                        Chapter 15

Of old those that were the best officers of Court 

Had inner natures subtle, abstruse, mysterious, penetrating,

Too deep to be understood.

And because such men could not be understood 

I can but tell of them as they appeared to the world:

Circumspect they seemed, like one who in winter crosses a stream’
Watchful, as one who must meet danger on every side.

Ceremonious, as one who pays a visit;

Yet yielding, as ice when it begins to melt.

Blank as a piece of uncarved wood;

Yet receptive as a hollow in the hills.

Murky, as troubled stream-

Which of you can assume such murkiness, to become in the end still and clear?

Which of you can make yourself inert, to become in the end full of life and stir?

Those who posses this Tao do not try to fill themselves to the brim,

And because they do not try to fill themselves to the brim

They are like a garment that endures all wear and need never be renewed?

