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INSTEAD OF AN INTRODUCTION
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Jesus is light.

A light that guides.

A light that warms.

A light that shows the way to the lost.

It comes from afar, yet always arrives on time.

It is born in darkness and turns night into morning.

It asks for no name, seeks no proof—

it simply descends and remains.

In this light, faces appear purer.

Shadows blur.

Scars fade.

Everything can begin anew.

And if there is fear within you,

the light embraces it.

If there is doubt inside you,

it dissolves it like salt in water.

Sometimes it is quiet as breath.

Sometimes it is powerful as the strike of a bell.

But it is always there.

Always watching.

Always guiding.

And when you set out on the path,

you are never alone.

The light is beside you—

in your steps,

in your thoughts,

in your body.

Jesus is light.

A light that guides.

A light that warms.

A light that shows the way to the lost.
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I

PETER
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"And I tell you that you are Peter, and on this rock I will build my church, and the gates of hell shall not prevail against it."

(Gospel of Matthew 16:18)



Stone.

Weight.

Something upon which one builds — and something that can also bury you.

The stone does not choose whether to be a foundation or a tombstone.

It simply lies still,

waiting for someone to give it meaning.

"Upon this rock I will build my church" — words spoken as if with certainty.

Yet within them hides a question:

if all is built upon stone, what becomes of those who are dust, water, air?

Do they not deserve to be part of the foundation as well?

The stone is firm, yet lifeless.

It holds no warmth, no mercy.

It does not forgive when you fall upon it.

It shatters bones; it does not mend flesh.

And if the Church is built upon stone,

does that mean it is built upon silence?

Upon coldness?

Upon something that never asks, yet always weighs heavy?

They say stone cannot be defeated.

Stone has no heart,

yet upon it beats the heart of power.

Stone has no tongue,

yet upon it rise the words

that turn into laws.

When you say “rock,”

you have already given silence the right to speak for you.

And if that silence becomes a temple,

a dome, an icon —

who will dare to challenge it?

Stone is a burden,

but its weight is mistaken for stability.

It promises safety—

but only if you accept

that obedience is the path to safety.

No root grows upon stone;

no life can be built upon it,

only the shadow of life.

And yet people kneel before it,

believing

that its weight is proof of eternity.

But the eternity of stone is indifference.

It does not rejoice,

does not suffer,

does not forgive.

It simply is.

And perhaps in that is

lies the greatest deception—

for mere existence is called divinity,

and the absence of doubt—

holiness.

What is the Church,

if not stones arranged

to imitate comfort?

And what is faith,

if not stepping upon a stone

that knows nothing of the softness of human flesh?

The stone is called a foundation,

yet its foundation is fear—

fear of collapse,

of emptiness,

of an abyss without support.

Thus man chooses the solid,

even when the solid is dead.

It is easier to stand on ice

than to risk walking on water.

The Church says:

Here is the rock,

here is salvation.

But is it salvation

when it is built upon silence,

upon commandments,

upon a weight

that crushes you

the moment you dare to lift your head?

And if the stone is the symbol of eternity,

then eternity is a frozen moment—

without motion,

without life,

without blood.

The stone knows no mercy.

It is convenient for power,

for it asks no questions.

It is convenient for faith,

for it has no face.

It is convenient for those

who wish to build empires

of obedience and oblivion.

But it is not God.

It is only a rock.

The stone became a temple.

The temple became a city.

The city turned into an empire.

And it all began with a single name,

whispered upon dusty earth.

Peter — the rock,

a man turned into foundation,

a man whose body was replaced by metaphor.

For man is fragile,

but metaphor is eternal.

Thus the living was replaced by the lifeless.

Breath—by stone.

Flesh—by walls.

And upon that stone,

power began to rise.

Not the delicate power of man over himself,

but the cruel power of man over others.

The stone became an argument.

The stone became a witness.

The stone became a judge.

And when someone dared to ask “Why?”

it remained silent.

Yet that silence was called an answer.

And faith in that silence grew stronger

than any truth

that could ever be spoken aloud.

The Church grew upon the stone,

like a tree without roots.

It fed not from the earth,

but from the fear of men.

It drew no strength from sunlight,

but from the shadows of guilt.

The stones were laid one upon another—

ever higher,

ever heavier—

until the sky itself was hidden

beneath their weight.

And the people believed

that the higher the stone rose,

the closer they were to God.

They did not see

that the weight was pressing down

upon their own shoulders.

The stone demanded sacrifices

to remain a temple.

The sacrifices were called believers.

Their knees filled the floor.

Their prayers filled the air.

Their fear filled the walls.

And when the walls began to speak,

the words were not of the people—

they were of the stone.

Heavy. Indisputable. Eternal.

The stone demanded blood,

and blood was given.

Generations took turns

to keep its silence alive.

The priests called it sacrifice.

They called it duty.

They called it salvation.

Yet the stone knew none of their words.

It only absorbed—

and never returned.

And when the children grew up,

taught to kneel,

they too became its guards.

They passed its weight to their own children,

as inheritance,

as poison,

as fate.

The Church said: “This is eternity.”

But eternity proved to be repetition—

a circle of fear,

a circle of guilt,

a circle of submission.

And still, no one dared to ask:

why does this stone hold such power?

Why does its silence sound louder

than the human voice?

Why has the lifeless

risen above the living?

It was not God who chose the foundation.

It was man—out of fear,

out of the need to replace doubt with firmness,

to hide his weakness within something

that seems eternal.

Peter — not merely a name,

but a mask

placed upon a man

to turn him into an excuse.

The man disappeared;

the symbol remained.

The body was erased,

leaving only the rock.

The voice was drowned in echo,

so it would sound like doctrine.

Life was turned into a foundation

for a power that was never its own.

And the Church forgot the man,

to glorify the stone.

Forgot the blood,

to glorify the walls.

Forgot the doubt,

to glorify the silence.

But beneath every rock

there lies earth—

breathing,

remembering,

waiting.

The name became a wall.

Not a wall that protects,

but a wall that confines.

And the stones of that wall were not soulless—

they carried the words of those

who craved power.

"Upon this rock I will build my church" —

the words were like a contract

signed in silence.

And everyone who repeated them

became part of the construction.

The structure rose higher and higher,

but with every brick,

with every vow,

with every bent knee,

the human within it grew smaller.

Faith was no longer a flame—

but a wall.

No longer comfort—

but burden.

No longer seeking—

but silence.

And still, people believed

that the wall was a home,

that the weight was protection,

that silence was truth.

Yet at the foundation, the question remained:

Who profits from this hardness?

Who rules through this stone?

And whose voice vanished

so that the wall could speak?

The Church promised eternity,

but its eternity was forged from fear—

not from love,

not from truth,

but from the need to preserve power.

Power does not breathe;

it petrifies.

It does not embrace;

it hardens.

It does not save;

it merely chains.

And if the gates of hell shall not prevail,

it is not because the stone is sacred,

but because hell is already within—

in the very foundation,

in the very silence,

in the very weight

that is called a temple.

Peter was turned into a foundation—

but a foundation is a grave.

A grave for doubt.

A grave for freedom.

A grave for man himself.

And above this grave

rises a church

that proclaims, “Here lies salvation.”

Yet all it truly guards

is the silence of the stone.
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II

JOHN
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"Whoever does not love does not know God, for God is love."

(First Epistle of John 4:8)



Love begins as a whisper.

Soft, almost unseen,

it promises comfort—

like a hand touching a wound.

They say: God is love.

And in that sentence, there is something seductive.

It sounds like an answer,

like the end of searching,

like a door that opens

and behind it—no darkness.

Love is offered as a gift,

as a light

that never fades.

And who could refuse the light?

It warms,

it draws near,

it gathers the lost into one.

Love is presented as medicine,

as bread,

as water.

And yet,

even when spoken with a smile,

the words weigh like a command.

Love is no longer a choice—

it becomes a condition.

They say: If you do not love, you do not know God.

But who decides what love is?

And who grants the right to measure it,

to test it,

to turn it into an exam?

Love is the breath one gives

when kissing.

Love is the sweat

that lingers on the skin after touch.

Love is the tremor of a hand

afraid to lose the other.

It is human,

fragile,

at times misunderstood—

and that is what makes it real.

But when they say “God is love,”

they no longer speak of trembling,

nor of the kiss.

They speak of something else—

a love above you,

beyond doubt,

unwilling to be questioned.

And so, love ceases to be tenderness

and becomes a condition.

It turns into a demand,

a key

that opens a door

behind which waits not comfort,

but judgment.

Love that is not a choice

is already a cage.

It has walls

built of words,

and bars

forged from promises.

They say: God is love.

But behind that sentence lies a warning:

If you do not love,

if you do not believe as they tell you,

you are already outside—

in darkness,

in emptiness.

Love begins to resemble an ultimatum.

Not an embrace,

but a contract.

Not tenderness,

but an oath.

And the oath is heavy:

either love,

or be lost forever.

Thus, the purest word

becomes a noose.

Thus the brightest image

turns into chains.

Love, once promised as freedom,

becomes the chain

that keeps man on his knees.

Love should be like a river—

to flow where it wishes,

to carry life,

to give freedom.

But when they lock it inside a sentence,

it ceases to be a river.

It becomes a well,

reflecting only one face.

A face that says:

"Love me,

or you shall not exist."

And so the river dries,

while the well remains—

deep, dark,

filled with reflections

that resemble truth,

yet are only deceit.

They say: God is love.

But this love does not forgive.

It endures no doubt.

It allows no difference.

It tolerates no freedom.

The love that was meant to lift

now weighs down.

The love that was meant to unite

now divides.

The love that was meant to comfort

now demands.

And from that demand

a new kind of power was born—

a power that feeds not on tenderness,

but on fear.

That feeling began to have rules—

when to speak it,

whom to allow near it,

how much space it may occupy within you.

They called those rules commandments.

And each one was a promise of order.

And order always comes with fear,

and fear—with submission.

They said:

"Love thy neighbor."

But they never said—

what if my neighbor repels me?

What if he thinks differently,

does not believe,

burns in his own way?

Does the feeling then vanish,

or merely disguise itself as mercy?

When tenderness becomes a command,

it loses its warmth.

Only duty remains.

It no longer embraces—

it holds.

It no longer heals—

it reminds.

It no longer comforts—

it demands.

And anyone who refuses to obey its rules

is called a sinner—

not because he does not feel,

but because he does not feel “the right way.”

Those who spoke in the name of that feeling

began to measure it—

in words,

in gestures,

in obedience.

"True love is humble," they said.

"True love does not question."

And so—the more you kept silent,

the more worthy you became of it.

It was no longer alive,

but sacred.

No longer human,

but above humanity.

And that made it untouchable.

Its shadow began to fall upon everything—

upon the body,

upon thought,

upon the desire to be different.

And even when it touched you,

its touch did not warm—

it burned.

They called this burning love.

They called pain the path.

They called fear devotion.

Thus the flame that was meant to warm

became a weapon.

And anyone who tried to extinguish it

was condemned for blasphemy.

Where the flame once brought light,

it now cast a shadow—

a shadow that resembled comfort,

but was, in truth, a measure.

They began teaching people

not how to love,

but how to think about love—

which words were permitted,

which thoughts were pure,

which feelings—approved.

And when someone tried to keep their own,

to speak it without fear,

they were reminded at once

that pride is a sin,

and the personal—dangerous.

So thought shrank.

The heart began to whisper only at night,

when no one was listening.

And in daylight,

dogma spoke in its place.

People learned to repeat words

they did not feel.

To confess emotions

they did not understand.

To live convinced

that without this feeling there is no life.

And they did not notice

how freedom turned into prayer,

and prayer—into silence.

The flame was placed upon the altar.

And whoever wished to see it

had first to kneel.

Knees became the condition,

and the upward gaze—a command.

Thus this feeling rose above mankind—

above their bodies,

above their breath,

above their thought.

It no longer belonged to man;

man belonged to it.

The priests called it divine,

but in their hands it looked like a chain—

gleaming,

deceptively beautiful,

shaped like a heart.

And anyone who wished to remove it

was accused

of denying God Himself.

Thus the gentlest word became an oath.

Thus the purest feeling became surveillance.

Thus love ceased to connect—

it began to bind.

And from that moment on,

no one said “I love you”

without fearing

they were saying it wrong.

Where once there was tenderness,

jealousy began to grow—

like grass

that covers all that lives,

like a vine

that coils around your neck

until you believe

you cannot breathe without it.

"Love me with all your heart,"

says the voice from above.

But how much space is left for yourself,

when your heart is already given away?

How much love can a person hold,

if he must offer it all upward?

Thus obsession is born—

quiet,

yet unyielding.

It craves exclusivity.

It does not share.

It knows no equals.

And when someone loves something else—

a person, a life,

an idea unblessed—

that is now called sin.

Sin is not love,

but the freedom to direct it yourself.

And so the heart became property—

not a gift,

but a pledge.

Not a flame,

but a vow,

signed in blood and fear.

It demands attention.

It demands recognition.

It wants to be the only truth

you are allowed to speak.

Its voice whispers softly at first:

"Love me more."

Then insists:

"Only me."

Finally, it commands:

"There is no one but me."

Thus jealousy rises to the heavens

and clothes itself in holiness.

It is no longer a feeling—

it is law.

It watches,

it punishes,

it demands.

And in this holiness there is no warmth—

only surveillance.

No trust—

only observation.

No forgiveness—

only fear of punishment.

When obsession enters the temple,

it takes the place of God.

And anyone who does not bow before it

is called an unbeliever.

Anyone who dares to question it

is burned—

if not in fire,

then in words.

Thus affection became accusation.

An embrace—an interrogation.

Faith—a watchtower.

And God—a jealous master

who tolerates no love

without His permission.

Where something cannot be loved,

it must be destroyed.

Such is the law of obsession.

It cannot endure a place

where its name does not shine.

And so the burning begins—

first of thought,

then of flesh,

then of the world.

"Love does not tolerate difference,"

it whispers.

"Whoever does not love as I do,

does not love at all."

And within that sentence lies everything—

jealousy, power, hunger for worship.

It seeks to possess even the air you breathe,

to stamp its mark

on every feeling that passes through you.

To erase you,

if you do not bow to it.

And people call this holiness.

They call it faithfulness.

They call it love.

And they do not see

that before them stands not God,

but a flame

that burns all that lives,

so that only it may remain.

After the fire comes silence.

Not salvation.

Not peace.

Only silence.

It stands amid the ashes,

tasting the flavor of its own sacrifice.

There is nothing left to burn.

No one left to watch.

Nothing left to envy.

And in that emptiness, for the first time, it hears itself.

The voice that once sounded like a command

now resembles an echo.

"Love me," it whispers—

but no one answers.

For those who once knelt

are gone.

Those who once feared

are dust.

Those who once worshipped

are forgotten.

And the flame, left alone,

begins to understand—

that love which demands submission

is not love.

That a world built upon jealousy

is a world without life.

But it is too late.

The fire has already consumed everything—

including itself.

What once was comfort

is now carried like a banner.

Across temples and squares,

on crosses,

on lips

that no longer know whom they kiss.

"God is love," they repeat—

but it no longer sounds like a promise.

It sounds like a slogan,

a password,

a signal of belonging.

It no longer warms—

it marches.

In rows of believing hearts,

in eyes that look upward,

never at each other.

This feeling, meant to unite,

now divides.

It draws borders,

raises walls,

writes laws

that punish difference.

And when war comes,

it comes in the name of love—

with faith,

with the cross,

with a promise of salvation.

But beneath it all

lies a hunger for power

no longer ashamed to call itself sacred.

They march with torches and faith—

not to seek,

but to uproot.

Not to love,

but to prove

that their love is the only one.

And as the flames rise,

their eyes show no malice,

only calm.

They believe

they are doing good.

That destruction is an act of devotion.

That the suffering of others

is the road to their own salvation.

"Love your enemies,"

they say—

and cast them into the fire

to make them pure.

"Love your neighbor,"

they say—

and punish him

for not believing enough.

This feeling no longer has a face.

It has only rules

that smell of smoke.

And all who follow them

feel righteous,

even while the blood on their hands

has not yet dried.

Love no longer kisses.

It executes.

And instead of “Amen,”

there is only

the crackling

of burning wood.

After the fire comes darkness—

thicker than any night.

Darkness in which the word “love”

rings hollow,

like a bell without a tongue.

It no longer means anything.

It does not tremble when spoken.

It no longer flickers in the eyes.

It brings no comfort.

Only the shape remains—

without a heart.

People still repeat it,

out of habit,

out of fear,

out of inertia.

They no longer believe in it,

yet know not what else to say.

The word has become dead,

but it is still used as a weapon—

an empty shell

that still wounds,

for its echo is a blade.

And somewhere deep beneath

all that has burned away,

a whisper remains—

barely heard,

almost forgotten:

"Love need not burn

to be light."

But no one listens.

For all are busy being silent.

When a word loses its meaning,

man begins to search for a new one—

something pure,

unsaid,

untainted by promises.

He searches for it in the silence between two people,

in a glance,

a gesture,

the warmth of breath against breath.

He seeks it in the human,

not in the heavens.

But where once faith stood,

now there is a void—

a void in which the echo of old words

still resounds.

"God is love,"

whispers the air,

and in that whisper there is no comfort anymore,

only habit.

Perhaps true love

never needed God.

Perhaps it existed

before the prayer,

before the cross,

before fear.

Perhaps it was simply light

that did not burn—

an embrace

that asked for nothing,

a breath

unmeasured by sin.

And perhaps that is why

it was erased—

because it does not kneel,

does not punish,

does not promise eternity.

It simply lives.

It simply is.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


III

THOMAS
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"Unless I see the mark of the nails in His hands and put my finger into the wounds, I will not believe."

(Gospel of John 20:25)



Everything begins with an “if.”

A small word—

yet enough to shake the whole of heaven.

"If I do not see..."

"If I do not touch..."

"If I do not feel it myself..."

In a world where faith is law,

“if” is a crime.

It is a blade

that cuts through the chains of collective belief.

Thomas was no unbeliever.

He simply wanted to see—

to tell miracle from deception,

faith from suggestion,

truth from the words that pretend to be truth.

But in a world where asking is sin,

a glance becomes a threat.

Eyes that seek proof

turn into heresy.

Doubt was not born in Thomas,

but in those who feared him.

He merely gave it a voice.

A single crack is enough

to change the façade.

Not a storm,

but a whisper.

Not a shout,

but a breath before the question.

"If..." passed from mouth to mouth—

like a spark

seeking not fire,

but air.

And where it found air,

thought was born.

People began to look longer,

to hesitate before saying “Amen,”

to leave a pause between words.

In that pause appeared reason—

not as an enemy,

but as a lamp

sheltered by a hand.

They were taught to repeat.

They tried to understand.

They were taught to kneel.

They tried to stand.

They were told not to touch.

They reached out—

not to destroy,

but to distinguish.

Hesitation does not shout.

It listens.

It compares.

It places side by side

the miracle and the likely,

the fear and the instinct,

the vow and the human measure.

And where dogma demands an end,

the question offers a beginning.

Not because it is stronger,

but because it is more honest.

Thus the spark did not burn the temple—

it lit the corners

no one had ever looked into.

And there it saw dust,

and blood,

and a face—

human,

with eyes that begged not for miracles,

but for truth.

Truth never arrives with a solemn chime.

It comes barefoot,

leaving prints in the dust,

but never explaining them.

Thomas did not ask for proof

to deny—

he sought touch

to understand.

For faith without flesh

is only sound.

Those who were used to listening

called him a blasphemer.

Those who knew him

kept silent—

afraid to sound like him.

And so distance began to grow—

between the miracle and the man,

between the word and the senses,

between what is said

and what is felt.

How easy it is to believe

when you do not touch.

How peaceful to accept

when you are forbidden to think.

How pure obedience seems

when it is renamed humility.

But what is God

if He cannot bear the human hand?

And what is a miracle

if it fears to be touched?

Thomas merely reached out,

and the world trembled.

Not because Thomas doubted God,

but because God feared man.

Doubt is no storm.

It is rain—slow, persistent—

washing the paint from dogmas.

It does not tear down walls;

it reveals what lies beneath them.

Within Thomas, that awareness rose—

not as rebellion,

but as a quiet realization

that truth is never given;

it is sought.

Every word once accepted without question

began to weigh heavy.

Every miracle once celebrated

began to look like theater.

He understood that faith without choice

is mere habit,

and habit—a form of forgetting.

To believe because you fear not to—

is like breathing

because you fear to die.

And in that moment, Thomas did not lose God.
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