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‘COCOONING’ IN COVID – 19  

   

A man is taking a photo of his wife, or partner, as she stands under its canopy, 

her hand outstretched to touch a low-hanging cluster of pink blossoms. A 

romantic moment captured for future sharing, I muse. 

     A little boy shrieks with delight as he whizzes down the avenue, from the 

Cherry Blossom tree to the convent. All are in the moment; the couple at the 

tree and the boy rider: picture perfect. It all appears so normal - but 

appearances can be deceiving. This beautiful image of love, renewal and hope, 

masks a hidden terror. Ireland is under lockdown and families are asked to 

curtail movement outside their homes to within a two kilometre radius. Most 

likely, this little family was lured into our convent grounds on Griffith Avenue 

by the beautiful, symbolic flower of Springtime: Cherry Blossoms.  

     For my part, a hidden observer, an over seventy-year old ‘Cocooner,’ I’m cut 

away from the normal ebb and flow of human interaction in the wider world. 

I’m in the ‘high risk’ bracket of the aged, and ‘one who has an underlying 

condition’ who must adhere to the national health specialists’ edict: ‘Stay at 

home.’ A microscopic but deadly enemy stalks our land and all citizens are 

asked to stay at home, unless absolute necessity dictates otherwise. We all 

follow Government directives for the common good: an honour code of sorts. 

     It was on 16th January that RTE first told us about a mysterious virus gripping 

the city of Wuhan, China. The variable symptoms included a dry cough, 

shortness of breath and a high temperature but the frightening aspect of this 

new coronavirus was the speed with which the infection spread, attacking the 

The Cherry Blossom tree, that I can see from my 

bedroom window, is laden with the pale pink 

blossoms that speak to me of Spring, and the 

fragility of life that can end too soon.  
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lungs of its victims, many of whom died with the onslaught of infection. No 

vaccine had yet been patented to neutralize its impact on people. 

     “Too bad. But that’s China. The Far East. The other side of the world. 

There’s safety in distance,” I thought rather smugly. 

      Six weeks later, on 28th February, RTE reported that a woman returning to 

Belfast from Northern Italy, an area where people were being rushed by 

ambulance to Emergency Departments with the same symptoms as the new 

coronavirus in Wuhan, had tested positive. Covid-19 began striking fear in Irish 

hearts. The woman had flown into Dublin and had travelled home by public 

transport from there. How many people had she come into contact with? 

‘Contact Tracing’ became a reality as medical officials sought to contain the 

epidemic. A race against time. The next day, a male in the East of the country 

who had returned from a skiing holiday in Northern Italy, tested positive.  

     Following on that disclosure, Scoil Caitriona was closed for fourteen days. 

This brought the threat much closer to home. On 2nd March, eight thousand 

Google staff and contractors in Ireland were asked to work from home when a 

member of staff became ill, with flu-like symptoms. On March 5,th seven new 

cases were registered, including one who had not visited an affected area. 

Ireland was now in the “Containment Phase,” but government and health 

officials warned that we were in a rapidly evolving situation. Sadly, the first 

health- care worker succumbed to the disease on 6th March, adding to the 

total number of eighteen cases in the Republic. On 9th March, the Irish 

government cancelled St. Patrick’s Day parades and two days later, 11th March, 

the first death from Covid-19 was recorded in Ireland. We held our national 

breath - the enemy from the Far East was truly here. 

     The Taoiseach, on a business trip to the United States, made a televised 

announcement to the citizens of Ireland from Washington DC, on 13th  March, 

closing schools, colleges and children’s facilities for a two week period.  All 
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pubs and hotel bars were closed on 15th March as the total number of cases in 

the Republic had risen to one hundred and sixty-nine.  

 
Friends and neighbours were invited to take a book and leave one in its place: 

Dominicans Exchange Books  had arrived. All the while, RTE daily news was 

detailed about a full blown pandemic criss-crossing the planet, forcing the 

world to stop.  “How might we keep people virus free, if they touch the lid of 

the box or handle the books?” We asked each other. A hand sanitizer and a 

friendly letter reminding the visitors to our Dominicans Exchange Books to be 

careful, were added to the table.  

  On 28th March, Ireland went into lockdown. ‘Stay at home until 12th 

April,’ the government directed as Covid-19 was threatening our troubled 

hospital system. The Taoiseach didn’t want to use the word, ‘lockdown’ but 

that’s what it  was, in effect. Our hospitals would be swamped if infections 

were to spike. We needed to ‘flatten the curve,’ to ease pressure on the 

Intensive Care Units. How? The media reminded us daily: “Wash your hands 

with soapy water for twenty seconds; cough or sneeze into your elbow or 

handkerchief; maintain a six foot distance between you and the next person.”  

      All public places were closed, including places of worship. Cessation of all 

Masses, funerals, weddings, etc took effect. Only necessary shops could stay 

open and they would practice ‘Social Distancing.’  Alas, a casualty of the 

lockdown was our little outreach to our neighbours. Our ‘Dominicans 

     “Social isolation” was becoming the new normal 

for Irish people so, we, in ‘204’ community, 

pondering on how we could help social isolates, 

decided that we could share our books with our 

neighbours. We cleared our bookshelves, placing 

donated books in a plastic box on a table tied to the 

outer fence.  
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Exchange Books’ table had to go, so we continued to read books that we had 

piled up ‘for later’ beside our beds, share interesting books with each other, 

listen to informative podcasts on smart phones as well as hone up our IT skills. 

     Restricted life became the new normal; day following similar day in our 

enclosed monastery. We told ourselves that we were among the lucky ones to 

have experienced periods of solitude in Religious Life over many years. This 

was not a new reality for us. ‘Pity the people who are confined to small 

apartments with no garden,’ was a common sentiment. We shared videos on 

our smart phones of Italians in lockdown, singing “Nessun Dorma,” from their 

balconies in deserted streets, to keep spirits buoyed and a sense of community 

alive. Our prayers intensified for them, for the  victims of Covid-19 and for the 

frontline heroes, risking their lives to care for them. 

     Holy Week ceremonies were streamed into the Community Room, but 

where we could be creative in the liturgy as a community of women religious, 

sine sacerdos, we were happy to do so. The Exaltation of the Cross on Good 

Friday and the Liturgy of Light on Holy Saturday had a distinctly feminine, 

creative touch in ‘204.’ 

      We shared humorous YouTube video clips and became movie buffs 

appreciative of everything from contemporary dramas such as ‘Just Mercy’ and 

‘Suffragette’ to golden oldies: Charlie Chaplin and Shirley Temple. One of our 

more senior community members remarked after a Shirley Temple movie, 

“That was just great. It was just like when we were young……..sure we don’t 

need the virus to go away.” She was joking, of course! 

     Blessings were bountiful. A wonderful angel of mercy was resident in our 

community. She fetched our prescriptions, encouraged our use of technology 

and shopped for our messages with generosity and good humour. We never 

missed a meal and the convent was kept clean and door knobs sanitized by 

staff and Sisters.  
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     Garden enthusiasts welcomed the sunny, Spring days. Seeds were planted 

in the wild flower meadow behind the convent and a cadre of daily water-

bucket carriers ensured that they were given a good chance of survival. Two 

strong gardeners even dug out a weed as tall as themselves to create space for 

fresh growth. Daffodils, tulips and hyacinths took to the dance floor of our 

garden before the Cherry Blossoms arrived in all their glory. All nature’s beauty 

was admired by the Sisters whose walks around the grounds, not only kept 

them fit, but enabled them to observe the many miracles of nature up close on 

a daily basis. Birdsong lifted spirits and fresh air filled all lungs. God was 

praised continuously for the healing of the planet that we believed was taking 

place because all transport had been reduced to the essential and people were 

staying at home.  

     I’m back at my desk today, 26th April. The total number of Covid-19 

confirmed cases in Ireland this morning is 19,262 and the number of lab-

confirmed deaths is now 1,089. I’m looking out my bedroom window at the 

Cherry Blossom tree. Its clusters of pink blossoms are shaking tremulously in a 

gentle breeze. One of the Sisters comes into view. She pauses to admire the 

blossoms before moving on. A sudden gust of wind swirls around the tree 

causing tiny pink petals to float to the ground like snowflakes. It won’t be too 

long before this year’s beautiful Cherry Blossoms are a thing of the past. Will 

we still be on lockdown two weeks from now? Longer? 

Sr. Maeve Mc Mahon O.P. 

 
 

Imagine ……...COVID -19 Argentina  
 

Click to access https://youtu.be/cgvrEklnurw (English version)  
 

Enlace al video sobre la cuarentena, en español https://youtu.be/BTHPflt-ODo 
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Visiting Jail in COVID-19 Times 
 

Now on Tuesday and Wednesday afternoons, I drive to the jail and find a 
spot in the parking lot up front. As I look up at the sprawling new building, I 
feel the full force of the control, guilt, bondage, shackles, boredom, outbursts, 
terror, and abuse of power that this building carries. And yes, I sense the 
caring, vulnerability, pleading, kindness, humility, tenderness, the crying out to 
God. 

To my right four buildings that housed prisoners before Katrina stand 
abandoned- sentinels to sadness. I think of the hours I spent in these buildings 
and the people that I met, many of the names have fallen out of my memory 
bank. 

This is precious time. This is holy time. I am indeed in the presence of 
God. 

I read psalms 139, 63, 51. These are the psalms that I invite people to 
read at the end of our first meeting- and thus begins a lasting friendship. 

With my most recent notebook in hand- it has the names of the people 
that I meet- the litany begins. Some names evoke a stream of consciousness. 

Katy W. H., Your name is written on the palm of God’s hand. 
Joan Mc D., Your name is written on the palm of God’s hand. 
Linda D., Your name is written on the palm of God’s hand. 
Uhuru H., Your name is written on the palm of God’s hand. I feel your 

gentleness. You told me that you had no friends or family members that you 
could count on. You don’t say much when we meet but you cherish our time 
together. One day you surprised me with your favourite quote by Maya 
Angelou, “When someone shows you who they are, believe them the first 
time.” I wrote it down. Thanks so much. 

Ebony W., Your name is written on the palm of God’s hand. 
Janet Mc D., Your name is written on the palm of God’s hand. 
Harley H., Your name is written on the palm of God’s hand. 
Chiquita L., Your name is written on the palm of God’s hand. 
Timanisha T., Your name is written on the palm of God’s hand. I was 

there the day you came off disciplinary lockdown. You were broken. You 
wished so much that your mother was there for you. You hadn’t talked for a 
long time. And for some reason we began to read the story of the Prodigal 
Son/Daughter and when we came to the part about the feast, the fatted calf 
was replaced by soul food- gumbo, red beans and rice, crusty fried chicken, 



SOME CREATIVE REFLECTIONS FROM OUR COVID19 EXPERIENCE 

 7 

potato salad. And there was lavishness and laughter and music. And your 
mother was making sure everyone had enough. You could feel her closeness. 
She was right there. Before I left, we hugged. There were no words. 

Jane W., Your name is written on the palm of God’s hand. 
Reshawn A., Your name is written on the palm of God’s hand. 
Janika T., Your name is written on the palm of God’s hand. 
Vicki, Your name is written on the palm of God’s hand. You remember 

the day I told you that you reminded me of a flower opening up petal by petal. 
“Me like a flower, Ma, you serious, you make me want to cry.” And then 
amidst the tears, we laughed and laughed at the wonder of it. 

Candice L., Your name is written on the palm of God’s hand. 
Shaunice S., Your name is written on the palm of God’s hand. 
Diamond H., Your name is written on the palm of God’s hand. You told 

me that when you read Psalm 51 that you could feel your sins being washed 
away. You said that it felt so good. 

Kendra W., Your name is written on the palm of God’s hand. 
Nancy L., Your name is written on the palm of God’s hand. 
Taleea C., Your name is written on the palm of God’s hand. 
Crystal B., Your name is written on the palm of God’s hand. I treasure 

our conversations. You agonize about what to do to make change in the world 
when you get out. I’m challenged and inspired. You make me dig deep. I hold 
close our conversation about Buddhism and the place of mindfulness and 
meditation in our lives- Thanks. 

Deputy Webb, Your name is written on the palm of God’s hand. When I 
see you on duty, I know that I will not have any problem getting on the tier. 
“The women need you,” you say.  Your hug is an extra bonus. I know that you 
miss Deputy Mackey (who died of COVID-19 last week). She was your friend 
and mine, too. She was one of the best. 

The names keep coming.  
Then it’s time to say the Rosary. Mammy told me that’s what you do in 

time of need. 
I will be back next week to perform the same ritual. Pierre Teilhard de 

Chardin wrote, “We are one, after all, you and I, together we suffer, together 
exist and forever will recreate each other.” Nothing can change that. 
 

Sister Lilianne Flavin, OP 
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VIRUS EXPLOSION!! 
 
Boom! Bang!  And it was here! 
No one was prepared to lock out our fear! 
Who would have thought 2020 would bring about doubt, anxiety and fear this 
year? 
 
There were warning signs, but no one paid attention. 
The world bled and drowned in its tension, 
Giving way to greediness, selfishness and starvation! 
 
The world economy took a fall. 
No jobs, no money, no income at all. 
The poor get poorer and suffers hunger! 
The world is ablaze, a warmonger! 
 
We were warned of its cruelty, but no one  
took notice, 
Of its fierceness, its venom, we were out of focus. 
The earth cried out for attention. 
But we carried on with our own agenda. 
People dying do not get a mention. 
 
Covid-19 sticks out its horrible head. 
Thousands upon thousands upon the sand are dead! 
The whole world is sick, who can come to our aid? 
What is this mess that we have made? 
 
The doctors and nurses and health care workers on the frontline 
Risk their lives to bring healing and comfort at nighttime. 
 
Those who are dying are all alone. 
No one to comfort; people have flown. 
This virus has no mercy, it doesn’t care 
On whom it has blown; this isn’t fair! 
 
People in lockdown are stuck in their houses. 
Children and kin and married spouses. 
Schools are closed, people working from home. 
The day goes by, the sun sets and the sky is a gloam. 
 
We were told of hygiene, wash your hands clean. 
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Wear your face mask, keep six feet apart. 
Social distance is the new “Hello”. 
An elbow knocks, a new way of greeting;  
A wave in the air, a gentle solo. 
 
Sanitize everything, handle knobs and surfaces 
Don’t touch your face, eyes or mouth, otherwise the virus resurfaces. 
 
Public spaces are closed; no crowds are allowed. 
Even churches are closed, no praying aloud! 
This is what Corona virus has done. 
It has kept us apart, no fun in the sun. 
 
Where is God in all this mess? 
Does He hear our prayer when we confess? 
A tiny virus, an invisible germ, has turned our world upside down 
A fear of horror, sets the crown!  
A helpless notion of drown! 
 
If a tiny virus can make this much damage, 
Think of the mustard seed of faith in our 
carriage. 
The world is ablaze not of Covid-19 
But an explosion of faith no one has ever seen. 
 
So don’t be afraid, for God is here. 
He is taking control of this thing called ‘Fear’. 
Put your hand in His and all will be calm 
If you allow Him to soothe you with His healing balm. 
 
God’s strong right arm sweeps across the nations 
As He wipes away all harm and dissention. 
This horrible nightmare will soon come to an end. 
For there’s nothing on earth that God cannot mend. 
 
So put your faith in the God of Creation. 
Get rid of all worry, fear and frustration. 
God is in control, He never sleeps 
God is making something new while the earth weeps. 
 

Sr Columbia Fernandez O.P  
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Sent in by an anonymous ‘coocooner! 
Before An Taoiseach’s press conference on Friday 2nd May 2020 allowing the 
‘cooconers out for  a walk/ run, cycle or drive within a 5k radius of their place 

of residence (South of Ireland only!) 
#staylocal #staysafe #stayhome #savelives 

 
 
 

 
 
 

 

Leo Varadkar TD 
An Taoiseach of Ireland 

Dáil Éireann 
Leinster House, Kildare 
St, Dublin, D02 XR20 

 
 
 

30th  April 2020  
 

An Taoiseach of Ireland 
 

" PLEASE RELEASE ME, 
LET ME 

GO,......................................... 
 

And LET ME LIVE AGAIN 

......☺ 
 
 

From The Heart of 
"Cocooning". 

 
 

 
 
 

Not a Dominican 
original, but 

something that we can 
all concur with!!!! 
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Covid-19 Candle 
 
You burn brightly in our Easter garden, 
sealed with the precious pearls 
of the names 
and beauty of every human life, 
marked by the cross of Covid-19. 
 
 
In your light, shining for us in the darkness, 
you burn with healing in your flame, 
you send out rays of new life 
and Resurrection. 
 
 
For hearts that are broken, 
lives that are shattered, 
you burn with 
the warmth of tenderness, 
and the inner peace of consolation. 
 
 
For all frontline workers, 
you burn with the light 
and whole-heartedness of self-giving, 
and for those who practice the gift 
of neighbourliness, 
the light of gratitude 
shall be their reward. 

 
 
You burn with joy alongside 
millions of kindling lights, 
of kindness and solidarity, 
in their myriad forms, 
carried out by people of every race and colour 
across our world. 
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You burn in gratitude 
for the hope sown and renewed 
in every human heart, 
through 
the wisdom and resounding 
voice  
of nature: 
 
in the beauty of: 
the morning sunrise  
and evening sunset, 
the chirping birds, 
delighting every day 
with their song, 
                     
the bursting forth 
of the trees and the flowers, 
the sparkling clear water 
of our rivers and streams, 
the dancing and playfulness of the fish, 
the new found freedom of all species; 

 
and in: 

 
the magic of the night sky 
dressed in splendour. 
revealing all its beauty.  
Venus, shining  more brightly than ever, 
and behold a pink moon has shown its face! 
 
 
Burn brightly today 
and every day, 
tonight, and every night 
for your light 
shall be our light. 

 
 

Sr. Caitriona Gorman OP  
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Corvid -19  

                                       Preaching From The Waist Up – And Stillness  
 

This has indeed been the worst of times and the best of times. 

The worst of times because the pandemic is so widespread and ravaging the 

lives of so many innocent and vulnerable people. People that we know and 

love,  and even those we don’t know, one loss of a precious life depletes all of 

us and saddens us.   Since it began back in March,  I have moved from a sense 

of isolation to a sense of solidarity.  At first the isolation came from the 

suddenness of life as normal to living at survival level, with a sense of the 

powerlessness that comes when your freedom is taken away.  
 

The best of times came when the rhythm turned upwards. I was asked by the 

Coordinator of the Lumen Spirituality Program, to forward my notes for an 

Introduction to Centering Prayer for participants who missed the sessions due 

to the pandemic. That gave me an unexpected, grateful opportunity to begin 

Preaching From The Waist Up, when I took to Zoom, to do the presentations 

and to lead the silent prayer. I have found technology to be so exciting and a 

wonderful means of Preaching at this time. In a recent session we spoke of 

solidarity and being at one with our world through praying in silence.  
 

I ‘participated ‘ in a three day conference April 30 – May 2, 2020, on webinar 

using Zoom. There were 4,000 people in attendance from over fifty-nine 

countries.  It was organized by Contemplative Outreach International and 

sponsored by Contemplative Outreach South Africa. The conference focused 

on unpacking the vision of Thomas Keating O.C.S.O. (1923 – 2018). I was 

captivated by his vision of Oneness – a state of consciousness/selfhood. 

Oneness among all religions and Oneness in our fragile and embattled world. 

Below is one of Thomas Keating’s early poems to sit with. 
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Stillness 
 

Our true nature is stillness, 
The source from which we come. 

 

It manifests itself within us 
As a rising tide of silence, 

 

A flowing stream of peacefulness, 
A limitless ocean of calm, 

Or just sheer stillness. 
 

The deep listening of pure contemplation 
Is the path to stillness. 

 
All words disappear into It, 

And all creation awakens to the delight of Just Being. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

Sr.  Fionnuala Quinn O.P.  
 
 
 

Creative living during Covid19 An Tairseach, 
Wicklow 

FEAST  OF  ST  CATHERINE  OF  SIENA, 2020  
 

Hymn Refrain:   This day was made by the Lord.  
Let us rejoice and be glad. 
 

O Eternal Trinity, O fire and abyss of Charity,  
Your loving gaze rests upon us. 
I have satisfied your desire in all you asked me 
because I do not despise the desire of my 
servant. Never relax the desire of asking for my 
help, neither lower your voice from crying to 
me, that I may have mercy on the world. 
Clothe me with yourself, O eternal Truth, that I 
may run my mortal course with true obedience, 
and the light of holy Truth. 
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All: We gather to honour Catherine, our Dominican sister, model of 
contemplative engagement with the world of her time.  As advocate for the 
poor, the dispossessed, the powerless and those suffering from the plague, she 
teaches us how to ground ourselves in God’s love and mercy and to energise 
ourselves in the pursuit of truth and justice. This evening, let us renew our 
efforts to walk in the path shown to her by her loving God. 
Jesus spoke to Catherine:   “Think of the soul as a tree, made for love and living 
by love. Indeed without this divine love, which is true and perfect charity, 
death would be her fruit instead of life.  The circle in which this tree’s root, the 
soul’s love, must grow is true knowledge of herself, knowledge that is joined to 
me, who like the circle have neither beginning nor end.” 
Our Father,  3  Hail Marys,  Glory. 
 

Jesus said to Catherine:   “But I wanted to undo these great troubles of yours.  
So I gave you a bridge, my Son, so that you could cross over the river, the 
stormy sea of this darksome life, without being drowned.”  
Our Father, 3  Hail Marys,  Glory. 
 

Catherine  describes herself as “dwelling in the cell of self-knowledge  in order 
to know better God’s goodness toward her.”  It is in this cell of self-knowledge 
that she understands and gains new appreciation of all the great truths 
concerning God and humanity that nourish her faith.  Our Father,  etc 
Catherine prayed:   “ O Mary, peaceful sea!  Mary, giver of peace!  Mary, fertile 
soil!  You, Mary are the new-sprung plant from whom we have the fragrant 
blossom, the Word, God’s only-begotten Son, for in you, fertile soil, was this 
Word sown.”    Our Father, 3  Hail Marys,  Glory. 
 

Catherine prayed:  “Eternal Trinity, you are like a deep sea, in which the more I 
seek, the more I find; and the more I find, the more I seek you.”  
Our Father,  3  Hail Marys,  Glory. The Memorare 
 

Then we went outside the hall-door bringing a bowl of holy water and sprinkler 
and each in turn sent sprinkled water to all those she wished to pray for – 
family members and friends near and afar,  Dominican sisters in different 
places – in Ireland, South Africa, Argentina, and Louisiana.   
 

We finished by saying Sr Caitriona Gorman’s prayer to St Catherine at this time 
of Covid-19.   

Sr. Jeanette Kiely OP 


