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 People say that I’m a strange person that experiences strange things but to be honest, I didn’t 

really believe it until this summer. Most can rate their summers from a scale of one to ten but this would 

be like choosing between right and left for me. I guess someone can just say right over left or left over 

right but I suppose it does have separate biased reasons. I can say that my summer was good just 

because I didn’t have school. But what I’m looking for is what happened during the summer and as I 

stated before it’s been quite strange. How? My summer vacation this year was both good and bad 

because I had to babysit my sister half the summer and I had to go to summer school, yet I got a lot of 

time to work on my art. 

 One of the reasons my summer was bad I had to babysit my sister half the summer. Both my 

parents are gone most of the day, meaning my brother and I have to watch our younger sister. : 

Normally taking care of a sister wouldn’t seem so bad, but when she’s a 3 year old whose hobby is 

throwing fits, you’d probably be more than occupied all day. Once, my sister started to throw a fit 

because she was looking for my mother, who had gone to work. I didn’t want her bothering my 

grandparents, so I took her upstairs to my parent’s bedroom, where she promptly peed on the bed. 

About a few days after that, I guess she decided she didn’t like her building blocks, because she started 

them at the wall and floor. The thing is, guess who has to clean up after her? Also, almost every day, she 

goes into my room and has to turn it into an assorted array of clothes, toys, and drawing utensils. But 

the bad part of summer didn’t stop there. 

 My mother enrolled me into a summer school institution called “Harvard Square”. 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. What was worse about the summer school was that we got mile 

high homework every day, including the weekends. This, added to the homework from my other classes, 

was almost worse than the school year. 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. Near the end of 

the summer school, the homework loosened up and the classes were drawing on the whiteboards. 

Speaking of drawing, the next reason my summer was strange is about art. 

 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. 



 As I said, this summer was completely neutral. In fact, if you put this whole essay into ratio, 

you’d get 1 ½ to 1 ½, because the summer school worked both ways. I can’t rate this summer very 

accurately, but if I had to choose between good or bad, I’d choose good, thanks to some biased reasons.  

I truly have no idea what next year’s going to be like, but I doubt it’ll be as strange as this one; busy yet 

calm, fun yet boring. Nevertheless, I’ll still be looking forward to future summers as well as school years, 

regardless of what they’ll be like. 


