Woman, thou art blessed and delightful

Nancy Cardoso*

In the beginning I was alone

In a little bed covered with a thick blue quilt

That promised me childhood.

In the adjoining bedroom, my mother's bed was large;

Enormous, that bed that told me nothing.

No sigh sliced the air,

While I dreamed about what might be happening there.

At 10

They told me without saying anything

That the shivering of my skin and shaking of my body

Were stopped by washing my face early every morning

I believed and let the years of my youth pass

Without knowing what to do with legs, arms, mouths,

Breasts and a clitoris that was still nonexistent.

When I turned 20

I learned by force how to listen to my body,

To touch and to be touched without guilt or remorse.

I came to know beautiful and horrible places

Loves and mistakes.

I put my hand on myself

Surprising myself with blessing and delight.

When I turned 30, I found myself married and pregnant

As if I had entered into a narrow alley

With wide doors—a marriage bed with unequal desire.

I was unhappy.

Today I revisit those years relearning old lessons

Of shaking with fright and of desire.

I love the tears that dissolve me 

As I bury myself in my pillow.

I love the light, the music, being put on the spot…the open window.

I love speaking in unrepeatable verbs and nouns

While I bite the tip of your ear and 

I stammer out—and rub in—adjectives and adverbs in the pubic hair

Of the man who is inside me.

I love to get dirty—soil myself—both inside and out

Delaying orgasms so they come on quickly and in multiples.

I am going to turn 40.

I don't need as much as I used to 

Of knowing I am accompanied.

My bed is large and I know many 

Possible and unrepeatable ways to make love.

I go along making an agrarian reform of my territory,

Of my body and of my bed.

I still dream of a blond man with a beard and blue eyes

He is never the same and I don't want him for me.

When I prepare an exegesis

--Because I am a pastor, Biblicist and theologian—

And the text doubles me over with caresses

And reveals to me words that I never say,

I feel alive and happy.

I would love it if a man were waiting for me in bed

To receive me passionately. To do

Theology for

Me has always been a way of mixing together all that is sacred,

All that is most desirous, unrepeatable, and unpronounceable.

The process of study and formation as a theologian has accompanied

My life and the environs

Of my desires.
Although they tell me not to, to do theology with my body

Impregnates my God images and my entrance in this voyage

Through the heavenly body

And all those earthen bodies that I have loved.
Thus I speak when I delight and I delight when I speak.

The Word was made flesh and chose divine love

That allows me to go to bed in peace and then go to sleep.
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