I see my actions as if
from a great distance.
Petta is laughing
gleefully...

Thrilled over the fact She dances so many
that she has beaten pirouettes that she
down a hated mah'fah. makes herself dizzy.

. And then herheadbegr.i'nﬂ j
o ,  toswim, because her &

’ I head is apﬂtﬂng
. f.‘ r.-" | -:

oy

| e
: % - ...and the merge
WY, she scarcely
£ : understands and
Es'[ tends to deny...

Petta vanishes,
and Odetta comes
into befng.

1'~J

What is
¥ this place? How
did I...7

Iwas...
Iwas at the
dorms. I went
for a walk.

How the hell
did I wind up here?
In this...awful place?
And why does mu
head hurt?




Over the next months, Odetta's

life splits right down the middie.
She leads two existences.

- White she, cunthia

and Ben attend a - -

movement meeting _

at the undry i.. - ™., or tread down their ‘ |
soles marching in a \
protest walk... |

' Petta hangs out in her
West Village apartment,
dancing to blues music
and getting high.

While odetta meets
with her fatherin a
levely apartment...

Petta shoplifts from a '

department store. It's not 1 _
something she especially
likes. She just takes it
and then dumps it in a

bin outside.
1< \
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Or she gets into a
fight at a bar with
another man and
beats the crap
out of him.

) D

And odetta
has no clue.




And then comes | |
the day. August j;
14, 1954, ]

library. Moses
&5

is here with
me.

1 ' :-:'—I - S —

Y Imiss the
{ days when you
| called me Poppa the prodigal

M%ﬁ& Fun daughter finally
mes. ; returns.

lgnore him,
honey. Maybe
someday he'll forgive |
you for growing up
, and leading your
b own life. _

Maybe
arter I‘mr
dead. Not him, hate when

though. He'll -
; you disappear,
outlive me. g8 that's all.

Ijust

Ididn't
disappear. You
know Iwent toa .
sit-in. I think - she'd have
mom would have been as worried
been proud. as I was.




I just don't understand the purpose of
sit-ins. Try being yourself: a colored
woman who graduated from Columbia.
Isn't that enough of a
statement?™

X

You should

tell her, Pan.
She witnessed
some of it, but was
too young to

‘ understand.

And the things
/ she didn't see. Like
the time some drunk
white boys in a truck
chased us across 3
bridge, remember?
Back when we were
Jjust kKids?

You know it's
not, Pad. Most
dirls den't have my
opportunities.

You must've
seen the inequality
firsthand, back in the
South. I know it must've
been bad '‘cause you
never discuss
it. Ever.

I remember
Iwas so terrified
that when we hid in
| the bushes, you clamped
your hand over my
mouth to stop me
from screaming.

And they _
searched for ¥
us, and I was
S0 sure
that--

| ar No, Moses.
No.

-




Tdon't talk
about that part
of my life or think

about it. The world My rather was
has moved on consistent, yes
since then. f/ he was. After all,
- - as a dentist, he
J:q. !{ was accustomed
to covering up
problems.

Hiding rotten teeth
behind pure white
caps.

How consistent for
him to hide his own
past like a bad
tooth.

Yes, Pad.
You're right.

Your world has
moved on.

The rest
of the world
needs people
to move it.

And I'mone
of those. Because
you can walk away
from your past

all you want...

But some
of us have to
walk toward
the future.




