On Continuation of Purpose

One of the greater ironies of the human animal's approach to existence is that he spends all his time attempting to nullify his own purpose.  He strives constantly to make his life easier, his own existence more secure.  Constantly, people are inventing labor-saving devices, designing weapons to fight off potential enermies, making laws to secure themselves against the weapons of others, coming up with new farming techniques to ensure plently of food, discovering vaccines to fight disease, and so on, ad (practically) infinitum.


On the personal scale, too, people work towards security.  They try to move constantly closer to complete organization of their own lives.  They try to develop routines, and settle easily into the predictable, only to try then to weed out any reamaining randomizing elements.  And those whose lives are either already in sufficient order, or else are too great a mess for them even to contemplate, turn to working for security and stability on the larger scale.  If there be any need for support on this idea, one has only to look at the status quo, and the fact that no matter how appalling it is, it remains tremendously difficult to overthrow.  Of, if preferred, one can not the fear of the unknown, which has persisted throughout every known age of mankind.


As well, I know that I, too, am constantly trying to simplify my life, to distell everthing I do into an exact science, even the things that do not readily lend themselves to the scientific approach, such as interpersonal relationships.  But the question is, what would happen if anyone actually succeeded in attaining security, safety, predictability?  The answer is, of course, that boredom would ensue, and the more profound the safety and security were, the more profound the ensuing boredom would be.  Thus it would seem that we are, indeed, attempting to eliminate our own purpose in life.


Fortunately, there are balances that will prevent us from succumbing, as a species, to overwhelming and fatal ennui.  The first of these is that we, ourselves, do not care overmuch for boredom, and when we feel too safe and secure, we take steps to make things more interesting, sometimes even by sabotaging our own lives.


And in terms of safeguards against boredom, this first, self-provided safeguard isn't even necessary, for Nature, al always, provides.  Because so many of our solutions fail to take into account the  full fange of potential consequences — that is, because they are somewhat short-sighted — it seems that for every problem we solve, another occurs.  The remains of the devices tha were meant to make life easier are now filling landfills, polluting the air, melting the ice-caps, and deteriorating the ozone layer which protects us from the more harmful radiation of out sun.  We now have more than enough weaponry to destroy out world several times over, and I'll not even mention the noxious materials some of them emit.  We have never had a more complicated, less comprehensible, less effective, or more widely ignored legal system.  One of out new farming techniques includes the spraying of the plants, and the injection of the animals we intend to eat with poisons — better known, perhaps, as pesticides and hormones.  And for every disease that we nullify, it seems that at least three more rush in to take its place.


Thus may we all heave an enormous sigh of relief, because it seems we are not scheduled after all to solve all out problems any time in the near future, and while new and exotic ways to die proliferate constantly, we do have the certain comfort of knowing that at least we won't die of boredom.

