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The One That Made a Difference
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By Jasmine Lin, IGDVS Alumna, Class of 2014,

A former student of Dharma Master Heng Bin 2006-2008
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A good teacher might not determine your future, but he
or she can change you in a way that will influence you for
the rest of your life. I still remember the first time I met
her; it was fourteen years ago. For me, Dharma Master
Heng Bin was not only my first teacher in the United
States, who brought me out of the maze of English, but
also the one who changed my perspective of Buddhism
and Dharma Masters.

The first day at CTTB, I stepped into the classroom
with curiosity and anxiety. Being surrounded by
unfamiliar faces, I felt most foreign as words that I
could not understand passed by my ears. Overwhelmed
with fear, I took a step back, as if I could just step
back to Taiwan, but Dharma Master Heng Bin’s hand
brought me back into reality. She was the first person
who smiled at me. “Hello,” she said, “......” Hello was

the only English word I understood, as the rest of her
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words became noises that I could not comprehend,
relentlessly attacking my bewildered mind. I was lost...

Ever since growing up in Taiwan, I have always
despised English. Out of a classroom of forty students,
My English grade was always the lowest. I never wanted
to return to America, the foreign land where [ was born,
until one year, my family decided to bring my sister
back to the United States to continue her education, so
I followed her footsteps without hesitation. I had never
imagined myself immersed in an English speaking
academic environment, nor studying at a Buddhist
school, or even having a Dharma Master as my teacher.

Dharma Master Heng Bin was a strict teacher and
Dharma Master. In the classroom, she would discipline
the students with a set of rules; during lunch time, no
giggles or chatters were allowed under her watch. As a
rebellious youngster, I refused to adhere to her rules.
Back then, not only did I hate English, I resented the
school even more. I could not fathom why I had to
have a bald, American Dharma Master as my teacher.
My attitude, toward her was immature, and I would
always talk back and ignore her. But the truth is, I was
just afraid, afraid of hearing languages that I could
not speak, afraid of other people talking behind my
back, afraid of being alone in a classroom. I was afraid
of every minute that passed by in the eight hours at
school. I felt like a deaf and a mute person. No one
understood how I felt, and no one tried to understand,
except for Dharma Master Heng Bin. She seemed
to have figured out my struggles, and always tried to
patiently communicate with me. She would arrange
time for me after school to help with my homework,
and extra hours to tutor me in English. I knew she
was busy, but I refused to attend any of the tutoring
sessions. I was blinded by arrogance, until one day, I
was overcome by curiosity, and able to see the kindness
behind her tough shell.

It was a blistering Saturday afternoon, near 110
degrees Faherinheit. I became bored staying in the
dorm without much to do, so I went for a walk. As [
walked the campus, the sun was shining brightly and
made me squint. Through the corner of my eyes, I saw

the classroom on the second floor of the elementary
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school building. I noticed that it
was already past the time for the
scheduled tutoring session she
® had arranged or me. Wondering
if anyone would be there, I
walked into the building and up
the stairs. The door was open, but
i the silent hallway made it seem
as if there was no one else there.
I slowly pecked into the silent
_ classroom, and saw all of the
materials neatly prepared on my
desk. There she was, sitting next
to the desk, just waiting. I could
not remember how many times I
skipped this assigned tutoring. Every single time after I was
absent, Dharma Master Heng Bin would just remind me to
not forget, yet I would continue to purposely “forget” to come.
That was the moment. That was the moment that changed me.
I felt my heart beating faster, and my vision of her wrinkles
was blurred by tears escaping my eyes. I felt ashamed of my
childishness.

From then on, I started to accept English and studied
harder. I began to live a new life. I used to think that Dharma
Masters only meditate and recite sutras, but now I have come
to realize and appreciate their kindness and love. If you were to
tell me fourteen years ago that I would be using English with
my friends in my daily life, I would never have believed you.
Yet here I am today, thanks to Dharma Master Heng Bin, who
dedicated her time and energy to teach a rebellious, disrespectful
student. She saw through the silent cries, and stepped in to
make a difference in her students. Dharma Master Heng Bin
made me realize that somebody cared, somebody believed in
me, and somebody saw the potential in me. It was Dharma
Master Heng Bin’s faith in me that allowed me to be the person
I am today. Her patience, resilience, and tolerance planted the
seeds of growth in each of her students’ hearts. It is for her
guidance that I am forever grateful. It taught me through hard
work you can change yourself, and through kindness you can
make a difference in others. She led me away from a wrong
path, so I was able to walk in great strides toward my future.

For that, I want to say thank you, Dharma Master Heng

Bin, you made a difference. #
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