Last Friday, one of my co-workers learned that I had graduated from Rice. Upon hearing that my major was philosophy, he laughed and asked the painfully unimaginative question, “So what is the meaning of life?” I don’t remember what I said in response. I’m sure it was something glib, such as, “To prove that you don’t always have to choose between fast cars and loose women; sometimes you can have both.”





My desire to say something innocuous notwithstanding, the better part of me really wanted to blurt out, “What a stupid question.” It was a stupid question not only because there is no right answer (a position on which I am willing to be convinced otherwise), but because any satisfactory answer would beg the question, “Why would you care?” Here, I’m sorry, there can be no compromise. I firmly believe that knowing the purpose of living does not help you one bit in the happy fulfillment of that role. I understand that, by design, we are all drawn to establish causal connections between events, but I fail to see what fruits we can expect from such an explanation about our existence. Does knowing why something happened change the fact that it did happen? No. Does it change the way in which we would behave in the future? Emphatically, no. We didn’t create ourselves then, and as long as the results of genetic engineering fail the Turing test, we won’t create ourselves in the future.


while passing out of the Sallyport, that Hegel and Schopenhauer were right. This is no discernable purpose to our world, only pleasure. We would all do well to seek it out whenever possible, and leave the meaning-seekers by the wayside with their alchemist cousins.





I admit that I chose to study philosophy because it interested me at the time. I did not struggle through Kant, Nietzsche and Hume looking for a deeper understanding of my place in the world. I did it because it was intellectually stimulating to consider a field of study where none of the questions had known answers. (Well, that and I had to pick a major.)





Notice I did not say that I studied philosophy because I felt it was my calling, or that I thought doing so would make me rich and irresistible to women (surely, the height of absurdity). I did it because it satisfied a then-current desire, nothing more. Was I not worried about “the real world?” Did I not fret about making rent and putting food on the table? Should I not have pursued something a bit more marketable to those fortunate few who cut the paycheck? To be perfectly honest, no. By some miraculous degree of arrogance that life has yet to beat out of me, I don’t worry about things that I have no control over. Instead, I place one foot in front of the other assured in the knowledge that I can handle whatever I must. I am content with the choices I have made in life (well, all but two) and look forward to the challenges ahead.





On a not very related subject, I am going to start my own column soon. (You’re welcome, Glenn.) I’m not sure when, but I feel that I should commit myself to it in public, otherwise it will never happen. (I recognize within myself a characteristic of billionaire investor George Soros. Sadly, it is not financial intelligence, but rather a propensity to change my mind, capriciously and sometimes violently.) Unlike Glenn’s column, which I consider to be an impressive mix of insight, hilarity and mental masturbation - his word, not mine - my column will be slightly more focused. Also unlike Glenn’s column, I will be less prone to sudden bouts of productivity; instead, I will try to publish with an as yet undetermined degree of regularity. I hope some of you like it but I admit, at the risk of alienating a potential fan base, that I am writing to satisfy myself. I would just like it if the people I cared about enjoyed it too.





Judging by the quality of guest columns that have appeared on this site, there is no shortage of talented writers in this world. But perhaps there is room for one more mediocre one?


