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那场雨让我慢下来的下午

周六下午，天忽然暗下来，雨点砸在窗玻璃上。妈妈去超市买菜，屋里只剩墙上的滴答声和

雨声。我本来打算两小时赶完作业再打游戏，结果雷声一响，路由器断了，手机也没有信号。我

在客厅转了几圈，最后从书架上抽出那本在图书馆借来、半个月没翻开的书。

起初只是翻着玩，看到第三页却入了迷。雨一直下，我一直读，等屋里光线暗下来再抬头，

半本书已经看完了。我很久没有这样没人催、自己读进去过。妈妈回来看见我借着灯看书，愣了

一下，什么也没说。那一下愣，比夸我一句还让我记得久。

在那之前，我的学习一直是赶出来的：课间十分钟要刷一遍手机，写作业时想着晚上的短视

频，背单词时眼睛在书上，脑子早就跑了。我一直以为同时干两件事是高效，那个下雨的下午才

让我发现，我丢掉的其实是沉下去的本事。一件事从头到尾做完，收获比一整天手忙脚乱加起来

还多。

雨渐渐小了，窗上还有水痕在往下滑。我拿出一张新纸，重新规划学习：每天晚上留出四十

分钟不看手机，只用来读书和整理错题；周末先把要做的东西列成单子，做完一项划掉一项；睡

前把当天内容过一遍。计划写得不漂亮，但我把它贴在书桌角上，一抬头就能看见。

头一个星期最难熬。写到一半手就痒，总想去摸手机，我就学书里看到的样子，在纸上记下

此刻想干的事，等那四十分钟结束再去处理。第二个星期开始，我能一口气把一张卷子做完再对

答案。三个星期过去，成绩没有一下子蹿上去，我却能清楚感觉到不一样：做题坐得住了，背书

记得牢了，也不再觉得一天白过。上周又一个雨天，路由器又断了，我一点也没慌，径直去书架

抽了本书——上次那个下午，我已经记起来了。那场大雨没有教我任何知识，它只是逼我安静了

一个下午，让我发现自己原来也能沉下去。这大概是我在那个雨天里捡到的最值钱的东西。

The Afternoon the Rain Slowed Me Down

On Saturday afternoon the sky suddenly went dark, and raindrops hammered the

window glass. Mom went to the supermarket, and the house was left with nothing but

the ticking of the wall clock and the sound of rain. I had planned to rush through my

homework in two hours and then play video games, but a clap of thunder knocked out

the router, and my phone lost its signal too. I paced around the living room a few

times, then pulled from the shelf the library book I had borrowed half a month ago

and never opened.

At first I was just leafing through it, but by the third page I was hooked. The

rain kept falling and I kept reading, and when the light in the room dimmed and I

looked up, I had finished nearly half the book. It had been a long time since I had

read like that on my own, with no one pushing me. When Mom came home and saw me

reading under the lamp, she froze for a moment and said nothing. That single frozen
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moment stayed with me longer than any praise could have.

Before that, my studying had always been a race: ten minutes between classes

spent scrolling my phone, homework done while my mind drifted to that night's short

videos, vocabulary memorized with my eyes on the page but my head far away. I had

always believed doing two things at once was efficiency. That rainy afternoon showed

me what I had really lost was the ability to sink into one thing. Finishing a single

task from start to finish taught me more than a whole frantic day combined.

The rain softened, and streaks of water still slid down the window. I took out a

fresh sheet of paper and replanned my studies: every evening, forty minutes with no

phone, spent only on reading and sorting out my mistakes; on weekends, first write

out a list and cross off each item as it is done; before bed, run through the day's

material once. The plan was not beautifully written, but I taped it to the corner of

my desk where I could see it whenever I looked up.

Three weeks have passed. My grades have not jumped overnight, but I can clearly

feel the difference: I can sit still through problems, I remember what I memorize,

and I no longer feel a day has been wasted. The first week was the hardest. Halfway

through my work my hands itched for the phone, so I wrote down each urge on paper and

dealt with it only after the forty minutes were up. By the second week I could finish

a whole test paper before checking answers. Last week it rained again, the router

went out again, and I did not panic at all - I walked straight to the bookshelf and

pulled out a book. I already remembered that afternoon from before. That downpour

taught me no knowledge. It simply forced me into one quiet afternoon, and let me

discover that I, too, can go deep. That is probably the most valuable thing I picked

up on that rainy day.

雨天里重写的清单

贴在书桌角上的那张清单，边角有一圈淡淡的水渍。每次看到它，我都会想起那个下雨的午

后。

那是个星期三，雨从上午第二节课下起。午饭铃一响，带伞的人呼啦啦冲向操场，我因为没

带伞走不了，一个人留在教室里。教室里安静得反常，雨点顺着窗户往下爬，雨声把街上的喧闹

全捂住了。我掏出一直拖着没写的数学，就在那份安静里，第一次把大题一口气做完没有抬头，

连最后那道几何题也做了出来。做完我把笔放下，听见雨声，才发现自己出了一层薄汗。

从那以后我开始喜欢雨天。别人嫌它麻烦，我知道一下雨，世界就替我放慢了速度。放学路

上听得见自己的脚步声，回家翻开书，一个字也不会跳走。雨天读书和平时不一样，雨声像一层

幕布，雨越大，心越稳，连以前读两页就放下的书也能接着往下读。同桌问我为什么一到下雨天
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写作业特别快，我想了半天，只说了一句：因为雨把别的声音都挡在外面了。

也是那天我发现，自己原来的学习计划形同虚设：计划上写着各科复习，可我一次也没照着

做过。那个午后，我从文具盒里翻出一张空白纸重写：每天数学计算三道，英语朗读一篇，睡前

自由阅读二十分钟，每一项都标上时间，做完就在后面打勾。清单写到最后一行时雨停了，可那

份安静没有停。这份在雨天重写的清单，我一直用到了现在。

雨会停，可那个午后留下的安静一直陪着我。上个月有个大晴天，我在家吵得坐不住，索性

拉开窗帘坐着，心里默数窗外的鸟叫，数到二十几只的时候，我又回到了那种状态。如今不管有

没有雨，只要坐到书桌前，我就能把那种专注的感觉找回来。这是雨天送给我的本事，它比一时

的热情靠得住。

The List I Rewrote on a Rainy Day

The list taped to the corner of my desk has a faint ring of water stain along its

edge. Every time I see it, I am back on that rainy afternoon.

It was a Wednesday, and the rain began during the second morning class. When the

lunch bell rang, everyone with an umbrella rushed out toward the playground. I had

forgotten mine, so I stayed behind alone in the classroom. The room was strangely

quiet: raindrops crawled down the window, and the sound of rain muffled all the noise

from the street. I took out the math homework I had been putting off, and in that

stillness I finished the long problems in one sitting without once looking up. I even

solved the final geometry question. When I set my pen down and heard the rain, I

noticed a thin film of sweat on my hands.

After that day I began to like rainy weather. Others find it a nuisance. I know

that once it rains, the world slows down for me. On the walk home I can hear my own

footsteps; at home I open a book and not one character slips away. Reading on a rainy

day is different from any other day: the rain hangs like a curtain, and the heavier

it falls, the steadier my heart gets. Even books I used to give up on after two pages

keep pulling me forward. My deskmate once asked why I finish homework so fast on

rainy days. I thought for a long time and could only say one thing: because the rain

keeps every other sound outside.

That same afternoon I realized my old study plan was a decoration: it said review

every subject, yet I had never once followed it. I fished a blank sheet out of my

pencil case and rewrote it: three math calculations every day, one English passage

read aloud, twenty minutes of free reading before bed, each item marked with a time,

each checked off when done. The last line was finished just as the rain stopped, but

the quiet did not stop with it. I have used that rainy-day list ever since.
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The rain always stops, but the quiet that afternoon left behind has stayed with

me. Last month, on a blazing sunny day, I could not settle at home, so I threw open

the curtains, sat down, and silently counted the birds outside the window. By the

time I reached twenty-something, I was back in that state. Now rain or no rain, the

moment I sit down at my desk, I can call back that feeling of focus. That is the gift

the rain gave me, and it is more dependable than any burst of enthusiasm.

雨夜点醒我的一课

期中成绩出来，数学又退步了。妈妈没有骂我，只说了一句：你坐在桌前的样子，像是在做

样子。那天夜里下起了雨，我在床上翻来覆去睡不着，干脆爬起来坐到窗边。

雨落在院子里的桂花树上，落在不同的地方声音不一样：落在叶子上是沙沙的，落在水泥地

上是啪啪的，落进桶里是咚咚的。我数着数着就想：我到底有没有认真学过？每天晚上我在书桌

前一坐两小时，可一会儿转笔，一会儿发呆，还半戴着耳机听歌。两小时里真正动脑的时间，加

起来可能不到三十分钟。妈妈那句做样子，说得一点不冤。我一直以为学习拼的是时长，那个雨

夜把这句话推翻了。

第二天是周末，雨一直下。我没有出门，把拖了很久的小说读完了，又把数学三章的错题从

头整理了一遍，错在哪一步都用红笔标出来。那个安静的午后，我做的事情比一整周做样子加起

来还多。合上本子的时候雨还在下，我心里却是轻的，有一种很久没有的踏实。

我改了计划：不再熬时间，改成每次四十五分钟的高专注，到点就休息，起来喝水、看窗外；每

周日下午整理一周的错题，能给别人讲清楚才算过关。新计划跑了三个星期，分数还没看到变化，

但我已经能把以前两分钟就放弃的题，安安稳稳地做到底。前天晚饭，我给爸爸讲那道二次函数

的错题，讲到他听懂为止。爸爸放下筷子说：你以前可从来讲不明白这些。我嘴上没说，心里想

起了那个坐在窗边听雨的夜里。

现在下雨我不再嫌烦。那个夜晚的大雨把我点醒了：我缺的从来不是时间，是沉下心把一件

事做透。这一课不在课堂上，它在一扇听雨的窗户旁边。

The Lesson a Rainy Night Woke Me Up To

The midterm results came out, and my math had slipped again. Mom did not scold

me. She only said one thing: the way you sit at your desk looks like a performance.

That night it began to rain, and I tossed in bed until I gave up on sleep, got up,

and sat by the window.

The rain landed on the osmanthus tree in the yard, and it sounded different
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wherever it fell: a soft hush on the leaves, sharp taps on the concrete, hollow drums

inside the bucket. Counting the sounds, I caught myself wondering: have I ever really

studied? Every night I sit at my desk for two hours, but I spin my pencil, drift off,

or half-listen to music. The time I actually spend thinking in those two hours

probably adds up to less than thirty minutes. Mom's remark about the performance was

not unfair at all. I had always believed studying was a contest of hours. That rainy

night overturned the idea.

The next day was the weekend, and the rain did not stop. I stayed in. I finished

the novel I had been dragging along, then went through three chapters of math

mistakes from the beginning, marking each wrong step in red. In that quiet afternoon

I accomplished more than a whole week of pretending ever added up to. When I closed

my notebook, the rain was still falling, but something inside me felt light, settled

in a way I had not felt for a long time.

I changed my plan: no more counting hours. Instead, forty-five minutes of full

focus at a stretch, then a real break, standing up to drink water or look out the

window; every Sunday afternoon I sort the week's mistakes, and an item only counts

once I can explain it to someone else. The new plan has run for three weeks. My

scores have not changed yet, but I can now sit calmly through problems I used to

abandon after two minutes.

When it rains now, I no longer find it a bother. That night's downpour woke me

up: what I never lacked was time. What I lacked was the depth to take one thing all

the way through. This lesson did not come from a classroom. It came from beside a

window where I listened to the rain.


