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Having escaped the killers sent by Frank Giordino, the Director of the NSA* who has sworn to get him, XIII found refuge in Costa Verde.

There, he joined Major Jones, Colonel Amos and General Ben Carrington, as well as Marquis Armand de Préseau and his wife
Betty, whose hacienda in San Miguel was destroyed by the NSA’s men.

Most importantly, he met again with Maria de Los
Santos, his former wife and now president of that
little Central American country, whose protection 
he hoped to obtain for himself and his friends.

But the United States demanded the immediate extradition of the fugitives,
threatening severe economic sanctions. Maria was forced to have them
arrested and jailed in the Palo Sangre military prison.

Here’s a 
summary of the four
prosecution cases,
Madam President.

*National Security Agency, based in Fort Meade, Maryland
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I added a fifth 
one, concerning a person
whose extradition we’re

also requesting.

What?...

I know what ill feelings you harbour
against that person, Madam President...
But she’s not guilty of any major crimes

in Costa Verde.

Whereas in the United States, she is
to be tried for murder. Which makes 
our request perfectly justified.

Fine.

I will study these case files with my
Minister of Justice and let you know

what I decide, Mr Ambassador.

We’d appreciate 
if that information didn’t 
take too long coming, if 
you understand me.

Oh, one last
thing, Madam
President...

It would be regrettable for the friendship
between our two nations if our friends were
to escape before we can take custody of them.

Good 
day, Madam
President.

She got 
us good, 

your Madam 
President.
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Do you think she’s really going to turn us
over to American authorities? After all we

did for her country?*

I think she doesn’t have a 
choice. Gratitude is not a relevant

word in politics.

Still, your dear wife 
could find a way to let us
escape. She’d save face.

Face, 
maybe. But not
her country’s
economy.

The US Government wouldn’t buy it for  
a second.

Stop defending her all 
the time, dammit! You’re a dead
man if you set foot in the 

United States again, 
Number XIII.

Not just
him.

Giordino and his allies can’t afford to let us talk, even in a closed trial. I’m willing to
bet my last cigar that we’ll have an “accident” before we even land on American soil.

Charming
prospect.

But if you think I’m going to sit and
wait to be “cleaned up” just because 
I helped you solve your problems, 
you geniuses are seriously kidding 

yourselves.

I’d rather risk getting shot while trying
to scale this wall.

You won’t 
even have the
opportunity,
señorita.

I just received orders from the president’s
office. Tomorrow, you will be transferred to
the military airfield, from which a special flight
will take you back to the United States.

Until then, my instructions are
to lock you up in your cells to
avoid the kind of temptations
Major Jones was just talking
about.

*See Three Silver Watches.
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It’s a death sentence 
for them. And you know

it, Maria.

That man you loved, who was the hero of your people... That young pilot
whose intervention allowed you to sit here now, at this table*... It’s

base perfidy!

No, Marquis. 
It’s politics.

Unfortunately, like most Latin
American countries, Costa Verde 
cannot do without the economic 
support of Western powers. I do 
not want my countrymen to suffer
the difficult life of Cubans and
Nicaraguans, victims of an American 

embargo.

Nor do I want them to relive the social
injustice they experienced under Ortiz’s
dictatorship. A fact that makes me, in the
eyes of the USA, a left-wing president—
and, therefore, politically suspicious.

However, thanks to the germanium
deposits in the Sierra Cruz mountains,
I’ve managed to maintain our relations
with Washington. Extremely fragile 
relations, which I do not want to endanger
for vaguely sentimental reasons.

I’ve heard enough, 
madam! I will not remain under this
roof a minute more. Come, Betty,

we’re leaving right now!

But... 
what about
dessert?...

As you
wish.

I recommend the
Cristobal. It’s the
finest hotel in
Puerto Pilar.

Good night,
Marquis.

*See Three Silver Watches.



7

Our dear Felicity! What a nasty surprise! Apparently, 
you’re part of the deal too.

Another one 
of your old 
girlfriends, I 
presume?

Not really, no. 
I owe this charming
lady the unpleasant
memory of being sent 

to Plain Rock*.

*See Where the Indian Walks.
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