
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? Well, one reason my summer was strange was because I had 

to babysit my sister half the summer. Half the summer was just satisfying all of my sister’s needs, 

making sure she didn’t get hurt, and cleaning up after her. 

So one reason babysitting my sister is bad is because of all her needs. If you can’t do something 

entertaining enough, so runs off and does something else. Normally, her running to do something else is 

good, but it’s not when it ends up with an even bigger mess. The thing is, if you do take care of her, 

she’ll tell you to set a blanket-tent and right after you’re done, she’ll say she wants to watch TV. When 

you’re done with the TV, she’ll say she wants something to eat. That basically how the whole schedule 

goes when you take care of her. Almost every night, it’ll take around twenty minutes to get her to the 

dinner table. After usually five minutes at the dinner table, she’ll suddenly say she needs to use the 

restroom. She especially likes doing this at restaurants, but the thing is, she actually only needs to pee 

about five percent of the time. What’s worse is there’s no way of telling if she’s lying for not, and if you 

don’t let her go when she actually has to pee, you got yourself something to explain to the restaurant 

manager. 

Another reason my sister is hard to take care of is we have make sure she doesn’t get hurt. If I’m 

not paying complete attention to her, she’ll go and do something dangerous and not even know it. 

Usually it’s crawling on top of the counter to get something, but she’s done more dangerous things. For 

example, one of her favorite things to do is jumping. When she’s watching TV, she might suddenly jump 

around on the couch for a few minutes and then start jumping on the floor. But if she’s upstairs in the 

hallway, she’ll usually start jumping by the staircase. Not like a few feet from the staircase, but more like 

millimeters from the staircase. There are other cases where she can do something dangerous even if you 

are watching her. A few times when she was watching TV and suddenly she’d reach over to the table 

beside her. Most people would think she was just getting tissue, but about thirty percent of the time, 

she goes for the hand sanitizer. Hand sanitizer seems like a pretty normal thing to reach for, but my 

sister has some unfathomable interest of eating everything she gets. So as you might be able to tell, 

eating hand sanitizer is dangerous. 

The last main part of taking care of her is so gruesome, that she doesn’t even have to be awake 

for you do need to do it. When she’s awake, she’ll go and grab a bag of cereal or crackers and start 

eating it. However, she can’t stay in one spot for more than half a second, so if you imagine your sister 

running everywhere with a big bag of cereal, you can probably also imagine a big mess. Cereal and 

crackers make up about ten percent of her messes. The other ninety percent include clothing, liquids 

(sometimes even mystery liquids), tissue, wet tissue, paper, toys, and books. My room is a perfect 

example. I try my best to keep it as clean as possible, organizing things when I can, but once in a while 

my sister comes in. And I can tell you right now that my sister is like a tornado and a loose cannon 

combined. So it usually ends up in her knocking over the cup of water, the deck of cards, the pile of 



papers, the trash cans, the backpacks, the chairs, and sometimes, though I don’t know how she does it, 

herself. The worse part would be “herself”. Once she gets angry or hurt enough, she’ll start kicking 

things over, scream, cry, and the worst part: pee where she stands. 

Babysitting my sister is the equivalent of babysitting a small Olympic-style Genghis Khan. She 

destroys most things in her way and needs other to clean it up. Either way, she’s still my sister and I 

guess I still have to treat her fairly. With luck she won’t be as destructive when she grows up, but until 

then I guess I’ll just have to keep up with her. 

The second my summer was strange is because 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. 

The only reason why my summer was awesome was because I had a lot of time to do 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. 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. 

 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. 


