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Pandemic Poem 
CATHERINE O'MEARA 
 
“And people stayed home 
and read books and listened 
and rested and exercised 
and made art and played 
and learned new ways of being 
and were still 
and listened more deeply 
someone meditated 
someone prayed 
someone danced 
someone met their own shadow 
and people started thinking differently—— 
And people healed... 
And in the absence of people who lived in ignorant ways 
dangerous, mindless, and heartless.... 
The earth began to heal—- 
And when the danger ended 
and people found themselves... 
They grieved for the dead 
and they made new choices 
and dreamed of new visions 
and created new ways to live 
and heal the earth fully 
just as they had been healed.” 
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Our Deepest Fear 
MARIANNE WILLIAMSON 

Our deepest fear is not that we are inadequate. 
Our deepest fear is that we are powerful beyond measure. 
It is our light, not our darkness 
That most frightens us. 

We ask ourselves 
Who am I to be brilliant, gorgeous, talented, fabulous? 
Actually, who are you not to be? 
You are a child of God. 

Your playing small 
Does not serve the world. 
There's nothing enlightened about shrinking 
So that other people won't feel insecure around you. 

We are all meant to shine, 
As children do. 
We were born to make manifest 
The glory of God that is within us. 

It's not just in some of us; 
It's in everyone. 

And as we let our own light shine, 
We unconsciously give other people permission to do the same. 
As we're liberated from our own fear, 
Our presence automatically liberates others. 
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Still I Rise 
MAYA ANGELOU - 1928-2014 
 

You may write me down in history 
With your bitter, twisted lies, 
You may trod me in the very dirt 
But still, like dust, I’ll rise. 

Does my sassiness upset you? 
Why are you beset with gloom? 
’Cause I walk like I’ve got oil wells 
Pumping in my living room. 
Just like moons and like suns, 
With the certainty of tides, 
Just like hopes springing high, 
Still I’ll rise. 

Did you want to see me broken? 
Bowed head and lowered eyes? 
Shoulders falling down like teardrops, 
Weakened by my soulful cries? 

Does my haughtiness offend you? 
Don’t you take it awful hard 
’Cause I laugh like I’ve got gold mines 
Diggin’ in my own backyard. 

You may shoot me with your words, 
You may cut me with your eyes, 
You may kill me with your hatefulness, 
But still, like air, I’ll rise. 

Does my sexiness upset you? 
Does it come as a surprise 
That I dance like I’ve got diamonds 
At the meeting of my thighs? 

Out of the huts of history’s shame 
I rise 
Up from a past that’s rooted in pain 
I rise 
I’m a black ocean, leaping and wide, 
Welling and swelling I bear in the tide. 
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Leaving behind nights of terror and fear 
I rise 
Into a daybreak that’s wondrously clear 
I rise 
Bringing the gifts that my ancestors gave, 
I am the dream and the hope of the slave. 
I rise 
I rise 
I rise. 
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“Hope” Is The Thing With Feathers  
EMILY DICKINSON 
 
“Hope” is the thing with feathers - 
That perches in the soul - 
And sings the tune without the words - 
And never stops - at all - 
 
And sweetest - in the Gale - is heard - 
And sore must be the storm - 
That could abash the little Bird 
That kept so many warm - 
 
I’ve heard it in the chillest land - 
And on the strangest Sea - 
Yet - never - in Extremity, 
It asked a crumb - of me. 
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The Invitation 
ORIAH MOUNTAIN DREAMER  

It doesn't interest me what you do for a living. 
I want to know what you ache for, 
And if you dare to dream of meeting 
Your heart's longing. 

It doesn't interest me how old you are. 
I want to know if you will risk looking like a fool 
For love, for your dream, 
For the adventure of being alive. 

It doesn't interest me what planets are squaring your moon. 
I want to know if you have touched the center of your own sorrow, 
If you have been opened by life's betrayals, 
Or have become shrivelled and closed from fear of further pain. 

I want to know if you can sit with pain, 
Mine or your own, 
Without moving 
To hide it or fade it or fix it. 

I want to know if you can be with joy, 
Mine or your own, 
If you can dance with wildness and let the ecstasy fill you to the tips of your 
fingers and toes 
Without cautioning us to be careful, be realistic, to remember the limitations of 
being human. 

It doesn't interest me if the story you are telling me is true. 
I want to know if you can disappoint another to be true to yourself, 
If you can bear the accusation of betrayal and not betray your own soul. 
I want to know if you can be faithless and therefore be trustworthy. 

I want to know if you can see beauty 
Even when it is not pretty every day, 
And if you can source your own life 
From its presence. 

I want to know if you can live with failure, 
Yours and mine, 
And still stand on the edge of a lake and shout to the silver of the full moon, 
"Yes!" 



POEMS SHARED IN THE GRATITUDE CIRCLE BY THE WOMEN UNMASKED COMMUNITY 
 

 
 

It doesn't interest me to know where you live or how much money you have. 
I want to know if you can get up after the night of grief and despair, 
Weary and bruised to the bone, 
And do what needs to be done for the children. 

It doesn't interest me who you are, how you came to be here. 
I want to know if you will stand 
In the center of the fire with me 
And not shrink back. 

It doesn't interest me where or what or with whom you have studied. 
I want to know what sustains you 
From the inside 
When all else falls away. 

I want to know if you can be alone 
With yourself, 
And if you truly like the company you keep 
In the empty moments. 
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Have You Earned Your Tomorrow? 
EDGAR ALBERT GUEST 
 
Is anybody happier because you passed his way? 
Does anyone remember that you spoke to him today? 
This day is almost over, and its toiling time is through; 
 Is there anyone to utter now a kindly word of you? 
 
Did you give a cheerful greeting to the friend who came along? 
Or a churlish sort of "Howdy" and then vanish in the throng? 
Were you selfish pure and simple as you rushed along the way, 
Or is someone mighty grateful for a deed you did today? 
 
Can you say tonight, in parting with the day that's slipping fast, 
That you helped a single brother of the many that you passed? 
Is a single heart rejoicing over what you did or said; 
Does a man whose hopes were fading now with courage look ahead? 
 
Did you waste the day, or lose it, was it well or sorely spent? 
Did you leave a trail of kindness or a scar of discontent? 
As you close your eyes in slumber do you think that God would say, 
You have earned one more tomorrow by the work you did today? 
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I Wandered Lonely as a Cloud 
WILLIAM WORDSWORTH  
 
I wandered lonely as a cloud 
That floats on high o'er vales and hills, 
When all at once I saw a crowd, 
A host, of golden daffodils; 
Beside the lake, beneath the trees, 
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze. 
 
Continuous as the stars that shine 
And twinkle on the milky way, 
They stretched in never-ending line 
Along the margin of a bay: 
Ten thousand saw I at a glance, 
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance. 
 
The waves beside them danced; but they 
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee: 
A poet could not but be gay, 
In such a jocund company: 
I gazed—and gazed—but little thought 
What wealth the show to me had brought: 
 
For oft, when on my couch I lie 
In vacant or in pensive mood, 
They flash upon that inward eye 
Which is the bliss of solitude; 
And then my heart with pleasure fills, 
And dances with the daffodils. 
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Remember, Woman 
REESE 
 

Remember, Woman, you were born 

life giver, miracle creator, magic maker. 

You were born with the heart of a thousand mothers, 

open and fearless and sweet. 

You were born with the fire of Queens & conquerors, 

warrioress blood you bleed. 

You were born with the wisdom of sages & shamans, 

no wound can you not heal. 

You were born the teller of your own tale, 

before none should you kneel. 

You were born with an immeasurable soul 

reaching out past infinity. 

You were born to desire with passion, abandon, 

and to name your own destiny. 

Remember, Woman, remember 

you are more than you can see. 

Remember, Woman, remember 

you are loved endlessly. 

Remember, Woman, your power and grace, 

the depth of your deep sea heart. 

Never forget you are Woman, divine, 

as you have been from the start. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://reeseleyva.com/author/reeseleyva/
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To Mother Earth 

A poem shared by JACINDA ADERN, the Prime Minister of New Zealand 

Rest now, Mother Earth 

Breathe easy and settle 

Right here where you are 

We’ll not move upon you 

For a while 

We’ll stop, we’ll cease 

We’ll slow down and stay home 

Draw each other close and be kind  

Kinder than we’ve ever been.  

I wish we could say we were doing it for you 

       as much as ourselves 

But hei aha 

We’re doing it anyway 

It’s right. It’s time.  

Time to return 

Time to remember 

Time to listen and forgive  

Time to withhold judgment 

Time to cry 

Time to think 

                 About others 

Remove our shoes 

Press hands to soil 

Sift grains between fingers 

        Gentle palms 

Time to plant 

           Time to wait 

                      Time to notice 

                             To whom we belong 

For now it’s just you  

And the wind 

And the forests and the oceans and the sky full of rain 

Finally, it’s raining! 

Ka turuturu te wai kamo o Rangi ki runga i a koe 

Embrace it 

This sacrifice of solitude we have carved out for you 

He iti noaiho - a small offering 
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People always said it wasn’t possible 

To ground flights and stay home and stop our habits of consumption  

But it was 

It always was.  

We were just afraid of how much it was going to hurt  

- and it IS hurting and it will hurt and continue to hurt 

But not as much as you have been hurt.  

So be still now 

Wrap your hills around our absence 

Loosen the concrete belt cinched tight at your waist 

Rest.  

Breathe.  

Recover.  

Heal - 

And we will do the same.... 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


