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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
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
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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 1 listened to the rain.
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