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A Second Timetable for a Rainy Day

Under the glass on my desk there is now a timetable written in pencil, with four
characters in the upper right corner: rainy—day edition. I made it on a Wednesday
last month. That day the storm poured, my afternoon tutoring class was canceled, and
the weekend museum trip was rescheduled, and suddenly my entire day, morning to

night, stood empty.

Being empty made me uneasy instead. I sat on the sofa, picked up the remote and
put it down, watched television for twenty minutes, and felt more and more hollow, as
if stolen time refused to be accounted for. Then I stared at my school timetable for
a long while, and an idea struck me: since the day is empty, why not build one just
like it? I found a piece of stiff cardboard and drew a grid across it: from one-

thirty to two, preview next week’ s geometry, only look, do not write, circle whatever
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I cannot follow; from two—ten to two—forty, one hundred and fifty jump ropes, in the
living room, do not knock over the vase; from two—fifty to three—thirty, tidy the
bottom two shelves of the bookcase and stack the old Grade Five textbooks to give to
the little boy downstairs; from three—forty to five, read that copy of Twenty
Thousand Leagues Under the Sea I borrowed half a month ago and had reached only page
thirty; after five, free time, but before bed, write up the three circled spots in

geometry as a page of questions to take to the teacher.

When I finished I almost laughed at myself, taking classes from myself? But when
the bell rang, my own alarm, I sat down anyway. And a strange thing happened: while
previewing geometry, the very places where I normally space out in class made sense
on my own in two spots, and the three I circled grew clearer the more I looked,
because they were holes I had dug myself. When I reached jump number one hundred and
twenty, thunder cracked outside, and I finished the set anyway; landing, my chest
pounded, and I could not tell whether it was the rope or the thunder. While tidying
the shelves, a map I had drawn in Grade Three fell out of an old textbook, and I
squatted on the floor looking at it for a long time. When I read the part in Twenty
Thousand Leagues Under the Sea where the Nautilus runs out of air, the sky happened
to darken, rain hammering the window, and I barely dared breathe; thirty pages of

debt were paid off in one breath.

After dinner I wrote the three questions into a page, exactly as scheduled. The
next day at tutoring, when the teacher reached that theorem, I raised my hand and
asked. The teacher said that was a good question, and the whole class went quiet for
a moment. My deskmate nudged me with an elbow: What did you do yesterday? I said:

Yesterday the rain washed my classes away, so I drew myself a second timetable.

This rainy—day timetable taught me: wait passively for arrangements and a day is
empty; draw up your own and a day is full. And the learning you schedule yourself
sticks better than what a teacher packs in, because the holes are ones you dug, and
you fill them yourself. Ever since, whenever a plan falls through, I draw myself a
second timetable. Time on a rainy day is not stolen; it is picked up for free, and

what you pick up for free deserves the tightest accounting.
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