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Trial of Lin-Jiang Cliques 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.2 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. BERARERSENEREER, 2. indictment [in'daitmont]: &iF$.
3. &k, 4. OXFER, 5. B+ A\&RfT. 6. WMNATREGE
% 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

*ONEER - BN - EMEEELMRRAER, ~ILENES KBRS
¥, o F—HLONEREEE LSRN, —LEHERRER, T EERA
{8 F BRR> <l HE R RG> <RERRMMZOSEE /DS KE/NRA
SR K >, <5 A AR BEAR >4 A RS S B I B A 29 A IR AR R TSk, R T
AR A—IREH A ERXDREITHEBBRA%R, W R, Hik, ik
/4~ D0 T R e T IF R 2% R4 A 1. or why would the soul be
lodged in the brain? RZARMIE, RAAHLAEET AR ZAHWR: RAXREINDR
FEFEBZH). 2. Yash [jof]: #1ff. 3. Maciechowa [ima:tfa'hoval:
By)EE. 4. may she rest in peace: Eith % B, (V675 KM, B M ZK ML
RRIXLU, CAREE) . 5. groshen ['groufon]: # % f (2% H i i 3 9 —Fh il
Mi)e



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

On Monday — I 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
you 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: {H 2, fh3kid 2 G M
PLERHTIER, 7. Feitel ['faitl]: R{k%E/R, 8. Tevye Boruch [‘tevje
‘borah]: 4R HE - FHh, 9. And it had to be the tallest building in town,
too: MHRRMNELBEFHHEET LR TR (BAREBAET), 10. Feige
Braine [feig 'bra:zine]: #Ht#& - HbifkZ. 11. mind reader: REFHHPABSR
EHMA. FXhiy seer HERKLE, 12. Nochem Mecheles ['nohom mo-
‘helas]: RE#B - HEWHW.
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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 toa
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 EHET, ELA XK T HE
m, 3P4 A—REET, 14. everything was right to the last groschen: (¥
B)—aAE, 15. Lublin ['lu:blizn): SAask(E2ZEEE—RT). 16.
hovel [havl]: B/ hEREGER. 17. A little more ... like an icon: Bt A A,
A REREEZR-HHFHEEZULAEN, 18. how much that one had
squandered on drink: B/ AGEXIET AV, 19. Zamosc ['za:moftf]: 3L
RAEF(BEZ—RK). 20. Gitel [gitl]: #H# /R, (2 %:E8)
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Characters
HARRY ['heri]: BB
JANE [dzein]: i
AUNT MARY ['msori]: HRiE
AUNT AGATHA ['z=q202]: Hin?s %%
MAID: Z%&{p(£&mW Dora)
NEIGHBOUR: $E2
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(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, I 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 I’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 I
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 Iletters! Look,

* B YRR T 13 B0 B8 A B AT M ARV, M IRAF IS, WR NI R4k, WGBSR
REX WG, BRI, A TR T2RMER. XANERNERIE HA&, 5
EHAF, AEA . MEHE A XE Longman HARHEMZEHIRH M.

1. at home: ZERBHE, fFK., at home HJLAER, XB%ZTF in the house;
54m 1've left my glasses at home. (FIBBERAEKET.) 2. I've written

to ... to~ Aunt Agatha: REDHAMELETHE, REELAMMPHEBLERE,

write 7EXEE “BfE, SHER, W& WEEH 0 OIEE to AIEE, m John
wrote me that he was staying with his uncle in Hongkong. (48 REE L
REBEGLEBIBE,) 3. I write two letters — but I put the same ideas in
them: REFMHF—HEEMHBBA—H. BREXBEZZMBE, FHLUZHHHRRLE

— Rt
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they’re old and rich, and one day they will die ... and I 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 quarrelied. I can’t
remember the year because I was very young then. But they quarrel-
led, and now they don’t speak.” So I can send the same letter to
them and they are very, very happy. And one day I'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 some 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: BL7E#b{14E bk A B 1%, 5. I'll read Aunt
Mary’s letigr to you: BS54 H W 8840 19 15 % & RIF VT,



(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 five
already! I 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. I 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! I 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(FHELE)LL{EE, FT—47#h takes good care — of
her money FifgffE “(MImPHL) EHERMHZR—MR”, 7. tell stories: M
B, &5LUL, | FEAE 8. Your aunts will get the wrong letters: ¥R/ 51k
FHEARBLE AN, " 9.1 need a good cup of tea now: BIERBLF
7 B — %, 10. I was just in time: AILFE L (FH).
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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.' I 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 (7T #b) ¥ £351%. horrible
EDE!#“’EIBS#J.ﬁ%"ﬁ,ﬁﬁfﬁﬂﬂiﬁt‘kﬂiﬂ.ﬁﬁﬂ:#. 12. Well, you
can’t frighten me: B, fRIFREAR T £, (GZHz %)
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Rorheo and Juliet
It being midnight, Romeo with his companions
departed; but they soon missed him, for,
unable to stay away from the house where
he had left his heart, he leaped the wall of
an orchard which was at the back of Juliet’s
house. Here he had not been long, ruminat-
ing on his new love, when Juliet appeared
above at a window, through which her ex-
ceeding beauty seemed to break like the light
of the sun in the east; and the moon, which
shone in the orchard with a faint light, ap-
peared to Romeo as if sick 'and pale with
grief at the superior lustre of this new sun.
And she, leaning her cheek upon her hand,
he passionately wished himelf a glove upon
that hand, that he might tou\ch her cheek.
She all this while thinking herself alone,

fetched a deep sigh, and exclaimed, “Ah me!”
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Snowstorm

At half past six on a Friday evening in January, Lincoln International
Airport was open, but it was in difficulties.

The airport, together with the entire Midwestern United States,
had been hit by the worst storm in years.' It had ralready lasted for
three days. Now troubles, like spots on a sick, weakened body, were
beginning to break out everywhere.?

A truck carrying two hundred dinners was lost in the snow some-
where on an airport service road,’ and so far the search for it had been
unsuccessful.

At least a hundred flights were delayed, some by many hours.

Out on the airfield - runway three zero was out of use.* It was
blocked by an Aereo-Mexican jet® which lay sideways across it. The
front wheels of the plane were stuck in the deep mud which lay under
the snow near the edge of the runway. Aereo-Mexican had tried hard
for two hours to move it, but without any success. Now they were
asking TWA® to help them.

|. The airport, together ...in years: X/ A HERBANERbE—-LES T —
MEATER ERETEEHNRAEHE . 2. Now troubles, like ... everywhere:
X, HOEILIRKEBRAS LM EE 8, FHRESSERIE, 3. an
airport service road: RiZHEHIBIEK. 4. Out on the airfield... out of
use: PLiHHhkiEibEy 30 BIEAREFE A T, runway three zero, 30 #ui¥ (RipuiE
% & 75 fr & 300 BE) . 5. an Aereo-Mexican jet: —ZREFHFMEA WK
A KWL, aereo, REBFIE, LT XiEHM aero, 6. TWA (%) = Trans World
Airlines: (3%) 3R IRALZ2 7. ; f
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The loss of runway three zero made the work of Air Traffic Con-
trol’” even more difficult than usual. With twenty planes waiting to land,
they were delaying take-offs.® The airfield seemed to be full of waiting
aircraft. Inside the main passenger terminal® too, there were crowds of
impatient people waiting beside their piles of baggage.

Even the large notice on the roof of terminal — LINCOLN IN-
TERNATIONAL AIRPORT — was hidden by the snow.

Mel Bakersfeld'® was surprised that the airport was still open. Mel
was the airport general manager. He was a tall, powerful man. At the
moment, he was standing by the Snow Control Desk,'" high in the
control tower. Usually you could see the entire airport from here. Only
Air Traffic Control had a better view.

Tonight you could see only a few lights. This was an unusually
hard winter. The storm had started five days ago in the Colorado
Mountains,'? and then swept across a large part of the United States,
It brought with it strong winds, freezing cold and heavy snow.'?

Maintenance men with snowploughs cleared the snow as it fell,'
but by now many of them were terribly tired. The storm seemed to be
winning. .

Danny Farrow'® was at the Snow Control Desk, talking to the
Maintenance Snow Centre'¢ by radio phone.

‘We’re losing ground.'” T need six more snowploughs out there.’

‘Oh sure, sure,” an angry voice replied. ‘Six more snowploughs!
We’'ll get them from Father Christmas! Any more stupid ideas?’

‘We sent four ploughs out to find that truck,” Danny said. ‘If they
haven’t found it yet, they’ll just have to try harder.’

An explosion of anger came over the radio phone in reply.'*

7. Air Traffic Control: %3 #2838 % il (35) . 8. With twenty planes...take-
offs: A+ SHEERE, e G ) 8 T RERT, 9. pas-
senger terminal: ¥ (7). 10. Mel Bakersfeld [mel,beikos'feld]: #g/R +
WEHTIERE, HEERMZH BB, 11, the Snow Control Desk: E#ha
=, 12. the Colorado [kola'ra:dou] Mountains: # 5 Hi £ 1k, 13. It
brought with it ... snow: XFHRRE#HET AR, PRMBEASE, MPHFHEA it
#48 storm, 14. Maintenance men ... as it fell: ETHAMA, HEA AN AR
HENERSE, 15. Danny Farrow ['deni 'feroul: AR - %, SEEHAETL
EAR. 16. the Maintenance Snow Centre: HEH B L, 17. We're
losing ground: AR Al 18. An explosion of ...in reply: Tk iid
BEERTHRABRHAE, o
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Mel knew how easily tempers were lost under these conditions.
These men were highly trained, and they were working as hard as they
could.

The maintenance man’s voice came on the phone again.

‘We’re worried about that truck too, Danny. The driver could
freeze to death. He won’t die of hunger, if he has any sense!’

‘This search will block the service roads,” Danny told Mel. ‘You’ll
get plenty of complaints about that.’

‘T know,” Mel said. Airport managers were used to complaints.
The most important thing was to save the life of the driver. For a mo-
ment, he wished that he could sit down and help Danny. Mel needed
action. The cold weather was making his bad foot — an old war
wound from Korea — ache. Then he realised that Danny could work
better on his own.'’

He telephoned Air Traffic Control.

‘Any progress on the Aereo-Mexican jet?’

‘Not yet, Mr Bakersfeld.’

‘Is the runway still blocked?’

‘¥és:?

This airport needs more runways, Mel thought. This proves it.*
The trouble was, there- were plenty of people who disagreed with him,
and they were more powerful than he was.

‘And another thing,” he was told. ‘As runway three zero is blocked,
planes are taking off over Meadowood.?! The complaints have started
coming in already.’

‘Oh no!” Mel said. He was tired of hearing complaints from the
people who lived in Meadowood. The airport had been built long be-
fore their houses, but they never seemed to stop complaining about the
noise. As a result, the runway nearest to Meadowood was used only
under special conditions. On the occasions when it had to be used,??

19. on his own: &AM b E; A, 20. This airport needs ... proves it:
RN, MEZNERELMRE, HLBIENTX—H. Mel thought #iJ5HF 4
AT —RALEH, XRAEFIFTHEESISHERESNE, RHBLEMEE, 2
R RETXRS, 21.Meadowood ['medouwud]: ££EE (G 4&). 22.
On the occasions when ... used: %X &M EIERAA TR, H1XFKEi7 when 5|58
WA fEEE, @M occasions, {
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pilots were told to reduce the noise made by the engines on take-off.
It was possible to do this, but most pilots considered it to be foolish
and dangerous and hated being told to do it. In any case, it had not
stopped the complaints from Meadowood.

‘How many complaints have there been?’ Mel asked.

‘At least fifty.’

‘Don’t they know there’s a storm and we have a runway out of
use?’

‘We try to tell them;, but they don’t want to listen. I hear they’re
holding a meeting tonight to decide what to do next.’

More trouble! Mel thought.

He asked: ‘Is my brother on duty tonight?’

‘Yes.’

Mel’s brother Keith’® worked in Air Traffic Control.

‘Is he all right? Does he seem nervous?’

The other man hesitated before he replied. ‘Yes, he is. More than
usual. T wish I could tell him to rest, but we’re short of men already.’*

‘I know, I know,’ Recently Mel had been very worried about Keith.

He put the phone down, and thought again about a note he had
received fifteen minutes before. It was from Tanya Livingston.*® She
worked for Trans America,?® and was a special friend of Mel’s.

The note warned him that the Airlines Snow Committee,*” led by
Captain Vernon Demerest,”® was going to blame Mel for the many
flight delays. They were going to accuse him of inefficient management.*®

Captain Vernon Demerest was one of Trans America’s most experi-
enced pilots. He was married to Mel’s sister Sarah.*® The Bakersfelds
were a real ‘aviation family’.*! In spite of the family connection, how-
ever, Mel and Vernon were not _friendly with one another. Recently

23. Keith [ki:0]: 2B, #/RIEH, EPEEHETERIRA, 24. 1 wish I
could ... already: {EERMBMEZKE, TRRMNOAFELS2FAST, WEINA TR
PER, Br—FHEDZ, 25. Tanya Livingston ['tenje 'livinston]: &R - #l
XHW. HREMEATTEAR. 26. Trans America: (%) FEMEAF.
27. the Airlines Snow Committee: fiZEATHRERRE, 28. Vernon De-
merest ['vornon di'meorost]: 4% - M BN, MIEHLK, W/RAIBR X, 29.
to accuse him of inefficient management: EEBEFELNE, 30. Sarah
['seora): BRI, HRBET. 31. aviation [eivi'eifon] family: ARZ{#EK.
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