-
ll
1
-
~u
=S
4
a4




B R E A # M

* %5 BB B
xR

5% ™

PHF HEF
HER  Emx T

| FRAMEE AR



CRIEF203S

B % ¥ KR Ao
X FRBHR
RiFZEHRE
£ M A
¥hF KN
WEM EME

T sE B AL R
(LR EERA)
g EALENRI BV

FAERIE LR R

A BIx 1092 /32 25.258% SSOTF
19902 A% K 19934 1L A S KN
B 28,001—46,000 i
ISBN 7—81009—584—6 / H + 3130
Effr: 130 5%



AR % A

CHEEZ BB AR E S SR EIES VA RS
B~ RIR gk, &1 Vant, ., AB
SRR, #RE R DR B S AR IE
ll B BN B B0 % R SOM R RIARS A E L B, BTk
L8R R R, ARESSSFEINEL IEMRHEE
R&T 1987 AT HE,

HE AW LA EIEEEE TR R T, B A
A& FE I EE R KRS IE R AL SR &
% WIS EIE S AR S SRR E. Sl
PRSI RN X ESR N T = 0o S AR, H AR
AR REGE SRR A R B R ¥R E R LS5
My b B b, — SR A 2 H S S PR RIES LA
%, BBERAREHRER RSRMBEHIKR.



WA RNE

(—) AHBRREFEREET LA B IEN D i
BH EHESHRTARE AT RN KR REIZLE, RE%
ERER IR, HHRFEMBUBIES . SN B’
Ve, BRI 8 BB R A, ISR TT, R s B i
W ¥R VN IRIC &, e i s sl ABA
FOLHE P ED AR B A 2 R TS IR,

(Z) BB, E 100 55, $HEIES AR B
¥-BENGER, WEEH . ik 201 RT, B
JA—AN B0, B 2, TR 38 e BR iR (] B A

(Z) FBEEDEM FEUE: (1) BERAR W5 2%, &
Fe R BE B AR L R B B KD HLE BB B
HAMRER., ETRIE. #REFENEAELA -
— TR T8 M L R T R BRI E PR B
B — R A TR, /NULRE B b 3, SRR B U ER, LA
056 T 320 A R i LR ANSE i 11 2 Sk iB il A Ho Al & TRE
THENEE. NESHFR ESREEE, I REHE
B, LLERM BRI R BHNRE. METEENEE
A BEEA M ER, AEA T OB Sl R R K
FRER, g S ES R “The Story of My Life” #sE
55 £ A “The Moon Is Down”, (2) R BBHRME B S5
BRI AR —. A BREMEE R BENARE,
BIAJA b, XDKIES R @ NARB UVET

. 1 .



FHATELA LEEBGRMER, REY KIES BME, HMm
AT ESEREAE R T, Ak, AKRERRE
T 5% ZELCHIEME 2R R BN EFLRHE (Jn The £
1, 000, 000 Bank—note, An Inspector Calls %) %M, M T
—2E ik 80 ALK K E K L& LA (An Tacocea, One
against the Plague %) .

(P9) AE-FHRRE K%, ABBRERT A LagsT
IR TEF, R A (Comprehension Points) Figk > W4 &

B3 45 MOT K B A 7000—8000 5, B h— BB
PEHER, & ZABE =M KBEM, —RAES =8,
Ak ot DR O o7 ) 13 3, 5 — ok FH PRl 2 47 T i (preview ),
BRI F R R RN T F A
1F % 3 ¥ (average reading speed) B RIE, E—F T MATik
PR LR IV R B B iR AL FHAR SRR A R AT
S, SIAEERLEE, Rl — 2B ELEL.

HRE R R B R R L R A
RERMIBMEEAZONE. E— CROEBEL HIh
¥, E=MEAE R mE RG], DB EINFE AR
Ik Ek, Boh T 85t A 58 TR R SRR Sy 8 v n] B8
AR, BRA T E T8GR £ R A M.

Hgs SR OABAGARTIN TR FER
A, XEEME AR TIESMNE R ey R AR,
BE TRA%EABURIESHRE IS FFEoTH
Wi IRABEARVE R B, BER AT 2 2 Ak ph o B R Y DR
¥.5:#2 41 (Guide to Reading) , t = #5 2h Ui i & R A R 1K
18, B0 MR A A L A L e, DR R RS

. 2 .



TG S BT o B E R TR

Bk SR AMTE A =B, BE R P8 5. £HEEE
EAEREE. HANAT CEREREMRIKE. b
BEEARL K EEL BARAURIBEEHEEELE
FEREETL. N T SHE RS
T ST AT LU S 1 A I i, B
F T2, BE AT i 8O R B BT DR, T RER F
LaEdoRs iR OP (1

ABRREAE T EEELE PR PEAK > 2
FEIARBEFSNEIE R PK DR R IR B RS
BEIED, 1 BB

%ok 198852 A
FTrEARMAEIREFKR



CONTENTS

Unit One Iacocca: An Autobiography (1) . . . . 1
Unit Two Iacocca: An Autobiography (II) . . . 33
Unit Three Running Away. . . . . . . . . .. 63
Unit Four The Sergeant Who Opened the Door . 91
Unit Five I Have Already Received an Invitation
fromGod . . . . . . . . . .. 136
Unit Six An Inspector Calls (I) . . . . . . . 178
Unit Seven An Inspector Calls (II) . . . . . . . 220
Unit Eight An Inspector Calls (II1) . . . . . . 258
Unit Nine Religion in the United States . . . . 295
Sunday School at the Garbage Dump. 312
Unit Ten One Against the Plague (I) . . . . . 331
Unit Eleven One Against the Plague (II). . . . . 360
Unit Twelve  Doomsday and Mr. Lincoln. . . . . 385
Unit Thirteen The True Story of Napoleon (I) . . . 418
Unit Fourteen The True Story of Napoleon (II) . . 465
Unit Fifteen  The True Story of Napoleon (III) . . 509
Unit Sixteen  Night of Anguish, Night of Courage . 550
' Unit Seventeen Pushing Cigarettes Overseas. . . . . 589
Living Dangerously . . . . . . . . 608
Unit Eighteen The MoonIsDown (1) . . . . . . 629
Unit Nineteen The Moon Is Down (II) . . . . . . 686

Unit Twenty  The Moon Is Down (III) . , . . . . 730



Unit One

TACOCCA!
AN AUTOBIOGRAPHY (1)

condensed from the book by
Lee Iacocca with William Novak

I began life as the son of immigrants, and I worked my
way up to the presidency of the Ford Motor Com-
pany’. When I finally got there, I was on top of the
world®. But then fate said to me: “Wait. We're not finished
with you. Now you're going to find out what it feels like to
get kicked off Mount Everest!”

On July 13, 1978, I was fired. I had been president of
Ford for eight years and a Ford employee for 32. 1 had never
worked anywhere else. And now, suddenly, I was out of a
job. It was gut-wrenching’.

. On October 15, my final day at the office, my driver
took me to Ford World Headquarters® in Dearborn, Mich.,
for the last time. Before I left the house, I kissed my wife,
Mary, and my two daughters, Kathi and Lia. My family had
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suffered tremendously during my final, turbulent months at
Ford, and that filled me with rage. Perhaps I was responsible
for my own fate. But what about Mary and the girls? Even
today, their pain is what stays with me.

Under the terms of my “resignation, ” 1 was given the
use of an office until I found a new job. It turned out to be in
an obscure warehouse— little more than a cubicle with a
small desk and a telephone. My secretary, Dorothy Carr,
was already there, with tears in her eyes. Without saying a
word, she pointed to the cracked linoleum floor and the two
plastic coffee cups on the desk. For me, this was Siberia®.

Only yesterday, she and I had been working in the lap of
luxury. The office of the president was the size of a
_ grandhotel suite. I had my own bathroom. I even had my
own living quarters_):l was served by whitecoated waiters who
"~ wereon call allﬁa?.

As you go through life, there are thousands of little
forks in the road, and there are a few really big forks—mo-
ments of reckoning, moments of truth. This was mine. -
Should I packit all in and retire? I was 54 years old. I had al-
ready accomplished a great deal. I was financially secure. 1
could play golf for the rest of my life; but that just didn’t feel
right. I knew I had to pick up the pieces and carry on.

* The private pain I could have endured. But the deliber-
ate public humiliation was too much for me. I was full of an-
ger, and [ had a simple choice: I could ‘turn that anger
against myself, with disastrous results. Or I could take some
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of that energy and ury to do something productive.

That morning at the warehouse pushed me to take on
the presidency of Chrysler only a couple of weeks later. As it
turned out, I went from the frying pan into the fire. But to-
day I'm a hero. With determination, with luck, and with help
from lots of good people, I was able to rise from the ashes®.

Now let me tell you my story.

“The Sun’s Gonna’ Out”

Nicola Iacacca, my father, arrived in America in 1902 at
the age of 12—poor, alone and scared. He used to say the on-
ly thing he was sure-of when he gdt here was that the world
was round. And that was only because of another Italian boy
named Christopher Columbus who had preceded him by 410
years. As the boat sailed into New York Harbor, he looked
out and saw the Statue of Liberty, that great symbol of hope
for millions of immigrants. For Nicola, America was the
land of freedom— the freedom to become anything you
wanted to be, if you wanted it bad'’enough and were willing
to work for it. :

This was the single lesson my father gave to his family. 1
hope 1 have done as well with my own. '

When I was growing up in Allentown, Pa., Your family
was so close it sometimes felt as if we were one person with
four parts. My parents always made my sister, Delma, and
me feel important and special. My father might have been
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busy with a dozen other things, but he always had time for
us. My mother, Antoinette, went out of her way to cook the
foods we loved. |

Like many native Italians, my parents were open with
their feelings and their love—not only at home, but also in
public. Most of my friends would never hug their fathers. I
guess they were afraid of not appearing strong and indepen-
dent. But I hugged and kissed my dad at every opportunity
—nothing could have felt more natural.

My father is probably responsible for my instinct for
marketing. At one time he owned a couple of movie houses.
Old—timers in. Allentown have told me my father was:such a
great promoter that the kids who came down to the Satur-
day matinées used to get more excited over his special offers
than over the movies. People still talk about the day he an-
nounced that the ten kids with the dirtiest faces would be
admitted free. . :

Economically, our family had its ups and downs. Like
many Americans, we did well during the 1920s. For a few
years we were actually wealthy. But then came the Depres-
sion'2. No one who lived through it can ever forget. My fa-
ther lost all his money, and we almost lost our house. I re-
member asking my sister, who was a couple of years older
whether we’d have to move out and how we’'d find some-
where else to live. I was only six.or seven at the time, but the
anxiety I felt about the future is still vivid in my mind. .

Durihg those difficult years, my mother was very re-



sourceful. She was a real immigrant mother, the backbone of
the family. A nickel soup bonewent a long way in our
house, and we always had enough to eat. As the Depression
grew worse, she went to work in a silk mill, sewing shirts.
Whatever it took to keep going, she did it gladly.

~ Our strong belief in God sustained us. I had to go to
mass'*every Sunday and take Holy Communion'’every week
or two.

My father’s favorite theme was that life has its ups and
downs and that each person has to come to terms with his
own share of misery. “You’ve got to accept a little sorrow in
life, " he’d tell me when I was upset about some disappoint-
ment. “ You'll never really know what happiness is unless
you have something to compare it to.” At the same time, he
hated to see us unhappy. “Just wait, ” he’d tell me whenever
things looked bleak. “The sun’s gonna come out. It always
does.”

.He was really a bird'°about performing up to your po-
tential—no matter what you did. If we went out to a restau-
rant and the waitress was rude, he’d call her over at the end
of the meal and give her his standard litile speech: “I'm go-
ing to give you a real tip", ” he'd say. “Why are you so
unﬁappy in this job? Is anyone forcing you to be a waitress?
When you act surly, you're telling everybody that you don't
like what you're doing. We're out for a nice time and you're
wrecking it. If you really want to be a waitress, then you
should work at being the best damn waitress in the world.
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Otherwise find yourself another line of work.”

I was 11 before 1 learned we were Italian. Until then, [
knew we came from a real country but I didn’t know what it
was called—or even where it was. I remember actually look-
ing on a map of Europe for places named Dago and Wop'®.

In those days, especially if you lived in a small town, be-
ing Italian was something you tried to hide. Allentown was
mostly Pennsylvania Dutch', and as a kid I took a lot of
abuse for being different.

I wasn’t the only victim of bigotry in my class. There
were also two Jewish kids; I was friendly with both of them.
Dorothy Warsaw was always first in the class and I was usu-
ally second. The other Jewish kid, Benamis Sussman, was the
son of an Orthodox*Jew who wore a black hat and a beard.
In Allentown, the Sussmans were treated like outcasts.

Being exposed to bigotry as a kid left its mark.
Unfortunately I witnessed a lot of prejudice even after I left
Allentown. This time it came not from schoolchildren but
from men in positions of great power and prestige in the
auto industry. In 1981 , when I named Gerald Greenwald vi-
ce—chairman of Chrysler, I learned that his appointment was
unprecedented. Until then, no Jew had ever reached the top
ranks of the Big three automakers. I find it a little hard to be-
lieve that none of them was qualified.

In every other respect, however, school was a very hap-
py place for me. The most important thing I learned theére
was how to communicate. Miss Raber, our ninth—grade



teacher, had us turn in a theme® of 500 words every Monday
morning. In class she would quiz us on the Word Power
game from Reader’s Digest. Without any advance warning
she’d rip it out of the magazine and make us take the vocab-
ulary test. It became a powerful habit with me—to this day I
still look for the list of words in every issue of The Digest.

On the Way Up

In August 1946, after taking engineering degrees at
Lehigh and Princeton™, I began working at Ford as a stu-
dent engineer”. Our program was known as a loop training
course”*because the trainees made a complete circuit of every
stage of manufacturing a car. I even spent four weeks on the
final assembly line. My mother and father came to visit one
day, and when my dad saw me in overalls, he smiled and
said, “Seventeen years you went to school. See what happens
to dummies who don’t finish first in their class?”

[ was nine months into the program when I decided that
engineering no longer interested me. I was eager to be where
the action fwas— marketing or sales. I liked working with
people more than with machines. So I left the program and
took a job in sales’in Chester, Pa. I was bashful and awk-
ward in those days, and I used to get the jitters™every time I
picked up the phone.

Some people think that good salesmen are born and not
made. But I had no natural talent. Most of my colleagues
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were a lot more relaxed and outgoing than I was. For the
first year or two I was theoretical and stilted. Learning the
skills of salesmanship takes time and effort. Not all young
people understand that. They look at a successful
businessman and they don't stop to think about all the mis-
takes he might have made when he was younger. Mistakes
are a part of life; you can’t avoid them. All you can hope is
that they won’t be too expensive and that you don’t make
the same mistake twice.

Working in Chester, I came under the influence of a re-
markable man, who would have more impact on my life than
any person other than my father. Charlie Beacham, a warm
and brilliant Southerner, was Ford’s regional manager for
the entire East Coast. Like me, he was trained as an engineer
but later switched into sales and marketing. He-was the clos-
est thing I ever had to a mentor”’.”

He accepted mistakes, provided you took responsibility
for them. “ Always remember, ” he would say, “that every-
body makes mistakes. The trouble is that most people won’t
own up to them. When a guy screws up28,-he will never admit
it was his fault. He will try to blame it on his wife, his mis-
tress, his kids, his dog, the weather—but never himself. So if
you screw up, don’t give me any excuses—go look at yourself
in the mirror. Then come see me.”

As part of my job, I had to make a lot of long—distance
calls. In those days, there was no direct dialing®, so that you
always had to go through operators. They'd ask for my
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name, and 1'd say “lacocca.” Of course, they had no idea
how to spell it, so that was always a struggle to get that right.
Then they’d ask for my first name and when 1 said “Lido, ”
they’d break out laughing. Finally I said to myself: “Who
needs it?” and I started calling myself Lee.

Once, before my first trip to the South, Charlie called
me into his office, “Lee, ” he said, “you're going down to my
part of the country, and I want to give you a couple of tips.
First, you talk much too fast for these guys— so slow it
down. Second, they won't like your name. So here’s what I
want you to do. Tell them you have a funny first name—
Jacocca—and that your family name is Lee. They ought to
like that in the South.”

I started every meeting with that line, and they'd go
wild. They'd forget that I was an Italian Yankee. Suddenly I
was accepted as a good ole*’boy.

By 1953 I had worked my way up to assistant manager
of the Philadelphia district. Then in 1956 Ford decided to
promote auto safety rather than pérformance and horsepow-
er’. . .

The safety campaign was a bust. Sales were poor, and
our district was the weakest in the entire country. I decided
that any customer who bought a new 1956 Ford should be
able to do so for a modest down payment of 20 percent, fol-
lowed by three years of monthly payments of $ 56. This was
payment schedule that almost anyone could afford, and I
hoped that it would stimulate sales in our district. I called my
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