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Method 

 

Ordinary reality 
is so extraordinarily simple 
that it requires 
elaborate instructions, ceremonies and representations 
in order to disrupt 
our persistent primitive belief 
in duality. 
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Fifty Years 

In some ways 
fifty years seems like a long time. 
It’s more than half of most people’s life span. 
From an historical point of view, It’s half a century. 
A lot of history can happen in fifty years. 
Fifty years is two tenths of one percent 
of the twenty-six hundred year history 
of Buddhism. 
From a geological point of view, 
fifty years is a blink of an eye. 
From an astronomical point of view 
fifty years is so infinitesimally short 
as to have no meaning at all. 
 
In my life, at age 80, 
the past fifty years make up  
sixty-two percent of my life, so far. 
In the life of the 
Shambhala Buddhist Lineage of Sakyongs 
fifty years is almost the entire history 
of the lineage in the west. 
And for some of us, 
fifty years is how long we have 
been part of that lineage. 
 
So, it seems appropriate to ask 
whether these past fifty years 
are a long time, 
or whether they are only  
a short beginning phase 
in what will become a much longer history 
of teachings, teachers and practitioners 
dedicated to practicing and propagating 
the wisdom that arrived in the West 
embodied in a small Tibetan man 
with the formal name of 
Chogyam Trungpa Rinpoche, 
the first Sakyong. 
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2am 
 
He writes 
the same poem 
again and again. 
 
Each time 
he jots down 
the thoughts and images 
as they arise, 
one after another. 
 
Sometimes 
they have a playful bounce. 
Sometimes 
they are stone serious. 
Sometimes 
they are logical. 
Often they seem to wander 
aimlessly, 
 
Nonetheless, 
he preserves each poem 
in an electronic library 
and sometimes 
as an old fashion book, 
In either case 
with the vague sense 
that someone else 
might benefit 
in some unknowable way 
from reading them. 
 
Yet, when sleep 
won’t come 
it is he who reads 
the same poem 
again and again. 
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Jewbu 

It’s always fun 
to talk with a fellow Jewbu 
(a Jew who has become deeply engaged 
in Buddhism). 
I don’t know the actual statistics 
but it seems there are a disproportionate 
number of people who were brought up as Jews 
among the North Americans 
who have, over the past fifty years, 
become serious students of Buddhism. 
 
My ancestors are all Jews 
but not all Jews are religious. 
My dad was raised to be proud of being Jewish 
but to consider all religions 
as being “the opiate of the masses”, 
diverting people from addressing 
the evils of the dominant political-economic system. 
He passed that critical view on to me. 
 
So, at age 31, 
with a PhD in Neurophysiology, 
when friends invited me to accompany them 
to a talk by a Tibetan Buddhist teacher 
I reluctantly agreed. 
But when that small Tibetan man 
limped into the room 
(he was hemiplegic from a car accident) 
and began to speak, 
what he said, and how he said it, 
did not seem to me 
to be religion. 
It sounded more like science. 
 
That was fifty years ago. 
I have been a Jewbu 
ever since. 
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