An Evening with John Moriarty
I visited John on Friday 26th May 2006. His beautiful little house nestled near the base of the north western embrace of Mangerton Mountain in Kerry is a veritable welcoming masterpiece. Birdsong greets you as you make the final few steps over the soft bouncy grass, past the majestic standing stones to the front door. The scenery, no matter the weather, be it brilliant sunshine or shadowy mists, is a joy to behold. And then of course there is John’s magnificent beaming smile to greet you in the hall.

The side-effects of the chemotherapy are taking its toll. He has lost a lot of weight, his face is gaunt and he feels very tired for long periods of the day but his eyes and mind are bright and brilliant as always.

About two minutes after the initial customary greetings and handshakes we are sitting in his front room surrounding by books covering numerous philosophies and thinking, ancient cultures and great religions of the world. When you get John on a roll superficialities are quickly left behind. I immediately had to ‘suspend my disbelief’ and strapped myself into the mystical roller coaster.
Orion left the heavens one night and in the early hours of the morning knocked on Johns door. There was little communication between the two beings except that Orion handed back to John, in a very neat and organised package, all of humankinds understanding of the cosmos and shook his head. 

‘We do not recognise ourselves in your understanding of creation’ he said and then he promptly left to return back to his place in the heavens.

There are those in the scientific community that believe that all of human knowledge can be contained in less than a terabyte or 1000 gigabytes. It is now possible to buy a personal computer with storage space of one terabyte as standard.

Have we lost our way? This question has driven John to seek truth in unorthodox ways, has meant that he has had to leave the mainstream mechanisms for the pursuit of knowledge and wisdom and has even meant that he face the boundaries of his own sanity. 

‘Some deep unspoken yearning that would not go away’ he commented.

And so we are blessed with the gifts of Dreamtime and the Turtle Journeys and the magnificent Nostos, a spiritual journey by a modern day prophet to uncover what we have left behind or lost or forgotten in our pursuit to unlock the secrets of the universe we live in.  And though we may not grasp his beautifully eloquent writings immediately it is clear that we have lost so much. What is also clear is that to discover what we have lost a new more powerful language is required. A language steeped in mythology and metaphor to express those deeper intangibles and immeasurables that Orion and his troupe would surely be happier with. John has striven to give us this.
Light years from Earth there is another planet of similar size and age. At the same time that our primal ancestors chose to use tools to shape the universe around us (the path of Prometheus) the beings on this planet chose the path of the dolphin (to allow the universe shape them). Their evolution is starkly different from human evolution. They are not bounded by space or time – there senses are very much one with the universe rather than apart from it and when they look out from their planet into the heavens they can tell which planets are enlightened and which are not. When they look at Earth they see a planet that has enlightened people but sits on a precipice. 
For the human inhabitants of Earth are the people of the final Eureka. That is, a stark choice faces humanity. 
One enlightened being, Meister Eckhart, a 13th century Dominican Mystic, points out that God cannot be known, is beyond the mind and so faith amounts to a letting go and embracing this unknowingness. And in that letting go, God will be there to shelter the souls nothingness with uncreated essence, safeguarding its creaturely existence.  So one choice is the mystical choice, and that is to choose the path of unknowingness and face the final Eureka, that in letting go we become one with God and creation.
I was struggling. I am a scientist and letting go is not easy. 

The scientific path is to reject the mystical God and to become God instead. The relentless pursuit of peeling back the onion of creation amounts to a desire to be immortal, to be all knowing, to be in control of creation – to become and reign as God. On this path there is no surrender, there is no letting go, there is nothing but a flatland universe there for the taking. And is it this choice that the majority of the ‘developed’ world seems to have made already? The final Eureka here is that in not letting go, we reject God only to find that God does exist and we are left to stare upon the desecrated path we have taken to discover that truth.
Indeed we may even destroy ourselves completely in the process.
So how did we arrive at this precipice – a place where the ultimate choice is between a path of absolute humility and a path of what could be perceived as absolute arrogance?
John is five years old and it is Christmas time. He goes outside into the farmyard of his home and he realises that he has crossed the boundary of Christmas. It is not celebrated in the farmyard. The robin he meets that night has no knowledge of the birth of Christ. Suddenly a divide has been created – us and them. Suddenly his oneness with existence is over.
And since then, for as long as he has been alive on this planet, John has struggled with this perspective of us and them. Humanity has set itself apart from creation. It considers itself something different and not integrated into the fabric of existence. This causes tension, and disassociation and war. Once there exists an us and them perspective one can kill the other. Once there exists this fundamental divide, abuse of our scientific knowledge is possible, raping of the planet and environment can be justified and an unfounded superiority complex can sustain itself. There is a great need to re-invoke this oneness with creation. Balance needs to be restored for there can be no ecumenism whilst the us and them perspective prevails. Johns view on ecumenism includes stones and grass and robins.
And so some questions that were on my mind had to be asked.

‘What if we as scientists were to throw our energies into making the world a fairer place? Could technology not be a powerful enabler for a more sustainable world?’ I asked.
‘Absolutely’ said John.

‘These are necessary approaches but not sufficient. Meister Eckhart would say we should not think that holiness is based on what we do but rather on what we are, for it is not our works which sanctify us but we who sanctify our works’ 
‘So what would you advise a scientist to do then?’ I muttered knowing the answer in advance.

‘Go to the temple and contemplate’ he answered.

I did not have to ask any more questions to know what he meant. Whether he was suggesting a temple in Tibet or the temple of self the outcome was the same. Reflect on what you are doing, the path you have taken and where it is leading you. In essence he was telling science to begin a process of discernment. It is time to reflect on not what we can do but why we are doing what we do.
And then a moment of sadness. His energy levels dropped.
‘You know, people tell me that my books are inaccessible – that they have tried to read them but struggle and just give up’ he said. 

I was sure he was asking me a question.

‘I am completely isolated in my thinking. Sometimes I come across an idea sitting here in this lonely but beautiful place and I perform a little jig here in the room to an audience of one only to sit down thinking that I will be the only person to ever do a jig to that thought’ he mused.
I needed an answer quickly because I was amongst the strugglers. I told him the truth.

‘Your books are difficult – that cannot be denied. However I happen to know certain young people who are reading them but reading them in a new and different way because that is what your story telling demands. You are giving us a new language and new tools to express the wonder of what we know exists but which we cannot measure’

His brilliant beaming smile justified my blundering effort at answering his implicit question and need for reassurance. We all need that. His energy suddenly returned and he asked:

‘Do you think so?’ 

I nodded. I did think so.

Divine ground is a magical space that is woven into the very fabric of existence. No scientific theory will ever ‘measure’ divine ground but it is as obvious a reality as the immeasurable beauty implicit in the lingering, haunting mists on Mangerton mountain. All great mythologies reference this place in one form or another. Our paths in this world, in whatever incarnation or form we take, can be a dance of delight within divine ground and ultimately we are welcomed back to this sacred place. 
As I was leaving, he was combing his hair in preparation for a ‘station’ visit to one of his neighbour’s houses. I first thought that this meant he was going to do the stations of the cross (at one point he boldly stated that he was going to meet Christ later and I presumed there was a penitential element to the meeting) but I have since discovered that there is a tradition in the area where people have mass in their houses and invite neighbours to come along and participate. And so he was readying himself for communion.
The chemotherapy is causing his wonderful shock of wild hair to fall out.

He gathered a big ball of hair from the comb and threw it out the front door onto a bush. And then he looked at me and laughed.

‘Are you wondering what I am doing’ he asked.

I nodded.

‘Well, the old chemo is causing my hair to fall out and last week I discovered that a Wren is gathering up my discarded hair and making a nest out of it in my garden.  I have begun the journey back to divine ground’ he said chuckling playfully.

His eyes are alive and bright as he says this. It brings tears to my eyes. Here is a great man, a gentle man, a humble man who is challenging us all. The courage, the huge colossal mound of loose sheets of paper, the ink pen and the desire to write down his thoughts are all it takes. And even though he is not well and his journey has clearly taken its toll, those marvellous eyes and that brilliant mind are still taking time to remind us of the divinity in our world reflected through a tiny delicate creature like the Wren. A creature who is gently preparing the path to divine ground for a most wonderful human being in an anonymous gesture that most people would consider utterly insignificant. However, John and his journey have illuminated most delicately, this forgotten and most precious piece of wisdom that generations long dead, cultures long lost would have recognised and taken for granted in an instant. 
Even the standing stones, in his garden will know his legacy.
He is opening his arms to embrace his deepest belief. He is flying free with the magnificent leap of faith into the unknown. He truly is a man who is not afraid to choose.
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