“MOODY BLUES” UFO ENCOUNTER IN 1967

By Pete Willsher (1990)

The name of our old personal friend and longtime supporter of FSR, Pete Willsher of London, will be known to very
many of our younger readers, and it may come as a great surprise to them to learn that he too is one of the rapidly
growing company of those who take an interest in “our subject”!

In a recent letter to me Pete has said:-

“There are a number of people within the film and music industries who have either had a sighting or some other
form of UFO encounter. Many of these people, by virtue of the late hours kept as part of their professional day, are out
either travelling or working late at night, often on lonely or deserted roads and locations, thus perhaps increasing their
chances of an encounter. Quite a number of “stars” may be willing to tell their stories these days, because attitudes
have changed, and the “climate” prevailing upon the subject is far more clement now.

| will attempt to find and speak with as many such folk as possible, and keep you up-dated with the results”. —

EDITOR

IT was, I suppose, a stroke of luck that my music-
writing partner, Robin Lumley, was moving to a
new place of residence, sharing a house with Graeme
Edge, drummer for the musical group “The Moody
Blues”. Although Graeme is a long-term pal of
Robin’s, I hadn’t personally seen the talented Mr.
Edge since the early seventies, and it was good to be
in touch with him again.

Both Robin and I have nursed a strong interest in
the UFO phenomenon for many years, and so were
very interested to learn from Graeme of a UFO en-
counter with the “Moody Blues” late one autumn
night in 1967. Graeme readily agreed to discuss the
matter, and recounted the story as follows:

“We (the band) were returning to London after a
concert in Carlisle. I'd like to point out straight away
that, given the reputation of musicians for consuming
alcohol and other (!) substances after a show, all the
“Moody Blues” personnel were completely sober and
straight. The road crew had, as usual, taken the equip-
ment in the truck, and the band members were follow-
ing along by car. Apart from myself in the car, there
were Denny Laine, Mike Pinder, Ray Thomas and
Clint Warwick. Around about 1.30-2.00am we were
driving south on the A6, when a bright light appeared
and flashed past us. Everyone became highly excited
as to what the light might be, with the usual nervous
jokey references to “UFOs”.

Personally, I was convinced it was probably an air-
craft warning-light on top of a radio mast, apparently
moving because of the motion of the car. However, the
light returned from the opposite direction, and I sug-
gested stopping the car for a proper look. I was still
convinced of a logical terrestrial explanation.
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around us. No road traffic came, in either direction, and
there were none of the usual nocturnal animal rustlings
or bird noises. It was quite uncanny and we were mes-
merised as if in a dream. We could see the object in the
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opposite field; it was shaped like a fat cigar with a low
protrusion on top, with seven dull red lights on it. 'm
sure of the number as I distinctly remember counting
the lights at the time. The upper half of the object ap-
peared metallic, whereas the lower half was red, and
pulsed from left to right.

As the car halted we all saw the light again to the
left-hand side of us... it went backwards and for-
wards, and then actually over the car before settling in
a field near the road, but on the opposite side of the
dual carriageway. As we scrambled out of the car, half
scared, half fascinated, we all noted an odd stillness
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The lower half was a bright red on the left and a
duller red to the right, and did not seem to be metallic
like the upper half.

Suddenly, all five of us were gripped simul-
taneously with dread and panic. We rushed back into
the car, which started perfectly, and drove off. As we
looked back, we could still see the object pulsing away
in the field.”

That was the basis of Graeme’s account, and I con-
tinued to question him at some length. He was, and
indeed still is, perfectly willing to answer any ques-
tions anyone may have, and he’s certain the other
band members would be equally willing. Now,
Graeme has only recounted this story two or three
times since the event over twenty years ago, and pro-
fesses to be a changed man because of the experience.

Graeme Edge describes himself as a “stubborn,
critical, nuts-and-bolts type”, but nevertheless he feels
that something may indeed have happened that night.
He doesn’t recall any “missing time”, but, as is typical
of touring musicians, no-one bothered to check what
time they arrived home. In those days the “Moodies”
were a Rock/Pop band, but after this experience, they
tended to write and release all kinds of “cosmic”

albums, such as DAYS OF FUTURE PAST and THE
SEARCH FOR THE LOST CHORD.

Something else of interest arose a couple of years
later when Graeme was asked mockingly:

“What did the Aliens look like? (Ha-ha)”. In answer,
he drew a sketch of what is now considered a typical
small-bodied large-headed entity. In those days — as
far as I know — no such entities had been drawn by
any witnesses in any book published at that time, and
anyway, Graeme had never read any literature on the
subject. He said that the sketch “seemed to come from
inside” (referring to his mind) and that, at the time, it
seemed like a fun thing to do.

Graeme Edge is a very likeable, friendly, outgoing
man, with a warm and generous personality, remain-
ing totally unaffected by 25 years of international
pop-stardom. He’s pretty well-off, and has certainly
had all the publicity he could want and more. So he
has no motives for imaginative invention for self-
aggrandisement purposes. He’s also not in the least
afraid of being dubbed a crank. What happened,
happened. And they all remember it.

Publications Litd.

FREEDOM OF DISINFORMATION?

Our readers will no doubt be astonished to learn that, according to a new British work, the
FREEDOM OF INFORMATION HANDBOOK, by David Northmore (issued in London in 1990
by the Bloomsbury Press, price £9.90), FLYING SAUCER REVIEW is published by the British UFO
Research Association (BUFORA). BUFORA has in fact no connection with FSR or with FSR

“LET ME SEE WHERE IT ISN'T!”

By “Eve”

WHEN my son was three, he was driving me mad on
two counts: he pursued me everywhere asking
unanswerable questions, and he wouldn’t let me throw
anything away.

One day I managed to get some rubbish past him
safely into the dustbin and said to my husband: “By
the way, I threw that rusty old thingemy-bob away.”

“What’s a thingemy-bob?” asked my tormentor.

“Just a thing. I don’t know what it was.”

“Let me see it!”

“It isn’t there. The dustmen took it.”

“Well, then, let me see where it isn’t!”

I had never realized what deep philosophy this is
until now.

For the past twenty years or so, I have been trying
to pick up some crumbs from the scientists’ table and
keep track of what they have now decided the Uni-
verse is made of. When I first heard about it all they
were satisfied with electrons whizzing round a nucleus
with a size relative to the atom of a golf ball to a golf-
course. Then they produced a bewildering number of
new particles, a different kind of matter — positrons,
muons, kaons, lambdas, xis, sigmas — and that was
just for starters. These new kinds of matter could
change into other forms, or annihilate each other.

As at the date of my source*, my understanding is

that the elementary particles of which our atoms are
composed are Leptons, Quarks and Gauge Bosons.
The vast majority of people have never even heard
these words. Rumour has it that Murray Gell-Mann
decided to persecute his baby daughter with un-
answerable questions in self-defence one day, and de-
manded a name for his thingemy-bobs. She came up
with “quarks”. Another deep philosopher, obviously.

But now that my son is grown-up I can ask him a
question. If an atom is the smallest thing it is possible
to photograph (with the aid of electrons) how can we
know all these odd bits of matter are there?

The answer is simple, dear Watson. We know
where the matter has been by what it has left behind.
When a jet climbs into a clear sky, water condenses
onto the exhaust fumes, producing a vapour trail, and
when radiation is shot through nitrogen in a cloud-
chamber, it produces similar trails. Nowadays the de-
tector equipment is computerized and the radiation is
sent spinning faster and faster, but the principle is the
same,

You have to look where it isn’t, say in a corn-circle.

And then you ask a child to name it.
¥ The Particle Explosion, by Frank Close, Michael Marten
and Christine Sutton, OUP 1987



