Honest Education
“Hey, let’s go to the art center.  I hear there is a new exhibition.  What’s more, you can get one-hour-credit by just visiting there for ten minutes!” “Really? Definitely we should go!  There are no better deals than this one.”
That was the conversation between me and my friends after class.  Rambling on our way to the art center, we felt we were so lucky that we had such a good chance.  We were told, or rather, warned at the orientation program for freshmen that before graduating, we had to accumulate one hundred hours in our NCU student learning passports.  The passport was a proof of our devotion to society, our eagerness to learn, and our willingness to appreciate arts.  Since then, we seized every opportunity to gain the precious “credits”.  And what better deal than getting one credit hour by doing nothing but walk around the room for ten minutes?
Laughing, chatting, we walked into the art center and began our tour.  We spent about a minute each in front of the first few paintings.  Before long, we started to speed up.  The paintings on the wall became sceneries flashing outside the windows of a speeding train, so fast that the passengers could hardly catch a quick glimpse of anything.  And as we had expected, we finished “appreciating” the exhibition in less than ten minutes.
In order to get our credit, we had to fill out a survey.  I answered each question with ease until one question asked which painting was my favorite and why.  Halting, I didn’t know how to answer.  Not until then did I realize I didn’t pay any attention to those paintings.  All I could recall was patterns of blurred color, and what’s worse,   I couldn’t even remember a single title.  I went back in to the exhibition room, scribbled down the first title I found, and handed in the survey.  Looking around, I found the place filled with students passing through those paintings.  Hardly could one tell whether they were browsing or appreciating.  But in my hand, I held a piece of paper, an evidence of having spent an hour appreciating arts.
On my way back to the dorm, I paused in front of the bulletin board.  There were many posters, ranging from invitation to pay a visit to the orphanage to announcements of speeches.  However different they might look, they all had one thing in common: you can gain credits by attending them.  Standing there, I was bewildered.
What did those hours and the student learning passport mean?  According to the rules, they were supposed to encourage us to do something good to contribute to the society, to urge us to gain new knowledge, and to inspire us to relish the beauty of arts.  Ideally, these are all good for us and our sincerity and genuine efforts would guarantee their success.  Nevertheless, the passport changed our intention of doing those good things.  The pursuit of more credit hours and the fear of failing to gain one hundred hours before graduation drove out our sincerity and honest efforts.  Instead, they created a new sense of devotion.  While paying a visit to the orphanage, or picking up trash in the mountains, what are we truly thinking: the happiness of doing good deeds or the anticipation of gaining the “reward”?
By recording our good deeds in the passport, that little booklet also transformed the sense of devotion into something visible and tangible.  It was the “proof” of devotion, learning and appreciation.  In addition, it was the “real estate,” something that enabled you to show your kindness.  Furthermore, it was a record of benevolence.  But wasn’t virtue supposed to be based on what one does?  In the passport, kindness was measured by the number of hours marked.  A person’s benevolence depended on the length of time he spent on doing good deeds.  The more hours one got, the kinder a person he was regarded.  The passport was “Virtue 101” and the benchmark of one’s virtue.  To be a kind person, you had to get at least one hundred hours in your passport.  But I had always thought a person’s kindness lied in the meaning and intention of his actions.  
Of course the passport was also the trademark of a prestigious university.   As students desperately tried to gain enough hours in the thin pamphlet, it was the administrators that felt proud.  Being a prestigious university was not enough; the administrators needed some evidence of progress to show the public.  Then people can see that the students graduating from here can not only perform well on studies but have spent one hundred hours doing good deeds.  For the administrators who came up with the idea of a passport, we were considered a fragile generation and were thought to be not thankful enough, not durable enough.  Accordingly, we needed something to demonstrate our virtue.  However, how can we see and prove virtue?  What exactly was the NCU student learning passport?

“We’re going to pay a visit to the elders.  Will you come?  You can get hours from it!” said my classmate with the flysheet in her hand.  It was a few days after the exhibition.  Hesitating, I wondered whether I was doing this out of true kindness or something else.  Without the passport, what was left in my good deeds?
