
The Price of Mercy
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Part I

Chapter 1

2033. Angel couldn't believe it. Cures and shots for almost all cancers, and yet here he was, holding 
his wife's Eve's hand, him sitting in a chair while she laying on the bed. They were 70 years old, 
since they were born the same year.

They were at their house in Cullera, where they had gone to spend their retirement. But everything 
was clouded when the doctors diagnosed Eve with Alzheimer's disease.

It had to be that, Angel kept tormenting himself, one of the few things they didn't have a cure.

But on this late spring afternoon he, too, was far from giving up.

He tried again to get Eve to remember:

—It was the day we met. We were in second year of the Grade, because things went wrong for you 
at the Center College and you came to the AUM, do you remember?

She smiled:

—Who are you?

—No, Eve, please, not this again.

—Again to? You look like my Angel.

—What about the first time we went out partying? Do you remember what the club was called?

She closed her eyes and fell silent.

Angel was about to insist, but even despite his inner pain he understood that what was going to 
happen was inevitable.

He watched her until late at night and called the medical services to confirm her death and move her
body.

But Angel did not know how to compensate for the duel. They had been together almost fifty years, 
they had been a couple, a marriage, one. Not having had children made the loss more severe.
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Chapter 2

Angel left his house at night. He went into a nearby bar and drank eight jars of a beer quickly, not 
wanting to talk to anyone, not even the regulars or his friends, who were now the only customers 
because it wasn't holidays season.

Dave, the waiter, after that point refused to serve him any more, warning him that he was very 
drunk. Angel paid angrily and went to a bar where the service was less considerate.

When he got there, he found a very handsome man at the back of the bar. He was very tall, almost 
two meters, and corpulent, with a broad shoulder. He was wearing a dark gray suit with a white shirt
and black tie. He had brown hair slicked back slightly to the side.

He was white, though not pale, and had slight bags under his eyes.

Most striking of all is that he had lemon yellow irises. He introduces himself as Daniel:

—I've left my boss aside to set it up as a freelancer... No one understood him. —Heplayed with a 
glass of whiskey he was finishing.

»Losses are always hard, I know, but what if I told you that it is not too late to avoid it? Of course it 
would be at a very, very high cost.

—How do you know? I haven't told it yet.

—I know many things. Well, do you dare?

—Yes.

The waiter then poured Daniel and Angel a glass of whiskey. Angel didn't know how Daniel had 
ordered them, he didn't say anything or did he see him make any gesture.

Daniel offered to toast. And at the moment of crashing the glass, the contents of Angel's glass 
turned blackish and Daniel's, transparent.

—In one gulp—Daniel ordered with authority. And Angel obeyed.

Part II

Chapter 3

Angel couldn't believe it. He was in Eve's student flat, at number 13 of Libertad Street, in the center
of Madrid. If he remembered correctly it was 1983, when they were finishing their studies.

It was the next memory he was going to tell her. When they fell in love, that very moment. It was 
during an LSD trip. It was the first time they tried it, Eve had got it and she wanted them to try it 
together.
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When he put his attention on her, exactly like the first time, Eve had her back to him, bare-chested 
and head down, in a gesture of confidence.

Angel drew a heart on her back again. And she began to undress him too. They kissed for a long 
time, still stoned, and he undressed completely.

Lying on the bed in her room, she was giving him fellatio. Everything was happening exactly the 
same as the first time. The condom was in the same place, the positions, the timing, Eve's moans 
and his own, everything was as he remembered it.

He knew he had a chance to get out of that sort of script, but Angel had a strong urge not to.

It first finished the sex, and then the effect of the drug.

And they went back to sleep, holding each other. He was always sure that it was that more than 
anything else that sealed their love.

But the days passed, Angel continued to feel that powerful inclination not to get out of the 
prescribed path, but finally it burst.

He couldn't just go on living things he already remembered, and he decided to outsmart, big-game.

On December 22 of that year, that is, six days from now, his father had failed the Christmas Lottery 
Big Prize, only for the refund, so that Angel and half of his family knew by heart the winning lotto 
number.

So and so that Angel was queuing for Donna Manolita’s administration. The previous customer in 
the queue was none other than Daniel, who was somewhat more disheveled and haggard:

—You're making a very serious mistake, my friend.

And without further ado, he left the queue and at least apparently let Angel buy all the available 
tenths of the winning number, a total of six.

When the day of the raffle came, Angel showed the winning tickets to Eve, who, far from being 
happy, freaked out, saying that he already knew somehow, and that it was best to stop seeing each 
other.

Chapter 4

Angel went out into the street determined to look for Daniel to ask him for explanations. If he 
couldn't live without remembering what he lived through, or do the opposite with Eve, he was at a 
crossroads with no way out.

When he had barely decided where to start looking for him, it was he who crossed in his way.

This time, he was more disheveled, more haggard and his suit somewhat disheveled. Angel asked 
him what is going on and Daniel replied:

—I were the Angel of Mercy. That's why I quit my job. It's a real shit. People use you as a mediator 
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when they think he screwed up so much that not even God can forgive them.

Angel was going to reply, but he realized that Daniel's eyes were beginning to glow like flames. 
Also, he put his index finger to his left eye, which intimidated Angel.

»You are entitled to a question. Only one, think about it.

—Will she be saved? Eve, will she be saved? 

Daniel twisted his face:

—Even if you don't remember it, you already made that decision. Only that chronologically it hasn't
happened yet.

—And why did people turn to you? Does not God forgive all?

—Well yes. To people at least. The only ones he doesn't forgive are the rebel Angels.

—And why so?

Daniel made an angry gesture:

—Business policy. What the heck l do I mind? Besides, you were only entitled to one question, I 
could have left by now.

—But who can guarantee that you're not kidding me?

Daniel started laughing out loud. Angel lost it in desperation and threw a direct hit at his face, 
breaking his hand and not making damage at all on him.

Chapter 5

Angel went to the Chueca subway at dawn with the intention of jumping onto the tracks. And he 
did. But at that very moment they said over the loudspeaker that there would be no trains until the 
next day.

He was alone, but a few steps came closer. It was Daniel:

—You can't die anymore. Not so easily.

Angel held out his hand for her to help him up, expecting her to take his forearm. Daniel took him 
by the injured hand and threw him against the wall of the platform:

—Don't ever hit me again... In your fucking life...

He had more bags under his eyes, a scruffy suit, and a generally haggard appearance.

.

danielpriorgijon.art



art II (bis)

Chapter 6

Angel returned to Eve's house to beg her to help him out of his situation. He spoke to her very upset
on her phone and she opened it.

But as she set foot on her floor, Angel found himself transported back to that trip of LSD.

Eve was offering her back to him again so he could draw a heart. Angel didn't know what to do. He 
couldn't do anything good, or run away. He looked at the door and knew that it would be in vain.

He finally fixed his gaze on that fourth floor window.

He went to her with a determined step and opened it. Then he threw himself out of it. He 
plummeted to the ground.

Part II (bis) (bis)

Chapter 7

This time Daniel was waiting for him in the same room that he and Eve were:

—That had to hurt—he laughs.

Angel reopens the window and jumps again to his death.

Part II (bis) (bis) (bis)

Chapter 8

Daniel this time already had the look of a poly-drug rock star:

—Don't you remember Einstein's definition of madness? —Angel did remember it, but he ignored 
him.

He hit the window with his fist, and it cracked. Then he broke it apart completely.

He dove headfirst. The ground then became Daniel's shadow, and he pierced it through the heart.
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Part 3

Chapter 9

—Tell me again because it makes no sense.

Eve had met Mathew in the cafeteria of the Faculty of Philosophy. It was the most reliable because 
it was where the biggest nonsense was said. Besides, it was last minute.

He. He jumped out the window.

—That's doable. It's weird, it's a bitch, but it can happen. That's the key, it can.

»Now get back to the other thing.

—He was speaking in another language. He also pretended to be writing all the time.

—No. Eve, I'm sorry but no. Drugs don't work like that. I'm not even saying diethylamide doesn't 
work like that, I'm saying no drug works like that.

—I know what I saw, Mathew.

—You were high too, Eve.

—I know what I saw —she said as started to break down.

—But don't you see that it's impossible? Look, I know it's hard, but I'm a psychiatric resident, 
you're finishing psychology, let's try to stick to the scientific method.

—I want to know who gave it to you. —Eve was almost crying already.

—Somebody trustworthy, but I can't tell you. But even if it had been Brandy...

—Who is that?

—A third year in Chemistry. He's a true prodigy, but he doesn't have a fucking scruple.

—What do you mean, Brandy? What is his name?

—It is said that not even the teachers know. The bastard has managed so that each person knows 
him by a different name, so that only his nickname is known for sure. But imagine how messed-up 
you have to be to be called like a liquor.

They talked for a while longer, Mathew reiterated his support and they said goodbye.
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Chapter 10

The next day Eve went to do some errands at the bank.

She stood at the door of the Faculty of Chemical Sciences and looked for a group of stoners.

She took the worst looking man by the arm and walked away with him. She took fifteen thousand 
pesetas out of her pocket:

—What's your favorite liquor?

With the new information, Eve entered one of the labs. As she had been told, she found no 
surveillance.

There stood a single boy, of medium height, slim build, and fair-haired.

—You find me doing things, so just tell me what and how much. How much do you pay of course?

Eve threw a hundred thousand pesetas on the table in ten thousand bills:

—Cyanide—she said dryly.

—Jesus Christ.

Brandy took a small cloth bag closed with a string, like the regular g’s of cocaine, from his pocket, 
and handed it over.

—But how?

—I was waiting for you. It's a shame about your sweetheart.

Eve stopped half a minute and just when she was going to leave, Brandy spoke to her:

—Oh. If you survive and want cool things, all you have to do is ask for Arthur Ronald George 
Goldman Toledo Merced Prince Simpson King —he said, blinking once and artificially.

At that moment Eve realized that he was speaking from his diaphragm, that he had been acting from
the very beginning.

That afternoon, she got drunk at home, and at night he went to a filthy joint that she happened to 
know to kill herself with the worst drink there was.

When she got there, she saw something that contrasted with the dim light of the place and the three 
drunks who inhabited it. There was a man, almost two meters tall, very corpulent, with well-
groomed brown hair and dressed in an all-pearl-white suit, with shiny white shoes, a black shirt and 
a nuclear-white tie. All impeccable.

It drew more attention that he was drinking sparkling water from a glass bottle, and even more that 
he had lemon yellow eyes.
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What most caught her attention was that no one except her, not even her waiter, seemed to notice 
him. He was sitting at the back of the bar:

—Bad days, huh?— There are those who have had worse. Nice to meet you Eve, my name is 
Daniel.

—But how. Without realizing it, she had sat down next to him.

—This job does be a pain, whatever I tell you. Why don't you do what you came for? Maybe that's 
how you understand.

The barman approached, totally ignoring Daniel:

—What's it gonna be?

—Rat poison—Eve said coldly.

—Our specialty.

He turned around and within seconds put a glass of cheap liquor on the bar.

Eve took the cyanide g out of her pocket and poured it into the drink. She felt a strong smack.

She looked to her left and there was no one there. The lighting had changed. She was somewhere 
else!

In a cafeteria on Gran Vía. She looked at her watch and it was eight in the afternoon.

—What's this? —she asked into the air.

The waiter gave her a concerned look as he showed her a bottle of sparkling water.

—That's what you asked for, right? Is everything okay?

—No, I'm fine.

She looked in her pocket and there was nothing. She put her hands on her head.

A tear fell on her water.
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