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Gloria! Got room  
for you by the fire. 

Leave Ray with  
the fishes.

It’s crackling. 
Who’s going 

first?

A Real SelfieA Real SelfieA Real Selfie

Whoever it is, 
make it good.

Raymond,  
you go.  

What kind of  
stories this 
place got?

You wouldn’t be 
able to sleep after

hearing the one  
I got, tho.

Least you know 
your place, Bitcoin.

Dissss...

So, check it...

Once, a real long time ago, like 
some 1700s, there was this black-
smith who lived in this house…

Challenge 
accepted. Let’s 

hear it.

Elsewhere...



A sack filled with jewels, reales and escudos. Ya know, pirate 
money, right Bitcoin? Maybe if the blacksmith had looked  
close enough, he would’ve seen the blood on the loot.

He was mad skilled in metal work. So good 
that every pirate who passed the island 
hit him up for a custom-made sword.

And he was trustworthy. One 
pirate, Regaleco, asked him  
to hold some of his stash  
until he returned from his  
next raid of a Spanish ship.

Because what Regaleco didn’t 
tell him was that he stole the 
stash from another pirate, 
Saturnino, whom Regaleco 
killed with the blacksmith’s 
custom cutlass.  
        That’s a sword, Mateo. 

The blacksmith wasn’t playing with no 
pissed-off pirate if the treasure got 
stolen. He made a special chest to hide 
it: a metal box without a latch.

And he kept it hidden right 
‘TIL the day he died.  
Regaleco never returned. 

The house stood solid for 
years. Guy built it like he  
did all his trinkets and 
weapons. Until…

What you take    

      will be in vain

In Saturnino’s dying 
breath, he left some nasty 
brujerÍa on the treasure.



...The dumbass 
navy ships 
came and 
bombed up 
the area  
for target 
practice.

Some sailors said 
they saw coins 
flip into the air, 
scattering around 
the house.

Some locals say that as Laguna became poisoned 
from decades of bombing, the toxic waste 
seeped into the grave of the blacksmith…

… And every new moon, homie’s seen walking into the house, 
looking for a real here, an escudo there--the missing 
coins to gather for Regaleco, whose ship waits in the sea.

No way, 
man. You scared,  

Mateo? Because that  
don’t spook me.

Nah, just saying...

How about you, 
Gloria?

Creepy enough  
for me. that house 

still exist?

Royal.  
We’d be kings.  
Immortalized.  
And Gloria…

She’d be  
a Queen.

No motors in the 
bay. We’ll use a 

rowboat.

Get your daddy’s  
Boat, Bitcoin. Or is  
that virtual, too?

Let’s  
do it! 

Can you  
imagine the epic 
selfie we could 

take there?

Sounds 
like you’re 
chicken. 

Yup. Just a short boat ride 
away. But nobody goes there. 

It’s like, a biohazard site.



Isn’t it  
pretty, Gloria?  

Bi-o-lum-in-es-cence.

You ready to 
bail, Bitcoin?

What are you 
doing? Let’s 
take the pic.

Yo...  
Whaaaaat?

Did we... Just. 
Find. Like... a 

million dollars?  
Mad chavo!

Come on.  
You chicken? 
We came all 

this way.

Don’t  
worry. I got  
you, Gloria.

Who’s  
trailing 

who?

You late, Mateo.  
I told her about it 
during our swim.

Bad lighting.

Uh,  
Gloria.  

Guys...

That’s 
gross.



That...

But our 
selfie!

What’s 
that?

Girl, are  
you for real? It’s 

#Wealthie now.  
...The heck is  

this on me?

Those 
crazy 
kids.

 <They do anything for those…> elfies.

selfies. 
<Everybody’s 
chasing fame. 
And fortune. 
Old story.>

CANTINA
<Do you think  
they got their 

picture?>

...and then some.

They went to the 
Blacksmith’s?


