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A Me•ory of Suzuki Roshi 

We were hippies in the early sixties. t'iv husband and I lived on 

Rernal Hill in San Francisco. Our ~ood friends, Bob and Ellen, lived 

nearby. One Sunday •orniR~ they called to say they had decided to 

tie the knot forl!llallv, would we acco•panv the• on their quest to 

~et -married? 

Yest We piled into Rob's old car and went to two churches and a 

svna~o~ue. rJhat a surprise to find that no one would •arrv the•. 

"You inust be a 11ne•ber of the church." 0 You •ust have t:wo weeks 

• counse llin~. :; 

At the end of the afternoon we were discoura~ed, but someone had 

an idea: to ~o to the SF Zen Center. We had all been there for aed-

itat ion and we revered Suzuki Roshi. Off we weRt. The receptionist 

sent us upsts...irs to wait outside his door. r,rait we did, patiently. 

'Finallv he called us to co.,_e in. Pe was seated at a low table, cross-

le~~ed on a chair with so~e calli~raphv before hi~. He ~reeted us and 

Ellen exolained their mission and the disappoiti.t•ents. "We want soae-

one to be spontaneous, 0 she said. "I a• spontaneous in •v refusal," 

he replied. We all lau~hed and they contiri.ued talkin~. After a while 

Ellen said~"I want you to marry us whenever you wish.'' "Fine," said 

Suzuki Roshi, "col\\e back at 8 o'clock." We were overjoyed. 

He perfor•ed the elaborate ceremony in Japanese with chanti~ aHd 

scarves. It was beautiful. We loved hi~ very much. 
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