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The Saturday Confiscated by Rain

That Saturday morning, I was woken by the sound of rain. The first thing I did
upon opening my eyes was to rush to the window, and my heart sank straight to the
bottom: the rain hung like a curtain below the building, and the concrete was all
white. But Zhang Yang and I had agreed to play ball at the compound court at nine; 1
had practiced the three—-step layup for two weeks and was waiting to use it today.
Worse, I had also planned to finish the last page of the math workbook in the morning

and go to his house in the afternoon to check answers together.

I called Zhang Yang. It was raining on his side too, and the two of us sighed
into the receiver. After hanging up, I paced three laps around the room, flung my
schoolbag onto the sofa, and felt the whole week of waiting had been wasted. My

mother called me to breakfast from the kitchen, her voice as ordinary as if it were
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not raining: So the ball is off, does life end too? Go list everything you have been

putting off this week, and cross off each item as you finish it.

My mouth grumbled, but my hands were honest. I tore off half a sheet of calendar
paper and lay on the coffee table writing: one, finish memorizing Unit Three of
English vocabulary; two, the last page of the math workbook:; three, the bicycle chain
has been off for two weeks, reattach it following a video; four, explain that catch-
up problem to Zhang Yang, since he said last week he did not understand it; five,
water and repot the pothos on the balcony. When I finished I counted: five items, all
things long overdue. The rain took the court away, but it pushed these things right

in front of me.

In the morning I memorized words. Halfway through I heard the rain lighten, and
my heart itched to go out, but my hand crossed off the first item first. The sound of
the pen crossing the line was deeply satisfying. Around noon I fixed the bicycle. The
chain was jammed on the gears; I squatted in the stairwell following a phone video
for forty minutes, my hands covered in black grease, and when the wheel finally spun
after reassembly, I nearly shouted in the stairwell. In the afternoon I explained the
problem to Zhang Yang over the phone for twenty minutes, and suddenly he said on the

other end: Got it, got it. That felt better than scoring a perfect mark myself.

By evening the rain stopped, and a golden crack split open at the edge of the
sky. I stood on the balcony watching the puddles on the court below reflect the
light. No ball game, after all. Yet all five lines on the calendar paper were
crossed, and the last page of the workbook was filled. That night I thought for a
long time: I had assumed that a disrupted plan meant the day was over; instead the

day not only survived, it accomplished a pile of things I had been putting off.

This Saturday confiscated by rain taught me one thing: a schedule can manage
sunny days but not the weather. When the weather changes, it does not matter; list
what can still be done and cross them off one by one, and a rainy day is still yours.
Now a stack of calendar paper sits in my drawer year-round. Rain or no rain, I make
the list.
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