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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

the insecurities, shyness, and unspoken fears I once carried.
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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, 1 realized
that every soul seen through words will quietly take up residence in the reader’ s

heart.
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