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Master Zhuang on Death
< The Zhuangzi>

Master Zhuang’s wife died. Master Hui went over to offer his condolences and
found Master Zhuang sitting nonchalantly and singing happily and beating on a
basin to keep time. Master Hui said, “Your wife lived with you all her life, bore
your children, grew old with you and died. That you don’t mourn over her death
is perhaps understandable, but haven’t you gone too far when you seem to take
obvious delight in singing and drumming right after she died?”

Master Zhuang said, “You misjudged me. After she died, I could not but felt so
sad. Yet we know, in the distant past, there was no life whatsoever. Not only
was there no life, there was not any tangible thing; not only was there not any
tangible thing, there was no gi, or air. In the vast void of space, air first came
into being. From air came tangible things. From tangible things came life. When
life reaches its end, it goes back to where it started: death. The cycle goes on
forever and ever in the way the seasons change. She is now resting in peace in a
vast chamber. If I disturb her by my noisy wailings, I’ll be a person who knows
nothing about the nature of life. This is why I stopped mourning.”
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