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Not such a childish tale.

Such behaviour is too common, 
too much normalised, too much accepted.

Social cordiality lies in small details.

Habits can be changed, corrected and educated 
at your own will.

Almost everything is fiction, 
except my fellow citizens’ slovenliness 
and lack of respect for public places.
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Cleaning
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This story is set in the town of Barcelona, but it may 
be set in many other towns of the world, even in 
smaller villages and in the middle of nature, in the 
middle of nowhere.

The first corpse to be reported publicly was, by no 
means, the start of a series of atrocious, dispropor-
tionate murders. Had it not been for different murder 
methods, no research would have been likely started, 
and mass media would not have echoed the news. 
The first reported murder appeared at the same time 
as the official message that covid-19 pandemic was 
over. There were no new cases detected and those 
who could die by the virus were already dead.

The corpse of a man in his fifties appeared early 
in the morning in the district of Sarrià - Sant Ger-
vasi. He had been chocked to death on plastics and 
papers, ingested by force against his will. He was 
stuffed like a turkey. Inside his body, pieces of news-
paper and packaging were found. In fact, he was 
a newspaper delivery man. He used to work in the 
early morning, before the rest of citizens woke up, 
in a rather messy way: police officers found similar 
materials scattered all through his delivery route. It 
seems that, what could not be delivered in the cor-
responding mail box, was thrown out, disposed and 
discarded anywhere, even amidst motorcycle spokes! 
As a newspaper delivery man, he seemed to take his 
time to bedeck any motorcycle but he was not capa-
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ble of throwing his rubbish into a litter bin, least of 
all in the corresponding recycling bin.

There were some letters written on his forehead, 
with green permanent marker: CERDO. This word 
was the only clue made public.

It was told that a crazy person had kill the poor 
man while he was delivering newspapers in the 
mail boxes of sleeping neighbours. Nobody could 
understand how the delivery man’s death, which was 
an agony, did not wake up any neighbour. On the 
following day, newspapers were again in the mail 
boxes to keep neighbours updated. There was a new 
delivery man. His predecessor was also present on 
the front page.
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Everybody believed that the murder was a tit-for-
tat killing. The brutal method suggested a personal 
revenge. Therefore, the fear of having a serial killer 
in the neighbourhood, putting anyone’s life at risk, 
was easily dismissed. That murder had nothing to do 
with them.

On the third day, the streets woke up papered 
with handbills repeating the same message over and 
over again: 

Stop being so uncivil.
Cigarette butts, papers, bottles,

cans, masks, gloves,
rubbish, leftovers and dog poop
go to the litter or recycling bin.

Keep your streets clean.

Handbills were made of common paper and common 
ink, no fingerprints, no traceable DNA. Needless to 
say, at first not even police officers gave importance 
to this papering action and, when they eventually 
did, the search turned out to be useless and purpose-
less. The most remarkable after-effect was the nui-
sance to strip handbills off. Most of them, ironically, 
ended up littering the street pavement. No positive 
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change, just the same old behaviour and more rub-
bish scattered all around.

Some neighbours recalled having read similar 
messages before, but just as an anecdote. They had 
no real memories on where and when.

On the fifth day, another corpse appeared on 
Balmes street, at the gate of number 155-157, which 
was a language academy called EF. The victim was 
a foreign 18-year-old student. His throat was filled 
up with cigarette butts. Again, he choked to death 
and he had the word PIG written on his forehead 
in green permanent ink. Due to his young age and 
his links with the British consulate, the news spread 
beyond our borders and were the talk of the town. 
This time, many more people did recall a similar 
case with a similar message, but not with accuracy.

Three days afterwards, Balmes and its adjacent 
streets were papered with handbills, but with a shorter 
and more targeted message.

Being a smoker does not involve 
being a PIG.

It was written in Catalan, Spanish and English, as 
if its author did not want people to justify their 
careless attitude on language misunderstandings. 
But people walked pass the handbills, hardly taking 
their eyes off their phone screens.
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No remarkable or traceable clue could be followed 
and it was hard to understand how nobody saw who 
put those handbills on the walls. The two corpses 
were not found off the beaten track, on the contrary, 
so having no witness was almost the most unbeliev-
able part of all these mysteries. The police asked for 
citizen collaboration to catch the murderer, but did 
not mention citizen collaboration to keep streets 
clean. The new normal after the covid-19 pandemic 
seemed to be disrupted again.

It was on the news and everybody started specu-
lating about the killer’s motivations. Some people 
were reluctant to believe that both murders were 
committed by the same person. Experts considered 
that these two murders were unlikely to be the 
first. Such murderers usually start less drastically, 
so it was important to find out his first attempts, 
because the first actions in the dark world of mur-
der usually show mistakes and clues to chase down 
the assassin, who was untraceable right now. But 
finding out previous victims was not an easy task: 
coronavirus disease had caused thousands of deaths 
worldwide, too many corpses to analyse. One thing 
was clear: his first murders were not so evident as 
his current actions.

On the tenth day, a doctor from the Hospital 
Clínic de Barcelona was found dead at the back door 
of the hospital, at Casanovas Street, whipping people 
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up into a frenzy. The modus operandi was the same 
as the English student: she was stuffed with ciga-
rette butts, as if she was a huge ashtray. The hospital 
gates were always littered with cigarette butts on the 
floor and now they were all stuffed into the victim’s 
throat, until she choked to death. The murderer, now 
an official serial killer, had swept all butts discarded 
in the surrounding area, where nurses and doctors 
would have a break for five minutes to smoke. But 
after getting away for a while, they would discard 
their cigarette butts in a hurry, without being 
stubbed out, anywhere other than a litter. 

As in previous cases, the word PIG was written on 
her forehead with green ink. Police officers started 
understanding the murderer’s modus operandi, so 
they decided to set a patrol and surveillance unit in 
the area to catch the serial killer while papering the 
streets. There was no killer’s profile and nobody could 
say for sure if it was one or more than one killer. 
However, after three days, the papering appeared at 
the Passion façade of Sagrada Familia, causing a great 
confusion among police experts and journalists.

On the fifteenth day, another woman was found 
dead. She was a nurse and her corpse was found in 
Sagrada Familia. Not the temple, but the clinics. The 
word PIG on her forehead revealed the executor 
of the crime. This time, she choked to death due to 
paper notes stuffed in her throat. These notes includ-
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ed behaviour rules to keep her patients’ in good 
health, but no clue was found there either.

Mass media had sung the praises of nurses and doc-
tors, so this fourth victim was published on all front 
pages. It was true: health workers had put themselves 
at great risk. Likewise, many other workers had kept 
social gears working. And also, people who cared for 
others did not overload the health system during the 
pandemic.

Three days afterwards there was no papering 
around, not even in other places, but another corpse 
was found in Adriano Square. This victim choked to 
death with a beer can and cigarette butts, together 
with soil from the surrounding park, proving that 
the killer had used material from the area. The word 
PIG on his forehead revealed what was already 
assumed.

The killer’s motivations seemed more and more clear. 
But his change of habits perplexed police research-
ers. Citizens were shocked and claimed police results. 
People were more afraid now than when facing corona-
virus. This time, people saw that anyone could be the 
next victim, but paradoxically street rubbish did not 
decrease.

Three days afterwards, the corpses of two girls in 
their late twenties appeared on the streets, with their 
throats stuffed with cigarette butts and the word 
PIG on their foreheads. As in previous cases, the 
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killer had swept the area. Both victims were found 
in their workplace, where they used to discard ciga-
rette butts nonchalantly, thinking that someone else 
would sweep after them… as it eventually happened.

It was the talk of the town. Mass media talked on 
and on about these crimes, but no one talked about 
the need to keep streets clean. People did not care 
much about being surrounded by rubbish, about 
having kids playing amidst waste, usually generated 
by their own parents, who kept throwing cigarette 
butts on the streets while pondering over the killer’s 
mental disorders.

After a given period of time, there was another 
murder. This time, with a witness: a beautiful Labra-
dor retriever dog. Its owner had been choked to death 
with the dog poop, as proved with subsequent analy-
sis. The victim, a middle-aged woman, seemed to pay 
more attention to her cell phone rather than her dog 
poop. The word PIG appeared again on her forehead.

Five days afterwards, Del Camp street woke up 
with a warning:

Stop throwing out cigarette butts from 
your window or balcony! Otherwise, 
you will end up being dead pigs

This warning had an effect, maybe not the intended 
effect: a police patrol was assigned there. Cigarette 
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butts rained on and on from windows and balconies. 
Police officers, insensitive to such filthy mess, also 
contributed with their own butts. Slovenliness was as 
common as walking and breathing.

Before the murderer could kill again, there was 
a detention. Even before court arraignment, he was 
considered a success of police research and a reason 
for citizen’s peace of mind. He was arrested in the 
act of collecting cigarette butts from the street in a 
bag. He was a neighbour in his sixties, with a rather 
scruffy, untidy appearance. He was not hiding his 
actions and he had been cleaning the streets for 
years. But people needed to feel safe, so everybody 
accepted the unlikely, disingenuous explanation 
that this man was the serial killer. No other corpse 
appeared for a while, so he was guilty for sure. Citi-
zens were calm and could make streets dirtier again 
with impunity. The pig executioner was already and 
allegedly in the hands of justice.

When the suspected serial killer was sent to trail, 
a crowd of enraged protesters called him every name 
under the sun and threw cigarette butts at him. 
Cans and plastic bottles also appeared on the scene. 
When the whole performance was over, all this 
rubbish was left there, on the streets, as if it were 
nothing.

The poor man was judged on the streets and on 
the screens. No matter if he was innocent or guilty, 
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public opinion was already discussing if he deserved 
a death sentence. Trials were not necessary because, 
justifying anything, “who the hell does he believe he 
is to tell us that we are pigs?”.

Some people even dared to state that garbagemen 
were not unemployed thanks to their dirtiness, as 
if cleaning services needed people to be pigs. And 
nobody would openly disagree, in fear of not being 
accepted.

Measures got relaxed. Surveillance patrols in Del 
Camp street vanished. The killer’s warning sign 
was erased, as if past crimes could be erased too. 
However, cigarette butts remained on the streets, 
together with plastic bottles, cans, masks and gloves. 
Neighbours can truly work together to spread shit 
anywhere. Shortly afterwards, another warning 
appeared:

Learn from your mistakes, Pigs!

This new warning caused some fear, but above all 
indignation. Who dared to write such thing? Pru-
dent people suggested that maybe the real serial kill-
er was still free. The arrested man was only guilty of 
picking up cigarette butts to keep streets cleaner… 
But most people paid no attention. There were no 
more corpses, so the arrested man was guilty.
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Five days afterwards, the long-feared corpse was 
found. The victim was one of the protesters. She was 
found dead at the court gate. She had the word PIG 
on her forehead and her throat was stuffed with cig-
arette butts. Was it done by the real killer or was it a 
fake? Too many unresolved questions and people felt 
at risk again. People were afraid of the killer’s dread-
ful atrocities but nobody thought about the victims’ 
slovenliness.

It took two more murders to free the arrested 
man. One appeared in Sagrada Familia, at the pas-
sion façade, which was already an action spot. The 
other victim was an English woman. Her corpse 
was found in front of the same language school 
in Blames street, where smokers were still leaving 
cigarette butts as a carpet on the street, as if noth-
ing had happened before. The news of both murders 
crossed Spanish borders and put some extra pressure 
on governments and security forces. The police had 
no clue to follow. They could only ask for citizens’ 
collaboration (not to be cleaner but to pay attention 
to suspicious guys). Many unfounded complaints 
were submitted and it was impossible to follow all 
the lines of investigation.
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Another warning appeared in Adriano Square, 
denouncing people’s slovenliness. There were litter 
bins next to every bank, and containers nearby. But 
they were all useless. Some citizens ripped the warn-
ings off and let the papers fly away. The next victim 
appeared precisely next to the organic container, 
in the corner of Modolell and Copèrnic streets. He 
choked to death with the warning papers, which 
were all crossed out with bad words towards the seri-
al killer. These bad words were proved to be written 
by the victim himself. Police believed that the serial 
killer was a neighbour, but no one could guess how 
he managed to move around and kill people without 
being ever noticed.

After analysing the cases of covid-19 victims from 
the area, surviving relatives revealed that, together 
with their personal belongings, there were some 
notes written on green ink.
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- I’m dead because I thought I was 
immune.

- I paid no attention to safety measures 
and Covid killed me because I’m an 
idiot.

- Despite being in quarantine, I went for 
a walk and this is the result.

- I did not care if my kids licked a 
street lamp and the virus was invited 
at home.

- My grandchildren loved me so much 
that they killed me with hugs and 
kisses.

- I used to play no sports at all, but 
I started on the first day we were 
allowed to exercise outdoors and now 
I’m buried.

- We used to meet in the street, with no 
safety measures, as if life depended 
on that. And it did.

- I used to look with disdain at those 
wearing masks. Death blinded me.

- I did not wear a mask because God 
was protecting me. Now I’m with him.
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- I was not a keen stroller, but once we 
were told to remain at home, 
I couldn’t stop out for a walk.

- Smoking was such an urgent need 
that I took off my mask to smoke 
while I was talking about the 
exaggeration of safety measures.

Postscript: The cigarette butt 
was left there.

Besides the green colour and the handwriting, there 
was no other clue. Autopsies were done, confirming 
that these victims died of coronavirus, together with 
some heart attack. The pig executor had nothing to do 
with it. Surviving relatives were not relieved and they 
needed to find someone guilty for so many deaths.

Neighbours suggesting people to be more careful, 
clean and tidy in public places were vilified, told off, 
called murderers or accomplices, together with a list 
of insults. Putting forward the importance of civic 
values was not valid because it was equivalent to jus-
tifying the actions of the serial killer, considered to 
be mentally unbalanced. Very few people were brave 
enough to talk against mainstream opinion. And 
there was no point in insisting: if people did not pay 
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attention to the warnings of a serial killer, no hope 
was left. The streets were still littered with cigarette 
butts and other rubbish, regardless of having many 
litter bins around, as if streets in Barcelona were 
magnets for dirtiness, as if it was too hard to find 
a litter bin, a magic quest like looking for cigarette 
butts on ashtrays. It was absurd, but it was so com-
mon that calling people’s attention when performing 
uncivil actions could be dangerous. Very few people 
got embarrassed or changed their attitudes when 
confronted by their lack of civic responsibility.

Never mind: now there was a serial killer fed up 
with such attitudes, with his neighbours’ vile deeds, 
who could not behave. Nothing suggested that his 
actions will soon end: the serial killer seemed to 
expect a change in people’s attitude, which was not 
going to happen, so the only option was catching 
him. And the later was not likely to happen soon 
either. For the moment, the only progress was catch-
ing the wrong person, on the basis that he would 
pick up cigarette butts by his own initiative. What a 
society!

The next victim was choked to death with his dog 
poop. Again, the word PIG was the author’s signature.

While reporting in the crime scene, a journalist 
stepped on another dog poop and felt down. His 
head smashed into the kerb. His blood mixed with 
filth and rubbish. It was an accident, no one could 
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be blamed for it. When the journalist recovered, he 
immediately cursed the person who left dog poop 
there. The audience responded with laughter and the 
images of the angry journalist became viral, to the 
extent that this accident with considered an attempt-
ed murder, one more to the list for the pig executor, 
instead of focusing the attention on careless pet own-
ers. The argument was clear: the journalist was there 
because of the serial killer, so it was his fault. People 
were really not thinking clearly. And some neigh-
bours appearing on the news even tried to provoke 
the killer by bragging about their lack of civility, as 
if this attitude would win over other people’s sympa-
thies. No one showed concern for slovenliness.
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Please reconsider.
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Chasing
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The only witness of the serial killer was a dog, whose 
human companion had been choked to death with 
dog poop. The pet, a Labrador retriever, was called 
to the new crime scene with the hope that he could 
smell something unnoticeable for the police. Even 
if it seemed absurd at first, the dog did react when 
he arrived. It was restless, moving around the crime 
scene, but its movements seemed pointless, except 
for a young police officer, who realised that the dog 
would always stop moving at the same place, a man-
hole, before going back to its new owner, now a sad 
widower.

The young police officer thought that such man-
hole could explain how the serial killer moved 
around the town and stuff his victims without being 
spotted, in a subterranean world. He tried to call 
other police officers’ attention, without success, so 
he decided to lift the manhole cover. The dog started 
barking, as dogs cannot clap their hands, but other 
police officers ordered to put the cover in place again 
to avoid more accidents. Frustration could be read on 
the dog’s face, as well as on the young police officer, 
who was sent for some coffees. The dog comforted 
him for a while, before going back to the sad wid-
ower, who could not understand why his wife was 
murdered under such atrocious, vulgar and pesti-
lent conditions. In fact, lack of understanding was 
quite common among grief-stricken families, unca-
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pable of understanding the choice of victims and 
the modus operandi. Slovenliness was irrelevant, 
not significant. Is there anyone who has never once 
dropped a cigarette butt, a can, a plastic bottle, a 
mask, gloves or anything else on the streets? Or left 
dog poop there… These were daily actions, ordinary 
minor mistakes, which did not justify any death. 
Otherwise, half the population should be executed, 
plus seventy-five percent of smokers… The pig exec-
utor was irrational. He was also called “stuffer” by 
non-creative critics, as well as “fucking slaughterer”, 
which was rather long but disdainful enough.

The next victim was soon on stage. It was a food 
delivery man working for a restaurant at Prats de 
Molló Street. All the cigarette butts usually found 
around the restaurant, where delivery men used to 
wait for orders, were stuffed in his throat. On his 
forehead, the signature word in green.

Protesters demonstrated in the streets, claiming 
for a resolution of the case, but they also achieved to 
generate a huge amount of rubbish on their way. A 
special cleaning squad service was required, so that 
the streets could be clean enough to assume daily 
dirtiness.

The murderer disappeared and no more victims 
were found. Only cigarette butts and other rubbish 
were found in the streets, back to normal despite the 
victims.
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The young police officer asked for permission 
again to descend through manholes, but, inexplica-
bly, he got a no for answer. Researchers were focused 
on the handbills and the victims’ belonging, includ-
ing their stuffing. There was so much to trace that 
no more research lines were opened. Also, having no 
more victims put the issue on the back burner: front 
pages published news about football. People protest-
ed against a tax increase on inheritances and other 
gifts, bolstering government coffers after so many 
deaths due to covid-19 before the following plunder 
by ruling politicians.

The few ones still thinking about the pig murderer 
wondered why he was not acting again. The streets 
were packed with cigarette butts, like a huge litter, 
even more than before, suggesting that having vic-
tims was useless. Slovenliness was so common and 
ordinary that nobody cared about it. The murderer 
was only remembered in comments like “Be careful 
with the crazy cleaner…”, as if he was just a bogey-
man in children’s tales meant for adults who didn’t 
care about civic values. Regardless of age, education 
or social status, the town was littered with pigs.

The stubborn young police officer decided to go on 
with his own research line, despite having no per-
mission. He knew that he was on the right path, but 
he had no legal means to have access to underground 
tunnels. In fact, the murderer had no permission 
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either to access the underground world, so he should 
also break the rules to follow his hunch. He decided 
to look for a manhole in a solitary street in the out-
skirts. He went through it. The stench in the tunnels 
was hard to cope with, although he got used to it as 
he moved forward. Moving around was not so easy 
as he hoped for. He cursed his superiors: it would 
have been so easy to access directly on spot! But now 
he was wandering around underground. When he 
arrived on spot, his eyes peered and his ears perked. 
Too many days had elapsed since the latest murder, 
so the killer could have cleaned all evidence. But 
the young police officer had one thing clear: it was 
very easy to move around without being noticed. 
There were some moorings, which could be used to 
lift a dead body. He wanted to analyse them, but he 
needed tools to take one out, so he would have to 
go back to the underground world, without permis-
sion again. He was tempted to ascend there, but he 
thought it twice and went back all the way to the 
manhole in the outskirts. If he was discovered there, 
he could not follow his research and he could also 
be kicked out of the police department, which was 
his dream work, although, for the moment, his tasks 
were far from his dream of service and protection.

He insisted on his superiors about a new investiga-
tion line, but he was just given a daily press: no word 
about the serial killer, only words about tax increase. 
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Of course, taxes were raised for all citizens except 
for those promoting this tax increase, who were the 
beneficiaries of special conditions set by themselves. 
Never mind who rules, it is always the same song. 
And people are so used to it that nobody reacts. 
People are sleeping. But if they were awake, nobody 
would have enough common sense to react to it. 
Things were like this, nothing else could be done. 
Only daydreamers think that it can be changed, but 
they are sentenced to be considered stupid, dumb, 
fools who cannot accept reality. Denouncing injus-
tice was a source of problems and defencelessness.

As if being forgotten and seeing people behaving 
like pigs bothered the serial killer, after five months 
of his latest victim, he killed again. This time, three 
corpses were found in the junction of three streets, 
in a nameless square which was now called “Pigs 
Square” in a plaque presumably made by the serial 
killer. The plaque was withdrawn to look for evi-
dences. Each victim was placed in one of the edges 
of the triangular-shaped square, each one killed in a 
different way.
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The victim stuffed with cigarette butts was facing 
Del Camp street, always littered, even after the seri-
al deaths. Another victim, stuffed with beer cans, 
was facing Herzegovina street. And the third corpse, 
filled with dog poop, was facing Prats de Molló 
street. They all had the word pig on their foreheads.

This crime scene, besides including more corpses 
and naming a triangular-shaped square, was differ-
ent than the previous ones. The area was dirty, as 
dirty as it usually is, so police researchers thought 
that maybe the murderer was interrupted in his 
usual cleaning. However, an independent journalist 
thought differently: she wrote that it was a final 
scene, in which the victims were left among their 
own dirtiness, because the murderer did not want to 
be exemplary any more. Instead, she wrote that he 
preferred to leave the scene as he found it, so that 
people could eventually see what he was seeing all 
the time.
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The young police officer insisted on going through a 
nearby manhole, again, and he was ignored, again. 
As if fate was comforting, the independent journal-
ist approached him. She had witnessed how he was 
sent for a coffee instead of being paid attention, so 
she decided to offer him her help. She did not need 
any superior’s permission to go down the manhole, 
but the young police officer was not willing to share 
his research line with an unknown journalist. He 
rejected her help politely and she, with a matter-of-
fact face, smiled and handed him her business card, 
just in case he changed his mind and decided to 
follow his instincts instead of being just a coffee guy. 
Such comment caused offence to him, despite being 
true and rather evident, and he walked away, but he 
found no litter bin on his way, so he kept her busi-
ness card in his pocket.

The return of the serial killer caused social unrest, 
so ruling politicians made the best of it by approving 
the announced tax increase and raising their sala-
ries, as if both events had something to do. Bigwigs 
behaved like pickpockets, taking advantage of any 
distraction. No matter when dodges were performed, 
they were always of their benefit. Outrage was not 
a problem: bigwigs always behave as they please, 
although they usually try to save their faces by water-
ing their ruses down with other pieces of bad news, 
so that nothing seemed to affect the welfare state.
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On the other hand, mass media blamed the police 
department and forgot everything else, as if journal-
ist were also blind and amnesic, beating around the 
bush with political indecency. The press was part 
and took part on the official ruse.

Three days after the triple murder, police research-
ers confirmed that the serial killer had changed his 
modus operandi: there was no papering and no new 
victim. Instead of feeling relieved, researchers got 
worried. On the fifth day, nobody heard from the pig 
executor, causing major distress. Such behaviour was 
not common among serial killers, who usually follow 
routines. Some people suggested the possibility of 
having more than one serial killer, but his signature 
on his victims’ forehead was a clear evidence.

After a week, a graffiti artist was arrested in the 
triangular-shaped square. Citizens could put a face 
and a name to the serial killer, but luckily for him, 
it took less time to realise that it was the wrong 
person again. His graffities were just a vulgar act of 
vandalism, as neighbours admitted, and the trian-
gular-shaped square continued being a pigsty. But 
nobody cared: people are used to living in shit holes.

After a while with no news or incidents, the young 
police officer decided to break the rules again and 
go down through a manhole. The moorings had no 
DNA trace: rain and sewage had erased any evidence 
whatsoever. Mass media also forgot about it, full of 
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fleeting news, preventing the audience from follow-
ing a case in depth. Even the most atrocious crimes 
were forgotten. Nobody seemed bothered any more 
by the tax increase and the soft jobs that politi-
cians held.  Nobody cared if there was a serial killer 
running free in Barcelona. Now, only football and 
some gossips were the talk of town, except for the 
independent journalist, who kept publishing things 
about the serial killer in her own web site.

The plaque with the inscription “Pigs Square” was 
erased and repainted again and again, like persisting 
stains, and neighbours did not care much about dirt-
iness. Few people who dared to denounce dirtiness 
were humiliated. Like with covid-19, many people 
thought they were immune, so they considered that 
dirtiness was not significant enough, maybe just like 
a short-lived piece of art. Who dared to condemn 
them? Who dared to correct or educate them? People 
are adult, even those who do not wear compulsory 
masks or who use hand-held mobile phone while 
driving. These people break the rules at their own 
will, because being an adult does not imply behaving 
as such.

As the pandemic was not still over, a new outbreak 
required a second confinement, but, as with the first, 
people’s reaction was not even: some took it serious-
ly, some others were indifferent to danger. In theory, 
if less people were out, less dirty were the streets, 
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but it was not the case. Pigs littered around, even if it 
was their own hallway. Cigarette butts flied off from 
windows and balconies and those neighbours who 
went down to the street to smoke left their smoky 
evidence in tree grilles or pavements. Any place 
was valid other than litter bins. Cans, bottles, wrap-
pings… they all ended up forgotten around. Masks 
and gloves were part of the pavement as if by magic, 
because people were not using them to cover their 
hands and faces.
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Common sense suggested that people had learnt 
from the first confinement, but it was not so: many 
more people believed they were immune and many 
others ignored the virus. Some considered that the 
pandemic was a porky pie, despite having overcrowd-
ed hospitals and many deaths with respirators and 
no company at all.

The first corpses found other than covid-deceases 
were two men on their late fifties or early sixties. 
The crime scene was again in the recently-called Pigs 
Square. The author was evident: their throats were 
deformed with cigarette butts and beer cans, respec-
tively, and their foreheads were marked with the word 
PIG. The serial killer was acting again, but with a 
new prop: a mask was covering their eyes. And there 
was a new word written on it: INMUNE. The crime 
scene was a pigsty so it was hard to find any clue 
among such dirtiness generated by neighbours who 
have no esteem for their city or their fellow citizens. 
In short, some people are paid to clean afterwards.

In this new crime scene, Anaïs and Marc met 
again. Journalist and police officer were faced with 
a new chance. This time, Marc made the first move, 
tired of not being paid attention by his superiors. 
Only a few words were necessary and they arranged 
a meeting after work. Marc’s superior told him off, 
thinking that he was flirting while being on duty, so 
he was sent for some coffees.
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As there was an official quarantine, despite not 
being followed by many people, bars were closed, so 
they met at her office. It was a coworking space but 
nobody was there at that time, so they were alone to 
talk about the case. He felt anxious for acting behind 
his superior’s back. On the contrary, she looked 
proud of her initiative. It could be a great chance for 
both of them. Marc told her bluntly his theory about 
the murderer’s modus operandi underground. She 
paid attention and took some notes. She wanted to go 
down a manhole, but he considered it was too risky, 
as people were not allowed to wander around due to 
confinement measures. But Anaïs insisted and they 
decided to meet in the outskirts on his first day off.

People were so used to breaking confinement rules 
that their meeting in the outskirts raised no suspi-
cion. She arrived earlier, but he was already there. In 
fact, he was already down there, as he emerged from 
a manhole. She had a bad scare, but smiled, making 
him feel confident and relaxed, despite contravening 
his superior’s orders. He did not want any last-min-
ute surprise, so he had examined down the manhole 
first. They moved forward in the tunnels faster than 
expected. He realised that some moorings were new, 
confirming his theories. She unpacked surveillance 
cameras and placed them around, trying to leave 
them unseen, with a good shooting angle. Then she 
started taking pictures. In a moment of lucidity, he 
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reminded her that she could not release these pic-
tures until the serial killer was caught. She turned 
back at him with an angry look: it was an unneces-
sary remark. She had no intention to reveal anything 
that may jeopardize their research. She was no fool. 
Before he could add anything else, she calmed him 
down. She would never reveal his collaboration with-
out his consent.

Suddenly, they heard some voices, at least three 
people. They were not supposed to be there. Nobody 
knew they were down there, so if it was the mur-
derer, he would have an easy job and no one would 
look for them in the underground world. Marc did 
not want to take unnecessary risks, so he packed 
everything and left with Anaïs, leaving surveillance 
cameras on spot. In the underground world there 
was no signal, so they will have to go down again to 
recover the images, but on some other day, without 
strangers around.

Back on surface, they made an appointment on 
Marc’s following day off, to check on the recordings 
of the security cameras. Anaïs had flexible working 
hours, so if the serial killer acted again, she would 
not wait for him to see the images. Marc, reading 
her mind, told her that if a new corpse appeared, he 
would find a way to skip a day of duty.  He would not 
leave her alone down there. She was not trained to 
face a psychopath. It had nothing to do with gen-
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der, although Anaïs argued that she could care for 
herself. Marc was meant to serve and protect people 
and they were chasing a serial killer, with victims of 
both genders and different physical conditions, so it 
was not a minor threat.

No more corpses appeared while citizens were con-
fined in phase 0, phase 0.5 or even phase 0.9, lasting 
for a month. Like in previous confinements, some 
people (many) considered that covid-19 was an inven-
tion and there was no need to take measures. Some 
who believed themselves immune were not lucky and 
ended up dead or caused other people to die, but they 
were not considered to be killers and could not be 
denounced for involuntary manslaughter.

The serial killer seemed to take quarantines 
seriously, or he had enough with his two last pigs, as 
Anaïs published, despite the rest of journalists called 
them victims and even exemplary citizens. Some 
neighbours admitted that they were not civic, but 
they were not killers either, so compared to the pig 
executor, they were nice citizens. Moreover, speak-
ing ill of the dead was a bad thing.

Anaïs and Marc met on his day off to check securi-
ty cameras. Recordings showed maintenance services 
working down there. Anaïs decided to talk to them, 
just in case they had seen someone suspicious in 
the underground world. Marc was concerned at her 
enthusiasm. He was still following orders from supe-
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riors who ignored him. He was given the task to file 
all evidences of the case, just “shit evidences”, quite 
literally. He insisted in following other research 
lines, but he was never listened. 

Camera recordings showed nothing significant, 
only rats wandering around. Interviews with main-
tenance services reported no news either, other 
than having seen some graffiti artists down there to 
practice drawings (the most creative artists) or just 
signatures (the less imaginative artists). Anaïs decid-
ed to go down a manhole again, without Marc, to 
check on the graffities, in search of a signature lead-
ing to an artist. The underground world is not a good 
exhibition venue, but some artists only need a place 
to express themselves and create, not an audience.

The official meeting with Marc was next Mon-
day, precisely the day Barcelona entered phase 1 
for the second time. Marc was late. He was held up 
by a neighbour. When he arrived at the meeting 
point, Anaïs was no longer there. He had sent her 
a message warning about his delay, but she did not 
reply. The waiters from a nearby bar could not state 
whether she left or she was not there yet. He sent her 
another message. Shortly afterwards, he decided to 
call her. The dialled number could not be reached. 
He was getting nervous. He decided to ask for help 
to some colleagues: he needed to know the last spot 
where her cell phone had signal. No wonder: her 
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latest signal was on the manhole in the outskirts. In 
a rush, he went after her. Going to the outskirts was 
not easy: people who thought themselves immunes 
and groups of friends were wandering around, so he 
had to slow down to keep distance with them. Going 
down the manhole was easier and he soon got under 
the so-called “Pigs Square”. Anaïs was not there, 
so he walked towards Balmes street in the under-
ground world. His eyes peered and his ears perked, 
hoping to see or hear anything from her. He even 
called her name. Suddenly, he saw a flashing light 
and he ran to it. He called her again, breaking the 
prevailing silence.

Before entering a room on his left, a person 
stepped on him and made him loose balance. Luck-
ily, this same person got hold of him before he 
felt into the canal. When he realised who was this 
person, with a huge smile on her face, he relaxed. It 
was Anaïs. He got to his feet and started asking ques-
tions, but she did not reply. He just led him into the 
room. The walls were papered with pictures of the 
victims getting the streets dirty. In the middle of the 
wall, there was a white board in which, to his sur-
prise, videos of the victims were shown. It was rather 
weird to see those people in their daily routines, not 
being aware of the camera or their final fate, being 
slovenly in their actions with cigarette butts, cans, 
papers, dog poop… leaving testimony of their sloven-
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liness for posterity.
In the opposite wall there was a projector tapped 

into utility lines. There was also a note in green ink:

I quit, it’s your funeral.
I’m off.

Anaïs had it clear: it was the piece of news of her 
life. Marc saw it as a chance to be promoted and start 
a good research line. There were hundreds of clues 
in the room. Moreover, if his last words were true, 
the murderer was also a fugitive now. Barcelona was 
safe again. In fact, only citizens were safe, because 
the city would suffer their slovenliness over and over 
again.
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Be clean, don’t be a pig.
Respect our environment.

Thank you.











Slaughtering
PIGS

Ot Mercè Manel

Too real a tale.

It’s in your hands.

Show that you want BCN.

Do not get lost,

use the bins,

ashtrays and containers

or

Take your dirt with you,

DO NOT share it,

DO NOT forget it.

Thank you.


