Striking a Balance

The Eviction


When a family of five large iguanas has taken up residence in your house –specifically the ceiling, it calls for drastic action. This was the dilemma that we encountered upon arriving at our little casa in Mexico. In January we purchased a little piece of paradise in our favorite village on the Pacific Coast; it had been a dream of ours to own property there since we first visited the place almost thirteen years ago. With the help of a good friend and countless hours spent at a Notary Public, we finally secured the paperwork, putting us one step further toward realizing our dream for our future years.


In any case, our most recent trip was one that combined working on our place and relaxing in the sun, with cold cerveza. We spent the first couple of days doing nothing but the latter, but with the days speeding by, we decided that we should take the plunge and visit our casita. Our place had not been lived in for some time (at least by humans) so we were fully aware of the amount of work that would be required to make it even remotely habitable. Our friend graciously offered assistance, and so armed with a cooler and a multitude of tools we headed to our place. 


When we opened the door the odor was an effrontery to our nostrils; the previous owner had imposed his Western sensibilities onto a very different method of construction used by Mexican builders. In short, he had stapled 6mm poly to a tiled roof, thereby effectively creating a large terrarium for our unwanted guests. As we stood inside and looked upwards in horror as the iguanas slithered across the plastic, we knew that ousting these critters would not be easy. We also estimated that the amount of iguana guano in the terrarium was an enormous amount and dreaded the idea of removing the plastic. But it had to be done.


My friend and I each donned masks, hats and glasses and taped utility knives to the end of poles in order to accomplish the task of evicting said creatures and their waste. First, we banged the plastic like lunatics in an attempt to scare them all out onto the roof and into the sun. Then we methodically began slicing the plastic around the edges, keeping our mouths firmly shut as the guano began to fly and the critters scurried about. To be frank, it was disgusting. Our hair was full of the nasty stuff, our glasses and masks caked with the offending substance, and the floor covered with dried crap. We were also cautious about scorpions dropping from the ceiling as this would be their chosen environment. Fortunately we had removed all the furniture apart from an old freestanding cupboard – this we discovered was home to two rats that jumped straight out at my partner when the doors were opened, revealing more droppings that needed to be dealt with. At one point as I was on top of the ladder attempting to remove a rather miserable piece of plastic from the ceiling, one of the larger iguanas that had been hiding in the corner out of sight, jumped from the ledge, winged past my head at an alarming speed and landed with a thump on the floor. I almost flung myself from the top rung as I was unprepared for this flying Wallenda act. With brooms and quick footedness we chased the beggar out into the garden where he took up residence on a branch of hibiscus. As we toiled throughout the day, the place began taking on a more inviting atmosphere; we hauled the hose inside and washed everything, and I mean everything from top to bottom. That’s the nice thing about houses in Mexico – because of the nature of construction, you can bring the hose into the house and let it fly. I love it. 


Over the next two weeks we continued with our refurbishing of the little place; but on more than one occasion we had to oust one or two iguanas who were not pleased with being relocated. But everything takes time. We worked in the garden – so very foreign to what we are accustomed to here; pruning banana trees and papayas, watching our pineapple grow larger everyday with watering and feasting on the multitude of colours- from bougainvillea to hibiscus, roses to Nopal cactus. We painted the exterior of the house and popped champagne in the garden with friends; celebrated my birthday with good tequila under the shade of a ramada….and kept our eyes peeled for iguanas. 


It will be a number of months before we will be able to return to our house, but our anticipation over our dream list of improvements will sustain us. I can only hope that the displaced iguanas will not enlist others in retaliation for their eviction…but it really doesn’t matter. Life is nothing if not an adventure. Viva Mexico!  

