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About the Author


Before Orange left for her tattoo apprenticeship, she turned to her friend Magnolia and said,
“I want to make memorable quotes for my clients. You know— like pretty transcripts on your skin.”
They were sitting together on the roof of Magnolia’s apartment, sharing sodas and vanilla ice cream sandwiches. Magnolia, being the writer she is, took that moment as a sign—a reason to write a whole collection of tattoo quotes.

That same night, she stayed up late, scribbling poems and phrases that could live forever on someone’s body.

That’s what this book is.

For anyone who wants pretty transcripts on their skin.
For anyone looking for something indelible—something that belongs to you.
Because some things just go well together.
Like orange and magnolia.
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Life Of A Sunfish
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I am lazy

I am useless

Just like a sunfish

The floating disappointment

I don’t feel anything, even when you hurt me

No control over where I’m going

Forced to let oceans waves carry me.
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Chainsaw
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Next time you don’t want to be friends anymore,

Say it to my face—like you did before.

Because to laugh while pointing out my flaws,

Feels like trying to kiss me with a chainsaw.
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Here’s The Type of Person I am
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When I sit alone,

Someone will ask, “Can I use this chair?”

Then carry it to another table

To laugh with friends over there—

Leaving me, still and silent,

Closed off like a clam.
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The Name That I Remember
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Let me paint the scene:

I was fourteen, a child in the frame,

And he was the player of a hollow game.

He knew that I was underage and still -

From Huntsville, Alabama he sent me nude pictures of his flesh in pixels—

Obscene, deliberate, unsoliciate uninvited.

It seemed like it attracted him more to the fact I was not able to consent

The map said he was half a world away,

He was in Alabama, while I breathed the Massachusetts air.

But distance is a lie when you are haunted.

I wasn't in my bedroom; I was caged in his palm,

Paralyzed by a thumb that couldn't find 'block,'

Held captive by a name I can't unlearn:

Levi Casada.

I remember the name, but I am not his

He told me came from Guatamela

And that he was adopted by a white family

But still

I remember the fear, but it does not live in me now

I grow strong in my own room, my own rules

My body, my mind, my voice—mine to keep

I am the forest he cannot enter

I am the mushroom, toxic and free
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Straight Up
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Alright. Straight up.

Without the metaphors.
The clever lines.
The similes.
The double entendres.
I want everyone to know.
I want everyone to understand:
You abused me.

When I was a child.
When I was vulnerable.
When I didn’t know
how to say no.
Yes. Straight up.

Because I am a victim.

And I should not have to package my trauma
into something clever,
or beautiful,
or intelligent
just for you to understand it.
Just for you to digest it.
Because this is real.

And yes—

Levi Casada.

The boy I met on Snapchat when I was 14 and you were 18

And the after that

You sent me explicit

Photos and images you knew you

Weren’t supposed to send
I am talking to you.
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Closed Mouths Don’t Get Fed
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Closed mouths don’t get fed

Alright.

But if that’s the case,

Why am I opening my mouth

And still starving?

Still waiting

for the next spoonful—

one that won’t leave lacerations

around my lips.

Some are born

with silver spoons.

I was not.

That’s why I’m here,

writing these words

for people

Those who are afraid to reach out.

But deserve healing anyway

They say,

“All you need to do is speak up.”

But they don’t say

You also need the right restaurant—

and a seat at the right table.

So let me finish this quote:

Closed mouths don’t get fed

But open ones are still put to bed.
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