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Introduction

An abstract of The Sounds of Wooden San-
dals in the Lane’ Amang was the son of a
carpenter. This boy wearing wooden san-
dals and knowing nothing about motherly
love in his chidhood knew more about
love than other children of his age He
bestowed his true feelings on his class-
mate Nannan, vyet his sincere feelings
were misunderstoed and distorted by
Nannan's mother::-







g AR . BE
Lk iz o) 2 OO i WA LY ¥ CriE |
EraEme b sk A —8F
! A, B, BEDT
RIBERR u] AbfZ ., EREAE
IXER CKERIRT W A ARILT
AERT, | EIRIG RIS =
Frk, iERBEERF . —
T AN SRR R AR E
wEET ). PR, I AUEEE,
Aot £ e E”,

g, BAEHE -A-ERE
5 A

Bl BT A, —
A RHE, FIERE =4
Fo EEBATR— AL, B
HE:

& GE #F

A AARAE 73 & A BT
H L A ot w ], P A AT AR 4T
F ) A A SRR -

TRiIE A

A

| used to have a bad habit of
sleeping late. The feeling of
being half asieep and half
awake was one hundred
times sweeter than sweet
milk! However, it felt bad to
be criticized for being late for
school. How could | give it
up? Dongdong hit upon an
idea. He let me drink three
mugs of water and let my
need to go to the bathroom
force me to get up earlier. |
tried it once, only to find it
did not work, for | could not
help going back to bed. And
it was also too precarious as |
might draw a = map” on the
bed if | was not careful.

Ugh, it is really difficult to
get rid of a bed habit.

But Amang said, ~ No, it
isnt difficult at all. You have
only to write three charac-
ters. - He passed me a piece
of paper on which were
written a l[ew words:

Guarantee
I guarantee to get up before
6: 30. If later, Amang is en-
titled to stick me on the bottom
with a nail.
Guaranitor
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He narrowed his eyss,
staring mto mine, © Dare
you?”

Bitingmylips, | said, "Yes. *

At that moment , Dong-
dong was drawing a water -
color picture, and Amang
dipped cne of my fingers in
the red color and said, "Press
yourself! ”

| pressed my finger after

“ Guarantor 7, suddenly
thinking of Yang Bailao in
" The White — Haired Girl”,
and | couid not help giggling.

Without a smile, Amang
was serious. Taking out a
three inch long nail and
swaying it in a flash, " Loak,
I'm serious with this!™ he
saud.

Seizing the nail, Donggong
pretended to be a Japanese
army officer, © Be obedient
or we'll take your life! ™

This time, Amang alse
burst inte laughter.
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Early the next marning, ina
twilight sleep, | heard a peal
of thumping sound coming
nearer and nearer.

it was Amang coming. It
was the sound of his wooden
sandals walking on the stone
slates outside the wall in the
lane. At that time, few peo-
ple in our little town ware
sponge sandals or any other
kind. When it was getting
hot, many would wear
wooden sandals. But almost
no people wore wooden
sandals in April, seemingly,
except Amang and his fa-
ther. He had no mother and
his father could do carpentry
but could not make shoes.
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It was hirmn for sure. Listen,
he was singing a mountain
folk song:

Yellow and green bamboo
strips are krnitted
into a hat in the twilight.
Mizzling and drizzling,
on the hat the raindrops are
Jfalling++-

Suddenly | thought of that
shiny nail, feeling numb in
my bottomn, and | threw away
the quilt and got out of bed.
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It was drizzling outside.

A yellowish bamboo hat
popped outside the square -
holed top of the wall.

| opened the window and
cried, " Amang, come in.
The gate is not latched. ”

A hand squeezad in through
a square hole, made a ges-
ture as if to say ~ see here”,
and then withdrew. So the
bamboo hat left with the
sound of wooden sandals
dying away in the lane.

Found in the square hole
was a roast sweet potato
wrapped up i a fresh mul-
berry leaf on which a char-
acter ~ PRIZE” was stung. It
must have be stung with that
nail for sure.
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Its peel was black and
hard, but the inside was
vellow and soft when it was
opened and the steam that
came from it smelled so
good that it made my mouth
water. Taking it into my
room and putting it on the
table, | hurried out to brush
my teeth In the yard. While |
was gargling, | heard my
mother making a fuss inside
my room,  Oh, whats
this?”

| could not answer as my
mouth was full of tooth-
paste. When | returned to
my room, | found the roast
sweel potato already lying
with the garbage in the
dusthin. | clanked the gar-
gling cup loudly, ” Amang
brought that to me as a re-
ward for getting up early for
the first time. ~
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" It's not clean . You will
have a stomachache if you
eatit. Look, I've bought you
steamed buns. Eat them
while they are hot -++~

With my schoolbag on the
back, 1 made way 1o the
door. Mother ran over to
give me the buns, which |
refused to take.

At school, Amang asked

me, Nannan, was the
sweel potato stil raw?”
Hesitantly, | said, = A bit

raw. ~ Amang hit himself in
the temple with a half
clenched fist. = It's me to
blame. | was too impatient
and it was raw and not ready
toeat. | felt wretched, for
he had been wronged.
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A bad habit had to be re-
nlaced with a good one. Ev-
ery moming, | no longer
slept late. On waking up, |
expected the sound of A-
mang's wooden sandals.
The tane was narrow and
was covered with gray or
yellowish stone slates under
which was a hollow space,
used as a sewer. Walking in
wooden sandals in the tane
produced several kinds of e-
choes, each of which had its
own appeal. Amang’s wood-
en sandals were made of

cypress wood and they
sounded a bit dull. " Thump,
thump, thump:-- "the sounds

seemed to contain some
sense of irresistioility, re-
minding one of the stub-
bornness suggested by the
corners of Amang’s mouth.
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