











“Umm . . . funny stories, yes . . . but not just funny. Serious and
sad ones too, everything, right?”

“Yes, but people like the funny stories. Mainly you should tell
funny stories. That will be good. Hojo-san liked funny stories. Everyone
will be very happy to read them.”

“There may be some people who don't think 1 should do the book.”

She sat back down across the table from me and locked directly at
me. “When [ speak now, it is Suzuki-roshi’s voice coming through my
mouth and he says, ‘Please write a book about me and thank you very
much for writing a book about me.’ Those are his words. I speak for
him.”

It was time to go. She offered me a green metallic frog that fit in
the palm of my hand. “Here, take this,” she said. “It belonged to Hojo-
san. He would be happy for you to have it. He loved frogs very much,”
she said, drawing out the first syllable of very. “I'm giving everything
away. When I go back to Japan I go like the cicada. It leaves its shell
behind. [ will do that too.”

“I want to come visit you there and ask you about Hojo-san.”

“No, no, no,” she said adamantly. “No mocre English. [ will leave
my poor English behind me.”

“Then I will speak in my poor Japanese,” I said, in my poor
Japanese.

“Okay, please come visit then. But keep your voice small when you
do. Your voice is too big.”

“QOkay,” [ said in a tiny voice and passed her at the door, assuring
her as she instinctively cringed that { wasn't going to hug her.

“Remember,” she said, “tell many funny stories.” Then, “Why
would anyone not want you to do a book on Hojo-san?”

“Various reasons. You know he didn’t want anything like that. It
would be impossible not to misrepresent him. And you know what
Noiri-roshi said over twenty years ago?” Noiri-roshi was a colleague of
Suzuki’s, a strict and traditional priest, now old and revered.

"No, what did Noiri-san say?”

“That Suzuki-roshi was one of the greatest [apanese of this century
and that no cne should write about him who doesn’t know all of his
samadhis [deep states of meditation].”

“Good!” she said clapping, with delight in her voice. “There’s your
first funny story!”
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