


	Every year my mom finds an activity for me to do over the summer to keep me out of the house. The summer after freshman year, she discovered a program at UC Berkeley in which high school students can go to the college to take a course taught by graduate students. Given the choice of any class offered, it was not surprising that I chose a Java programming class. As a researcher at IBM, my dad worked with computers constantly and I was given access to them at a very young age. I learned to read and spell by playing adventure games on the computer, typing in simple commands to control my mythical character such as "use magic lamp on griffin". From the moment I touched a keyboard, I was impressed with the logic of these machines - you type in an input, you get a specific output. Programming was the next step, to be able to program would give me a power over technology that others lacked. The students proved to be effective teachers as well. A burning interest coupled with abundant resources enabled me to learn quickly.


	The next summer I returned to Berkeley, but this time as a TA for both the C++ and Java programming classes. As fellow high school attendents, the students of the class were my peers, some even slightly older. However, despite the high school social heirarchy, I was respected for my ability to spread my knowledge of the subjects. Some questions asked of me were simple, while others required me to search for answers that I didn't already have. I have heard that the best way to learn information is to attempt to teach it to someone else, and first hand experience tells me this is true. During lectures or lulls in classwork I occationally had time to myself to use the computers for anything I desired. I designed and programmed small games in Java which I posted on the web for the students to play when they were done with their projects. Unlike other on-line games, I provided the code for my programs so that they could play and then see how the program functioned.


	 The graduate students teaching the class this year were the same as the year before, and I was able to get to know them on a more personal level now that we shared similar roles. They talked with me as an equal about what they were working on for the UC and what life at college was like. In between TAing the two classes, I had a sizable break in which I could wander the campus to look around and perhaps find some food for lunch. Being fairly close in age to the younger undergraduates, I could manage to pass as a college student to most people. I pretended that I was one as I explored the Berkeley campus alone, giving me a vague feeling of the experience of leaving home and going to college. It was exciting, and yet frightening at the same time.


	Today the idea still brings up similar feelings in me, but it is an experience I am ready for. 


