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Paco Roca’s latest comic: a dialogue between the world of 
comics and the world of music
Paco Roca makes comics in order to learn. His latest comic emerges from that process 
and his ongoing interest in the music world. For the past five years, Roca and José Manuel 
Casañ, of the popular band Seguridad Social, have been discussing music, the creative 
process, the music industry, and the universe of comic books… On the one hand, the book-
album La encrucijada [The Crossroads] is a dialogue between the music world and the 
comic book world in which Paco Roca attempts to understand why we create and how one 
might manage to live off of it within an industry. And on the other hand, employing distinct 
graphic registries, the project gives shape to the songs that make up Seguridad Social’s 
latest unreleased album in the language of comic books.
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There’s always something 
mysterious in the process of 

creating a story.

Without knowing why, in 
some cases the story asks 

long-winded passages of you, 
and in others silences.

I especially like the silences. 
They’re an important part of 
the story, sometimes they 

contribute a lot more than 
the texts.

 In those scenes it’s the 
reader who has to fill in the 
silences with their thoughts 

and reflections. 

However, I’ve realized that 
I can’t put up with silence 

outside of comics.
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 I always 
need to have 

music on in the 
background, 

especially when 
I’m working.

The music changes  
my mood…  It makes me  

melancholic, 
happy, active…

 In one way or another, that 
mood stirred in me by the 
music leaves traces in my 

work.

Sometimes I even choose a 
soundtrack that goes with 
the feelings I’m trying to 

capture in my pages.

Nat King Cole, Glenn Miller, 
Carlos Gardel, Sam Cooke… 

they were playing while I was
   working on La casa.

That’s the music that reminds 
me of my childhood.
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I can’t listen to that music 
without childhood memories 

coming to mind.

The evocative 
power of music 

amazes me.

 Certain songs remain in our 
memories our whole lives.

When my dad was already sick 
and hardly aware of where 

he was…

He continued to sing those 
songs that had made up the 
soundtrack of his life to

            himself.

Which songs will I hum to 
myself when that moment 

arrives?

Possibly those that have  
been with me over the years, 
the ones that I have heard  

so many times.

Almost assuredly they will 
be those of my youth, when I 
had barely a dozen cassette 
tapes and a few vinyls that 
I listened to over and over 

again.
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If I had to compare the hours 
of pleasure that some albums 
have given me with the money 
they cost, without a doubt 
the money I spent on music 

would be the most profitable 
investment I’ve ever made.

For somebody with no rhythm 
like me, who is incapable of 
dancing with any grace or 
even clapping to the beat  

at a concert…

Making music for me is 
something mysterious.

I know how to make a comic. 
I understand how a novel is 
written or a movie is made.

I know how ideas emerge and 
I know how they should be 
cooked to give them shape 

and to make the story inte-
resting.

But music seems to be an 
inscrutable mystery to me.

How is a song born? How are 
the melody and lyrics created, 
how are they given shape…? 
Maybe that’s the reason I’m 
doing this book together 
with José Manuel Casañ. 

His group, Seguridad Social, 
would form part of the 
soundtrack to my life. 

I don’t know how long I’ve 
known José Manuel. He started 

coming on the radio show 
that I had been a part of for 

more than fifteen years.
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During one of those visits on the show, 
José Manuel burst out singing Jesus Christ 

Superstar…

…Jesus Christ, Jesus 
   Christ, Who are you? 

What have you  
sacrificed?

…and I wrecked it.

Christ, Christ,  
What have you 

sacrificed?

We ran into each other again at the usual 
lunch after the show.

Strangely enough we both  
liked that kitschy rock opera.

Where conversations go from one end to the 
other, crisscrossing, their transformation 

fueled by wine.

May I?

Yes, 
please.

Alright!

So, here we have a 
comic book artist and 

a musician.

And  
a very 

thirsty one 
at that! 
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And you’ve never 
thought of doing 

something together?

In the spring of 2013, I was 
busy working on Los Surcos 

del Azar. 

José Manuel, 
what’s up?

Of course, 
we can 

meet for 
lunch.

This week I can’t. Next 
Tuesday works for me.

Making comics is always an 
uneven business.

Years of work in which you have 
to be very motivated on the 

project so as not to collapse.

For that reason, picking what I’m 
going to invest a part of my life in 

is always a difficult decision. 
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José Manuel is over 
there. He told me you 

guys will be working on 
a project together.

With all of the projects I had on my hands, was I 
going to get myself into yet another? Did it motivate 

me enough to dedicate part of my life to it? 

Have you thought 
about what we 
talked about? 

You mean working 
on a book-album 

together?

José Manuel is a lively guy, full 
of energy. Hearing him speak is like 

listening to a military officer 
give his troops a pep talk.

So, after that first meeting,  
I was already geared up to 

head into battle.

The idea behind the project is 
that together we will create 
different plots. That would be 

the seed.

From there, separately, each 
of us would work on his own 
part. José Manuel would do 
the songs for the album and  
I would do the stories for  

the book. 

I left that lunch excited and 
ready to get to work.

Over the following years we 
would keep on meeting…
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Always in the same restaurant 
where the idea first arose. And at least once a month.

During those long lunches we 
kept giving the project shape.

We talked a lot about music, 
about genres we liked and those 
we wanted our book-album to 

be about.

But we also talked about 
everything we were passionate 

about.

…over wine, beers, and 
gin and tonics we added 

nuance and ideas to  
our story.

The lunches stretched on until the late 
afternoon in excited conversations at 
the table long after we finished eating, 

during which we never stopped  
interrupting each other.

Dozens of good ideas always 
came up. Or at least that’s 

what we thought…
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Because the memory of the 
conversations evaporated just  
as quickly as the alcohol in  

our drinks.

here’s nothing more 
frustrating than having a 
good idea and not being 

able to remember it.

Where do all of those 
forgotten thoughts end up?

For this, starting at a 
certain point, we moderated 

our consumption of 
alcohol…

…And I started coming to 
lunch with a notebook and 

a pen.
And what 

does it say 
here?

Wait, don’t 
go… no, no…
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A recorder was the definitive 
solution against forgetting.

Ready?

Talking with José Manuel made me realize that, just like in art 
history, with music it’s difficult to differentiate the genres 

because they brush up against each other and are continually 
jumbled up. Any music you listen to comes from somewhere and is 

evolving towards somewhere else.

But for our project talking 
about well-differentiated gen-
res interested us, that way we 
could use historical context 

and the associated icons.

We made up a list of genres 
that we’d like to develop in our 

book-album.
…We’ll start with an  

African overture, blues, 
country, rock & roll, soul, 
psychedelia, rumba, reggae, 
heavy metal, punk, rap, and 

we’ll finish with an epilogue 
of African electronica.

From those genres we were 
able to tell a history of 
music chronologically. 

And though each of us would 
work on his part separately…

We would be in touch so 
that what one of us did 

would be permeate into the 
work of the other.

José Manuel progressed at 
high speed. In a few months 
he already had information 
on all of the genres, ideas, 
and even some lyrics for the 

songs.
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However, during all of those 
first months I only had time 
to transcribe what we had 
recorded and to jot down a 

few ideas.

I continued totally swamped 
with Los surcos del azar, tr-
ying to finish it ahead of the 

pre-existing deadline.

On top of that, every fifteen 
days I had to turn in my 

collaboration with El País 
Weekly, I was traveling a lot, 
my father was sick, and I had 

just become a parent.

Even so, I had already laid out 
my next projects. I’ve never fi-
nished a book without knowing 

what I’m going to work on 
next. In the long process of 

making a comic, ideas for new 
books always emerge.

My next project would be El 
caso Odysseus, which I would be 

juggling with the series for El País 
Weekly, and at the same time I was 
hoping to be able to work bit by 

bit on José Manuel’s project.

I’m too optimistic with time, 
and that causes me continual 

frustration.

However with that agenda, 
impossible as it was, upon 

finishing Los surcos, another 
story snuck in that I needed to 

tell: La casa.

While I was working on La 
casa a new front arrived in 

my agenda.

…We’re starting 
what? 

The film, oh… 
yes, that’s 
good news.

Juggling La casa with my 
work as screenwriter and di-

rector for the film adaptation 
of Memorias de un hombre en 

pijama proved impossible.
Pale blue  

or sky blue?

Ummm…

I had to pause my work on La 
casa and concentrate on the 
film, which in the long run 

turned out to be an un-
rewarding and sterile effort, 
and, disillusioned, I finally 

abandoned it.
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In the spring of 2014, while 
I was working on the film’s 
storyboard, José Manuel 

continued at a breakneck speed 
and I was already  

really behind.

 José Manuel, 
what’s up? A little 

busy, yes.

No, no… 
meeting 
up on 

Thursday 
works.

He already had the lyrics for 
almost all of the songs and 
he had even recorded a few 
rough cuts of the melodies. 

He was an avalanche with no 
brakes bearing down on me. 

Here it is.  
See what you 

think.

…Here there’ll be a 
guitar and a double 
bass. Do you dig it?

Very… 
very good. 
I like it.

Over the course of the year 
we had been working on the 
project I had only been able 
to write down a few story-

songs. 

The unstoppable working 
rhythm of José Manuel 

and my own slowness were 
pushing this project in a 

direction that I didn’t want.
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One of the attractions of 
this project was that my 

stories might inspire some of 
José Manuel’s songs

But he was already wrapping 
up his songs, and I worried 
that I would end up simply 
adapting them, which didn’t 

appeal to me at all.

For a little while I thought 
about giving up, but, after 
more than a year of work, 

that seemed to me like 
stabbing our friendship  

in the back.

In July 2014 we got together 
for our last meeting before 

summer break.

At that lunch we talked 
about the songs, the stories… 
everything was going great 
until we got to the gin and 

tonics.

You see, 
I’ve been 

thinking…

I am insecure by nature…

Over the course of any of the 
projects I’ve worked on I have 

many moments of doubt.

Sometimes I stop and take the 
story in another direction. To 
create is to doubt continually 
and if you’re not doubting it’s 
perhaps because you’re taking 

the easy and safe path.

Because I always work alone, 
I keep my doubts and fears to 

myself.
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But on this occasion I could 
share them.

I’ve been thinking 
our project over and 

there’s something 
that doesn’t fit…

  …For me it’s strange  
to be telling stories from a 
culture that’s not my own, 
stories that take place in 
Mississippi, San Francisco, 

London….

See, it’s not that it’s a 
problem in and of it self… 
it’s a question of familia-
rizing yourself enough so 
that you can go beyond 

the obvious…

What worries me is: 
why are two Spaniards 
telling the story of 
British and American 

music?

I don’t 
follow.

Why not tell 
our Latin musical 

history?
Yeah, but…

That would be 
more “natural” 

for me.

That’s fine, but 
that’s another 

project.
Yes, but why 

can’t it be this 
one.

Well, we’ve already 
gotten a lot of it 
done. I have songs 

already…

But couldn’t we tell the 
history of music in the 

20th century from a Latin 
perspective?

don’t know… mediterranean 
music, son cubano, Latin 
musicians in the states, 

Xavier Cugat and Hollywood, 
rumba, new flamenco,  

Latin rock…

For the first time in this project 
it’s me who’s the tsunami…

…We don’t have to start 
from scratch. Surely we 

can reuse a lot of things. 
There’s still time to shift 

direction. 

…and José Manuel a little boat 
fighting against the storm.

That’s the  
project we should 

be doing!

I don’t 
know…
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For the first time our goodbye 
was not effusive, but rather 

pretty cold.

Well… See you 
around.

During the summer months, José 
Manuel left on tour with the 
band and I took advantage of 
the film’s break to head to my 

parent’s country house and start 
working again on La casa.

I couldn’t get José Manuel’s 
face out of my head. I had 
never seen him disappointed. 

Changing the direction of our 
project and bringing it towards 
the Latin world still seemed like 
a good idea to me. But was this 
idea better than the one we had 

been working on for years?

Or did I simply want to wreck the 
project by picking a fight with 

José Manuel because I didn’t have 
the guts to throw in the towel?

José Manuel, 
where are 
you now?

Have you  
thought about 

what we discussed 
the other day?

We planned to talk again in 
September. Though I asked him 

not to go any further.

During those two months of 
summer retreat I worked on La 
casa and intended to get up to 

speed on our project.

And a detached retina 
notwithstanding, I finally 
moved forward with some 
stories to José Manuel’s 

songs.
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After the summer, José Manuel 
had recovered his enthusiasm 
and we found common ground.

 …The history of 
rock is British and 
American, that’s 

true.

It’s not so much about 
talking about American 
culture as it is about 
locating stories in 

that iconic place that 
is rock music.

Something like 
the Western? It’s 

already a “common” 
place that can 
belong to any 

culture.

That’s it. But it’s also 
true that Latin music has 
influenced British and Ame-
rican music, and you could 
tell our particular history 
of rock by going through 

certain Latin places.

So I’ve taken  
out some of the  
genres and have  
added others to  

our project.

They’d be this: Afro,  
blues, country, rockabilly, 
son cubano, soul, rumba, 

psychedelia, Latin rock, heavy 
metal, and reggae.

It was the end of 2014. Nearly 
two years had passed since 

our first meeting. José Manuel 
had finished his ten songs and 
I had only written the scripts 

for the book’s stories.

Just before Christmas, Seguridad Social went 
into the studio to record the album.

Rafa Villalba, the group’s drummer, and Dani 
Rayos would be the producers, along with 

José Manuel.
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I felt weighed down and it was hard for me to 
enjoy the experience. Part of my work was still 

unfinished, and, what’s more, I still hadn’t found a 
link to join the stories. The album didn’t need one, 

but the book did.

Look, this is Aboo. 
He’s from Ghana. 

Nice to meet 
you.

 Villalba’s brought 
him in for “Tambores 

de Guerra”.

Aboo, we’re going to do some 
tests, do whatever you like, 
as long as it’s in crescendo. 

He’s a killer percus-
sionist. You’ll see.

Whenever 
you’re 
ready.
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I hear the drums.
We’re in Africa, where everything begins.
The drums attract beasts and people,
and the fire orders them in their places.
My guardian, León, craves the simple symmetry of the shadows.

León doesn’t understand why generation after generation the first male son 
of his lineage must abandon all responsibility and 
ambition and submit himself to the guardianship of this hut.
What is it he’s really watching? 
Why is it so important that it doesn’t escape?
But he senses… No, no! He knows that I live within its 
bowels. In his solitude, he sometimes speaks to me and I listen.
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León can no longer bear that sterile mission. 
Why should this be my inalterable destiny?
Who decides how my life should be?
Already days have passed since he’s made a difficult decision. 
He opens the door that for eons has never been desecrated
and feels something awakening in its dark interior
He tells me: “You are free!”.

Everything is inevitably unleashed in that fleeting moment.
Actions are always accompanied by their consequences,
and a group of the tribe’s enemies, sent from the bush
by white slavers, springs upon the village’s inhabitants.

20



I know everything about León, I know his hidden desires.
I know what the prize should be for daring to disobey the establishment. 
The white man hands the chief’s wife over to him.
That was the deal! 

Chains, fear, pestilence, pain, and death…
Heading towards a new world.

The ship vomits up the slaves from its burning gut.
Black music has arrived to America.
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