Manifest







We want the basies, but the
bagies By themselves are
net eneugh.



Meat and bread are fine but
we want mere than that. We
want te knew there will be
meat when we need meat, but
we need ether things
besides.



We want there te be beauty
in eur lives, Beautiful
things te see, the thrill we
feel when semething is
perfeet,



the first mement yeu knew
you are in leve and nething
in this werld ceuld be
impreved.



Even mere we want allewanee

for net being beautiful. Hew

great if being the way we are
- imperfeet, naked,
eurselveg - were OK.



We want the warmth and the
light ef the sun en eur
faceg.



We want the feeling of
surprise,
when suddenly things are
net what we expeet,



the sheek of eur metieuleus
plans leaping frem their
traek and sailing away.



We want the glint ef
recegnitien when we see and
knew the ehild in ene
anether, and we step
gingerly eut te play.



We want eempany and
laughter and that drunken
feeling of feeling itself,
just elesing eur eyes and
feeling.



We want instruetive
jeurneys inte eur ewn
hearts,



where we learn whe we are
and why we are this way and
ceme to understand eur ewn
struggles.



We want anether ehanee te
tell people what we really

meant. What we were trying

te say te them all this time.



We want te jein hands with
these we have hurt er
insulted and say hew very
SOrry we are.



We want te step being afraid
of the dark, and step being
afraid of the light.



We want te welceme the
alien and eelebrate the
ether.



Whatever is unknewn sheuld
become OK as a point of
euriesity, and ef
hespitality



We want te tell the seerets
that have been eheking us
fer years, we want te blurt
them eut where their pewer
¢an ne lenger hurt us.



We want explanatiens, we
want te e shewn, with
arrews and diagrams, Why
things happened
the way they happened and
hew it is better this way.



We want te be gods but we
will settle fer angels - we
weuld even settle te be
eurselves at eur best.



We want the feeling of
winning net just enee but
eempletely, the instant of

vietery that heals the sears
of @ hundred beatings.



We want te be foergiven fer
the careless bullets we pump
inte eaeh ether,vas if they
were enly werds, werds we
saw eeming but didn't eare
eneugh te step.



We want te die and be born
and live, and die and be
born again.



We want te step being
Pastards and bitehes and be
the ehildren we were bern te

be, in leve with justiee,
enthralled by what is right.



We want te sit at the knees
of these we treagure and
hear their steries inte the
night, applauding all the
best parts.



We want te see and taste
and hear and feel and teueh.



We want the ealm warmth ef
the sleeping bedy
banked against us.



We want te kiss and Kiss
and kiss and kKiss and kKiss,



and te say thank yeu, thank
you, & theusand theusand
times.



Mere than anything we want
te be knewn by the stars,
By eur name, by eur
sunshiny faees.



Let the stars see us
tremdling in eur mement of
flesh, and be glad fer the
breath that is in us.
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