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FOREWORD







Within military circles, there’s a popular maxim: No matter the level of forethought or provision, no battle plan survives first contact with your enemy. Literally thousands of examples throughout human history support this notion. Those who venture into harm’s way on behalf of crown or country accept it as immutable fact.


Somewhat similarly, experienced journalists who prepare for interviews do so knowing they’re likely to encounter any number of obstacles. It’s to be expected, and the level of resistance or other impediments vary from one interview subject to the next.


Then there’s Tony Stark.


My quest to understand Stark began with my being assigned to write a book about him. To understand his involvement with so many events that have threatened the world as we know it, I would have to dig into a vast wealth of information, collected over a great many years. I began my research with multiple Freedom of Information Act requests. This effort resulted in a treasure trove of documents pulled from the archives of S.H.I.E.L.D. (which currently stands for Strategic Homeland Intervention, Enforcement, and Logistics Division) and attendant entities, including personnel files, mission reports, briefing and debriefing transcripts, and other memoranda.


The official reports and other documentation included here only modestly represent the information I gathered and researched to understand the type of person who would undertake such an unusual calling: to serve not only their country but the entire world. Ies, the facts of the events are here, but what the official records lack is the emotional journey undertaken by people like Tony Stark, to say nothing of the emotional toll inflicted upon them. To that end, the bulk of what you’re about to read isn’t from some government document formerly stamped “Classified” and buried in some warehouse or bunker. Instead, presented in a series of interviews I conducted over the years are the candid observations and reflections of just one of those exceptional people we so casually call “super heroes.”


Born into privilege and gifted with a keen, formidable intellect, Tony Stark nevertheless endured great hardship at far too early an age. He later faced adversity and challenges many of us will fortunately never endure—many occurring before the world came to know him, his extraordinary ego, and his extraordinary alter ego. There can be no denying Mr. Stark has enjoyed remarkable achievement, success, and—yes—triumph as well as personal setbacks, failures, and even tragedy. How does someone process such tremendous loss, pain, suffering, and grief, let alone find ways to prevent it from consuming them?


And then there are the circumstances unique to Tony Stark himself: a man who has lived, died, been reborn as an artificial intelligence, and ultimately returned to life as a living, breathing person ... at once the same and yet much different from the individual he once was. let how much of the original Stark exists within the “current model”? Is he truly human, and if so . . . what of his humanity?


Questions like these are what ultimately guided me to conduct and include the interviews you’ll read here. There are a great many aspects of Tony Stark’s life that aren’t documented in any official Avengers or S.H.I.E.L.D. records. In those cases, the only way for me to get the unvarnished truth was to cajole it out of the man under the armor.


These discussions, carried out over a lengthy span, cover a wide range of topics and mostly took place across several sessions at Mr. Stark’s Manhattan home. We had additional conversations when he chose to contact me via phone or electronic mail as the mood struck him. Initially resistant to simply commenting on the official accounting of the various incidents in which he’s taken part, Mr. Stark warmed over time to the idea of adding his unique perspective. Rather than correcting or debunking the sanctioned record, he gave me his undisguised outlook on the events and their lasting impacts on him. As we continued our conversations, the insights he shared with me began to eclipse the mere facts. The documents I’d originally believed to be of paramount importance to this effort instead represented only the first steps of my eventual journey.


I’d be lying if I told you there was universal enthusiasm for the degree to which Mr. Stark agreed to comment “on the record.” Indeed, certain parties even contacted my editors about possibly blocking my work’s publication. Only after a full review of my completed manuscript did they halt their efforts and permit the book to go forward.


Some of these parties likely still believe that you shouldn’t be reading what you’re about to read. Mr. Stark’s candor in these interviews is unprecedented, at least so far as I’ve witnessed during my years of association with him.


It is my fervent hope you find his answers as compelling as the man himself.
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I. ORIGINS
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Who is Tony Stark?


It’s an interesting question to ponder because it’s not one with a simple answer. We’ve all read the various labels assigned to the man: entrepreneur, industrialist, prodigy, genius, inventor, playboy. There are others, of course, including some politely classified as “less than flattering.” Last, there’s the obvious one: “Iron Man.”


While each of these descriptors is useful for categorizing the various aspects of his life, none truly satisfy the basic query: Who really is Tony Stark? What makes him want to be Iron Man?


As I discovered while conducting my research, learning the answer was quite the voyage of discovery. For you, that journey begins here.
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INTERVIEWER: Thank you for sitting down with me today, Mr. Stark. It’s a sincere pleasure.


TONY STARK: Well, I think that remains to be seen, doesn’t it? Looks to me like you’ve brought your homework.


These are documents I received under my Freedom of Information Act requests.


Okay. May I?


By all means.


(paging through reports) Well, this looks . . . thorough.


They appeared to be generous with my request.


Clearly. Why do you suppose that is?


I asked for my request to be granted under consideration of the, well, changed nature of your existence.


Changed nature . . . you’re talking about when I became Mark One.


More specifically when you declared that Tony Stark didn’t exist, and your brother, Arno, claimed ownership of the artificial intelligence you announced yourself to be—and the courts concurred.


A lot has happened since then.


Which is why I asked my request to be expedited during that window of time and directed it toward agencies and officials I thought might be most cooperative.


The ones I’ve pissed off the most over the years.


A Venn diagram of both these sets might be a circle.


That’s a shrewd move.


Thank you.


Some might call it a d—


It’s a you move, Mr. Stark.


John Venn might diagram those sets as a circle too. We’ve been talking for some time for this book you’d like to write. Tell you what—you caught me on a rare day. In the spirit of the government’s response, I too am feeling generous with my time and remarks. Information yearns to be free. If the Powers That Be have deemed all of this as fit for public consumption, who am I to argue? But I’m going to go one better.


How’s that?


This stack of reports here—I’m guessing this isn’t everything.


It’s not.


Great. They all have a few things in common. First off, they’re boring. These things are written to be boring. Also, they’re incomplete. They’re sanitized, probably for everyone’s protection. And now, whether they simply were informational or for whatever reason classified, they all are out there for everyone to see. Clearly, they want everyone to know details of my life, my work, my activities. These reports don’t have those details. I do. So now, I will share those details with you. I’ll elaborate, fill in the blanks, offer you what I know. By the time we’re done, you won’t need most of these. You’ll have my truth. Stark Truths. Hey, that’s pretty catchy. Feel free to use it.


I’ll offer that to the publisher.


Where do you want to start?


Well, considering we can trace so much of where we’re at back to your family, I’d like to start there.


My family? Which one?


Which... one? Well, sir—


Okay. (claps hands) You clearly need to be more prepared for the twists and turns you’re going to get on this trip, my friend. What you’re wanting, I presume, should begin with my words on Howard Stark Jr., a respected businessman and the guiding force behind the success and global expansion of Stark Industries, an expert engineer, protector of the Earth, a known associate of extraterrestrials, and . . . I’m sure I’m leaving out something. I mean, there are whole books out there about Howard Stark.


That’s true, but you—


I didn’t really know the guy.


I see.


I can tell you who I was to him, and that was a major disappointment. Our entire lives together, if I wasn’t achieving, winning . . . If I wasn’t the absolute best, to my father I was invisible. When I was growing up,


Howard Stark believed in a strictly regimented life for me. He gave to me what time he wanted to give, which was not as much as I might have wanted. If the mood struck him, sure, he might sit with me and coach me through a game of Monopoly or puzzle over some hidden meaning humanity had so far failed to discern from within the infinite digits of pi. But I was always one dice roll or one misplaced memorized digit away from hearing him recite his list of my failings that he had at the ready. That list was how he made it very clear to me that I was not strong enough or tough enough to meet his standards of what made a man a man. “Stark men are made of iron.” His words.


I guess calling him “demanding” would be something of an understatement.


“Demanding” would’ve been easy. “Impossible to please”? Now we’re talking. When his disappointment was complete, which took only seven years, the solution was to send me packing to boarding school. Maybe part of him believed the school would instill whatever qualities I lacked in a way he was not capable of doing. Then again, that would’ve required him to believe himself incapable of something. Really, it was the easiest way he could think of to keep me from being underfoot.


And did you learn those qualities?


Boarding school taught me that Howard Stark wouldn’t be the only bully in my life. It taught me that I could make friends who saw value in me that my father could not. And it taught me that literature may be mankind’s greatest accomplishment. It’s certainly mankind’s greatest escape. I spent a lot of time with books at school, and not just engineering and math texts. I can’t tell you how many interpretations of Sir Thomas Malory’s work that I read just to revisit Arthurian legends. Tennyson and Lanier and White and Steinbeck. I read my share of science fiction too. There’s a cycle of inspiration there. We invent things that inspire writers to imagine more, then their work inspires our interest in making the imaginary real and to advance and improve what we have, which only inspires writers more. It’s a thing.


Ultimately you moved on from boarding school.


By the time I was fifteen, I had completed what they had to teach me, and they were as ready for me to leave as I was. From there I went to some technical universities as well as MIT, and I was out by the time I was nineteen with degrees in engineering and physics. I showed the pocket protector brigade that I already knew what they thought I needed to know. Then I spent some time applying my knowledge of physics to the real world.


You got into research?


In my own way. I got into the most expensive sports car I could find and tested the top end of its engine. I spent some time pushing the boundaries of speed on the world’s ski slopes. There’s no one out there who can spot a fall line and stay on it better than I could. I took a lot of risks, pushed a lot of limits, and mastered a lot of skills that have ended up serving me well. I made many personal discoveries about our world, physical and otherwise.


Does “otherwise” include women?


They are a continuing educational pursuit.


These pursuits must have caused some conflict while working with your father at Stark Industries.


You could say that. You’re probably wanting me to say that.


I was merely—


My father didn’t appreciate what he called my lack of commitment to the company. I was young. My priorities at the time were dating debutantes and downing drinks, usually with my cousin Morgan. Don’t get me wrong. I was accomplishing everything my father asked of me. More. But when he would catch me being able to do in hours—hell, sometimes minutes—what it might have taken other people on his staff months to figure out, it got to him. It really got to him. He had visions of what Stark Industries could achieve were I strapped to a desk and working as some sort of idea machine for him, cranking out improvement after improvement and new patent after new patent. He deemed my making quick work of college as a disgrace because he saw me using my learned skills to do what I wanted rather than what he wanted. So, to answer your question, yes, that led to some conflict. And it led to some insight on my part.


How so?


For the first time, I could see the toll that my father’s never-ending drive and his emotional reactivity were exacting on his life. I also could see clearly that Howard Stark was an alcoholic and had been for decades. I could grasp what his drinking was doing to his mind and his body, and by extension his business and his entire life.


I’m sorry.


Did you know that my father gave me my first drink? Well, it didn’t feel like an offer—it was more of an order.


I had no idea.


It was on a New Year’s Eve, the one just before I was sent to boarding school. My father filled a tall glass with bourbon—a “fine” single-malt bourbon was what he called it when he handed it to me and told me to drink up. “It’ll put hair on your chest,” he said, because everything he told me to do was aimed at molding me into his vision of a man. So, I started to tip the glass to my mouth and right on cue he told me I was doing it wrong. “Don’t sip it. Throw it back!” I’d never tasted liquor before. It was horrible, but I knew not to swallow would be a disgrace to my father. His eyes flared and he grinned at me and said, “Now, that’s my boy!” I’d have drunk down the whole bottle if it’d have won me more of his approval. And then I looked into my mother’s eyes and saw not pride but sadness. She’d seen what my father had become over the years, and now she feared the same for me.


I understand.


I want to make it clear. My father wasn’t a bad man. Stern, yes. Hard, perhaps. But he was an honorable man, in many ways a great one. I spent most of my childhood trying to please him, to be like him. And I spent years of my adulthood denying that he also had been an alcoholic and that I’d succeeded in becoming like him all too well.


You’ve been very forthcoming about your struggles with alcoholism.


And you said you wanted to know about my father.


So I did. You weren’t at Stark Industries when your parents were taken from you.


They weren’t taken. If something is taken, there’s the implication that it can be returned. My parents were killed. They can’t be returned. Well, at least in the strictest sense.


I do apologize.


For me, it was a night that upended my life. For them, it was par for the course, on their way home from another function in the city. For whatever reason their driver slammed on the brakes and lost control of their sedan. The three of them were killed instantly. So we were all told, anyway.
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The crash that took their lives, as you say, happened on March 15, or as the Romans called it, the Ides of March, the date in history upon which Julius Caesar was assassinated. And just as Octavian acted to avenge Caesar’s death, I acted to avenge my parents’ deaths by purchasing the manufacturer of my parents’ car.
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It took me less than forty-eight hours to find and correct a fault inherent in the braking system’s design. I went on to implement it in that car’s future manufacturing, and no one has died because of those brakes since. I win.


I might argue in that case that everybody wins.


For me, all I saw was a new game, one that would never run out of challenges. I was just a kid in my twenties. I didn’t know any better. Because I made running Stark Industries into a game that I could win, suddenly I wanted it. Though he never saw it, my father got his greatest wish for me, whether I liked it or not. I was fully invested.


Was assuming control of the family business and continuing your father’s legacy a path toward processing your grief?


I ran the business every day. I processed my grief every day. If I did both at the same time, I didn’t notice it. When it happened, Jarvis was my greatest support. I don’t know how I would’ve made it through those first hours . . . first months without him. My parents were dead. I was devastated. My father and I had our problems but I never would’ve wanted things to end like this.


Without resolution?


(long pause) Okay, so that’s one father down and one more to go. As I said, I’m feeling generous, so it’s two-for-one day. It all started on my birthday. Actually, on two of my birthdays. At a birthday party, I started to do some detective work based on a conversation I had in space with a Rigellian Recorder android dubbed 451 that . . . (sighs) This is going to get complicated. Just trust me that I found what I needed to find to track down the brother I never knew I had. His name is Arno Stark, and for his own safety his existence needed to be kept completely secret, even from me. Especially from me, it turns out, because I was intended to be him. (pause) You’re looking lost.


I’m not following.


Of course you’re not. I’m way ahead of myself. File that under “Family Is Complicated” and I promise we’ll come back to it.


So, who is Tony Stark’s biological father?


The man’s name was Jude. And aside from the fact that he was a Hydra double agent, he doesn’t add much to my story.


And your mother?


A young musician once recruited as an undercover S.H.I.E.L.D. agent named Amanda Armstrong. As Jude attempted to sway her over to Hydra’s side, she stabbed him and made her escape. I was born in a Bulgarian orphanage and Amanda, who was convinced that Hydra knew of my existence, left me there. S.H.I.E.L.D. let Howard Stark know just where in Bulgaria, and he brought me to his wife and baby made three. I don’t really hold Amanda or Jude in any parental regard, but they obviously play a role in my life, so I mention it. I’d prefer to move on.


I imagine we’ll be speaking about your parents at length in due course, so we’ll leave them for later. Instead, let’s return to your early days at Stark Industries.


I don’t think many people want to return to my early days at Stark Industries.


Why would you say that?


Between my steady drinking and growing boredom with running the place, Stark Industries was closer to collapse than it ever had been. Sure, I was keeping up on the innovation and design fronts. That was part of the game to me. The business side of the company was barely catching my attention. What did catch my attention was a contract proposal we were about to make for artillery transports. I looked over a final draft and noticed that whoever transcribed the contract caught a computing error. We were this close to sealing a deal that undervalued our material costs. That transcriptionist saved our butts to the tune of more than half a million dollars.


That catch is worth a raise.


She got a hefty one, as well as a promotion to become my personal executive assistant, which is how I got connected to Miss Pepper Potts.


Ah. Miss Potts went on to become a valuable employee to you.


And an even more valued friend. If you were to ask her, I’m sure she’d tell you that she never would’ve suspected, at the start of it all, where we are now.


I’ll have to ask.


You have my blessing. Better pack a lunch. She may have a lot to get off her chest. You ought to ask her about Happy too.


Happy Hogan.


Yes. I can’t imagine getting Stark Industries or myself through those early days without him.


I’ll make a point of it. Another strategy for getting through those early days was weapons research.


Yes.


And it was weapons manufacturing concerns that necessitated your tour of Stark Industries’ Southeast Asia facility at that time.


It was. I’m confident that the specific incident to which you’re referring is more than covered by existing reports already available to you.


I’d like to go beyond the scope of those reports for the time being.


(pauses) Sure. Let’s see what happens.


You were held in captivity in Siancong by a man who is described in many accounts as a warlord and a tyrant. You were wounded and this man—


Wong-Chu, yes.
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Wong-Chu withheld medical treatment from you unless you designed and built him weapons.


Yeah, I was there.


Did you ever believe you wouldn’t survive?


I knew Wong-Chu was lying about having surgeons capable of removing shrapnel from me. I knew he didn’t care whether I died. I believed I would survive because I believed in myself. Again, it’s the game. This just was a high-stakes game that required everything I had in me to create a device capable of getting me home alive. At the time, I had no idea that what I’d create would lead me to . . . all this. Also, I wasn’t alone.


A fellow prisoner.


Ho Yinsen, an engineer, a physicist, a professor. He helped me create not a weapon for Wong-Chu but a means for my survival. It just happened to be a weapon too. One I’d use to get us free.
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Your plan was a success.


Not entirely.


Of course. I apologize.


I escaped Wong-Chu and with the help of James Rhodes, I escaped Siancong.
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You had to have come home a changed man.


I came home thinking that my life was imprisoning me as much as Wong-Chu had. I broke off an engagement, I stopped going to parties, I started making plans to sell Stark Industries. The one place I didn’t feel trapped was inside the armor.


It was your new game.


So, you have been listening. The game became finding reasons to stop being Tony Stark and start being Tony Stark’s golden bodyguard. The game let me keep inventing like the Wright Brothers, keep exploring like Marco Polo. I even assembled a round table like King Arthur. Then I hit on the idea of selling Stark Industries.


But something stopped you.


Pepper Potts stopped me.




Excerpt from This Was Not in the Job Description, memoir by Virginia “Pepper” Potts


My first experiences working with Tony don’t seem so long ago, looking back at them, but it was a different time. It must have seemed wonderful from the outside, working at the nerve center of one of the world’s top technology companies, playing Girl Friday to a handsome, dashing, brilliant young prodigy. Most girls would have killed to be where I was. But not me.


Every day, I’d walk into the main office of Stark Industries and past that portrait of Howard and Maria Stark. It always made me think about how things were before and about how much had changed. Back when I started, fresh out of secretarial school, Howard Stark still was running Stark Industries. He had done amazing things in his time but years of hard driving and hard drinking had left him . . . diminished. I never saw him in his prime, of course, but the old-timers still talked about his fire, his energy.


By that time, it was clear Stark Industries needed some new fire, some new energy. It was time to pass the torch—but the next generation didn’t seem to be that interested. No, I never saw Howard Stark in his prime but I saw his disappointment. I knew he wanted his son to step in, to become a real part of the company. And it wasn’t long after that Howard Stark got his wish, whether Tony liked it or not. Howard and Maria Stark were returning home from a dinner function when the brakes on their car failed. They were killed instantly, as was their chauffeur—and just like that, Tony Stark became president and majority shareholder of Stark Industries.


The first thing Tony did was buy the car manufacturer and overhaul their entire approach to brake design. But in the weeks that followed, he was anywhere but work. I told myself it was none of my business but I couldn’t deny what was right in front of me. I’d been going to college at night, taking business courses, and from the documents that crossed my desk in the secretarial pool, I could see that things were slipping. Oh, Stark Industries’ technical divisions were in great shape. Tony was introducing new designs and innovations almost daily. But the business side was in disarray and costly mistakes were being made.


As I was transcribing a proposal for a contract to manufacture A-12 artillery transports, I caught a computation error in the quote that undervalued material costs on our end by more than half a million dollars. I corrected the error without consulting anyone and sent the contract to Tony’s desk for approval. Tony caught my correction and in return pulled me out of the secretarial pool to become his personal executive assistant. As he promised in the moment, the promotion came with a sizable raise. For one brief moment there, I was Cinderella. It was pure magic and I felt like it.


The next day, I reported for work in a daze, my head full of dreams. I knew I could make a difference, that a word from me here and there and Mr. Stark would see the problems clearly—see them and fix them—but what Tony saw instead was a girl upon whom he could dump his responsibilities. I decided I didn’t much like Mr. Anthony Stark. As time passed, I didn’t have much reason to change my mind. In this role and in this environment, what was I supposed to do? My best, that’s what.


All I had were my business textbooks as I fielded material funneled upward by a dozen vice presidents or more. I wasn’t up to running a multimillion-dollar company from behind a secretary’s desk—and everybody knew what was going on. Where I once used to get looks of jealousy in the halls, I was now getting looks of sympathy. And worse, our clients were starting to figure it out too. We were running on momentum, on reputation. But we couldn’t do that forever.


For a little while, it didn’t look like we’d have to. Tony rocked the business and society worlds by announcing his engagement to Joanna Nivena, an heiress from one of Chicago’s wealthiest families. We all saw it as a good sign, hoping it would settle him, get his mind on the business. And it did for a month or two but you could almost see his eyes glaze over. Tony told me of his plan to tour Stark Industries facilities around the world. He mentioned specifically a plant in Southeast Asia experiencing supply troubles and how he could help by designing a new security system or something. He was running away. It couldn’t have been any more clear.


When Tony came back from that trip, he was . . . different. I didn’t know what had happened to him, only that he’d been kidnapped by some hill bandit and that whatever he’d been through, it was serious. He’d been lighthearted before—even frivolous and irresponsible. But now the smiles came less often and he was more private, more hidden, as if he’d walled himself away somehow. Things . . . changed. The first casualty was his engagement. Then he hit the party circuit again but his heart didn’t seem to be in it. From reports, he was drinking more.


I didn’t like him, I told myself. Still, seeing him in such pain, I couldn’t help but worry. He seemed . . . trapped, like he was being held prisoner somehow. Tony became edgier, as if he’d realized the trouble Stark Industries was in. He’d been pushing himself hard—and others harder. At times, those others called his words and actions unfair, even irrational, and the word spread. One night, I passed that portrait of Howard and Maria and their eyes seemed sadder than ever. I knew they were gone but it still felt like they were watching what they had built fall apart. I found myself hoping—praying, even—for some kind of miracle, but it didn’t come.


As for Tony, he looked for a solution in the same place he always did. He stayed in the lab round the clock trying to pull Stark Industries out of its slump through sheer inventive muscle. But a setback dealt from Capitol Hill set him running again. Foreign travel, a different woman every night, racing, yachting, going on archeological digs. It seemed like he had plenty of time for everything but his own company. I wished I could duck problems by running off to different continents.


The weirdest thing was that Tony’s friend Iron Man was in the news at the time almost as much as he was. It seemed like the more Tony avoided his responsibilities, the more visible Iron Man was, as if he was compensating for Tony. Whether he was saving ocean liners from colliding, battling so-called super villains, or even banding together with other heroes to face down the man-monster they called the Hulk, it didn’t seem like anything could hold him back from doing what was right. I couldn’t help but wish Tony were more like his friend. Maybe Iron Man was cold and distant but he didn’t shirk his responsibilities.


One evening, things got worse. I overheard Tony telling his cousin Morgan that he was weighing what he called a generous offer for Stark Industries. Had Tony not read the projections or realized what a sale could mean? I decided to face Tony and ask him face-to-face about the possible sale. He opened himself to me in a way he hadn’t before. Tony said he just had to face the fact that he was not suited to running a company. While he loved the challenges of breaking new ground with innovative designs, he said the operational duties of paperwork and budgeting and attending meetings made Stark Industries feel more like a prison than a challenge.


In the moment, not knowing what else to do, I invited Tony Stark to leave with me. We took his Porsche to a bedroom community about 20 minutes from headquarters and the home of two longtime employees I knew. He was a line mechanic, she was a quality-assurance manager, and together they had a son. They welcomed Tony into their home, invited him to share drinks, and seated us in their living room to watch their son play with a toy airplane probably no differently than he did as a kid. As we watched, I told him that the boy’s parents were among hundreds of Stark employees facing layoffs within a month if business continued trending as it had—but a sale likely would result in thousands of layoffs, as any buyer would be lured more by our patents than our manufacturing capabilities.


Tony just looked at me. Then he stood up, offered the excuse of a just-remembered appointment, and left. I followed him to the car and we returned to headquarters in silence. I felt stupid. I didn’t know why I thought that move would work but it clearly hadn’t. I had hoped to make him see that the challenge he sought wasn’t all in the lab and on the testing grounds, that lives really did depend on all that paperwork he despised, or that at least livelihoods do. But it didn’t look like I’d gotten through. Instead, it looked like he was running, true to form. Whenever Tony Stark met something that worried him, something he couldn’t solve with a transistor and soldering iron, he ran. Forget about Stark Industries, I told myself, because I can’t save it and he won’t. It was time to think about myself.


The next morning, I arrived at work at 8 AM with plans to work up a new résumé and start looking for a new job the first chance I got. But when I arrived, Tony already was there on the phone working a deal to expedite a shipment of components from France. “No time for standing there with your mouth open like that, Pepper. We’ve got work to do.” His words, and he made good on them. It was all I could do to keep up with him from that point onward. It was astounding to watch. He’d wander through a party crowd, smile, chat, and move on—and wherever he went he left a trail of charmed people and of renewed interest in Stark Industries. Tony produced plans that looked to me like a full year’s worth of work and nobody spent more hours in the construction bays than he did. He was always there, always cheerful, offering advice or encouragement.


Who else was there for Stark Industries when we needed him most? Iron Man, making sure our ideas were safe from saboteurs and that our tests of the innovations that would save Stark Industries went off without a hitch. In the end, when government officials and anyone wanted to give all the credit to Tony Stark, he would defer that to his employees. “This business is their livelihood,” Tony said. “While I’ll do my best to keep it prosperous, it’s really them that make it all happen.”


That’s when I decided that maybe, just maybe, Mr. Anthony Stark wasn’t such a bad guy after all.





Or at least Pepper woke me up to the idea that selling the company might free me from the content of day-to-day business but not the process of responsibility for myself, my employees, my products, my weapons—


Your father’s legacy.


And that. That. So it was time for me to get to work.
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weaponry as well as vehicles including a small
helicopter. Before we could resume our travel, our
presence was discovered and we were fired upon.

While Iron Man created a diversion, I was
able to make my way to the helicopter. As we began
our ascent, Iron Man fired upon the installation’s
supply of fuel stored in metal barrels. T quickly
discovered that the helicopter strained to carry
Iron Man in his heavy armor. He was able to use the
hand magnet’s force to repel the helicopter from the
ground’s surface until I was able to get us airborne.
The fuel dump’s subsequent explosion appeared to
destroy the installation.

After flying for about 30 minutes, we
encountered the perimeter of hostilities and
attempted to cross into safe territory when it
occurred to us that the helicopter’s exterior markings
could lead to confusing us for an enemy aircraft.
Ground forces fired one round of surface-to-air
missiles, prompting me to contact the military and
convince them that we were friendly

I was directed to a rooftop landing pad, where
I deposited Iron Man and returned to my base, where
I was treated for my injuries. When I was discharged
from the base hospital a few days later, I was met
by a man who introduced himself as Tony Stark. He
said that Iron Man returned safely and told him
the events of the extraction. Stark then offered to
employ me as a pilot once my military duties had
been discharged. I told him I would keep the offer
in mind.

END_OF _REPORT
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pressure jets” to evade the hostile forces. I engaged
one hostile in hand-to-hand combat and subdued him.

: We spotted hostiles taking aim at us with a
g rocket-propelled grenade. The armored man again used
‘ the hand magnet to redirect the inflight path of
the RPG and prevent it from hitting us. The hostiles
retreated. The man again asked to use the helicopter
batteries to recharge his armored suit and I
assisted him in that process. T informed the armored
man that I knew my way to safer territory but that
we would have to travel on foot and my injury would
slow my typical progress. He said he would be able
to carry me on his back with no noticeable effect on
his movement. At that point I gave him my name and
he introduced himself as “Iron Man.”

we proceeded for an hour, at which point I
had asked for a break as I found riding on Iron
Z Man’s back uncomfortable. Iron Man then explained
he was in the region to assist Anthony “Tony”
Sstark with “some experiments” when Stark had been
captured by hostile forces. Iron Man claimed to
have helped Stark escape captivity but the two had
become separated and Iron Man had become lost. Our
conversation then was interrupted by sniper fire.
Iron Man approached the sniper, taking fire with no
apparent effect. He then uprooted a tree and used
it to strike the sniper. We then resumed our travel.

After a second hour of travel, we approached
a shelled and apparently abandoned village near
a stream. As I stopped to prepare potable water
for each of us, I recognized our surroundings as
being where I had previously encountered ground
fire. Iron Man soon detected a camouflaged military
installation with surface-to-air missiles and other
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BREAKING‘HoWard Stark, who
leverageq his familys railroad
wealth into educating himself
and founding what would become
Stark Industries, aworld leader in

undeniably shaped the twenti-
eth century, Through the com-
bany, Stark conceived, built, ang

bile crash,

Stark was kiljeq along with hjg artificia] intelligence, Computer
Wwife, Maria, ang their driver while imagery, anq biochemistry.
feturning home from an €vening Respected ag a brilliant gej. Stark and Maria Stark gre sur-
event. Thejr deaths were SO “entist and Criticized a¢ times ag vived by thejr Son, Anthony, who
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Inquest places blame for deadly Stark car
crash on brake system’s sinherent” flaws

NEW YORK—A flawed braking sys- the court that, based on reports
tem is to blame for the automobile and testimony, jurors had conclud-
crash that killed global industrial-  ed the crash resulted from “a fault
ist Howard Stark and two others inherent in the désign of the brake
carlier this year, a jury determined  system of their car.”

yesterday. According to reports, the ve-
After three hours of delibera- hicle was driving south at highway
tion following a two-day inquest, speeds when something prompted
jurors produced a unanimous ver-  the vehicle’s driver to quickly brake.
dict that placed fault with the man- Evidence including skid and yaw

ufacturer of the luxury sedan in  markson the roadway showed con-
which Stark, his wife, Maria, and clusively that the brake system had
their driver were Killed the night of failed before bringing the vehicle to

March 15 outside of New York City. a speed that would return control of sustained by the three occupants
Expert witnesses at the inquest  the vehicle to its driver. were lethal and consistent with trau-
included trafficaccident reconstruc- The car left the roadway and ~ ma experienced during such a crash.
tion engineers, forensic patholo- struck multiple objects before ulti- The Starks’ only child, Anthony,
gists and state police investigators. mately colliding with a large tree, attended the inquest through the

Reading from a prepared state- according to reports. Forensics €x- delivery of the verdict. He left the

ment, the jury forewoman said to  perts testified that bodily injuries ~ court without comment.
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Extraction of _unknown hostgggL_§§_£ngrted

encountered hostile ground fire including surface-to-
air missiles. 1 managed to land the helicopter ang
in the process suffered a minor leg injury, which 1
treated myself., 1 determined that the helicopter had
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as “an American” and that I shoylq not fear him. He
said he needed to “recharge” using the helicopter’s
batteries soon or he would die. T warned the armored
man not to approach and pointed my weapon at him, He
continued to approach me and 1 fired multiple rounds
at him. The rounds ricocheted off his armor and he
appeared uninjured. He said he did not intend to
hurt me.

We then were approached by hostile forces who
called out their intention to kill me and “destroy
his machines” before firing upon yus. The armored man
said he would show me “whose side I’'m really on” and
produced what appeared to be ga hand-sized horseshoe
magnet. He used the magnet’s apparent high power of
magnetism to pull the Wweapons from the hands of the
approaching hostiles, The man then demonstrated what
he called the armor’s “boot—mounted, short—range air
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All personnel in the Southeast Asian

country of Siancong are advised to take
appropriate precautions in light of
continuous criminal activity including drug
and human trafficking in regions under the
control of Wong-Chu, a former revolutionary
leader now identified as an active terrorist
and warlord.

Wong-Chu led insurgent troops during the
Siancong Conflict and was instrumental in
liberating the now-communist country from
the French Empire. His criminal activities
sometimes exerted through his control of
the Red Guerrillas have contributed to the
continued instability of the nation.

Wong-Chu is a physically large man--at
least 6 feet tall and weighing in excess

of 600 pounds. He is known for his skill

in wrestling and experience with firearms.
He has a reputation as a remorseless and
vindictive leader who has executed those
who have crossed or failed him. While Wong-
Chu operated independently, he is rumored
to have connections with global criminals
including the Mandarin.
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