
Dear Albert Camus, 

 

 Growing up I have consistently been reminded of traditional values and mannerisms, to be an 

appropriate, respectful, and caring individual. I never saw the world through my eyes only, I do not 

worship with my ears, I simply believe in my actions, and I strive to do better every day. Although, I read 

your essay on the Myth of Sisiphus I did not how I should feel at first. I was furious, confused, and even 

baffled. I started to question what i'm wasting my time and effort for, whether the shift from youthful 

bliss to adulthood is truly paying off? As i’m trying to improve my own life, won’t the eventually the rock 

I push up this hill of life is just going to fall back on me.  I struggle at times to achieve my goals, and that 

is human, but Sisiphus is not human, if Sisiphus is a King and god of some sort, and he can fail, what 

does that mean for my fate?  

 

The Myth of Sisyphus taught me what an absurd life I am living and the method to its madness which 

eats away at my heart and mind every time I contemplate why certain things in life are ludicrously unfair 

and tormenting, but so soothing and rewardful. For example, when I was in middle school I hated 

reading and writing, I thought it was a waste of my precious time, that I could be playing video games 

instead. Then my freshman year I started paying more attention in the classroom, and less on saturated 

forms of entertainment such as video games, and I learned that I had a knack for writing. Then, as my 

writing skills developed so did my ability to comprehend more complex and critical texts. Honestly, it 

was not easy, it was only thanks to the burden of failure after failure that I got one step closer to perfect 

every time I failed. I found a realization in The Myth of Sisyphus, and I can relate my journey from 

knowing nothing about the joy of reading and writing, to doing it as a hobby, and I’d like to quote the 

paragraph which I could personally connect with the most and it reads as follows; 

 

¨All Sisyphus' silent joy is contained therein. His fate belongs to him. His rock is a thing. Likewise, the 

absurd man, when he contemplates his torment, silences all the idols. In the universe suddenly restored 

to its silence, the myriad wondering little voices of the earth rise up. Unconscious, secret calls, 

invitations from all the faces, they are the necessary reverse and price of victory. There is no sun 

without shadow, and it is essential to know the night. The absurd man says yes and his efforts will 

henceforth be unceasing. If there is a personal fate, there is no higher destiny, or at least there is, but 

one which he concludes is inevitable and despicable. For the rest, he knows himself to be the master of 

his days. At that subtle moment when man glances backward over his life, Sisyphus returning toward his 

rock, in that slight pivoting he contemplates that series of unrelated actions which become his fate, 

created by him, combined under his memory's eye and soon sealed by his death.¨ 

  

 It’s inevitable for anyone and everyone to see barriers in whatever they may be working for, 

everyone has to push up that hill at some point, whether the rock decides to fall back down is a matter 

of our fate not our destiny. There is a clear distinction i’ve made between fate and destiny, destiny is the 

goal we all seek to attain, fate is the consequence of our actions along the way. I learned this from my 

own experience, it was very hard for me to transition from a careless student only interested in blissful 



ignorance to be infatuated with the mystery of literature and the preservation of culture, society, and 

wisdom over time that it represents. 

Every small decision we make will have consequences, our words, our actions, our own personal 

thought processes even shape our future, and i've begun to distance myself from the mainstream. I am 

confident that this literary piece of yours has positively impacted me in my everyday life. When I am 

lacking the energy to complete a project and I have to crunch, or when something seems to be a 

grueling task, I always remember in the back of my head, that I am strong, and I can push my rock as far 

as my efforts span, no more, no less. 

Sincerely, 

Abraham Fattouh 

 


