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Letting Go of Pride

Winnie Mo

When life presses us to the edge of survival, only by laying down our pride can we
carve out a new horizon. Venerable Master Hsing Yun once wrote in Letting Go: “To
lift is to learn to release; to release is to find freedom.” These words whisper a timeless
truth: wisdom is not in clutching at titles or dignity, but in knowing when to loosen our

grip—so the soul may breathe.

It was the summer of 1993. Shenzhen’s sky blazed like molten fire, and the air
shimmered with a feverish heat. At Luohu Railway Station, the crowd surged like
restless tides, their voices tangled with impatience and hope. Abi stepped into this city
and felt the weight of its breathless heat, as though the land itself were testing every
stranger who dared to dream. With a worn bag on her shoulder, she walked into streets

unknown, tasting for the first time the bitter edge of survival. Yet she did not falter.



With a will tempered like steel and a heart fierce with longing, she endured each day’s

trial.

At first, she clung to the fragile crown of her identity as a teacher, unwilling to stoop
for work that seemed beneath her name. She chased the mirage of a “white-collar”
life, knocking on doors that never opened. To serve in a restaurant felt like bowing too
low; to sell with words seemed like begging for bread; and as for labor, she could not
bear the thought. So she wandered beneath the burning sun, living on a single piece of
bread, her days stretched thin and hollow. Until reality struck hard—her last coins

spent, hunger gnawing like a silent beast.

Then, fate turned on a street corner. She met a former student—radiant, poised, her
voice flowing like a river as she pitched her wares. A deal closed, a commission
earned, and Abi’s heart stirred: If she can, so can I. Thus began her rebirth—as a
humble newspaper seller. Each day she roamed from office to office, seeking

subscriptions, carrying signed orders back like trophies of survival.

For one who hungered for bread, this was a lifeline. Abi learned the paper by heart,
every headline etched into memory. At each door, she paused to ponder: What truth
does this company crave? Then, with courage summoned from the depths, she spoke
of value and vision. Slowly, the tide turned. Orders multiplied, her voice grew sure,
her skin thickened, and confidence bloomed like a stubborn flower in the heat. Life, at

last, began to bend toward hope.

On the long road of existence, status, wealth, and pride often harden into chains. Only
by breaking them can we walk unburdened—farther, faster, freer. To bow is not
defeat; it is the doorway to another sky. Abi’s story whispers this eternal lesson: true
dignity is not in shunning the low places, but in rising from them with grace—and

walking on, head lifted, into the wind.



