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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, 1

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
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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.

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.
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