Practical


When I came in on the train, I was cold and shivering. Now I am hot and perspiring. My teeth where chattering, now they are clenched. My feet were frozen before, but they ache with a horrendous pain now.  In the morning my stomach was wrenching with terrible twists of uneasiness and fear, now it growls with hunger. Before, I tried to get my eyes to open and keep them that way to stay awake, but as I stand on the train with it all behind me I let them glide closed trying to steal a few moments in a world behind flesh colored curtains. Even this is not free from anguish as my lids burn the surface of my retina on their way down. 

This…is practical day. A day when a culinary student gets to produce a plate of food or a tray of treats or a loaf of bread and then get graded on it. These days represent usually about 1/4th of the course’s final grade. Some are more applied than others. Some make you rush to complete a display of six petit fours while others let you stroll casually to the fridge to grab that chicken to bone out. But either way, it is an important day that brings stress. Even more so, it is a day that requires focus. You have to stop what you are doing the night before and just sit down and plan out your day. You ask yourself, “What do I need to accomplish?” and, “How in the world do I expect to get it done?” People lose their minds on practical day. They could be the most competent person on any other day, but on these days their brain says, “Well dude, (inhales a deep drag off a doobey) I’m outta here.” It is actually quite scary when the person ends up being at you table or working with you. There is that saying, “A chain is only as strong as its weakest link,” and having that link directly affect how good or bad a grade you get is a very very unpleasant thing. 

Professors have this unique ability: on one hand to be considered the intellectual elite, the pinnacle of logical thought, and then on the other hand…to use the universe’s most inept and irrational methods of evaluation. It seems to me that when a cook works at a restaurant, that every plate, every bowl, and every entrée he produces is technically representing his skill. It is a continuous and sporadic assessment. It would only make sense to instead be rated his way at school. So why not adopt this system in education? I will tell you why, because we as a species do not like change. Since the first pioneers sat down on little wooden benches in little quaint schoolhouses in front of little dainty schoolmarms we have survived on GRADES. People raise their blood pressure over them. Use alcohol and drugs to forget them. Pay bribes and steal assignments to increase them. They have separated the jock from the nerd, the preppy from the cool. They are the bane of education. 

When people are asked why they go to school they respond so deeply inured, “To get good grades.” WRONG! Open your sleep-deprived eyes in that class and see that you are there to learn! We equate “learning” with receiving “high test scores” or whether or not a student has a decent academic history when instead we should be looking at whether or not we have changed the course of their future. Monkeys can learn to swing a bat, but can they understand that three strikes and you’re out. Understanding why we are here and why we do the things we do, that is what makes education…practical.

