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Personal Memoir 

 It was moving and then it stopped. It was breathing and then it ceased. It was alive and 

then I killed it. It didn’t have a name to me and it wasn’t very large. It was simply a lizard that 

did nothing to me. Killing that lizard is something that I have never forgotten and regret doing to 

this day. Some will laugh and others will wonder why the hell I would care so much. This is the 

first life and death situation I have ever experienced and the lasting effect is what matters. 

 This was at the tender age of six, and I for some reason or another, hated fat lizards. 

Don’t ask me why because I don’t have an answer for you. It was something that I felt when I 

was young and nothing more. It truthfully was just such a grotesque looking thing. The thing had 

a much larger body compared to its lizard peers and the neck it had was much larger when it 

breathed. I couldn’t stand it, even though lizards have never harmed or done anything to me. 

They have only relaxed in my house’s rock garden, basically like a small palm tree in the middle 

with large rocks circling around it. All I knew at that age was that I wanted it to disappear from 

my sights. 

 The fat lizard was just at the wrong place at the wrong time and I saw it just on top of one 

of the circling rocks. For no reason what so ever, I felt great anger and I wanted that feeling to go 

away. I knew that feeling only emerged from that damn fat lizard. I picked up a large rock and 

instinctively swung it at the small creature. The rock stayed there and I wondered what had just 

happened. I picked the rock back up but slowly, that’s when my childhood foundation was 
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shaken. Children don’t need their parents to explain to them life or death because we know it 

from birth. It only awakes when you experience it and that’s when you are able to fully 

comprehend it. 

 My one emotion of anger quickly changed into several other unfamiliar feelings.  I felt 

despair, guilt, regret, fear, shame, and a deep endless sea of sadness. My vision changed and I 

experienced tunnel vision for the first time, taking out the four corners of my eyes. I heard 

nothing as that rocked lifted from that corpse I created. It was ironically dead silent and nothing 

made noise. Its face looked into mine with those dead emotionless eyes. Its whole body was 

crushed and its innards came out. I always thought when a person was hurt that only blood would 

come out but the lizard proved me wrong. I saw its purple guts and of course the blood that 

flowed along side it. 

 That earlier feeling of fear began to form on me because I don’t know how I knew, but I 

did know what I did was wrong. I immediately placed that rock back on top of that lizard so my 

father and mother wouldn’t see. I walked back into my house but the memory of what just 

happened lingered in my head. I thought about it and couldn’t stop myself from thinking about 

the terrible act I had just committed. That however, was a futile attempt because I couldn’t 

simply wash my hands of the blood that never touched my hands. The image kept flashing in my 

head and didn’t quit, till this day it hasn’t quit but lessened in frequency. 

 I was in my own little hell for a couple of minutes, but it was broken with my dad 

entering the room asking me to follow him. I knew exactly where we were going before I even 

left my room. He led me out of the house and strait to where the crime was held. He reached over 

to the out of place rock and lifted it, revealing once again the lifeless fat lizard. He asked me very 

calmly, as if nothing was really wrong, what had happened to the lizard. I still remember his 
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words because of the absolute calm expression he had on his face that intermingled with my 

tormented soul. The two did not work well together, but it helped me remember what he said 

because everything else, except that one phrase engraved in my head, I could only guess with my 

own recollection of the instance. The words I never forgot he said were, “bebé (baby) do you 

know what happened to the lizard?” I did what every child does when they are afraid of getting 

in trouble, I lied continuously. Every question he asked, I act like I didn’t know what had 

happened. 

 My father is not the kind of person you lie to because he is a human lie detector, but yet 

again he had a calm face, said okay and walked away. I felt so ashamed of lying to my father, but 

I just couldn’t reveal the truth to him. I was left alone with that fat lizard again and I quickly 

bolted back inside, my memory fades completely from that point on. Time went on and I don’t 

remember how I dealt with it, but it got to the point where the memory wasn’t as reoccurrence. 

 I, under no circumstances, have never forgotten what I have done. People may say I am 

taking this incident too seriously but I am not at all. My morals and values that the course of my 

life have instilled in me won’t let me forget. I don’t even want to forget because it shouldn’t be 

forgotten. Every emotion and action I took that day is vividly remembered, so every now and 

then I can repent just a little for my heinous deed. I am the person who feels pain to the tenth 

degree emotionally because it is the only way I can function properly. In those dark times of 

stress, I clutch my chest and remember the pain. 
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