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​Author's Note

I have spent the better part of two decades investigating unexplained phenomena around the world. I have sat in cramped living rooms with witnesses who have nothing to gain by coming forward. I have reviewed classified documents that should have remained hidden. I have followed leads into dead ends and stumbled upon connections that seemed impossible. Through it all, I have learned one fundamental truth: the most compelling mysteries are not the ones that hide in shadows. They are the ones that happen in broad daylight, witnessed by dozens of ordinary people, and then systematically erased from official memory.

The Varginha incident is one such mystery.

On January 20, 1996, in a small Brazilian city that few people outside the country had ever heard of, something happened that challenged our understanding of reality itself. Three young women saw a creature they could not explain. The military responded with unprecedented speed. Soldiers were hospitalized with unexplained illnesses. A piece of evidence was allegedly captured, transported, and hidden. And within days, the entire event was dismissed as mass hysteria.

For nearly a decade after the incident, I watched from a distance as the case gathered dust. Then, in 2003, I received a series of emails from witnesses who had never before spoken to the media. They were older now, some of them. Their fears had faded. They wanted someone to document what really happened. They wanted the world to know the truth, or at least, to know their version of it.

I have spent the last eighteen months in Brazil, retracing the steps of those who were there on that January day. I have interviewed the three women who saw the creature. I have spoken with military personnel, some of them still reluctant, still afraid. I have reviewed hundreds of pages of original documents, some declassified, some leaked through unofficial channels. I have consulted with skeptics and believers, academics and conspiracy theorists. I have listened to every version of the story.

This book is not a definitive solution to the mystery of Varginha. Some mysteries, I have come to believe, are not meant to be solved. They are meant to be examined, questioned, and remembered. This book is an examination. It follows the incident from its beginning to its present-day legacy. It presents the evidence as it exists, and it weighs the arguments of those who believe we were visited by something otherworldly against those who insist on a more prosaic explanation.

What I hope to offer you is not certainty. What I hope to offer you is the fullest, most honest account of what happened in that Brazilian town on a summer day in 1996. The rest, as I have learned after years of chasing stories like this one, is up to you.

Let me tell you what happened in Varginha.
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​Chapter 1: The City of Varginha
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Minas Gerais is one of the oldest and most economically important states in Brazil. It is where the gold rush that built Rio de Janeiro originated. It is where coffee plantations stretch across rolling hills. It is where Brazilian culture took root centuries ago, mixing indigenous traditions with Portuguese colonialism and African heritage. But Minas Gerais is also vast and varied. Outside the major cities of Belo Horizonte and Ouro Preto, it is a place of small towns, quiet highways, and a rhythm of life that has barely changed in a hundred years.

Varginha is one such town.

In 1996, Varginha was a city of approximately eighty thousand people. It sat in the southern part of Minas Gerais, nestled in a region known as the Zona da Mata, a transitional area between the coastal tropics and the interior plateau. The city had been founded in the eighteenth century and had grown slowly, modestly, in the way small Brazilian cities do. There were no major industries. The primary economy was agriculture, particularly coffee production. There were schools, a hospital, shops, small factories, and the kinds of streets and squares you would find in any Brazilian provincial town.

If you had visited Varginha in January 1996, you would have found a place that was unremarkable in almost every way. The weather was warm, as it always is in Minas Gerais during the Southern Hemisphere summer. People went to work. Children went to school. On weekends, families gathered in squares and parks. On Sundays, people attended church. The rhythms of daily life were predictable, comfortable, and dull.

But beneath that mundane surface, Varginha was a city of small tensions. Like many Brazilian towns, it had its wealthy neighborhoods and its poor ones. It had people who had prospered under the economic policies of the 1990s and people who had been left behind. It had young people who dreamed of leaving for the bright lights of Belo Horizonte or São Paulo, and old people who had always lived there and expected their children to do the same. It was, in other words, a real place, inhabited by real people with real lives and real problems.

None of them, on the morning of January 20, 1996, had any idea that their city was about to become famous.

The date itself is worth noting. January 1996 was a time of relative stability in Brazil. The Real Plan, an economic stabilization program that had been implemented two years earlier, was beginning to show results. Inflation was under control. The political situation was stable. President Fernando Henrique Cardoso was in his first term. There were no major crises, no national emergencies, nothing to suggest that anything unusual was about to happen.

In Varginha specifically, it was simply a Saturday in summer. People were going about their normal routines. Some were working. Some were shopping. Some were at home. The city was neither crowded nor empty. It was simply itself, a small Brazilian city on an ordinary day.

The military base at nearby Três Corações was also unremarkable on this day. Brazil maintains an extensive network of military installations throughout the country, and Três Corações was one of them. It was a routine operation, with routine personnel performing routine duties. No one expected anything unusual. No one had received any warnings. There were no alerts or alerts or heightened states of readiness.

And yet, somewhere in the sky above Varginha, something was moving.

Later, witnesses would describe what they saw. They would speak of lights in the sky. They would describe objects that moved in ways that defied conventional explanation. They would talk about the fear they felt when they realized that something beyond their understanding was happening above their city.

But those sightings, important as they would become, were not the first strange event of the day. The first strange event was what happened on the road near where Lilia and Valquíria Fátima lived with their sister and their friend. It was on this road that the story truly began.

Before we get to that moment, we need to understand something about these young women. They were ordinary. They were not UFO enthusiasts. They were not prone to exaggeration or attention-seeking. They were young women living ordinary lives in an ordinary Brazilian city, going about the simple business of being alive.

Lilia was twenty-two years old in 1996. Her sister Valquíria Fátima was twenty-seven. Their friend Kátia Andrade Xavier was twenty-three. They came from working-class backgrounds. They worked regular jobs. They had families and friends and the kinds of concerns that occupy most people's lives. They were precisely the kind of witnesses that conspiracy theorists and UFO researchers often dismiss as unreliable or prone to hysteria. And yet, what they witnessed on that January day would prove far more significant than any of their qualifications or personal characteristics.

Varginha itself held no particular significance in UFO lore. There had been no previous famous sightings. The city was not located near any military installations (though Três Corações Air Force Base was relatively close). There had been no media attention or publicity that might have suggested the area was special in any way. The city was simply there, a regular Brazilian town, home to regular people.

And then everything changed.

The change did not happen instantly. It happened gradually over the course of a single day. It began with three young women walking home from work. It continued with reports of military activity. It accelerated through the afternoon and evening as more and more people reported seeing strange things. By the time night fell, the entire character of the city had transformed.

But we are getting ahead of ourselves. Let me tell you what happened on that day, beginning with the moment that everything started to shift.
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​Chapter 2: The Three Women
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It was approximately 3:30 p.m. on Saturday, January 20, 1996, when Lilia and Valquíria Fátima, along with their friend Kátia Andrade Xavier, were making their way home from work. The three women had been spending time together that afternoon, and now they were walking through a residential area of the city, making their way back to the part of town where they lived.

The weather was warm and humid, as it typically is in Minas Gerais during the summer months. The sun had not yet begun its descent toward the horizon, though it was moving lower in the sky. There were other people around, but not crowds. It was the kind of afternoon where normal life continues, people going about their daily routines, no one expecting anything out of the ordinary.

What the three women saw next would change everything.

As they walked along the road, they spotted a creature sitting by the side of the street. Their first reaction was confusion. What they were seeing did not fit into any category of experience they possessed. It was not an animal they recognized. It was not a person, at least not any person they had ever seen. It was something altogether different.

The creature was humanoid, standing or sitting at a height of approximately five feet to five feet three inches. Its head was large and reddish-brown in color. On top of the head were three protuberances or ridges, protruding upward. Its eyes were large, round, and glowing. Most descriptions from the women indicated the eyes were bright red, though some accounts mention a luminescent quality that might have appeared differently depending on the light and the observer's perspective.

The creature's skin appeared to be dark, almost black, and had an oily or smooth appearance. The arms were thin and elongated. The body appeared to be weak or feeble. The creature did not move toward the women. It did not attempt to stand or run. It appeared disoriented, as if it were injured or in distress.

The women's reaction was immediate and overwhelming. They were terrified. The fear was not intellectual. It was visceral, instinctive, the kind of primal fear that comes when we encounter something that we cannot categorize or understand. One of the women later described the moment as the most frightening thing that had ever happened to her. She said that she felt as if the creature was not from this world, that it represented something fundamentally alien and incomprehensible.

The women did not approach the creature. They did not attempt to communicate with it or help it. They did not take photographs or gather evidence. They simply ran. They fled in the direction they had been traveling, moving as quickly as they could away from the thing they had seen.

As they ran, they looked back. The creature did not follow them. It did not move at all. It remained where it had been, sitting on the side of the road, appearing disoriented and helpless.

For the next few minutes, the three women were in a state of panic and confusion. They had seen something impossible, and their minds were struggling to process what had happened. They were talking rapidly, trying to make sense of the experience. They were frightened not just of the creature they had seen but of the fact that they had seen it, that it was real, that something impossible had happened in their ordinary Brazilian city.

As they continued walking and talking, they began to think about what to do next. Who could they tell? Who would believe them? They had just experienced something extraordinary, but they also understood, on some instinctive level, that people would think they were crazy if they started telling this story.

In the end, they decided that they had to tell someone. They had to try. And so, as they reached their neighborhood, one of them went to her home and reported what they had seen to her mother. The mother, hearing the fear in her daughter's voice and seeing the genuine terror in her face, believed them. She understood that whatever her daughter had experienced, it had been real to her, had been terrifying, and had happened.

The question was, what did she do with that information?

By late afternoon, word of what the three women had seen was beginning to spread through their neighborhood. Neighbors were hearing the story. Family members were being told. The simple fact of the matter was that three
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