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“The Aliens” 

I expelled a lizard today. Stealthily tiptoeing from behind, the broom fell at a precise ninety degree angle across its scaly back. The broken tail wiggled. Now on its flipside, a pale underbelly heaving, desperately trying to suck in air, I slammed it again. Pink, worm-like, knotted intestines burst through its side. The perforated protrusion hung loosely from the edge of the broom, as in a flicking motion I flung the prehistoric form through the open French door, where the still jerking body plunked into the tall crab grass of the back yard. And with instrument of lethal acupuncture lifted vertically into the humid air, I rammed a thousand straw needles into the gasping torso. There I left it as sustenance for ants and to decompose in the sweltering heat of the hazy afternoon.

The scald of the sun at the back of my neck was annoying, as I swiped the needles of the broom in a back and forward motion against the tawny turf. Adequately free from debris of blood and guts I returned the implement of cleansing to its solitary corner behind the kitchen door. My wife stood stoically, peering at the wind rustled sod through the small window near the sink where she was washing dishes, like a soldier standing guard at the tomb, as prevention against resurrection.

Lost again in the pages of The Stranger, examining Camus’ pace, following him through the streets of Algiers across paving blocks black and glistening, and the mad rush along the water front, amongst cranes and winches and dark hulls of ships with swaying masts, the incident in the back yard had been ripped from my consciousness. Lingering only was the fusion of the heat of Africa and the warm, moist air floating through my office window.

Curly had been living in our house practically all of his life. Two large curly tails, outside dwellers, were responsible for the birth. He entered the house as a tiny thing. I instructed the boys—four and eight—not to bother our guest, informing them that the lizard was a living entity and had a right to existence. The older of the two wanted to know exactly what ‘entity’ meant and why entities had such a right. I had to give further explanation to both. I’m not sure how well I did, but they seemed satisfied for the moment.
 My job with my wife, however, was a little more challenging. She had been afraid of them all her life. I tried to convince her by talking about comparative sizes, and about lizards not being able to bite—at least not in a way that would cause her any discomfort. I was careful, though, not to use the word irrational. Unconvincing, of course, but she learned to coexist, taking alternate routes to any destination in the house whenever they encountered one another in contested space.

Every room was the creature’s, moving about at will, and increasingly with less fear of the gods. The boys, at times, found this boldness fascinating. And when in a playful mood, they would chase him from room to room, until the ogre darted under some chair or in an unreachable corner. My wife never found this amusing. Occasionally, I watched our cold blooded visitor picking up small scraps of food that fell from the boys’ plates, or dragging some dead insect, usually roaches. This was cute when he was little, but then he became huge—gargantuan, for sure, in my wife’s gaze.

The enormous four inch bulk, with two inches curled upward and resting on its back moved beyond unsightly and became contemptuous to my wife. If I were in the room when she encountered the monster, my wife would just stare menacingly at me, as if to say: “Aren’t you going to do something?” At mammoth, in my wife’s immaculate perception, he was absolutely unacceptable.


One muggy, late September afternoon, during that peculiar season when summer has lingered past its allotted time and air-conditioners are weary from overuse, she had had enough. She screamed at me. “I want it gone—now! It’s that or me.” So the deed was done.

I should’ve given it more thought. But I was too busy, too agitated from the heat. In my haste to expose of the menace and return to my office, I had forgotten that he was a twin. Two of them had been dashing around the house for months, perhaps a year. We were never sure which crusty, brown back we were observing. “I saw the beast in the closet of the boys’ room”, she said. The message was clear: and I don’t want to see it again.

I cornered the fiend, placed it in a porous plastic container, and took him far away into the woods, where I set animal free. On the drive back, as the clouds crept across my windshield, chasing the shadows of the trees, I was preoccupied with a conundrum of Shakespearean proportions. Which is more desirable: expulsion, or to be an alien free in a precarious paradise?
