It was a cold and stormy Montreal winter’s night. I was over at my sister’s house to hang out and watch a movie. Once we had decided on a movie to watch, my sister went into the kitchen to make us some hot chocolate. Moments after she had turned on the light, she let out the loudest most terrified scream I had ever heard. My mind raced to worst case scenarios. A murderer? A burglar? I pictured a man with an ax towering over her. Maybe it was a rat scurrying across the floor. Maybe it was just her roommate playing a prank. I jumped up off the couch to see what was happening, but nothing could have prepared me for what I saw clinging to the kitchen wall. 

There, in front of me, glaring into my eyes, was an iguana. Not just some tiny lizard either, this was a huge iguana that is usually only found in places like Mexico or the Caribbean. How could this tropical creature have found its way into the kitchen? Had climate change gotten that bad? Nothing made sense. In that moment, my understanding of the world and how it worked was completely thrown off course. If iguanas can be found in a Montreal apartment in the dead of winter, what else was possible? Kangaroos hopping down the street? Tigers playing in the park? Fish swimming through the air? Were dinosaurs back?

My sister and I ran into the living room. We huddled together on the couch shaking in fear and still in a state of panic and disbelief. “What do we do?”, we asked each other. Neither of us wanted to get close to the reptile, but we couldn’t just let it move in and take over either. We both took turns creeping into the kitchen hoping that the giant spiky lizard had been a joint hallucination or that it had maybe just decided to go home and leave us alone. But each time we checked, it was still there motionlessly gripping the wall barely looking alive. Wait, was it alive? Maybe this really was a prank and her roommate had glued a fake iguana to the wall to freak us out. Nope. It moved. We screamed.

Finally, we decided to call our friend Brittany who lived down the street. She was younger than us, but she was tough, nothing scared her. Plus, she hadn’t been there for the initial reality crushing shock, so we thought she would be in a better mental state to deal with the matter at hand. After Brittany stopped laughing, she hung up the phone and came right over. With the help of her rational thinking, we determined that the most likely explanation was that the iguana belonged to a neighbour and it had somehow escaped. I started to feel a bit calmer about the situation and switched into problem solving mode. We needed a box. We looked in the recycling, but nothing was big enough. The only one we found that was the right size was a vintage chanel box my sister had displayed on a shelf. Unafraid, Brittany scooped up the little monster and closed the lid. 

We now had an iguana in a box. The next problem was that it was the middle of the night. We hesitated to start knocking on people’s doors because ,while there was a chance we would be uniting someone with their lost pet, we could also be waking them up to present them with a massive lizard in a chanel box. But, not wanting to spend the night with the intruder we eventually knocked on the neighbours’ door directly below. There were two guys living there, roommates, mid-twenties, listened to loud heavy metal music and smoked lots of weed. Of all the neighbours we knew in the area, they seemed the most likely to not just own, but to also lose an iguana. All three of us went downstairs. Brittany held the box and my sister knocked on the door. As they opened the door, Brittany opened the lid. It was theirs.
