


sitting in the back of the meditation hall, and after about thirty minutes
you fall asleep, you start nodding. And he said, I'd like you to sit right in
front of me, 50 when you fall asleep I'll get up and hit you. I felt extremnely
honored that he cared that much about my practice and I thought, oh, I
don’t want to disturb his meditation. But sure enough I would be sitting
there, right in front of him, and I would start to nod after about 25 or 30
minutes, and he would get up and hit me. And I would wake up, momen-
tarily.

On the other hand, at Tassajara I had a lot of problems sitting still. T
shook a lot, involuntary movements. Then they used to say, cut that out,
you're just trying to get attention, aren’t you. I didn’t know what Suzuki
Roshi made of it. Years later he told me, if I had known you were going to
do that for so long, I would have stopped you right away. I don’t know
what he had in mind. Sometimes he used to come, and I would be shaking,
and he would just put his hands on my shoulders and I would get very
calm and still, and then he would go away. And [ asked him, what are you
doing when you do that. He said, nothing, I'm not doing anything, I'm just
meditating with you. That was also very nice, Again I felt, you know, hon-
ored, so to speak, or very grateful for someone to be there with me.

I'm also remembering one morning when he started talking during
meditation. He said, you think that I'm the teacher and you’'re the student.
That's a mistake, You think that you don't know anything and that T have
things to tell you. You're wrong. Sometimes the teacher is the student,
sometimes the student is the teacher, sometimes the teacher bows to the
student, sometimes the student bows to the teacher. And he went on like
this for a few minutes, and then he leaped up from the seat with his little
stick and went over to the person nearest him along the wall and he said,
who is the teacher—bam, bam—and then the next person, who is the stu-
dent—bam bam—who is the teacher—bam bam—and after about five peo-
ple he ran out of breath. So he stopped saying who is the teacher, who is
the student, and continued hitting about 70 people—bam bam—twice on
the right shoulder for each person. He got back to his seat a little bit out of
breath, and sat down. I was kind of dismayed ‘cause I thought maybe he
could teach me something. But it turns out, of course, that this was part of
the power of his teaching, that he gave that back to us. Our looking for a
teacher he gave back so we could find the teacher in ourselves, in our expe-
rience; as he said, whatever happens study closely and see what you can
find out. Thank you.

Lew Richmond:

Hello, I'm Lew Richmond. I'm honored to follow my dharma brother
Ed. It's my opinion that Ed talks about Suzuki Roshi better than anybody,
and he hasn't disappointed me today. Actually what I thought of talking
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and stamps them and sends the paper on. That’s his job. He’s been doing
that for a long time. He's a widower and his son is not with him any more,
so he’s quite lonely. Then he finds out that he's going to die of stomach
cancer. At first he’s very sad, and you see him sobbing under his blanket,
looking at a picture of his wife. Then he tries to make contact with his son
and that doesn’t quite work out. He takes some money out of the bank and
goes to the pleasure guarter and tries to enjoy himself and drink and every-
thing, but that doesn’t work. It’s a Kurosawa movie, so things don’t happen
in a linear way. Basically, about halfway through the movie, the narrator
says that he dies. The next thing is you see his wake, his funeral, every-
body’s around talking.

The test of the movie is flashbacks and you find out what actually hap-
pened. What actually happened is that this group of women kept coming
into the town hall to get a park for their children, and nobody pays any
attention to them. This man doesn’t pay any attention to them. At some
point he just picks up the piece of paper that’s their petition and he just
decides he's going to make them a park. So he starts to do it. He goes
through all the indignities and the difficulties of trying to get through the
petty bureaucracy. He has a mission, and he’s very clear because he knows
he's dying, so he's fearless. And there's one wonderful moment where some
local gangsters come—they have some interest in not having the park—and
they try to intimidate him. They threaten him, and he just looks at them,
and they just go away. This look is one of the most memorable moments in
that picture. There’s nothing that they can do against the power of that
look. And then somehow the park gets built. There's one beautiful scene
wherte he's in the park, and and it’s snowing, and he’s by himself. He’s on a
swing, and he’s swinging. And then he dies in the cold. If it was a western
movie that would be the great ending. This man overcomes obstacles, he
knows he’s dying, he makes this thing. But this is a Japanese movie with a
real Buddhist sensibility.

So what happens next is really what | want to talk about. Everybody
gets together, all his co-workers, for a wake. They start to drink and they
start to talk about him. Various things come up. Everybody tries to take
credit for the park—he couldn’t possibly have built the park by himself.
Somebody else did it. Various things come up, and pretty soon you realize
that what happened starts to get vague. The memories of people—as they
drink more, as they talk more, as their small egoistic minds come up—it
gets all confused. Toward the end there's only one man who stands up and
says, well he did a great thing, he really built this park. Everybody just
pushes him aside and laughs at him. The last scene shows the park with the
kids in it and how wonderful that is.

1 know lots of us are going to talk about our experiences with Suzuki
Roshi. I'll take a couple of questions.
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up in the air but who also didn't move. 5o I didn’t dare move either. It was
hard of course.

On about the fourth day, I don’t know what happened but I began to
cry. So I went out into the entrance, and sat there at the top of the stairs
that led down to the entrance, sort of sobbing, and Suzuki Roshi came out
and put his hand on my shoulder and said, “Are you okay?” [ said, “Yes.”
That was his kind of kindness.

Suzuki Roshi could be strict, but you always felt that his strictness
wasn't based upon idealism, or some idea about strictness or toughness per
se being good for you. He often talked about having a grandmother's heart.
But he said that a grandmother’s kindness was only for her grandchildren,
while we should have a kind mind for everyone.

I'was a Zen Center officer back in the early days of Tassajara, so I went
to a lot of meetings. We were always arguing about how to do things right.
Suzuki Roshi later said that he used to feel really bad listening to his disci-
ples fighting, but when he decided just to accept it, it ceased being a prob-
lem for him anymore. I think that the best way to honor Suzuki Roshi’s
memory is to have an accepting heart.

Finally, my most vivid impression is that it was easier to be with Suzuki
Roshi than with anyone I had ever met. Being with him just felt so natural.

David Chadwick:

[ collect stories about Suzuki Roshi, and oral history, and would just
like to encourage people to e-mail me anything you have to say. [ think
that a part of the genius of Suzuki Roshi in establishing his way here was to
do it in such a way that everybody should feel empowered. Suzuki Roshi
just sort of indicated to us that we find our own wisdom on our own. And
that he really couldn’t do anything for us, other than indicate the way that
his teachers had taught him and try to be a good example. Not all teachers
are good examples, nor do they have to be. But he was a very good exam-
ple. 1 feel like he left us with, and we continue to have, a loosely defined
community, sort of like concentric circles. There are people who live and
work at the centers, those outside who come a jot, those who come less,
and it spreads out to somebody who just reads the Wind Belf or others who
only come to lectures. People have so many different roles and histories.
There are people who have some history, you know, like [ was ordained by
him. But, you know, you can only get so much traction out of that because
Zen Center’s not a devotional community.

If you look on my website I have a report of visiting a heavily devo-
tional community a few years ago. It's so nice to be involved with a com-
munity that isn't that way because we’re not thinking about him all the
time. Really there’s a very low level of that. I mean it took Reuven Ben
Yuhmin, Robert Front, who's living in Taiwar, to come up with the idea to
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[ gave a little talk about Suzuki Roshi. It’s interesting that in Japan people
around the temple, the danka, are not quite sure what Suzuki Roshi did. It’s
a kind of mystery to them. Why do all these Americans come to this tem-
ple? So I tried to explain it a little bit. I said that when Suzuki Roshi came
to America, he really didn’t do anything, He had nothing in mind. I've
heard it said that when Suzuki Roshi was born 100 years ago, Zen Center
was borm. Which is true, I believe. And that Suzuki Roshi when he was
young had wanted to come to America to introduce people to Buddhism,
which I also think was true.

But the other side is that he was invited by the Japanese congregation,
and it was an opportunity for him. He said that when he came to San
Francisco he didn't study any map of San Francisco, he didn’t read any
books about San Francisco, He came without any idea about San Francisco
in his mind. He just kept his mind open to whatever he would meet wher-
ever he was. This is a kind of example of the essence of Suzuki Roshi’s
teaching and his practice, So when he came he didn’t do anything, he just
sat zazen, and somehow people found out that he was doing zazen, not in
the zendo, but in the pews of an old synagogue, and coincidentally attract-
ed many Jewish practitioners, not because of the synagogue, but because
Suzuki Roshi had the qualities of an accomplished Jewish teacher. A
Catholic priest who sat at Page Street in the sixties said that during sesshin
he perceived Suzuki Roshi to have a classic Jewish face, and try as he might,
he couldn’t shake that perception.

For a number of years I had been seeking out a practice, and I was very
attracted to Hasidic Jewish practice, but [ couldn't find any teacher. But in
1964 when I met Suzuki Roshi, he was exactly that person for me. He had
ali the characteristics of a Hasidic Jewish master. So according to my projec-
tion, he became my rabbi. And it was in a synagogue. I truly believe that
things work in strange ways. But Suzuki Roshi didn’t do anything; he sim-
ply was himself. People came, and he let them sit zazen with him, and he
encouraged those who came to settle on themselves in stillness.

He watched Zen Center grow, and thought that this will last or survive,
but he didn't direct—he didn’t say that he was creating Zen Center, or
introducing something special to us. He was like the root, the kernel, the
seed, and from this seed somehow he embodied the way his mantra of
“nothing special” made us aware of the truly special quality of everything
we need. He encouraged us to treat everyone and every thing with respect.
He always addressed our buddha nature,

I think we just went there to watch him tie his shoes—even though he
never did tie his shoes, he always wore sandals. But that kind of quality of
just planting himself, and the shoots that grew up around him from that
seed, expressed what was really inside of him.

There was no Green Gulch in Suzuki Roshi’s time. Green Gulch was the
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