
My voice no longer 
requires my body.

Once, 
though, it
lived and 
breathed, 
this voice. 

It  sang 
of me, 
of love…

…Of other women, of 
my brothers, of my 
dearest  friends. 
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Even today there are 
people who expect  

something from me.

From my voice, 
preserved on 

records.

A voice with 
no body to 
see, no life 
to discover.

I’ll give them words 
in music.
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I’ll give them 
every note, and 
a suggestion…

… A hint  that  my 
voice is not  just  

Billie’s voice…

… But  a voice that  
springs from every 

voice.

Still, no one  
but  me can 
 call herself  

Billie Holiday… 
Lady Day.
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New York, Saturday, 11:30 pm

Lisa, I need all the facts 
you’ve got  on Holiday, Billie, 

jazz vocalist, female, 
Black, dead at  age 44,  

30 years ago.

Send it  over to my screen. Oh, 
I need some photos, too, and – 

above all – music. I need to hear 
this woman’s  

singing. 

Billie Holiday… they might’ve  
sprung this assignment  on me 

earlier... and me having  
no idea who  

she is. 

I got  you the 
dope on this 
Billie person.

Okay. Go ahead and  
take off, I’ll be on this all 

night. They want  the 
 final copy by dawn. 
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Saturday, 11:40 pm.

Billie
 Holiday, dead 

30 years ago today.
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Prostitute, alcoholic, 
drug addict, died 
young… “The flower 
of the age”… wore 

a flower in  
her hair…

RRR..

Her love life was on the 
unhappy 

side.

RRRR...

Make that  chaotic. Better yet, 
crippled. That’s it: crippled.

Hey, you’re 
new here, 
right?

No, sir. 
Been here 
17 years.

“She had no luck with men: 
they all partook of the 

fortune she eventually earned.”

Sunday, 12:25 AM… 
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“The tabloids emphasized those aspects 
of her life to the exclusion of her music.”

Don’t  
leave me, 
Rufus!

“It’s the law of supply and demand. 
There’s a public that  
wants that  kind of stuff.”

Take 
that, 
whore!

“There’s another public that  
pretends it  doesn’t, and won’t  

accept  it  unless 
 it’s disguised.”

Consider it  
a goodbye 
present.

“This latter audience is the one that  buys 
our papers, that  lets us turn a profit.”

Stupid bitch!  
You aren’t   

gonna kill anyone…  
not  me, not   
yourself!
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“Okay, skip back in time: 
she was a child prostitute.”

You tell her I 
fucked her honestly 
– I paid for it.

Next…

“At  an early age, she became a 
slave to the white death.”

“No, strike that… vice controlled her entire life.”

The reckless use of 
alcohol, the swelling 
of her features.
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