Rhinoceros

One day, Yanguan called to his assistant, “Bring me
the rhinoceros fan.”

The assistant said, “It is broken.”

Yanguan said, “In that case, bring me the rhinoc-
~eros.” AL



ros
’ rcacher Yanguan had an assistant who had walked in
The Ze sert following the Silk Road. When he reached China

if his shoes and black sand fell out of them. At Yanguan’s

was given the jo
- round until he was needed.
v » came to Yanguan because they suffered and didn’t know
“The assistant was usually present when the teacher
had public conversations. and he noticed that Yanguan had a
nack of listening without putting distance between himself and
.« Soon the assistant, who had thought of himself merely
found himself being pulled into the stories he heard.
off balance a lot of the time. He felt even more off

h Yanguan he never knew whether he was in an

b of making tea, taking messages, and

254 witness,
He began tO feel
balance because Wit

ordinary conversation or not.
«pl] our conversations are ordinary,” said Yanguan.

«Then why is it SO hard for me to stay on my feet?” the assis-

tant asked.
“No need to stay on your feet”
And there he was, off balance again. Strangely enough, this

being off balance gave him hope and led him to stay with his

teacher.
A traveler had given the governor 2 fan made of rhinoceros

horn, and under the Zen rule that expensive, useless objects flow
to those who don’t care about them, the governor gave the fan to
Yanguan Everyone forgot about it, until one summer day, Yan-
mfasked, “Bring me the rhinoceros fan.”

N The fan is broken,” said the assistant.
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ality-—-had failed. And this time,
In his silence was a doubt that
hing. Yanguan had told him that doubt is
but he hadn’t understood. Now he saw

that this doubt was 2 form of spaciousness. It destroyed any trivial
| thought—almost any thought, actually. His rhinoceros was a doubt
1 about everything he was. He couldn’t be sure of his name, his
| purpose, even of the nature of a tree. He couldn’t defend himself,
1| he couldn’t speak for himself since, at that moment, he wasnta
somebody to defend or speak for. - B - ‘
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brush, which seemed j ‘ o ntranced by the swirl of the
just right. It was a perfect gesture amon
§ many others—Yanguan’s amusement, the : : i
§  Other moments and occasi o .e jug on the tloor.

asions fell into place for the assistant.

{ He remembered ¢
| . imes when h
} or seen geese flyin he had heard the sound of a mallet,

heard and saw, He had felt

stopping 94
thought to anot
so on—the glue t
he didn’t come back int
spread quickly to everyt
a valuable spiritual state,

her and t
hat made his 1€
o balance.

€ assistant '
i groan : |
) ed Pl‘lvately. EVen he Couldn’t Work Out What



question meant, and it seemed to be far from the man’s real life.
ough: he saw that he was

the
as learning some things th

The assistant W
squirming because his own questions were like that too, designed to
conceal his own helplessness and fear.

ss and fear and just

wasn't provoked by helplessne

hat water pitcher.”
w style—white with a blue fish—and

or. The man brought it.
where it was?”

But Yanguan
said mildly, “Pass me t
The pitcher was in the ne
had also been sent by the govern
Yanguan then said, “Would you put it back
The visitor did just that. He was eager to return to his impor-
tant question, which he repeated. «\What is the real body of the

great Sun Buddha?”

«That old Buddha died a long time ago,” said Yanguan.

The assistant began to Jaugh inwardly, not at the man but with
him: he could see that the simple movement of the water jug held
a beauty stronger than any religious idea. The laughter seemed to
put him on the verge of a great discovery; then it subsided. The

poor visitor had been o intent on his question that he missed the
answer—a rhinoceros was in front of him, but he returned res-
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sometimes I'v

f consciousness as a lamp, making
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WE SOMETIMES THINK O
golden cone of light on the surface of a desk. Outside th
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darkr‘less. Or perhaps to drag.objects in from the dark. That i
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