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Octavia Margaret Butler named her
only daughter after herself. She
nicknamed her “Junie” because she
was a junior and also because she was
born in the month of June.



“I’m the kind of person who looks for
a complex way to say something...
Poetry simplifies it. When I started to
write poetry, I was forced to pay
attention word by word, line by line.”
-Octavia E. Butler



“Estella’s most grievous fault
is her slowness. She does not
complete assignments. She
dreams a lot and has poor
concentration.”
 - from a school report card
Octavia E. Butler received 



“I never really learned to be part of a
group. At first, it didn’t matter... I really
knew more about being around adults
than I knew about being around other
kids. This made me very awkward and
strange. When I realized that I could
fight back, I discovered that I was a lot
stronger than I had thought. I hurt
people by accident. I had a lot of
empathy, and hurting someone really
bothered me. - Octavia E. Butler



“In a way, reading and writing
helped me not to be lonely, but
in another way, they permitted
me to go on being an oddball as
far as other kids were
concerned. So reading and
writing both helped and, I
suppose in some ways hindered
... I made my own society in the
books and in the stories I told
myself.” 
-Octavia E. Butler 



“I had no idea what to do and how to
get where I wanted to go, and no
idea how bad my stuff was because
who could I compare it to? Nobody
was writing on the subjects that
really interested me and the stuff I
was sending out.”



REMINGTON
“Each key is a memory... Her
spaceship is her imagination - a
docked rocket ready for takeoff.
She travels far into the future - long
after we have destroyed our own
planet - to a world with mind-
reading aliens. She sends herself to
save us all from our wars and
hunger for power, from our
ignorance and self-interest. She
travels back to a time to a world
where Black bodies were property
to save her own ancestor. She leaps
into other bodies and minds to feel,
to know, to empathize with us all -
like a kindred soul.”



“I’m a 48-year-old writer who can
remember being a 10-year-old
writer and who expects someday to
be an 80-year-old writer. I’m also
comfortably asocial - a hermit in the
middle of Los Angeles - a pessimist
if I’m not careful, a feminist, a black,
a former baptist, and oil and water
combination of ambition, laziness,
insecurity, certainty, and drive. 

- Octavia Butler




