MWL RE T RE T

JATN N, RZGRIG TR, W RCHIAE 7 B E o Wi R ks, BRI E A 25 P A
B o BAKIT PN SE L AT, SR = i, Bt hastl 7 FHLIRBATE 5. &
FERITH 7L, foe )i AR B HRAAE B B IR AR A BT .

A EREDL, AR =N TR WoEH N, R HE, SRR R AHA S,
FABELET T . WRAKARIHERNME. Akl WnEEkE WRAFIEH S, 57
— N APamB. AN, SR AE AL A

FEASZ R, BAEE ) — FE R ORI BRI 20 B2l — 3 AL, 5 A b AR L Ay de 4l
P, W R N IR AR, TR 1. R E ORI R L A R R A
R, BEFMIIGEIT N BAH, MR BIRMGE, BERE BT AL i ok
®%.

P/ T, B BT AORLEAE R . B okoprdt,  FOPiiRlae o) REORHE LB H Y+
IRPAE T, HAORE A A, R ARG IC B AR Y S, fisg Itk I i
B RN AL . THRIEEARER, HERICEMEREM L, —fktaes L.

KA EMEAER . GRETHE, BEEETIL EtEBREEDNR S, AR DT
PEZIRRT 5, S DU+ b g i oAb H . 55 ANEIITLS, FRAE— DRI — kG F e R
Fe. =MREMEE, maa — P EE, RIS BRI R MEARET, T
WEE T, AR KA. ERSAMR, s X T, e mmkh, mEE DR
il 7 AP —— EOOBA TN, REEIWER T I KW A BRI EE kg T
NN, AEROKELE CERWAEDTT 250 XM FRAT IS R R LA 3 (1 B A R K AR 1

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

moment stayed with me longer than any praise could have.
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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. 1 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.
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