


I.Idon't
understand--!

--daaaaaaaaas...

.J can't even begin to imagine what
my parents and the medical staff

thought had happened to me. Maybe

they thought I was possessed.

Detta! My

name's Detta!
Stop sticking an "O”
in there! That's
not me!

Get that
pig sticker
outtame! Get it
out! Stick it up
your own--

In a way, T suppose I was.
Odetta Holmes, the girl I
was, was gone. Instead
there was a screaming
harpy in my body, my mind...
and her name was...

Oh, thank
God...thank
God...




Someone want to tell
me what just happened
in there?

It was just
some random
reaction. She's
fine now...

We can't
know that,
Moses.

Am I
dreaming?

Where am
I? What is
this place?

Yes. Yes,
that has to be
it. I'm dreaming.
So I...Ijust have
to wake up and
T'll be fine.

"We can't know anything

until she wakes up again.

Not even what she'll say
her name is."




It'sa

roadblock... Idon't
like...like when  want to be
thosemen  here. Idon't
attacked us. , want to be

here! I--

Oh. I'm
not there
anymore.

What
are those
things?

And...and
why are they

coming toward...
toward me...

Noooo!
Get away
from me!
Get away!




Someone...
shot it?
Who--

And if we
don't get the
hell outta here,
he'll shoot us,
too.

No. He's
areally bad
man.



