A Moment of Realization

What is your purpose for living? Human beings have asked the question from ancient times to present days.  However, there is no one answer that is acceptable and satisfying for all.
The question came up in my mind when I was a junior high school student.  At that time, I barely knew any appropriate answer to the question, so I told the question to my teacher.  He advised me that the more I experienced, the more I learned, I would find the final answer that belonged to me someday.  I did not quite understand what he was taking about, so I said thank you and went on with my life.
Many years passed.  I had forgotten the question until I took a class called Ethics in the university.  The professor of the class gave us an assignment: we were to ponder and write down our purpose for living in an essay that was at least five thousand words. “Damn it!” I cursed in a quiet voice because I had never written five thousand words in a single work. Unfortunately, the professor heard my curse. Immediately, my assignment was doubled in length. This time, I said nothing and obediently accepted the punishment.  To complete the jumbo challenge and vindicate the teacher’s unfavorable impression of me, I read a big pile of philosophy papers to enrich my views—and to acquire enough stuff to satisfy the length requirement.  I encountered many different views that I had never thought before and they were actually quite interesting.  Of course the reading part took many hours, but the writing part took many more.  I was totally exhausted as I finished the paper.
As I looked over the ten thousands words I had produced, the question came back in my mind: so what was my purpose of living?  Oddly, I thought of the words that my school teacher spoke to me years ago.  I suddenly understood the meaning of his words: “The more you experience, the more you learn.”  People learn from their experiences and become mature.  When they grow to maturity, he or she will realize what is the most important and what is his or her goal in life.  And that realization is only reached after we have experienced a lot.  All the experiences we accumulate through life—including my being punished to write a long paper—then become important because, if we view them as learning experiences, they would become occasions on which we learn.  And my purpose for living would be to make the moment I live become such valuable occasions of learning.  I was thrilled by the realization, and decided to rewrite my paper so as to record this experience.  This time, the writing seemed to be a lot easier, and the finished paper looked a lot better too.  

A few weeks later, I got the paper back from the teacher.  As much as I had poured my heart out on the paper, the grade was quite low.  I was disappointed and wondered if I had got this whole thing wrong.  Since then, I had draft many plans and tried to practice what I have learned from that assignment.  However, all my plans failed in the third week because my purpose for living seems to be changing all the time.  I don’t know what went wrong, and I am still searching for my purpose for living.

