Nicola Slee
From Praying Like a Woman
[image: ]
image1.jpg
Word
St Mary’s Abbey, West Malling

Wait for the riven word.

It will be spoken, it will be heard.

It is the time for speech,

the bursting wide of flesh.

Like golden juice from the ripened peach,
it will spill, it will pour,

it will run down your famished face.

Feast your lips on this food.
Fill your mouth with this fruit.
Feed your soul on this fat.

It is good. It is god.

It is food of life,

the fountain of speech,

the word that satisfies.

O come and eat, o taste and see:
How good a feast.
How rich a guest.
How lavish a host.
How ravished a hunger.
I'am met. I am meat. I am ate.
Iam full. [ am fed.
[ 'am juice, I am joy, [ am all golden peach.
I am flesh of your flesh,
bone of my own solid bone.
I am word. I am spoken.
I am food. I am eaten.
I am incarnate, holy bread.
I am born.

I am come.

I am home.




