
Manifesting  
 
At the moment Rosina Ivanova contacted me to contribute to this publication on 
manifestos, I thought that in my case it was more about manifesting. One cup of hot 
water to cleanse my throat. I am working on opening up to assist revealing the shape 
and essence of that which already is. I move close enough to be with it. Making, 
including art, has been pushed to the background for the most part, while my index finger 
points to the area of the sky where two celestial bodies come together to procreate an 
eclipse. A new color follows their cosmic lovemaking. They kiss in very slow motion. I 
perform in that middle zone where red and blue turn into a purple of some kind. Another 
person might see indigo where my eyes read violet. I drink a second cup of water less 
hot than the one before to cleanse my esophagus. The doctor prescribes me anti-acids 
in his manifesto-writing pad. I look the other way listening to my insides with my hand 
on my stomach. “Lime is good for you,” says a gurgling voice. I close my eyes and 
picture my digestive system in the midst of directing a play whose main actors involve 
acidity and alkalinity. The house is sold out. Beings embodying love fill all the seats in 
the theater, including the steepest balconies. They cheer every time the potential 
hydrogen (pH) in my body achieves a healthy balance. A third cup of hot water to 
cleanse my stomach.  Manifesting is what I am learning to write in the air with the tip of 
my nose. I wait for the night so that I can perform in dreams where narratives fall apart 
and I am required to change costumes swiftly. Scanty bathing suits do not serve a purpose 
when I am in an artic scene. No longer afraid of dogs populating my nightmares, I 
befriend them, to my own astonishment.  I shut my eyes to fall asleep so that I can master 
flying with nothing else but what I was born with, or to drive cars on U.S. interstate 
highways without a driver’s license, without even knowing how to actually maneuver a 
car at all. I boil another pot of water. My thermos only holds three cups. The fourth cup 
I drink is to cleanse my colon, or so I visualize it. By manifesting I mean letting what is 
be and for me to be with it. The best time(lessness) for performing is when clocks and 
watches do not work properly. Their hands move forward or backward without causing a 
dent in history. Eternity has no rules I can think of.  Maybe just no clocks, no watches, no 
heartbeats, no boiling point for water. Life unfolds at room temperature. No jackets, no 
coats, no cloaks, no Speedos, no scarfs. The wind is my shawl. The fifth cup of hot 
water is excellent to flush my kidneys. My job is to witness. Glasses off.  I can 
postpone checking for retina detachment until the sun sets 365 times, even though I 
cannot always attest for brightly lit skies. I have to trust that they are there behind a 
curtain of gray clouds. I get out of the driver’s seat to enjoy the ride. Soon I realize that I 
am in a self-driving vehicle being tested in the Bronx. I pray for the strength of my 
bladder. I do pray. The river is about to run full course. The sixth cup of hot water is 
good for my bladder. Not too hot. Not too cool either. I drink it without expectations, 
making sure not to impose any demands on the process, and call the act manifesting. The 
thermos is empty again, its job defined by the water that fills it up when it least expects it.  
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