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Trial of Lin-Jialig Cl&]ue‘s Begins

At 3 o'clock in the afternoon on November 20, 1980, the Pres-
ident of the Special Court under the Supreme People’s Court.!
Jiang Hua, took his place in court. Then Jiang Qing and the
nine other defendants were brought in.

The opening,_ session was devoted to reading out the in-
dictment.? Huang Huoqing, the Chief Procurator® read out the
document which was 20,000 words long.

The indictment charged that the Lin Biao and Jiang Qing
cliques acted in collusion during “the cultural revolution” in
trying to seize Party leadership and state power. They took ad-
vantage of the power they had to frame and persecute leaders
of the Party and State. They plotted together and used every
means possible to do all this. The two cliques brought untold
disaster to the country.

The indictment accused . the defendants of four major
crimes,! and it listed 48 specific charges.”

Among the charges were the following: the ten defendants
tried to overthrow the government and split the country; they
prepared for an armed rebellion; they had people injured or
murdered; they framed and persecuted people; they organized
and led counter-revolutionary cliques; they put out demagogical
propaganda for counter-revolutionary ends;® they extorted con-
fessions by torturing people; they illegally detained people.

The courtroom was packed. 880 representatives from all
walks of life had come from all over the country to attend the
trial. Many of them had themselves been framed and persecuted
by the Lin Biao and Jiang Qing cliques.

1. B ANREEESEEK, 2. indictment [in'daitmant]: #&iF.
RS % - 3-8 4. WAFER, 5. M+AKRT. 6. WINAITR&EGE
4 mzh,
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THE  CHIMNEY  SWEEP

Isaac B. Singer

There are knocks and knocks. A knock on the head is no joke. The
brain is a delicate thing, or why would the soul be lodged in the
brain?' Why not in the liver or, if you pardon me, the gut? You can
see the soul in the eyes. The eyes are little windows for the soul to
look out of.

We had a chimney sweep in town, nicknamed Black Yash.* All
chimney sweeps are black —- what else can they be? — but Yash
looked as though he had been born black. His hair was spiky and
black as pitch. His eyes were black, and his skin could never be
washed free of soot. Only his teeth were white. His father had been
the town’'s chimney sweep, and Yash inherited the job. He was already
a full-grown man, but he wasn't married and lived with his old
mother, Maciechowa.®

He came to us once a month, barefoot, and every step would
leave a black mark on the floor. My mother, may she rest in peace,'
would run to meet him and let him come no further. He was paid by
the town, but the women would hand him a groschen® or a slice of
bread after he had done his work. That was the custom. Children
were terrified of him. although he never harmed anyone. And while
he was the chimney sweep, the chimneys never caught fire. On Sun-
days, like all Gentiles. he would wash up and go to church with his

*OXEEYE - AL - ek R EE U AR UL RS IR DUR P
# b F—ILO RN AR S N LT AR R My BRI
RN & @R R <l Hy i 7 B ik RO AO SR /DB KE/ME A<
EHR 29 SICHEE (R N10) @ N EROIE N =¥/ AT S TN SEO R ISR F -3 = SR 1 A
— AN RERB A — YR s A A AN BT B A L WO B BB
BN — /AW R TN B Rk A AT 1. or why would the soul be
lodged in the brain? TARMIGE RAMI L 2E T ABZ B 5 Kk{EIAARA
FoETLkBRZH), 2. Yash [jof]: #{f, 3. Maciechowa [ima:tfa'hoval:
HiEi, 4. may she rest in peace: §ab4 BT, (F J5 KR 42 Bl M R A
BB E LW, LURE D . 5. groshen ['groufan): & % i (g % A i i 58 oo — R g
).




mother. But, washed, he seemed even blacker than before;* maybe
that's why he had never found a wife.

On Monday — [ remember it as yesterday — Feitel” the water
carrier came in and told us that Yash had fallen off Tevye Boruch's®
roof. Tevye Boruch owned a two-story house in the market square.
Everybody felt sorry for the chimney sweep. Yash had always clam-
bered over the roofs as nimbly as a cat, but if a man is fated to suffer
a misfortune, it cannot be avoided. And it had to be the tallest
building in town, too.® Feitel said that Yash had struck his head, but
had not broken any limbs. Someone had taken him home. He lived
on the outskirts of town, near the woods, in a ramshackle hut.

For a while nobody heard of Yash. But what did a chimney sweep
matter? If he could no longer work, the town would hire someone
else. Then one day Feitel came again, with two pails of water on his
yoke, and said to my mother, “Feige Braine,'” did you hear the news?
Yash the chimney sweep has turned into a mind reader.”'' My mother
laughed and spat. “What sort of a joke is that?” she asked. “It’s no
joke, Feige Braine,” he said. “It’'s no joke at all. He is lying on his
cot with a bandaged head and guessing everybody's secrets.” “Have
vou gone crazy?” my mother scolded. Soon the whole town was
talking about it. The knock on Yash's head had loosened some screw
in his brain, and he became a seer.

We had a teacher in town, Nochem Mecheles,’? and he called
Yash a diviner. Who had ever heard of such a thing? If a knock on
the head could make a man a seer, there would have been hundreds
of them in every town. But people had gone there and witnessed it
with their own eyes. A man would take a fistful of coins from his
pocket and ask, “Yash, what have I got in my hand?” And Yash
would say, “So many three-groschen coins, so many fours, sixes,

6. But, washed, he seemed even blacker than before: {B 5, bkt 2B M
PR L ER, 7. Feitel ['faitl]: &{&kEE/R, 8. Tevye Boruch ['tevje
'borah]: #kHE - B ¥, 9. And it had to be the tallest building in town,
too: MARBMNALEENRETI LBTX (BEHERBKEBT). 10. Feige
Braine [feig 'bra:ine]: 4% - Mbifk%. 11. mind reader: fEEHIABS
EHA. FXfh seer hEKE. 12. Nochem Mecheles ['noham ma-
‘helss]: #E# 8 - REBHH.

6



kopecks.”'* The coins would be counted, and everything was right to
the last groschen.'* Another man would ask, “What did I do last week
at this time in Lublin?”'® And Yash would say that he had gone to a
tavern with two other men. He described them as if they were stand-
ing before him.

When the doctor and the town authorities heard the story, they
came running. Maciechowa’s hovel'®* was tiny and so low that the
visitors’ hats touched the ceiling. They started questioning him, and he
had all the answers. The priest became alarmed; the peasants had
begun to say that Yash was a saint. A little more, and they would
have started taking him around on pilgrimages, like an icon.'” But the
doctor said he was not to be moved. Besides, no one had ever seen
Yash in church except on Sundays.

Well, there he was lying on his pallet, talking like an ordinary
fellow — eating, drinking, playing with the dog his mother kept. But
he knew everything: what people had in their breast pockets and in
their trouser pockets; where this one had hidden his money; how much
that one had squandered on drink'® the day before yesterday.

When his mother saw the rush of visitors, she began to charge an
admission price of a kopeck per head. She got it, too. The doctor
wrote a letter to Lublin. The mayor of the town sent in a — what
do you call it, now? — a report, and highly placed personages came
down from Zamosc'® and Lublin. The governor himself was said to
have sent a deputy. The mayor became frightened and ordered all the
streets cleaned up. The market-place was swept so clean that not a
stick or a straw remained on the ground. The town hall was hastily
whitewashed. And all because of whom? Yash the chimney sweep. The
house of Gitel*" the innkeeper was in an uproar — who had ever
dreamed of such important guests?

(to be continued)

13. so many fours, sixes, kopecks: AT FTRET,LELAN BT HE
M, B oA A—RLLET, 14. everything was right to the last groschen: (¥
B)—HAE, 15. Lublin ['lu:blizn]: Ak (BHEREH—RT). 16.
hovel [havl]: &/ EREGE R, 17. A little more ... like an icon: Bt A A,
MNAREEHEEZR-HHELZNLHEN. 18. how much that one had
squandered on drink: i ABBEXET AV, 19. Zamosc ['za:moftf]: L
KA (EE—HRHK). 20. Gitel [gitl]: #% /R, (2 %iER)
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Characters

HARRY ['hari]: B2

JANE [dein]: @#

AUNT MARY ['msori]: H RSB

AUNT AGATHA ['=go02]: s NiE

MAID: #%{p(&W Dora)

NEIGHBOUR: 4B

POSTMAN: @fi# R

Scene I

(Harry and-Jane are at home.' Harry is watching TV. Jane is sitting at
the table. She is writing.)

HARRY (looking at Jane): Come and watch TV, dear.

_JANE: No, [ want to finish these letters. I've written to Aunt Mary
and now I'm writing to Aunt Agatha.?

HARRY: To Aunt Mary and Aunt Agatha?

JANE: Yes, Why not? I've written to Aunt Mary and ['ve said bad
things about Aunt Agatha. Now I'm writing to Aunt Agatha and
I'm saying bad things about Aunt Mary! 1 write two letters—but 1
put the same ideas in them.® It’s easy!

HARRY: Yes, of course it's easy ... but is it a good idea?

JANE: A good idea? Of course it is! They love my letters! Look,

* R SH T 15 B0 PR AT B AT 0 SR . T AR IE L R IR SR AR, RIS
CEX ARG, BRI S TRE T2 ROER. XAERINARL. 51 6&, 14
4, AEA R, MEE A &E Longman M HIEHME.

1. at home: ERBE, fi%. at home £JL/MEE, XBEZT in the house;
win 1've left my glasses at home. (JIPIRBHEXKET.) 2. I've written
o .. to Aunt Agatha: RUEZHARMHEGETE. RECAMMSELSE.
writ X EE B, SEIR. RE R.OFEH o, OEER to &%, John
wrole me that he was staying with his uncle in Hongkong. (#)&%4 &5 (55
SUFHEMARILE,)’ 3. 1 write two letters — but I put the same ideas in
them: HEMEHE —EERMNEBN—H., BREXBIZEMK, LA EHARE

&bk,
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they're old and rich, and one day they will die ... and 1 want their
money!

HARRY: Well, I want their money, too, but ...

JANE: Oh, Harry, listen! (She gets up.) Aunt Mary and Aunt Agatha
live in the same town, but they don't meet. They quarrelled. I can't
remember the year because I was very young then. But they quarrel-
led, and now they don’t speak.” So 1 can send the same letter to
them and they are very, very happy. And one day ['ll be happy too
-~ because I'll get their money. Now I want to finish my letter to
Aunt Agatha.

One day you’ll put the letters in the wrong envelopes.

(Jane returns to the table and sits down. She writes for sonmie time.)
JANE (getting up): Well, I've finished.

HARRY: And have you invited your aunts this month?

JANE: Yes, of course I've invited them. But not on the same day!
HARRY: And what have you said to them?

JANE: Do you want to hear? I'll read Aunt Mary's letter to you.’

4. now they don't speak: BUfE&:{18E b A B %, 5. I'll read Aunt
Mary's letter to you: HiBELE B MEIEL BT,



(Jane reads one of the letters.)
Dear Aunt Mary ... How are you, my dear aunt? Are you well?
The weather is very bad these days, so take good care.® Wear warm
clothes ... Aunt Agatha takes good care — of her money! She doesn’t
light a fire in her house because she doesn’t want to spend any! Oh,
that woman! But I don’t want to tell stories.” It isn’t nice. When
can you come and visit us? Can you come on March 21st? We want
to see you very much. Harry sends his love. I send my love too.

Jane

HARRY: And your letter to Aunt Agatha?

JANE: The same, my dear, the same! But of course, I've written: “Aunt
Mary takes good care ...” And I've invited her on March 28th.

(Jane puts the letters in envelopes. )

HARRY: One day you’ll put the letters in the wrong envelopes. Your
aunts will get the wrong letters® and then they'll quarrel with you.
JANE: Oh, I take good care ... (She looks at the clock.) Half past tive
aiready! T must go and post these letters. Then they’'ll arrive on

Monday. Will you come with me?

HARRY: Well, I'm watching this game on TV ...

JANE: Oh, all right. I’'ll go and post the letters without you. You
make some tea. I need a good cup of tea now.*

(Jane goes out of the room. She returns in a quarter of an hour. Harry
has made the tea and is watching TV again.)

JANE: Well, I've posted the letters. T was just in time'® and the letters
have already gone. Oh, I'm tired!

HARRY: Sit down and drink your tea, then. (Jane sits down.) This is
a very good game.

JANE: Football again! 1 don't like football.

HARRY: Well, there's a film at half past seven.

JANE: A film? That’s nice.

HARRY: Yes, and it’s good, too. I've seen it. It’s about a woman ...

6. so take good care: FrLL(HELE)LLRE, F—17h takes good care — of
her money R fEREME “(MIMPHL) FEOE—OR", 7. tell stories: B
B AL, W2k, 8. Your aunts will get the wrong letters: #®4~ 4% 1%
HMERARBA S AN, 9. 1 need a good cup of tea now: H{EHRMH
M — AR, 10. I was just in time: R L (FE).
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E%,
she has a rich aunt and she wants her money. (Jane looks at Harry
but he is not laughing.) ... Then one day the aunt gets a letter. There
are horrible things in the letter.'' So the aunt quarrels ...

JANE: Oh, stop it, Harry! The film isn't about that. (Harry laughs but
Jane does not laugh.)

JANE: You just want to frighten me. You're horrible! Well, you can’t
frighten me."* 1 haven’t put the letters in the wrong envelopes.

HARRY: Can you be sure?

JANE: Of course I'm sure. I take very good care.

HARRY: But you can’t be sure! And the letters have gone.

JANE (getting up): I'm not going to listen to you, Harry. You just
want to frighten me. All right. There’s a very easy answer. [I'll
phone Aunt Mary. I’ll phone her on Monday and then I'll be sure.
(Jane gets up and goes out of the room.) (to be continued)

11. There are horrible things in the letter: {8 (R T#b) ¥ £ iE, horrible
EOEBETRAN, RE"H, EXNERBEERHR, EHER, 12. Well, you
cam’t frighten me: B¥ {RIFBAT &, (T T®)
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