Beyond Tenebrae
‘Is nature so abundant with riches that it can discard a Leonardo at a whim? A human being that brought Angels to life….’

John Moriarty 1/03/07

I have been privileged to spend a lot of time with John over the last week or so both in the company of friends and on a one to one basis. He is struggling with his illness and he is struggling with the journey as the above quote suggests. 

John  is an incredibly modest man and I have no doubt that he is not suggesting that he is a modern day Leonardo DaVinci (though in my humble opinion I believe he is – his mystical paintings are a wonder to behold) - he is just stating how shocking it would be if there was nothing beyond the physical life. How incredible it would be if it just ends when you die no matter how amazing a creation you were…
And yet Leonardo brought Angels to life…..Angels we marvel at now centuries later. Is anything ever truly lost?

I have written a number of short pieces about interactions with John over the last year or so with no other purpose than to try and give his thinking more exposure. You do these things on faith and so feedback is not expected. Occasionally however (and despite not seeking any!) I do get some feedback often suggesting that I leave people thinking that John is very focused on the ‘darker’ side of the human psyche. And of course that I only write stories that make people cry! 
Perhaps the former is my fault (because of the latter!) and if this is the case I would be doing the work of John Moriarty a great disservice. So this story (written differently to the rest) is more about the journey from dark to light at the very core of Johns thinking…as John would say…
‘If the world is what Keats says it is, a vale of soul-making, then time spent in once-upon-a-time isn’t time misspent’
JM Slí na Fírinne

One of John’s great ambitions is to create Slí na Fírinne, a Christian Monastic Hedge School in Kilgarvan in County Kerry, South West Ireland. The Hedge School will celebrate two great rituals called Tenebrae and Ephphatha. 
Tenebrae

‘And it was about the sixth hour, and there was darkness’

‘over all the earth until the ninth hour. And the sun was darkened,’

‘and the veil of the temple was rent in the middle….’

As it was traditionally performed, Tenebrae was the ritual in which we watched with Jesus from the moment he crossed the Torrent until, on the third day following, he reappeared in the Garden of the Sepulchre.
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John considers Tenebrae to be the greatest ritual that humanity is heir to.

A ritual demiurgic
 to a new humanity

A ritual that promotes us into and through our further and final evolution

It is a ritual of ‘subtraction’ rather than ‘addition’. Daoism would resonate very strongly with its core ethos. By doing less with our knowing mind we accomplish more through the unknowing mind. 
A candelabrum, called the Tenebrae harrow or the Tenebrae hearse, was carried in and set upon a standard in the sanctuary. Triangular in shape, it had seven candles on each ascending side and, making fifteen in all, a candle at the apex.
Sitting cowled in their choir stalls, the fully lighted harrow between them, the monks gave solemn and unhurried Gregorian voice to Christ entering upon his Passion. This they did chanting antiphons drawn from the great tragic psalms. A cantor chanted an entire Passion narrative. Building to a sense of final destructive desolation and abandonment, the Lamentations of Jeremiah were chanted. Concurrently with all of this, at prescribed intervals, a candle would be quenched. Finally only the candle at the apex was still lighting and this was now taken down and taken around the altar and entombed there, leaving the church in darkness. So it was that we shook off sleep and watched Jesus passionately pioneering a trail of all things. So it was that we passionately accompanied him all the way. So it was that we pioneered with him into the darkness of Good Friday. So it was that we abided in Tenebrae….
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The ritual of Tenebrae is a journey into darkness. A journey into and beyond the dualising mind (that which creates the subject and the object, in effect that which creates the ‘us’ and ‘them’ and our disassociation from the Universe). It is a journey beyond the senses into the cloud of unknowing and through the dark night of the soul.
However it’s a dangerous journey that needs to be done with divine assistance. We cannot do it alone. 
Indeed, given how inwardly precipitous we are, as in Pasiphae
, Actaeon
, Oedipus
, we must be careful, especially on the far side of the torrent, to not ask too much of ourselves and, above all, to not be over bold. Some there are who to their cost will have learned that every ladder continues gapingly downwards as a labyrinth and for that reason alone we have need of nothing less than the greatest of rituals…Tenebrae.
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For Nietzsche discovered:
I have discovered for myself that the old human and animal life, indeed the entire prehistory and past of all sentient being, works on, loves on, hates on, thinks on in me.

We must do the night journey to finally be with God but hand in hand with God and in between is faith. To not do the night journey this way is to not evolve…

Culture provides the framework for this evolution to take place.

And so John asks the question is our culture nourishing or vampiring us on this journey?

John feels the latter intensely. In many ways he believes that modern day culture is bringing about evolutionary reversal.
A female turtle, a simple reptile, will travel hundreds of miles to a chosen beach on which it will lay and bury hundreds of eggs in the sand. The turtle will then leave the beach and return to the sea leaving the hatching of the eggs to nature. That is the extent of the reptilian maternal instinct. 

The hatchlings must survive the cruel world of multiple predators, extremely hostile environments, learning to fend for themselves and even cannibalism. Only the strongest and the lucky survive.
Mammals have learned to nurture and protect their young as they grow and develop. 

And humans have family.

John believes that modern day culture is forcing us back to reptilian instincts. There are now far more important individual pursuits than family. Family is less important than survival in worlds of abundance. And children, the lifeblood of evolution, can be raised anonymously outside the family, as long as the family has the resources. And suddenly in a vicious circle of deceit the pursuit of those resources becomes the focus….

If our societies and our systems simply nurture reptilian instincts like fear and greed (the bedrock forces of a modern stock exchange as an example) then we are not evolving at all. Indeed we are probably moving backwards.

Is this evolutionary reversal?

Ephphatha
(The Liturgy of Opening Our Eyes)

In the gospel according to St. Mark we see Jesus the healer at work:

And again, departing from the coasts of Tyre and Sidon, he came unto the Sea of Galilee, though the midst of the coasts of Decapolis. And they bring onto him one that was deaf, and had an impediment in his speech, and they beseech him to put his hand upon him. And he took him aside from the multitude, and put his fingers into his ears, and he spat, and he touched his tongue; and looking up to heaven, he signed, and saith unto him, Ephphatha, that is, Be opened. And straightaway his ears were opened, and the string of his tongue was loosed, and he spake plain.
The Aramaic word stands out. It is a word of three syllables, the stress falling on the first of them:

Eph’-pha-tha

The question to ask here is: how deaf to the wonder and terror and glory of the world are those of us who can hear? How unable to express the wonder and terror and glory of the world are those of us who can speak?
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In other words how do we once again reacquire the wonderful Paradisal perception that we had as children and that we lose as we get older:
…From God, who is our home;

Heaven lies about us in our infancy!

Shades of the prison-house begin to close

Upon the growing Boy….

William Wordsworth

And William Blake would say that if the doors of perception were cleansed, everything would appear to us as it is, infinite. 
The roaring of lions, the howling of wolves, the raging

Of the stormy sea and the destructive sword are

Portions of eternity too great for the eye of men

William Blake

Ephphatha is a ritual where we vindicate God as creator by practicing being in paradise.

Ephphatha

Be opened

Be opened and behold.

However it is an apocalyptic ‘Behold’. In developing the ability to behold we bear witness to both the wonderful and the terrible. And therein may lie some wisdom around what many consider the greatest mystery in faith – human suffering in the presence of eternal and infinite love.
In daring to open our eyes and minds to nature, we will be under no sentimental illusions about it. How could we, given the fantastic infanticide that a stoat, when she finds it, will wreak upon a wren’s nest?
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Ephphatha will incorporate mantras that strengthen us in our Paradisal perception.
Over the last few days John dictated the following three mantras to me which were inspired by recent events on his journey.

‘In the unfallen core of my soul,

I am myself the Paradise I walk in’
And

‘I rejoice in the God I can have no empirical experience of’
And

‘The Self –singing Sanctus that I am at the core of my soul,

I welcome it all the way outwards through all that I am good and bad’

And for me they sum up the core message that is at the heart of John’s thinking. At the very core of the human person, beyond the dualising mind, beyond the physical and beyond our primal heritage and instincts, untainted and divine is this self-singing Sanctus. It’s the very essence of what it is to be human.

It gives meaning to who and what we are.

It gives guidance to where we want to go.

It gives hope and nourishment for the journey.

It’s an essential part of our further and final evolution.

John’s writings on this journey (dark and all as it can be at times) and indeed his own personal journey (difficult and all as it is) would seem to be all about discovering this essential truth.

Perhaps the greatest gift we can give him now is that we celebrate the wonderful truths he has brought back to life…



GMcD 8/3/07
� Demiurge: A Platonic deity who orders or fashions the material world out of chaos.


� Pasiphae: The wife of King Minos. When Minos insulted Poseidon, the god kindled a passionate love in Pasiphae for a bull and thus she became the mother of the Minotaur.


� Actaeon: The legendary huntsman of Greek myth, who saw the goddess Artemis naked, was turned into a stag and was torn to pieces by his own hunting pack. 


� Oedipus: The mythical king of Thebes, who unknowingly killed his father and married his mother. Detective, murderer, judge, and jury, on discovering what he had done Oedipus condemns himself to wander in darkness throughout the land for the rest of his life.





