                   Chapter 45

What is most perfect seems to have something missing,

Yet its use is unimpaired.

What is most full seems empty:

Yet its use will never fail.

What is most straight seems crooked;

The greatest skill seems like clumsiness,

The greatest eloquence like stuttering.

Movement overcomes cold;

But staying still overcomes heat.

So he by his limpid calm

Puts right everything under heaven.

