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militiamen are gunned down by a sniper. 

Captain Matías and his comrades discover that the shooter is Alejandro, a fifteen-year-old boy who wants to 
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after the boy and finish him off. However, the captain wants to give him a chance. He’s only “a kid” and he 
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him. And he wants to die fighting. 
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MADRID, SUMMER OF 1938. TWO YEARS HAVE 
PASSED SINCE THE FAILED COUP D’ÉTAT ON THE 

PART OF THE MILITARY AGAINST THE GOVERNMENT 
OF THE SECOND REPUBLIC PROVOKED THE START OF 
THE SPANISH CIVIL WAR. MADRID, WHICH PERSISTS 

UNDER REPUBLICAN CONTROL, RESISTS. JUST 
BARELY, BUT IT RESISTS. THERE IS GREAT HUNGER 

AND, ABOVE ALL, GREAT FEAR. ABOUT THE PRESENT, 
BUT ALSO ABOUT THE FUTURE.

* THEY SHALL NOT PASS! FASCISM WANTS TO CONQUER MADRID. MADRID WILL BE THE TOMB OF FASCISM





COCAINE IN FLOWER,
COCAINE IN FLOWER,
IT’S PASSION DIVINE,

IT’S THE EMBER THAT 
SPELLBINDS, IT’S THE SPARK 
OF LOVE’S POWER COCAINE 

IN FLOWER.



         THE MOON WAS THE GUARDIAN  
   OF LOVERS, AND THEN SHELTERED TOO 
            MY LOVE.

IT’S A PERFUME THAT’S 
SERIOUS, DELIGHTFUL AND 

MYSTERIOUS, IN MATTERS OF 
THE HEART

IT’S A LOVE,  
  THAT STILL PERSISTS 

AND LINGERS LIKE 
THE PERFUME.

COCAINE IN 
         BLOOM!



JUAN… JUANITO, 
SAY SOMETHING TO 
ME, FUCKING HELL! 

JUANITO!

…CO…



WHERE ARE 
YOU, YOU SON 
OF A BITCH…

…WHERE ARE YOU.







WHAT ARE THE 
NEIGHBORS 

SAYING?

NOTHING, NOBODY SAW 
WHAT HAPPENED. AT THAT 

TIME OF NIGHT, THEY 
WERE ALL ASLEEP.

I SEE.



DO YOU THINK IT 
COULD’VE BEEN A 

“PACO”?

MAYBE. MAYBE  
NOT. EITHER WAY…  
IT DOESN’T MAKE A 

DIFFERENCE TO THESE 
TWO ANYMORE.

THEY SAY A “PACO” TOOK OUT TWO 
OF OUR FEMALE COMRADES 

YESTERDAY IN LA LATINA.

SONIA… PASS ME THE WATER, 
WOULD YOU. NOT EVEN A MOOR 
COULD HANDLE THIS HEAT. AND 

FUCK, IT’S ONLY ELEVEN.

AND IF IT WAS A “PACO,” HE WOULD 
BE LONG GONE FROM HERE HOURS 
AGO. WE CAN’T DO ANYTHING HERE 

ANYMORE. REMOVE THE BODIES 
AND LET’S GET OUT OF HERE.

SOUNDS ABOUT RIGHT.



COME ON.



SONIA!



NO, 
SHE’S ALREADY 

DEAD! GET DOWN, 
DAMN IT!

THEY’RE 
SHOOTING!

WHAT’S 
HAPPENING?



WHAT DO  
WE DO?

GET OUT.
BUT DIDN’T 

YOU JUST SAY 
TO…?

OUT FROM MY SIDE, 
DAMN IT. WHERE THEY 

CAN’T GET AT US.

SHIT, 
OF COURSE.

STAY LOW, OK? 
AND IF HE STARTS TO 

SHOOT AGAIN, HIT 
THE GROUND.



WHEN I GET AHOLD 
OF THAT SON OF A 

BITCH, I’M GOING TO 
RIP HIM TO SHREDS.

BUT FIRST HE’LL… 
I SWEAR ON MY 

MOTHER HE WILL 
SUFFER.

PSST!



MATÍAS! SHIT…

GET BACK 
INSIDE, SIR! YOU 

CAN’T COME OUT!

AND TELL 
THE OTHER 

NEIGHBORS! PLACK!



COMRADES! 
WHAT DO WE DO?

ASK FOR REINFORCEMENTS AND 
BLOCK ALL ACCESS POINTS TO THE 
PLAZA! AND MAKE SURE THAT THE 
ONLY WAY OUT OF THAT BUILDING 
IN FRONT OF US THERE IS BY THE 

MAIN DOOR!

WHAT ABOUT 
YOU?

WE’RE STAYING!



LOOKS LIKE 
DINNER JUST 

ARRIVED.

SHIT, 
SEVERO.

IT WAS 
JUST A 

JOKE, MAN!

THERE’S NOT ENOUGH 
MEAT ON THIS ONE EVEN 

FOR BROTH.



BY THE WAY, THEY CALL 
THEM “PACOS” BECAUSE 

OF FRANCO, RIGHT?

NO WAY. WHY,  
THEN?

THEY SERIOUSLY 
NEVER TOLD 

YOU?

NO, I’M ASKING YOU 
BECAUSE I LIKE HEARING 
YOU TALK, GET THE FUCK 

OUT OF HERE.

IT’S FROM THE WAR IN AFRICA. THE 
SOLDIERS USED TO SAY THAT WHEN THE 
MOORS SHOT AT THEM FROM BETWEEN 

THE ROCKS, THEIR RIFLES MADE A 
“PACA, PACA, PACA…!!!” SOUND.



SO THEY WERE 
“PACO-ING.” 

DAMN, 
WHAT A SHITTY 

STORY.

THE FRANCO THING 
WAS MUCH BETTER.

BY FAR.

I’VE GOT TO 
PISS.

HERE?

THAT’S DIFFERENT.

PISS THEN.

SHIT, SEVERO, YOU’VE 
BEEN IN THE TRENCHES 

FOR SIX MONTHS.



SONIA WAS WITH ME IN THE 
TRENCHES, IN UNIVERSITY 
CITY. DID YOU KNOW THAT?

NO, I DIDN’T.





CONFIRMED. 
THAT BUILDING 
CAN ONLY BE 

ACCESSED BY THE 
FRONT DOOR.

THE 
BASTARD 
IS STILL IN 

THERE.

SO IT 
WOULD 
SEEM.

ONE OF THE NEIGHBORS 
FROM ACROSS THE PLAZA 
TOLD ME THAT HE SAW THE 

SHOT. IT CAME FROM A 
THIRD-STORY WINDOW. 

WHAT DO WE DO? MATÍAS!

WE’RE GOING TO GO UP 
FOR HIM. SEVERO, MARIO, 

WITH ME STRAIGHT TO 
THE THIRD FLOOR.

THE REST OF YOU, WAIT HERE, 
IT’S POSSIBLE THE NEIGHBOR 
WAS WRONG AND THE “PACO” 
IS ON ANOTHER FLOOR AND 

WILL TRY TO ESCAPE.



AND HOW WILL WE GET 
TO THE BUILDING?

BY USING THE TRUCK 
AS A SHIELD. AND 

AS SOON AS WE ARE 
CLOSE TO THE DOOR, 

BY RUNNING.

BOLTING.



NOW…



NOW… VERY CAREFULLY. 
HE’S DEFINITELY SEEN US. 
HE’LL BE WAITING FOR US.





WHICH DOOR DO 
WE START WITH?

THAT ONE 
THERE.

SHOULD WE BREAK IT 
DOWN?

WITH WHAT?

BY KICKING IT, 
HOW ELSE.



MARIO!



IT’S BLOCKED.
WE HAVE 
TO HEAD 

BACK DOWN! 
MARIO’S 
DYING!

SHIT…



FASCIST! WE’RE COMING 
BACK FOR YOU! DO YOU 

HEAR ME, FASCIST? 
WE’RE COMING BACK!



HEY…



MARIO IS WOUNDED! 
YOU’VE GOT TO TAKE HIM! 
WITH THE CAR, COME ON!



HEY, MY 
FRIEND’S 

BACK.



COMRADES, 
OVER HERE!

WHAT THE 
HELL DOES 
THAT GUY 

WANT?

COME ON, 
INTO THE 

TRUCK. WE’LL 
TALK WITH 

HIM.

AND UP 
AGAIN.



I… WELL, YOU SEE, I GO INTO THAT 
BUILDING A LOT, BECAUSE MY FRIEND 

ANTOÑITA LIVES ON THE SECOND 
FLOOR, SHE HAS A SEWING STUDIO 

THERE. EVER SINCE THE BOMBS 
STARTED FALLING, VERY FEW 
PEOPLE LIVE THERE, BUT SHE 
HAS NO ONE TO LEAVE 

WITH. “IF IT FALLS 
DOWN, WELL THEN 
IT FALLS DOWN!” 

SHE SAYS.

TO THE POINT, 
MA’AM.

THE THING IS THAT I’M SURE THAT THE ONE  
SHOOTING IS ALEJANDRO, EULALIA AND  

MARCELINO’S YOUNGER SON.

WHAT’S  
UP?

THIS LADY 
KNOWS WHO THE 

SHOOTER IS.

ALRIGHT, 
TELL ME, MA’AM. 



AND?

WELL, YOU SEE… ALEJANDRO 
IS AN ORPHAN AND, UNTIL 

A DAY AGO, HE LIVED 
WITH HIS OLDER 

BROTHER, ROBERTO. 
BUT… ROBERTO… 

ISN’T THERE 
ANYMORE.

HOW OLD IS 
ALEJANDRO?

14… OR MAYBE 15, AT MOST.

SHIT, HE’S 
A FUCKING 

KID.

I THINK THAT HE’S 
STARTED FIRING 

SHOTS BECAUSE OF 
WHAT HAPPENED TO 

HIS BROTHER.

AND WHAT HAPPENED 
TO HIS BROTHER WAS…

WELL, HE WAS A FALANGIST. 
EVERYBODY THOUGHT 

THAT HE WAS AT THE FRONT. 
BUT NO, HE WAS HIDDEN IN 
HIS GIRLFRIEND’S HOUSE. 

AND A WEEK AGO THE 
MILITIAMEN CAUGHT HIM 

AND EXECUTED HIM.



AND NOW THE KID 
WANTS TO AVENGE HIS 

BROTHER…

YES, YES, I THINK 
THAT’S IT.

THANK YOU VERY 
MUCH, MA’AM. 

YOU’VE BEEN VERY 
HELPFUL.

   WELL THIS IS JUST GREAT. 
ALL OF THIS FOR A FUCKING 
   PUNK KID.

IF WE ALL GO UP AT ONCE, HE 
WON’T BE ABLE TO DO ANYTHING.

NO, I’M NOT GOING TO LOSE 
MORE MEN OVER A BOY.

COMRADE! DO YOU THINK YOU  
CAN FIND ME A MEGAPHONE?

PROBABLY SO.

HURRY UP, 
THEN! 

SO WHAT, 
THEN?



AND MARIO TOO, 
SHIT… WHAT A 
FUCKING DAY.

AND WHAT DO 
YOU THINK?

UGH.

I 
DUNNO…

THE DOCTOR SAID 
THEY MIGHT BE ABLE TO 

SAVE HIM.

ALEJANDRO! CAN 
YOU HEAR ME, SON?



HE HEARS YOU.
THE LAST 

WINDOW ON 
THE RIGHT.

ALEJANDRO! 
IF YOU CAN HEAR ME, 

GIVE ME A SIGN SO 

                THAT I KNOW!



ALEJANDRO! YOU HAVE TO TURN YOURSELF 
IN! HOW MUCH OF THIS DO YOU THINK YOU 
WILL BE ABLE TO TAKE? SOONER OR LATER, 
YOU’LL HAVE TO SLEEP, AND WHEN YOU 
DO, WE WILL COME FOR YOU. IF YOU HAND 
YOURSELF OVER NOW, I PROMISE YOU 
THAT YOU WILL HAVE A FAIR TRIAL. BUT IF 
YOU MAKE US COME UP THERE, I CANNOT 
GUARANTEE YOU THAT MY MEN WILL SETTLE 
FOR ARRESTING YOU. 

IF HE BUYS IT,  
HE MUST BE EVEN 
STUPIDER THAN  
I THOUGHT…



COMMIES! 
DO YOU HEAR 

ME?

WE HEAR YOU! 

I DON’T CARE IF I DIE!  
DO YOU HEAR? I KNOW 
I’M GOING TO DIE! BUT 

I WILL DIE A MARTYR! LIKE 
MY BROTHER DID! LOOKING 

AT DEATH FACE TO FACE! 
LIKE A TRUE SPANIARD 

AND A CHRISTIAN!

BUT KID… YOU’RE GOING TO THROW AWAY 
YOUR LIFE FOR NOTHING, SHIT, YOU’RE 

ONLY 15 YEARS OLD, DAMN IT! I HAVE NO 
LIFE ANYMORE! 

I’M ALREADY 
DEAD!



WE’LL BE DOING 
THAT ONE A FAVOR 

WHEN WE KILL HIM…

THAT STUFF ABOUT ARRESTING 
HIM, YOU DIDN’T MEAN THAT 

SERIOUSLY, DID YOU?

YES, OF COURSE 
I MEANT IT 

SERIOUSLY. 

NO FUCKING WAY. WE’VE TAKEN OUT OTHERS 
FOR A LOT LESS THAN WHAT 

THAT KID HAS DONE.

HE’S 15. YOU DON’T 
KNOW WHAT YOU’RE 
DOING AT THAT AGE.

A FASCIST IS A 
FASCIST. IT DOESN’T 
MATTER HOW OLD. 
AND THIS ONE, IN 
ADDITION TO BEING 
A FASCIST, IS A 
MURDERER.



WE’RE GOING 
TO WAIT. AGH!



SOME CRAZY DAY.  
FIRST, 40 DEGREES.  

THEN, A DOWNPOUR. IF IT 
GOES ON LIKE THIS, IT’LL 

END UP SNOWING.

HEY…

AND IS IT POSSIBLE TO 
SAY HOW LONG WE’LL 

BE WAITING FOR?



UNTIL THE STORM PASSES. THEN, 
I’LL ASK HIM AGAIN. AND IF HIS 
ANSWER REMAINS THE 
SAME… WE’LL GO UP.

WHEN WE GO UP… BECAUSE WE WILL GO UP… 
SOME OF US CAN POSITION OURSELVES IN THE 

“BOY’S” APARTMENT FROM THE BUILDING NEXT DOOR 
WHILE ANOTHER TWO GO IN THROUGH THE FRONT 

DOOR SO THAT HE THINKS WE’RE GOING TO TRY 
AND GET IN AGAIN USING 

THE STAIRS.

AND WHILE THE LITTLE FASCIST IS COVERING  
THE STAIRS… WE’LL APPEAR FROM BEHIND AND… 

“BAM!”, PROBLEM SOLVED.

ALRIGHT.



SEVERO…

YES. I NEED TO ASK YOU 
A FAVOR.



IF WE END UP HAVING TO DO IT… 
I WANT YOU TO BE THE ONE 

TO GO UP.

THAT BOY IS THE 
SAME AGE MY SON 
WOULD HAVE BEEN 
IF HE HADN’T…  
I DON’T KNOW IF 
I CAN SHOOT HIM 
FACE TO FACE.

THANK YOU.

I UNDERSTAND.



WAKE ME WHEN 
IT STOPS RAINING.



THE THING I DON’T 
UNDERSTAND 

WHAT? 
IS THAT THE KID 

DOESN’T CARE IF 
HE’S KILLED.

AT THAT AGE YOU 
AREN’T AFRAID OF 

DYING.

BECAUSE HELL, YOU’RE 
A “STUPID TEEN”.

THAT’S WHAT I’M SAYING. WHEN 
YOU’VE GOT YOUR WHOLE LIFE 
LEFT TO LIVE… THAT’S WHEN 
YOU’RE LEAST WORRIED ABOUT 
BEING KILLED. AND ON THE OTHER 
HAND, THE OLDER YOU GET, THE 
MORE AFRAID YOU ARE OF DYING. 
IT’S ALL ABSURD.

YOU’RE QUITE 
THE PHILOSOPHER, 

COMRADE. 



YES, JUST LIKE UNAMUNO, DON’T BULLSHIT YOURSELF!

 BETTER NOT LIKE THAT GUY, HE’S WITH THE FASCISTS!

NO FUCKING WAY! SINCE WHEN?

DIDN’T YOU READ ABOUT IT…?






