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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

connection. His loneliness and stubbornness, combined with his desire to be
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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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