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The Lizard 

 

This is a fairy tale. 

Not that any fairies appear in it (nor did I say they did)), but in what other kind of story 

would a lizard appear in Chiado? 

Yes, one day a lizard appeared in Chiado. A big, green lizard, its eyes like black glass, its 

writhing body covered in scales, with a long, wavy tail and quick feet. It stood there in 

the middle of the street, its mouth half-open, flicking its forked tongue, while the fine, 

White skin of its throat beat rhythmically. 

It was a superb creature. Raised upon its back legs, as if to skitter off at any moment, it 

confronted passersby and automobiles. Fear all around. People and cars, everything 

came to a halt. Onlookers stood and watched from a distance. Some of the more 

nervous among them fled down side streets, pretending to themselves, in order not to 

admit their cowardice, that fatigue produces hallucinations, or so the doctor says. 

Of course, the situation was untenable. A lizard standing there, a pallid crowd on the 

sidewalks, automobiles abandoned in neutral – and suddenly an old woman shouting. 

That was the last straw. In the blink of an eye, the street was deserted. The shopkeepers 

pulled down their shutters, a little girl selling violets (they were in season) dropped her 

basket and the flowers rolled over the ground, making a perfect ring around the lizard, 

like a perfumed garland. 

The animal didn´t move. It slowly swished its tail and raised its triangular head, sniffing. 

Somebody must have raised the alarm. There was the sound of whistles; both ends of 

the street were blocked off. 

At one end, firemen with all their equipment; at the other, soldiers fully outfitted. Some 

said the lizard was poisonous, others that its scales were bulletproof. The old woman 

was still shrieking, though no one knew where she was. Panic filled the air. 

A squadron of planes flew through the sky, observing, and down by Rossio could be 

heard the typical rumble of armored cars. The lizard took a few steps, breaking through 

the garland of violets. The old woman was taken to the hospital in an ambulance. 

This tale is almost at an end. We’ve reached the precise moment when the fairies 

intervene, although only indirectly. With all available forces assembled, the order was 

given to advance. 



Fire hoses on one side, bayonets on the other, And the thunder of the armored cars 

climbing the hill – the all-out attack began. 

From their windows, people gave advice and opinions from a safe distance. All against 

the lizard. 

Suddenly the lizard (thanks to the fairies, don’t forget) was transformed into a crimson 

rose, the color of blood, spread out on the black asphalt like a wound in the city. 

Apprehensive, the attackers hesitated. The rose grew, opened its petals, blossomed, 

perfumed the grimy house fronts. In the hospital, the old lady asked: What happened? 

Then the rose spun round, turned white, its petals became feathers and wings – and a 

dove took flight into the blue sky. 

A story like this can only end in verse: 

 

Silently, many remember, 

In the prose of their houses, 

The lizard that was a rose 

The white rose with wings. 

 

You don´t believe me? 

As I was saying: fairies aren’t what they used to be. 
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