S EEA LR

FookBE GEAD) » BRI Bk EE, BOTIRBEMR, SR =k, AT ENE,
S Aris Z B LU= L, FEAE DU AR RS SEA S A 200, e fefb b b, B LE pek 2L
LlETHCKE . WERREE, RAREN L E WS, ISP SRR
fuzho  “OREFOHT, AT T EISHE .

faota i) —Y), RS U SR . —AASORIBE T A LRIBEE . A
NSO N LR R R T AR ST AR AR KA 27 2 TRk,
MAETCERR B2 A0MIRE R AN AR, o2 PiBR, S HIRPIR S ORI )

DERXLET, gL T B WOTE, BUZSENE, BrbaoEs ek, BIT
W H e WERA USRI B4 3, BT 5 ARG P AT M B AE B, B
WA, GFFE) AREESESUR, ot ik R AR A S I E R,

SIS BT FAN R 92, SR ANRAREE, AR IR, S H A . X e
ot e, A AP, EEARE] H Do FLAINTG L LS 1 I 2 —— SR i 97 11 1)
S RBCESEEIAT . IR SE  BAE R BRI . XL/ Bl A ek, 1Rk
WAL P RAREIRT]: “ ORI — BHAERLH. 7

P AT IR E oA “ ol ” XA EAR AR, AR DT, R A
—HRor. AMANHA B O, HRREAR.  GFHE) EERUIE, SRR, AaIHRm
HHAE, AmBEIRET SRR A, AmakEm.

e, WODBPRREOT T — 488 MiTIIERAIE AL L, msch—MiRNE: X
WS SEE, AREZ IS &, PO EARLY, R . XN, EREA R
VEIER IO, B IR aris el

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

www. vv99. net



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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