
My mother enrolled me into a summer school institution called “Harvard Square.” Other 

summer school institutions actually aren’t so bad, since I’ve actually been to a few others, but Harvard 

Square is like the Darth Vader of summer schools. I doubt it’s completely developed yet because there 

are a lot of aspects about it that are just don’t fit together too well. The ones I can count off from the 

top of my head are that Harvard Square lasts three hours every day except Friday, we got more than too 

much homework every day, and yet there were people I knew that also went there. 

At first I thought it wouldn’t be that bad, because going somewhere for one or two hours every 

other day doesn’t really bother me. But the part that my mother left out was that the class was every 

day except Friday, and that it lasted three hours. They needed one and a half hours to teach each 

subject and yet we only got through about a third of the workbooks, which already had instructions. It’s 

not that I want to more work, but if we’re only going to do a third of each book, it would only take me 

three days’ time to finish it. I would much rather spend one hour each day actually getting my 

workbooks done rather than sit in a class and listen to the teacher drone on and on about the same 

thing but in different words. But the worse part didn’t stop there. 

What was worse about the summer school was that we got mile high homework every day, 

including the weekends. And when I say “every day” that includes Friday, Saturday, and Sunday, when I 

don’t have classes. So in a way, the teachers always made sure they shot something at us to keep us 

busy until they meet us again. This, added to the homework from my other tutors, was almost worse 

than the homework I had during the school year. The only thing separating the summer school and 

regular school were the two facts that one school took place during the summer, and that regular school 

homework sometimes involves a fun project. 

The only good side, however, was that there were a few people I recognized and the teachers 

were real good about trying to make class entertaining. I had three teachers that tried to motivate us to 

do classwork, but all in different ways. One of them bribed us with candy, the second promised 

vocabulary games, and the third said the faster we get the classwork done, the more time we can sit in 

our seats, idling. Near the end of the summer school, both the homework and the classwork loosened 

up. By the last week, we spent almost the entire class drawing on the whiteboards or starting strange 

conversations. 

Harvard Square was just like regular school, but planted during the summer. I still had a lot of 

fun during the classes, but when I got home, the homework attacked me like a pack of wild wolves. But 

now I’m sure that no matter what, I’m not going back to Harvard Square. It’s less efficient then studying 

a textbook and it wastes too much time. 


