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			I dedicate this book with admiration, love, and respect to my teacher, Gyumed Khensur Rinpoche Lobsang Jampa.

			When China forcefully invaded Rinpoche’s home country of Tibet in 1959, he traveled on foot over the Himalayas into India where he and thousands of other Tibetan refugees have lived in exile. 

			Never giving rise to anger, even in the face of extreme aggression and cruelty, Rinpoche maintains perfect compassion for those who suffer from violence inflicted by others and those who use violence to harm others.

			For nearly six years I have studied with Rinpoche. I continue to marvel at the sheer beauty of a teacher who consistently reflects a lifetime of dedicated study and whose life is a demonstration of mastery of the dharma practice. Remaining steady in his patience, he is tireless in his efforts to promote harmony in the world through his teaching. Rinpoche is indeed a rare and precious gem.

		

	
		
			Introduction

			A Guide to the Bodhisattva’s Way of Life (Bodhichayavatara) was first taught by Master Shantideva in India during the eighth century. He was born a prince, but chose the life of a monk and studied at Nalanda University. While at Nalanda, Master Shantideva appeared to do nothing but sleep, eat, and other necessary functions of the body and was perceived by the other monks to be an embarrassment to their prestigious university. The monks resented him for his laziness, and since there were rules that prevented them from having him expelled, they designed a plan they believed would be a perfect way to shame him into voluntarily leaving Nalanda. The plan included ordering him to give a public teaching. They thought that certainly he would realize that since he knew nothing and had nothing of value to teach, he would run away to avoid humiliation.

			In the center of a field, they prepared a very high throne for him to teach from and invited people from all the surrounding areas to attend. To increase the challenge, they asked him to teach something that had never been taught before. Determined to leave no stone unturned in their effort to humiliate him, they had built the throne with no stairs by which to reach its seat. When Shantideva approached the throne, he placed his hand on its side and was immediately transported to the seat of the throne. Then, Shantideva proceeded to speak eloquently and spontaneously, reciting the Bodhichayavatara, which is now one of the most renowned texts in Buddhism. To the astonishment of those in attendance, the profound teaching flowed from Shantideva in the form of song-like poetry. It has been said that when Master Shantideva reached the final chapter on the Perfection of Wisdom, that his body raised higher and higher from the seat of the throne until he eventually disappeared from sight. His teaching continued but was only heard by those who having attained higher realizations in their own minds had the ability to hear.

			A Guide to the Bodhisattva’s Way of Life has provided students of the Buddhist Dharma from that day forward with a clear and wisdom filled path on how to practice what is commonly known as the Six Paramitas, or the Six Perfections. The Six Perfections provide the necessary guidance on how a Bodhisattva, motivated by compassion and the intention to benefit all beings, must perfect his or her mind on the path to enlightenment. For ordinary people like most of us, the verses provide the perfect guidance to live happy and meaningful lives.

			How Patience Works is based on the third perfection of Master Shantideva’s Guide to the Bodhhisattva’s Way of Life, the Perfection of Patience. There are three types of Patience: Patience with those who harm you; Patience with your own suffering; and Patience with your spiritual practice. Focusing the mind through contemplation of the teaching, and meditation to keep a peaceful mind, the practice of Patience is the antidote to anger. Through this practice one comes to understand that there is no true enemy other than ignorance, the root cause of anger. Cultivating wisdom (understanding the true nature of how things exist) facilitates the most powerful antidote to anger by destroying ignorance at its root. 

			The challenging circumstances we meet in daily life provide the perfect opportunity to apply this practice. As our understanding deepens and our practice strengthens we experience its peaceful result. We begin to see that regardless of faith or tradition, true peace is not naïve optimism but an achievable reality that begins with a wise and compassionate mind.

			I have written this book with a heart-filled wish for peace in the world and with the highest respect and gratitude for the generations of teachers who have made great sacrifices in their own lives to preserve the teachings. 

		

	
		
			Suppose someone should awaken from a dream
In which they experienced
one hundred years of happiness,
And suppose another should awaken from a dream
In which they experienced
just one moment of happiness;

			For both of these people who have awoken,
That happiness will never return.
Similarly, whether my life has been long or short,
At the time of death it will be finished like this.
VI. 57, 58
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			It was the month of May when the New England landscape was drenched in every shade of green a color wheel can spin. The morning sun rose a little hotter in a golden sky, and winter was a memory washed away by warm, humid breezes that spread dogwood blossoms instead of snowflakes.

			Troy worked fast, clearing tables to keep up with customers coming through the wooden screen door that creaked when it opened and snapped when it sprang shut. The windows were raised and ceiling fans whirred, mixing scents of bacon, maple syrup, and coffee with the lilacs that were in full bloom outside the diner. It was the busiest time of morning when voices competing to be heard grew loud. 

			Working with Maggie was the best part of Troy’s job. Even though it had been only six months, Troy felt as if they had known each other forever. Her smile and the sound of her voice still hadn’t lost their power to beat a new rhythm into his heart.

			“Mrs. Sternau wants more coffee, Mags,” Troy said as he squeezed between tables, carrying a tray full of dishes.

			It was easy to find Mrs. Sternau. She sat at the same table where she had spent every Thursday morning for years. It was the corner table next to the window where a red rose in a bud vase was perched on its sill. Wearing a shawl woven in coral and cream, and her white hair pinned into an elegant twist, Mrs. Sternau smiled as Maggie approached her table. 

			“Thank you, dear.” She sat with her hands folded in her lap, and a napkin spread neatly over her skirt while Maggie refilled her cup with steaming black coffee. “Would you please bring my check?”

			“Yes, of course,” Maggie answered. “I’ll get it for you now.”

			Mrs. Sternau sipped her coffee, watching the activity in the diner until her eyes rested on the empty chair opposite her. Placing her cup in its saucer, she closed her eyes and filled the empty chair with the image her memory preferred. In this way her husband could sit as real as life itself, wearing his herringbone blazer with the glasses case clipped into the front pocket. In her mind, she and Albert were talking quietly together over breakfast. It could have been a conversation about an exceptional student in his class or the weekend drive they would take to visit their grandchildren. 

			Not wanting to startle her, Maggie spoke softly, “Here’s your check, Mrs. Sternau. Have a nice day.”

			“Thank you…is it Molly?” she asked.

			“No,” Maggie replied with a smile. This question had become routine. “I’m Maggie.”

			“Oh yes, of course.” Mrs. Sternau laughed. “I’ll get it straight one of these days!” She opened her purse and took a ten-dollar bill from her wallet and handed it to Maggie along with the check. When she finished her coffee, she folded her napkin and dabbed the corners of her mouth. She reached for the cane that leaned against the wall beside her and stood, balancing carefully before walking steadily to the door. 

			Troy had noticed her preparing to leave and went ahead to open the door. “Goodbye, Mrs. Sternau,” he said. “Have a nice day.”

			“Thank you, Trevor.” She stopped in the doorway and looked intently at Troy. “It’s a marvelous day today; I wish you a very nice day as well.” 

			Troy accepted whatever name she came up with. Sometimes it was Timothy or Teddy, but lately it was Trevor. No matter what, she managed to find a name that began with T. He had a soft spot for Mrs. Sternau, especially since he discovered the messages she left written in beautiful script on the scallop-edged paper placemats. Typically they were thoughtful reflections or fragments from a conversation she might have had with her husband. 

			Theo the cook told Troy that before her husband died, the couple came for breakfast every Thursday morning. He died many years earlier during his sleep. At his funeral, in addition to his family, the church was filled with students, professors from the university, local friends, and old friends who had traveled north from their previous home in Maryland. There were members of clergy wearing customary black and white and Buddhist monks in maroon and yellow robes. The staff and regular customers from the diner came too. With so many people from so many walks of life, Theo said it was one of the more memorable funerals he had ever been to.

			Professor Sternau was known for his brilliant mind and for a distinctive teaching style that inspired students. Recognizing that defending their views was an effective way to keep students engaged in learning, he welcomed lively debates in his class. As far as Mrs. Sternau was concerned, he was the absolute cream of her life. After his death she grieved with stoic dignity and continued doing many of the things they had enjoyed together, Thursday mornings at the diner being one of them.
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			Troy read Mrs. Sternau’s message and then folded the paper placemat and put it in his pocket. He couldn’t simply toss her messages into the bus pans along with dirty dishes, silverware, and napkins. A library of coffee-stained placemats was filling his dresser drawer at home. When Troy first found Mrs. Sternau’s notes, he felt a touch of awkwardness as if he were eavesdropping on a private conversation. But he decided she wouldn’t have left the notes on the table if they weren’t for reading. Sometimes, when Troy longed for inspiration or wisdom, he reached into the drawer to randomly select one of her placemat messages. It didn’t seem to matter which one he opened; in each he found a strong voice of wisdom that inevitably provided just what he needed.

			Mrs. Sternau’s messages fit right in with the unusual sequence of chance meetings that had begun to reshape Troy’s world since he had come home from college. His fall semester had been a waste of drinking more than studying, and he had a string of failing grades to show for it. He returned home ashamed, unsettled, and resentful. But he learned that every now and then good luck waits like a precious dormant seed within unlucky circumstances. 

			His first good luck came through Grace, the music teacher, and then through Abe, a Vietnam veteran. Each had presented special wisdom and guidance to handle life’s rough patches with skill and compassion. Troy sensed he was on a profound journey that was unfolding with a design he was both creating and discovering. The day Maggie introduced him to Abe, the owner of her favorite second-hand shop, it became clear that she was the perfect companion for this journey. With the wisdom of hindsight, he wouldn’t have exchanged stellar grades for all he was learning, especially through getting to know Grace and Abe.

			Maggie liked to tease Troy about what she said was an obsession with Mrs. Sternau’s letters. The truth was that Maggie looked forward to reading them too. During one of the past winter’s snowstorms, Troy took a small box of her messages to Maggie’s house when he went to spend the day with her. As snow piled into drifts outside, they camped out in Maggie’s living room draped in colorful crocheted blankets on the plaid sofa she had found in Abe’s shop. Reading from folded placemats taken from the box, some of the messages prompted more conversation than others. Within them all was the essence of wisdom coupled with a deep love that had shared a lifetime, and where death seemed only another landscape Mrs. Sternau had found a way to navigate. 

			“Did she leave another note?” Maggie asked.

			“Yup, she did.” Troy was carrying a highchair to a table where a family was trying to settle a crying toddler. “I’ll show it to you after work.” 

			“Great.” Maggie looked at the line of people still waiting for tables. “It looks like that might be awhile.”

			• • •

			Even if it were the nature of the childish

		    To cause harm to other beings,

		    It would still be incorrect to be angry with them,

		    For this would be like begrudging fire for having the nature to burn.

		    And even if the fault were temporary

		    In they who are by nature reliable,

		    It would still be incorrect to be angry,

		    For this would be like begrudging space for allowing smoke to arise in it.

		    VI. 39, 40

			By the time the counters, tables, and floor had been cleaned, and the condiment jars and salt and peppershakers refilled, Maggie and Troy couldn’t wait to leave the diner behind. They walked into the afternoon sun that shined lace shadows onto the pavement where Troy’s blue truck was parked. Troy opened the doors to release the heat.

			“Let’s go over there and have lunch while the truck cools off,” he said, pointing to a rock at the edge of the parking lot. Carrying the bagged lunch Theo had given them, they walked to the wide sloping rock where specks of mica sparkled sunlight under the shade.

			Maggie opened the paper wrapping of her sandwich and spread it across her lap. “So, what pearls of wisdom did Mrs. Sternau write today?” she asked, lightly lifting the top layer of bread to check its contents. 

			“Here you go.” Troy handed the folded placemat to Maggie. He watched her eyes follow the words on the paper as she read the message and then lift to meet his own. 

			“Oh my God,” she said. “This is beautiful. I love the part about the memory of the flowers being stored in the soil.” And then she read aloud, “The garden is now in bloom, displaying the magnificence of each moment you spent tending it.” She handed the creased placemat back to Troy and sighed. “Isn’t it just so sad? She misses her husband so much.” 

			“I know,” Troy agreed. “But everyone will eventually be in the same boat if they live long enough.” Troy reread the note before folding it back into his shirt pocket. “I just hope if I make it to that point that I’ll somehow have the wisdom and courage Mrs. Sternau has.”

			“You will, Troy,” Maggie said as she watched a young mother balance a baby on her hip while keeping a tight hold on her little boy’s hand. The boy was tugging her to chase pigeons feasting on the bread Theo had tossed into the parking lot. “I have absolutely no doubt that you will.”

			“Well,” Troy said, “for now I just need to muster the courage to finish out the classes I’m taking. Even if I get my grades up, I’ve decided not to go back to school in New Hampshire.”

			“Really?”

			“Yeah, Maggie.” Troy finished the last of the chips and put the empty package into the lunch bag. “Even dealing with Maureen has had its plusses. I’m actually really loving being back here.”

			Maureen was the woman Troy’s father married after he left Troy’s mother and their family. Although his dad felt that leaving his wife didn’t equal leaving his family, Troy’s experience had been different.

			“Amazing things are happening here,” Troy said. “I know it’s still the same town I grew up in, but it’s like a new world for me.” He considered saying something more before continuing, “Mags, we both saw our parents bail on marriage, and we know better than to rely on some idea of forever and ever. But I really do love you and see no reason to go away unless you’re coming with me.”

			“I feel the same way, Troy.” It wasn’t that she felt she had to just say something nice in return; Maggie didn’t say things she didn’t mean. “I’m really happy you aren’t leaving.”

			“Me too.” Troy finished his lunch and sat quietly, gazing at the hills on the horizon while a soft breeze spun clouds into wisps.

			“Do you feel like taking a ride to the beach?” he asked.

			“Sure,” she said. “But the water’s still too cold to swim.”

			“You never know,” Troy smiled. “Let’s stop by my house to get some towels just in case.” He hesitated and then added, “On second thought, let’s not. I don’t want to hear Maureen get all crazy about bringing sand in the house when I get home.”

			Even though insights gained from Grace and Abe improved their relationship, Troy walked on eggshells around Maureen’s moods. Living with his father and Maureen was a mixed bag of easing his financial strain from college debt and tolerating Maureen’s neurotic outbursts. Grace taught him a meditation practice that focused on compassion to help bring peace to his mind. The practice also brought a softening in the dynamics between him and Maureen. It wasn’t exactly a jovial relationship, but at least it had begun to warm into something more pleasant. And since he kept a full schedule working at the diner, taking night classes, and spending time with Maggie, their paths didn’t have to cross so often.

			“If you really think you might swim, my roommates and I have beach towels at our house. Let’s stop by there on our way.”

			• • •

			Whatever befalls me,

		    I shall not disturb my mental joy;

		    For having been made unhappy, 

		  I shall not accomplish what I wish,

		  And my virtues will decline.

		  Why be unhappy about something

		  If it can be remedied?

		  And what is the use of being unhappy about something

		  If it cannot be remedied?

		  VI. 9, 10

			They tossed an old comforter into the back of Troy’s truck and filled a cooler with water, nectarines, and a bag of popcorn. Having traded their sneakers for flip-flops and their jeans for shorts, they drove with the windows down, following the road that wound through long stretches of woods and passed between two lakes. Fishermen stood in isolated distance from one another, patiently casting their lines into the water.

			Maggie turned to watch them fish as they drove past the lakes. “I’d never want to put a worm on a hook or even catch a fish, but there’s something about fishing that looks really appealing,” she said. “I mean, it’s like you can feel purposeful even if all you’re doing is enjoying a nice day and a pretty view.”

			“Maggie,” Troy said, “if you don’t want to bait a hook or catch a fish, then you don’t just hang out with an empty line dangling in the water—there’s no purpose in that!”

			“Well, I know,” she agreed. “But so what?” 

			“Okay,” he said, “when we get to the beach, I’ll find you a stick and a string, and you can pretend you’re fishing so you don’t feel like you’re wasting time doing nothing.”

			Maggie ignored his remark and moved on to see what CDs Troy had in the glove box. Sifting through a short stack of plastic cases, she settled on The Grateful Dead, loaded the CD into the player, and turned up the volume.

			• • •

			Troy believed that there are certain ingredients that make for a perfect day, and they were all present in that moment: blue skies, beautiful scenery, Maggie sitting next to him, and some of his favorite music. Life was good, and he was happy.

			When Troy first came home from New Hampshire, he never anticipated a day this joyful could be six months in his future. He didn’t imagine that caring and wise people such as Grace or Abe existed. And he certainly didn’t expect a twenty-five-hundred-year-old lineage of Buddhist wisdom to change the way he experienced his own life. 

			Grace taught him about karma and the importance of motivation and intention. She taught him that compassion isn’t only for your favorite people
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My Darling,

Yesterday evening from owr seat
intheporch I searched the garden
for fireflies but alay it iy too-early for
their debut.

How pleased yow would be thig
morning to-see owr garden teeming
with honeybees working steadfustly so-

The neighbor’s cat came stalking
something that caught ity eye: The
poor thing lost ity prey so-proceeded to-
rest inthe grass where the clover and
buttercups grow. Here, I thought, is
peace. Great peace:

Loving yow always;

e Esther
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Dearest,

This morning’s lilacs fill the
air with sweet perfume; but their
blossoms will soon fade into- memory
stored inthe soil; feeding the rooty
for futuwre blossoms. I hold the
memory of yow softly and tenderly,
like the soil holds the delicate petaly
of the lilacs: By the way, the garden
magnificence of each moment yow

spent tending it.
Adoringly,
.9? Esther
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My Darling Albert,

There iy so- much to-delight inthiy
morning I can barely contain myself,
but why ever would I want to? There
i wnsurpassed beauty inthe garden
as it pulsesy with ity gentle power ands
i absolutely radiant in ity peace. Our
young mawn hay taken the pot where
it is being put to- ity intended use: We
knew the time would come darling.
Yes, we knew the time would come:
And so- it has, and so- it is.

Loving yow always;

R4 Esther
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My Darling,

This morning a strong wind
stirred the branches by owr bedroom
window. Sometimes the wind movey
through the forest as o gentle song
in ity leawves, and sometimey as v
violent and destructive storm. So-it
& with the mind. It can move us to-
be o gentle and loving presence ov
aforce of violence and destruction.
May all understand thiy simple truth
and take great care to-generate only
peace.

Always grateful for your wise,
gentle, and loving presence; I o
missing yow now.

Love Always;

R4 Esther
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Deawest,

The paperboy delivered this
morning’s news. It was another
onslaught of fear and hatred. How I
wish yow were here; teaching studenty
that there iy no-wisdom in anger or
true benefit inv ity result: Ay yow ands
I leawrned all those years ago; anger
mevely reveals the great need for
loving kindness and patience:.

Adoringl,
.9? Esther





