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To every soul who has ever stood in the quiet dark and asked, "Does my life matter?"

It does.

And to my family, whose steady love has taught me more about purpose than any sermon ever could.
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A Note on the Stories in This Book
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Throughout these pages you will meet a number of people: a widow, a young graduate, a farmer, a prisoner, a nurse, a father who lost everything twice. Some of their stories are drawn loosely from real, publicly documented accounts of faith and endurance; most are composite illustrations, built from the kinds of stories that repeat themselves quietly in churches, hospitals, and homes all over the world. They are offered not as biography but as mirrors — so that you might recognize your own story inside theirs.
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Introduction: The Question Beneath All Questions

[image: ]


One of the deepest questions ever asked by humanity is this:

If we all die one day, why do we labour to live?

Why do we wake up early, work hard, build homes, pursue dreams, raise families, and endure suffering, when our time on earth is so brief? Why plant a tree we may never sit under? Why save for a future we are not guaranteed to see? Why love people we know we will one day lose, or who will one day lose us?

For many people, this question does not arrive as an abstract philosophical puzzle. It arrives in the middle of the night, beside a hospital bed. It arrives at a graveside, when the person being lowered into the earth was someone who did everything right and still suffered. It arrives in the quiet aftermath of a betrayal, or the slow erosion of a dream that never came true.

I have sat with people in exactly those moments. I have watched a mother bury a child and ask, through her tears, "What was the point of the nine months I carried her, the sleepless nights, the hopes I had for her future?" I have watched a man who built a business from nothing lose it all in a single season of misfortune, and heard him whisper, "Why did I labour so hard for something that vanished so fast?"

These are not signs of weak faith. They are the oldest questions in the human story. The book of Ecclesiastes, written by a king who had everything — wealth, wisdom, women, wine, achievement — begins with almost the exact same cry: everything is fleeting, like a vapor, like a breath that fogs a window and is gone. And yet that same book does not end in despair. It ends by pointing beyond the vapor to something solid: the fear of God, and the keeping of what He has commanded, because that is the whole duty of humanity.

This book was born from that same tension — between the brevity of life and the weight of purpose. It is an exploration of why we exist, not merely what we do while we are here.

The Christian conviction at the center of this book is simple to state and endlessly deep to live: life is not meaningless because it is temporary. Life has meaning because it comes from God and points beyond itself to eternity. We are not accidents drifting through a random universe, doing our best to distract ourselves before the lights go out. We are created beings, formed on purpose, by a Person, for a relationship, with a future.

That claim changes everything. It changes how you interpret your suffering. It changes how you treat your neighbor. It changes what you do with your one, brief, unrepeatable life.

In the chapters ahead, we will walk through this question from several angles. We will look honestly at how short life is, and why that shortness does not cancel meaning. We will explore what it means to be made on purpose, by a Creator who is not distant or indifferent. We will look at the deepest purposes given to humanity — to know God, to reflect His character, and to serve others — and we will look honestly at how those purposes get twisted, misused, and buried under evil and suffering. We will sit with the hard question of why bad things happen to people who were made for good. And we will end by looking past the horizon of death itself, because if death truly is a full stop and not a doorway, then this whole conversation collapses into decoration on a coffin.

Along the way, I will introduce you to people — a widow named Comfort, a young man named Derrick who nearly gave up, a nurse named Grace who found meaning in a ward full of dying patients, a farmer whose crops failed three years running. Their stories are not perfect, and neither is mine. But they are honest, and I believe they will help you see your own story more clearly.

If you have ever stood at a window at 2 a.m. asking why you keep going, this book is for you. If you have watched someone you love suffer and wondered where God was in it, this book is for you. If you have achieved everything you set out to achieve and discovered, to your own surprise, that it wasn't enough — this book is especially for you.

You were not created to drift. You were created for a purpose. Let us go and find it together.
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Chapter One: The Mystery of Human Existence
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Every human being arrives in the world asking questions, even before they have the words to ask them. Who am I? Why am I here? What is my purpose? What happens after death?

These questions do not respect borders. A child in a village in Cameroon and a child in a high-rise apartment in Tokyo will, at some point, look up at the night sky and feel the same small ache of wonder and fear. Philosophers in ancient Greece, mystics in the deserts of Egypt, scientists in modern laboratories, and grandmothers telling stories by firelight have all, in their own language, been circling the same fire. We are, at our core, the only creatures on Earth who suffer from an existential homesickness—a persistent sense that we belong to something, or Someone, we cannot fully see.

The Limits of Partial Light

People have searched for answers through philosophy, through science, through religion, through wealth, through pleasure, and through achievement. Each of these has offered partial light.

	Philosophy sharpens the questions, mapping the boundaries of human thought, yet it often leaves us stranded on the shores of speculation.

	Science describes the mechanisms of the world with astonishing precision, explaining how the clock ticks, but remaining silent on why the clock was built in the first place.

	Wealth buys comfort and options, yet it merely provides a more luxurious vantage point from which to view our own mortality.

	Achievement earns respect and a sense of competence, but it creates a pedestal that is terrifyingly narrow and easy to fall from.


Yet even after obtaining everything they thought they wanted, many people discover something deeply unsettling: the human heart continues to search. There remains a longing that possessions cannot satisfy, a hunger that success cannot feed. We treat our desires as if they are destinations, only to arrive and find that the horizon has moved yet again.

The Illusion of Arrival: Derrick’s Story

Consider the story of a man I will call Derrick.

Derrick grew up poor in a farming town, the kind of poor where a single torn schoolbook had to last a whole term. He decided early that he would escape that poverty by any legitimate means available to him, and he did. By his early thirties, he had done what almost none of his childhood friends had done: he owned two houses, drove a car that turned heads, and had more money in his account than his parents had earned in their entire working lives combined.

He told me once that the day he signed the papers for his second house, he sat alone in his car in the driveway and felt nothing. Not sadness, not disappointment—just an odd, hollow quiet, like a room after the party has ended and the guests have gone home. He had expected arrival. Instead, he felt like he had climbed a mountain only to see another, taller mountain in the distance, shrouded in fog, with no path visible.

"I had achieved everything on my list," he told me, "and I remember thinking: is this it? Is this what I burned my twenties for?"

Derrick’s experience is not unique, nor is it modern. It has a ancient name in the Christian tradition: the God-shaped emptiness. Augustine of Hippo, writing sixteen centuries ago in his Confessions, captured this universal human condition perfectly:

"You have made us for Yourself, O Lord, and our heart is restless until it rests in You."

Augustine did not mean that ambition, achievement, or pleasure are inherently evil. He meant that they were never designed to be a final resting place. They are rooms in a house, but they are not the foundation. When we try to turn a good thing into an ultimate thing, it breaks under the weight of our expectations.

The Dignity of Our Restlessness

This longing suggests something monumentally important: we were made for something greater than mere survival, mere accumulation, mere biological continuation. We were made for purpose—a word that implies a design, and a design implies a Designer.

Modern culture often tries to answer the mystery of human existence by shrinking it. We are told by materialist philosophies that we are simply advanced animals, biochemical accidents, temporary arrangements of atoms that will scatter back into the universe with no more significance than a puff of dust. Some people claim to find this view liberating; more, in my experience, find it quietly terrifying, which is why they rarely sit alone in a quiet room with it for long.

It is one thing to expound on cosmic meaninglessness at a dinner party. It is another thing entirely to say it to a mother holding her newborn daughter for the first time, or to a soldier who has just watched his closest friend die beside him.

Something deep within our DNA fiercely resists the idea that we are only dust in motion.

	We grieve as though loss means something eternal.

	We fall in love as though the person in front of us is irreplaceable, not just a temporary combination of carbon and water.

	We build monuments, write letters to children not yet born, and sacrifice comfort—even our very lives—for causes we will not live to see completed.


None of this behavior makes sense if we are truly nothing more than temporary chemical accidents. It makes a great deal of sense, however, if we are, in fact, made in the image of an eternal God who has placed eternity in our hearts. Our restlessness is not a psychological defect; it is a sign of our divine dignity. It is the homing beacon of the soul.

The Invitation to Relationship

The mystery of human existence, then, is not primarily a intellectual puzzle to be solved with more information. It is an invitation to be answered with a relationship. The question "why am I here?" is ultimately a question addressed, whether we realize it or not, to the One who put us here.

It is worth noting that this restlessness is not confined to the poor or the struggling. Some of the clearest examples come from people who, by any worldly measure, had already "arrived." A well-known pattern among successful entertainers, athletes, and executives—documented in countless interviews over the years—is the confession, often made only after years of achievement, that the applause never filled the space it was expected to fill.

The actor Jim Carrey once famously remarked that he wished everyone could get rich and famous and have everything they ever dreamed of so they could see that it’s not the answer. This is not a flaw unique to celebrity; it is simply celebrity making visible, on a larger stage, the same restlessness the rest of us feel more quietly in our own driveways and kitchens. The mystery of human existence is not solved by more of what we already have. It is answered only by the One we were made for in the first place.

In the chapters that follow, we will begin to explore what that relationship looks like, and why understanding it changes everything about how we live the short, precious lives we have been given.

Reflections

	The Driveway Moment: Think of a time when you achieved something you had long desired—a promotion, a degree, a relationship, a purchase—yet still felt an unexpected emptiness afterward, the way Derrick did in his driveway. What do you think that emptiness was pointing you toward? Why do you think our cultural narratives tell us that the next achievement will finally be the one that satisfies us?

	The Counterfeit Foundations: In what areas of your life have you been searching for lasting satisfaction in things that were never designed to provide it? Consider how you handle disappointment when these things fail to satisfy you. Do you blame the object (e.g., "I just need a better job/partner/house") or do you question the underlying pursuit itself?

	Accident vs. Design: What would change in your daily choices, your self-talk, and your view of others if you truly, deeply believed you were designed on purpose, rather than assembled by accident? How does knowing you are made in the image of an eternal God alter the way you view your daily, seemingly mundane responsibilities?

	The Anatomy of Longing: Consider the things that move you most deeply—a profound piece of music, a breathtaking sunset, the ache of grief, or the beauty of self-sacrifice. How do these experiences serve as "rumors of glory" or echoes of eternity in your everyday life? How can you begin to welcome your restlessness as a guide rather than an enemy?


A Prayer for the Restless Heart

Lord God, Creator of the stars and Knower of my soul,

You have placed eternity in my heart, weaving a sacred restlessness into the very fabric of my being. Yet, I confess before You today that I have often misunderstood this holy ache. I have treated the hunger You gave me for Yourself as a hunger for the things of this world. I have spent my days, my energy, and my youth trying to fill the vast, eternal space within me with things far too small to hold it.

Forgive me, Lord, for the times I have turned blessings into idols. Forgive me for believing the lie that if I could just acquire a little more wealth, secure a little more comfort, or earn a little more applause, my heart would finally find its peace. I have built broken cisterns that hold no water, and I have sat in my own metaphorical driveways, surrounded by my minor achievements, wondering why I still feel so empty.

Teach me, O Lord, to bring my restless questions directly to You, rather than to the world’s cheap substitutes. When the quiet hollow settles over my life, give me the courage not to drown it out with noise, distraction, or hurriedness. Help me to sit with the emptiness long enough to hear it calling me back to You. Remind me that the ache I feel is not a sign that I am broken beyond repair, but a sign that I was made for another world—that I am Yours, and that my soul recognizes its true home.

Break the illusion of arrival that keeps me running on the treadmill of endless striving. Deliver me from the terrifying modern myth that I am a mere cosmic accident, a temporary collection of dust without meaning. Instead, anchor my identity in the beautiful, grounding truth that I am fearfully and wonderfully made, intentionally designed by Your hand, and deeply loved by Your heart.

Give me the grace to enjoy the good things of this life—the beauty of creation, the joy of human love, the satisfaction of honest work—without asking them to be my god. Let them be signposts that point me toward Your goodness, rather than destinations where I try to settle down.

Calm the storms of my ambition, quiet the anxieties of my mind, and tutor my heart in the holy art of resting in You. May Your presence be the foundation upon which I build my life, so that whether I have much or whether I have little, whether I am applauded or whether I am forgotten, my soul may find its deep, unshakable shalom.

Guide my steps
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