
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Prologue: On the Interpretation of Silence
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Within my ears, there lives an eternal tide.

It began when I was twenty-one—the day half my hearing withered away. Since then, the ringing has never ceased. As the night deepens, the waves grow more violent. I fall asleep to the sound of this phantom ocean, and I wake to its relentless roar. The doctors promised me "adaptation," but I have learned that adaptation is merely a polite euphemism for resignation; it is not the same as silence.

For forty years, I have listened to a sound that does not exist.

Yet, perhaps this very metaphor is the genesis of every word I write. To be one who hears the non-existent, who perceives the invisible, and who kneels before a tactile yet untouchable order. To be one who gazes at cold numbers and eavesdrops on the silence that lies behind them.

This book is the record of that listening.

People often ask me: "Do you still believe in God?"

I do not answer with words. Instead, I show them numbers—the sacred geometry of 7, the 153 fish of the Gospel, the infinite, unrepeatable decimals of Pi.

I play music for them—the fugues of Bach, the Requiem of Mozart—the fractal structures where sound perishes only to be resurrected in a different form.

I speak to them of the "Observer Effect" in quantum mechanics—that exquisite paradox where consciousness determines reality, and the boundary between spirit and matter dissolves into light.

And then I tell them:

If all of this is mere coincidence, then perhaps Coincidence is simply another name for God.

But make no mistake—this is not a confession of faith.

In truth, it is a chronicle of doubt. It is the testimony of a man confronting the colossal shadow of the Apostle Paul. It is an inquiry into how the doctrine of the Trinity was grafted onto the faith in the nursery of Platonism. It is a painful reflection on how the simple, unadorned declaration that fell from the lips of Jesus—"Blessed are the poor"—was transfigured into the iron religion of an Empire.

I have declared Paul a false prophet. To many, this will sound like blasphemy. But I do not write to desecrate the sacred. I write to reclaim the man who was Jesus—a man so human that he allows us to see the potential for divinity within ourselves.

In the space where the myths have been stripped away, I see him: the Jewish Rabbi walking the shores of Galilee. The one who shared his table with harlots and tax collectors. The one who praised the faith of a Roman centurion and asked a Samaritan woman for water.

The one who prayed, even upon the cross: "Father, forgive them."

He shines brilliantly enough without the gilding of deification.

I have also infused the marrow of my own life into these pages.

My shattered left arm, my lungs calcifying into stone, the handful of pills that rest in my palm every morning. The three hundred thousand dollars lost to betrayal, and the ache in my finger joints from scrubbing office toilets at midnight to reclaim my life. The profound helplessness I felt upon the rain-slicked mud of Uganda.

But this is not a martyrology of pain.

I seek to write about where these sufferings have led me. Pain dismantled me, yes—but its fragments have been reassembled into a more resilient architecture.

Like the Japanese art of Kintsugi, where broken pottery is mended with gold, I have applied language to every crack in my soul. I am not whole, but I am stronger for having been broken. That is who I am now.

Therefore, to you who read this, I will not ask your creed. I will not ask which god you serve, nor how you judge the legacy of Paul.

I only hope that as you read—as your fingertips touch the black symbols upon these pages—you might hear a voice that is silent yet never quiet.

A voice that perhaps whispers:

"The reason you have sought me is that I am already with you."

This is all I know.

It is enough.

Late Autumn, 2025

By one who lives with half the world’s sound,

Dreaming of the Whole.
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Numbers, the Sacred Language of Silence: In Search of the Grammar of Existence
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Preface: On the Courage to See the Invisible

Whenever I gaze upon Arabic numerals, I am struck by a profound certainty: these are not mere human inventions.

Humanity prides itself on the invention of fire, the wheel, and the written word. Yet, in the grand theater of the cosmos, there is no such thing as invention—only discovery. Numbers, in particular, hold a singular mystique. They were woven into the very spine of the universe long before the first human breath, existing as an eternal scaffolding. Like navigators stumbling upon a vast, pre-existing continent, we have simply knelt before this primordial order and given it names.

This writing is a chronicle of that discovery. It explores the perfect harmony breathing within numbers and music, the mystery of being encountered at the frontier of quantum mechanics and consciousness, and the modern idolatry that seeks to desecrate this sanctity. As your eyes trace these black marks on the page, my hope is that you hear the language that is silent, yet never truly still.
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Chapter 1: Numbers and Music—The Universal Grammar


[image: ]




OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
The One Who Listens
to the Waves

In Search of the Grammar of Existence

JINOH KWON





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





