In the Word

The first time she heard the Word in a voice like her own

a shiver ran down her spine, thoughts went racing through her mind

she'd finally found her home

In the Word, in the Word

The midnight oil burns again, in the old brick house not far from here,

She puts the babies to bed, kisses him on the head

and goes out to the den, to dance with the ancients again

to the Word, to the Word

She pours through the pages, 

so many have died for through the ages

and still the battle rages on,

over the Word, over the Word

What was he thinking when he wrote it all down

who is this story really about?

Was he trying to liberate, 

his family and friends who were alone and afraid

with the Word, with the Word?

Was it written on his heart before it flowed out his pen,

and who were the ones who wrote it out, 

over and over and over again?

Now it comes to us through our own eyes 

and reaches down to our soul,

and still has the power to make us whole

because it's the Word, yes it's the Word.

