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Tomo spent 
a couple of weeks with pneumonia 

in Karlovac's city hospital. 
His father went all the way to 

provide the best care 
for his kid.

His father transported everything, 
from meat to fabric, but he made his money

mostly buying and reselling goods 
smuggled to the big city market 

by shady people.

This way, his father came 
across a newfangled 

entertainment for city kids 
and adults alike, and brought 

it to his favorite son ...

TEXAS KID art&script by Igor Kordej - story by Darko Macan(part two)



THE COMICS! THE COMICS! Or "newspaper 
films", as they were known at 
the time, in the Thirties, when they 
came to the Balkans from the 
West and very soon reached 
the peak of their popularity.

The comics captured little
Tomo's heart and mind like an 

incurable sickness. Those dreamed up 
worlds and actions, jotted down 

with words and pictures, cheap 
and frozen forever to be free and 

enjoyed at any time, by anyone.

Tomo was drawn 
to that magical kingdom and 
this prompted him to learn, with 

his father's help, to read and, 
with a little more effort, 

to write.



At school he shortened numerous 
humdrum hours by drawing 

favorite heroes from memory.

A young teacher, fresh 
from the big city, did 
not allow him to draw 
during the class. But, as 
she was herself passi-
onate for "novels in 
pictures", she recog-
nized this seven-year-old's 
talent for drawing. 
However, she dared 
not to openly su-
pport him in the small-
town of Karlovac
            --

-- but she 
encouraged him 

privately, telling him 
to keep drawing 
whenever he had 
free time. Such 
a clandestine 

compliment meant a 
world to Tomo.



Tomo was eight 
when one night he came upon Petar 
the "Animal" and two of his cronies 

- all three twenty years old - 
poisoning Marko Manojlović's 

pigs over a grudge.

He did not run. 
He withstood the beating 

stoically, silently.

He was told to 
keep his trap shut but he did not 

take to the warning.



It was barely dawn 
when Tomo - all bruised and 
bloodied - told gendarmes 

all he knew.

Petar and the other two 
had to run and hide in the forest where 
they laid low and waited for Tomo.

They got him 
one evening.





Tomo spent three months 
in the hospital. His father had 

to give up all his savings and 
sell one of the cows to pay the 
hospital bills. His mother mourned 

him for the second time. 
He lay there for three months, 

not a tear from him, 
not a threat, not a peep.

If he missed anything, he missed the 
comics, the time he would be 

spending with his favorite heroes.



After his discharge 
from the hospital, Tomo 

spent most of his time 
wandering through the 
nearby hills and forests.

In the wilderness of nature 
he felt ... well, if not happy, 

then serene.



Mara Jagić 
often kept him company 

during his walks or minding 
the cattle. She was a few years 
older than him, thin and fragile, 

not too quick of mind. 
They became inseparable 

as fish and water.

They almost never 
talked. Both somehow 

knew each other's 
thoughts or plans. 
Tomo was a silent 

type of person and this 
suited him fine.

In due time, Tomo began to feel something 
more than closeness, sharing or loyalty 

to his playmate --



Such feelings were new to him, 
those dozens of butterflies in his stomach or 

the painful tightness in his crotch --
One day, he decided to explore the mystery, 

the cause of this insufferable turmoil and the 
strong longing every time he was near Mara 

--





Mara knew the secret 
instinctively. After she 
had liberated a man in 
him for the first time, 
Tomo was certain, in 
a flash, that he would 
die if he ever separated 

from Mara.



And yet, he continued 
to wander about. Wild 

nature, so dear to 
him and so constant 
in its changes, was 

his solace during the 
stormy years of his 

early adulthood.



Entranced by eternity, 
he could not know that 

the dark clouds of a 
stronger and more terrible 

tempest were gathering 
over his pristine world. 

Nothing was ever to be the 
same again ...


