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Have you ever had a feeling of 

something missing in your life? 

I often feel this. Almost like a sense of 

emptiness and dissatisfaction. A 

craving for something I can’t quite 

figure out. It has been with me for a 

long time and usually I brush it away 

and get on with things but for some 

days now, it is becoming a bothering 

thought. Perhaps getting older is 

making me question my choices in 

life. But what am I am missing?  

After much thinking without getting a proper answer, I did what I do when I need 

more information. I spent some time researching it online. Several hours and countless 

websites later, I was convinced I needed to re-evaluate my goals. Goal setting is a very 

popular tool to organise our thoughts into what we want to achieve. And as with 

anyone else out there, I do have a couple of things I would like to achieve in my life 

and proceeded to write them down. 

But something else happened. When I was in the process of quantifying what could 

give me contentment, I started to think about what I’ve achieved in the past. Almost 

everything I wanted I managed to get, at one or another point in my life. Most of which 

I’ve also given up. There was a time when I wanted a home, a husband, a nice job. 

And when I got them all, I proceeded to remove them from my life, one by one. 

Starting with the husband, obviously. 

At this point, my question which began with ‘what’, was branching deeper into life’s 

purpose. I wanted to seek further into the root of my conundrum. I upped the game 

and the next stage of my research was to Google the question: ‘What is the purpose of 

life?’ (who never?) 

The first result that came up had a simple answer. I found an article which mentioned 

the Greek philosopher Aristoteles’s definition of the purpose of life: 

“Happiness is the meaning and the purpose of life, the whole aim and end of human existence.” 

Be happy and you are satisfied. Simple enough, right? But I wasn’t satisfied or indeed 

happy with that answer. I kept scrolling down the google results and found another 



article, which cited the 19th-century American philosopher Ralph Waldo Emerson’s 

definition of the purpose of life: 

 “The purpose of life is not to be happy. It is to be useful, to be honourable, to be compassionate, to 

have it make some difference that you have lived and lived well.” 

Oh boy! What is wrong with just being happy? What does he mean by living well? 

Does he mean a life without regrets or does he mean living to serve and help others? 

And why am I reading about how to live my own life? 

At this point, I thought about giving up. Maybe there isn’t an answer and I was 

reading too much into it. But… just before closing my browser, I decided to read one 

last article. 

This time it was about Buddhism. I’ve never been interested in it before but since it 

was there, I thought I might as well read it. And you never know… it could have been 

a sign!  

I still struggled with some of the concepts but there was one called Duhkha. 

Commonly translated to suffering or pain, it basically implies we all suffer from 

dissatisfaction in life. It doesn’t matter what we do or where we are. It doesn’t matter 

if we’ve achieved everything we’ve always wanted in life, personally or otherwise. It 

doesn’t matter if we are honourable, compassionate, have made a difference in the 

world and lived well. 

It went on to explain that most people don’t live in the moment. We are there in body 

but instead of being present, we are all thinking about our past or planning our future. 

It did make sense to me. It reminded me of times when I was too busy thinking about 

what I would say to concentrate on what was being said to me. Or the times I 

questioned life, thinking about the good and not so good old times. And often I look 

forward to holidays with such passion that counting the days to it is both exciting and 

torturing slow! 

That night I thought about what humans really need. Since my body was fed, clothed, 

warm and comfortable, why was I feeling dissatisfied? Weren't all my physiological 

needs met? Ah! But my emotional needs weren’t… or maybe I was just tired. And 

with that, I went to bed. It was well past 3 am after all. 

A couple of days later, in a conversation with a friend I asked what she thought the 

purpose of life is (apart from procreation). To which she replied: 

‘Life is to be lived by each one of us. You don’t need to know what the purpose of all life is. Just 

yours. Whatever is to raise children, help others, write, act, sing. It is whatever you want it to 

be.’ 



Thanks, Sherlock! But I’m not satisfied with this answer either. In some days I want 

the world and in others, I’m happy with a movie and a cup of tea. Sometimes I want 

to travel and explore, and a week later I just want to be a mum. There are moments 

when I want to be a successful entrepreneur, but sometimes I just want enough money 

to pay the bills without having more responsibilities. Is it just me who changes the 

mind all the time? It can be… with 7.6 billion people on Earth, surely someone must 

feel the same. 

And perhaps we are designed to feel dissatisfaction in our lives. Maybe it is nature’s 

way to tell us we should constantly seek, grow and learn. Even if it is by making lists 

or googling the answers.  

With this conclusion, I resigned 

myself to the fact that I may never 

know the purpose of life (mine or 

all). As for what is missing, I still 

don’t know.  

But I’ve decided to take that 

Buddhist piece of advice on board 

and try to live every day with my 

fullest attention. Who knows what 

will happen… maybe I will even 

find contentment! 

And I am satisfied with that plan of action... for now, anyway. 

 

 

 

 

 


