
W alk into any bookstore and you’ll see an entire wall devoted to self-
help. Scroll through a podcast app and you’ll !nd thousands of 

voices promising ten hacks for happiness, three keys to ful!llment, or one 
secret to unlocking your best life now. From productivity gurus to mindful-
ness coaches, from spiritual in"uencers to clinical therapists, the world is 
obsessed with !xing what feels o#. And beneath all that advice is a shared 
assumption: Life can be mastered, and meaning can be manufactured—if 
you just get the formula right.

But what if it can’t?
$at’s the unsettling question Ecclesiastes dares to ask. It’s not the up-

beat manual you read to get pumped for Monday. It’s the book you reach 
for when the pep talks stop working. When the promotion doesn’t !x your 
soul. When the habits don’t silence the ache. When the curated life still feels 
like a curated lie. Ecclesiastes is ancient wisdom for modern disillusionment.

$e Teacher—“Qohelet” in Hebrew—starts with a verdict most self-
help authors would bury in an appendix: “Vanity of vanities. All is vanity.” 
Or, as we might say, “Everything is smoke.” $e word he uses is hebel—a 
pu# of breath, a "eeting vapor. It’s not that life has no meaning; it’s that it 
slips through your !ngers every time you try to grab it. We chase clarity, 
comfort, control—but all we catch is wind.

Qohelet had the time, money, and freedom to chase every promise 
the world makes. He dove into pleasure, poured himself into projects, ac-
cumulated wealth, cultivated wisdom, and built an empire of success. But 
when he looked around at what he had made, he saw only mist. “It was all 
so meaningless—like chasing the wind” (2:11 nlt).

$is is not a cynical rant. It’s a sacred diagnosis. Ecclesiastes confronts 
the lie that meaning can be constructed on our own terms. It names the 
ache that we try to numb. It calls out the shallowness of our distractions. In 
a culture that glori!es hustle and idolizes outcomes, the Teacher whispers 
a di#erent word: surrender.
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Qohelet doesn’t deny joy; he just refuses to accept counterfeit versions of 
it. He stares long and hard at injustice, toil, aging, and death—not to make 
us despair, but to shake us awake. He wants to strip away our illusions so we 
can !nally receive life for what it is: fragile, "eeting, and ultimately a gift.

We are not the !rst generation to be overwhelmed by choices, dis-
tracted by noise, or disappointed by outcomes. Ecclesiastes speaks to every 
age where people have tried to !nd purpose in success, identity in perfor-
mance, and satisfaction in things. And every age has discovered the same 
hard truth—there’s no lasting meaning under the sun apart from the One 
who made the sun.

Still, Ecclesiastes isn’t hopeless—it’s honest. It doesn’t o#er escape 
from life’s frustrations; it o#ers a framework to live meaningfully within 
them. It invites us to stop playing God and start fearing him. To stop 
grasping and start receiving. To let go of illusions of permanence and em-
brace the grace of impermanence.

$ere’s joy here too—surprising, grounded joy. Not the kind you earn, 
but the kind you notice. A meal savored with friends. A quiet moment of 
rest. A day’s work completed. $ese aren’t just "eeting pleasures; they’re 
holy invitations. $e Teacher tells us !ve times to “eat, drink, and enjoy”—
not because life is easy, but because God is good.

$at’s the paradox of Ecclesiastes—the more we admit life is vapor, 
the more weight it carries. Every breath matters when you know it might 
be your last. Every moment becomes sacred when you stop pretending 
there’s an endless supply. In this way, Ecclesiastes prepares us for the gos-
pel. $e Teacher shows us our limits; Christ steps into them. $e Teacher 
laments life’s brevity; Jesus redeems it. $e Teacher warns of judgment; the 
cross announces it has fallen on another.

In Christ, vapor becomes victory. $e God who dwelled “in heaven” 
comes to live “under the sun.” $e Breath of God becomes breathless, so 
that we might breathe forever. Ecclesiastes ends with a command to fear 
God. $e gospel begins with an invitation to trust him.

So why read this strange and beautiful book? Because we live in an age of 
curated shallowness and Ecclesiastes o#ers raw depth. Because we are drown-
ing in advice and starving for wisdom. Because we are tired of pretending 
we’re !ne and desperate for someone to name the ache and point to hope.

Ecclesiastes won’t give you a !ve-step plan or a productivity hack. But 
it will give you something better: the fear of the Lord, the humility to re-
ceive, and the joy of recognizing that every breath is a gift.
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So open these pages slowly. Let them unmake your certainties and 
reframe your desires. Ecclesiastes won’t hand you all the answers. But it 
will teach you to live in the questions—with reverence, with wonder, and 
with gratitude.

When all is said and done, you may still whisper, “All is vanity.”
But if you’ve listened closely, you’ll also hear heaven whispering back:
“All is gift.”
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