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A monologue on a being’s search for purpose

Once you come to feel your existence lacks purpoese, there is little yon can do.

You can keep the feeling, and either continue a meaningless existence orend

it. Or you can discover the purpose your existence already serves, the mean-
ing it has, thereby eliminating the feeling. Or you can try to dispose of the
feeling by giving a meaning and perpose to your existence.

The first dual option carries minirnal appeal; the second, despite my most dili-
gent efforts, proved impossible. That left the third alternative, where, too, there
are limited possibilities. You can make your existence meaningful by fitting it
info some larger purpose, making yourself part of something-else that is inde-~
pendently and incontestably important and meaningful. However, a sign of re-
ally having been stricken is that no preexisting purpose will serve in this fash-
ion—each purpose that in other moods appears sufficiently fructifying then
seems mezely arbitrary. Alternatively, one can seek meaning in activity that itself
is important, in something self-sufficiently intrinsically valuable. Preeminent
among such activities, if there are any such, is creative activity. So, as a possible
route out of my despair, I decided to create something that itself wonld be mar-
velous. (No, I did nof decide to write a story beginning “Once you come to feel
your existence lacks purpose.” Why am I always suspected of gimmicks?)

The task reguired all of my knowledge, skill, intuitive powers, and crafts-
manship. it seemed to me that my whole existence umfil then had been merely

a preparation for this creative activity, so completely did it draw upon and fo-
cus all of my experience, abilities, and knowledge. I was excited by the task and
fuifilled, and when it was completed | rested, untroubled by purposelessness.

But this contentment was, unfortunately, only tetnporary. For when I came
to think about it, althongh it had taxed my ingenuvity and energy to make the
heavens, the earth, and the creatures wpon it, what did it all amount to? I
mean, the whole of it, when looked at starkly and coldly, was itself just an ob-
ject, of no intrinsic tmportance, containing creatures in a condition as pur-
poseless as the one I was trying to escape. Given the possibility that my tal-
ents and powers were those of a being whose existence might well be
meaningiess, how could their exercise endow my existence with purpose and
meaning if it issued only in a worthless object?

At this point in my thoughts I came upon the solution to my problem. If I
were to create a plan, a grand design into which my creation [would] fit, in
which my creatares, by serving the pattern and purpose I had ordaived for
them, would find their purpose and goal, then this very activity of endowing
their existence with meaning and purpose would be my purpose and would
give my existence meaning and point. Also, giving their existence meaning
would, retroactively, make meaningful my previous activity of creation, it
baving issued in something that turned out to be of value and worth.

The arrangement has served. Only occasionally, out of the comner of my
mind, do I wonder whether my arbitrarily having picked a plan for them can
really have succeeded in giving meaning to the lives of the role-fulfillers
among them. (It was necessary, of course, that I pick some plan or other for
them, but no special purpose was served by my picking the particular plan I
did. How could it have been? For my sole purpose then was to give meaning
to ray existence, and this one purpose was insufficient to detenmine any par-
ticulédr plan into which to fit my creatures.) However, lacking any conception
of a less defective route to meaningfulness, I refose to examine whether such
a symbiotic arrangement truly is possible, whetber different beings can pro-
vide meaning and point to each other’s existence in a fashion so seemingly
circular, Such questions press me toward the alternative I tremble to contem-
plate, yet to which I find my thoughts recurring. The option of ending it all,
by now familiar, is less alicn and tertifying than before. I walk through the
valley of the shadow of death.



