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Nervous and Scared, Jenny Fl1es to NY.

Second of six stories
fn&-mmﬂd- -hm-.
Jonny, & woman, travels to New for the

Lataystte
.‘rd'am-hhﬂ
By JOHN NORBERG
Stafl Writer

Jenny had no doubts about what was happening inside
I-.-quudml wht.l'llm

Nm:ﬂﬁrhne&lu-m!ﬂmmy,l!rm!m
hdvmtaeunp-huulhmmdhumhhin fetus.
Fifteen men and women belong to Midwest Alliance, the
me:mmMmhszmy
reach her decision, and they all have different opinions on

mmm.wu-mmu-WMan
Mmleplly!mnpl\ynmn she's going to look else-
ememwbenhmhmnble
lnherew-snnubnnion said Jenny, “I would have
kquecmaucmmngunu.lm-mm as abor-

Pregnant Women
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nm Ihe-lmdd’klen]ly 1 knew of people who had
muﬂmhmmhrm it's only

Alliance, there have been two known, minor com-
plmxhns—nohm
“I have no second thoughts about what I'm doing,” Jenny
said, “just about the experience that lies ahead of me. But
lmmmh-yrnmm"mm‘bmm
I'm damn scared .

night

Wmn’nwm"l
probably . . . T don’t know what my mother
lsu:mmumuuxmmmmm

All the to New York J talked about going

way enny

She wondered if she would.
“ldm‘tmrmmfalelthhz"dtnﬁ."l

this . . 2"
The plane landed at LaGuardia Airport at 9:36 a.m.
Welsh hustied out-to go about his business. Lugar was met

sportscaster Chris Schenkel. And Jenny went to
zm-uuwmmmm
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blue smock.
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day—a few more than normal. She off each woman's
name on her mostly chatted about where they
were

In IS minutes two in brown Ford LTD
station wagons. The was 20 miles north of the airport.

Hank, Jenny’s driver, was a former electrical in
his There his car—two women
lounged in the back of the wagon.
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Jenny Arrives at the Clinic

hair on my chest falls out,” he said. It brought the house
& E‘verynne relaxed when Hank passed out Bazooka Bubble
um.

“You know,"” he said, “1 once saw Richard Nixon pass us
in a limousine. He waved as he went by. If he’d only known
where we were going . . "

They were going to a clinic in a wealthy, predominately
Irish-Catholic neighborhood, and more than one effort has
been made to get it out.

The clinic is operated by four physicians, who also see
other patients there. About 25 people work for the doctors,
and all of them smile—all of the time,

It looks modern and medical and smells antiseptic.

Jenny was first given a blood test. When she came out of
the lab she held a small piece of gauze to her forearm.




