Withess
Walter Jon Williams

Author'sNote: "Witness' is a contribution to the Wild Cards shared-world series, but it stands
largely on itsown. In order to understand its premise, only a few things need to be explained. An
alien, known on Earth as Dr. Tachyon, developed the gene-warping wild card virus, which killed
most of its victims horribly, which mutilated most of the survivors, and which, to a lucky few,
granted genuine superpowers. In an alternate 1946, Jetboy, a famous World War 11 ace, died in an
unsuccessful attempt to prevent terrorists from detonating a wild card bomb over Manhattan. The
story begins only a few minutes after Jetboy's death, as viral spores begin to rain on the city.

The part of the story | didn't make up consists of the HUAC per secutions of the late --40s and
'60s. A depressing feature of this story was hearing from young (and a few not-so-young) readers
who assume that | invented the McCarthy Period for the purposes of this alternate-worlds story. |
can only hope that this disbelief is a measure of how far we've come since the days of HUAC, that
it really can't happen again, rather than an indication of the political naivetA© that allowed it all
to occur in thefirst place.

W.JW.

* * % %

When Jetboy died | was watching amatinee of The Jolson Sory. | wanted to see Larry Parkss
performance, which everyone said was so remarkable. | studied it carefully and made mental notes.

Y oung actors do things like that.

The picture ended, but | was feding comfortable and had no plansfor the next few hours, and | wanted
to see Larry Parks again. | watched the movie asecond time. Halfway through, | fell adeep, and when |
woke the titleswere scralling up. | was alonein the theater.

When | stepped into the lobby the usherettes were gone and the doors were locked. They'd run for it
and forgotten to tell the projectionist. | let myself out into abright, pleasant autumn afternoon and saw
that Second Avenue was empty.

Second Avenueis never empty.

The newsstands were closed. Thefew cars| could see were parked. The theater marquee had been
turned off. | could hear angry auto horns some distance off, and over it the rumble of high-powered
arplane engines. Therewas abad smell from somewhere.

New Y ork had the eerie feding that towns sometimes got during an air raid, deserted and waiting and
nervous. I'd beenin air raids during the war, usualy on therecelving end, and | didn't like the feding at
al. | began walking for my apartment, just ablock and ahaf away.

Inthefirst hundred feet | saw what had been making the bad sméll. It came from areddish-pink puddie
that looked like savera galons of oddly colored ice cream melting on the Ssdewalk and oozing down the
gutter.

| looked closer. There were afew bonesinside the puddle. A human jawbone, part of atibia, an eye
socket. They were dissolving into alight pink froth.



There were clothes beneath the puddle. An usherette's uniform. Her flashlight had rolled into the gutter
and the metd parts of it were dissolving aong with her bones.

My stomach turned over as adrendine dammed into my system. | started to run.

By thetime | got to my gpartment | figured there had to be some kind of emergency going on, and |
turned on the radio to get information. While | waswaiting for the Philco to warm up | went to check the
canned food in the cupboard--a couple cans of Campbel'swasal | could find. My hands were shaking
so much | knocked one of the cans out of the cupboard, and it rolled off the sideboard behind the
icebox. | pushed against the side of theicebox to get at the can, and suddenly it seemed like therewas a
shift in the light and the icebox flew halfway across the room and damn near went through thewall. The
pan | had underneath to catch the ice-melt dopped over onto the floor.

| got the can of soup. My hands were il trembling. | moved theicebox back, and it waslight asa
feather. The light kept doing weird shifts. | could pick up the box with one hand.

Theradio warmed finally and | learned about the virus. People who felt sck were to report to emergency
tent hospitals set up by the National Guard all over the city. There was one in Washington Square Park,
near where | wasliving.

| didn't fed sick, but on the other hand | could juggle the icebox, which was not exactly norma behavior.
| walked to Washington Square Park. There were casudlties everywhere--some were just lying in the
street. | couldn't look at alot of it. It was worse than anything I'd seen inthewar. | knew that aslong as|
was hedthy and mobile the doctors would put me low on the list for treatment, and it would be days
before I'd get any help, so | walked up to someonein charge, told him | used to bein the Army, and
asked what | could do to help. | figured if | Started to diel'd at least be near the hospital.

The doctors asked meto help set up akitchen. People were screaming and dying and changing before
the doctors eyes, and the medics couldn't do anything about it. Feeding the casuatieswas all they could
think to do.

| went to aNational Guard deuce-and-a-half and started picking up crates of food. Each weighed about
fifty pounds, and | stacked six of them on top of each other and carried them off the truck in onearm.
My perception of thelight kept changing in odd ways. | emptied the truck in about two minutes. Another
truck had gotten bogged down in mud when it tried to cross the park, so | picked up the whole truck and
carried it to where it was supposed to be, and then | unloaded it and asked the doctorsif they needed
mefor anything d<e.

| had this strange glow around me. People told me that when | did one of my stunts| glowed, that a
bright golden aura surrounded my body. My looking at the world through my own radiance made the

light appear to change.

| didn't think much about it. The scene around me was overwhelming, and it went on for days. People
were drawing the black queen or the joker, turning into monsters, dying, transforming. Martid law had
dammed down on the city--it was just like wartime. After thefirst riots on the bridges there were no
disturbances. The city had lived with blackouts and curfews and patrols for four years, and the people
just dipped back into wartime patterns. The rumors were insane--aMartian attack, accidenta release of
poison gas, bacteriareleased by Nazisor by Stalin. Totop it al off, severa thousand people swore they
saw Jetboy's ghost flying, without his plane, over the streets of Manhattan. | went on working at the
hospital, moving heavy loads. That'swhere | met Tachyon.

He came by to ddliver some experimenta serum he was hoping might be able to relieve some symptoms,
and a firgt | thought, Oh, Chrit, here's some fruitbar got past the guards with a potion his Aunt Nelly



gave him. He was aweedy guy with long metalic red hair past his shoulders, and | knew it couldn't bea
natural color. He dressed asif he got his clothes from a Salvation Army in the theater digtrict, wearing a
bright orange jacket like a bandleader might wear, ared Harvard swester, a Robin Hood hat with a
feather, plus-fours with argyle socks, and two-tone shoes that would have looked out of placeon a
pimp. He was moving from bed to bed with atray full of hypos, observing each patient and sticking the
needlesin peoplesarms. | put down the X-ray machine | was carrying and ran to stop him before he
could do any harm.

And then | noticed that the people following him included athree-star genera, the National Guard bird
colonel who ran the hospital, and Mr. Archibald Holmes, who was one of F.D.R.--sold crowd at
Agriculture, and who | recognized right away. He'd been in charge of abig relief agency in Europe
following the war, but Truman had sent him to New Y ork as soon asthe plague hit. | sdled up behind
one of the nurses and asked her what was going on.

"That'sanew kind of trestment,” she said. "That Dr. Tack-something brought it.”
"It's his trestment?" | asked.

"Yeah." Shelooked at him with afrown. "He'sfrom another planet.”

| looked at the plus-fours and Robin Hood hat. "No kidding,” | said.

"No. Redly. Heis"

Closer up, you could seethe dark circles under hisweird purple eyes, the strain that showed on hisface.
He'd been pushing himself hard since the catastrophe, like dl the doctors here--like everyone except me.
| felt full of energy in spite of only getting afew hours deegp each night.

The bird colond from the National Guard looked at me. "Here's another case," hesaid. "Thisis Jack
Braun."

Tachyon looked up at me. ™Y our symptoms?" he asked. He had adeep voice, avaguely mid-European
accent.

"I'm strong. | can pick up trucks. | glow gold when | doit."

He seemed excited. "A biologica forcefield. Interesting. I'd like to examine you later. After the'--an
expression of distaste crossed hisface--"present crissisover.”

"Sure, Doc. Whatever you like."

He moved on to the next bed. Mr. Holmes, the relief man, didn't follow. He just stayed and watched me,
fiddling with his cigarette holder.

| stuck my thumbsin my belt and tried to ook useful. "Can | help you with something, Mr. Holmes?' |
asked.

He seemed mildly surprised. "Y ou know my name?' he said.

"I remember you coming to Fayette, North Dakota, back in--33," | said. "Just after the New Deal came
in. You were & Agriculture then."

"A long time ago. What are you doing in New Y ork, Mr. Braun?'

"] was an actor till the theaters shut down."



"Ah." Henodded. "Well have the theaters running again soon. Dr. Tachyon tdlsusthe virusisn't
contagious."

"That'll ease some minds.”
He glanced & the entrance to the tent. "L et's go outside and have asmoke.”

"Suitsme." After | followed him out | dusted off my hands and accepted a custom-blended cigarette from
hisslver case. Helit our cigarettes and looked at me over the match.

"After the emergency'sover, I'd like to run some more testswith you," he said. "Just seewhat it isthat
you can do."

| shrugged. "Sure, Mr. Holmes," | said. "Any particular reason?’

"Maybe| can giveyou ajob," he said. "On the world stage.”

Something passed between me and the sun. | looked up, and a cold finger touched my neck.
The ghost of Jetboy wasflying black againgt the sky, hiswhite pilot's scarf fluttering in thewind.

* k% k% %

I'd grown up in North Dakota. | was bornin 1924, into hard times. There was trouble with the banks,
trouble with the farm surpluses that were keeping prices down. When the Depression hit, things went
from bad to worse. Grain prices were o low that some farmersliteraly had to pay peopleto haul the
stuff away. Farm auctions were held dmost every week at the courthouse--farms worth fifty thousand
dollarswere sdlling for afew hundred. Half Main Street was boarded up.

Those were the days of the Farm Holidays, the farmers withholding grain to make the pricesrise. I'd get
up in the middle of the night to bring coffee and food to my father and cousins, who were patrolling the
roads to make sure nobody sold grain behind their backs. If someone came by with grain, they'd seize
the truck and dump it; if a cattle truck came by, they'd shoot the cattle and toss them on the roadside to
rot. Some of the local bigwigs who were making afortune buying underpriced whest sent the American
Legion to bresk the farm strike, carrying axe handles and wearing ther little hats--and the whole digtrict
rose, gave the legionnaires the beating of their lives, and sent them scampering back to the city.

Suddenly abunch of conservative German farmers were talking and acting like radicas. F.D.R. wasthe
first Democrat my family ever voted for.

| was eleven years old when | first saw Archibald Holmes. He was working as a troubleshooter for Mr.
Henry Wallace in the Department of Agriculture, and he came to Fayette to consult with the farmers
about something or other--price control or production control, probably, or conservation, the New Dedl
agendathat kept our farm off the auction block. He gave alittle speech on the courthouse steps on his
arrival, and for somereason | didn't forget it.

He was an impressive man even then. Well-dressed, gray-haired even though he wasn't yet forty,
smoked acigarettein aholder like F.D.R. He had a Tidewater way of talking, which sounded strange to
my ear, asif there was something dightly vulgar about pronouncing ones R's. Soon after hisvisit, things
Started getting better.

Y earslater, after | got to know him well, he was dways Mr. Holmes. | never could see mysdlf calling him
by hisfirg name,



Maybe | can trace my wanderlust to Mr. Holmessvigit. | felt there had to be something outside Fayette,
something outside the North Dakotaway of looking at things. The way my family saw it, | was going to
get my own farm, marry aloca girl, produce lots of kids, and spend my Sundays listening to the parson
talk about Hell and my weekdaysworking in the fields for the benefit of the bank.

| resented the notion that thiswas al therewas. | knew, perhaps only by ingtinct, that there was another
kind of existence out there, and | wanted to get my share of it.

| grew up tall and broad-shouldered and blond, with big hands that were comfortable around afootbal |
and what my publicity agent later called "rugged good looks." | played footbdl and played it well, dozed
through school, and during the long dark winters | played in community theater and pageants. Therewas
quiteacircuit for amateur theater in both English and German, and | did both. | played mainly Victorian
melodramas and historical spectaculars, and | got good notices, too.

Girlsliked me. | was good-looking and aregular guy and they al thought I'd be just the farmer for them.
| was careful never to have anyone special. | carried rubbersin my watch pocket and tried to keep at
least three or four girlsinthear a once. | wasn't faling into the trap that al my elders seemed to have
planned for me.

Weadll grew up patriotic. It wasanaturd thing in that part of the world: thereisastrong love of country
that comeswith punishing climates. It wasn't anything to make afuss over, patriotism wasjust there, part
of everything dse.

Thelocal football team did well, and | began to see away out of North Dakota. At the end of my senior
season, | was offered a scholarship to the University of Minnesota.

| never made it. Insteed, the day after graduation in May of 1942, | marched to the recruiter and
volunteered for the infantry.

No big dedl. Every boy in my class marched with me.

| ended up with the 5th Divison in Italy, and had an awful infantryman'swar. It rained dl thetime, there
was never proper shelter, every move we made wasin full view of invisble Germans stting on the next
hill with Zeiss binoculars glued to their eyes, to be followed inevitably by that horrific zooming sound of
an 88 coming down"} | was scared all thetime, and | was ahero some of the time, but most of thetimel
was hiding with my mouth in the dirt while the shells came whizzing down, and after afew monthsof it |
knew | wasn't coming back in one piece, and chanceswere | wasn't coming back at al. There were no
tours, likein Vietnam; arifleman just stayed on the line until the war was over, or until hedied, or until he
was 0 shot up he couldn't go back. | accepted these facts and went on with what | had to do. | got
promoted to master sergeant and eventualy got a Bronze Star and three Purple Hearts, but medals and
promotions never meant as much to me as where the next pair of dry sockswas coming from.

One of my buddies was aman named Martin Kozokowski, whose father was a minor theatrical
producer in New Y ork. One evening we were sharing a bottle of awful red wineand a
cigarette--smoking was something el se the Army taught me--and | mentioned my acting career back in
North Dakota, and in agush of inebriated goodwill he said, "Hell, cometo New Y ork after the war, and
me and my dad will put you on the stage.” It was a pointless fantasy, since at that point none of usredly
thought we were coming back, but it stuck, and we talked about it afterward, and by and by, as some
dreams have away of doing, it cametrue.

After V-E Day | went to New Y ork and Kozokowski the elder got me afew partswhile | worked an
assortment of part-time jobs, al of which were easy compared to farming and the war. Theater circles
werefull of intense, intellectua girlswho didn't wear lipstick--not wearing lipstick was supposed to be



sort of daring--and they would take you home with them if you listened to them talk about Anouilh or
Piranddlo or their psychoandysis, and the best thing about them was that they didn't want to get married
and make little farmers. Peacetime reflexes began to come back. North Dakota started to fade away,
and after awhile | began to wonder if maybe the war didn't have its consolations after all.

Anilluson, of course. Because some nights I'd till wake up with the 88swhistling in my ears, terror
squirming in my guts, the old wound in my caf throbbing, and I'd remember lying on my back ina
shellhole with mud creeping down my neck, waiting for the morphineto hit whilel looked up into the sky
to see aflight of slver Thunderbolts with the sun gleaming off their stubby wings, the planes hopping the
mountains with more ease than | could hop out of ajeep. And I'd remember what it wasliketo lie there
furious with jel ousy that the fighter jockswerein their untroubled sky while | bled into my field dressing
and waited for morphine and plasma, and I'd think, If | ever catch one of those bastards on the ground,
I'm going to make him pay for this',

* * % %

When Mr. Holmes started his tests he proved exactly how strong | was, which was stronger than anyone
had ever seen, or even imagined. Provided | was braced well enough, | could lift up to forty tons.
Machine-gun dugswould flatten themsalves on my chest. Armor-piercing 20mm cannon shellswould
knock me down with their transferred energy, but I'd jump back up undamaged.

They were scared to try anything bigger than a20mm on their tests. Sowasl. If | were hit with areal
cannon, instead of just abig machine gun, 1'd probably be oatmeal.

| had my limits. After afew hours of it I'd begin to get tired. | would wesken. Bullets began to hurt. I'd
have to go off and rest.

Tachyon had guessed right when he talked about abiological forcefield. When | wasin action it
surrounded me like agolden halo. | didn't exactly contral it--if Someone shot abullet into my back by
aurprise, the force field would turn on al by itself. When | started to get tired the glow would begin to
fade.

| never got tired enough for it to fade entirely, not when | wanted it on. | was scared of what would
happen then, and | awaystook care to make sure | got my rest when | needed it.

When the test results camein, Mr. Holmes called mein to his apartment on Park Avenue South. It wasa
big place, the entirefifth floor, but alot of the rooms had that unused smell to them. Hiswife had died of
pancrestic cancer back in --40, and since then held given up most of hissocid life. His daughter was off
at school.

Mr. Holmes gave me adrink and a cigarette and asked me what | thought about fascism, and what |
thought | could do about it. | remembered al those stiff-necked SS officers and L uftwaffe paratroops
and considered what | could do about them now that | was the strongest thing on the planet.

"l imagine that now I'd make a pretty good soldier,” | said.
He gave meathin amile. "Would you like to be asoldier again, Mr. Braun?'

| saw right away what he was driving at. There was an emergency going on. Evil lived intheworld. It
was possible| could do something about it. And here was aman who had sat at the right hand of
Franklin Delano Roosevet, who in turn sat at the right hand of God, asfar as| was concerned, and he
was asking me to do something abot it.



Of course | volunteered. It probably took me al of three seconds.

Mr. Holmes shook my hand. Then he asked me another question. "How do you fed about working with
acolored man?'

| shrugged.

He smiled. "Good," he said. "In that case, I'll haveto introduce you to Jetboy's ghost.”

| must have stared. His smile broadened. "Actudly, hisnameis Earl Sanderson. HeE'squite afelow.”
Oddly enough, | knew the name. "The Sanderson who used to play bal for Rutgers? Hell of an athlete.”

Mr. Holmes seemed gtartled. Maybe he didn't follow sports. "Oh," he said. "I think you'l find he'salittle
more than that."

* k % %

Earl Sanderson, Jr., was born into alifefar different from mine, in Harlem, New Y ork City. He was
eleven years older than I, and maybe | never caught up to him.

Earl, Sr., wasarailway car porter, asmart man, self-educated, an admirer of Frederick Douglass and
Du Bois. He was a charter member of the Niagara Movement--which became the NAACP--and later of
the Brotherhood of Slegping Car Porters. A tough, smart man, thoroughly at home in the combustive
Harlem of thetime,

Earl, ., wasabrilliant youth, and hisfather urged him not to wasteit. In high school he was outstanding
asascholar and athlete, and when he followed Paul Robeson's footsteps to Rutgersin 1930 he had his
choice of scholarships.

Two yearsinto college, he joined the Communist party. When | knew him later, he madeit sound like the
only reasonable choice.

"The Depresson was only getting worse," hetold me. "The cops were shooting union organizersal over
the country, and white people were finding out what it was like to be as poor asthe colored. All we got
out of Russia at the time were pictures of factoriesworking at full capacity, and herein the States the
factories were closed and the workers were starving. | thought it was only a matter of time before the
revolution. The CP were the only people working for the unions who were al'so working for equdity.
They had adogan, --Black and white, unite and fight,' and that sounded right to me. They didn't givea
damn about the color bar--they'd look you in the eye and call you --comrade.’ Which was more than |
ever got from anyonedse.”

He had dl the good reasonsin the world for joining the CPin 1931. Later al those good reasons would
rise up and wreck usall.

I'm not surewhy Earl Sanderson married Lillian, but | understand well enough why Lillian chased Earl for
al thoseyears. "Jack," shetold me, "hejust glowed."

Lillian Abbott met Earl when hewasajunior in high school. After that first meeting, she spent every spare
minute with him. Bought his newspapers, paid hisway into the theaters with her pocket change, attended
radical meetings. Cheered him at sporting events. She joined the CP amonth after he did. And afew
weeks after heleft Rutgers, summacum laude, she married him.

"l didn't give Earl any choice," shesaid. "The only way hed ever get meto be quiet about it wasto marry



me"

Neither of them knew what they were getting into, of course. Earl was wrapped up in issuesthat were
larger than himsdf, in the revol ution he thought was coming, and maybe he thought Lillian deserved alittle
happinessin thistime of bitterness. It didn't cost him anything to say yes.

It cost Lillian just about everything.

Two months after his marriage Earl was on aboat to the Soviet Union, to study at Lenin University for a
year, learning to be a proper agent of the Comintern. Lillian stayed a home, working in her mother's
shop, attending party meetings that seemed alittle lackluster without Earl. Learning, without any grest
enthusiasm for the task, how to be arevolutionary's wife.

After theyear in Russia, Earl went to Columbiafor hislaw degree. Lillian supported him until he
graduated and went to work as counsdl for A. Philip Randolph and the Brotherhood of Seeping Car
Porters, one of the most radical unionsin America. Earl, Sr., must have been proud.

Asthe Depression eased, Earl's commitment to the CP waned--maybe the revol ution wasn't coming,
after dl. The GM strike was solved in favor of the CIO when Earl was learning to be arevolutionary in
Russa The Brotherhood won its recognition from the Pullman Company in 1938, and Randolph finaly
started drawing a sdary--he'd worked dl those yearsfor free. The union and Randolph weretaking up a
lot of Earl'stime, and his attendance at party meetings began to dide.

When the Nazi-Soviet pact was sgned, Earl resgned from the CP in anger. Accommodation with the
fascigtswasnot hisstyle.

Earl told methat after Pearl Harbor, the Depression ended for white people when the hiring at defense
plants started, but few blacks were given jobs. Randol ph and his people finally had enough. Randolph
threatened arailway strike--right in the middle of wartime--that was to be combined with amarch on
Washington. F.D.R. sent histroubleshooter, Archibald Holmes, to work out a settlement. It resulted in
Executive Order 8802, in which government contractors were forbidden to discriminate on account of
race. It was one of the landmark pieces of legidation in the history of civil rights, and one of the greatest
successes in Earl's career. Earl always spoke of it as one of his proudest accomplishments.

The week after Order 8802, Earl's draft classfication was changed to 1-A. Hiswork with therail union
wasn't going to protect him. The government wastaking its revenge.

Earl decided to volunteer for the Air Corps. Hed dways wanted to fly.

Earl wasold for apilot, but he was till an athlete and his conditioning got him past the physicd. His
record was labeled PAF, meaning Premature Anti-Fascist, which was the official designation for anyone
who was unreliable enough not to like Hitler prior to 1941.

He was assigned to the 332nd Fighter Group, an all-black unit. The screening processfor the black fliers
was S0 severe that the unit ended up full of professors, ministers, doctors, lawyers—-and all these bright
people demonstrated first-rate pilots reflexes as well. Because none of the air groups overseas wanted
black pilots, the group remained a Tuskegee for months and months of training. Eventually they received
three times as much training as the average group, and when they were finaly moved, to basesin Itay,
the group known as "the Lonely Eagles’ exploded over the European Theater.

They flew their Thunderbolts over Germany and the Balkan countries, including the toughest targets.
They flew over fifteen thousand sorties and, during that time, not a single escorted bomber waslost to
the Luftwaffe. After word got out, bomber groups began asking specificaly for the 332nd to escort their



planes.

One of their top flierswas Earl Sanderson, who ended the war with fifty-three "unconfirmed" kills. The
kills were unconfirmed because records were not kept for the black squadrons--the military was afraid
the black pilots might get larger total s than the whites. Their fear was justified--that number put Earl
above every American pilot but Jetboy, who was another powerful exception to alot of rules.

On the day Jetboy died, Earl had come home from work with what he thought was a bad case of theflu,
and the next day he woke up ablack ace.

He could fly, apparently by an act of will, up to five hundred miles per hour. Tachyon called it "projection
telekiness”

Earl was pretty tough, too, though not astough as | was--like me, bullets bounced off him. But cannon
rounds could hurt him, and | know he dreaded the possibility of midair collison with aplane.

And he could project awall of forcein front of him, akind of traveling shock wave that could sweep
anything out of his path. Men, vehicles, walls. A sound like aclap of thunder and they'd be thrown a
hundred fest.

Earl spent acouple weekstesting his talents before | etting the world know about them, flying over the city
inhispilot's helmet, black leather flying jacket, and boots. When hefindly let people know, Mr. Holmes
wasone of thefirst to call.

* k % %

| met Earl the day after I'd Signed on with Mr. Holmes. By then I'd moved into one of Mr. Holmes's
spare rooms and had been given akey to the gpartment. | was moving up in the world.

| recognized him right away. "Earl Sanderson,” | said, before Mr. Holmes could introduce us. | shook his
hand. "1 remember reading about you when you played for Rutgers.”

Earl took that in stride. ™Y ou have agood memory," he said.

We sat down, and Mr. Holmes explained formally what he wanted with us, and with others he hoped to
recruit later. Earl felt strongly about the term "ace,” meaning someone with useful abilities, as opposed to
"joker," meaning someone who was badly disfigured by the virus--Earl felt the termsimposed aclass
system on those who got thewild card, and didn't want to set us a the top of some kind of socia
pyramid. Mr. Holmes officialy named our team the Exotics for Democracy. We were to becomevisible
symbols of American postwar idedls, to lend credit to the American attempt to rebuild Europe and Asia,
to continue the fight againgt fascism and intolerance.

The U.S. was going to create a postwar Golden Age, and was going to share it with the rest of the
world. We were going to beits symbol.

It sounded grest. | wanted in.

With Earl the decison came alittle harder. Holmes had talked to him before and had asked him to make
the same kind of dedl that Branch Rickey later asked of Jackie Robinson: Earl had to stay out of
domestic politics. He had to announce that held broken with Stalin and Marxism, that he was committed
to peaceful change. He was asked to keep histemper under control, to absorb the inevitable anger,
racism, and condescension, and to do it without retdiation.

Earl told melater how he struggled with himself. He knew his powers by then, and he knew he could



change things smply by being present where important things were going on. Southern copswouldn't be
able to smash up integration meetingsif someone present could flatten whole companies of sate
troopers. Strikebreakers would go flying before hiswave of force. If he decided to integrate somebody's
restaurant, the entire Marine Corps couldn't throw him out--not without destroying the building, anyway.

But Mr. Holmes had pointed out thet if he used his powersin that way, it wouldn't be Earl Sanderson
who would pay the pendlty. If Earl Sanderson were seen reacting violently to provocation, innocent
blacks would be strung from oak limbs throughout the country.

Earl gave Mr. Holmes the assurance he wanted. Starting the very next day, the two of uswent onto
makealot of higtory.

* k % %

The EFD was never apart of the U.S. government. Mr. Holmes consulted with the State Department,
but he paid Earl and me out of hisown pocket and | lived in his gpartment.

Thefirst thing was to deal with PerA3n. Hed gotten himself dected President of Argentinain arigged
election, and wasin the process of turning himself into a South American verson of Mussolini and
Argentinainto arefuge for fascists and war criminas. The Exotics for Democracy flew south to see what
we could do about it.

Looking back on things, I'm amazed at our assumptions. We were bent on overthrowing the
congdtitutional government of alarge foreign nation, and we didn't think anything about it"} Even Earl went
along without a second thought. Weld just spent years fighting fascistsin Europe, and we didn't see
anything remarkably different in moving south and smashing them up there.

When we left, we had another man with us. David Harstein just seemed to talk himself aboard the plane.
Here he was, a Jewish chess hustler from Brooklyn, one of those fast-talking curly-haired young guys
that you saw al over New Y ork selling flood insurance or used auto tires or custom suits made of some
new miracle fiber that wasjust as good as cashmere, and suddenly he was amember of EFD and calling
alot of the shots. Y ou couldn't help but like him. Y ou couldn't hel p but agree with him.

Hewas an exatic, dl right. He exuded pheromones that made you fed friendly with him and with the
world, that created an atmosphere of bonhomie and suggestibility. He could talk an Albanian Stainist into
standing on his head and singing " The Star-Spangled Banner”--at least, aslong as he and his pheromones
werein the room. Afterward, when our Albanian Stdinist returned to his senses, held promptly denounce
himsdf and have himsdf shat.

We decided to keep David's powers a secret. We spread a story that he was some kind of sneaky
superman, like The Shadow on radio, and that he was our scout. Actually he'd just get into conferences
with people and make them agree with us. It worked pretty well.

PerA3n hadn't consolidated his power yet, having only been in office four months. It took us two weeks
to organize the coup that got rid of him. Harstein and Mr. Holmes would go into meetings with army
officers, and before they were done the colonels would be swearing to have PerA3n's head on aplate,
and even after they began to think better of things, their sense of honor wouldn't et them back down on
their promises.

On the morning of the coup, | found out some of my limitations. I'd read the comicswhen | wasin the
Army, and I'd seen how, when the bad guys were trying to speed away in their cars, Superman would
jump in front of the car, and the car would bounce off him.



| tried that in Argentina. There was a PerAdnist major who had to be kept from getting to his command
post, and | jumped in front of his Mercedes and got knocked two hundred feet into a statue of Juan P.
himsdlf.

The problem was, | wasn't heavier than the car. When things collide, it's the object with the least
momentum that givesway, and weight is a component of momentum. It doesn't matter how strong the
lighter object is.

| got smarter after that. | knocked the statue of PerA3n off its perch and threw it at the car. That took
careof things.

There are afew other things about the ace businessthat you can't learn from reading comic books. |
remember comic aces grabbing the barrels of tank guns and turning them into pretzels.

Itisinfact possibleto do that, but you have to have the leverage to do it. Y ou've got to plant your feet
on something solid in order to have something to push againg. It was far easier for meto dive under the
tank and knock it off itstreads. Then I'd run around to the other side and put my arms around the gun
barrel, with my shoulder under the barrel, and then yank down. I'd use my shoulder asthe fulcrum of a
lever and bend the barrel around myself.

That'swhat I'd do if | wasinahurry. If | had time, I'd punch my way through the bottom of the tank and
rip it apart from theinsde,

But | digress. Back to PerAdn,

There were acouple critical thingsthat had to be done. Someloya PerAdnists couldn't be gotten to, and
one of them was the head of an armored battaion quartered in awalled compound on the outskirts of
Buenos Aires. On the night of the coup, | picked up one of the tanks and dropped it on itsside in front of
the gate, and then | just braced my shoulder againgt it and held it in place while the other tanks battered
themselvesinto junk trying to moveit.

Earl immobilized PerA3n'sair force. Hejust flew behind the planes on the runway and tore off the
dabilizers.

Democracy was victorious. PerA3n and his blond hooker took off for Portugdl.

| gave mysdlf afew hours off. While triumphant middle-class mobs poured into the street to celebrate, |
wasin ahotel room with the daughter of the French ambassador. Listening to the chanting mob through
the window, the taste of champagne and Nicolette on my tongue, | concluded thiswas better than flying.

Our image got fashioned in that campaign. | was wearing old Army fatigues most of thetime, and that's
the view of me most people remember. Earl was wearing tan Air Force officer'sfatigueswith theinsgnia
taken off, boots, helmet, goggles, scarf, and his old leather flying jacket with the 332nd patch on the
shoulder. When he wasn't flying held take the helmet off and put on an old black beret he kept in hiship
pocket. Often, when we were asked to make personal appearances, Earl and | were asked to dressin
our fatigues so everyone would know us. The public never seemed to redlize that most of thetimewe
wore suitsand ties, just like everyone else.

* k * %

When Earl and | were together, it was often in acombat situation, and for that reason we became best
friends’; people in combat become close very quickly. | talked about my life, my war, about women. He
was alittle more guarded--maybe he wasn't sure how 1'd take hearing his exploits with white girls--but



eventudly, one night when we werein northern Italy looking for Bormann, | heard al about Orlena
Goldoni.

"| used to haveto paint her stockings onin the morning,” Earl said. "I'd have to make up her legs, so it
would look like she had silk stockings. And I'd have to paint the seam down the back in eyeliner.” He
smiled. "That was apaint job | dways enjoyed doing.”

"Why didn't you just give her some stockings?' | asked. They were easy enough to come by. Glswrote
to ther friends and relatives in the States to send them.

"l gave her lots of pairs,” Earl shrugged, "but Lenad give --em away to the comrades.”

Earl hadn't kept aphoto of Lena, not where Lillian could find it, but | saw her in the pictures later, when
shewas billed as Europe's answer to Veronica Lake. Touded blond hair, broad shoulders, ahusky
voice. Lake's screen personawas cool, but Goldoni'swas hot. The silk stockingswereredl inthe
pictures, but so were the legs under them, and the picture celebrated Lena's legs as often as the director
thought he could get away withit. | remember thinking how much fun Earl must have had painting her.

She was a cabaret Singer in Naples when they met, in one of the few clubs where black soldierswere
alowed. Shewas eighteen and a black marketeer and aformer courier for the Italian Communists. Earl
took onelook at her and threw caution to the winds. It was maybe the onetimein hisentirelife that he
indulged himsdlf. He started taking chances. Slipping off the field at night, dodging MP patrolsto be with
her, sneaking back early in the morning and being on the flight line ready to take off for Bucharest or
Ploedti"}

"Weknew it wasn't forever," Earl said. "We knew the war would end sooner or later.” Therewasakind
of distancein his eyes, the memory of ahurt, and | could see how much leaving Lena had cost him. "We
were grownups about it." A long sigh. " So we said goodbye. | got discharged and went back to work for
the union. And we haven't seen each other since.” He shook his head. "Now she'sin the pictures. |
haven't seen any of them."

The next day, we got Bormann. | held him by his monk's cowl and shook him till histeeth rettled. We
turned him over to the representative of the Allied War Crimes Tribuna and gave ourselves afew days
leave,

Earl seemed more nervous than 1'd ever seen him. He kept disappearing to make phone calls. The press
awaysfollowed us around, and Earl jumped every time a camera bulb went off. Thefirst night, he
disappeared from our hotel room, and | didn't see him for three days.

Usualy | wasthe one exhibiting thiskind of behavior, aways snesking off to spend sometimewith a
woman. Earl's doing it caught me by surprise,

He'd spent the weekend with Lena, in alittle hotel north of Rome. | saw their picturestogether in the
[talian papers on Monday morning--somehow the press found out about it. | wondered whether Lillian
had heard, what she was thinking. Earl showed up, scowling, around noon on Monday, just in time for
hisflight to India: he was going to Cd cutta to see Gandhi. Earl wound up stepping between the Mahatma
and the bullets that some fanatic fired at him on the steps of the temple--and al of a sudden the papers
werefull of India, with what had just happened in Italy forgotten. | don't know how Earl explained it to
Lillian.

Whatever it was he said, | suppose Lillian believed him. She dwaysdid.

* * % %



Glory years, these. With the fascist escape route to South America cut, the Nazis were forced to Stay in
Europe whereit was easier to find them. After Earl and | dug Bormann out of his monastery, we plucked
Mengele from afarm attic in Bavariaand we got so close to Eichmann in Austriathat he panicked and
ran out into the arms of a Soviet patrol, and the Russians shot him out of hand. David Harstein walked
into the Escoria on adiplomatic passport and talked Franco into making alive radio addressin which he
resgned and cdled for dections, and then David stayed with him on the plane dl the way to Switzerland.
Portugal called for dections right afterward, and PerA3n had to find anew homein Nanking, where he
became amilitary adviser to the generdissmo. Nazis were bailing out of 1beriaby the dozen, and the
Nazi hunters caught alot of them.

| was making alot of money. Mr. Holmes wasn't paying me much in the way of wages, but | got alot for
making the Chesterfield endorsement and for selling my story to Life, and | had alot of paid speaking
engagements-Mr. Holmes hired me a speechwriter. My hdf of the Park Avenue apartment wasfree,
and | never had to pay for amed if | didn't want to. | got large sumsfor articles that were written over
my name, thingslike"Why | Believein Tolerance' and "What AmericaMeansto Me" and "Why We
Need the U.N." Hollywood scouts were making incredible offers for long-term contracts, but | wasn't
interested just yet. | was seeing the world.

So many girlswerevidting mein my room that the tenants association talked about ingtaling arevolving
door.

The papers sarted caling Earl "the Black Eagle,”" from the 332nd's nickname, "the Lonely Eagles.” He
didn't like the name much. David Harstein, by those few who knew of histaent, was"the Envoy." | was
"Golden Boy," of course. | didn't mind.

EFD got another member in Blythe Stanhope van Renssaeler, who the papers started calling "Brain
Trugt." Shewas a petite, proper upper-crust Boston lady, high-strung as a thoroughbred, married to a
scumbag New Y ork congressman by whom she'd had three kids. She had the kind of beauty that took a
while for you to notice, and then you wondered why you hadn't seen it before. | don't think she ever
knew how lovely sheredly was.

She could absorb minds. Memories, abilities, everything.

Blythe was older than me by about ten years, but that didn't bother me, and before long | started flirting
with her. | had plenty of other femal e companionship, and everyone knew that, so if she knew anything
about me at dl--and maybe she didn't, because my mind wasn't important enough to absorb--she didn't
take me serioudy.

Eventualy her awful husband, Henry, threw her out, and she came by our apartment to look for aplace
to stay. Mr. Holmeswas gone, and | was fegling no pain after afew shots of his twenty-year-old brandy,
and | offered abed to stay in--mine, in fact. She blew up a me, which | deserved, and stormed out.

Hdll, | hadn't intended her to take the offer as a permanent one. She should have known better.

So, for that matter, should I. Back in --47, most people would rather marry than burn. | wasan
exception. And Blythe was too high-strung to fool with--she was on the edge of nervous collapse haf the
time, with al the knowledge in her head, and one thing she didn't need was a Dakotafarm boy pawing at
her on the night her marriage ended.

Soon Blythe and Tachyon were together. It didn't do my self-esteem any good to be turned down for a
being from another planet, but I'd gotten to know Tachyon fairly well, and I'd decided he was okay in
gpite of hisliking for brocade and atin. If he made Blythe happy, that was fine with me. | figured he had
to have something right with him to persuade a bluestocking like Blytheto actudly liveinsn,



Theterm "ace" caught on just after Blythe joined the EFD, so suddenly we were the Four Aces. Mr.
Holmeswas Democracy's Acein the Hole, or the Fifth Ace. We were good guys, and everyone knew it.

It was amazing, the amount of adulation we received. The public smply wouldn't allow usto do anything
wrong. Even die-hard bigots referred to Earl Sanderson as"our colored flyboy." When he spoke out on
segregation, or Mr. Holmes on populism, people listened.

Earl was conscioudy manipulating hisimage, | think. He was smart, and he knew how the machinery of
the pressworked. The promise held given with such struggle to Mr. Holmeswas fully justified by events.
He was conscioudy molding himsdlf into ablack hero, an untarnished figure of aspiration. Athlete,
scholar, union leader, war hero, faithful husband, ace. He was thefirst black man on the cover of Time,
thefirst on Life. He had replaced Robeson as the foremost black ideal, as Robeson wryly acknowledged
when hesaid, "'l can't fly, but then Earl Sanderson can't Sing.”

Robeson was wrong, by the way.

Earl wasflying higher than he ever had. He hadn't redlized what happensto idols when people find out
about their feet of clay.

* * % %

The Four Aces failures came the next year, in --48. When the Communists were on the verge of taking
over in Czechodovakiawe flew to Germany in abig rush, and then the whole thing was caled off.
Someone &t the State Department had decided the Situation was too complicated for usto fix, and he'd
asked Mr. Holmes not to intervene. | heard arumor later that the government had been recruiting some
acetalents of their own for covert work, and that they'd been sent in and made abungle of it. | don't
know if that's true or not.

Then, two months after the Czechod ovakian fiasco, we were sent into Chinato save abillion-odd people
for democracy.

It was not apparent at the time, but our side had aready lost. On paper, things seemed retrievable--the
generdissmo's Kuomintang still held al the mgjor cities, their armies were well-equipped, compared to
Mao and hisforces, and it was well known that the generalissmo was a genius. If he weren't, why had
Mr. Luce made him Time--s Man of the Y ear twice?

On the other hand, the Communists were marching south at a steedy rate of twenty-three point five miles
per day, rain or shine, summer or winter, redistributing land as they went. Nothing could stop
them--certainly not the generdissmo.

By the time we were called in, the generaliss mo had resgned--he did that from timeto time, just to
prove to everyone that he was indispensable. So the Four Aces met with the new KMT president, aman
named Chen who was aways looking over his shoulder lest he be replaced once the Great Man decided
to make another dramatic entrance to save the country.

The U.S. position, by then, was prepared to concede north Chinaand Manchuria, which the KMT had
dready logt barring the big cities. The ideawasto save the south for the generdissmo by partitioning the
country. The Kuomintang would get achance to establish itsdlf in the south while they organized for an
eventua reconquest, and the Communists would get the northern citieswithout having to fight for them.

Wewere dl there, the Four Aces and Holmes--Blythe was included as a scientific adviser and ended up
giving little speeches about sanitation, irrigation, and inoculation. Mao wasthere, and Zhou En-lai, and
President Chen. The generaliss mo was off in Canton sulking in histent, and the Peoplée's Liberation



Army was laying siege to Mukden in Manchuriaand otherwise marching steadily south, twenty-three
point five miles per day, under Lin Biao.

Earl and | didn't have much to do. We were observers, and mostly what we observed were the
delegates. The KMT people were astonishingly polite, they dressed well, they had uniformed servants
who scuttled about on their errands. Their interaction with one another looked like a minuet.

The PLA people looked like soldiers. They were smart, proud, military in the way that red soldiersare
military, without al the white-glove prissy formdity of the KMT. The PLA had been to war, and they
weren't used to losing. | could tell that at aglance.

It was ashock. All | knew about Chinawaswhat 1'd read in Pearl Buck. That, and the certified genius of
the generdissmo.

"These guysarefighting those guys?' | asked Earl.

"Those guys'--Earl wasindicating the KM T crowd--"aren't fighting anyone. They're ducking for cover
and running away. That's part of the problem.”

"| don't like the looks of this" | said.

Earl ssemed alittle sad. "I dont, either,” he said. He spat. "The KMT officids have been steding land
from the peasants. The Communists are giving the land back, and that means they've got popular
support. But once they've won the war they'll take it back, just like Stalin did.”

Earl knew hishistory. Me, | just read the papers.

Over aperiod of two weeks Mr. Holmesworked out abasisfor negotiation, and then David Harstein
cameinto the room and soon Chen and Mao were grinning at each other like old school buddies at a
reunion, and in amarathon negotiating sesson Chinawasformally partitioned. The KMT and the PLA
were ordered to be friends and lay down their arms.

It dl fell gpart within days. The generdissmo, who had no doubt been told of our perfidy by ex-Colondl
PerA3n, denounced the agreement and returned to save China. Lin Biao never stopped marching south.
And after aseries of colossd battles, the certified genius of the generdissmo ended up on anidand
guarded by the U.S. fleet--along with Juan PerA3n and his blond hooker, who had to move again.

Mr. Holmestold me that when he flew back across the Pacific with the partition in his pocket, while the
agreement unraveled behind him and the cheering crowds in Hong Kong and Manilaand Oahu and San
Francisco grew even smdller, he kept remembering Neville Chamberlain and hislittle piece of paper, and
how Chamberlain's "peacein Europe” turned into conflagration, and Chamberlain into history's dupe, the
sad example of aman who meant well but who had too much hope, and trusted too much in men more
experienced in treachery than he.

Mr. Holmeswas no different. He didn't redlize that while hed gone on living and working for the same
idedls, for democracy and liberalism and fairness and integration, the world was changing around him,
and that because he didn't change with the world, the world was going to hammer him into the dust.

At this point the public were till inclined to forgive us, but they remembered that we'd disappointed
them. Their enthusiasm was alittle lessened.

And maybe the timefor the Four Aces had passed. The big war criminas had been caught, fascism was
on the run, and we had discovered our limitationsin Czechodovakiaand China



When Stalin blockaded Berlin, Earl and | flew in. | wasin my combat fetigues again, Earl in hisleather
jacket. He flew patrols over the Russian wire, and the Army gave me ajeep and adriver to play with.
Eventudly Stalin backed down.

But our activities were shifting toward the persond. Blythe was going off to scientific conferencesal over
the world, and spent most of the rest of her time with Tachyon. Earl was marching in civil rights
demongtrations and speaking al over the country. Mr. Holmes and David Harstein went to work, in that
election year, for the candidacy of Henry Wallace.

| spoke dongside Earl at Urban League mestings, and to help out Mr. Holmes | said afew nice thingsfor
Mr. Wallace, and | got paid alot of money for driving the latest-model Chryder and for talking about
Americanism.

After the dection | went to Hollywood to work for Louis Mayer. The money was more incredible than
anything I'd ever dreamed, and | was getting bored with kicking around Mr. Holmes's gpartment. | |eft
most of my stuff in the apartment, figuring it wouldn't be long before 1'd be back.

| was pulling down ten thousand per week, and I'd acquired an agent and an accountant and a secretary
to answer the phone and someone to handle my publicity; al | had to do at this point was take acting and
dancelessons. | didn't actualy have to work yet, because they were having script problems with my
picture. They'd never had to write a screenplay around a blond superman before.

The script they eventudly came up with was based loosaly on our adventuresin Argenting, and it was
cdled Golden Boy. They paid Clifford Odets alot of money to usethat title, and considering what
happened to Odets and me later, that linking had a certain irony. When they gave the script to me, |
didn't carefor it. | wasthe hero, which was just fine with me. They actually caled me " John Brown." But
the Harstein character had been turned into aminister's son from Montana, and the Archibald Holmes
character, instead of being apalitician from Virginia, had become an FBI agent. The worst part wasthe
Earl Sanderson character--he'd become acipher, ablack flunky who was only in afew scenes, and then
only to take orders from John Brown and reply with acrisp, "Yes, sr,” and asaute. | caled up the
studio to talk about this.

"We can't put him in too many scenes,” | wastold. " Otherwise we can't cut him out for the Southern
verson.”

| asked my executive producer what he was talking abouit.

"If we release a picture in the South, we can't have colored peopleinit, or the exhibitorswon't show it.
We write the scenes so that we can release a Southern version by cutting out al the scenes with niggers.”

| was astonished. | never knew they did thingslikethat. "Look," | said. "I've made speechesin front of
the NAACP and Urban League. | wasin Newsweek with Mary McLeod Bethune. | can't be seento be

aparty tothis."

The voice coming over the phone turned nasty. "L ook at your contract, Mr. Braun. Y ou don't have script
goprova.”

"l don't want to approve the script. | just want a script that recognizes certain facts about my life. If | do
thisscript, my credibility will be gone. Y ou're fucking with my image, here!™

After that it turned unpleasant. | made certain threats and the executive producer made certain threats. |
got acal from my accountant telling me what would happen if the ten grand per week stopped coming,
and my agent told me | had no legal right to object to any of this.



Finaly | caled Earl and told him what was going on. "What did you say they were paying you?' he
asked.

| told him again.

"Look," hesaid. "What you do in Hollywood is your business. But you're new there, and you're an
unknown commodity to them. Y ou want to stand up for the right, that's good. But if you walk, you won't
do me or the Urban League any good. Stay in the business and get some clout, then useit. And if you
fed guilty, the NAACP can aways use some of that ten grand per week."

So there it was. My agent patched up an understanding with the studio to the effect that | wasto be
consulted on script changes. | succeeded in getting the FBI dropped from the script, leaving the Holmes
character without any set governmenta affiliation, and | tried to make the Sanderson character alittle
more interesting.

| watched the rushes, and they were good. | liked my acting--it was relaxed, anyway, and | even got to
step in front of a speeding Mercedes and watch it bounce off my chest. It was done with specid effects.

The picture went into the can, and | went from athree-martini lunch into the wrap party without stopping
to sober up. Three dayslater | woke up in Tijuanawith a splitting headache and a suspicion that I'd just
done something foolish. The pretty little blonde sharing the pillow told me what it was. Wed just got
married. When shewasin the bath | had to ook &t the marriage license to find out her namewasKim
Wolfe. Shewasaminor sarlet from Georgiawho'd been scuffling around Hollywood for six years.

After some aspirin and afew belts of tequila, marriage didn't seem like ahaf-bad idea. Maybe it was
time, with my new career and dl, that | settled down.

| bought Ronald Colman's old pseudo-English country house on Summit Drivein Beverly Hills, and |
moved in with Kim, and our two secretaries, Kim's hairdresser, our two chauffeurs, our two live-in
maids'; suddenly | had dl these people on sdlary, and | wasn't quite sure where they came from.

The next picture was The Rickenbacker Sory. Victor FHeming was going to direct, with Fredric March
as Pershing and June Allyson asthe nurse | was supposed to fal inlove with. Dewey Martin, of all
people, wasto play Richthofen, whose Teutonic breast | was going to shoot full of American lead--never
mind that the redl Richthofen was shot down by someone ese. The picture was going to befilmedin
Ireland, with an enormous budget and hundreds of extras. | ingsted on learning how to fly, so | could do
some of the stunts myself. | called Earl long-distance about that.

"Hey," | sad. "l findly learned how to fly."

"Somefarm boys," hesad, "just tekeawhile."

"Victor Heming's gonnamake me an ace.”

"Jack." Hisvoicewas amused. "Y ou're already an ace.”

Which stopped me up short, because somehow in dl the activity 1'd forgotten that it wasn't MGM who
made meadar. "You've got apoint, there" | said.

"Y ou should cometo New Y ork alittle more often," Earl said. "Figure out what's happening in thered
world."

"Yeah. I'll do that. Well tak about flying."



"Well do that."

| stopped by New Y ork for three days on my way to Ireland. Kim wasn't with me--she'd gotten work,
thanks to me, and had been |oaned to Warner Brothersfor apicture. She was very Southern anyway,
and the one time she'd been with Earl she'd been very uncomfortable, and so | didn't mind she wasn't
there.

| wasin Ireland for seven months--the weather was so bad the shooting took forever. | met Kimin
London twice, for aweek each time, but the rest of thetime | was on my own. | wasfaithful, after my
fashion, which meant that | didn't deep with any one girl more than twicein arow. | became agood
enough pilot so that the stunt pilots actualy complimented me afew times.

When | got back to Cdifornia, | spent two weeks at PaAlm Springs with Kim. Golden Boy was going to
premierein two months. On my last day at the Springs, 1'd just climbed out of the swimming pool when a
congressiona aide, sweating in asuit and tie, waked up to me and handed me apink dip.

It was a subpoena. | wasto gppear before the House Committee on Un-American Activities bright and
early on Tuesday. The very next day.

* * % %

| was more annoyed than anything. | figured they obvioudy had the wrong Jack Braun. | called up Metro
and talked to someonein the lega department. He surprised me by saying, "Oh, we thought you'd get the
subpoena sometime soon.”

"Wait aminute. How'd you know?"

There was a second's uncomfortable silence. "Our policy isto cooperate with the FBI. Look, well have
one of our attorneys meet you in Washington. Just tell the committee what you know and you can be
back in Cdifornianext week."

"Hey," | said. "What'sthe FBI got to do with it? And why didn't you tell me thiswas coming? And what
the hell doesthe committee think | know, anyway?"

"'Something about Ching," the man said. "That was what the investigators were asking us about, anyway."

| dammed the phone down and called Mr. Holmes. He and Earl and David had gotten their subpoenas
earlier in the day and had been trying to reach me ever since, but couldn't get ahold of mein Pam

Springs.

"They're going to try to break the Aces, farm boy," Earl said. "Y ou'd better get thefirst flight east. Weve
got to talk."

| made arrangements, and then Kim walked in, dressed in her tenniswhites, just back from her lesson.
She looked better in sweat than any woman I'd ever known.

"What'swrong?' shesaid. | just pointed at the pink dip.

Kim'sreaction wasfagt, and it surprised me. "Don't do what the Ten did," she said quickly. "They
consulted with each other and took a hard-line defense, and none of them have worked since.” She
reached for the phone. "Let me call the studio. Weve got to get you alawyer.”

| watched her as she picked up the phone and began to did. A chill hand touched the back of my neck.



"l wish | knew what was going on,” | said.

But I knew. I knew even then, and my knowledge had a precison and aclarity that wasterrifying. All |
could think about was how | wished | couldn't see the choices quite so clearly.

* k % %

To me, the Fear had come late. HUAC first went after Hollywood in --47, with the Hollywood Ten.
Supposedly the committee wasinvestigeting Communist infiltration of the film industry--aridiculous
notion on the face of it, Snce no Communists were going to get any propagandain the pictures without
the express knowledge and permission of people like Mr. Mayer and the Brothers Warner. The Ten
wereal current or former Communists, and they and their lawyers agreed on a defense based on the
First Amendment rights of free speech and association.

The committee rode over them like aherd of buffalo over abed of daisies. The Ten were given
contempt-of-Congress citations for their refusal to cooperate, and after their appeals ran out years later,
they ended up in prison.

The Ten had figured the First Amendment would protect them, that the contempt citations would be
thrown out of court within afew weeks at the most. Instead the appeals went on for years, and the Ten
went to the dammer, and during that time none of them could find ajob.

Theblacklist came into existence. My old friends, the American Legion, who had learned somewhat
more subtle tactics since going after the Holiday Association with axe handles, published alist of known
or sugpected Communists so that no one employer had any excuse for hiring anyone on thelist. If he
hired someone, he became suspect himsalf, and his name could be added to the list.

None of those called before HUAC had ever committed a crime, as defined by law, nor were they ever
accused of crimes. They were not being investigated for crimind activity, but for associations. HUAC
had no congtitutiona mandate to investigate these people, the blacklist wasillegd, the evidence
introduced at the committee sessonswas largely hearsay and inadmissiblein acourt of law”; none of it
mattered. It happened anyway.

HUAC had been silent for awhile, partly because their chairman, Parnell, had gotten tossed into the
dammer for padding his payroll, partly because the Hollywood Ten gppeals were still going through the
court. But they'd gotten hungry for dl that great publicity they'd gotten when they went after Hollywood,
and the public had been whipped into afrenzy with the Rosenberg trials and the Alger Hiss case, so they
concluded that the time was right for another splashy investigation.

HUAC's new chairman, John S. Wood of Georgia, decided to go after the biggest game on the planet.
Us

* k% k% %

My MGM attorney met me at the Washington airport. "1'd advise you not to talk with Mr. Holmes or
Mr. Sanderson,” he said.

"Don't beridiculous."

"They're going to try to get you to take aFirst or Fifth Amendment defense,” the lawyer said. "The First
Amendment defense won't work--it's been turned down on every apped. The Fifth isadefense againgt
sf-incrimination, and unless you've actualy done something illegd, you can't useit unlessyou want to

appear guilty.”



"And you won't work, Jack," Kim said. "Metro won't even release your pictures. The American Legion
would picket them al over the country.”

"How do I know that I'll work if | talk?" | said. "All you haveto do to get on the blacklist isbe called,
for chrissake."

"I've been authorized to tell you from Mr. Mayer," the lawyer said, "that you will remainin hisemploy if
you cooperate with the committee.

| shook my heed. "I'm talking with Mr. Holmestonight." | grinned at them. "We're the Aces, for heaven's
sake. If we can't beat some hick congressman from Georgia, we don't deserve to work."

So | met Mr. Holmes, Earl, and David at the Statler. Kim said | was being unreasonable and stayed
avay.

There was a disagreement right from the start. Earl said that the committee had no right to call usinthe
first place, and that we should smply refuse to cooperate. Mr. Holmes said that we couldn't just concede
the fight then and there, that we should defend ourselvesin front of the committee--that we had nothing to
hide. Earl told him that a kangaroo court was no place to conduct areasoned defense. David just wanted
to give his pheromones acrack at the committee. "The hell withit," | said. "I'll take the First. Free speech
and association is something every American understands.”

Which | didn't believe for asecond, by theway. | just felt that | had to say something optimigtic.

| wasn't called that first day--1 loitered with David and Earl in the lobby, pacing and gnawing my
knuckles, while Mr. Holmes and his atorney played Canute and tried to keep the acid, evil tidefrom
eating the flesh from their bones. David kept trying to talk hisway past the guards, but he didn't have any
luck--the guards outside were willing to let him comein, but the ones inside the committee room weren't
exposed to his pheromones and kept shutting him out.

The mediawere dlowed in, of course. HUAC liked to parade its virtue before the newsred cameras,
and the newsred s gave the circus full play.

| didn't know what was going on inside until Mr. Holmes came out. He walked like aman who'd had a
stroke, onefoot carefully in front of the other. He was gray. His hands trembled, and he leaned on the
arm of hisattorney. He looked asif he'd aged twenty yearsin just afew hours. Earl and David ran up to
him, but dl | could do was stare in terror asthe others helped him down the corridor.

The Fear had me by the neck.

* * % %

Earl and Blythe put Mr. Holmesin his car, and then Earl waited for my MGM limousineto drive up, and
he got into the back with us. Kim looked pouty, squeezed into the corner so he wouldn't touch her, and
refused even to say hdlo.

"Wedll, | wasright," he said. "We shouldn't have cooperated with those bastards at all.”
| was gill sunned from what 1'd seen in the corridor. "I can't figure out why the hell they're doing this.”

He fixed me with an amused glance. "Farm boys," he said, aresigned comment on the universe, and then
shook hishead. "Y ou've got to hit them over the head with a shovel to get them to pay attention.”

Kim sniffed. Earl didn't give any indication held heard.



"They're power-hungry, farm boy," he said. "And they've been kept out of power by Roosevelt and
Truman for alot of years. They're going to get it back, and they're drumming up this hysteriato do it.
Look at the Four Aces and what do you see? A Negro Communist, aJewish liberal, an F.D.R. liberd, a
woman living in sin. Add Tachyon and you've got an alien who's subverting not just the country but our
chromosomes. There are probably others as powerful that nobody knows about. And they've dl got
unearthly powers, so who knows what they're up to? And they're not controlled by the government,
they're following some kind of liberal politica agenda, so that threatens the power base of most of the
peaple on the committee right there.

"Theway | figureit, the government has their own ace talents by now, people we haven't heard of. That
means we can be done without--were too independent and we're palitically unsound. Chinaand
Czechodovakia and the names of the other aces---that's an excuse. The point isthat if they can break us
right in public, they prove they can break anybody. It1l be areign of terror that will last ageneration. Not
anyone, not even the President, will beimmune.”

| shook my head. | had heard the words, but my brain wouldn't accept them. "What can we do about it?"
| asked.

Earl'sgaze hedd my eyes. "Not adamn thing, farm boy."

| turned away.

* * % %

My MGM attorney played arecording of the Holmes hearing for me that night. Mr. Holmesand his
atorney, an old Virginiafamily friend named Cranmer, were used to the ways of Washington and the
ways of law. They expected an orderly proceeding, the gentlemen of the committee asking polite
guestions of the gentlemen witnesses.

The plan had no relation to redlity. The committee barely let Mr. Holmes talk--instead they screamed at
him, rantsfull of viciousinnuendo and hearsay, and he was never alowed to reply.

| was given acopy of thetranscript. Part of it readslikethis:

MR. RANKIN: When | look at this disgusting New Dea man who sits before the committee, with his
smarty-pants manners and Bond Street clothes and his effete cigarette holder, everything that is American
and Christian in merevolts at the sght. The New Ded man! That damned New Dedl permeates him like
acancer, and | want to scream, "Y ou're everything that's wrong with America. Get out and go back to
Red Chinawhere you belong, you New Ded socidist! In Chinathey'll welcome you and your treachery.”

CHAIRMAN: The honorable member'stime has expired.
MR. RANKIN: Thank you, Mr. Chairman.
CHAIRMAN: Mr. Nixon?

MR. NIXON: What were the names of those people in the State Department who you consulted with
prior to your journey to China?

WITNESS: May | remind the committee that those with whom | deglt were American public servants
acting in good faith--

MR. NIXON: The committeeis not interested in their records. Just their names.



The transcript goes on and on, eighty pages of it atogether. Mr. Holmes had, it appeared, stabbed the
generalissmo in the back and lost Chinato the Reds. He was accused of being soft on communism, just
like that parlor-pink Henry Wallace, who he supported for the presidency. John Rankin of

Mississi ppi--probably the weirdest voice on the committee--accused Mr. Holmes of being part of the
Jawish-Red conspiracy that had crucified Our Savior. Richard Nixon of Cdiforniakept asking after
names--he wanted to know the people Mr. Holmes consulted with in the State Department so that he
could do to them what held dready doneto Alger Hiss. Mr. Holmes didn't give any names and pleaded
the Firs Amendment. That's when the committee redly roseto itsfeet in righteousindignation: they
mauled him for hours, and the next day they sent down an indictment for contempt of Congress. Mr.
Holmes was on hisway to the penitentiary.

Hewas going to prison, and he hadn't committed asingle crime.

* k % %

"Jesus Chrig. I've got to talk to Earl and David.”
"I've dready advised you againg that, Mr. Braun."
"The hdl with that. We've got to make plans.”
"Ligento him, honey."

"The hdl with that." The sound of abottle clinking againgt aglass. "Theres got to be away out of this."

* k% k% %

When | got to Mr. Holmes's suite, held been given a sedative and put to bed. Earl told me that Blythe
and Tachyon had gotten their subpoenas and would arrive the next day. We couldn't understand why.
Blythe never had any part in the political decisons, and Tachyon hadn't had anything to do with Chinaor
American politicsat dl.

David was called the next morning. He was grinning as he went in. He was going to get even for dl of us.

MR. RANKIN: I would like to assure the Jewish gentleman from New Y ork that he will encounter no
bias on account of hisrace. Any man who believesin the fundamenta principles of Chrigtianity and lives
up to them, whether heis Catholic or Protestant, has my respect and confidence.

WITNESS: May | say to the committeethat | object to the characterization of " Jewish gentleman.”

MR. RANKIN: Y ou object to being called a Jew or being called a gentleman? What are you kicking
about?

After that rocky start, David's pheromones began to infiltrate the room, and though he didn't quite have
the committee dancing in acircle and singing "HavaNagila," he did have them genidly agreeing to cancd
the subpoenas, cal off the hearings, draft aresolution praising the Aces as patriots, send aletter to Mr.
Holmes gpologizing for their conduct, revoke the contempt of Congress citations for the Hollywood Ten,
and in general make fools out of themsalves for severd hours, right in front of the newsred cameras. John
Rankin called David "Americaslittle Hebefriend,” high praise from him. David waltzed out, we saw that
ear-to-ear grin, and we pounded him on the back and headed back to the Statler for a celebration.

We had opened the third bottle of champagne when the hotdl dick opened the door and congressional
aides delivered anew round of subpoenas. We turned on the radio and heard Chairman John Wood give
alive address about how David had used "mind control of the type practiced in the Pavlov Indtitutein



Communist Russia," and that this deadly form of attack would be investigated in full.
| sat down on the bed and stared at the bubbles rising in my champagne glass.

The Fear had come again.

* k% k% %

Blythe went in the next morning. Her hands were trembling. David was turned away by hal guards
wearing gas masks.

There were trucks with chemical-warfare symbols out front. | found out later that if we tried to fight our
way out, they were going to use phosgene on us.

They were congtructing a glass booth in the hearing room. David would testify inisolation, through a
microphone. The control of the mike wasin John Wood's hands.

Apparently HUAC were as shaken as we, because their questioning was alittle digointed. They asked
her about China, and since shed gone in ascientific capacity she didn't have any answers for them about
the political decisions. Then they asked her about the nature of her power, how exactly she absorbed
minds and what she did with them. It was dl fairly polite. Henry van Renssadler was il acongressman,
after al, and professona courtesy dictated they not suggest hiswife ran hismind for him.

They sent Blythe out and called in Tachyon. He was dressed in a peach-colored coat and Hessian boots
with tassals. Held been ignoring his attorney's advice al along--he went in with the attitude of an
aristocrat whose reluctant duty wasto correct the misapprehensions of the mob.

He outsmarted himsdf completely, and the committee ripped him to shreds. They nailed him for being an
illegal dien, then ssomped over him for being responsible for releasing thewild card virus, and to top it al
off they demanded the names of the aces held treated, just in case some of them happened to be evil
infiltrators influencing the minds of Americaat the behest of Uncle Joe Stin. Tachyon refused.

They deported him.

* * % %

Harstein went in the next day, accompanied by afile of Marines dressed for chemica warfare. Once they
had him in the glass booth they tore into him just asthey had Mr. Holmes. John Wood held the button on
the mike and would never let him talk, not even to answer when Rankin called him adimy kike, right
therein public. When hefinaly got his chance to speak, David denounced the committee as a bunch of
Nazis. That sounded to Mr. Wood like contempt of Congress.

By the end of the hearing, David was going to prison, too.

Congress adjourned for the weekend. Earl and | were going before the committee on Monday next.

* * % %

Wesat in Mr. Holmes's suite Friday night and listened to the radio, and it was all bad. The American

L egion was organizing demongtrationsin support of the committee dl around the country. There were
rounds of subpoenas going out to people over the country who were known to have ace abilities-no
deformed jokers got called, because they'd look bad on camera. My agent had left a message telling me
that Chryder wanted their car back, and that the Chesterfield people had called and were worried.



| drank abottle of scotch. Blythe and Tachyon were in hiding somewhere. David and Mr. Holmes were
zombies, sitting in the corner, their eyes sunken, turned inward to their own persona agony. None of us

had anything to say, except Earl. "I'll take the First Amendment, and damn them dl," he said. "'If they put
mein prison, I'll fly to Switzerland.”

| gazed into my drink. "I can't fly, Earl," | said.
"Sureyou can, farm boy," he said. "Y ou told me yoursglf."
"I can't fly, dammit! Leave me done."

| couldn't stand it anymore, and took another bottle with me and went to bed. Kim wanted to talk and |
just turned my back and pretended to be asleep.

"Yes, Mr. Mayer."

"Jack? Thisisterrible, Jack, just terrible.”

"Yes, itis. These bastards, Mr. Mayer. They're going to wreck us.”
"Just do what the lawyer says, Jack. Y ou'll befine. Do the brave thing."
"Brave?' Laughter. " Brave?'

"It'stheright thing, Jack. Y ou're ahero. They can't touch you. Just tell them what you know, and
Americawill loveyouforit."

"Youwant metobearat."

"Jack, Jack. Don't use those kind of words. It'sa patriotic thing | want you to do. Theright thing. | want
you to be ahero. And | want you to know there's dways a place at Metro for ahero.”

"How many people are gonna buy ticketsto see arat, Mr. Mayer? How many?"

"Give the phoneto the lawyer, Jack. | want to talk to him. Y ou be agood boy and do what he says.”
"Thehdl I will."

"Jack. What can | do with you? Let metalk to the lawyer."

* k * %

Earl wasfloating outsde my window. Raindrops sparkled on the goggles perched atop hisflying hdmet.
Kim glared at him and left the room. | got out of bed and went to the window and opened it. He flew in,
dropped his boots onto the carpet, and lit a smoke.

"Y ou don't look so good, Jack."
"I have ahangover, Earl.”

He pulled afolded Washington Star out of his pocket. "I have something here that'll sober you up. Have
you seen the paper?!

"No. | haven't seen adamn thing.”



He opened it. The headlineread: STALIN ANNOUNCES SUPPORT FOR ACES.
| sat on the bed and reached for the bottle. " Jesus."

Earl threw the paper down. "He wants usto go down. We kept him out of Berlin, for god's sake. He has
no reason to love us. He's persecuting his own wild card talents over there."

"The bastard, the bastard.” | closed my eyes. Colors throbbed on the backs of my lids. "Got abutt?' |
asked. He gave me one, and alight from hiswartime Zippo. | leaned back in bed and rubbed the bristles
onmy chin.

"Theway | seeit," Earl said, "we're going to have ten bad years. Maybe well even haveto leave the
country.” He shook his head. "And then welll be heroes again. 1t take at least that long.”

"Y ou sure know how to cheer aguy up.”
Helaughed. The cigarette tasted vile. | washed the taste away with scotch.

The smileleft Earl's face, and he shook his head. "It's the people that are going to be called after
us--those are the ones I'm sorry for. There's going to be awitch hunt in this country for yearsto come.”
He shook hishead. "The NAACP is paying for my lawyer. | just might give him back. | don't want any
organization associated with me. It'll just make it harder for them later."

"Mayer's been on the phone."

"Mayer." He grimaced. "If only those guys who run the studios had stood up when the Ten went before
the committee. If they'd shown some guts none of thiswould ever have happened.” He gave me alook.
"You'd better get anew lawyer. Unlessyou take the Fifth." He frowned. "The Fifth isquicker. They just
ask you your name, you say you won't answer, then it'sover.”

"What difference doesthe lawyer make, then?'

"You've got apoint there." He gave me aragged grin. "It redly isn't going to make any difference, isit?
Whatever we say or do. The committee will do what they want, either way."

"Yeah. It'sover."

Hisgrin turned, as helooked a me, to a soft smile. For amoment, | saw the glow that Lillian had said
surrounded him. Here he was, on the verge of losing everything he'd worked for, about to be used asa
wegpon that would cudge the civil rights movement and antifascism and antiimperiaism and labor and
everything e se that mattered to him, knowing that his name would be anathema, that anyone held ever
associated with would soon be facing the same treatment”;} and held accepted it al somehow, saddened
of course, but still solid within himsdlf. The Fear hadn't even come close to touching him. He wasn't afraid
of the committee, of disgrace, of theloss of his position and standing. He didn't regret an instant of his
life, amoment's dedication to hisbeliefs.

"It'sover?' hesad. Therewasafirein hiseyes. "Hdl, Jack," helaughed, "it's not over. One committee
hearing ain't the war. We're aces. They can't take that away. Right?'

"Yeah. | guess”

"| better leave you to fix your hangover." He went to the window. "Time for my morning congtitutiond,
ayway."



"Seeyou later.”
He gave me the thumbs-up sign ashe threw aleg over the sill. "Take care, farm boy."
"Y outoo.

| got out of bed to close the window just asthe drizzle turned to downpour. | looked outside into the
Street. People were running for cover.

* * % %

"Earl really was a Communist, Jack. He belonged to the party for years, he went to Moscow to study.
Ligten, darling”--imploring now--"you can't help him. He's going to get crucified no matter what you
do."

"I can show him he ain't done on the cross.”

"Swell. Just swell. I'm married to amartyr. Just tell me, how are you helping your friends by taking the
Fifth? Holmesian't coming back to public life. David's hustled himself right into prison. Tachyon's being
deported. And Earl's doomed, sure as anything. Y ou can't even carry their crossfor them.”

"Now who's being sarcastic?"

Screaming now. "Will you put down that bottle and listen to me? Thisis something your country wants
youtodo! It'stheright thing!"

| couldn't stand it anymore, so | went for awalk in the cold February afternoon. | hadn't eaten al day
and | had abottle of whiskey in me, and thetraffic kept hissng past as| walked, therain drizzling in my
face, soaking through my light Cdliforniajacket, and | didn't notice any of it. | just thought of those faces,
Wood and Rankin and Francis Case, the faces and the hateful eyes and the parade of constant
ingnuations, and then | started running for the Capitol. | was going to find the committee and smash them,
bang heads together, make them run gabbling in fear. 1'd brought democracy to Argentina, for chrissake,
and | could bring it to Washington the same way .

The Capitol windows were dark. Cold rain gleamed on the marble. No one was there. | prowled around
looking for an open door, and then finally | bashed through a side entrance and headed straight for the
committee room. | yanked the door open and stepped inside.

It was empty, of course. | don't know why | was so surprised. There were only afew spotlights on.
David's glass booth gleamed in the soft light like a piece of fine crystal. Camera and radio equipment sat
inits place. The chairman's gavel glowed with brass and polish. Somehow, as| stood like an imbecilein
the hushed silence of the room, the anger went out of me.

| sat down in one of the chairs and tried to remember what | was doing here. It was clear the Four Aces
were doomed. We were bound by the law and by decency, and the committee was not. The only way
we could fight them was to bresk the law, to rise up in their smug faces and smash the committee room

to bits, laughing as the congressmen dived for cover beneath their desks. And if we did that we'd become
what we fought, an extralegd force for terror and violence. We'd become what the committee claimed
we were. And that would only make thingsworse.

The Aceswere going down, and nothing could stop it.

As| came down the Capitol steps, | felt perfectly sober. No matter how much I'd had to drink, the
booze couldn't top me from knowing what | knew, from seeing the Stuation in dl its gppaling,



overwheming darity.

| knew, I'd known al along, and | couldn't pretend that | didn't.

* k% k% %

| walked into the lobby next morning with Kim on one side and the lawyer on the other. Earl wasin the
lobby, with Lillian standing there clutching her purse.

| couldn't ook at them. | walked past them, and the Marinesin their gas masks opened the door, and |
walked into the hearing room and announced my intention to testify before the committee asafriendly
witness.

* * % %

Later, the committee devel oped a procedure for friendly witnesses. There would be aclosed session
firdt, just the witness and the committee, a sort of dress rehearsal so that everyone would know what they
were going to talk about and what information was going to be devel oped, so things would go smoothly
in public session. That procedure hadn't been worked out when | testified, so everything went alittle

roughly.

| sweated under the spotlights, so terrified | could barely speak--all | could see were those nine sets of
evil little eyes staring at me from across the room, and al | could hear were their voices, booming a me
from the loudspeakers like the voice of God.

Wood started off, asking me the opening questions: who | was, where | lived, what | did for aliving.
Then he started going into my associations, starting with Earl. Histime ran out and he turned me over to
Kearney.

"Areyou aware that Mr. Sanderson was once amember of the Communist party?*
| didn't even hear the question. Kearney had to repedt it.

"Huh? Oh. Hetold me, yes."

"Do you know if heis currently amember?'

"l believe he split with the party after the Nazi-Soviet thing."

"In 1939."

"If that's what, when, the Nazi-Soviet thing happened. --Thirty-nine. | guess.”" I'd forgotten every piece of
gtagecraft I'd never known. | was fumbling with my tie, mumbling into the mike, swesting. Trying not to
look into those nine sets of eyes.

"Areyou aware of any Communist affiliations maintained by Mr. Sanderson subsequent to the
Nazi-Soviet pact?'

"No."

Then it came. "He has mentioned to you no names of persons belonging to Communist or
Communig-affiliated groups?!

| said thefirst thing that came into my head. Not even thinking. "Therewas somegirl, | think, in Italy.
That he knew during the war. | think her name was Lena Goldoni. She's an actress now."



Those sets of eyesdidn't even blink. But | could seelittle smileson their faces. And | could seethe
reporters out of the corner of my eye, bending suddenly over their notepads.

"Could you spdl the name, please?"

* k % %

So there was the spike in Earl's coffin. Whatever could have been said about Earl up to then, it would
have at |east reveded himsdf trueto his principles. The betrayd of Lillian implied other betraydls,
perhaps of his country. I'd destroyed him with just afew words, and at thetime | didn't even know what
it was | was doing.

| babbled on. In aswest to get it over, | said anything that came into my head. | talked about loving
America, and about how | just said those nice things about Henry Wallace to please Mr. Holmes, and
I'm sure it was afoolish thing to have done. | didn't want to change the Southern way of life, the Southern
way of lifewasafineway of life. | saw Gone With the Wind twice, agreat picture. Mrs. Bethune was
just afriend of Earl's| got photographed with. Velde took over the questioning.

"Areyou aware of the names of any so-called aceswho may beliving in this country today?'
"No. None, | mean, besides those who have already been given subpoenas by the committee.”
"Do you know if Earl Sanderson knows any such names?”

"No."

"He has not confided to you in any way?"

| took adrink of water. How many times could they repest this?"If he knows the names of any aces, he
has not mentioned them in my presence.”

"Do you know if Mr. Harstein knows of any such names?"
Onandon. "No."
"Do you believe that Dr. Tachyon knows any such names?’

They'd dready dedt with this. | was just confirming what they knew. "He's treated many people afflicted
by the virus. | assume he knowstheir names. But he has never mentioned any namesto me."

"Does Mrs. van Renssaeler know the existence of any other aces?’
| started to shake my head, then athought hit me, and | sammered out, "No. Not in hersdlf, no."

Velde plodded on. "Does Mr. Holmes--" he started, and then Nixon sensed something here, in the way
I'd just answered the question, and he asked Velde's permission to interrupt. Nixon was the smart one,
no doubt. His eager, young chipmunk face looked a me intently over his microphone.

"May | request the witnessto clarify that statement?”

| was horrified. | took another drink of water and tried to think of away out of this. | couldn't. | asked
Nixon to repesat the question. He did. My answer came out before he finished.

"Mrs. van Renssader has absorbed the mind of Dr. Tachyon. She would know any namesthat he would
know."



The strange thing was, they hadn't figured it out about Blythe and Tachyon up till then. They had to have
the big jock from Dakotacomein and put the pieces together for them.

| should have just taken agun and shot her. It would have been quicker.

* k % %

Chairman Wood thanked me at the end of my testimony. When the chairman of HUAC said thank you, it
meant you were okay as far asthey were concerned, and other people could associate with you without
fear of being branded a pariah. It meant you could have ajob in the United States of America

| walked out of the hearing room with my lawyer on one side and Kim on the other. | didn't meet the
eyes of my friends. Within an hour | was on a plane back to Cdifornia

The house on Summit was full of congratulatory bouquets from friends I'd made in the picture business.
There were telegrams from al over the country about how brave I'd been, about what a patriot | was.
The American Legion was strongly represented.

Back in Washington, Earl wastaking the Fifth.

* * % %

They didn't just listen to the Fifth and then let him go. They asked him oneinsinuating question after
another, and made him take the Fifth to each. Are you a Communist? Earl answered with the Fifth. Are
you an agent of the Soviet government? The Fifth. Do you associate with Soviet spies? The Fifth. Do you
know Lena Goldoni? The Fifth. Was Lena Goldoni your mistress? The Fifth. Was Lena Goldoni a Soviet
agent? The Fifth.

Lillian was seated in achair right behind. Sitting mute, clutching her bag, as Lenas name came up again
and again.

And findly Earl had had enough. He leaned forward, his face taut with anger.

"I have better thingsto do than incriminate mysdf in front of abunch of fascistdl" he barked, and they
promptly ruled held waived the Fifth by speaking out, and they asked him the questions all over again.
When, trembling with rage, he announced that held smply paraphrased the Fifth and would continue to
refuse any answer, they cited him for contempt.

Hewas going to join Mr. Holmes and David in prison.

People from the NAACP met with him that night. They told him to disassociate himself from the civil
rights movement. He'd set the cause back fifty years. Hewasto stay clear in the future.

Theidol had falen. Hed molded hisimage into that of a superman, ahero without flaw, and oncel'd
mentioned Lenathe populace suddenly realized that Earl Sanderson was human. They blamed him for it,
for their own naivetA© in bieving in him and for their own sudden loss of faith, and in olden timesthey
might have stoned him or hanged him from the nearest gpple tree, but in the end what they did was
worse.

They let him live.

Earl knew he was finished, was awalking dead man, that he'd given them aweapon that was used to
crush him and everything he believed in, that had destroyed the heroic image held so carefully crafted,
that he'd crushed the hopes of everyone who'd believed in him"| He carried the knowledge with him to his



dying day, and it paralyzed him. He was sill young, but he was crippled, and he never flew as high again,
or asfar.

The next day HUAC cdled Blythe. She broke down on the stand, dl the personditiesin her head talking
at once, and yearslater shedied in an asylum. | don't even want to think about it.

* * % %

Golden Boy opened two months after the hearings. | sat next to Kim at the premiere, and from the
moment the film began | redlized it had gone terribly wrong. The Earl Sanderson character was gone, just
diced out of thefilm. The Archibald Holmes character wasn't FBI, but he wasn't independent either, he
bel onged to that new organization, the CIA. Someone had shot alot of new footage. Thefascist regime
in South America had been changed to a Communist regime in Eastern Europe, dl run by olive-skinned
men with Spanish accents. Every time one of the characters said "Nazi," it was dubbed in "Commie," and
the dubbing was loud and bad and unconvincing.

| wandered in adaze through the reception afterward. Everyone kept telling me what agreat actor | was,
what agreat pictureit was. Thefilm poster said Jack Braun--A Hero America Can Trust! | wanted to
Vomit.

| left early and went to bed.

| went on collecting ten grand per week while the picture bombed at the box office. | wastold the
Rickenbacker picture was going to be abig hit, but right now they were having script problems with my
next picture. The first two screenwriters had been called up before the committee and ended up on the
blacklist because they wouldn't name names. It made me want to weep.

After the Hollywood Ten apped s ran out, the next actor they called was Larry Parks, the man I'd been
watching when thevirus hit New Y ork. He named names, but he didn't name them willingly enough, and
his career was over.

| couldn't seem to get away from the thing. Some people wouldn't talk to me at parties. Sometimes I'd
overhear bits of conversation. "Judas Ace." "Golden Rat." "Friendly Witness," said like it was aname, or
title

| bought a Jaguar to make mysdlf fed better.

In the meantime, the North Koreans charged across the 38th Paralldl and the U.S. forces were getting
crunched at Tagjon. | wasn't doing anything other than taking acting |essons a couple times each week.

| called Washington direct. They gave me alieutenant colonel's rank and flew me out on aspecid plane.
Metro thought it was agreet publicity stunt.

| was given aspecid helicopter, one of those early Bells, with a pilot from the swamps of Louisanawho
exhibited a decided degth wish. There was a cartoon of me on the side panels, with one knee up and one
amup high, like was Superman flying.

I'd get taken behind North Korean lines and then I'd kick ass. It wasvery smple.

I'd demolish entire tank columns. Any artillery that got spotted by our side were turned into pretzels. |
made four North Korean generals prisoner and rescued General Dean from the Koreans that had
captured him. | pushed entire supply convoys off the sides of mountains. | was grim and determined and
angry, and | was saving American lives, and | wasvery good & it.



Thereisapicture of methat got on the cover of Life. It shows mewith thistight Clint Eastwood smile,
holding a T-34 over my head. Thereisavery surprised North Korean in the turret. I'm glowing likea
meteor. The picture wastitled Superstar of Pusan, "superstar" being anew word back then.

| was very proud of what | was doing.

Back in the States, Rickenbacker was ahit. Not as big a hit as everyone expected, but it was
gpectacular and it made quite abit of money. Audiences seemed to be a bit ambivaent in their reactions
to the star. Even with me on the cover of Life, there were some people who couldn't quite seemeasa
hero.

Metro re-released Golden Boy. It flopped again.

| didn't much care. | was holding the Pusan Perimeter. | wasright there with the Gls, under fire half the
time, degping in atent, eating out of cans and looking like someone out of aBill Mauldin cartoon. | think
it wasfairly unique behavior for alight colonel. The other officers hated it, but Generd Dean supported
me--at one point he was shooting at tanks with a bazooka himsdlf--and | was ahit with the soldiers.

They flew meto Wake Idand so that Truman could give me the Medd of Honor, and MacArthur flew
out on the same plane. He seemed preoccupied the whole time, didn't waste any time in conversation
with me. Helooked incredibly old, on hislast legs. | don't think he liked me.

A week later, we broke out of Pusan and MacArthur landed X Corps a Inchon. The North Koreansran
forit.

Fivedayslater, | was back in Cdifornia. The Army told me, quite curtly, that my services were no longer
necessary. I'm fairly certain it was MacArthur's doing. He wanted to be the superstar of Korea, and he
didn't want to share any of the honors. And there were probably other aces--nice, quiet, anonymous
aces-working for the U.S. by then.

| didn't want to leave. For awhile, particularly after MacArthur got crushed by the Chinese, | kept
phoning Washington with new ideas about how to be useful. | could raid the airfields in Manchuria that
were giving us such trouble. Or | could be the point man for a breakthrough. The authorities were very
polite, but it was clear they didn't want me.

| did hear from the CIA, though. After Dien Bien Phu, they wanted to send meinto Indochinato get rid
of Bao Dai. The plan seemed haf-assed--they had no ideawho or what they wanted to put in Bao Dai's
place, for onething; they just expected "native anticommunist liberal forces' to rise and take
command--and the guy in charge of the operation kept usng Madison Avenue jargon to disguise the fact
he knew nothing about Vietnam or any of the people he was supposed to be dedling with.

| turned them down. After that, my sole involvement with the federal government wasto pay my taxes
every April.

* k % %

While | wasin Korea, the Hollywood Ten apped s ran out. David and Mr. Holmes went to prison. David
served three years. Mr. Holmes served only six months and then was released on account of his hedlth.
Everyone knows what happened to Blythe.

Earl flew to Europe and appeared in Switzerland, where he renounced his U.S. citizenship and became a
citizen of theworld. A month later, he wasliving with Orlena Goldoni in her Paris apartment. Sheld
become abig star by then. | suppose he decided that since there was no point in concedling their



relationship anymore, hed flaunt it
Lillian stayed in New Y ork. Maybe Earl sent her money. | don't know.

* k% k% %

PerA3n came back to Argentinain the mid-1950s, dlong with his peroxide chippie. The Fear moving
south.

| made pictures, but somehow none of them was the success that was expected. Metro kept muttering
about my image problem.

People couldn't believe | wasahero. | couldn't believeit either, and it affected my acting. In
Rickenbacker, I'd had conviction. After that, nothing.

Kim had her career going by now. | didn't see her much. Eventually her detective got a picture of mein
bed with the girl dermatologist who came over to gpply her makeup every morning, and Kim got the
house on Summit Drive, with the maids and gardener and chauffeurs and most of my money, and | ended
up inasmal beach housein Malibu with the Jeguar in the garage. Sometimes my partieswould last
weeks.

There were two marriages after that, and the longest lasted only eight months. They cost methe rest of
the money 1'd made. Metro let me go, and | worked for Warner. The pictures got worse and worse. |
made the same western about Six times over.

Eventualy | bit the bullet. My picture career had died years ago and | was broke. | went to NBC with an
ideafor atelevision series.

Tarzan of the Apes ran for four years. | was executive producer, and on the screen | played second
bananato achimp. | wasthefirst and only blond Tarzan. | had alot of points and the series set me up for
life

After that | did what every ex-Hollywood actor does. | went into redl estate. | sold actors homesin
Cdiforniafor awhile, and then | put acompany together and started building apartments and shopping
centers. | dways used other people's money--1 wasn't taking a chance on going broke again. | put up
shopping centersin haf the smdl townsin the Midwest.

| made afortune. Even after | didn't need the money anymore | kept it up. | didn't have much elseto do.
When Nixon got eected President | felt ill. | couldn't understand how people could believe that man.

After Mr. Holmes got out of prison he went to work as editor of the New Republic. He died in 1955,
lung cancer. His daughter inherited the family money. | suppose my clotheswere ill in hisclosets.

Two weeks after Earl flew the country, Paul Robeson and W.E.B. Du Bois joined the CPUSA, receiving
their party cardsin apublic ceremony in Herald Square. They announced they were joining in protest of
Earl'strestment before HUAC.

HUAC cdled alot of blacksinto their committee room. Even Jackie Robinson was summoned and
appeared as afriendly witness. Unlike the white witnesses, the blacks were never asked to name names.
HUAC didn't want to create any more black martyrs. Instead the witnesses were asked to denounce the
views of Sanderson, Robeson, and Du Bois. Most of them obliged.

Through the 1950s and most of the 1960s, it was difficult to get agrasp on what Earl was doing. He



lived quietly with Lena Goldoni in Paris and Rome. Shewas abig gar, active paliticaly, but Earl wasn't
seen much.

Hewasn't hiding, | think. Just keeping out of sight. There'sadifference.

There were rumors, though. That he was seen in Africaduring various wars for independence. That he
fought in Algeriaagaing the French and the Secret Army. When asked, Earl refused to confirm or deny
his activities. He was courted by left-wing individuas and causes, but rarely committed himsalf publicly. |
think, like me, he didn't want to be used again. But | aso think he was afraid that he/d do damageto a
cause by associating himself withiit.

Eventudly thereign of terror ended, just as Earl said it would. While | was swinging on junglevinesas
Tarzan, John and Robert Kennedy killed the blacklist by marching past an American Legion picket lineto
see Spartacus, afilm written by one of the Hollywood Ten.

Aces began coming out of hiding, entering public life. But now they wore masks and used made-up
names, just like the comics I'd read in the war and thought were so silly. It wasn't silly now. They were
taking no chances. The Fear might one day return.

Bookswere written about us. | declined al interviews. Sometimes the question came up in public, and I'd
just turn cold and say, "'l declineto talk about that at thistime." My own Fifth Amendment.

In the 1960s, when the civil rights movement began to heat up in this country, Earl cameto Toronto and
perched on the border. He met with black leaders and journalists, talked only about civil rights,

But Earl was, by that time, irrdlevant. The new generation of black leadersinvoked his memory and
quoted his speeches, and the Panthers copied his leather jacket, boots, and beret, but the fact of his
continuing existence, as ahuman being rather than asymbol, was abit disturbing. The movement would
have preferred a dead martyr, whose image could have been used for any purpose, rather than alive,
passionate man who said his own opinionsloud and clear.

Maybe he sensed this when he was asked to come south. The immigration people would probably have
alowed it. But he hesitated too long, and then Nixon was President. Earl wouldn't enter a country run by
aformer member of HUAC.

By the 1970s, Earl settled permanently into Lenas apartment in Paris. Panther exileslike Cleaver tried to
make common cause with him and failed.

Lenadied in 1975 in atrain crash. Sheleft Earl her money.

Hed giveinterviews from timeto time. | tracked them down and read them. According to one
interviewer, one of the conditions of theinterview wasthat he wouldn't be asked about me. Maybe he
wanted certain memoriesto die anatural desth. | wanted to thank him for that.

Therésadory, alegend dmost, spread by those who marched on Selmain --65 during the voting rights
crusade’| that when the cops charged in with their tear gas, clubs, and dogs, and the marchers began to
fal before the wave of white troopers, some of the marchers swore that they looked skyward and saw a
man flying there, astraight black figurein aflying jacket and hemet, but that the man just hovered there
and then was gone, unable to act, unable to decide whether the use of his powerswould have aided his
cause or worked againgt it. The magic hadn't come back, not even at such a pivota moment, and after
that there was nothing in hislife but the chair in the cafA®©, the pipe, the paper, and the cerebral
hemorrhage that finaly took him into whatever it isthat waitsin the ky.



* * % %

Every so often, | begin to wonder if it'sover, if people have redly forgotten. But aces are apart of life
now, a part of the background, and the whole world israised on ace mythology, on the story of the Four
Aces and their betrayer. Everyone knows the Judas Ace, and what he looks like.

During one of my periods of optimism | found myself in New Y ork on business. | went to AcesHigh, the
restaurant in the Empire State Building where the new breed of ace hangs out. | was met at the door by
Hiram, the ace who used to call himself Fatman until word of hisred identity got out, and | could tell right
away that he recognized me and that | was making abig mistake.

Hewas polite enough, I'll give him that, but his smile cost him acertain amount of effort. He seated mein
adark corner, where people wouldn't see me. | ordered adrink and the salmon steak.

When the plate came, the steak was surrounded with anest circle of dimes. | counted them. Thirty
piecesof slver.

| got up and I€ft. | could fed Hiram's eyes on me the wholetime. | never came back.

| couldn't blamehim at dl.

* k * %

When | was making Tarzan, people were calling me wel|l preserved. After, when | was sdlling redl estate
and building developments, everyone told me how much the job must be agreeing with me. | looked so

young.

If I look in the mirror now, | see the same young guy who was scuffling the New Y ork streets going to
auditions. Time hasn't added aline, hasn't changed me physicaly in any way. I'm fifty-five now, and |
look twenty-two. Maybe | won't ever grow old.

| ill fed likearat. But | only did what my country told me.
Maybe I'll be the Judas Ace forever.

Sometimes | wonder about becoming an ace again, putting on amask and costume o that no one will
recognize me. Call myself Muscle Man or Beach Boy or Blond Giant or something. Go out and savethe
world, or a least alittle piece of it.

But then | think, No. | had my time, and it's gone. And when | had the chance, | couldn't even save my
own integrity. Or Earl. Or anybody.

| should have kept the dimes. | earned them, after all.



