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1.He who hears me will live in peace
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Proverbs 1

7 The fear of the LORD is the beginning of knowledge: but fools despise wisdom and instruction.

24 I called, but ye would not hear; I stretched forth my hands, but none turned.

25 But ye despised all my precepts, and would not receive my reproof.

28 Then shall ye call upon me, and I will not answer you; and ye shall seek me diligently, and shall not find me.

29 Because ye hate knowledge, and have no pleasure in the fear of the LORD.

30 Because ye have not received my instruction, but have despised all my reproof.

31 Therefore shall they eat the fruit of their own doings, and shall be satisfied with their own devices.

33 But he that heareth my words shall dwell in peace, and shall be secure, without fear of evil.

​

The high school I graduated from is quite prestigious, and one of my classmates is "Kang Dong-won". We love our school very much, and I learned a lot from it. The lesson of the school was, "The fear of the Lord is the beginning of wisdom." When I think of my situation, I think of Abraham. Abraham's father was an idol dealer. Not an umbrella vendor, but a man who carved idols and sold them to idolaters. Selling idols is the promotion of cults, and his father was a man whose heart was far from God.

​

​ But God called one man because he was faithful in heart, Abraham, the son of an idolater. God loved Abraham and made him his friend, and when he was about to judge Sodom and Gomorrah, he told him of his plan, saying, "Will you hide this from my friend? Abraham said, Would you judge if there were 50 righteous people there? Would you judge if there were 45 of them? 30, 20, 10? We negotiate the numbers as tenaciously as I negotiate translation rates: would you do it if there were 10 righteous? But there weren't 10 righteous people in that big city, so Sodom and Gomorrah were left in history as a deep lake of salt and sulfur.

​

In that school, a mission school, I heard many things that I never heard in my parents' home and family in the world. In that school, a mission school, I heard many things that I never heard in my parents' home and family in the world. My family was a dying, cultish Confucian family that made 13 altars a year. I saw the house tilting, and I thought, "This is how the house is going to fall. We were the youngest in the family, but I grew up in a big family, and I grew up watching them do it. When white rice was scattered in the bowl during the ritual, it would leave clear footprints of ghosts and birds. God called me from a family that practiced such rituals and communed with ghosts.

The school taught the Word and we sang praises. My heart, deeply scarred by domestic violence, blame, and hatred, seemed to heal through that time. Perhaps if I had stayed at home and continued to be treated that way, I would have grown up more selfish and vicious than I am now, without the warmth and gentleness of my personality. But God healed me through His Word, and the friends I met there were more relaxed and understanding than the friends I had previously met in the world, and they did not judge me harshly. My friends felt sorry for me, and I didn't know what was wrong with me, and I didn't know what was wrong for a long time after graduation, and I didn't know until I was over thirty, and only now do I realize that I grew up with the understanding of so many friends and people around me. Just as the novelist Kim Hyung-kyung received a lot of consideration from her friends with the idea that she was a troublemaker, so did I.

​

They treated me with care, acceptance, understanding, and compassion unlike any adult I had ever known. Of course, I was cared for by my teachers in middle school, but it was a different kind of affection. I felt a lot of respect for me just because I am a student and a person, without any conditions. I think that unconditional acceptance put my mind at ease and lowered my guard. I didn't know what the gospel was, but I wanted to believe in God, so I went to college and started attending church in earnest. I didn't have anyone explaining the gospel to me, but when I went to university, even if I was just sitting alone, people would come up to me and explain the gospel to me, and there were a lot of really good churches in Seoul.

​

I started going to church, where I heard a lot of talks, read a lot, and met a lot of good people. However, my past habits, such as having a different way of thinking and approaching things, and reacting to things that were too external, did not change, and my inability to respond properly and my desire for affection from anyone led to mutual hurt. Anyway, even in the church, it was not easy to have a good relationship and I was misunderstood a lot, but I was healed little by little through the Word, praise, and prayer. Little by little.

​

Everyone in their twenties is confused, and I spent that time living in the church and hearing God's words of wisdom and love speak to me, and I loved it. I loved listening to it, reading it, talking about it. But I realized that some people don't like that kind of thing: they're too grounded, too focused on money and relationships to hear it. If you go to God and ask Him for what you need to change and get to know Him and have a relationship with Him through His Word and prayer, He will give it to you in love, but there is no way out of that poverty. I put my half-brothers and sisters in that environment, and I was only accused of pushing religion. They only asked me for the money that was immediately visible. The money that I make, by the grace of God, I've gone through all the hardships, gotten a job, gotten opportunities, earned it by grace, and they didn't want to go through all that. They are still struggling and poor.

​

They say heaven helps those who help themselves. Why am I so interested in religion and God? I've been thinking about it, and I think I'm just wired that way. So I don't blame anyone for liking tangible money, but why do they want it from me? I don't have silver and gold, and all I can give them is the Word. I survived my 20s, when I was poor, hard, hated, and marginalized, with the Word and prayer, and I survived my 30s, and I am now in my 40s, living in peace. "Only those who listen to me will live in peace and be secure, without fear of disaster." As it is written.

Amen and thank you.
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2.What is wisdom?
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Proverbs 2 

3 They call for knowledge, and seek it: they lift up their voice for understanding.

4 They seek it as one seeketh silver, and find it as one seeketh hidden treasure.

5 Then shall they understand the fear of the LORD, and shall know God.

6 For the LORD giveth wisdom, and out of his mouth cometh knowledge and understanding.

7 He prepares perfect wisdom for the upright: he is a shield to them that walk uprightly.

8 For he keepeth the way of justice, and preserveth the paths of his saints.

9 Then shalt thou understand judgment, and righteousness, and uprightness, and all good ways.

10 And wisdom shall enter into thine heart, and knowledge shall make thy soul glad.​

––––––––
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IT IS SAID THAT READING ten thousand books will change your character. It takes a certain way to overcome your natural temperament and not live according to it. The basics of the method are to use your body a lot, give your talents and wealth, and empty your mind. According to Writer Mi-Sook Koh, writing is the centerpiece of all of this, and she says that you read in order to write.

​

I've had a lot of wounds myself, and for some reason, it's more therapeutic to write about them and let people see them than to talk about them a lot. I feel like the wounds have been blown away by the wind. In a book called "My Cranky Grandmother" by Lee In, he describes his grandmother's suffering as being so great that no matter how much she talks about it, she can't escape the memory and seems to fall into a black hole. The mundanity of life is too mundane to dissolve the great shocks of the past, and what happened decades ago seems like yesterday. I don't seem to be able to remember things from the past very well these days, and when I meditate on the things that do come to mind, looking them in the eye, the feelings seem to go away. Is this called letting go? I find it comforting to know that when I write, others read and relate. I feel healed by the empathy of those who empathize with me, as opposed to those who have hurt me, who have dismissed my feelings and emotions as insignificant.

​

What is wisdom? Perhaps it is something that is good for the body and good for the mind and can be used as medicine. I feel like I've been living with my head in the sand for so long that I don't know anything else but that. No matter who I talked to, no matter what I said, I talked about my past, over and over and over again. In fact, they would have hurt me from that perspective, which may have been nothing compared to what other women have suffered in the past. They may have taken out their negative emotions on me, thinking that what I went through is so much bigger than what you went through that this is nothing. I hated the hurt that had been passed down from generation to generation. Why couldn't they work it out with their parents and take it out on me, who didn't have a drop of blood in my veins. But as an adult, I'm not entirely free of that pain, and I've made it harder for others by endlessly ranting about it to obscure people. I have not begotten children to cut it off from my generation. I have lived a life of complaining, and all my reading of the Bible has not equipped me with the wisdom to live it.

​

At one point, I thought I was seeing everything clearly and crisply, but then everything became confusing. In life, there are times to go up and times to come down. I lived with my nose in the Bible with my wounds, thinking the wisdom of the Bible solved everything. But there was also a lot of knowledge and wisdom that wasn't in the Bible. For example, how to live well in a capitalist age, what you were born with, or how to heal psychological problems. Can you read the Bible and escape hell in this world? Or can you only get to heaven by dying? I don't really know. There have been times when I've just prayed, thinking that God would send the Holy Spirit to guide me and everything would be solved. I'm not even sure if I thought I wasn't good enough because I was impatient (very impatient) with the Holy Spirit's timing. I trust that He will guide me in due time, but I wonder if it's too late. And I'm angry and resentful of what I've endured.

​

I don't know if I should kill my temper and live with it or live with my temperament and not kill myself. I'm upset because I thought reading the Bible would solve everything, but it doesn't seem to. I don't know if I should kill my temper and live with it or live with it and be at peace with it. I'm upset because I thought reading the Bible would solve everything, but it doesn't seem to. If I kill my temper, I can mingle with people and have company, but it's too painful and difficult, and if I live with my temper, I feel more at ease when I'm alone. So which side do I stand on? I hate being told what to do, working among people who don't like me and people I don't like, feeling confused, suffering, and marginalized, but I'm really confused about what the Bible says about breaking me and living like that.

​

So I thought that if I had the money to stand on my own, if I could create that cash flow, I could live freely and not suffer, but I'm confused if this is God's wisdom or the Holy Spirit's guidance. How long will I be able to work? People are retiring in their 40s anyway. The Bible says not to love money, but I guess I misunderstood it. Reading the Bible is only profitable if it is properly understood. I understood not to love money to mean not to care about money. Then I threw myself into work to earn money. Isn't being a slave to work to make money a slave to money? When the Bible says don't be a slave to money, isn't it saying don't work like a slave to make money? Isn't it saying make money your slave? Isn't that asking money to work? If you love it, you don't ask it to work. I, who worked and accumulated money and let it sit idle without asking it to do anything, was I loving it too much and hating myself? So I invested all my cash to make the money work. Go work for me, fight for me. I hate money, so I make it work a lot, and I don't want to be a slave to work and a slave to money.

​

I read the Bible, but I don't know how much I understand and live by its meaning. The last 20 years have been a struggle to escape the pain of my past and an abusive relationship, and the Bible, psychology, psychoanalysis, financial independence, and my husband have helped me along the way. Many of the books I have read in the library have helped me greatly. For my life of seeking wisdom and knowledge, I have stopped asking people for advice and am now turning to the library, but I don't know what God thinks.
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3.Believing in myself
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Proverbs 3

13 Blessed is the man that findeth wisdom, and the man that understandeth understanding.

14 For to get wisdom is better than silver, and the profit thereof is better than fine gold.

15 Wisdom is more precious than pearls: all that thou desirest cannot be compared with it. 

16 In his right hand is long life, and in his left hand is riches.

17 His way is a pleasant path, and all his shortcuts are peace.

​

​

What is family? I saw the lies in my family, all the lies, the lies that the woman made up, where everything against her was covered up and my brother and I, who grew up as the scapegoats of the family, were blamed for everything without reason. I grew up confused. Scott Peck said that one of the hallmarks of evil is to confuse. Growing up among wicked people, I was confused by the discrepancies between their words and actions, both at home and at work. The most painful thing was when those disruptors shouted loudly and proudly, taking advantage of themselves at the expense of others, and then blaming them for it. It was a world where the loudest person won. I grew up watching people fight by raising their voices. I hated fighting.

​

I wondered so desperately what wisdom was. I wanted to be free from all the lies and confusion. I didn't know why I was confused and I didn't know that it was because of the lies. I didn't know that someone was making up lies for their own benefit. I was confused by people who were denying what I was feeling, blaming it on lies, and I couldn't trust my feelings and my thoughts. I was manipulated by people who used me for their own gain. These people were mainly women.

––––––––
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​

––––––––
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THROUGH PSYCHOANALYSIS, I gradually began to face and acknowledge my feelings and organize facts based on those feelings. I realized that there is no absolute truth for humans. We only rearrange facts according to our feelings. Others arrange facts based on their feelings, and I arrange facts based on my feelings and live with it as the truth. But that was not easy for me to do, especially in my confused twenties, when I had been denied my own feelings and thoughts for so long, especially when I was in the majority and I was alone, and they were ordinary people, feeling the same way, and I was a highly gifted person with extraordinary intelligence and delicate sensitivity. I was accomplishing things they couldn't understand and couldn't do, and yet I was confused by the lies they insisted on telling. All I could do was believe what I felt, and stay as far away from them as possible.

––––––––
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IF I HAD CONTINUED my relationship with them, I would have completely lost faith in myself and become their servant. They gaslighted me at work and at home, trying to take advantage of me. Being weak-minded and living my life believing there was something
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