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BALLAD OF VENTAS PRISON

THIS IS THE
STREET, RIGHT? MARQUÉS

DE MONDÉJAR... YES, STOP
THERE IN FRONT OF 

NUMBER SIX.

MADRID, MAY 1939

THIS ONE
GOT IT GOOD.

BAH, SHE
MUST HAVE DONE

SOMETHING.

¿WHAT’S THAT 
NOISE?

NOTHING, JUST AN EXECU-
TION... THE CEMENTERIO DEL 
ESTE IS SO CLOSE  THAT 
YOU CAN HEAR EVERYTHING 

FROM HERE.

DID YOU HEAR 
THAT?

NOW COME
THE COUPS DE 

GRÂCE.



NOW THAT ELISA VÁZQUEZ 
IS HERE, WE’VE GOT ALL 

OF THEM. EVERYTHING’S IN 
ORDER.

IT’S SO HOT!
THERE MUST BE A 
STORM COMING.

IN VENTAS PRISON, WE INMATES COUNTED EACH COUP DE GRÂCE TO KEEP TRACK OF 
THE FALLEN.

ELEVEN ELISA!
IS THAT YOU?

ELEVEN

ELEVEN

GOSH... WHAT HAPPENED 
TO YOU? WHAT DID THOSE 

THUGS DO TO YOU?
DOCE



WE ATE ONCE A DAY. THEY HANDED OUT THE GRUEL IN SHIFTS OF FIVE HUNDRED AT A TIME.

ARE YOU OK, ELISA?
YOU HAVEN’T TAKEN A BITE

OR SAID A WORD.
MY HEAD HURTS,

NIEVES... I DON’T WANT TO
EAT, I DON’T WANT TO

SPEAK.

LET’S GO, LET’S GOOO!! EVERYONE
TO THE CHAPEL, QUIIICKLY!!

YOUR FRIEND 
IS A LITTLE 
UNFRIENDLY.

WHAT DID YOU EXPECT,
PALMIRA? THE POOR THING WAS

AT THE NUÑEZ DE BALBOA POLICE
STATION... THEY USE GESTAPO METHODS 

OVER THERE: ELECTRODES
AND ALL THAT...

BESIDES, SHE’S STILL 
WAITING TO HEAR ABOUT 
THE TRIAL. NOW YOU DO

“THE HEAVENS THAT YOU PROMISED ME DO NOT 
MOVE ME TO LOVE YOU, MY LORD...”

TONIGHT WE’RE
GOING TO HOLD A 

“PRIVATE” CONCERT  
IN THE BATHROOMS,
DO YOU WANT TO 

COME?

NO.

WHAT DID THEY DO TO 
YOU TO MAKE YOU SO 

FEARFUL?



NINETEEN
I DON’T WANT TO HEAR 
ANYMORE SUBVERSIVE 

CONCERTS AT NIGHT! IS TH
AT 

UNDERSTOOD?

THAT’S THE PRISON. 
THEY SAY IT’S FULL OF 

WHORES.

IF IT HAPPEN AGAIN, I 
SWEAR THAAAT...!

WHAT?
THAT YOU’LL 
SEND US TO 

PRISON?HA

HA

HA

TRAMPS, 
THAT’S WHAT 
THE LOT OF 
YOU ARE.

TRAMPS, THAT’S WHAT THESE NEW
CIVIL SERVANTS ARE. OURS DIDN’T

BEHAVE LIKE THAT...

NO, IT’S JUST THAT 
YOU LOOKED THE 

OTHER WAY.



* Junta de Casado: junta militar compuesta el 6 de marzo de 1939 por republicanos, socialistas y anarquistas.

WHAT’S THAT ALL ABOUT? 
DIDN’T YOU ALSO LOOK 

THE OTHER WAY?

I COULDN’T...

ON MARCH 6, GENERAL CASADO’S JUNTA CAME TO POWER, 
OUTLAWING COMMUNISTS.

ON THE 15TH, THEY LOCKED US UP RIGHT HERE, IN VENTAS.

THEY’RE GOING TO
HAND US OVER TO FRAN-

CO, YOU’LL SEE.

WE WEREN’T THAT FAR OFF. CASADO’S FOLLOWERS SET US FREE ON 
THE 27TH, ONE DAY BEFORE THE REBELS ENTERED MADRID...

AND IT DIDN’T TAKE THEM 
LONG TO BRING ME BACK, 

NOW DO YOU UNDER-
    STAND?

ELISA
VÁZQUEZ, ELISA 
VÁZQUEEEZ!

GET READY, YOU’RE
GOING TO COURTRIGHT 

NOW.



FOR THE LAST TIME, IF 
I HEAR ANOTHER NIGHT 

CONCEEERT...!

HOW DO
YOU THINK IT’S 
GOING FOR...?

FOR THE CRIME OF 
TREATING ENEMIES 

OF THE STATE AT AN 
INTERNATIONAL RED AID 

HOSPITAL...

... SENTENCED TO DEATH

AND ELISA VÁZQUEZ, 
EVERYTHING IS IN ORDER.

THIS HEAT IS 
UNBEARABLE! IT HAS TO 

RAIN...

THE CONDEMNED COULD BE EXECUTED 
IMMEDIATELY OR IT COULD TAKE YEARS.

Í M REALLY SORRY...
I 

KNOW.

HOW DO YOU MESURE TIMEIN A 
SITUATION LIKE THIS?

TWENTY-SIX



IF THEY TAKE
MUCH LONGER, THE
WATER IS GOING TO

BE SHUT OFF. I HEARD THAT
TOMOROW THERE’S GOING 

TO BE A “REMOVAL”.

AT MIDNIGHT, THEY’LL START CALLING YOU 
DOWN TO THE CHAPEL FOR CONFESSION 

AND THEN...

THEN WHAT?

THE WATER!
THEY’VE SHUT IT

OFF AGAIN!
NIEVES, WAIT!

TONIGHT THERE’S
A “CONCERT”. WHY DONT’T

YOU COME WITH US, 
ELISA?

FINE... WHAT CAN THEY 
DO TO ME NOW?

THIS HAD BETTER 
BE THE LAST 

TIIIME!!



IT’S OK,
COME IN.

WHAT ARE YOU
TALKING ABOUT?

STALIN WILL NEVER MAKE 
A PACT WITH HITLER! 

NEVVVER!!

YEAH,
THAT WATER TASTED 
LIKE GASOLINE...

I THINK THEY
SENT HER OFF TO THE 

QUIÑONES PSYCH

NOW?

WITHOUT ANY WARNING, 
SOMEBODY STARTED... “Ventas prison, fabulous hotel, 

where one lives and dines so well...”



... “Where there’s no bed, 
no rest and you’d be 

better off in hell”

“For everything there’s a queue. Even 
the loo, delicious cement passes for bread, 
with nothing but lentils one makes due

one dish a day is what you’re fed”  

“Luxurious tiles a matress make
so when we wake our kidneys

are a mess”.

GLIDING AND TRAVELING, ELISA DANCED. SHE WAS HAPPY, YOU COULD TELL BY 
THE WAY SHE MOVED.



ON THE LAST DAY, WE TRIED TO LOOK HAPPY, 
AS IF NOTHING WERE HAPPENING.

I’D LIKE TO 
GIVE YOU...

THANK YOU, NIEVES

ELISA VÁZQUEZ,
ELISA VÁZQUEZ, TO 

THE CHAPEEEL!

I’M COMING, DON’T YOU 
SEE THAT I’M NOT DONE 
SHROUNDING MYSELF?



THE USED TO BRIBE THE CONVICTED: IF THEY CONFESSED, 
THEY WERE ALLOWED TO WRITE TO THEIR FAMILIES. 

I DON’T NEED TO, 
FATHER: MY HUSBAND 
DIED IN THE WAR...

... AND I’VE ALREADY SAID 
GOODBYE TO WHAT IS LEFT 

OF MY FAMILY.

THE TRUCK WENT TO THE PORLIER PRISON FIRST, TO PICK UP 
THE MEN, AND THEN TO VENTAS.

AND ELISA VÁZQUEZ, 
EVERYTHING’S IN

ORDER
IT’S GOING TO 
RAIN TODAY, 
FOR SURE.

HER FATE, THE CONCRETE WALLS OF THE CEMENTERIO DEL ESTE.



I FELT EMPTY AND LUCID AT THE SAME TIME SURELY THOSE BASTARDS 
WON’T MAKE HER SUBMIT, 

NIEVES, SURELY...

I DIDN’T HAVE THE STRENGTH TO 
TELL HER THAT IT DIDN’T MATTER 
ENYMORE, THAT I ONLY WANTED TO 

SEE ELISA ONE MORE TIME.

GLIDING AND TRAVELING AS SHE DANCED... ... HAPPY.

ONE


