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Authors Note:

	 

	My name is Rori Lanée Waters. I was born on March 15th 2005. I grew up in Las Vegas Nevada. I am a writer. I’ve always told people I am a writer, but I’ve never really had anything to show. So here it is. My little collection of thoughts I have written down from the age of 5, to 20. 

	Most of the poems are about me, but there are a couple that are not, if anything scares you, I want you to pretend it’s not me, if you know me at least. I have been hesitant about sharing my work because, they are not very happy. I only write when I feel extreme emotion, which is usually in solitude or sadness. 

	Not all of the poems are good, not all of them make sense, some of them were meant to be songs, but I grew out them of before I could complete them. I have decided, I would rather release them in some form rather than keeping them locked away in the google doc that I have been contributing to for the last 7 years. 

	I will admit I have work that is still yet to be published that I believe to be better than what is written here, but those are songs. And I still care about my songs, and even if they aren’t as mature to release now as it would’ve been when I wrote them, I would still rather release them one day when I’m ready, when I have the means to make the songs sound as good as they do in my head, when someone can help me produce them better than what I can do with a macbook and a microphone, and a software I only half understand. But I hope this book brings a little bit of justice to the pieces that will not become more, due to the negligence of time. 

	These poems are mostly sad, they don’t have an advanced vocabulary, and they don’t have a lot of metaphors. They are blunt, raw, pure thoughts. I am an honest person, mostly. But this is what goes on in my head unfiltered. 

	Please understand this is the way that I am, or the way that I was. Some things are the ways I’ve felt in the past, and I might not feel that way anymore, some things are ways I’ve felt while going through an extreme breakdown. And some things are the ways that I feel all the time. Please do not worry about me. I am okay. I don’t want your messages of concern, or pity, or people reaching out just to make sure of one thing or another. In this day in age where mental health is so important, yet still so inaccessible, and artificial intelligence seems to be taking over more forms of art than we’d prefer. I wanted to share how I feel. 

	I wanted to share it because when I see art that reflects my life, I feel seen. I feel heard. And yet, I get to pretend that I don’t feel as deeply as I do in fear of being too much. But this is my book. And you are now reading it. So, I would like the respect of not being concerned about my thoughts. Because they are my art. 

	You can watch me grow here. Here’s what I created without the intention of anything being something. Here’s what I wrote on the nights when I cried so much, I’d give myself a headache and wake up with dust in my eyes. Here’s what I wrote all alone, with myself. For almost nobody. 

	Yes, I’m young in a lot of these, even I get surprised to read the things I was longing for and writing about as a child, or a young teenager or even now. I think back to these times in my life and while I can’t quite remember thinking those things, (or in my reflection I was a naive little girl,) The proof is there, that I was writing and thinking things at certain points in my life. I have been praying for dreams to come true since I was a child. 

	So, I would also like to say this: if you would like to skip to, say, 2022, where I am 16, and things get a little more serious, then I do not mind. If you do read everything before, then I ask you not to critique a teenager. There are lines that I would consider too “cringey” or “edgy.” I was a depressed teen, and I wrote what I felt. Which sometimes comes off as “everyone hates me, I’m emo bleh.” I am very aware. There were lines I would write differently now, things I wouldn’t say so obviously or things I wouldn’t write at all. 

	But for authenticity's sake, I have decided to leave everything pretty much the way that it was, besides editing some grammar and other things like that. Since I never showed these to anyone and they weren’t edited then, I feel it’s wrong to edit a piece of my history now. 

	For those very, very special people in my life, who have remained in my life for years, I am sorry that there is not much written here for you, I’ve mostly written about people who have hurt me or people that make me upset, or just how I feel about the world in general, and of course, the first loves of my life, who I doubt will read this, I preach to the choir I suppose. 

	So, although I have not written about you, I do want to thank you for being here for me, for listening to every crazy antic that happens in my day to day life. For holding me when I cry in the sheer shock of the next thing that’s been thrown at me. And for staying. Even if it’s not all the time, our communication means the world to me, I wouldn’t be here without you. Especially Genesis, Aden, Harper, and my favorite person, Ashley. 

	To my mom and anybody who has watched me grow-up through her Facebook page, thank you. Although overbearing at times, I am grateful that I get to scroll through galleries of documentation of my youth, and rediscover things about myself I’d forgotten about. I am often surprised at the sheer amount of support I receive from people I don’t quite know, who remember me from before I have memories. I appreciate you for now, taking the time to actually sit down and listen to what I have to say for myself. 

	To Pierce, and Brendan, whom I won’t lie, I don’t know how I feel about you reading all of these things, but I am proud to call you my brothers. I know I was never the most sisterly sister, but I hope you can look up to me in anyway eventually, just as I’ve become proud of the men you’re growing into. 

	To my dad whose story makes me cry, I hope my art can inspire you, as yours has always inspired me.

	To any teachers who watch me grow up from afar, who may not have personally known the sad girl who wrote these poems, most of you changed my life. From Ms. May, who let me share my writings out loud to my 5th grade class, when nobody asked for it. Mr. Kerick who taught me to play the guitar, Ms. Binder who listened to me complain about every other thing, but still managed to turn me into a dancer, and Ms. Fisher, who gave me a place to eat at lunch when my peers weren’t nice enough to be around. Ms. Erkert, Ms. DeSarno, and Mr. Huston, for teaching me how to write, even when I was incredibly over the top. And Mr. Mutzhaus, for being the one class I looked forward to every day in my last couple of years of high school.

	But especially for Ms. Lehto, who has given me more than I could ever hope to return. 

	And if you can relate to anything I’ve written, I hope you feel heard. If you can’t, I hope you at least hear me. 

	Thank you for reading my first ever poetry book, I truly appreciate it more than you know.  

	 

	-With much love,
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	To everyone I’ve ever loved or lost.

	 


2010

	Roses

	Roses are Yellow

	Red

	White

	Purple

	 

	And that’s all the colors I know.

	 

	 


2014

	Life is Like a Piece of Clay

	Life is like a piece of clay,

	It gets torn apart and put back together.

	It gets formed and it gets droopy.

	It can fold up and hold secrets,

	And break apart to tell everyone.

	Many pieces join together to become a monster.

	You can form your piece however you choose.

	But form it wisely.

	Or else you might not be able to change the parts that dry.

	 

	Because those could be the bad decisions you make. 
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