








Port of Alicante.  
28Th March 1939

She hasn’t 
arrived!

Shit, Miguel. Where were 
you? We were worried.

She hasn’t 
arrived yet, 

Granell.



Nobody knows 
anything...

She’ll be fine, 
you’ll see.

I don’t 
know... The radio  

says that we are 
isolated. Valencia 

and Cartagena have 
fallen.

 Siamo 
fottuti!

 Then they 
could enter 

Alicante 
right now.

With the fascists 
here, it’s impossible 
that she’ll get to 

the port now.

She must have  
gone back home.  
I’m sure she is  

okay.

The boats! 
The boats!

The rescue 
boat is 
here!



It looks like 
a fascist ship.

Fascists!  
It’s a fascist 

war ship!

 Stop!

We’re 
doomed!

That’s not 
a war ship.

Come 
on

Let’s move 
forward 

now.



 ...Only one 
piece of 

luggage per 
person. Only 

one piece.

Not even a 
thousand people 

can fit in to 
that collier.

And there’s  
more that fifteen 

thousand here! Let’s 
go!

 Calm 
down!

You will board 
following an order, 

first the women 
who...

We have to get 
on that boat. 

We have to  
get on it!

Stand  
back, let us 

through!





Captain, we have 
to raise the 

companionway or we 
will wreck!

Let’s wait 
a little bit 

more.

We are carrying three 
times the allowed 
weight. We have to  

set sail now.

We will 
capsize, 
Captain!

Okay... Give orders 
to set sail.

There’s 
nothing else 
we can do 

now.

Cast off!





We will come 
back Miguel, 
you’ll see.

Spain will be free 
again.



Do you 
want more 

coffee?
Excuse 

me?
Coffee? No, thank 

you.

Just a question, 
please.

I have to 
go to this 
street...

Haut Ville Street 
is near, isn’t it?



I looked for 
the hotel on 
the internet 
so I could be 
close to it.

Look, here 
it is.

Oh... it’s too 
far to walk 

there.

Not at 
all! It’s a 
ten minute 

walk.

Here nothing is 
far. The city is 

small.
Thanks.

See you 
later.





Who is 
it?

I’m looking for 
Miguel Ruiz.

He isn’t 
home.

I’m Paco. I come 
from Spain...

Do you 
speak 

Spanish?

 A little 
bit.  My 

grandmother 
was Spanish.

Thank 
goodness.  

My French is 
very bad.

I had arranged to 
meet Miguel at half 

past nine today.

Half  
past nine? 
Impossible.



He always goes out at 
around nine, he goes to 

the graveyard, gets some 
bread... He doesn’t come 

back until ten. Oh...  
But he  

told me...

You are the 
Spaniard who has 

called him so 
many times?

Yes. I am doing  
some research for  

a book and I wanted 
to talk to him.

But Miguel doesn’t want to talk 
about the war. He would have some 
sort of panic attack every time you 

called.

I had never seen 
him like that.

Was it you 
who I talked to 
the last time I 

called?

Yes. He hasn’t got a phone in the 
house so I go and look for him 
every time someone calls. Last 
time you called he didn’t want 

to come to the phone. He  
got very upset.

 I’m sorry.

 I didn’t know that 
talking about this 
subject affected 

him so much.



I’m sorry to bother 
you again but I came to 
France because you said 

that he would talk  
to me.

That’s what he told me to 
say to you, but I’m sure that 

what he wanted was to 
get rid of the problem. He 

thought you wouldn’t  
come.

What exactly 
do you want to 

know?

I am making a comic 
about Spanish 

republicans who had to 
leave Spain after the 

Civil War.

Some of them ended up 
fighting against the German 
in the Second World War.

And is  
Miguel one 
of those?

 It seems like it. He 
fought under General 

Leclerc’s orders.

Grandfather 
Miguel fought 

the war 
alongside General 

Leclerc?

A hispanicist that  
I talked to believes 
that in this city 
lives a man called 

Miguel Ruiz and that 
he fought with the 

French Army.

The truth is that 
I don’t know a lot 
about that part 

of his life. He never 
talks about it.

Have you 
known him for 

long?

For ages. He 
already lived here 
when my parents 
moved into the 

building.



My parents told me 
that he fought in the 
Civil War and that he 

had to flee to  
France.

Then perhaps Robert’s 
suspicion is true and 
Miguel might be a war 
hero. Robert is the 

hispanicist I told you 
about.

Seriously? 

Come back 
tomorrow at ten. 
I will talk to him 
and see if I can 
convince him.

You can go 
out this 

way.

This garage was his. He 
sold it to my dad when 

he retired.

Then...

 Do you really 
think that the 

grandad is a war 
hero?

According to 
the hispanicist’s 

studies, yes.

Though he admits 
that Miguel Ruiz’s 

name doesn’t appear 
in any official 

documents.
 

Miguel didn’t 
want to talk 
to him either.

What a dark 
horse, a war hero! 
Ha, ha, ha! I can’t 

believe it.

 I will pop into his 
house later and see if I 

can convince him.

That would 
be great, 
thanks.



No smoking, 
please

Nobody 
smoke



They are 
going to  
sink us

To port!

Nobody move or 
the boat will lose 

its balance!


