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24 hours 
have passed 

already since the 
deadline set by 
the abominable 
terrorists.

And what has our 
government done?

What were the decisions 
made by our President 

and his ministers in this 
moment of crisis and 

drama?



17

They reacted just 
as they always do. 

They have done 
nothing. Nothing! 

Nothing!
BURRP!

Nothing more than 
letting time pass, 
of course, which is 
typical of this weak, 

faltering government 
we have to put up with.

An ineffectual 
government resulting 

from a desperate pact, 
one that completely 
ties the hands of the 

executive branch.

And all the while, the 
true patriots’ last 

hope of liberty lives 
on in an unknown 

location, in the hands 
of bloodsuckers.
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The terrorists are 
blackmailing this 
foolish, finnicky 

government.

But those of us who 
truly foot the bill are 
the decent, liberty-

loving citizens.
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I’m not surprised 
by what’s 

happening. It’s 
not the first time 
in Spain’s history 
that the left has 
shown its true 

colors. 

They smell 
blood and 
get worked 
up like the 

bloodsuckers 
they are. Some 

of us don’t 
forget what 

they did in ’36.

…murderers…

Hmm…

Huh?

Huh?

Riki! Get up! 
We didn’t set the 
alarm! My dad is 

up already!

SH
 OOT
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Damn, girl, 
what time 

is it?

 I 
have to 
take a 
leak.

Don’t 
make a 
sound!

You’re 
not going 
to give 

me a good 
morning 
kiss?

Shit, I don’t 
know why you 
bother with 

all the secrecy. 
You’re 24 
years old.

A 
smack is 
what I’ll 
be giving 

you. Take one in 
the street!

I’ll 
distract him 

while you sneak 
out.

And at this rate 
I’m never going to 

meet him.

You 
don’t know 

my dad.

Get 
dressed, get 

dressed!

Seven! 
I told you that 

you had to go at 
five, before he 

woke up!

Damn, what 
a drag. What do we 

do now? What if I stay 
in bed until he goes 

out? 
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Good 
morning, 

dad.

Sweetheart, 
did you sleep 

well?

Sweetie, in these 
houses at night, 

you can hear 
everything.

Very well, 
dad. And you, 

did you get any 
rest?

Ah, 
did you 

hear any 
noises?

The 
neighbors?

Well, sweetie, 
you know that it’s 
getting harder and 

harder for me to sleep, 
the smallest noise 

wakes me up.

Th…the 
neighbors 

were bothering 
you too?
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Good 
morning

Pff…

Guh 
mooring 
neighfor 

Dad, how can 
you listen to 
this jerk?

He 
entertains 

me.
Anything 

new?

Sadly, in this 
country, 

we’ve already 
seen this 
story play 

out for many 
years.

Freely. Fearlessly. 
Unlike their 

rivals.

And while 
the militant 

wing spreads 
terror, the 

“likeable 
face” shows 
up for the 
elections.

Nor can we be 
surprised that they use 
tactics learned from the 

Basque nationalists. Because 
they learned them directly from 

the masters, Venezuela and 
North Korea.
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No, 
nothing. 

The 
same.

How much 
time is left? 

A week?

 Six days.Maybe 
they’ll know 

something at the 
newspaper.

What do you 
think they’ll 

do?

Can you 
turn that 

down?

With 
pleasure.

I’ll be right 
there.

You’re 
wrapped up in 
it too, dad?

Ha, ha. 
I’m wrapped up 

in everything, my 
dear. Have a good 

day.

Are you going?

Yes, my dear. With this mess, 
we’re up to our eyebrows in work 

at the department. 

Who? 

All of 
them.

People who 
know how 

politics work 
on the inside 

are afraid 
and have 

asked me to 
speak out: 
“Aquilino, 

you can do 
it.”

But I have to be 
prudent, because if I 
say something, they 
send me before the 
judge. They take off 
his leash and set him 

on me.

Well, that was 
before, now they 

may even send 
someone to pay me 
a surprise visit. 

But I’m warning 
you, thugs: Aquilino 
González Lepanto is 

waiting for you.

In this country, there is no 
longer any freedom of 

expression! And I, who once 
fought against Francoism, 
will now have a complaint 

filed against me for telling 
the truth.
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The mailman 
came already? 
How strange.
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There’s no 
stamp.
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Hey!

What’s the 
matter, don’t you 
have eyes in your 

head?

Are you 
a jackass or 

are you still in 
training?

Go fuck 
yourself, 
princess.

You 
go fuck 

yourself, 
moron.

Oh!

What’s 
going on 
    here?

What’s the 
matter, did they 
not give it to you 
good enough last 

night?
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Miss…

I’d better not 
block traffic, 

officer. 

H-have a 
good day.

Oh God, I’m 
so sorry.

Ugh…
Look, 

shit-for-
brains…! 

Ah…

Ha, ha, 
chick, 
you’re 

clumsier 
than a 
bull in 
a china 
closet.

Wah! I’ll pay 
you a 

visit at 
the zoo. 

Ciao!

MMRRGG
FFFSSSH
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“Sometimes I feel like 
a mere hill and other 

times like a mountain of 
repeating peaks”.
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“Sometimes I feel like 
a cliff and other times a 

sky blue but far”.

Damn, I 
never can 
catch you.

I’m not 
old 

enough 
yet to be 
losing my 
memory.

Oof… the 
presentation of 

the plans for the 
Melonera festival. 

Please…

“Partner, you 
know you can 

count on me, not 
up to two or up 
to ten, but count 

on me”.

Anyway, as I was leaving 
the house, something really 

strange happened to me and I 
thought you might be able to give 

me a hand.

Besides, 
they weren’t 
even going to 

publish it.

Look.

In 
fact, I 

believe I 
remember 
you having 

to be 
somewhere 

this 
morning.
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What do you 
think?

He’s a bit 
stale, isn’t he? 

Who is he?

What about 
the numbers?

Do you not use 
Google Maps or 

what?

Kids these days.

They’re 
coordinates.

Coordinates?

I don’t know. It 
was in my mailbox 

this morning.

Seriously? 
I thought that 
only happened in 

movies.

To look up 
directions and 
find places, like 

everybody 
else.
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Look… this is… in 
the Sierra de Madrid. By 

Cuelgamuros.

Yeah, or a 
reservoir. I’ll send 
the directions to 

your phone.

He’ll probably pass 
it on to a staff editor 

with experience, like me, 
and he’ll send you to the 

Melonera.

What should you 
do? Tell Ismael 
and he’ll give you 

instructions.

Right
 here.

What is it? 
A swamp?

What 
should 
I do?
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Now, if 
you’re asking 

me what I would 
have done at 

your age, I’ll tell 
you that I would’ve 

run off to see 
what was going on 

before anyone 
else beat me 

to it.

You never 
know where 
you’ll get 
your big 
break.

So 
then…?

Leave the photo with 
me. I have a… strange 

idea. I want to compare it to 
someone while you go to 

the place.

One thing…

Get a move on, 
Antonia! You work 
for a newspaper, 

not the army!

I-I’m going!

Be careful.
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Dad!

I need to 
borrow the 

car.

It’s only to 
go to the Sierra, 
dad! Yes, right 

now!

I swear 
I’ll stop at 

all the lights 
this time!

I’m not 
here, Isma.

Then 
what are 
you doing 

here?

Weren’t you 
supposed to be 

at the Melonera 
thing?

That’s 
right! Heading 

there now!

Ah! 
Ismael!

Antonia?

Here?



“I’m already 
gone!”
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Hey, Riki, I 
don’t think I’ll be 

able to go with you 
to buy the wedding 

present today.

Something’s 
come up and I don’t 
know how late I’ll 
be. It might take 

all day.

Riki, plz! 
I’ve asked u a million 
times not 2 whine!

If u want, u can buy 
it urself, u don’t 
need me at all.

Riki, I can’t keep 
texting!

I’m driving and it’s 
distracting!

I’m sorry, Riki, but 
I’m a journalist. U 
know it’s like being in 
the army!
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No, not me…

AH!

Son 
of a 

bitch!

Oh my 
God!

You 
again!

Ass-
holeeee!

Uh…

Hang on! 
Hang on!

Are 
you 

alright?

Good 
night, 
sir…

What 
happened?

You’ve 
mistaken me… 
for someone 

else…

We’ve never 
met… I’m in a 

hurry…
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Well it seems 
as if we’ve 

arrived at our 
terminal.

Or is this only 
the connecting 

station?
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Ah!

I spy 
with my 
little 
eye.

This is going to 
be more fun than 

I thought.

Time to 
make a 

decision.

Typical for 
the Sierra, no 

signal.



One…

Two…

Three..

And…
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If this leads 
me to a daycare 

at a housing 
development, 
we’ll all have a 

laugh.

Wh-when I 
recover from 
pneumonia, of 

course.
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UGHHH…

UGHHH…

OOF.

OOF.

OOF.

Nobody’s 

more 
stub-
born

than me.
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I need to hide!...

Surely one of 
these buttons 
will open that 

door…
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