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Seeing Myself in the Eyes of the Character

After reading One Hundred Years of Solitude, the character who lingered in my
thoughts was not the heroic or mythical figures of the Buendia family, but Amaranta.
Her loneliness and stubbornness, hidden beneath the surface, felt like an
undercurrent—quiet yet powerful enough to collide with something deep inside me. The
phrase “you are in my heart” became less a romantic expression and more a quiet

echo from my reading, a subtle connection to her fate.

Amaranta’ s life is marked by rejection and self-imposed isolation. She keeps
others at a distance while trapping herself within an emotional maze. Reading about
her unresolved pain near the end of her life struck me unexpectedly, as if touching a

long—forgotten corner of my own heart. Her loneliness felt like a mirror, reflecting
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the insecurities, shyness, and unspoken fears I once carried.

As the story unfolded, my emotions shifted from detachment to understanding, then
to compassion, and finally to a gentle tenderness. I realized Amaranta exists not as
a background figure in the family’ s myth, but as a symbol of the silent shadows

within each of us.

The novel’ s themes—solitude, destiny, and missed connections—kept resonating
with me. Amaranta is not cold by nature; she is simply too sensitive, afraid to hurt
and afraid to be hurt. This made me understand another meaning of “you are in my

heart” : it is not a person but a state of mind awakened during reading.

Her story reminded me of my own past, when I avoided risks and hid my thoughts
out of fear. In those memories, I could almost see the silhouette of Amaranta. The
book gently nudged me to face those buried emotions and see them with kindness rather

than shame.

What I gained from the novel was not a way to escape solitude, but a way to
accept it and remain connected to the world despite it. Amaranta may carry regret,
but she remains the character who touched me most deeply. Through her, I realized
that every soul seen through words will quietly take up residence in the reader’ s

heart.
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When the Echo of Fate Reaches the Heart

The first time I read To Live, I felt only heaviness. The second time, I began to
understand. By the third reading, I finally realized that the shock of Fugui’ s fate
does not come from how extraordinary his suffering is, but from how easily we can see
pieces of ourselves reflected in him. As I reached the latter part of the novel, a
quiet and tender ache rose within me—giving new meaning to the phrase “you are in

my heart.”

Fugui’ s losses are almost unimaginable: a father who buries his children, a
husband who buries his wife, an old man left with only land and an ox. Yet he never
complains. His endurance is not heroic but quiet, shaped by breath after breath of

persistence.

As I read, my emotions shifted. At first I felt pity. Then I began to ask: if
life handed me similar suffering, would I have the strength to continue? Gradually, 1
realized that the novel is not meant to make me grieve for Fugui, but to confront the
weight of life itself.

Fugui’ s simple love—his attachment to family, his respect for life, his
acceptance of time—pulled me back to memories of my own home: parents working
silently, warm lights left on at night, a bowl of food waiting after an argument.
These ordinary moments revealed themselves as the quiet truths that had always lived

in my heart.

The novel also reshaped my understanding of suffering. It is not decorative
tragedy, nor solely Fugui’ s burden—it is part of human life. Everyone carries an
unseen current of pain. To Live taught me that rather than running away, it is better
to face life directly; rather than complaining, it is better to cherish; rather than

dwelling in self-pity, it is better to keep moving.

By the end, Fugui was no longer just a character. He became a reminder: no matter
how barren life becomes, continuing to live is itself a form of meaning. That quiet
strength settled into my heart like the soft echo of fate.
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Meeting Another Version of Myself Through Reading

The Storied Life of A.J. Fikry may seem to revolve around the ups and downs of a
small bookstore, but at its core, it is a story about quiet warmth and mutual
salvation. Each character—A.J., Amelia, Maya—feels like a seed the author plants
gently in the reader’ s heart. As I reflected on the story, a line echoed in my mind:

“We are not loved because we are perfect; we are loved because we are understood.”
At that moment, I realized that “you are in my heart” applies not only to the

characters but also to reading itself.

A.J., who loses his wife and enthusiasm for life, initially seems defeated. Yet

he is slowly lifted by a child, a few neighbors, and unexpected moments of
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connection. His loneliness and stubbornness, combined with his desire to be
understood, felt strikingly real. I once assumed I was nothing like him, but as 1
read, I found myself touched by the same longing for someone to gently open the door

to my heart.

My emotions shifted throughout the book: regret when the bookstore struggled,
warmth as Maya healed, and relief when A.J. finally faced the future again. Each
tender gesture in the story felt like a hand reaching through the pages, resting

softly on my shoulder.

The book made me reflect deeply on what it means to be understood. During a
difficult period of my life, I experienced a similar isolation. A quiet friend stood
by me through that time, her presence a silent source of strength. Reading about

A.J.” s companions reminded me of that warmth from the past.

The themes of the novel are simple yet profoundly true: everyone carries
imperfections, and human connections help fill those gaps. The story taught me that
while gentleness may not change the world, it can change someone’ s world. That

awareness has quietly grown inside me since finishing the book.

The Storied Life of A.J. Fikry renewed my belief that books do more than tell
stories—they illuminate the soul. Through reading, I saw A.J., I saw my past self,

and I saw the version of myself still learning to walk forward.
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Letting Stories Become Echoes of the Heart

The Little Prince is a book that offers completely different experiences
depending on one’ s age. As a child, I saw it as a fairy tale; as an adult, it became
a mirror reflecting the emotions I had forgotten or ignored. The prince, the fox, the
rose—each character acts as a metaphor placed deep within the heart. When I reread
the story, I realized that “you are in my heart” 1is not directed at a person but at

the emotional echo left behind by reading.

The fox’ s line— “If you tame me, we shall need each other” —touched me most
deeply. Taming is not possession; it is forming a unique bond. It reminded me of
relationships in my own life where I withdrew out of fear or hesitated to draw close.
The fox’ s words felt like a key, unlocking the understanding that genuine connection

requires courage.

The misunderstandings between the prince and his rose also stirred something
within me. They mattered deeply to each other, yet hurt one another out of insecurity
and miscommunication. This reminded me of my own relationships, where caring too much
sometimes caused me to hide my feelings. The story felt like a quiet embrace, gently

encouraging me to be more honest.

My emotions shifted throughout the re-reading—from lightheartedness to a sting
of pain, then to a sense of release. When the prince says goodbye to the aviator, a

deep but soft ache rose in me. It felt like the inevitable pain of growing up.

These moments brought to mind the important people in my life who helped shape
me. They taught me that love is not about holding tighter but understanding deeper.
The Little Prince remains in my heart because it expresses the complexity of human

emotion through the simplest words.
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Ultimately, I realized that reading is not an escape from reality, but a way to
return to it more fully. The book helped me rediscover my own softness and courage.

When I closed it, I knew the story had already become an echo in my heart.
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