
CORONA 

The virus is a crown of thorns. It brings 

a lockdown Sabbath to the earth. 

Life will never be the same again – or will it? 

Take deep breaths and feel 

the pain and love, become aware 

of changes in the air 

we breathe. See the people walk 

through fire and flood, on a long road, 

past field and slum. Imagine that they come 

to Birmingham, 

where guns and chains gave way 

to bicycles and cars, where jewelries 

became munition factories, 

and back again.  

Now may the chain 

of motorways no longer choke, 

the smoke 

replaced by cleaner air. 

Cast out despair, prepare to be 

a city of sanctuary 

for every heritage, 

for refugees from poverty 



and rage. 

But can it be 

we surf each obstacle? 

‘Twould be a miracle. 

However, there is one miracle already, 

that we are here at all; 

then, though we’re small, 

together, when we share 

our bunch of sacred stories, 

challenge despair, 

our faith the more is. 

And, while we live, 

our actions stretch into the future, give 

the lie to those who only think of death. 

So may we, with every breath 

inhale the oxygen of love 

and breathe it over others, a new story, 

we hope a crown of glory. 

 

John Nightingale                                        April 26th 2020 

NOTE: This meditation was read at the end of a gathering for Earth Day organised by 

“Footsteps: Faiths for a Low Carbon Future”. The proceedings were conducted online 

through zoom because of the corona virus lockdown. The name corona (latin for “crown”) is 

given to this group of viruses because of their crown-like shape. The poem mentions two 

crowns of Jesus referred to in an Easter hymn, a crown of thorns and a crown of glory. There 

are also allusions to some of the presentations, eg the Jai Jagat March for Peace and Justice.  


