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New Zealand, like the rest of the world, has been living in an altered state of reality for the 

last several weeks as we comply with our government’s directive to stay home to save lives. 

The cessation of normal human activity has resulted in quiet empty streets, cleaner air, and 

increased birdsong. As I have gone on my daily walks around Opoho I have pondered, like 

many others, whether it is possible or indeed desirable, to return to life as it was before. 

The loss of life in this pandemic is tragic, but equally tragic would be a return to a life that 

disregards the actions that brought us here in the first place.  

Humanity cannot continue to unthinkingly despoil the planet, exploit animals, and ignore the 

suffering of those who choke daily on toxic air without further terrible consequences. The 

shock of this virus has forced us to reimagine a world where, as Kitty O’Meara puts it in her 

poem “In the Time of Pandemic’ as we heal, so can we heal the earth. The best Christian 

theologies of creation understand that humans live as are part of nature, not outside it.  In 

next week’s reflection I will look at how the Presbyterian Church here in Aotearoa has come 

to uphold that understanding of our stewardship of God’s creation. 

The poems that I selected to share with you this Sunday resonated deeply with me in their 

understanding of the turmoil created by onset of this pandemic, and also in their wistful hope 

that here was an opportunity to be seized for humanity to make ‘a new earth’. 

 

Poem for Anzac Day by Poet Laurate David Eggleton. 

"We are in a war," says Poet Laureate David Eggleton. 

It might not exactly look like it, for many sitting at home watching Netflix. 

But as we draw to our national war remembrance day, it is the parallels with the deadly fight 

against Covid-19, along with the anxiety and dread, and those who made the greatest 

sacrifice that provided inspiration for Listening to the Silence, an exclusive Anzac Day poem 

commissioned for Herald readers. 

From NZ Herald 25 April 2020. 

Listening to the Silence 

In the deepest quiet known for years, 

Listen closely to this empty silence, 

The trees that sough, the boom of surf, 

The night alive with a hum of bubbles: 



Pivotal moment in the nation's story, 

As each of us mooches, and broods on 

The philosophical guts of the whole damn thing. 

From the abandoned streets of the big parade, 

To a people blockade, our islands quarantined, 

And the taste of siege at the break of day, 

Now is the April of our discontent 

Made into the browns and golds of autumn. 

Our hearts, the slow drumbeat of Anzac Day, 

With fresh wreaths laid on the Unknown Soldier's Tomb, 

And poppies that bleed for the Cenotaph's dead. 

Those in uniforms bedecked with medals 

Wait, like all of us, at a self-aware distance. 

My father slumped down in his wheelchair, 

Proud of the war medals pinned to his chest, 

Never lived to see the fetch of this swell, 

Or hear this alarm bell, watch this rising tide. 

Shadows reach out like Sauron's Riders, 

The Nazgul, as the menace of the microbe 

Marches implacable, on a day that marks 

A remembrance of sacrifice and loss, 

Written in textbooks as exalted poetry, 

Made from a nation's flesh and blood. 

Spirit of Anzac means courage, resistance. 

See bird wing lift over leaf, higher, 



Then higher, to fly the unbudgeable hill, 

And a cloak of arohanui thrown on all: 

So be strong, be staunch, be true, be bold 

— Kia kaha, kia māia, kia manawanui. 

 

In the time of Pandemic by Kitty O’Meara 

“And the people stayed home. And read books, and listened, and rested, and exercised, and 

made art, and played games, and learned new ways of being, and were still. And listened 

more deeply. Some meditated, some prayed, some danced. Some met their shadows. And the 

people began to think differently. 

And the people healed. And, in the absence of people living in ignorant, dangerous, mindless, 

and heartless ways, the earth began to heal. 

And when the danger passed, and the people joined together again, they grieved their losses, 

and made new choices, and dreamed new images, and created new ways to live and heal the 

earth fully, as they had been healed.” 

Kitty O’Meara is a Retired teacher and Chaplain who lives outside Madison, WI 

 

Lockdown by Brother Richard 

Yes there is fear. 

Yes there is isolation. 

Yes there is panic buying. 

Yes there is sickness. 

Yes there is even death. 

But, 

They say that in Wuhan after so many years of noise 

You can hear the birds again. 

They say that after just a few weeks of quiet 

The sky is no longer thick with fumes 

But blue and grey and clear. 



They say that in the streets of Assisi 

People are singing to each other 

across the empty squares, 

keeping their windows open 

so that those who are alone 

may hear the sounds of family around them. 

They say that a hotel in the West of Ireland 

Is offering free meals and delivery to the housebound. 

Today a young woman I know 

is busy spreading fliers with her number 

through the neighbourhood 

So that the elders may have someone to call on. 

Today Churches, Synagogues, Mosques and Temples 

are preparing to welcome 

and shelter the homeless, the sick, the weary 

All over the world people are slowing down and reflecting 

All over the world people are looking at their neighbours in a new way 

All over the world people are waking up to a new reality 

To how big we really are. 

To how little control we really have. 

To what really matters. 

To Love. 

So we pray and we remember that 

Yes there is fear. 

But there does not have to be hate. 



Yes there is isolation. 

But there does not have to be loneliness. 

Yes there is panic buying. 

But there does not have to be meanness. 

Yes there is sickness. 

But there does not have to be disease of the soul 

Yes there is even death. 

But there can always be a rebirth of love. 

Wake to the choices you make as to how to live now. 

Today, breathe. 

Listen, behind the factory noises of your panic 

The birds are singing again 

The sky is clearing, 

Spring is coming, 

And we are always encompassed by Love. 

Open the windows of your soul 

And though you may not be able 

to touch across the empty square, 

Sing 

 


