A Night Journey with John Moriarty
Johns new book is called ‘Night Journey to Buddh Gaia
’ and I was recently privileged to have attended its launch in Clifden – a beautiful Atlantic village on the west coast of Ireland. I have also had the opportunity to talk with him about the book, what inspired him to write it and most importantly been given help to decipher its mesmeric contents even if I can only scratch the surface of its true meaning. 

At the launch Aidan Mathews from RTE presented a beautiful metaphor that captures the importance of what John writes about. Aidan and John were visiting an ancient Dolman in Cabinteely in Dublin. Remarkably the Dolman is not well known but only a few hundred yards from the main Dublin to Wexford road - the N11. When they arrived at the site a horse in foal attacked the two of them probably feeling they were a threat to its maturing offspring. John managed to break a thick branch from a nearby tree and warded off the angry horse. Aidan explained:
‘For this is what John is good at. In the same way that this Dolman, this ancient sacred place is near to modernity it is also true that ancient teachings and practices are also very near to us. We deem them dangerous and terrifying. And they can be. In order to ‘visit’ these teachings we need a good guide and protector and this is where John comes in. He opens up these old teachings but he also guides and he also protects’

This beautiful metaphor is so true and it is the first reason that I was inspired to write what follows. The second reason is that John is not well and faces a real battle with Cancer in the next few weeks. Time with him is always precious but it is even more precious now. And thirdly as I hope to illustrate below, we may see John as the guide and the protector but who is guiding and protecting him?

The first thing you will notice about the book is the Egyptian hieroglyphic cover.  The picture depicts a figure giving homage to Horus
 the sun God on the journey to the underworld. (You would be forgiven if you thought the figure was warding off Horus but apparently in Egyptian times you put your hands in front of you to give homage.) The Egyptians believed that you journeyed to the underworld after death to pass a number of tests before you were welcomed into eternal life. John explains:

‘I imagine doing this journey myself. I imagine facing the various tests and wondering what it is that caused so many cultures to imagine the death passage in a similar way. One night I dreamed….. I am walking down Charing Cross in London. I turn into Old Compton Street. A little way along, drawing gaudy attention to itself on the other side, is a strip tease club that I used to frequent when I first came to London. I cross the street and go in….Only the most ghostly suggestions of who or what I am survive in it… its as if an Underworld had come above ground….a cathedral crypt has come into the choir, has become a choir. Vaguely, I am aware of striptease music upstairs, but it is the Salomé veils of my mind and eyes that are falling away…I walk out into the street…I am in an 18th century city park…I am aware that I have a four-pronged fork in my hand….this park becomes savannah…I begin to dig. I uncover three granite steps. Below me, vastly below me, is an old sea….On the far granite embankment of it there is a man….he reaches with both hands down towards the water…An immense iron grid rises up from beneath…Up from the archaic depths, a tremendous, ageless, boiling, green and blue, breaking into turquoise, is rising…I see that it is an immense, dense confusion or tangle of sea Zoas
, Zoas of the benthos
…I am standing far away, below on the embankment where the man who lifted the grid was. I am barefoot….behind me, eyeing me, is vast mouth agape and watering for me, is a Mesozoic
 monster….I can see he is getting voraciously ready to lunge at me…he charges forward to engulf me but at the very last moment he veers away to the right of me. Now again, backing furiously, he steadies himself….Furiously, he comes at me, but now again, at the very last moment, he veers away, this time to the left of me. That’s it, I think, the rehearsals are over….having no way out I wait. In the shadow of engulfment, I am suddenly aware of daylight again….I see that the  Mesozoic monster, who could be Tiamat
, has become a harmless little creature, harmless and shy, going about his foraging business in a reed bed. I wake up.’ (Pg45-47 NJBG synopsis)
John sees this dream as a journey to the deepest depths of himself where his inner beast was unleashed. Rather than consuming him it washed over him and became harmless. He believes the reason we visit the underworld after death is to learn how we dealt with our inner beast – our primal self - our Karmic heritage.

This however is only the beginning of what inspired John to write the book. The next thing you may well notice about the book is the illustrations of Picasso’s four etchings. As John puts it:

‘Vast images out of Spiritus Mundi
 they are. A vast irruption into history they are. The return of the repressed they are’

The images are disturbing. They each depict a monster (a Minotaur) being led from a boat by a child. The sailors in the boat are terrified. The child is not. In fact the child is quite at peace and in one picture is seen holding a dove.

The Minotaur myth:

‘…One morning, in Crete of the Mountain Mother, in Crete of the ships prowed with Our Lady of the Snakes, a bull came out of the benedicting  sea. In him, rippling tyrannically at sirloin and lowing larynx, was the instinctive life we had suppressed in the interest of civility….Downwind from him one day, Pasiphae
, the queen, picked up the smell of him and, whatever the consequences, in Heaven or on Earth, she too must be mounted. She visited Daedalus
, cleverest of men. Next evening, after sunset, Daedalus invited her to back into the hollow likeness of a cow…It only remained for him to cover it in cow-hide…it worked. The Bull came…Nine months later she gave difficult birth to a bull-chested, bull-headed child. Civility being what it was then, she didn’t have the nerve to keep and rear her baby in the palace. And so it was that Daedalus impounded him in a labyrinth….Suppressed, the baby grew in and into anger, his bull-mind crowding his man-mind, his man-mind driving his bull-mind, both minds muscled together. In a dream of him that she had, he looked at his unsucked mother with eyes as red, and as hungry for that kind of thing as butcher shops….a delicate taste in food he had. A taste for veal. The veal not of calves. An earthquake that must be fed he was. And he held the whole world to ransom, threatening it unless the black-sailed shiploads came. And they came, they came, they came, until in the end, no veal available, we settled for the big one, the big bellowing, the quake.’ (Pg 54-55 NJBG synopsis)
If the Minotaur myth represents all we have suppressed in our humanity then it suggests we are on the wrong path. By suppressing the beast, by burying it in the labyrinth of mind, we make it stronger and more dangerous. And so John asks the following question:

‘What if we have got it all wrong? What if the suppression of our primal self, of our Karmic heritage is actually the wrong way to evolve? In the etchings of Picasso the child has befriended the beast. Who is this child? How did she do that? What are the implications for humanity to evolve in this way?’

Our first nine months in existence hints at our Karmic heritage. The organic development of a child is one of the most marvellous mysteries in nature. We begin effectively as a cellular organism, we develop fins and become amphibian, we develop limbs and become primate and then we develop higher functions that define us as human. Billions of years of evolution in nine or so months. And John believes that nothing is forgotten.

So if we reject and suppress this heritage we could very well create the beast or Minotaur that eats our hope – the child that has the capability of befriending the beast. 

The part of us that most scares us may well be the part that ultimately liberates us.
The next stage in evolution is for the human psyche to befriend this beast. The journey from Anthropos to Dinanthropos as John calls it. The only way to achieve this is to embark on a Night Journey. A journey into and through, the dark side of ourselves.
It’s a dangerous path. Think only of Nietzsche (and Aushwitz):

‘Every great being exerts a retroactive force: for his sake all of history is placed in the balance again, and a thousand secrets of the past crawl out of their hiding places – into his sunshine. There is no way of telling what may yet become a part of history. Perhaps the past is still essentially undiscovered! So many retroactive forces are still needed.’ (Pg 70 NJBG).

And Nietzsche went mad in existential despair and created a long legacy of lunatics and madness.

To dare to go on this journey into the darkness of ourselves requires help. We cannot do it alone. John did that journey but he discovered, magically, that he did not and could not do it alone but I will come back to that….
If we do go on the night journey then we will face that vast sea deep within us and we will certainly raise those terrible sea beasts - the Zoas. However, if we succeed in our wonderings and wanderings we will finally come to the void of nothingness, as Eckhart would see it, which is our ultimate self. That void that Freud avoided but that St John of the Cross discovered in the Dark Night of the Soul. That may well be the young child at the core of us all that can walk hand in hand with those terrible beasts unafraid and at peace. This is what John believes.
If we do not go on the journey then our culture of suppression, our culture of control and domination, our culture of shaping the vast universe to our will, will continue to haunt and shape our destiny. And quite frankly the future looks grim as a result.

Mesopotamia: The First Civilization: 

Authorities’ do not all agree about the definition of civilization. Most accept the view that "a civilization is a culture which has attained a degree of complexity usually characterized by urban life." In other words, a civilization is a culture capable of sustaining a substantial number of specialists to cope with the economic, social, political, and religious needs of a populous society. Other characteristics usually present in a civilization include a system of writing to keep records, monumental architecture in place of simple buildings, and an art that is no longer merely decorative, like that on Neolithic pottery, but representative of people and their activities. All these characteristics of civilization first appeared in Mesopotamia.
Sumeria, the southern section of Mesopotamia, the place where the wheel was invented is effectively modern day Iraq. The following Sumarian myth known as ‘the Epic’ was discovered on clay tablets now held in the British museum.
‘Gilgamesh
 builder of the great Sumerian city of Uruk, two-thirds god and one-third human, is the greatest king on earth and the strongest super-human that ever existed; however, he is young and oppresses his people harshly. The people call out to the sky-god Anu
, the chief god of the city, to help them. In response, Anu creates a wild man, Enkidu
, out in the harsh and wild forests surrounding Gilgamesh's lands. This brute, Enkidu, has the strength of dozens of wild animals; he is to serve as the subhuman rival to the superhuman Gilgamesh.

 A trapper's son, while checking on traps in the forest, discovers Enkidu running naked with the wild animals; he rushes to his father with the news. The father advises him to go into the city and take one of the temple harlots, Shamhat
, with him to the forest; when she sees Enkidu, she is to offer herself sexually to the wild man. If he submits to her, the trapper says, he will lose his strength and his wildness.

 Shamhat meets Enkidu at the watering-hole where all the wild animals gather; she offers herself to him and he submits, instantly losing his strength and wildness, but he gains understanding and knowledge. He laments for his lost state, but the harlot offers to take him into the city where all the joys of civilization shine in their resplendence; she offers to show him Gilgamesh, the only man worthy of Enkidu's friendship.

Enkidu is gradually introduced to civilization by living for a time with a group of shepherds, who teach him how to tend flocks, how to eat, how to speak properly, and how to wear clothes. Enkidu then enters the city of Uruk during a great celebration. Gilgamesh, as the king, claims the right to have sexual intercourse first with every new bride on the day of her wedding; as Enkidu enters the city, Gilgamesh is about to claim that right. Infuriated at this abuse, Enkidu stands in front of the door of the marital chamber and blocks Gilgamesh's way. They fight furiously until Gilgamesh wins the upper hand; Enkidu concedes Gilgamesh's superiority and the two embrace and become devoted friends.’
‘Like Bulls they fought.

Like earthquakes they fought.

Shaking the city to its foundations, the fought.

To friendship fought.

To a standstill fought, victory by a hair’s breath going to Gilgamesh.’

But now what?
‘Both Enkidu and Gilgamesh gradually weaken and grow lazy living in the city, so Gilgamesh proposes a great adventure: they are to journey to the great Cedar Forest in southern Iran and cut down all the cedar trees. To do this, they will need to kill the Guardian of the Cedar Forest, the great demon, Huwawa
 the Terrible. Enkidu knows about Huwawa from his days running wild in the forest; he tries in vain to convince Gilgamesh not to undertake this folly.’ (History-World archives)
It was Gilgamesh who thought of Huwawa, a dreadful Lord of the Cedar Forest. Enlil
 it was who destined him, Huwawa, to keep the Cedar Forest safe. In this sacred task, he destined him to be the terror of people.
Huwawa, whose shout is the flood-weapon,

Whose utterance is fire and whose breath is Death.
A long, long trail it was to the Cedar forest and on any one night it was made five times longer, ten times longer, by the dreams they dreamed. Ground that they couldn’t cover they covered in sleep. It was in dreams that they made their way through the deepest gorges of their own minds. The those deepest gorges the trail itself was angry...And then, how they came to it know it they didn’t know…they looked down on the Cedar forest…their axes yearned, hungered and yearned, to strike the first stroke, to fell the first tree…That first stroke enraged Huwawa…It turned his teeth into dragon’s fangs, it turned his breath into fire…even in his brutishness, Enikidu could see the axe blows to the cedar were axe blows to Huwawa…As suddenly as he remembered he forgot and had joined Gilgamesh in their quest for renown…In spite of the weight and inner, insatiable voracity of their weapons, things didn’t go well for them in that quest. Huwawa watching, the crack and the crash of the cedar turned against them…Huwawa roared and now it was that Shamash
 showed…sending 13 different winds…and most terrible of all, imhullu
, that was the wind that broke into Huwawa, built in and built up – up up up up – till it broke and burst him asunder.,. And the crack and the crash of the first cedar…that is what Gilgamesh, a king in Uruk, and Enkidu, his wild brother have won everlasting renown for.

But that isn’t the whole story. All the more fearsome for having been killed, Huwawa waits for us at the heart of the atom. Death to look at, he waits for us at the heart of the gene. (Pg34-36 NJBG synopsis)
John uses this story to illustrate how long we have known the folly of our ways for this story dates back to the first great civilisation recorded on clay stones. And in Iraq, on the very same stones and the very same ground with the modern weapons of war and the modern mind of man we are repeating history. The future does indeed look grim.

If you have read this far I commend you! There is not long to go. That said this next section is by far the most difficult to articulate properly. 
So, who guides John on his journeys?

I asked him this question because the scope of his thinking is utterly vast and oftentimes frightening and I honestly wanted to know who or what was his guide. He explains:
‘I have come back to Christianity not by argument but through need. Many great minds have done the night journey but the only one that offers real hope to me  is the journey of Jesus across the torrent to face Jerusalem, through Gethsemane, through the cross, through the karmic journey of all of existence, and ultimately through the resurrection. Jesus went to the underworld and faced the beasts and found the void and returned incarnate through the resurrection. Without the resurrection the journey would have been futile. He truly did show us the way the truth and the light.’

He goes on to say:
‘You cannot do the night journey without a belief in God. The journey is too much for a mind that serves only itself to take. Nietzsche discovered that at the cost of his own sanity. There is a fundamental dependency on the human mind and God if humans are to evolve at all. We reject this dependency at our peril…’
And so this short journey, this scratching of the surface, this nibble at the feast of a wonderful mind and indeed a mysterious God draws to a close. John really is an amazing individual and a powerful example of the miracle of creation that we are. The more I meet with him, the more I wish I knew him. He is not only helping us re-think who we are, he is also helping us to re-imagine who we can be. 

He is clinging on. As he says himself the doctors have not thrown in the towel and more importantly neither has he. I pray that he wins his battle and that he is with us for a long time to come. I don’t pray very often because quite frankly I don’t know how. If I am really honest I consider this text a prayer for John in the same tradition of all of his pre and post modern liturgical writings. 
All I can say at this stage is to go and read the book!
GMcD October 2006
� Gaia is the Greek Earth goddess. John uses the term Buddh Gaia to personify an enlightened Earth


� Horus is the Egyptian God of the sky, and the son of Osiris. His mother is Isis.


� The four "zoas" (the Greek word for "beasts") are William Blake's four-part unfinished masterpiece


� Benthos are the organisms and habitats of the sea floor


� The Mesozoic Era is a geological era often called the ‘age of the dinosaurs’


� Tiamat is a primeval monster/goddess in Babylonian and Sumerian mythology


� Spiritus Mundi is the Latin name for the Spirit of the World or quintessence, the fifth element


� Pasiphae was the daughter of Helios and Perse, and wife of King Minos. When Minos had the misfortune of insulting Poseidon, the god kindled a passionate love in Pasiphae for a bull. 


� Daedalus literally means ‘cunning worker’ 


� Gilgamesh was an historical king of Uruk in Babylonia, on the River Euphrates in modern Iraq; he lived about 2700 B.C.


� Anu was a sky-god in Sumerian Mythology, the god of heaven, lord of constellations, king of gods


� Enkidu  is the Mesopotamian prototype for the Natural Man, the Lord of the Forests and Wild Life and who is fundamentally one with Nature


� Shamhat is a temple prostitute, priestess of the Goddess Ishtar in the Epic of Gilgamesh responsible for the civilizing of Enkidu by initiating him into the sexual rites of the goddess


� Huwawa (Babylonian) was a monstrous giant who was also the guardian of the Cedar Forest where the gods lived


� Enlil was the Babylonian God of wind, or the sky between earth and heaven.


� Shamash was the common name of the sun-god in Babylonia


� Imhullu was known as the atrocious wind or the tempest in Babylonian creation mythology





