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Emotional Currents on the Path to Inner Peace — A Personal Reflection

Controlling emotions is something we often talk about as if it's simple—but living it is
another story. When people around me are caught in emotional storms, | do my best to
comfort and support them. But when those waves crash over me, | find myself struggling to
stay afloat. As the Tao Te Ching says, “He who conquers others is strong; he who conquers

himself is truly powerful.” And I’'m learning just how true that is.

In those moments when emotions take over, the confident version of me seems to
disappear. | feel like a brittle twig—one touch away from breaking. It’s in these times I've
come to understand that real spiritual practice isn’t just about facing the world outside, but
about learning to live with the tides within. Emotions may trip us up, but they’re also part of

the journey toward growth.

I've been trying to cultivate a calm and rational mindset, especially when faced with
injustice or difficult decisions. But reality is rarely as neat as our ideals. There’s a saying:
“Poverty is bearable, but injustice is not.” In families or teams, poverty can be faced
together, expectations adjusted, and conflicts softened. But when things are unfairly
divided—even when resources are plentiful—it can tear people apart. Many wealthy

families fight not because they lack, but because they feel wronged.

I've always thought of myself as someone who doesn’t dwell too much on daily gains and
losses. But this time, the unfair office arrangement at school hit me hard. For thirty years,
our primary and secondary departments have shared the same campus. Teachers worked
together harmoniously, even across departments. But lately, things have changed. Teaching
roles are now strictly divided, and even shared spaces are being split. The secondary

department is now claiming the office entirely, forcing all primary teachers out.

What hurt most wasn'’t just the relocation—it was how it was handled. There was no
consultation, no time to prepare. Our Chinese department was moved to a cramped corner
next to the school’'s computer servers, surrounded by noise, heat, and poor air quality. Even
the fire exits don’t meet safety standards. It felt like we were being pushed aside, and the

lack of care in the arrangement revealed a deeper issue of neglect and unfairness.

| couldn’t stay calm. Sitting in the spot that had been mine for nearly two decades, looking
out at the familiar view of Lion Rock, walking across the floor I'd paced countless times—

my heart was heavy with sorrow and reluctance. Beyond voicing our concerns to the



school, my body began to react in ways I'd never experienced. Since yesterday afternoon,
I've felt deeply low. Tears come without warning. | couldn’t face my students and had to let
them study on their own. After class, the tears returned. On the train, at home—they
wouldn’t stop. | started to wonder if something was wrong with me. How do | weather this

emotional storm?

Finding a way to adjust and move forward has become my new challenge. “Live in the
moment; don’t let the future steal your present peace.” These familiar words offer little
comfort when the heart is in turmoil. | tried writing down my feelings, but the tears kept

flowing. So | let them. | told myself: they’ll dry up eventually.

This is only the second time in my life I've cried uncontrollably from a sense of deep loss—
the first was when my mother passed away. Emotions surged like tides, impossible to resist
or escape. But maybe it’s in these fragile moments that we truly meet ourselves. Writing this

is my way of releasing, of healing.

Buddhism teaches us to cherish what comes and let go of what leaves. But the hardest part
is often the journey between the two. Emotions get tangled, thoughts rise and fall, and

reason doesn’t always win.

| took a day off to rest and reflect—to practice a kind of “inner fasting.” Exercise and
painting helped soothe my heart, and listening to Jiang Xun’s lectures on Zhuangzi felt like
a deep, personal therapy session. Slowly, | began to feel lighter. My energy returned. That
night, | even joined a ball game—and won a few matches. With each movement, the weight

on my chest seemed to lift.

The next day, | went back to school, choosing not to bring up the relocation. But when
others mentioned it, the inner ache returned. The feelings of injustice, reluctance, and
anxiety about the future still linger quietly inside. So | gathered my courage and booked a

session with the school counsellor.

We spoke for about forty minutes. She listened patiently, understood my story, and
validated my emotions. In the end, she drew a curve showing how people’s emotions
fluctuate when facing change. That simple curve was a revelation: my ups and downs
weren’t abnormal—they were part of a natural process. Everyone goes through it. And with

time, the waves settle.



When change comes, we should stand up for what'’s right. But when the world won’t bend,
we must learn to bend within. Psychologists often say, “If you can’t change your
environment, change your mindset.” | believe that. After thunder and lightning, the skies do

clear.

On the path of spiritual growth, stumbling stones are inevitable. But maybe—just maybe—

they’re the very steps that lead us to awakening.



