
Everything that exists is born for no reason, carries on living through weakness, and dies by accident. – Sartre 

You wake up every morning, brush your teeth, put your clothes on, go to school, sit there and gather 

information for your “future”, then you come home, eat your dinner, and go back to bed. Other actions are 

included of course, it depends on who you actually are, but at the end of the day those actions constantly 

repeat in loops every time you step on your feet. It’s all the same, same, same. Monotony, monotony, 

monotony each day, every day. It starts to eat your conciseness. In some minds that feeling of constantly 

doing the same causes depression and makes us think of existence, is it actually worth it because anyways 

all of us will end in a graveyard with bunch of useless flowers on them. 

“Who wants flowers when you’re dead? Nobody.”, Salinger said in his famous Catcher in the rye. 

Our birth may be accidental, but to say that we are born for no reason at all is kind of funny because we 

all create that reason by the time we are getting older. We are born as “tabula rasa” an empty board, and 

as time passes by we create ourselves as individuals, but first we have to go to the period of puberty, 

education, constant fears and monotony. Fears make us human, without them we would just be shells who 

are programmed to do that and that. At that exact time we live in weakness, we suffer. We don’t want to 

die, but rather not to exist, because it’s all way to exhausting for our silly ego to handle, even dying. Just 

to slowly fade away as the dreams we had as children. It all becomes an absurd. Like Sisyphus and his 

stone, we roll on and on, and come back just to do that thing again, because someone from above said it 

was right to do that. And then we just go with the flow, we don’t take our own lives because of people who 

love us, because who are you to give right to yourself to make such pain to others, especially to people 

who care about your pity life and existence. You are mad, you feel melancholic, you feel miserable (lot of 

Ms here… what a bad letter) and suffering is inevitable. And the only thing you can do is to find meaning 

in that suffering and that’s your only hope. We have to put ourselves above that monotony and absurd, 

we can’t let them win because then we admit our inferior position in this universe. When we get out of any 

hard situation we become stronger, even if it’s something ridiculous, we become different because of that 

suffering, in a good or in a bad way that’s up to you. And through time you start to like your life, even if 

that means liking that pain, you want to fight for it. Not just give it away like that, because it makes you 

you and nobody else. Interpretation of death may be distant, but it’s always there to catch you once and 

never again. But like with suffering you have to accept death, we will all die, it will all end in tears anyway. 

And then why all of it? Why do you have to live because you will die at any time and you even won’t be 

aware of it? Admitting absurd and all that philosophical stuff you don’t even understand completely? Look, 

as long as you are happy as long as you made some effort, as long as you didn’t give up when it was the 

hardest, as long as you felt alive for that short moment as a blink of an eye it was worth it. Death may be 

accidental, may be natural, may be forced upon you but make sure you are ready for it to come and be 

proud because of that fight you won against suffering. You won’t need those flowers on your graveyard, 

you won’t need to see that sorrow from people who cared about you, you didn’t let them down, but of 

course other human suffering is inevitable when it comes to death of a person. And they go through it and 

live on, because why concur the past. 

Few years ago I would completely agree with this Sartre’s quote, but then I suffered a lot and learned a 

little. All in all, absurd of life is inevitable, nothingness too, existentialism and nihilism take their power, and 

only thing left for you is to fight for your absurd life because you only have one chance to do so. 


