


Juan ponce de León

A man with a history.



I’ve waited all my life to meet him,

And now here he is...

Right in front of me.

I think I’m about 
to faint....

You are 
Anthony de Capo, 

right?

Yes, why? I’m 
juan ponce 

de León. 
How’d you like 

to join my 
next 

voyage?



Are you ready, 
Anthony?

I was just about 
to say yes when I 
remembered the 
day.

November 25th.

The day my life 
changed.

We were out for a sail when we were hit 
by a vicious storm.

Anth
ony, I don’t think 

I’m going to make it. 
Take your mother and 
siblings and leave.

But father..

I said 
GO!

Those were his last words before he was 
taken by the waves.

We never saw him again. I thought I’d never 
recover.

I said, are you 
ready? Yes. Let’s go.



We were partway to the new world when we 
were presented with sudden news.

Sir, 
there’s a 
problem.

There’s a 
storm 

approaching.

Hmm. 
That’s ok. 

Keep 
going.

And the crew? Lives 
could be lost.

No 
problem.

Lives are a 
small price 

to pay.

All in the 
name of 

conquest.



I found out not 
long after.

I’m afraid the 
captain’s keeping 
something from 

us.

There’s 
a storm 
coming.

You must be 
kidding.

I’m afraid 
not.

Tell the 
captain to 

return 
immediately!

Are 
you crazy? 
They can’t 
know we 

know this.

We were faced with quite a conundrum.

Then I guess we have 
no choice than to wait 
and pray that it’s just 
some foul weather.

Little did we know, our biggest nightmare had come true.

We were sailing right to our deaths.



The storm struck 
at night.

We lost many men just from the 
initial waves.

Captain, 
what do we 

do?

I’ll try to 
get us to land. 

Just hang on and 
try not to go 
overboard.

At that moment, the ship began to 
shake.

The inevitable was happening.. we 
were capsizing.

I was swept into 
the stormy seas.

My entire life began to flash in front of 
my eyes as I was sure I would suffer my 
father’s fate.

But then I heard a voice. The voice 
was like an angel’s.

I mustered all my strength and 
reached up. It was ponce de León.



The ordeal had 
ended.

Out of 200 men, 90 were left.

Juan and I finally confronted each 
other.

110 
lives could have 
been saved if you 

had turned 
back.

I am sorry, 
but it was for 
Spain. Besides, 

look ahead.

He wasn’t lying. We had 
discovered a paradise.

We did it. 
We 

discovered 
new land.

But at what 
cost?

We decided to name the land la Florida, 
in honour of the Spanish holiday.

A lot happened after those couple of 
days. I overcame my fear of storms.

Ponce de Leon searched for bigger 
things, like the fountain of youth, but 
after a while he decided to return to 
the America’s.

I recently learned that Juan passed away 
recently due to injuries from his last trip. 
I’ve got mixed feelings about that. I guess 
Spain is in need of another Explorer.

It’s been a few years since my last 
expedition, but as they say, the end of an 
era is the start of another.




