
Life is Absurd. It Always Has Been. It Will Always Be 

“The struggle itself toward the heights is enough to fill a man’s heart. One must imagine 
Sisyphus happy.” 
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In 1942, a French philosopher published a book comparing our lives to a greek myth. He wrote a 
story about a man pushing a boulder up a hill for eternity. Albert Camus was 28 years old. 
Europe was tearing itself apart. And his answer to the disorder was a strange way to pursue 
personal freedom. Even when everything is absurd. Camus’ book, The Myth of Sisyphus, started 
with a weird introduction. He said there is only one truly serious philosophical problem. And 
that is suicide. If life is meaningless, the first question you must answer is: why continue? Well, 
the question itself is a trap. It treats the meaning of life as a puzzle to be solved. It isn’t. Camus 
looked at an indifferent universe, at our desperate need for life to make sense and concluded 
the space between those two things is “the absurd.” 

That gap hasn’t closed. 

It never will. 

You want your efforts to be met with proportional results. You want a rational universe that can 
be responsive to your needs. It won’t. It never has been. It never will be. You want your suffering 
to make complete sense. It won’t. We all want the same answers. I want to know why I’m going 
through what I’m going through. You want to know why the universe sent that hard experience to 
you and your family. Why did you lose the one person you love? Why the diagnosis? Why do good 
people die early and the cruel retire comfortably? 

Surely there must be a reason out there. 

There isn’t. 
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Life is absurd. 

The only sensible thing to do is to get used to it. The universe doesn’t hate you. It’s just 
indifferent to our experiences. Camus wrote, “The absurd is born of this confrontation between 
the human need and the unreasonable silence of the world. This must not be forgotten. This 
must be clung to because the whole consequence of a life can depend on it. The irrational, the 
human nostalgia, and the absurd that is born of their encounter, these are the three characters 
in the drama that must necessarily end with all the logic of which an existence is capable.” Most 
people spend their entire lives trying to make sense of the absurd. With religion, careers, 
politics. Anything to avoid sitting with the fact that the universe is indifferent to what makes no 
sense. 

But Camus recommends an antidote. 

Despair doesn’t work. 

You still have to live. So a better way out is transcending the absurd. Rising above the worst-
case scenarios of life. You could lose that job. Your company may fire you tomorrow. Inflation 
can take away some of the purchasing power of your savings. You could lose a loved one. But 
none of those things should stop us from living to the point of tears. Or setting our souls on fire. 
Do what you must now. And then wake in the morning and start over. It’s the way of life of 
Sisyphus. But one must imagine him happy, right? If not, what’s the point? 

“I leave Sisyphus at the foot of the mountain. One always finds one’s burden again. But 
Sisyphus teaches the higher fidelity that negates the gods and raises rocks. He too concludes 
that all is well. This universe henceforth without a master seems to him neither sterile nor futile. 
Each atom of that stone, each mineral flake of that night-filled mountain, in itself, forms a 
world. The struggle itself toward the heights is enough to fill a man’s heart. One must imagine 
Sisyphus happy,” writes Camus. 

Stop treating the boulder as a punishment. 

Sisyphus was never described as sad. 

This is the detail you shouldn’t forget. But what is he thinking on the walk back down the hill? 
That walk down is the part with no task, no boulder, no gods watching. Just a man, alone, aware 
of exactly what’s coming next. Camus writes that this is “the hour of consciousness.” The time 
Sisyphus could hate his fate completely. And in that experience, over and over again, Camus 
insists, we must imagine him happy. Sisyphus stopped waiting for the gods to change his life. 
The struggle itself was enough to fill his heart. 

If life is absurd, how do you live? 

You stop seeking answers from the universe. Absurdity is not a problem to be solved. Do the 
work in front of you. As boring and mundane as it may be. But if you do it awake and conscious, 
you are onto something. You are making life work for you. As Marcus Aurelius, writing in his 
private notebook, said waste no more time arguing about what a good man should be, he told 
himself. Be one. Right now. Life was absurd before you got here. It’ll stay absurd long after you’re 
gone. The only thing that matters is whether you waste time resenting the climb or walking back 
down the hill, strangely at peace with a mountain that was never going to explain itself. Camus 
made a good argument for taking control of your life once you admit that it has no meaning. 

You cannot reason with the universe to make it fair. 



The effort is a waste of time and a source of endless frustration. The absurdity of life is a 
condition you can’t change or control. We spend our lives constructing detailed mental models 
of how things should be, and reality spends its time dismantling them with indifference. It 
doesn’t care that your life depends on the success of that project. It could still fail due to a 
factor completely outside your control. An illness, accident, or a random experience outside 
your control could derail your perfect future plans. It’s the fate of us all. And the source of our 
anxieties. But from a different perspective, it’s the foundation of our greatest freedom. The 
minute you stop demanding that the universe be sensible and accept that it is not, you stop 
being a victim of it. 

You stop your internal struggle against reality. 

You are Sisyphus. 

Your day-to-day life is the rock. The hopes you have for your career, your relationships, your 
legacy are all rocks that will roll back down. You may have to start over. You can spend your life 
cursing the rock, moaning at the hill. Or shaking your fist at the gods who set the task. Or you 
can get used to it. You can accept that the rock is going to roll down. And still push anyway. But 
it means you push for a different reason. Or find a defiant joy in the clarity of the task itself. The 
point of life is to live the question. 

The absurdity is not a wall to break down. 

You can’t. 

No one can. 

It’s a blank slate to something with. All life is hard. The suffering is inevitable. You cannot stop it. 
But you can decide how you will stand in the field afterwards. This is the wisdom of the absurd. 
Rebel at the absurd by refusing to be crushed by the meaninglessness. You rebel by throwing 
yourself into the struggle. The struggle itself is the only valid reality. Love anyway. Build your best 
life knowing you can lose it and be at peace with it. Life is absurd. It always has been. It will 
always be. Once you truly know this, you are free. Free from the tyranny of the “why.” Free from 
the desperate search for a cosmic purpose that will never come. Free to create your own 
meaning as a series of small, defiant acts of engagement with life. Look for beauty in the 
struggle. And find purpose in the process. The universe is indifferent to your struggle. Winter is 
coming. Life will always be absurd. Get used to it. And live your best life anyway. 

 


