SRR 27 AR N S SR
A R B R R
HE T SOAE S S LR R BT o v 3 — 2
5 5

£ IH

HBRHEOEHNH D E T, ZofMERFobERTIIWTEEA,
ZOMERFORIIT 12—V b1 1=V ETTT,
RERPCRRREM T OFRIZREERA - BT - GLT, MERROHNR EICRB WIS,
FERTCEEHFICHLETSEE N,

ERE ORI LD - T, REABICERE L KEZBRES T ELRTALTIEZENY,
KEZBRESHELLFTAShTOHARWESIE, RSN Erxbn ET,

FIREM 01T, MRERMK2H, THEZARIEZEGLTHY £,

AR TR, MERTETEIARIIE LR TEZS Y,

SOMT(791—30)



B koxErmssmosz .

People of a certain age (and we know who we are) don’t spend much leisure time reviewing
the research into cognitive performance* and aging. The story is grim, for one thing: memory’s
speed and accuracy begin to slip around age 25 and keep on slipping. The story is familiar, too,
for anyone who 1s over 50 and, having finally learned to live fully in the moment, discovers it’s
a senior moment. The finding that the brain slows with age is one of the strongest in all of
psychology.

Now comes a new kind of challenge to the evidence of a cognitive decline, from a decidedly
digital quarter: (D)data mining, based on theories of information processing. In a paper
published in Topics in Cognitive Science, a team of linguistic researchers from the University
of Tiibingen in Germany used advanced learning models to search [1]lenormous databases of
words and phrases. Since educated older people generally know more words than younger
people, simply by virtue of having been around longer, the experiment simulates what an older
brain has to do to [2]retrieve a word. And when the researchers incorporated that difference
into the models, the aging “deficits” largely disappeared. “What shocked me, to be honest, is
that for the first half of the time we were doing this project, I totally accepted the idea of age-
related cognitive decline in healthy adults,” the lead author, Michael Ramscar, said by email.
But the simulations, he added, “fit so well to human data that it slowly forced me to entertain
this idea that I didn’t need to invoke* decline at all.”

Can it be? Digital tools have confounded* predigital generations; now here they are,
coming to the rescue. Or is it that younger scientists are simply pretesting® excuses they can
use in the future to cover their own golden-years lapses*? In fact, the new study is not likely to
overturn 100 years of research, cognitive scientists say. Neuroscientists have some reason to
believe that neural* processing speed, like many reflexes®, slows over the years; anatomical
studies* suggest that the brain also undergoes [3]subtle structural changes that could affect
memory. Still, the new report will very likely add to a growing skepticism* about how steep age-
related decline really is. It goes without saying that many people remain disarmingly razor-
witted* well into their 90s; yet doubts about the average extent of the decline are rooted not in
individual differences but in study methodology*. Many studies comparing older and younger
people, for instance, did not take into account the effects of pre-symptomatic* Alzheimer’s
disease, said Laura Carstensen, a psychologist at Stanford University.

Dr. Carstensen and others have found, too, that with age people become biased in their

memory toward words and associations that have a positive implication — @the “age-related
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positivity effect,” as it’s known. This bias very likely applies when older people perform so-called

paired-associate tests, a common measure that involves memorizing random word pairs, like
ostrich* and house. “Given that most cognitive research asks participants to engage with
neutral (and in emotion studies, negative) stimuli, the traditional research paradigm* may put
older people [ A ] a disadvantage,” Dr. Carstensen said by email.

The new data mining analysis also raises questions about many of the measures scientists
use. Dr. Ramscar and his colleagues applied leading learning models to an estimated pool of
words and phrases that an educated 70-year-old would have seen, and another pool suitable
[ B ] an educated 20-year-old. Their model accounted for more than 75 percent of the
difference in scores between older and younger adults on items in a paired-associate test, he

said. @ That is to say, the larger the library you have in your head, the longer it usually takes

to find a particular word (or pair).

For the time being, this new digital-era challenge to “cognitive decline” can serve [ C |
a ready-made explanation for blank moments, whether senior or otherwise. It's not that you're

slow. It’s that you know so much.

(7¥) cognitive performance FRENEEE
invoke BlXHWITHT, FHlHT
confounded JREL - W@ &7z, £ TohETc
pretesting AITL T\ 5
golden-years lapses % 0O¥W=h
neural D
reflexes A EE)
anatomical studies f&H|ZEAFSE
skepticism &&&
disarmingly razor-witted F1E5 L < BEEOEERHEE
study methodology %2 571k
pre-symptomatic JERAH B EID
ostrich #Fa v
research paradigm #FEFL

(H#)  Z—o3CEE, The New York Times (20144E 1 H 27 B) o O%ETHD (—HEE
Li=fEidsd).

= B = OMT(791—32)



i LOERE (B) ~ (2) @56, B1~2BHEOREL—HT53LD01E0%, h
Listo b oot x 246 L,

(#) The research finding that memory and accuracy decline from age 50 is a very
commaon belief in the field of psychology.

(\*) Cognitive decline occurs before our brain begins to work more slowly due to age.

(%) The research team from Germany found that the older brain slows because it
must choose from a larger number of words and phrases.

(%) Michael Ramsear did not believe in the idea of age-related decline during the
first part of the project.
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(#) Data mining causes cognitive decline to completely disappear.
(1)  Data mining changes the digital theories of cognitive decline.
(%) Data mining questions past evidence of cognitive decline.

(z) Data mining supports previous evidence of cognitive decline.
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[1] enormous {#) abnormal
(1v) eager
(5) exceptional

(%) huge

[2] retrieve (&) recall
(¥Y) refuse
(%) retain

(%) reuse
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[3] subtle (&) demanding

(V) favorable
() powerful
(%) slight

4 FHE @ O the “age-related positivity effect’ DRAFIZEH> LD E LT, bo& bhiEb]
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Older people are biased against younger people.
Older people are biased toward negative words and associations.
Older people are biased toward neutral words and associations.

Older people are biased toward positive words and associations.
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I saw a man get stabbed on a sunny afternoon in the West Village on my twenty-fourth
birthday. He didn’t die. He didn’t even call out for help. He just cursed the man who'd attacked
him in a language I could neither understand nor (Didentify while clutching® the place on his
thigh where the knife had entered it, his palms smeared with blood*. I was sitting alone at a
little wooden table on the sidewalk across the street, drinking coffee and eating a slice of cake
in the warm September sun.

“Someone just stabbed that man,” I said loudly to the waiter, who emerged from the café
doors moments after the attack.

He turned to glance at him. [1]The injured man remained in the spot where he’d been

stabbed, across the narrow street from us on the edge of a small park I didn’t know the name
of. He'd run there in the moments before the assault, attempting to shield himself with a metal
bike rack. In a last-ditch* effort he’'d tried to lift the @entire impossible apparatus, hoping to
throw it onto his assailant*. He’d hoisted® it perhaps two feet before it crashed back onto the
pavement with a frightful clatter®. In the next instant the knife was in his leg. In spite of the
assailant’s force, his delivery was almost delicate, the deed done in one elegant jab*, as if he
were popping a balloon. Then, without a sound, he ran, knife in hand.

That’s when the victim cried out in the language I didn’t understand and the waiter came
outside.

“T wouldn’t worry about it,” he said to me now, languidly* refilling my coffee cup from the
pot he carried.

“You wouldn’t?” I asked.

[2]Of all the things to worry about, it seemed a man getting stabbed a dozen yards away

would be the thing. And yet, how strange it was that it appeared I was the only one who was

(®alarmed — there’d been other witnesses to the stabbing, the dozen or so people who'd been

walking along the sidewalk when the clamor® began. [3]Some had paused to watch, others had

crossed the street to avoid the scene, but they’d all continued on their way once it was over.

“Hey!” I hollered* to the injured man after the waiter went back inside the café. “Do you
need help?”

He looked in my direction and shook his head vaguely, then rambled away in a limping
fashion as if I'd chased him off, his jeans bloody and torn where he’d been wounded.

[4]T'd been living in New York City for little more than a month by then. I was renting an

apartment on Seventh Avenue in Park Slope with the man who was then my husband and
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waitressing at a place ten blocks away. It was 1992, a time when unknown writers who were
married to even more unknown musicians and paid the bills waiting tables could still @afford
to rent an apartment on Seventh Avenue in Park Slope. On my days off I roved* the city like a
gleeful® tourist, feeling important simply to be there.

T am in New York City!1 couldn’t help but exclaim silently in my head every now and then,
country bumpkin* from Minnesota that I was. I couldn’t keep myself from thinking everything
in New York was superior to every other place I'd ever been, which hadn’t been all that many
places. I was stunned by New York. Its grand parks and museums. Its cozy cobbled* streets and
dazzlingly bright thoroughfares*. Its alternately (Befficient and appalling® subway system. Its
endlessly gorgeous women clad in* slim pants and killer shoes and interesting coats.

And yet something happened on my way to falling head over heels in love with the place.
Maybe it was the man getting stabbed that no one worried about. Or maybe it was bigger than
that. The abruptness, the gruffness*, the avoid-eye-contact ® indifference of the crowded
subways and streets felt as foreign to me as Japan or Cameroon, as alien to me as Mars. Even
the couple who owned the bodega*® below our apartment greeted my husband and me each day
as if we were complete strangers, which is to say they didn’t greet us at all, no matter how many
times we came in to buy toilet paper or soup, cat food or pasta. They merely took our money and
returned our change with gestures so automatic and faces so expressionless they might as well
have been robots.

“Do they really not recognize us?’ I asked my husband on a regular basis, both of us mildly
outraged by this tiny thing that grew to feel like the greatest New York City crime of all, to be
denied the universal silent acknowledgment of familiarity, the faintest smile, the hint of a nod.

Maybe it was the way my customers at the place where I waited tables always knew 1
wasn’t from there because I was “too nice” — “Minnesota Nice,” one group of @Dregulars had
nicknamed me — much as I attempted to seem like a harder, cooler, more dazzling thing: a New
Yorker.

In the end, T had to realize it was never meant to be. It wasn’t New York. It was me. I'd
entered the city the way one enters any grand love affair: with no exit plan. I went willing to
live there forever, to become one of the women clad in slim pants and killer shoes and interesti‘ng
coats. I was ready for the city to sweep me into its arms, but instead it held me at a cool distance.
And so I left New York the way one leaves a love affair too: because, much as I loved it, I wasnt
truly in love. I had no ®compelling reason to stay.

On a cold afternoon in February, my husband and I loaded our things into a pickup truck
that was double-parked* on the street on Seventh Avenue, each of us taking turns alternately

guarding the truck and going up and down the stairs with boxes. Past dark, our work done
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hours later than we’d hoped, we got into the cab with our two cats in their kennels squeezed
between us. Just as my husband started the engine, there was a loud rapping on the window a
few inches from my head. I turned with a start* and saw the man who owned the bodega. The
one who'd never once shown us a glimmer of recognition. He was smiling now and holding a bag

of tangerines*. I [5]stared at him for a moment, startled and uncertain, until he made a motion

with his hand for me to roll down the window and I did.

“For you,” he said and handed me the tangerines. “Good luck.”
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