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You don't know what you were born for.
You don't know what you're living for.
You continue to count what you have to live for; who existed before you in the past, how and in what way, through some transmissions from the outside world, and you learn everything from the other and the other applies the same thing. This goes on in a cycle.
We tried to perceive the world as evolving beings in the world. All your perceptions have changed as a result of your interaction with the other, based on the mass of genes that you did not choose. Seen from space, you were even smaller than a parasite examined with a microscope. The parasite goes from place to place, has a will as if it is doing a conscious action; Just like a human.
People go from one place to another, we cannot literally stop and ask the question 'what are we doing here?' To those who ask, we say what is your job, don't question. We say this because our only job is to transfer the gene box, we carry from one place to another.

We carry the gene box, which is the mass of information that our ancestors tried to protect diligently, and try to bring it into existence even after we die. Our whole life, our choice of gender, our desire to have children lies in a desire. The basis of this will is existence. At the root of all actions lies a desire to exist.

Such a desire to exist, this is the desire to live forever. We want to exist even after death, to have the child with the closest gene to us and to protect it...
In fact, we want to exist so much that if there is no child, we want to exist with our work. As a matter of fact, the fact that it is not a coincidence that the world's leading artists and scientists do not have children stems from this. If you do not have a tool to exist, you must create that tool with your works.
That is why a person who has reached the age of 90 has a building, a mosque, a hospital built with all his assets before he dies and gives him his name and surname. 
That's why someone who has already accepted to burn everything and be completely erased from this world and is going to commit suicide writes his name and surname at the end of his suicide letter, or takes the wine in his hand and takes a video for the last time.
In such a place where everything is based on existence, the real problem is not having the brain to ask the question "Why am I here
?"What pushes us to these questions is having these conditions, and the biggest part of these conditions is loneliness. The fact that everything that makes a person healthy makes us forget reality and the fact that all this has an end makes me once again skeptical about the mystery of this whole universe.
Socializing is good, and it also makes you forget about reality.
Eating healthy is good, and it also makes you forget about reality.
Questioning too much causes the brain to destroy itself.
Just like many philosophers go crazy after questioning. The fact that everything evolves in the best form, the weakest disappears, the strongest exists, evolves towards a point, and that point is a beginning, the big bang, which is the evolution of the universe that has caused billions of galaxies and planets to be tossed through space; reminds us of the fact that it will happen again and again as we get closer to that will. Space is curved like a sheet, the planets on it bend it, and the other planets approach the heaviest one,  and finally all the objects collide, maximize the energy and create a big explosion, and after this big bang, everything is thrown again in the same place in the same place; until I wrote this article over and over again somewhere in a period of time and you read it; everything will happen again...
And in the end, you will make a decision like your ancestors did. You will accept that you have to forget reality in order to live and you will mingle with those who forget.
150 years will pass, your name, your identity, your thoughts, your dreams, your family, the whole political agenda, the news, your childhood memories, the place and person you love or expect to be loved; that is, you and all the values that make you who you are will disappear, everyone will look their way.
You will forget and you will be forgotten.
Forget it, because you have no other choice.
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Although its general name is the pain of existence, the triggering elements of this pain are completely different from each other. It may be loneliness, or failure, or dissatisfaction after success, or the discrepancy between what is imagined and what has been achieved. Love, for example, gives you a combined ticket from the front row for this feeling. Even a racist behavior you encounter while walking on the streets of a country you are a stranger to can trigger these endless thought pains. For a long time, I felt this complexity of emotion/thought very deeply, and not only did I feel it, but I also thought about it and took notes from some of my inferences. I remember that at that time, everything seemed unknown, losing its meaning for me one by one. All of my knowledge, my ideas, my prejudices were just nonsense that I had made up to deceive myself until then. I thought so. But they would not dismantle me anymore. I would have to define everything from scratch. Because there was neither 'right' nor 'ideal' for me. The answer was a dream from now on. In fact, it was impossible for me to even get my head together and ask myself questions. The only thing that existed in my mind was pure confusion. My thought patterns were melting one by one. This situation, in addition to being a modest, perhaps obligatory acceptance of life, meant that my self melted with my thought patterns. The reason why this feeling is called "pain" is the hard struggle we have for not to lose our self. Actually, I can write about this topic until the morning, but tomorrow I have to get up early and go to work, and unfortunately I don't feel such feelings anymore. My life is completely stable. There is neither confusion nor a question waiting for an answer about life. There is a saying that a person dies at twenty-five and is buried at seventy. Now I understand better what is meant by that word. Finally, let me note why I am writing these here years later, when I have lost all these feelings. It was the birthday of a valuable person who had an impact on me experiencing these feelings. The last message I sent him was his birthday message on this day last year. I think that time has a direct effect on meaning. That's why I didn't send a birthday message tonight anymore. In other words, that beautiful past no longer has a counterpart today, it is doomed to live in memories. But I didn't feel comfortable doing anything. 

At least I wanted those memories to come out of the minds condemned to be forgotten and reach channels that could touch people.
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I can't help but think about the reason and the necessities of my existence. Although my answer to these questions is no – there is no problem of meaning in life and my only duty as a sapiens is to reproduce – which is meant by no is to negate the meaning – not life – this answer does not satisfy me. I can't get rid of the feeling of being necessary. Every step I take to be necessary has no chance but to collide with the icy surface of my laziness. On top of that, I may be the only person who thinks so much about his existence and knows himself so little. I can't find an answer about myself or life enough, and I feel like I'm spending my days in a room full of question marks, in dim light. Although I can sense the presence of question marks in dim light, I cannot answer questions such as whether they are real question marks, how big they are and where exactly they are. I also hate that even when it comes to extraordinarily boring things like life, existence, or a shitty shoe, people expect your answer to be universal. I also hate to be so hypocritical that I complain about it, even though I have this trait. Can a person really hate something that is in him? Can't I complain about my humanity as a human being? It is very clear that human beings
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