
Between Will and Suffering

The Life of Arthur Schopenhauer

A pilgrimage of the soul that pierced the world’s suffering


Table of Contents

Title Page

﻿Between Will and Suffering, The Life of Arthur Schopenhauer

Between Will and Suffering

Contents

Prologue

Part One | The Seed (1788–1805)

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Part Two | The Flame (1806–1813)

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Part Three | The Lava (1814–1819)

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Part Four | The Ashes (1820–1831)

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Part Five | The Silence (1831–1851)

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Part Six | The Light (1851–1860)

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Epilogue

Author’s Note

The Historian

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Between Will and Suffering

[image: ]


Copyright © 2026 by The Historian

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publisher.

This is a work of biographical fiction. While based on the historical life of Arthur Schopenhauer (1788–1860), certain scenes, dialogues, and internal monologues are the product of the author’s imagination.

First Edition

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Contents


[image: ]


Prologue: The Wave Does Not Blame the Sea

Part One: The Seed (1788–1805) — A Tree Without Roots

Chapter 1: What It Means to Be Born a Merchant’s Son

Chapter 2: The Harbor’s Smell and the Scent of Freedom

Chapter 3: Father’s Grand Tour of Europe

Chapter 4: Hamburg’s Prison

Chapter 5: A Father’s Death — The First Fracture

Part Two: The Flame (1806–1813) — A Mother Named Hell

Chapter 6: Johanna’s Salon

Chapter 7: Meeting Goethe — Two Men Who Study Light

Chapter 8: War with Mother

Chapter 9: Nights in Göttingen — The Seeds of Philosophy

Part Three: The Lava (1814–1819) — Discovering the Monster Called Will

Chapter 10: The Solitary Philosopher of Dresden

Chapter 11: The Voice of India — An Encounter with the Upanishads

Chapter 12: Will — The Heartbeat of the World

Chapter 13: A Woman and the Will

Chapter 14: Writing The World as Will and Representation

Part Four: The Ashes (1820–1831) — A Genius Ignored

Chapter 15: The Humiliation at Berlin University

Chapter 16: Hegel as Enemy

Chapter 17: Beneath the Italian Sun

Chapter 18: Cholera, Flight, and Being Left Alone

Part Five: The Silence (1831–1851) — The Recluse of Frankfurt

Chapter 19: The Poodle Atman

Chapter 20: Daily Rituals — A Philosopher’s Routine

Chapter 21: Suffering Is the Teacher

Chapter 22: Between Love and Contempt for Humanity

Chapter 23: The Eastern Mirror — A Dialogue with Buddhism

Part Six: The Light (1851–1860) — Glory Arrives Late

Chapter 24: Parerga and Paralipomena — The World Finally Listens

Chapter 25: Disciples Arrive

Chapter 26: Richard Wagner’s Visit

Chapter 27: The Old Man in the Mirror

Chapter 28: The Last Walk

Epilogue: The Will Has Fallen Asleep

Author’s Note

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Prologue

[image: ]


The Wave Does Not Blame the Sea

Frankfurt, September 1860.

Beyond the window, the Main flowed. It had always flowed. Before he was born, through all his years of suffering, and now, in this very moment. The river never asked where it was going. It simply flowed.

Arthur Schopenhauer sat in the worn armchair by the window and watched that river. Seventy-two years old. Deep lines carved by time crossed his face, and white mutton-chops framed both cheeks. But his eyes were different. Within them still lived the light of the boy who had first seen the sea at the harbor in Danzig.

Slowly he raised his hand and pressed his palm flat against the windowpane.

Cold.

Everything is cold. The world is cold by nature. What we feel as warmth is merely an illusion manufactured by the will within us.

He had held that thought for fifty years. Some days it had carried him to the edge of a precipice; other days it had been his salvation. Truth always wore two faces. Sharp as a blade, yet solid as a shield.

From beneath his feet a poodle wagged its tail.

“Atman.”

He called softly. The dog lifted its head and regarded its master. In those black eyes there was no judgment whatsoever. No expectation, no disappointment, no desire. It simply existed. Arthur had always envied that.

“You know, don’t you,” he said. “That I have not been wrong.”

The dog did not answer. That was enough.

Arthur closed his eyes. Memories came flooding in. Like waves. Irresistible waves. The harbor of Danzig, his father’s hand, his mother’s cold gaze, the stench of Paris’s slums, Goethe’s study, the empty seats in the Berlin lecture hall, the canals of Venice, and decades upon decades of solitude.

He thought: What, in the end, was my life?

And soon he understood. Life was not a process of becoming something. Life was a process of enduring something. And within that endurance, very rarely, a shard of truth would glint.

The wave does not blame the sea.

The wave simply breaks.

That is the wave’s destiny, and that is the wave’s beauty.

Arthur opened his eyes. The Main still flowed. He smiled. Perhaps the most peaceful smile of his entire life.

Now let the story begin. From the very beginning.
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A Tree Without Roots
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What It Means to Be Born a Merchant’s Son

Danzig, February 22, 1788.

Coming into the world is not a choice.

No one desires to be born. One day, without any consent, we are hurled into this world of suffering. That is the first violence of life.

Arthur Schopenhauer came into it that way. On a cold February night, in a merchant’s townhouse in Danzig, amid a mother’s screaming.

When Heinrich Floris Schopenhauer first looked at his son’s face, he was said to have worn a peculiar expression. The midwife later told a neighbor: “The father held his son for a long while, staring out the window, and then murmured, ‘This child will not be happy.’”

The midwife thought it a curse. But Heinrich had not cursed his child. He had seen the truth. A merchant’s eye always pierces to the essence of things. That was how one survived the world.

Johanna Schopenhauer lay in bed and looked at her son. She was a beautiful woman. She had married Heinrich, twelve years her senior, at nineteen, and whether that marriage had been for love or for fortune even she could not say. Perhaps both. The human heart is always a tangle of desires.

“Is he healthy?” Johanna asked.

“Yes, a healthy baby boy,” the midwife replied.

Johanna turned her head. That was all.

Arthur could not remember that moment, of course. Yet later in life he often imagined the scene. His father’s sad prophecy, his mother’s indifferent gaze. Was it not a scene that summarized his entire life?

Danzig was a beautiful city. A port city opening toward the Baltic Sea. Red-brick buildings and narrow lanes, and always a sea-wind carrying the tang of salt and tar and fish and freedom. Wedged between Poland and Germany, this city possessed a unique identity belonging completely to neither country.

Later Arthur would identify this with his own fate. A being who belonged completely to no world. A philosopher yet a merchant’s son, a German yet a European, a genius yet a lonely man.

Heinrich Schopenhauer was among the most successful merchants in Danzig. His trading house dealt with several cities along the Baltic coast, and he had business partners in England and the Netherlands. He was prosperous, independent, and valued freedom above all else.

That longing for freedom would flow into his son.

When Arthur took his first steps, Heinrich carried his son to the harbor. Seagulls soaring, ships arriving and departing. Heinrich said:

“Look, Arthur. Do you know where these ships come from? From beyond that horizon. The world lies beyond it. Someday you must see that world for yourself. A world seen only through books is a half-world.”

Arthur did not understand those words. But he remembered the smell of the harbor. Salt and tar and fish and freedom, all mingled together.

That smell lived in his memory for the rest of his life.

Young Arthur was a quiet child. Rather than playing with
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