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Talavera de la Reina, Spain

My father again! Dear 
husband, what are we 

going to do?

He was taken by the inquisition and is now being 
questioned... He talks and drinks too much.
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No, no, and no again. I’m a 
good christian. I believe in 

life after death.

Don’t worry, I will find 
out what’s happening.

that’s not what 
you said the 
other day...

Not possible...

I ask to be defended by my
son-in-law, fernando de rojas, 
a converted jew, a lawyer, and 
the author of la celestina.

Not again...
the inquisition.
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I have to prove 
again and again 

that I’m a christian,
a good christian.

What are we going to do?

A few years after 1942, the year in which the last moorish kingdom of granada 
had been taken over by the catholic monarchs, the young Fernando de Rojas, 

descendant of a jewish converso family of la Puebla de Montalbán, in the Toledo 
area, arrived in the reputed University of Salamanca to study law.

What a 
city!

So happy 
to leave la 
Puebla de 
Montalbán 

behind...



8 9

In these years, the catholic monarchs had centralized prostitution, deemed as 
a “Lesser evil,” in a few tolerance houses outside the cities to prevent criminal 

activities that surrounded the widespread areas of sexual commerce within the city.

The many prostitutes, pimps, and procuresses were compelled 
to live in the dedicated district, although many kept their 

business inside the city under secret.

Listen to this, 
fernando!

This is so good... 
It’s real and 

painfully accurate!
You should 
continue it! 

We’ll help you!

I have lots of ideas.
We can have a lot of fun 

with this. But now,
listen to the story.
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As the painter Goya walked through the streets of Madrid, he could see the many 
scenes of daily life in which young women of lower class practiced prostitution with the 

help of an old woman who in her youth had also been a prostitute. This would be the 
inspiration for some of his engravings and paintings that include a Celestina character.

La Celestina... The human 
condition is so fascinating! I 
see celestinas everywhere 

in the city.
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Chapter 1
Calisto

and Melibea
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Get closer and I will give 
you a reward!

Because God made you so 
perfect, so beautiful and I feel 

like I am about to reach the 
heavens when I am with you.

How is that, calisto?

Melibea, looking at you I 
see why God is great.

Go away! I can’t believe 
you tried to tempt me 
with forbidden love.

Yes, you are about to receive the reward 
your silly words deserve! Why do you 

want to bring ruin upon us by pursuing a 
virtuous woman like me? 

Am I hearing right?
A reward from you?

Don’t be cruel...
You are killing me.
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Sempronio, Sempronio, 
where the hell are you?

I’m coming...
Everything is urgent.

I hope you die a 
violent death!

Shut the window. 
My heart is broken.

What are you talking 
about, master?

Back at home...
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Go away...
Don’t talk to me.

Come right away, 
then... Go away! I’ll 
be off then as you 
prefer to suffer 

on your own.

Yes, I do. And the 
devil go with you!

What happened to him? Should I 
stay or should I go? Why should 
I worry? Why should I care? I’m 
having too much of a good time. I 
live to see my Elicia and I should 

keep out of harm’s way.

I don’t know... maybe a good 
weep will do him good. I guess 
the sensible thing would be 

to go in and console him.

He might sort himself out, 
but a little of my knowledge 

won’t do him any harm.

Sempronio!
Bring me my lute.

Your lute is 
out of tune.

How can you tune your instrument if you’re feeling out of tune? How can a 
man feel harmonious when his will won’t obey his reason, when he feels peace, 
war, truce, love, hate, insult and injury stabbing him on the chest. Why don’t 

you sing the saddest song you know?

Nero on the Tarapeian
sees Rome burn

Young and old scream
But he can only say

Come on baby, light my fire.

♪

♫

My fire burns more 
fiercely and has much 

less pity.

My master 
has gone mad!
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Nothing... I was only 
wondering how a fire that 
strikes down one individual 

could possibly be worse than 
one that burns a great city 

and all its inhabitants.

I’ll tell you how. The 
difference between the fire 

in your song and the one 
burning me is as great as 

the gap between appearance 
and reality, life and 

artifice. I’ll tell you more, 
if the fire of purgatory is 

anything like this, I’d prefer 
my spirit to follow those 
brute animals than choose 

that path on my way to 
glory with the saints.

I was right, he is not 
only mad but also a 

heretic.

What are you 
saying?

What? Didn’t I tell you 
to speak up when you got 
something on your mind?

Why?

And so 
what?

Me? No, I’m a Melibean, I 
worship Melibea, I believe in 
Melibea and I adore Melibea!

To be erased...

1632Zapata

I said that what you said is a 
kind of heresy. Watch out!

Because what you 
said goes against the 

Christian religion.

Aren’t you 
a christian?

Enough said. I can see 
what’s troubling you and 

I’ve got the cure.

Don’t promise the impossible. 
Ain’t no cure for love...
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Oh my God! Is this his sorrow? Love? As if he was the only 
who ever fell in love. So, what’s the big deal, even saints 

and prophets have all abandoned God for the sake of love!

Sempronio, don’t leave me. 
Tell me, what can I do? 
What’s wrong with me? 

What’s happening?

That you love 
Melibea.

Is that 
all?

Aren’t you also 
captivated by 

Elicia, that friend 
of yours?

Do what I say and 
not what I do?

What are you 
slandering me for now?

For making man’s dignity 
depend on the imperfections 

of a weak woman.

Isn’t that bad enough, 
to be tied up and 

captivated by just 
one woman.

A woman? Don’t insult 
her. She is God!

You really think so? 
You must be joking.

Joking? She is God and I 
proclaim that she is God! 

No question about it.

I can’t believe such 
blasphemy...Not even in Sodom 

there was such depravity!

Well, Sodomites had 
abominable acts in mind with 

the angels sent to save them, 
but you got someone you call 

“God” in mind.

Dammit… you made me laugh… 
and that wasn’t what I had in mind! 

What do you mean?

Well, I hope you didn’t want 
to cry all day!
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That was my plan… 
because I love that woman 
and she makes me feel so 
inferior, so unworthy…

Haven’t you heard about Pasiphae 
roaming with her bull or Minerva’s 

liaison with a dog?

You don’t know what you are 
talking about...

Read the history books, study the 
philosophers, look at the poets. 
Their books are full of women’s 

vile deeds and the disasters they 
have brought upon men who sang 

their praises like you. 

Listen to Solomon, take 
advice from Seneca, listen 

to Aristotle. Gentiles, Jews, 
Christians and Moors all 
agree on this at least.

Not all women are bad. There 
were and still are some 

virtuous and saintly women… 
But who could ever find time 
to recount the misdeeds of 

the other sort!

And… what about what your 
grandma did with a monkey? 

Was that gossip too? Same as 
what happened later when 
your grandpa finished the 

monkey with his knife?

Don’t believe 
such gossip.

Shut up!

I’ve touched a raw nerve, 
have I?

Their scheming, 
arrogance, vainglory, 
greed, wanton lust, 

witchery, ingratitude and 
impenitent whoring!
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That’s why people say “Instruments of the devil, 
sin of sins, ravagers of paradise.” Don’t you 

remember the prayer for the Festival of St. John…

“This is woman, the ancient curse of man that cast 
Adam from the delights of paradise, that sent the 

human race to hell etc etc.”

I know… and so said Adam, Solomon, 
David, Aristotle and Virgil… but they 
all gave in to a woman. Who am I to 
be more strong-minded than they?

I’d prefer you to 
follow those who 

fought and conquered 
them, not those they 

conquered. Avoid 
their double-dealing. 

You’ll never 
understand them!

First they play 
hard to get, 

they summon and 
dismiss you; call 
and reject you, 
lovey-dovey.

Well, you know 
what? The more 
you go on, the 

more I love her...

I can see you are 
a young man who 

can’t reason or rule 
his passions. It’s 

hopeless trying to 
teach someone who 

won’t listen. 

Sempronio, what do 
you know? Who ever 

taught you?

Who? They did, of 
course. As soon as they 

let their hair down, 
they lose all shame!

What’s all this got 
to do with me?

But not Melibea’s, Sempronio. 
Melibea surpasses in every way 

whatever you’ve just praised in me.

With you? First you’re a 
man and a talented one at 

that, a man nature endowed 
with the best she had: looks, 

wit and strong muscles.

What kind 
of crap is 
he talking 

about now?

What was 
that you 

said?

I said, Go ahead, I’ll 
be happy to hear.

This is 
no fun...

Into the bargain, Lady Luck dealt you equal 
shares of riches in your head and in what’s 
on display for everyone to see. In terms of 

wealth, nobody could be more blessed than you. 
Your stars make you everyone’s favourite. 

Look at the nobility and antiquity of 
her lineage, her family’s wealth, her 
wit, virtue, grace and beauty. And I’m 
only talking about what’s visible…
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I’ll linger on her 
every feature and 
make you really 

happy.

I’ll start with 
her hair. Her hair 
is prettier than 

gold and fine 
arabian yarn.

Donkeys 
more like!

What’s 
that?

I said her hair is no 
donkey’s bristle

what a 
comparison!

Slanted green 
eyes, long 

eyelashes, thin 
arched eyebrows, 
dainty nose, small 
mouth, even white 

teeth, full red 
lips, oval face, and 

high bosom.

If only I could describe 
what her round firm 

breasts are like!

What a 
bore!
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Her complexion 
is smooth and 

silky and her skin 
makes snow seem 

sombre.  

 Beautiful hands, soft 
flesh, long fingers… 
I couldn’t see her 

other delights, but by 
their shape I declare 
them finer than those 

of Venus. 

Are you done?

All of this may 
be true, but you 
deserve more.

How come?

How come? She is 
imperfect and as a 
result desires and 
yearns after you.

Didn’t you ever read 
Aristotle where he says, 
“As matter yearns after 
form, so woman yearns 

after man.”

When will it be 
like that between 
Melibea and me?

One day perhaps, 
although when you 

have her and see her 
through other eyes, 

you may come to hate 
her as much as you 

love her now.

I tried to 
be brief.What a fool!
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What other 
eyes?

Eyes that see clearly. And 
as I don’t want you getting 
suicidal, I’ll help you get 

what you desire.
May God give you 

whatever you desire, 
but I don’t expect 

you to deliver.
On the contrary, 

I will.

Be on your way, 
Sempronio, and 

the brocade 
doublet I 

was wearing 
yesterday is 

yours!
What a 

generous gift. 
Thank you! 

And you shall give me 
many more when I get 

her into your bed!

Tell me…
How do you 
plan to do 

this? I’ll tell you how. A long 
time ago I bumped into a 

bearded lady at the far end 
of our street by the name of 
Celestina, a cunning dabbler 
in the magic arts and every 

other kind of evildoing.

I reckon she’s made and unmade 
more than five thousand virgins in 
this city. She can fire rocky crags 

with lust, if she puts her mind to it. 

When can I talk 
to her?

I’ll bring her here 
and be generous with 
her so she can soon 
come up with a cure.

Go, Sempronio, 
go quick so I can 
turn my pain into 

pleasure.



34 35

Be aware that in this 
particular case that 
we are discussing,the 

plaintiffs and 
defendants in the 

lawsuit were far from 
strangers, they knew 
each other. Courtship 

is not exempt of 
problems.

Was there a breach 
of promise to marry 
by the defendant in 

this case?

Yes, this is a routine 
lawsuit involving 

the form of sexual 
misconduct known as 
estupro, this is the 
loss of virginity in 
unmarried women.

I know some of 
these… the city is 

full of them.

Goodbye, my friends. I will 
miss having drinks with you 

and the pretty girls… 

Don’t get in trouble 
without us!

I have much to study… but I 
will see what I can do. Trouble 

has a way to always find me!

This is so good! The pages are alive, 
these are people I can recognize. It 
reminds me of something we were 

talking about in class the other day...
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According to his 
testament he was buried 

in the church of the 
monastery Madre de Dios.

XX Century.
Spain at the brink of the Civil War.

Spanish diplomat in 
New Orleans and 

Celestina’s scholar 
(He followed the lead 
in Rojas testament to 

locate and recover 
his remains) 

Luis Careaga José García Verdugo

Resident of Talavera 
and admirer of Rojas 

work and legacy. Fervent 
catholic and one of 

the only right wing 
member of the 
left wing local 

government (city 
hall member) 

Let’s see what we find 
there, nobody in Talavera 
knew Fernando de Rojas 

remains were there.

Well, according to this his testament 
that’s where he is, we must check. I 
asked for permission to exhume the 

body. Dr. José Fernández Sanguino must 
be waiting for us already. He will help 

with the forensic examination.

We found him!! I 
knew it.

His final resting position 
is unusual. It looks like 

he is sleeping.



38 39

Look at a this box… it has a gold pin. We will organize 
and arrange everything so future generations will 

know more about his life and his death.

In May of 1936, death was certainly near, and as Rojas said …
“everything is created in the manner of a conflict or battle.”

Brother against brother… 
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(My grandfather’s brother) 
Republican teacher and Celestina 
admirer, Modoaldo Garrido Diez 

was executed in August

And José García Verdugo, fervent 
catholic, Celestina admirer and part 
of the entourage who found Rojas’ 
remains, was killed in October.
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After thirty years of silence and confusion 
regarding the whereabouts of Fernando de Rojas’ 
remains. They are finally recovered by his family .

MAY 1980

Twelve years after his 
bones were taken to the 

City Hall of Talavera, 
Fernando de Rojas will 

receive a final burial at the 
Colegiata de Santa Maria.

Only in Spain their 
most celebrated 

authors are neglected! 

We can see the procession on its way to the City Hall where our celebrated 
author will wait once again for his final resting place. As a curiosity, just twenty 

hours prior to the recovery of Rojas, the remains of Lope de Vega, Spain most 
prolific playwright were found in Madrid

May 1968


