
For some obscure reason there was a "personality clash," the 
intelligence officer's term, between the pilot and the squadron 
commander. This was obvious, according to the report I was reading, 
because the squadron commander immediately began to tear the story 
apart and accuse the pilot of "cracking up," or of just "shooting his 
guns for the hell of it and using the wild story as a cover-up." 
 
Other pilots in the squadron, friends of the accused pilot—including the 
intelligence officer and a flight surgeon—were called in to "testify." All 
of these men were aware of the fact that in certain instances a pilot 
can "flip" for no good reason, but none of them said that he had 
noticed any symptoms of mental crack-up in the unhappy pilot. 
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None, except the squadron commander. He kept pounding home his 
idea—that the pilot was "psycho"—and used a few examples of what 
the report called "minor incidents" to justify his stand. 
 
Finally the pilot who had been flying with the "accused" man was 
called in. He said that he had been monitoring the tactical radio 
channel but that he hadn't heard any calls from his buddy's low-flying 
F-86. The squadron commander triumphantly jumped on this point, 
but the accused pilot tended to refute it by admitting he was so jumpy 
that he might not have been on the right channel. But when he was 
asked if he had checked or changed channels after he had lost the 
object and before he had finally contacted the other F-86, he couldn't 
remember. 
  
So ended the pilot's story and his interrogation. 
 
The intelligence officer wrote up his report of a UFO sighting, but at 
the last minute, just before sending it, he was told to hold it back. He 
was a little unhappy about this turn of events, so he went in to see 
why the group commander had decided to delay sending the report to 
Project Blue Book. 
 
They talked over the possible reactions to the report. If it went out it 
would cause a lot of excitement, maybe unnecessarily. Yet, if the pilot 
actually had seen what he claimed, it was vitally important to get the 
report in to ATIC immediately. The group commander said that he 
would made his decision after a talk with his executive officer. They 
decided not to send the report and ordered it destroyed. 
 
When I finished reading, the intelligence officer's first comment was, 
"What do you think?" 
Since the evaluation of the report seemed to hinge upon conflicts 
between personalities I didn't know, I could venture no opinion, except 
that the incident made up the most fascinating UFO report I'd ever 
seen. So I batted the intelligence officer's question back to him. 
 
"I know the people involved," he replied, "and I don't think the pilot 
was nuts. I can't give you the report, because Colonel told me to 
destroy it. But I did think you should know about it." Later he burned 
the report. 
 
The problems involved in this' report are typical. There are certain 
definite facts that can be gleaned from it; the pilot did see something 
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