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The Two Jesuses, and the Question of Ourselves

The desert wind erases traces,

The sea swallows footsteps.

The paths Jesus walked,

The words he shared,

The look in his eyes—

All have grown faint

In the sands of history

And the waves of myth.

We now face a Jesus with two faces.

One is the Jewish rabbi who walked barefoot in the dust of Galilee,

Pointing to the birds of the air and the flowers of the field.

The other is the Christ, deified upon the altars of empire,

Enshrined as a patron saint of power.

Between these two faces, we ask:

"Who, truly, is the one we follow?"

In his name, countless people shared bread with hungry neighbors,

But in his name, wars have also been waged,

Those of other faiths have been exiled,

And the faces of others have been insulted.

Jesus was the name of love,

Yet also, at times, the name of exclusion and violence.

This book is a journey to confront that schism.

We will trace how myth came to cloak the flesh of history,

How power reshaped Jesus anew,

How doctrine stifled the human breath beneath it.

Yet our path does not end in mere deconstruction or critique.

When we peel away the layers of masks,

We will find not an empty void,

But a light grown clearer—

The simple, revolutionary spirit of the historical Jesus.

A freedom from possession, solidarity with the weak,

Boundless forgiveness, and a deep reverence for life.

This light still calls to us within today’s darkness.

In the wisdom of East Asian sages,

In the reflections of modern philosophy and theology,

And in the tears and songs of the people,

We will encounter Jesus anew—beyond the fences of the church,

On the universal path of humanity.

Now we stand before the question:

"Which Jesus do I believe in?"

"Does that Jesus make me more free,

More just,

More fully human?"

The answer is not to be found in a book of doctrines,

But in the sentences we write with our daily lives and choices,

In our attitude toward others,

In our solidarity with those who suffer.

May this book be a small lantern to light your steps on that path,

And may its light be shared with many others.
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Our Existence

— Eternity Reflected in Finitude
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I look up at the night sky.

Countless stars embroidered upon endless darkness—before such vastness, I feel infinitely small.

In a universe of hundreds of billions of galaxies, each cradling hundreds of billions of stars, Earth is smaller than dust, and I am but a tiny speck standing upon that dust. Yet this small being possesses the ability to gaze at the stars and ask:

“Who am I?” “Why do I exist?” The universe remains silent.

Stars, rivers, winds—none answer. Yet human beings ask.

The question itself reveals the great paradox of human existence:

A finite being that dreams of eternity—that is the human.

We are finite beings who cannot escape death.

Yet humanity recognizes this finitude and, rather than being confined by it, fills its limits with love and creation, memory and hope.

We weep as we bid farewell to loved ones, and pray to meet again. This is not mere psychological comfort. It is the soul’s intrinsic longing for eternity, transcending the constraints of time.

Heidegger defined human beings as “being-toward-death,” but we are simultaneously “beings-toward-life” and “beings-toward-eternity.”

Aware of death, yet endowing time with meaning that transcends it through love, creation, and compassion—

this paradoxical integration constitutes the depth of human existence.

Nature is neutral.

A storm carries no intent; a beast knows no concept of good or evil. Yet within the human being, a moral law is inscribed.

We constantly wrestle between “good” and “evil,” between “what ought to be done” and “what must not be done,” and listen to the ethical voice that resonates even in silence.

Where does this voice come from?

Kant called it “the moral law within, alongside the starry heavens above.”

Christianity speaks of humanity created in the image of God, with divine goodness engraved within; Buddhism calls for ethical choice through karma and the path of compassion. Expressions differ, yet the intuition is the same: at the foundation of human being lies an ethical possibility.

This possibility may be fragile, but it never disappears. It is human dignity—the source of the power to create cosmic value even within an infinitely small being.

I look up at the night sky again.

The stars are not conscious of themselves. But human beings, as conscious entities, gaze at the heavens, feel awe toward its order, and possess the ability to reflect upon themselves like a mirror.

We strive to understand the structure of the universe, and express its beauty and order through the language of mathematics and the form of art.

Not merely a part of nature created, but a being that perceives the wonder of creation and embodies that wonder through creative acts in life—that is the uniqueness of humanity.

This capacity for reflection and creation makes humanity “the eye of the cosmos” and “a mirror reflecting the heavens,” establishing us as subjects who impart meaning to a seemingly meaningless material world.

We are formed from clay, yet we are not merely clay.

Within us dwells the breath of life, a spirituality that seeks meaning.

Within our finite bodies, we shine.

Because we know the inevitable end that is death, we find the courage to love, forgive, and hope—stepping beyond that fear.

All our ethical actions and spiritual longings are responses toward the Absolute. Humanity cannot become God, but through the reason, free will, and capacity for love given by God, we can respond toward the Divine.

In that moment of response, human dignity shines forth. Our finitude is a mirror reflecting God’s infinity, and our small voices can become a chorus singing the Creator’s greatness.

A small yet great being: humanity. Acutely aware of our finitude and limitations, yet echoing toward eternity, surpassing those very limits.

I love this contradictory yet sublime being.

A small vessel holding starlight, a mirror reflecting the wonder of the heavens, a being swimming through the river of time while dreaming of the ocean of eternity.

In that place, I too stand before God today and ask:

“Who am I, and where must I go?” And the very act of asking—as if demonstrating the longing for eternity and the image of God already placed within us—becomes, in itself, an answer to greatness.

This is the human being.

Formed from clay, yet crowned with glory. Confined within the frame of finitude, yet breaking that frame to commune with eternity.

Our inadequacy and fragility are not the whole of our existence. Rather, they become the backdrop against which the image of God and the longing for eternity hidden within us shine forth.

The meaning of our existence lies not in perfection, but in our responsive way of being—in loving, creating, forgiving, and dreaming even within this lack and finitude.
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Re-examining the Miracles of Jesus

— Reflected Light of Myth and the Human Spiritual Longing
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Introduction: The Universality of Miracle Narratives and Cultural Transmission

Water turned into wine, walking upon the sea, wind and waves falling silent before Him. Lazarus walked out of the tomb, and a crowd of five thousand was fed from five loaves and two fish. For ages, people have spoken of Jesus’s miracles.

These narratives have been passed down as among the most radiant scenes in the Bible—but is that radiance truly an original light, or is it a reflection of much older mythological memory?

The second-century philosopher Celsus asserted:

"Christianity is a repackaging of pagan myths."

His words were not mere insult. He compared ancient myths and discerned within them a strange repetition of the Jesus story. This perspective continues to be explored in modern comparative mythology.

The Egyptian god Horus performed miracles in the reed marshes; the Greek Dionysus presided over rituals that turned water into wine. Persia’s Mithras overcame death and rose as a savior; India’s Krishna healed the sick and revived the dead. Such stories were widespread across the Mediterranean world and formed the cultural soil from which the early Christian community grew.

Mythologist Joseph Campbell explained this universality through the concept of the “monomyth”—humanity has repeated the same archetype of savior, death and resurrection, and miraculous acts across cultures. The miracle stories of Jesus, too, can be understood within this universal narrative structure.
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