
I’ve been making art since I was… in kindergarten, I would say, when I would wake up earlier 

then my parents and draw them butterflies with glitter crayons. My art teacher at school always had a 

poster up on her wall that said “Summer of Art” and I never really understood it until now. Up to this 

day, I still love to draw and whatnot but up until the summer, I’ve never really had much time for it. 

When the school year ended, I finally had some time for drawing at night, when my sister and mother 

were asleep. There were nights when I’d stay up till two in the morning, sketching something on the 

computer. Even when I was in Harvard Square, I’d always bring a notebook with me that I’d draw in 

when I finish a test or worksheet early. Even if I had to take care of my sister, she sometimes wanted me 

to finger paint with her, so art during the summer worked out well. I could draw when I was at Harvard 

Square, when I was taking care of my sister, or during my free time. 

When I was at Harvard Square, I found that the things the teachers taught us were either 

repeats of things taught before, or thing that I’d already learned. Of course, I’d have to pay attention in 

class in case the teacher was asking questions, but when I finished doing worksheets or tests early, I’d 

always pull out my drawing notebook and start drawing. The teachers didn’t really care about what we 

did after we were done with what they told us to do, as long as we didn’t cheat, so drawing was okay 

with them. Since I was stuck at Harvard Square for three hours a day, I had plenty of time to draw in 

between classes and after classwork. 

If I was I home and I had to take care of my sister, I could still do art. Usually she just wants me 

to sit there and watch her play or draw something in crayon, so I could still watch her while drawing. 

Once in a while she would try to get my attention and tell me something like “Tis bear eat ‘feesh’” or “I 

‘wan’ to eat” but other than that, she rarely called upon my help. Sometimes, however, she demanded 

that I play with her. The downside of this was that I couldn’t draw while jumping on the bed or throwing 

her a ball. The only upside was that sometimes she played with crayons, scissors, and paper she had 

acquired from my mom by whining. Once she’s into her work, she’s completely dedicated to it and 

won’t say or do anything, so if I was stealthy enough, I could take a few of her crayons and paper and 

start drawing myself. 

At night, when my mother and my sister are asleep, the house is finally quiet enough to do two 

things: either draw or do homework. Since, Harvard Square gave me homework on a daily basis, you 

would think I wouldn’t have much time to draw. After a week of a homework-filled schedule, I found 

that the teachers there didn’t care if you did homework in other classes, as long as it seemed like you 

knew what they were teaching. So every day at Harvard Square, I would finish all, if not most, of my 

homework so at night I could draw as long as I wanted. Even if I had some leftover homework, I 

probably already know how to do it, so homework didn’t push into my drawing time too much during 

the summer. 

Art during the summer was available even more then the homework that I received. Whenever I 

was forced to do something, I found a loophole in it that allowed me to still push in time to draw. This 

was the one thing that actually made me happy during the summer. Now, I can look back and justly say 

that I thwarted the evil Harvard Square and my almost rabid sister into getting time to draw. Sure, I only 



my time with art was limited and cut into several small intervals of time, but I’m still happy that I was 

able to do art during the summer. 


