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| Won’t Let Fear Stop Me

AR IR A T

— MR TFANEERERT, XESNBREH
RIMHEIEMRER B4 TEKRKNER 2B, A,
BEAEEMAFRFPENEY, RERBRXEHE
MLWEH WP KRB FEITHEE LR,

The assassination® of a fellow abortion® provider has changed
my life—but not my work.

What can [ tell you of the last two months other than that my
life has been irrevocably® changed? For me the story begins with the
death of my mother. I had just finished sitting shiva—a seven-day
ritual® mourning period—when [ awoke to the news that Barnett
Slepian, a doctor who performed abortions, had been murdered in
his own home. The news left me paralyzed®. You see, }, too, per-
form abortions—60 miles away in Rochester, N.Y.

Fear set in at sunset as my wife hung blankets covering every
window in the house. My 14-year-old daughter hugged me; she told
me how she still needed a father and that I needed to live long e-
nough to hold my grandchildren. We both cried.

Simple things, like pulling out of the driveway, the short walk
from the parking lot to my car, even raking© leaves and the nightly
walks I take with the dog, will never be the same. A close friend of
mine told me quite candidly® he was afraid to bring his family to our
home for dinner—and I can’t blame him.

These days my wife and I laugh at how my parents used to cau-
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tion me to watch my weight, as if [ might live long enough to die of
natural causes. [ used to tell my own physician, who’d ask what ill-
nesses “run” in the family, that the only thing that killed members
of my family were gas chambers and bullet wounds—the legacy® of
an only surviving son from two parents who lost everything and ev-
eryone in the Holocaust® . Now I worry that I was only too right. I
wonder how long I may have left, and in the month since Slepian’s

assassination, I’ ve frequently exhausted myself in trying to use whatever
1]

time I might have—often at the expense of® sleep. !

My wife doesn’ t really know what to do or say. She tries
sometimes to conceal her fear, to act as if the crisis has passed. But
the other night we pulled into the driveway and she quickly got out
of her side of the car, rushing over to me in order to shield® me as I
made my way into the rear door of the house. For a minute she had
become my own Secret Service agent, prepared to take a bullet for
me.

My aunt called the following Monday pleading® with me to
“give it up”—to stop performing abortions. My mom and dad both
passed away this year; my brother, Jack, died in 1991. I was now
the only surviving son of two survivors. [ had a responsibility to my
wife and to my children, she said. How could one argue?

I get many cards from patients who thank me for the help I’ ve
given them over the years. Many of them set foot in my office for
the first time when they were young, pregnant and frightened. One
of them called me last week to see how I was doing. I remember her
as a terrified 16-year-old waiting and wondering about the decision
that she had made to end an unplanned pregnancy. She’s 30 now,
married with two sons. Her 8-year-old, a frequent visitor at our
home, now includes me in his bedtime prayers. How ironic® that
these same women, whom I met in their moments of terror, now
comfort me during my times of fear.

Of all the women who have become my patients over the past



18 years, perhaps the most grateful are those who have undergone a
pregnancy™ termination® at my office. In every other aspect of their
health care, women rightfully expect to be treated with dignity—
but rarely do they expect such treatment when seeking an abortion.
In this one aspect of a woman’s medica} care she feels undeserving of
compassion, information, time and patience.

® \inits

It has always amazed me how Rochester’s four obstetric
compete to offer pregnant women the latest in family-centered labor

and delivery suites, each trying to outdo the other in terms of furni-

ture, whirlpool baths, music and other accouterments®.[?) Yet the

very same woman at the very same hospital finds a cold reception in
a clinic where she plans to end a pregnancy. Gone are the bright col-
ors, contemporary furniture and smiling support-staff faces. The
woman seeking an abortion receives little in the way of support,
smiles, compassion and even pain medication. I guess this is why [
provide abortions. In no other area of modern medicine will simple
human kindness produce such dramatic results. Women seeking
abortions are a self-made under-class expecting and often receiving
the harshest of words and the roughest of treatment. The women
who come to me are hurting in a way that I, as a man, cannot even
imagine. They are often ashamed to ask for help or a friendly smile
and are genuinely surprised when greeted by a nurse or physician
who doesn’ t judge them. Many of them travel great distances sim-
ply to receive pain medication during their procedure®.

Is there any chance I will stop doing abortions? No, not as long
as I have something important to offer women in this community.
Will anything else change? Everything! My home and office have
become high-tech fortresses®. I’ m trying to schedule more time off
with my family. I need to become a better husband and father.
There are parts of the world I need to see before I’m gone. My par-
ents never lived to see the Holy Land; I promised that | would make
that journey. I’ ve committed time to teaching medical students,
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residents and other physicians how to perform what [ consider a vital
medical service. I only pray that before I die my work is done.
Will [ hide and keep a low profile? I’ ve struggled with that
question ever since the 1993 assassination of Dr. David Gunn in
Pensacola, Fla. Will Slepian’s murder, an hour away, finally si-
lence me? No! My father was the only surviving son of eight chil-
dren. He lost his mother and father, wife and sons at Treblinka.
My mother, one of five children, lost her husband, parents and all
but one of her brothers and sisters. As a child I would listen as they

@

recited the atrocities® visited upon them. The fires of the Holocaust

have now rekindled® themselves within me. The fire_enrages? me

and emboldens® me to survive. My would-be assassin may yet deter-
mine how and when [ die but not how I live. [*’
WORTMAN is director of the Center for Menstrual Disorders

and Reproductive Choice in Rachester, N.Y .
BY DR. MORRIS WORTMAN

Notes 18

@ assassination n. BEF

@ abortion n. P

@ irrevocably adv. WIREHE, 24 Hh
@ ritval n. BEEPEF

® paralyzed adj. FCBHEY, SEFRM
® rake n. #

@ candidly adv. EH&EH

® legacy n. B, &Y

@ Holocaust n. KB K

@ at the expense of ... Lh------ R4
@ shield v. ¥Ry

@ plead v. 3K

@ ironic adj.  WRHIH

@ pregnancy n. %

@D termination n. &%
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@ obstetric adj. =MW

@) accouterment n. %E4&

@® procedure n. SR

@O fortress n. &L

@ atrocity n. FHREHIT]

@ rekindle v. B SPK

@ enrage v. MR

@ embolden v. HTERIHELD

Translations for Reference £ % %%

(1] BmH IR — RSB IR, ik A C THEEHBE AR
—— T s [R] 6 3R 78 A2 1 LA S P e R O A XY

(2] B (ER)MRABRERE L ki £ B /R EMEais BE
HHEER),

[3) RERBATRESBORE R, R R AE B RE R AN {e] 5L . fa] I 5, (H A1
HE Je < B AT 4 7

Reading Comprehension [} 13 3 i

(1) According to the passage, what has changed the author’s life ir-
revocably is

A. his work.
B. the fear.
C. the assassination of an abortion provider.
D. his family.
(2) Every family member worries about the doctor except
A. his wife. B. his daughter.
C. his aunt. D. his brother.

Keys for Reading Comprehension 3 i HHR 5 &
1. C 2.D



Gunfire in the Night
FRARA

— LV ENXERAPTETFERMEEATE
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A confusing police shooting kills a teenager.

IT BEGAN AS A PECULIAR® CALL FOR HELP in the

night. 1 Two cousins of 19-year-old Tyisha Miller, a night-school®

student in Riverside, Calif., called 911 to report that she was
[©)

locked inside a car at a gas station. She appeared to be unconscious
and shaking, and there was a gun in her lap®. Five officers arrived
on the scene to make it safe for paramedics® . One shattered the

driver’ s side window with his baton®

, preparing to remove the
gun, while the others took aim and waited nervously. Then every-
thing exploded. Cops say Miller moved suddenly, a gunshot rang
out and the officers opened fire. When it was over, Tyisha Miller
lay dead in the car, her body blasted® with a dozen bullets, four of
them in the head. And no one seemed to know why.

Riverside is an exurban®city about an hour’s drive from Los
Angeles proper, but for most Americans, last week’s shoot-out was
another ugly example of L. A. Law. News of the black woman’s vi-
olent death—at the hands of four white cops and one Latino—spread
quickly through the community, and then to national television. At
first, police said Miller had fired the first shot, but then they back-
tracked®, saying they really weren’t sure. Before the week was
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out, protests were planned, and Miller's family said they’d hired
Johnnie Cochran. “Those weren’ t police,” said the Rev. Bernell
Butler, Miller’s uncle. “That was a firing squad®.” But most local
African-American leaders were waiting for more facts before making
accusations® . There were more questions than answers. What was
wrong with Tyisha Miller that night, and what was she doing with
a gun? And why did the cops open fire?

A high-school dropout® who played basketball and church soft-
ball, Miller didn’t own the gun, and family members say she never

messed with drugs.!?) She had a run-in with the law last March
®

when she was arrested for {ighting and got probation™in a plea® bar-
gain. Early last Monday morning, family members say, she was
driving her aunt’s Nissan Sentra with a 15-year-old friend known as

“Bug”. They got a flat tire®and wound up parked in a lighted area

of the gas station. 3] Bug left after calling Miller’ s cousins from a
pay phone. She later told the family that Miller was conscious and

sober® at the time. But when the cousins arrived, she seemed to be
@

having a seizure", and she had a gun. Where it came from was a
mystery. Toxicology® reports on Miller weren’ t due back for
weeks; family memnbers weren’ t sure if she’d had seizures before.
No matter what precipitated® the shooting, it seemed incredible®
that the cops needed to fire as many as two dozen bullets to take her
out—while her horrified cousins watched. “It looks like at the least,
we have a problem of excessive? force,” said Don Bardo, president
of the local Urban League. All the officers involved in the shooting
except the commanding sergeant were unseasoned®; two had been
on the force less than two years.

Like most cities, Riverside has its share of racial animosi-

tY_®~[4] The question now is whether those tensions can be con-

tained . Weeks of lab work should reveal more about the death of
Tyisha Miller. But out on the streets, Riverside is already testing
the limits of tolerance®



Notes B

@© peculiar adj. AR

@ night-school n. &K

@ unconscious adj. K EHKH
@ lap n. KEAEH

® paramedic n. FPHEAR

® baton n. EH

@ blast v. HE KK

exurban adj. KX A

® backtrack v. ik

@ squad n. /A, B

@ accusation n.¥E#, &iF

@ dropout n. HE¥H

@ probation n. Z&)

@ plea n. #

® a flat tire RS

@ sober adj. TEREM, BEEH

@ seizure n. FREBE

® toxicology n. T, FYY¥
@ precipitate v. f#---FEREE
@ incredible adj. XELLBIEM
Q@ excessive adj. THEMY, HWEEH
@ unseasoned adj. FBH, KEBHY
@ animosity n. iR

@ tolerance n. T, 22
Translations for Reference H¥i%H)

(1] HHET B E— SRR BERIE,

(2] MR A B AR Rt

(3] IR T, MBS EE T b A bR e Iy,
(4] BHEMMT —+, PEESERENREE,
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Reading Comprehension |15 FH %

(1) In the sentence “Toxicology reports on Miller weren’t due back
for weeks...”, the word “due” means
A. suitable B. proper
C. (to be)expected D. be attributed to
(2) Where did the accident take place?
A. In Los Angeles. B. In Riverside.
C. In an exurban city. D. Not available.

Keys for Reading Comprehension [P E R
1.C 2.B



MJ’ s Court

A EE

FR/R-FHREE NBA EEHOBHRAE, MAER
IRMHERWAMME TSP CANER, AR L E
= NBA FIRNMEHREHHE T RN KROFHB . 1998
FFAENBEREN BESEHENERE, il
“BES—EREBEIRRALE—E, HFHREN 3 M T
RURRBEEFANAGL RGN E &, BRXE
BYBAZHFT. FCESFANRRLHLILRT
BAXHT.

THERE ARE RITUALS? THAT SHAPE the life of Michael
Jordan. At the end of the 1998 NBA playoffs, as he has for the last
13 years, he went to the North Carolina basketball camp run by his
old school friend Fred Whitfield. This is Jordan’s country, a morn-
ing’s drive from *he town of Wilmington, where he grew up, or the
cemetery® where his father, James Jordan, was buried in 1993, the
victim of a roadside homicide® . Here, Jordan falls back into a tight
group of old friends, black men he has known for most of his 35
years—a “sacred inner circle,” says Whitfield, “that we don’t let
many people in.” Jordan calls them all by their initials®. "} They
call him MJ, Jumper or Black Cat. He’s the last to leave a card
game, the scariest driver, the worst fiend® for honey buns® and

grape soda®. The night before the camp’s celebrity®tournament®,
Jordan did his usual stand-up comedy routine at a local pasta®

joint?, trading corny® jokes with Fred Glover, an insurance ad-
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juster® and charter member of the group.

But this year, the vibe® was different. His friends had noticed
over the season that he seemed battered, not enjoying himself. In
North Carolina, too, his bearing was changed. Michael was more at
peace. “He used to play R&B on the radio, ” says Whitfield. “Now
he’s mellowing® out with jazz.” Before he retired briefly in 1994 to
play minor-league baseball, he called each of the friends to sound
them out. This time there was no need for discussion. His friends
understood.

When he finally announced his retirement last week, Jordan
wanted simply to send out a press release® ; Michael Jordan, the
greatest player ever to play the game, was hanging it up. There
would be no public show of sentiment®, no golden farewell tour. He
was talked out of it. Jordan told Ron Harper and Scottie Pippen, the
Bulls part of his inner circle, privately last Monday, then held a
farewell dinner for 14 friends at a Chicago restaurant—no wives,
just the guys. Like most Jordan affairs, it ended, late, in cigars and
cards. “Michael’ s motivation was always to win one more { champi-
onship] ring than Magic [ Johnson],” Harper told NEWSWEEK.
“Magic had five, so when Michael got his six, we all knew that was
it.” Then last Wednesday, he declared his intentions® to the world. -
“I thought of saying just two words, ” he said:“ ‘I’m gone’.”

After the thrills of Jordan’s basketball career, the press confer-
ence was anticlimactic® . Flanked® by his stoic? wife, Juanita, and
his corporate bedfellows—NBA commissioner David Stern, who had
just bested the players union in a bitter labor dispute, and Chicago
Bulls owner Jerry Reinsdorf, whose yoke®Jordan has long openly re-
sented—Jordan referred to himself in the third person, running
through stock platitudes®. He’ d done all he could in the game;
there were no challenges left. He'd become as ubiquitous® as the

products he endorses? , (2] appearing not just on cereal boxes and TV
screens, but in an average of 100 newspaper and magazine articles a
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day. About Michael Jordan, the epochal® athlete and global icon?,
there was little left to say.

But the manufactured images of Jordan, as nearby as our next
Happy Meal, obscure as much as they reveal. Beyond the smiling
pitchman® and ferociously® competitive athlete, there is much to
Jordan that we rarely see—a Southern old sou! with a quick wit,
sharp temper and generous streak. Though he declined to be inter-
viewed for this article, he allowed his otherwise protective friends to
help draw an intimate portrait of the other Michael Jordan, the cne
only they know.

Some facts about Michael Jordan: His favorite movie is “Fri-
day”, the bawdy® South Central comedy co-written by Ice Cube. A
former geography major, he loves to quiz? friends on state capitals.
“He gets a kick out of? knowing something that you don’t, which
is often, ” says one. He curses like Redd Foxx. He holds an annual
party for a dozen or so sponsors at a restaurant in Santa Barbara,
Calif, where he takes pride® in tending bar. “That boy don’t know
how to make no drinks, ” laughs North Carolina friend Adolph Shiv-
er. “He just be throwings—together.” Talking about cars or clothes
with friends, he’ll chime® in, “That’s a lot of money,” just as if
he didn’t earn $ 80 million last year. He makes young teammates
like Randy Brown and Dickey Simpkins ask his permission before
they wear their Air® Jordan sneakers® .

When he announced his retirement, Jordan said he looked for-
ward to spending more time with his family, especially with his
three children: Jeffrey, 10; Marcus, 8, and Jasmine, 6. If Jordan
has one regret about his life, says comedian and actor Damon
Wayans, a friend since 1996, “it’s that he’s missed a lot of his chil-
dren’s growth.” Because Jordan spends so much time on the road,
his marriage of nine years has been the subject of some speculation.
“They’ ve had the problems and the ups and downs® that any [cou-
ple] would have, ” says a friend. “Now that [ the travel] part of his
life is over, family can be first.”
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