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SUPERINTENDENT



If you understand the 
root, you understand

its fruit.



This is
your city.

13



And this, 
your house. 

It’s here that you’ve 
lived for four years.
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Even though sometimes 
you don’t know wheth-
er you’re living or hiding 
yourself from the world.

But… who are you?
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And it’s here
where I spend my 

simple days.

My name is Amalia.
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I’m the old super’s daughter.

Since my mother passed, 
I’ve taken her place.

I keep an eye on the 
entrance, to see 
who’s coming and 

going… that’s what 
supers do, isn’t it

I sweep, mop the 
floor, distribute 

the mail… 

That sort
of thing.



It doesn’t take 
me much time. And 

when someone 
needs me I can 

hear them calling.

In this building 
almost nothing ever 
happens… which gives 
me time to spend on 

other things.
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 Before arriving 
here I used to 

think I had gone 
through some 
really awful 

things.

But now I see they 
weren’t as important as 

they seemed.

It was no more than what 
happens to everybody.
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Here I am, age 9…
I had tons of guy

friends…

And
a girl friend

or two.

There aren’t
many of my 

father before
the war.

After the
funeral we came 
to this damned 

place. 

There’s
dudu!

Because… who am I?

Well, someone like 
anyone…

The only photo of 
them together.

Here, 
with her 

bag packed, on 
leave on the coast… 
I was already there, 

pushing to get 
out.
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My mother
put this album

together…
Studying is

fine for some… but if
it’s not for you, you

get to work. 

I grew up… and
all of this became too

small for me. I was crazy
about getting away… wherev-
er, far away, to study… even 
though I didn’t apply myself 

very enthusiastically
to that.

And then,
what some might 
call the man of 
your dreams ap-
peared. Well, of

my dreams.

She never said it, but she pasted these 
photos in one by one… as if to leave me a 

memory of myself.

And
that’s 
what I

did.

The more I look 
at the photos, 

the less I recognize 
myself.

It’s as if I’m 
looking at 

someone else’s 
life.
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Could I buy you 
a drink, miss? 

Surprise me.

I know it sounds cheesy, but 
it’s what I thought the day 

                 I met him.

I believe he did surprise me.

From there you could 
glimpse the future, he 

told me.

He took me out to the rocks.

Chemistry, they say.

Ahem…

?



I don’t make much 
just now…

I can’t give
you much else, 

but I can give you 
a ride in a

boat.

Do you
see it?

He was working on 
a merchant ship 
that had docked 
for a few weeks 
across from the 

pier.

“The Superb,” a freighter that 
transported containers.

Yes, I know…
I’m a simple

sailor. 

But one day
I’ll be a cook, an 
engine officer…
or a captain!



How did you not 
realize it sooner, 

Amalia?

Well, there are 
the mermaids, they 

say… but that’s 
pure fantasy.

Will you wait
for me until 
then, Amalia?

I, ahem… you’ll 
see… this is for 

you, Amalia.

You know?
On the high seas

we don’t see many
women… at least,

not ones like
you.



Lies.

We were going to get 
married. I was in love. 
That is to say… blind.

He used to tell me he 
was going to buy a 

house… and where was 
he going to get the 

money from?

When you choose a melon 
it’s always an adventure. 

You take it 
home. But until you open it, you 

don’t discover if it’s sweet 
or rotten. Or if it’s going to 

kill you from indigestion. 

Mine turned out
to be flavorless. A fraud, 

I mean…. It wasn’t even
a melon.

We spent eight years on 
that foolishness. 



The day of the wedding I 
waited hours for him…

“The Superb,” you
say? Well, nope. 

No messages, no calls, 
not a damned clue of

his whereabouts.
And he never showed up. It set sail years ago,

Ms… Mrs. or Miss?

What can you do when the 
so-called man of your life 
turns out to be a scam? Sweet-

heart!

The number you are 
trying to reach has 
been disconnected or

is out of service.
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My mother’s death decided my fate.

Thank you, 
Mom.

 I quit my job, I left my apartment, my friends, everything. I came back to this hole. And I dedicated 
myself to wallowing in my pain, without ever suspecting that far worse things can happen to you.

You have to 
eat something, 

sweetie…

Hang on to my 
glasses, I’m always 
forgetting where I 

put them…



I always tell myself it’s 
temporary. It’s been 
four years already…

By midmorning, when I’ve 
distributed the mail, I can 
crash here in peace, make 
myself a cup of tea and 

rest.

Here I have a roof 
over my head, a 

paycheck, and a sofa.

I don’t know, it’s 
like I’ve gotten 

used to it.

Here I read, 
watch TV, and 

sleep.

I often talk to the Bruce Lee 
posters that my mom left on 
the wall… and I imagine that 

they talk back. 

Strange, isn’t it?

It’s my 
imaginary pep 

talk.

That we are, 
Amalia. That 

we are.

Underneath it 
all we’re alright, 
aren’t we Bruce?
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My mother loved 
Bruce Lee.

In one of his 
books she had 
a few pages 

marked…

…that gave her answers and 
comfort for everything.

and she knew 
many of his famous 

catchphrases… 

For example…

To her he seemed 
handsome and 

brave.



One evening, the Little 
Dragon was coming back 
along the cliff’s path…

But absorbed in his worries, he 
did not see the black storm 
picking up on the horizon.

This very one…
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During the night, a downpour 
of knives spread devastation 
and death across the gloomy 

landscape.

The Little Dragon seemed to be paralyzed 
by the panic growing inside him. 

Invite it to come out, to walk 
around…, to explain its point of 

view to you.
When you feel fear growing within you,

do not think of it as an enemy, but 
rather as an ally. 

And then he remembered the wise words of 
the monk on the snowy mountaintop.

Listen to this 
carefully, little 

one.
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Frankly, that this guy was the one who could comfort my mother fascinated me…

MEOW!

This is what the 
Little Dragon did 
with his own fear.

The night was behind him.
He lifted his gaze and the deadly sheets 
of steel were now drops of sweet frost. 

And when it least expects it, 
shove it into the abyss!



Oh, no!
Not again!

What do you 
want now?



I said drop it!Drop that!

Come
on, let’s

go!

What did
that poor 

rodent ever do 
to you, huh?



If you were 
hungry, you 
only needed 
to say so.

Ow!
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But it’s 
your 

favorite 
can!

What’s 
wrong?

?

HISSS… 
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You know I can’t
understand you… the day 
that you learn to talk, 
we can have interesting 
conversations, but until 

then…



How
disgusting!

The Sepúlvedas 
again!

How very 
disgust-

ing!!!

Where has
that useless 
girl got to?

As if I could 
see it…



 I thought 
it might be 
you, Señora 

Carmen.

The
fifth-floor 
landing is 
disgusting!

Pardon?

That cat of
yours can’t run 

around loose like 
a savage.  You did 
well to name that 
rebellious beast 

Lenin!

dudu.

In this case, a 
Bolshevik! 

It’s only
a cat,
ma’am. 

It doesn’t 
matter, the 

name does not 
make the thing 

what it is.



Give it to him for 
once, Ernesto!

You should’ve 
seen what 

nerve! Have you 
paid atten-

tion to how it 
speaks to us, 

Ernesto?

 It’s just 
that mprmgf… 
he won’t stay 

still, the 
little…!

Enough!

oigan,
no es

  necesari...

Alright already,
Carmen… there’s the

culprit, Miss. I’m going to
skin that troublemaker

once and for all!

Don’t run
away, you dirty

communist!

Say 
some-

thing, for 
heaven’s 

sake.
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Don’t even 
think about 
hitting my 

cat! I’ll make 
sure that 
he doesn’t 

bother you.

Get him 
good!



Let’s go, 
Carmen…

What a 
disaster!

There’s no 
respect in this 

building anymore, 
Ernesto. 

Nor 
in this 

country!

Shh, don’t 
worry, it 

looks like the 
Sepúlvedas are 

leaving.

What a shame! It’s 
such a shame that 

Manuela left… 
what a disgrace! 
Now there was a 

super! 

She died.

Manuela
was my 

mother, ma’am. 
And she didn’t 

leave.

Bah!
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I know, I know…
whatever you want…

but I’ll have to go up and 
sweep, clever kitty. And 

while I’m at it, I’ll hang up 
the wash on the

terrace.

Those stiff old mummies 
from the fifth floor 
don’t appreciate you 

much, do they?

Yes that’s right, before
those two fossils come back 
from their weekly expedi-

tion to the pharmac…
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What’s with that 
face? What’s gotten 

into you now?
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Wow, what
a fright!

It’s almost like 
he had seen a…

Seen a ghost, Amalia?




