























You are nearly as old as the number of years it has been
since I came 1o America.

I have taught nothing to you at all.,
I have done nothing for you ar all.

But,
You have done a lot for me.

1 can tell you one thing you have taught me;
““Peel off your cultural skins,
One by one,
One after another,
Again and again,
And go on with your story. >’

How thick are the layers of cultural clothes I have already put on?
How would it be possible 10 tell a story without them?
How woudd it be possible to peel off the thick wallpaper

tn my old house?

How would it be possible 10 ease my pain

whenever the paper is torn of f?

If I were not to agree with your teaching,

Believe it or not,

My life would be drifting in space,

Like an astronaut separate from his ship
without any connections.

Now I’'m aware that I alone am in the vast openness
of the sea
And cause the sea to be the sea.

Sust suwim.
Fuest swim.
Go on with your story,

— from Dainin Kamgiri
Ab/bot of Minnesota Meditation Zen Center
9/86







DICK BAKER: Who thought it up?

GRAHAME PETCHEY: I think Roshi did. I'm not sure about why, but he wanted it, I
think.

PHILLIP WILSON: I'm not sure if I did the first ones or if Bill Kwong did. [ don’t
remember anyone doing them before me, but they may have. Suzuki-roshi would
write it up and then I would write out a form. And the form I love best is the
shape of the Buddha. I always wanted to keep the Wind Bell simple. And not very
big. And I don’t know why I dido’t want it big. When they were talking about five
or six pages I couldn’t understand it. But what 1 could understand was different
people doing the Wind Bell so that it would never remain the sole possession of one
person.

GRAHAME PETCHEY: I was doing the thing myself, pretty much. I mean just writing
it up and so on. And people gave me stuff to put in it. Dick always gave the roshi’s
lecture. And then at some point Dick took over.

DICE. BAKER: Yes, everyone was going to take it, one a month, and take turns. And I
did it one month and then no one wanted to do it, so I did it two months and I sgll
couldn’t find anyone to take it. And then Grahame said, “Well, you did such a good
job, why don’t you continue?’ It was kind of a chore. I didn’t want to do the chore,
and then I began teking interest in it and then 1 became ‘artached’ 1o it.

Wind Bell

Hanging in space by his teeth,
His whole body in his mouth,

Easteind, Southwind, West, North
he does not care.

He talks for others in many ways,
Akeays Pramaparamita

T'su Chan Tsun Ryan
Tsu Chin Ryan.

— Dogen-Zenji

























don’t have to worry.” Such confidence! As I left him I always went away feeling
special for having been in his presence. “We love the great ones, because they bring
out the greatness in us.” Suzuki-roshi was a great teacher because he could see the
Buddha nature in us.

— Della Goertz

Suzuki-roshi had great character, he was never disturbed, his mind was very stable
and calm yet very flexible.

The first time I met him was at a New Year’s celebration at Sokoji. I knew a
number of people there and I was sitting next to Suzuki-roshi and several members
greeted me. Suzuki-roshi said, “you’re so popular, you'd better take my place as
Abbot of this temple.”

Later I visited him at Tassajara and asked what is the future of Buddhism in
America. He said he didn’t know. I asked him if Americans could understand him.
He said, “Whatever people understand is O.K. By their free knowing, they will get
it.” I said, “ zazen is so uncomfortable for Westerners, maybe there is some other
way. He said, “That’s all I know, that’s what my teacher taught me.”

When he left Sokoji to start Zen Center on Page Street, one of the parishoners at a
meeting said that all he did at Sokoji was nap. But he just calmly listened, and was

not disturbed.
— Bishop Ippo Shaku

I began going to Sokoji Temple around 1967 or *68 and had attended about two
zazen periods. The next time I went, the zendo was filled with tables, set with food,
and no evidence of any zazen to take place. I was perplexed, and went downstairs
where people were entering the church. I asked an usher if I could attend the ser-
vice, and was told it was only for the Japanese community. As I turned to leave I
noticed Suzuki-roshi running down the stairs. I proceeded out the door, down the
steps to the walk, when Suzuki-roshi came out the door and called to me. I went to
him, and he explained there was a special breakfast taking place in the zendo, but
there would be zazen the coming week. I was very appreciative and impressed that
he should bother 10 come after me to tell me this. It is very possible that I might
not have returned, if he had not caught me to explain the circumstances.

— Stephanie Flagg.

I had passed Suzuki-roshi a few times with polite introductions exchanged while
we were going up or down the Sokoji staircase in opposite directions. So I was a lit-
tle nervous when I went to my first meeting with him (and Dick Baker, who
arrived later) to confer about the I¥ind Bell. 1 walked into the old wooden Bush
Street temple, surprised that the door was open, called out and slowly climbed the
narrow staircase. Called out again. No answer. Wondering as I went, I continued
down the hall, thinking “Nobody home”. Finally I found an open door to a room
where a small man was sitting behind a desk, his fingers laced behind his head.
With a wide grin he said, “This must be the place.”” He had just exercised a new
American phrase, and we both laughed.

— Peter Bailey
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We arrived ar the Buddhist Church on Bush Street outfitted in our complete hippie
regalia. I remember that I had on a bright orange large-brimmed floppy straw hat,
purple aviator glasses, enormous hoop earrings, beads with bells, flowers, feathers,
and shoes straight out of the Wizard of Oz. My sister was similarly attired, and we
exchanged quizzical looks over the dark and serious atmosphere of the Buddhist
Church where we were to meet this guy. I had my doubts about whether we were
in the right place, and I hoped this guy wasn’t going to be a total bummer.

When Suzuki-roshi saw us his face it up with a grin. He showed us into the medi-
tation hall and gave us instructions in sitting. I particularly remember his explana-
tion of the bowing. He said, “We bow to the cushion in order ro apologize to the
spirits we may be displacing when we sit down.” I remember thinking, “he really
believes this way-out stuff about spirits, he’s not just saying this; but he seems so
straight.” We sat with him for ten minutes after the instruction. When we were fin-
ished, he looked at us, and with his biggest grin yet said, “When you continue med-
itating, the more you come to understand life, the more you will see that life is suf-
fering.” We nodded, as if to say that we understood, and hurried out to the street
(because we didn’t). I remember looking at my sister for reassurance and uttering
the wise words, “Boy, he sure is on a heavy bummer with suffering.” She nodded
her agreement and we said no more.

In fact, I was mildly disturbed by that meeting, especially his last words. If life was
suffering, why would I want to meditate and come 1o understand that? If life was
suffering, and he understood it through his own meditation, why was he smiling
about it? It was an experience I couldn’t fit into my understanding of the world,
and I certainly believed at that time that my world view was totally correct and
compiete. 1 considered many possibilities and conclusions to untangle this paradox.
For example, maybe he didn’t really believe life was suffering, and he was just put-
ting us on. Or maybe life was suffering and he didn't care. But none of the combi-
nations worked to explain what was going on with him because my deeper aware-
ness was telling me several things. First of all, I knew he meant what he said.
Second, I knew his smile was genuine, not an imitation of some holy attitude. And
finally the worst thing was I quite suspected that life was suffering; hence the bells,
beads, and psychedelics to cover up the pain. Although I was deep in a fog of con-
fusion, some clarity was disturbing my world; in a sense he had slipped me a koan.

— Jill Schireson

One morning while sitting zazen at Zen Center someone slapped me on the right
shoulder and said, “Greetings!” Then he slapped me on the left shoulder and said,
“Greetings!” He kmew exactly where I was at, I was slightly daydreaming and my
attention was floundering and directionless. It was an invitation to pay attention
and ger stoned! This experience imprinted heavily upon my consciousness and I
will never forget how it felt — it caused me to have more value in life. That some-
one was Suzuki!

— Gerald Wheeler

19







Reverend Suzuki and Reverend Katagiri both wanted to visit the Planetariuta, ou
one afternoon I took them there. Reverend Suzuki was enthusiastic because he had
wanted to see it for a long time.

Only moments after the lights dimmed and the show began, I looked at Reverend
Suzuki and saw that he was fast asleep! I was sitting between him and Reverend
Katagiri. I glanced at Reverend Katagiri to see if he was noticing, but he was pay-
ing attention to the show. A dilemma! Should I wake up Reverend Suzuki? Per-
haps he needed the sleep. On the other hand, perhaps he would want to see the
show whether or not he n¢eded the sleep. Shouid I ask Reverend Katagiri’s advice?

My attention was pretty much distracted throughout the show as I tried to decide.
I gave a few discreet coughs and rearranged myself, allowing my elbow to hit his
arm, in the hope that he would wake up. He remained determinedly asleep, I could
not find the courage to wake him up. As the lights came on again and the audience
stirred, he woke up.

When we got out onto the street, I asked them both “How did you like it?” Very
interesting” said Reverend Katagiri. *“Wonderful!!” said Reverend Suzuki. I felt a
bit paralyzed and after what seemed a very long time, but was not, I said to Rev-
erend Suzuki “You slept through the whole thing!”

We all three looked at each other and burst out laughing at the sarne moment.
— Irene Horowitz

1 was a student of Reverend Suzuki’s from his first year at the Zendo on Bush
Street. On our initial meeting I had asked him what I should call him.
“Call me Sensei, that means teacher”, he replied.

From a personal reluctance to “join” anything, I did not formally belong to the Zen
Center and over the years did net participate in all of the changes that occurred.
But on the day of Mel Weitsman’s ordination I decided that I would like to attend
because I knew Mel personally.

After the ceremony at the Berkeley Zendo tea was served in the kitchen. The group
was large. I knew scarcely anyone except Mel and Suzuki. While drinking his tea
Suzuki had an attack of coughing and, as will happen, he couldn’t recover his
breath without some difficulty. I turned to a young woman next to me who secmed
to know her way around and said, “I think Sensei needs some water.” She looked
me squarely in the eyes, “Roshi, he is Roshi,” she sternly corrected. I was properly
reprimanded, the watcr fetched and the coughing subsided.

Sometime later as I was preparing to leave the Bay Area for an extended tme, I
made an appointment to see Suzuki (As it tumed out it was my final meeting with
him). I arrived and was ushered into his apartment at the Zen Center on Page
Street. Mrs. Suzuki prepared tea and we sat and chatted.

I asked, “What should I call you now? When I first came to you, you told me to
call you Sensei. What should I call you now?”
He looked at me with his smiling eyes and said, “Cail me Sensei.”

= Charles A. Gilman
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One sunny afternoon Roshi, Oku-san, Chino-sensei (1 believ

sensei were in the lobby, preparing to go to Los Altos. It Wa. 1 ciuey i i oo
a very light atmosphere. Looking at their waiting car I had what I thought was a
somber and unique thought — “That’s just a regular old car and these venerable
people are going to get in it and travel for miles on the freeway, completely open to
risk.” Then, as they were moving toward it, saying goodbye, Yvonne, at the top of
the steps, called out through a grin to Roshi, “You be careful now; we don’t want
to lose our treasure!”” He turned, halfway down the steps, and started to laugh;
hands — SMACK! — and up — “no more!”” He threw his head back and roared.
His laughter was infectious (as well as relieving). He seemed 1o have taken the fear,
drawn it vividly into the open, and disposed of it by the time he reached the side-
walk. He was still tickled and laughing as they drove off.

— Mark Abrams

Once Roshi went to Carmel, California, to speak to a small group there: only ten or
twelve strangers.

“I have been told that my subject is the history of Zen Buddhism,” he began, “but
I can see that none of you would be interested in such a dull subject. So I will just
talk, and we’ll see what comes out.”

He stood talking for about an hour in his usual leisurely teisho style, very slowly and
deliberately circling the ineffable void at the center of his subject. All the while he
passed the beads of ofuzu between thumb and fingers of his right hand held in front
of him. At last, without ever really finishing, he fell silent and sat down at the side
of the room, while the program chairman asked for questions.

There were none — the sophisticated sudience was completely entranced; that is,
confused beyond words. But after the chairman dismissed the meeting, an elderly
retired naval officer approached Roshi, alone, and noticing the gfuzu still rotating in
Roshi’s hand, he pointed and asked, “What is that for?”

Roshi held up gjuzu. “This?” he asked lightly, “Oh, this is to give my hand some-
thing to de.”

At another time, Roshi said, “American Zen students are just like smoke,” and
again he said, “Americans are very strange; so many have no shadows.” He meant
not only that they were transparent, but that they were intetitionally so, an behavior
unheard of in an QOriental.

— Durand Kiefer

The first thing I asked Suzuki-roshi was: “Why are you a Zen master?” He ans-
wered nothing. Then, like a fool, I told him I was going to Japan. He, like a fool
replied, “You must not.” I, like a greater fool, inquired “Why?”" He then replied,
“Because you don’t know who you are.”

About this time I saw Roshi again and told him people said I was asking to see him
“too much”. He said, “I don’t know what the people are saying. I just see the
people who come.™

— Sue Satermo
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During the summer of 19uo we uad our first guest season/practice period at Tassa-
jara. When the guests went home, we had a seven-day sesshin. I think it was over
one hundred degrees the whole week.
I had sat two days of tangaryo, but no sesshins. Before the first day was over, I was
convinced I couldn’t make it. Al’s turn for dokusan came that afternoon. He asked
Suzuki-roshi 10 see me instead.
“This is all & mistake,” I told Roshi. “I can’t do this; I just came to be with my
husband.”
“There is no mistake,” he insisted.
I wanted to drive my car right off the mountain top.
“You may leave, of course,” Roshi said gently, ““but there’s no place to g
know.” That knowing smile.
For the next few days he had the junko hit me every time he came aroun_. . _ _
not find this encouraging and could not sit still for more than a few minutes. (I
wonder why the people sitting next to me didn’t start hitting me.)
The last day was very hot. Around lunch time Suzuki-roshi told me to go and take
a nap. Later he took me to his cabin. He produced a stool for me to sit on and
poured me a cup of cold green tea. We talked about sesshin. He thanked me for my
effort and bowed.

— Fran Tribe

In the summer of 1970, I was a guest student at Tassajara. I was on dish-washing
schedule so [ went to the baths early (during the Abbot’s bath-time). Being a new
student I didn’t know about the Abbot’s private bath-time, and barged right in on
him. He was sitting on the floor washing himself with a pail and filling the small
tub with water to soak in. He looked up at me and asked if [ wanted 10 take a bath.
I being unsure about what to do suggested I could go into the big plunge. Roshi
said that they usually washed before entering the plunge. Somehow I interpreted
this as an invitation 10 join him in the small tub. By the time I was undressed the
small tub was full and roshi was finishing washing with his pail. He offered the tub
to me and as I was climbing in I saw to my surprise that he was leaving. At the
door he paused as if having a second thought, turned around and said “don’t
worry”. He said it in such a way that I was immediately relieved of my embarrass-
ment at having taken his bath; in fact I felt wonderful.

— Ed Sartizahn

I was initiating a greenhorn friend into the rigor of the hot baths. I was putting on
the act of drill instructor and my friend that of timid recruit. The only other person
in the bath was a small man whose feet almost didn’t touch bottom. He joined in
the routine until we were all in the water laughing. Later we were all in the stream,
which was full of very hungry, one-inch long, new fish. Once every two seconds or
80, one would take a bite somewhere on your body and you never knew where.
Later that evening at lecture I recognized the speaker as being the man in the
baths. Suzuki-roshi said that zen students should be like feeding fish in their prac-
tice, nothing more, and he made his mouth and hand move like the mouths of the
small fish feeding.

— Kent B. Davis
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1t was Tassajara guest season 1971. 1 was there for the summer to be with Suzuki-
roshi, having met him in Los Angeles the year before. We were having Dokusan on
a hot day in August in Cabin #4. We were both sitting on the floor, face to face. I
remember I was looking into his face and feeling this body in front of me while ask-
ing vaguely about bowing.

“YWhat is this bowing?”" I said (I think).

Suddenly, he got up, came over to my side and started bowing. Up down, up
down, up down . . . “This is how we do it,” he said,

I thought to myself, “What is this man doing? — What is going on?” It seemed
like fifteen minutes passed before he stopped. Then he sat down again, in front of
me as if nothing unusual had taken place. I have no idea what happened next. I
suppose we talked for awhile, finished Dokusan, bowed and I left,

Then, later that day, during one of our rituals I bowed again. I have been aware of
every bow I have done since then, always with the same question: “What is this
bow’ — What is it — What is it? . . .”

— Teah Strozer

When Suzuki-roshi first saw Church Creek Ranch he said, “We should buy i.”
Later that first visit we couldn’t find Suzuki-roshi. Eventually we found him up in
a tree. He was very giddy on that trip. One of the things he did was to jump from
the ground with his feet flat on the ground up onto the bed of the flat bed truck.

I used to drive Suzuki-roshi around a lot and they would often stop at the Thun-
derbird bookshop on their way out from “Tass’. One day when they were on their
way from Tassajara to San Francisco they stopped and had three cups of coffee
each. One wonders how a man 4'11" tall could drink three cups of coffee, get into
the car, and immediately go to sleep — all the way to San Francisco.

One day as we set off to San Francisco I asked Suzuki-roshi, “If I just understood
better, I'd know what to do.” There was silence. I looked over and he had gone
sound asleep. I guess that was my answer.

— David Chadwick

One day at Tassajara I was with Suzuki-roshi in the rock-garden that he was, at
that time, still working on outside his cabin. (Did he ever stop?} In the slanting
afternoon light the garden and its individual rocks seemed more beautiful than ever
to me; magical. '

“What a beautiful garden you’ve made!” I said to Roshi.

“Oh. If you like it so much, why don’t you take it with you? You can have it.”

“I don’t think I could move it,” I answered, perhaps intimidated by a particular
gleam in his eye, “I'd never get it all back together again quite this way”.

“Sure — you take it”, he said, “put it up on the roof of that cabin over there”, and
returned to his puttering in a patch of succulents.

— Tim Buckley
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