

The Reluctant Roswell Widows

I can’t even pinpoint the year when I was compiling my Roswell widows data, but it must have been before 1998, because that is when I retired from my job at the airline, and the fact that I was an active Boeing 727 pilot was mentioned in a letter I wrote to Kent Ramey, the son of Major General Roger Ramey, who needs no introduction to this group.  I can date the story of one of the widows to around 1997, because by that time another Kent, Kent Jeffrey to be precise, had turned his back on Roswell and I was writing a counterblast or two that still reside on my computer and are dated 1997.  Unfortunately, the bulk of my notes were discarded long ago, so what follows is mainly from memory, thus the best I can do after a long, long time.  

The Widow Ramey

I will start with Latane Ramey, widow of the General.  I think it was George Filer who called me with the news that a fellow named Samuel M. Sherman told him a most interesting story, which George relayed to me.  

Sam served in the Navy during World War II and then went to Hollywood seeking fame and fortune.  He beat his brains out in Tinseltown for a number of years, made no fame or big money, though he seems to have eked out a living there and eventually produced a series of B-grade movies.  (http://www.dvdtalk.com/cineschlock/sherman/index.html) Then he moved his film business to New Jersey, which is where George and I met him.  Sam had an abiding, serious interest in UFOs, and produced an excellent audio cassette about a significant UFO incident at Edwards Air Force Base.  Sherman: “One well-known airline pilot, who is also a UFO investigator, sent me a nice letter when he finally got our tape and said: ‘When I first heard of your tape, I said to myself, who needs this? How wrong I was. This is solid evidence in a field where there is precious little (evidence).’"  (http://www.nicap.org/edwards65b.htm)  The airline pilot was me.  

While in Hollywood, Sam met a lot of people in the business, including actors on their way up or out or sideways.  Among those was a woman named Elaine Shepard, (1913-1998) whom I never met in person, but described by Sam as one of the best-looking actresses in the biz in the 1940s. (http://www.probertencyclopaedia.com/cgi-bin/res.pl?keyword=Elaine+Shepard&offset=0) This link has a good publicity photo that underscores Sam’s opinion.  Elaine got out of pictures and into journalism, and even had one of the very first television interview shows, back in the days of black-and-white, and before the stations ran 24 hours a day.  Apparently one of the things moving her out of the movie world was meeting and marrying an Air Force Colonel.  

Soon she was introduced to her husband’s military friends, and these included Roger and Latane Ramey.  Elaine and Latane hit it off, and remained friends over the decades, with regular phone conversations and occasional visits.  The Rameys settled in Texas, Elaine in New York City.  

Similarly, Sam and Elaine kept in loose touch, and made it a point to have lunch about once a year.  It was during one of these meetings that Elaine asked Sam if he was working on any new project.  He replied that he had been compiling data on UFOs, a topic in which he had an intense interest, and was working on an audio tape of an important case.  Shepard said something like, “A friend of mine told me that her husband said a flying saucer, a real spaceship, crashed in Roswell, New Mexico.”  

A startled Sam Sherman quizzed Elaine a bit and found that the husband was Major General Roger Ramey, and that the friend was Ramey’s widow, Latane, and that Latane and Elaine were very close friends from way back.  Sherman understood the huge significance of this revelation, but apparently Elaine did not.  

So Sherman decided to spread the word to the UFO researchers, and called Filer, and Filer called me.  I don’t think I told anyone else, because we wanted to protect our witness from the hordes of unwashed saucer nuts.  And from the outset we felt that dealing with Mrs. Ramey might require great delicacy.  

Sam let Elaine Shepard know that I would be telephoning, so she was ready when I called.  I found her quick-witted, intelligent, but as Sam warned me, she just didn’t “get” the significance of her story.  And she had asked Latane if she was willing to talk to a researcher about the revelation, but apparently Latane demurred.  I did not get the impression that she was angry, just that she would not be open to discussing the matter.  

Shepard was living at an upscale address on the upper east side of Manhattan with her daughter, and said she was in declining health and intimated that her financial situation was also declining.  She must have been 83 or 84 at this time.  

Most of the conversation with Shepard consisted of a lengthy recounting of her life and career, with emphasis on her journalistic adventures in Viet Nam, and I was told to look up her book, The Doom Pussy.  I got it, found it very well done, and gained a lot of respect for the author, though I always wondered if she understood the pejorative nature of the name bestowed upon her by the soldiers with whom she shared several years in the combat zones, and which forms the title of her book.  Here are some reviews from the current Amazon.com site where the book may be purchased:

"Absolutely fantastic book on the action in Vietnam. Every American citizen should read it. That a woman reporter wrote it is even more amazing." -- Arthur Godfrey

"Elaine focuses on the fighting men's pride, their courage, their vernacular, their humor. They come alive. Her swashbuckling guardians, Pilot Nails and Navigator Smash belong in this war's roster of memorable characters." -- The Louisville Times

"Miss Shepard does not boggle at recreating soldier's speech. Even better is her skill at putting on pages their gallant humor. The book is frank and makes Vietnam seem close as one street over." -- Arizona Republic

"This may reach a market no other Vietnam book has done -- the ladies. It has glamour and guts." -- Virginia Kirkus

After several more calls, during which I said that a book about the Ramey Roswell story would sell very well, and that she was uniquely qualified to write, and that she could effectively promote the book on TV talk shows and other venues where extra money might be earned, Elaine proposed the following.  She would write a book about her life, which I had already agreed, partly in honesty and partly cynically to encourage getting the Ramey story on record, was a life worthy of a book.  And, said Elaine, she would devote one chapter to the Roswell event.  She would rely on me to furnish the information for that chapter.  Latane Ramey would almost certainly not write anything or speak further.  The chapter would merely mention that Ramey had said this and that to his wife, Elaine’s close friend.  Just another vignette among dozens in a book filled with the adventures of Elaine Shepard.  

Well…with that I passed Elaine Shepard to George Filer, who invited her to be his guest for a couple of days.  That happened, Filer offered to write an entire book about Roswell with Shepard listed as co-author, but it would only work if Latane Ramey could be enticed into being open about her husband and what he had to say.  No can do, said Shepard, and Filer gave up.  

The last I heard from Elaine Shepard was a conversation in which she said she was preparing to self-publish her autobiography, without mention of Roswell, etc.  I think she must have died within a year or so, a fact I did not know until I did a Google search on her in preparation for this essay.  Nor have I spoken to Sam Sherman since that time.  

Filer then proposed that we make a direct appeal to Mrs. Ramey, and I deferred to him.  He was at that time the MUFON director for New Jersey, but more importantly, he was President of the New Jersey chapter of the Air Force Association, a social and lobbying organization composed mainly of retired Air Force officers.  George had used those titles and connections in the past when he wanted to impress people, and thought it might make Mrs. Ramey a bit more open to an inquiry if he invoked them when he telephoned her.  

I think Filer talked to Latane three or four times in the course of several months.  He summed up the substance of those calls by saying that she was polite, easy to talk to, but rebuffed all attempts to initiate conversation about Roswell.  Politely, but firmly.  I think at one time George said she seemed to enjoy the calls, and that she was willing to talk about anything other than Roswell.  And these calls would have provided clear opportunity for her to deny Elaine Shepard’s story about her husband’s claim that Roswell was in fact a crashed spaceship.  She did not make such a denial.  

The Ramey’s had two children, a son and a daughter.  The son is Kent Ramey, and I discovered that he was employed as a pilot by Delta Air Lines.  This was a happy coincidence, because that was also my employer and my job, and in fact both of us were at that time captains on the Boeing 727, though he was based at Dallas-Ft. Worth, and I was based at LaGuardia.  This made it nearly impossible for us to meet on the job, but I thought it would be a wonderful way to introduce myself.  Moreover, a little more digging revealed that Ramey was in the Air Force reserves, and flew monthly “drill weekend” cargo flights from Texas to McGuire Air Force Base in New Jersey.  I had his home address and telephone number, but decided not to call, opting instead for a letter.  I wanted to afford him ample opportunity to check me out, and thought that if our roles were reversed, I would much rather have a letter than a sudden telephonic encounter.  

So a letter was carefully crafted, setting forth my credentials as a solid citizen, a Delta captain, a word or two I believe about my service in flight operations management at Pan Am, where I worked prior to Delta, and perhaps even the fact that I had been on the Air Line Pilots Association Professional Standards Committee.  And, uh, my hobby for many years has been Roswell, you see.  

Moreover, I work with a dear friend, retired Air Force Major George Filer, who is President of the New Jersey Chapter of the Air Force Association.  

And, George and I are aware of the intensely controversial aspects of Roswell and the pressure this must place on the Ramey family.  

Could we take advantage of one of your reserve trips to McGuire to meet over lunch or dinner and discuss this issue?  

I figured that at the very least, I would get a phone call.  Probably declining the invitation and thanking me for the letter, but given all the firepower in my missive, I really expected some reply.  Wrong.  Never heard from the guy.  

I guess it was then that I telephoned Ken Cherry, whose home address was the same Denton, Texas where Latane Ramey and her son, Kent, lived.  At the time, Cherry was MUFON State Director for Texas.  As of the beginning of 2009 he continues in that office.  I gather that he has done quite well for himself, in that Google has this to say about him:   Ken is the principal owner of the Texas based securities firm Homestead Financial, Inc. He was the Former Regional V.P. of a major N.Y. Stock Exchange firm and graduated Summa Cum Laude from the UTA Business School.    It may be an unfair question, but one wonders why someone living in that rarified financial world is obsessed with flying saucers.  For a hint, read on.  

Cherry patiently listened to my tale, which included in compressed form most of what I have written above.  Then he startled me by saying that he had long known the Ramey family, the widow Latane and the children, and visits her fairly often.  I had a moment of elation.  Then he told me to stay away from them.  “Don’t bother them, Bob.  I’ve got the situation in hand.” 

His voice wasn’t angry or raised or hostile in any way.  He was just telling me how it is, kid, and I recognized that I was dealing with a smart guy who was totally in charge.  

I thanked Ken, and hung up, knowing that I had bent my pick, and had exhausted all of my options for getting through to Mrs. Ramey, by which of course I mean getting her to make a formal statement relating what her husband said about Roswell.  

The Widow Dubose

Somebody from MUFON or maybe CUFOS called me with a Roswell story, saying they would like me to follow it up, let my fingers do some walking, see if there was anything to it.  

A woman named X living in Tampa, Florida was the source.  X telephoned the UFO organization saying that she was a friend of the widow of Brigadier General Thomas DuBose (1902-1992).  Mrs. Dubose told X that her husband said Roswell was a real spaceship, and that there were bodies of the alien pilots.  Don’t hold me to exact wording, but that was certainly the core of this claim – spaceship and bodies.  

I contacted her by telephone, and found that X thought that this information was of great importance, and wanted a reliable research organization to know about it.  I learned a few things about X, gently prodding enough to find that she worked part-time as a librarian in Tampa, and that she lived near Mrs. DuBose.  X was much younger than the widow, and I got the impression that she spent time with Mrs. DuBose almost as a charitable gesture. 

Beginning with assurances that she could not have found a better place in which to confide her information, and that indeed this was extremely important information, I worked into the obvious, which was that we needed something directly from Mrs. DuBose.  X said she understood and would work on it.    

Soon I heard back with the news that Mrs. Dubose was not inclined to say anything more about this, and seemed upset that X had mentioned it to a stranger.  X declined to pursue the matter, and I had no way to press her.  That was the last time we communicated.  

In the course of our conversations, X said that there were two children, a son and a daughter.  She knew little of the daughter, but said that the son was an executive in a professional soccer league.  Almost certainly this is Tampa native Winston DuBose, who was a star player.  I have made no attempt to contact Winston DuBose.  See http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Winston_DuBose.

The Widow Blanchard

Time was when Kent Jeffrey was a name on the lips of every Roswell fanatic.  He was convinced that Roswell was a crashed spaceship, and very energetically championed that idea.  Remember the Roswell Initiative?  This was a 1994 petition demanding that the government release the truth, etc.  He managed to get over 20,000 signatures, mine included.  http://www.ufologie.net/rw/a/jeffreyiri.htm
What you may not know is that Kent was convinced of the ET nature of Roswell mainly through his contact with Frank Kauffman, now universally acknowledged to be a total fraud, but for many years the star Roswell witness.  You can still see Frank on “documentary” reruns, staring into the camera, talking without blinking about his first-hand dealings with the spaceship.  

Quite reasonably, Kent wanted Kauffman’s testimony formalized with the ultimate goal of presenting it to Congress.  In furtherance of this end, he hired a Washington law firm.  This was after several months of searching, and after being turned down by several firms, who thought the project beneath their dignity.  

The lawyers flew to Roswell, sat with Kauffman, listened for several hours as he replied to their questions, and then flew back to Washington.  They reported to Jeffrey that in their opinion Kauffman was a fraud, but even if he was not, what he had to say could not be verified and was useless for the purposes Kent had in mind.  And they presented their bill for the nice round sum of $14,000.  Kent wrote a check, and started to rethink his enthusiasm for Roswell.

At about the same time, Kent attended one or maybe two reunions of the 509th Bomb Group, which is the outfit that Butch Blanchard commanded in the Summer of 1947.  Kent made it clear that he was there to gather Roswell testimony, meaning testimony supporting the crashed spaceship hypothesis.  He found not a single volunteer.  But he says that he found a number who told him, “I was there at the time, and can’t remember anything of the sort going on or even being rumored.”  

Kent’s father was a World War II “ace” flying the P-38 Black Widow fighter in the European Theater.  He brought his dad along to the reunions to establish his bona fides, not a bad idea, but when the Roswell queries brought nothing, it probably doubled Kent’s embarrassment.  

The last straw, as far as Kent was concerned, was another effort that he bankrolled.  This was the professional “memory enhancement” interrogation of Jesse Marcel, Jr. by a psychologist who has a long history of working with various federal intelligence services.  Kent wanted details on the material Junior handled when his father returned from the Foster Ranch, spread a bunch of junk on the kitchen floor, and awakened Junior and his mother to help sort the stuff.  He had a vague idea about the use of hypnosis for such purposes, but typically, did a lot of calling around and asking around, and finally got the name of Neil Hibler, PhD from none other than the FBI, which agency highly recommended him.  

In early 1997, during three consecutive days in his suburban Washington, D.C. office, Hibler put Marcel through the paces, one two-hour session per day.  Marcel paid his own air fare from Helena, Montana, but Jeffrey paid Hibler and a “forensic artist.”  Marcel’s daughter Denise was present, and video-taped the sessions.   

At some point during the sessions, Junior was recounting Cavitt’s testimony as conveyed by an Air Force investigator named Colonel Weaver.  Hibler perked up and said he knew a Weaver.  Marcel could not furnish the first name, but Hibler knew it was Richard.  Small world, I guess.  For those of you who forgot, AFOSI Colonel Weaver was the principal author of the Air Force report on Roswell, the same one that manages to twist Marcel Junior’s account of what he handled in the kitchen to correspond quite exactly with Mogul array components.  Here is the transcript of the Weaver exchange:

Marcel:  In his interview with Colonel Weaver, he said that we, my Dad had a piece of the debris at the house there, and that we all kind of joked about this later, when they came over for dinner one evening.  

Hibler:  Which Colonel Weaver?

Kent Jeffrey:  Colonel Weaver is a Colonel in the Air Force today, I guess he's still in there, he is the person in charge of the Air Force report.  He didn't do all the ground work for it.  

Hibler:  What's his first name, do you know?

Kent Jeffrey:  Weaver's first name?  

Marcel:  That's his last name.  He was with the special investigation force of the Air Force

Kent Jeffrey:  We can find that out.  

Hibler:  Richard Weaver?

Kent Jeffrey:  Pardon?

Marcel:  I don't know

Hibler:  Richard Weaver?

Nothing was revealed that added substantially to what Marcel had reported in various forums in the past, and perhaps more importantly, nothing emerged that conflicted with his previous statements.  The worth of the sessions probably lies in the fact that Hibler was a relentless interrogator, and though always gentle, we have nearly six hours of review piled on review of the events in the Marcel kitchen.    And in addition to the testimony, the artist prepared sketches that Marcel approved with very minor qualifications.  This is absolutely, positively the definitive account.

When Kent returned to his home in California, he called someone – possibly Rodeghier – and announced that this was the last straw.  Roswell was no spaceship, and was almost certainly a Mogul balloon train.  The testimony of Jesse Marcel settled the matter, according to Kent.  

This was a bombshell, and there soon followed a telephone conference call among Jeffrey, Swords, Rodeghier and me.  He had sent copies of the viedeo tapes to us, but with the caveat that they were his property, not to be shared with any others, and that he would want them back soon.  We tried to get Kent to elaborate what it was that he found so persuasive about the testimony as presented in the video record, but we got nowhere.  I recall telling Kent that my recollection, having only seen the tapes once, was that it reinforced what Marcel had said earlier, and furthermore, that what he described simply could not be pieces of a Mogul array.  

But Kent was adamant.  Eventually, he told me he no longer cared about the tapes, and mailed one to me.  I promptly made a safety copy, and then set about the huge task of transcribing the sessions.  (Let me know if you want an electronic file of the transcript.)  

Since those events played out, Kent and I have agreed to disagree about Roswell, and we have not raised the topic again.  I stay in touch, and follow his efforts to provide aid for abandoned and abused cats.  We have something else to talk about, which is that both of us are retired Delta Air Lines pilots, and with the bankruptcies and other financial debacles suffered by Delta, there is often unsettling news to share.  I met Kent while both of us were active employees at Delta, though Roswell was the reason we arranged our schedules to have a face-to-face.  I remain mystified about his stance on Roswell, but don’t want to offend him and risk the long friendship we have enjoyed.  

Now I want to go back to the time when Kent was visiting the 509th reunion meetings.  One day he called me with the following story.  A woman had telephoned him, saying she was calling on behalf of Anne Blanchard, the widow of General William Blanchard.  She wanted to know if he would entertain a call from Mrs. Blanchard.  Kent said yes.  By the way, the intermediary’s name was Evelyn Wood, a name I remember because it is the name of the entrepreneur who ran the heavily advertised Evelyn Wood Speed Reading courses.    

There was another call from Evelyn Wood, this time saying Mrs. Blanchard had second thoughts, but might still call.  And then there was a call from Mrs. Blanchard, which Kent says he taped.  This was at the point where Kent was making his Big Switch.  I tried to get him to tell me what Blanchard said, but he gave me a response that was ridiculous.  He said that Anne Blanchard was a blonde bathing beauty and an air-head, just the kind of woman Butch Blanchard would go for.  It struck me that Kent had never seen this woman, and none of us knew anything about her other than the fact that she was Mrs. Blanchard Number Two.  Blonde?  Bathing beauty?  Air-head?  (Roswell skeptics find it necessary to attack William Blanchard, and I guess his wife suffers collaterally.  See Pflock for vicious and entirely unsubstantiated attacks on Butch.  Jeffrey managed to trash both individuals in one breath.)

Well, what did she tell you?  Kent wouldn’t say.  I decided not to get pushy, thinking he would come around sooner or later.  

Knowing he had taped this call, and probably the Evelyn Wood calls as well, I asked for the tape.  He said he would send it.  Months later I asked again.  Then probably a year later, I asked again, at which time he said he had recently moved (true) and that it was with all his unopened boxes.  When I asked again several months later, he said he could not find it, and probably it got lost in the move.  I have made no further inquiry, and will not do so.  

About two years ago I took one of those deep breaths and dialed Anne Blanchard at her Texas address.  Somebody shared that with me, and also the news that she has a son who lives nearby and is an attorney.  

Mrs. Blanchard answered the phone, I introduced myself with the usual pitch, and she didn’t hang up.  Like Ramey and DuBose, she is, I guess in addition to being a blonde air-head, a woman accustomed to the social graces that come with life as the wife of a senior military officer.  That is to say, she was polite.  When she got her bearings, she said that before talking to me she wanted to know who I am.  I replied that this sounded quite fair, and with her permission I would send some references and biographical information.  She agreed, saying she would look forward to it.  

So I made copies of my passport, including the special crewmember certification done by the French Consulate on behalf of the European Union, my Delta I.D., other materials identifying me as an officer with a charitable foundation, and the like, and mailed the package to her.  

After a month or so, I called again, but this time she was firm, though still polite.  No, she did not want to talk about Roswell.  She had consulted with her son, and was acting on his advice.  

And that was that.  

Conclusions

These are just stories, and really only two “it was a spaceship” stories, Blanchard not being on record in any way that can be interpreted with confidence.  The three instances involve the use of a close female friend either as a sounding board or perhaps in the Blanchard case as something more affirmative, the function of intermediary.  All have in common marriage to principals in the Roswell Incident, men about whom we can say with absolute certainty that they knew the precise nature of the event.  I have to ask, if Roswell were a Mogul, and four or  more years after this was proclaimed at a Pentagon press conference by the U.S. Air Force, why did these widows say otherwise or refuse to say anything at all?  How easy it would be to tell the “truth” – that in the intimacy of their marriage, these widows were told by their husbands that Roswell was just a big, fancy balloon.  But I think these women are cut from a different cloth, which I alluded to earlier.  They are born and bred to be polite, but also not to lie.  That is so removed from current life that we find it difficult to believe possible.  

A word or two now about why I am putting my tale on paper and sharing it with you, the serious Roswell researchers.  Over the years I decided there was nothing to be gained from publicizing these women and what I learned, or thought I learned, about what they told others.  In fact, I concluded that the revelation would only result in unproductive harassment of these women who were already nearing the end of life when I was involved with them.  That is why I disposed of most of my records.

But I have changed my mind.  Thoughts of my own mortality are one factor.  Is it fair to die with all this unsaid?  I think not.  And as to the widows and their children, who surely are in on the secret, I am guided by the near-fiasco of Walter Haut, who only allowed himself to reveal his story in tiny fragments over the years, waiting so long that his infirmities made the final deposition questionable.   Could the same thing be going on with the Widows?  Maybe they need a nudge.   

It may be that someone on this List has an idea that can help to move things along, and it may be that we have reached the point where consideration of the huge historical significance of Roswell should override the consideration of politeness.  I will leave that to others to decide.  With this publication (to this List only), my conscience is clear.  

Bob Durant

July 2009

