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Alone  

 within a sea of smiling faces; 

Alone, 

  but not lonely; 

I wandered out, fearless. 

  

S t r e t c h e d out before me 

A multitude of Waves: 

Waves of sorrow; 

Waves of hurt; 

Waves of warmth and a limitless embrace. 

  

My ship is rather sturdy 

And so I’ll venture on. 

My Ship is sturdy 

And so I’ll greet the waves.  



4 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ello Miz re 

ello mi saw roh 

ello payne 

Gud bi blu ski 

Gud bi luvin' daez 

'ailing' eye to luv  

'ailing eye tru glorious wavs  

'ailing eye to sea da world. 

U R N Mi <3 
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I woke up with stars still stuck in my eyes, 

Perhaps barely alive; 

Still twinkling but dying inside. 

I, an ageless entity, 

One of infinity, 

Known to the unknown,  

was so far, far, far from Tranquility. 

  

Wraps of bandages  

Catheter 

Banana bag and a weeping Mother Earth 

 

Che-che-check  

To all of the above. 

Out of a coma and into the fire, 

I was Breathing in with burning lungs. 

  

Yes, 

I was high hell spun on a flurry of fun, 

The road to self destruction 

Paved in aspartame and mercury dust 

As I suffered silently from golden wanderlust 

 

Yet  

From the North to South,  

To the East and West Sides 

The light of the moon held me oh so right. 

  

I had been guided by parasites, blinded by thirst 

“Cursed” from birth to wander this Earth. 

“A hero departed” 

Is how the story began. 

But in truth, I,  a General Lonely Heart ran.  

 

Yes, feet to the concrete  

‘Til there was none left,  

At that moment I realized the source of my distress. 
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It wasn’t the rooftops, pills of woe or even the sex; 

I and I alone co-created each moment of distress.  

…. 

… 

… 

Thus visions of angels, cast in lots,  

Fell upon my trice closed, sleeping eye; 

They woke me with their tears of gold—- 

Now I too can fly. 

 

Lectures of rape no longer 

Echo 

Echo 

Echo throughout the generations,  

Because Treated lead is no longer spoon fed 

To the hearts of children  

From the tongues of men. 

 

 TV monologues saturated with serene dreams  

No longer omit the ob-

scene sad reality  

Of being both cause and 

cure of dis-ease. 

  

 

My eyes rolled backwards  

to see inside my head 

as yet another dream was 

birthed 

from the vast emptiness 

of spacelessness. 

 

Tomorrow will be a new 

day 
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Madre sola, una malabarista brincando a través 

de la concreta selva. 

Padre en la cárcel, 

Un hombre adentro de un cubo  

con manos, cara y cuerpo de niebla. 

     

Pregunto, “¿Mon chère Maman  

Qué vamos a comer esta noche,  

Arroz y frijoles otra vez?” 

Hay una pausa y ella responde. 

 

-Yo brillo con entusiasmo, 

“¡Mmmmmm, mi favorito!” 

 

Prendo la televisión, 

 

“¡C'est la guerre… 

… 

vive la liberté!” 

Le sigh, ya vi este programa. 
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Estoy en la cocina, 

Mirando a mi hijo, mi Corazon 

(¿Cómo voy a explicarle  

lo que pasó a su papá?) 

 

“Hijo mío, sí vamos a comer arroz y frijoles, 

pero no tenemos 

pan (ni tortillas).” 

 

(Yo quiero que él no mire 

esos programas) 

 

“¡Hijo mío ven a leer conmigo!” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“ I g n i s  a u r u m  p r o b a t  m i s e r i a  f o r t e s  v i r o s ” 
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I pick'd these flowers with you in mind, 

Wrapp'd them up in silver twine, 

Pluck'd them from their golden chord, 

And thus they wither more and more. 

 

Within each petal I saw a thought, 

A holy message written and wrought, 

Cast down from angels both bought and sold, 

Then packag'd in China by 12 year olds. 

 

I pick'd these flower with you in mind  

For they reflect the beauty of thine eyes; 

Wide and open as Arizona morning skies, 

And blue as Bisbee azurite mines.  

 

I pick'd these flower with you in mind 

I pick'd them not knowing that you would mind. 
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A stop sign will not bring you back,  

And neither will a page on words. 

So then why do I bother to write? 

Simple, it helps to relieve the hurt. 
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Trillium Ammonite Grace, 

963 Rue De La Blix Roquette, 

Almizry Shores, Ville De L'angélique 

November 20XI 

Dear T.A.G., 

 As I sit to have this meal, I am grateful and humbled-- for 

gatherings between familia, amigo@s, and for the many beautiful 

days that I have spent with them. Inside my heart-mind I know 

that the family and friends I have, without a doubt, enrich my 

life. They share in my special moment, joys, sorrows, trials, 

tribulations and vice versa. 

Now, as I break bread, I am once again reminded of the in-

nate need for humility and gratitude, not only for the meal 

which I am about to eat, but for each and every moment that I am 

alive. Life is a gift and today I am reminding myself to begin 

each day, not with the pains or troubles of yesterday, but with 

a knowledge that I will fulfill unforeseen greatness through 

present moment awareness. 

 It is through a present moment awareness that I am able to 

express my gratitude for the life which I lead. T.A.G. I will be 

more aware and safer on this battlefield, I too will return 

home… Namaste.  

Oceans of <3 

General Lonely Heart  



13 



14 



15 

About  

From chalk on concrete to beat 

boxing on side streets, I am, 

je suis, yo soy Michael Ray De 

Los Angeles. As a peaceful war-

rior from the golden state of 

California, I have overcome the 

challenges of life through a 

dedication to various arts such 

as dance, photography, poetry 

and theatre. My Life's experi-

ences have taught me compassion 

and perseverance, and as a stu-

dent of life I seek to expand 

and share my knowledge to fur-

ther my growth and assist in 

the growth process of others. 

 

In short, art is a transforma-

tive process and it can be used 

to communicate with the subcon-

scious mental process.  

 

 

During my time at Humboldt 

State University, I served as 

the Poetry Division Editor for 

the Toyon Literary Journal 

(2012-2013) and have published 

photography, art and poetry 

within the Women’s Resource 

Center’s The Matrix. As a mem-

ber of the Humboldt Circus, 

participated in multiple pro-

ductions including “So Many 

Colors” in Spring of 2012 and 

“One Continuous Lick” in the 

Fall of 2012. From each situa-

tion I learnt more about my-

self, about my interests in 

public performance; passion for 

writing; as well as an appre-

ciation for myself and my capa-

bilities. In short, through 

Art, I have relearned to Love 

myself.  

 

Namaste. 

M i c h a e l R a y D e L o s A n g e l e s . o r gM i c h a e l R a y D e L o s A n g e l e s . o r g   

M i c h a e l R a y @ L o r a x C o m m u n i t y . o r gM i c h a e l R a y @ L o r a x C o m m u n i t y . o r g   

w w w . y o u t u b e . c o m / v a m p y r o h t e c h n i xw w w . y o u t u b e . c o m / v a m p y r o h t e c h n i x  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A  

Children of The Matrix 

 Production 

In cooperation with  

Vampyrohtechnix  

Media Unlimited, 

And 

Michael Ray De Los Angeles 

 

Infinite gratitude to: 

Mi Familia y Amig@s; the amazing and welcoming people 

of Bisbee, Arizona; New Orleans, Louisiana, Hana, Maui; 

Paris, France; Bath, London and Wiltshire, England; Food 

Not Bombs Chapters in San Francisco; Berkeley (People’s 

Park), Humboldt, and Los Angeles. I would also like to 

give thanks to Mata Amritanandamayi, ORT2012, Lorax 

Community, Vampire Freaks, John Keats, The Humboldt 

Circus, Julia Butterfly Hill, The Children of The Matrix and 

FOOT Crew, The Healing And Art House,  Divine Love 

Talk, Humboldt State University Toyon Literary Journal, 

Humbolt State University Women’s Resource Center, 

CCAT, Paul “Pee Wee Herman” Rubens, Kombucha, Chia 

seeds; Masuro Emoto, Brother Malcolm, Angela Davis, 

John Agard, Andrea Gibson, Saul Williams, Tia Chucha’s 

Centro Cultural, Sweet 

Lorraine’s Jazz Club, 

Mental Mondays, Soap 

Box LA, The Silver 

Lake Neighborhood 

Council, coconuts, avo-

cados, and of course…  

 

 YOU! 

http://www.michaelraydelosangeles.org
file:///C:/Users/MichaelRay/Desktop/MichaelRay@LoraxCommunity.org
file:///C:/Users/MichaelRay/Documents/PROJECTS/Poetry/Chap%20Books/www.youtube.com/vampyrohtechnix
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Infinite gratitude. 

A 

Children of the Matrix Production,  

Publishing Dept. 

 


