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Foreword

I was delighted to be asked to pen a few words to open Tom’s book on all things 007, and even more so when I read the opening page and saw that my character Sylvia Trench was mentioned! But then again, it seems quite fitting she should be mentioned first, as she was the very first Bond girl.

Although my fifty-odd-year career has encompassed scores of films, TV series, and many theater roles, it is for James Bond that I am primarily remembered; not that I mind, of course, as to be associated with anything successful is an actor’s joy. But it’s made me realize the power of James Bond.

The popularity of the films, in this the series’ fiftieth-anniversary year, is greater than ever, and people’s thirst for knowledge about all things 007 is equally great . . . and Tom will certainly help quench it with this fact-filled tome. Having just penned my own autobiography, The First Lady of Bond, I know too well the research and work involved in compiling a book, and I take my hat off to Tom for bringing together the facts, figures, and personalities in a very interesting, immensely readable, and delightfully pleasing format.

What else is there to say, aside from:

“I admire your writing, Mr. . . . ?”

Eunice Gayson

July 2012
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Introduction

Dr. Know (a Lot)

Bond. James Bond.

Why, nearly fifty years after that simple response to Sylvia Trench’s query of who her casino opponent was in Dr. No, does the film franchise of James Bond continue to raise the pulses of pop culture fans around the world?

Why does a film that opens with the sight of a rifled gun barrel following an unsuspecting man walking in its crosshairs, accompanied by staccato brassy horn stabs, cause followers to perk up like hungry children hearing the bells of an ice cream truck coming down the street?

What is it about the film character of James Bond that tricks us to believe that we are driving along the expressway in a sleek, silver, gadget-filled Aston Martin DB5 instead of the rusting old hulk of our SUV, while dressed in a crisp white formal dinner jacket and black bow tie instead of khaki shorts and a faded blue golf shirt with a tattered armpit?

Put simply—why is the world so in love with James Bond?

While psychologists may have the correct answers, laymen can only guess what is so captivating about the life and loves of Commander Bond. It might be the time of his birth, the world in which he lives, the brand of his vodka, or an amalgam of all those things.

Writer Ian Fleming created the fictional character of James Bond in the mid-1950s, a time of escalating Cold War fears and swiftly developing technology. Bond was an elite member of the British Secret Service, known as MI6—an agency committed to international intelligence and espionage. As an agent who was “licensed to kill,” Bond held the assigned serial number 007. His world was populated with a host of memorable characters, including Bond’s boss, known simply as M; Miss Moneypenny, M’s secretary; Q, the source of Bond’s many ingenious gadgets; scheming villains such as Auric Goldfinger and Ernst Stavro Blofeld; and a bevy of attractive women, like the suggestively named Pussy Galore.

By the time Fleming’s sixth novel, Dr. No, became the first feature film, premiering in England in October 1962 (although it would be a full seven months before the film reached American screens), global technology and world politics had continued to grow at a dizzying rate. The radio, once a fine piece of furniture that occupied a prominent place in the living room, now fit in the palm of one’s hand. People talked of computers that could store millions of bits of data and perform thousands of computations in the blink of an eye. Communications that once traveled by coaxial cable now bounced off satellites that orbited thousands of miles around the Earth. America had its first president not born in the nineteenth century, Russia had placed the first man into space, and ideology around the world seemed divided between democracy and Communism. Khrushchev threatened to bury Americans, conceptually if not physically. Russia was placing offensive missiles a mere ninety miles from American shores on a little island called Cuba. Who could possibly save the free world from such impending doom?

James Bond.

Life in America, and in much of the free world, was defined by where you lived, what you drove, what you ate, and what you did. Americans, who for decades had tilled the soil, grown the grains, slaughtered the hogs, collected the eggs, and brought them all to market, had moved to the city. There, they lived in a world of asphalt and concrete, a world of skyscraping office buildings and spaghetti-bowl expressways. For many, it was called “the rat race.”

In and around those cities, mass transit had given way to one- and two-car families. Many drove quaint four-door sedans and eight-seat station wagons, some with a busted tailgate. Madison Avenue, recognizing the drabness of it all, encouraged everyone to let a rental car company put them “in the driver’s seat” and to let a gasoline company “put a tiger in their tank.”

As life continued this humdrum yet hectic pace, fast-food emporiums dotted the landscape like weeds. Wholesome, home-cooked meals turned into hamburgers, fried chicken, and pizza—all in a moment’s notice. If that wasn’t appealing, there were always TV dinners. Soft drinks came in every flavor and color. The alternate choice to a cola was the “uncola,” and every one of them had a diet counterpart.

After a hard day at the office, the breadwinner drove home, ate the fast food, sipped the soft drink or brewed beverage of choice, plopped down on the couch, and clicked on the boob tube. Here was the never-ending selection of Westerns, sitcoms, variety shows, sporting events, and news programs to while away the hours until it was bedtime. The next day, it all started again.

Bear in mind, there was absolutely nothing wrong with this type of lifestyle. Many considered it “the American dream.” But if it all seemed a bit too mundane, why wouldn’t someone want to escape to a world wholly unlike this one? A world where martinis were shaken, not stirred, while nibbling on caviar and foie gras; a world where its people drove a Bentley, a Rolls-Royce Phantom III, or Aston Martin DB5; a world where its characters traveled to exotic and famous locations like London, Jamaica, Istanbul, Japan, and Miami. Not to mention, a world where one got the chance to save millions of lives, billions of dollars, and make love to the most beautiful women imaginable. Who lived in a world like that?

James Bond.

The attraction of James Bond is simple. He gets to do things that most of the world doesn’t do. Or can’t do. Or chooses not to do. So, as is so often the case, the moviegoing public takes about two hours out of their everyday lives to don the tuxedo (including the shoulder holster that holds the Beretta or Walther PPK) and walk in the patent leather Savile Row shoes of James Bond. Essentially, men want to be him and women want to be with him.

There must be an awful lot of these folks. The twenty-three “official” James Bond theatrical releases have grossed nearly $6 billion worldwide since that fateful day in 1962 (more on what “official” and “unofficial” mean later on, so sit tight). The latest three films alone accounted for more than half a billion dollars each (enough to make Blofeld’s mouth water). And those figures don’t include video rentals, tape and DVD sales, not to mention untold billions of dollars in James Bond merchandising.

This book that you hold in your hands can only hope to scratch the surface of the cinematic legend of James Bond. Yes, the focus will be films, although there will be references along the way to Ian Fleming and the others who penned the novels and short stories. (Although their relevance to the films ended after the first four or five flicks, save for borrowing a title for title’s sake. At least until the refreshing reboot of the Bond film series in 2006 that featured Daniel Craig came along.) The literary trip contained within will travel through the gadgets, girls, guns, gangsters, and goings-on of our favorite secret agent.

As 007 himself might offer, “Cheers!”
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The Word Is Not Enough

James Bond in the Books of Ian Fleming

Before he graced the screen, James Bond was a product of words. For author and creator Ian Fleming, those words were his Bond. His detailed descriptions placed pictures in the reader’s mind, painting vivid images of the British secret agent and his adventures. Much of Bond and his escapades were drawn from the author’s life experiences. Yet Fleming maintained a clear distance between the world in which he and his readers lived, and the world of James Bond.

Ian Fleming

Born on May 28, 1908, Ian Lancaster Fleming was the second of four boys born to Valentine and Eve Fleming in London. The family was very well off, as father Valentine became a Conservative member of Parliament. When he was killed in a World War I battle in France, the obituary was penned by a good friend and comrade-in-arms named Winston Churchill.

Ian attended the prestigious Eton College as a teen, where a combination of skill, strength, and perseverance gained him recognition as an outstanding athlete. His track and field skills twice found him named the Victor Ludorum—Champion of the Games—a rare accomplishment. Fleming’s academics, however, were not of the same high standards, and he moved on shortly to the Royal Military Academy at Sandhurst, then to schools of higher education in Austria, Germany, and Switzerland.

Never finishing his school endeavors, Fleming wound up as a journalist for the Reuters news service in 1931. His time spent with the service included a stint in Moscow, where he improved his already ample talent for languages. By 1933, the Fleming family decided the banking world would better suit Ian. He tried wearing the hat of a banker, then a stockbroker, both of which did nothing for him except keep him connected with an array of lady friends in affluent clubs.
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In early 1939, certain agencies began vetting Fleming for a position with British Naval Intelligence. His diverse background served as a perfect foundation for what he would need to address as the Second World War opened in Europe. Ian Fleming found himself commissioned as a lieutenant commander in the Royal Naval Volunteer Reserves, centered in the highest of secret affairs for the war effort.

He traveled Europe and North Africa during those years, forging a plan to repel the Germans from Gibraltar if they tried to invade through Spain. The plan’s name? Operation Golden Eye (sounds familiar). He also developed hundreds of intelligence specialists into a group called 30 Assault Unit, who moved quietly to collect foreign weapons, cyphers, and other vital military artifacts. A naval conference in 1942 brought him to Jamaica—a land that grabbed him and would become his vacation home after the war. All his activities were performed as the assistant to the Director of Naval Intelligence, Admiral John Godfrey.

Fleming left the admiral and the war in 1945, joining the London Times newspaper as its Foreign Manager. As part of the deal, he negotiated a two-month vacation during the winter every year. On those holidays, he would stay in the home he built in Jamaica—he called it Goldeneye (still sounds familiar). Always the ladies’ man, Fleming often spent his time there with Anne Charteris, who was Lady O’Neill when he first met her and started keeping time in the 1930s, was Lady Rothermere in the 1940s as they continued to keep time, and finally became Anne Fleming when they married in March 1952.

Bond Is Born

Another important event in March 1952—about a week before the wedding—was Ian Fleming’s completion of his first novel. Its title was Casino Royale, and it was forged in the mold of adventure stories penned by Raymond Chandler and Dashiell Hammett. Instead of alliterative and catchy names like Sam Spade, Nick and Nora Charles, and Philip Marlowe, Fleming named his hero James Bond. He felt the name was “suitably flat and colourless,” as he said in a 1964 interview with Playboy. Fleming noted the name of James Bond was that of a famous ornithologist, who had published a book on birds of the West Indies.

Curiously, Fleming had also been close to a well-known Bond family while at prep school. They owned a large estate next to it and—not so coincidentally—had an ancestor named John from the late 1500s who spied on behalf of the Queen of England. John Bond, according to a journal kept by his son, adopted a motto for his family—Orbis Non Sufficit. What’s that mean? The World Is Not Enough. Fleming never saw the journal, but it’s believed he heard the tales of Bond from family members while he was in school and felt the maxim was appropriate for his Bond family.

The apple of James Bond did not fall far from the tree of Ian Fleming. The author easily incorporated much of his own experiences, likes, dislikes, and persona into the character of 007. Fleming shared these traits with his fictitious secret agent: an affinity for gambling and golf, a favorite breakfast of scrambled eggs, attendance at Eton College, being ruggedly handsome, a pushed-in nose, overt sexuality, and a taste for exotic cars, among others. They all created a rich, three-dimensional individual that readers took to heart with the very first Fleming novel.

British publishing house Jonathan Cape Ltd. published Fleming’s Casino Royale in 1953, and it was an immediate hit. The print run of nearly five thousand copies sold out in a month’s time, and two more printings were ordered within a year’s time. First editions of the hardcover are now priced at $40,000 and up. American publisher Macmillan released the book the following year, following rejection from three other publishers. The American market was much slower to jump on the Bond bandwagon, and when Casino Royale was released as an American paperback in 1955, it was retitled You Asked for It (sales were still lackluster).

However, readers in the UK couldn’t get enough of 007, and Fleming proceeded to publish a Bond book every year through 1966 (the last two posthumously). Here’s the complete Bond book breakdown:





	Title	UK Release Date

	Casino Royale	1953

	Live and Let Die	1954

	Moonraker	1955

	Diamonds Are Forever	1956

	From Russia with Love	1957

	Doctor No	1958

	Goldfinger	1959

	For Your Eyes Only (short stories)	1960

	“From a View to a Kill”

	“For Your Eyes Only”

	“Quantum of Solace”

	“Risico”

	“The Hildebrand Rarity”

	Thunderball	1961

	The Spy Who Loved Me	1962

	On Her Majesty’s Secret Service	1963

	You Only Live Twice	1964

	The Man with the Golden Gun	1965

	Octopussy & The Living Daylights (short stories)	1966

	“Octopussy”

	“The Living Daylights”

	“The Property of a Lady”

	“007 in New York”





America and the Rest of the World Discover Bond

The American market finally perked up in the early 1960s. In a March 1961 Life magazine article, President Kennedy mentioned that From Russia with Love was one of his favorite books. America was thoroughly impressed—and influenced by the popular politician’s choice of reading material. Then the first 007 film, Dr. No, hit the screens the following year. After that, the entire world was hooked. Novel after novel sold thousands of copies.

The author’s enjoyment of that adulation was short-lived. Among the traits he shared with Bond were the self-destructive attraction to heavy smoking, heavy drinking, and womanizing. As a young student at Sandhurst, he contracted gonorrhea from a London tart. He admitted to smoking three to three-and-a-half packs of gold-ringed cigarettes from Morland’s of Grosvenor Street. In his mid-fifties, Fleming still drank four or more gin drinks every day.

The abuse led to a heart attack in 1962, although doctors had diagnosed heart disease when he was only thirty-eight. Unable to work at a typewriter, Fleming handwrote a story for his ten-year-old son, Caspar. It was all about a flying car called Chitty Chitty Bang Bang.

As his convalescence progressed, the author saw the first two 007 films and he was able to visit the shooting sets of the first three films. His film deal earned $100,000 per picture, plus 5 percent of the profits. Fleming did have the chance to meet Sean Connery once Dr. No started shooting and really wasn’t impressed. The author called him “an overgrown stuntman,” although their relationship was cordial. As Fleming saw more of Connery as 007, he accepted him and, in a nod to Connery, even gave his secret agent a Scotch heritage in the last few novels.


[image: ]

Bond-like pose by Fleming.



The manuscript for The Man with the Golden Gun, not at all to Fleming’s liking, was finished at the beginning of 1964. Goldfinger had just wrapped principal photography when Ian Fleming suffered another major heart attack in August 1964—this time fatal. It was son Caspar’s twelfth birthday. Fleming was only fifty-six years old.

At the time of Fleming’s death, his twelve Bond books had totaled thirty million copies sold around the globe. The last two were released in 1965 and 1966, making a total of fourteen James Bond books. Since then, the 007 books penned by Ian Fleming have sold an amazing one hundred million copies worldwide, making him one of the world’s best-selling authors.
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Live and Let’s Spy

The Men Playing James Bond

History has recorded some of man’s greatest questions—all seemingly without answers: Which came first—the chicken or the egg? What is the meaning of life? Is there really a God? Is there life after death? Are we alone in the universe? And, of course . . .

Who is the best James Bond?

Connery. Sean Connery. (OK, let’s put that whole thing away right now.)

Sean Connery

Of course, there are those who will disagree and cast their vote for men named Moore, Brosnan, Craig, and more. (No, we didn’t mention him twice.) Everyone is entitled to their own opinion—after all, this is America. While all six actors who have officially portrayed James Bond have done creditable jobs of varying value, one could argue that Connery’s interpretation of 007 has been the best of the bunch. Like the others, his Bond was appropriately suave, civil, cruel, fearless, anxious, amusing, charming, clever, and any other demeanor the situation required. But his was just a bit more so.

And he was the first.

Born on August 25, 1930, in Edinburgh, Scotland, Thomas Sean Connery was the elder of two sons born to Effie and Joseph Connery, a working-class family. The young lad slept in the bottom drawer of his family’s dresser until he was eight and started working a year later, delivering milk and assisting the local butcher. He quit school at thirteen and continued a series of menial jobs, including polishing coffins, posing near-nude for artists, and working day labor. He joined the Royal Navy at age sixteen, but had to leave three years later due to a painful ulcer. His hobby of bodybuilding led to him placing third in the 1950 Mr. Universe competition.

Connery’s rough good looks and imposing physique led to bit parts in theater, including a road production of South Pacific. Bitten by the acting bug, he turned down an offer to play pro football (soccer) for the Manchester United club, figuring his athletic career would be over by the time he reached the age of thirty. He continued with roles onstage and British television, including the lead in BBC’s Requiem for a Heavyweight. His first film role was uncredited, as he appeared with Errol Flynn in Lilacs in the Spring in 1954. By 1957, Connery had graduated to American television, where he appeared as a luggage-toting Italian porter on an episode of the Jack Benny Show. The actor continued to appear in minor, go-nowhere roles, until Walt Disney cast him as the romantic lead in the 1959 fantasy film Darby O’Gill and the Little People (perhaps fittingly, the very first film I had the chance to see in a movie theater, as my mom sought to escape the heat of the sweltering Chicago suburbs that summer).


[image: ]

Sean Connery.



It would appear that I was not the only one that saw the Disney film that summer. According to some published accounts, movie producer Albert R. Broccoli (or his wife, say some) took note of the young and handsome Connery in Darby O’Gill and the Little People. Following a failed contest in search of cinema’s first James Bond, the producers selected the sexy Scot to introduce 007 to the world. (While the contest had been won by a print model named Peter Anthony, it was quickly established that he was not up to the iconic part by any means. There is no word as to what became of Anthony or his consolation prize, a supposed on-screen appearance in Dr. No.)

Yet, perhaps understandably so, Connery was reluctant to accept the role at first. Interviewed for the November 1965 issue of Playboy magazine, he stated, “I didn’t want to do it, because I could see that properly made, it would have to be the first of a series and I wasn’t sure I wanted to get involved in that and the contract that would go with it. Contracts choke you, and I wanted to be free.” That aside, Connery would go on to make the first five Bond films across the next five years. While his first, Dr. No, paid him a salary of $16,500, he was making three-quarters of a million dollars (plus a major percentage of the merchandising take) by the time his contract apparently choked him with You Only Live Twice. He’d had enough and left the franchise, making a few films that didn’t exactly set box-office records. (For example, he starred with Richard Harris in The Molly Maguires in 1970, a film budgeted at $11 million. It brought in slightly above $1 million in US theaters.)

The Bonds That Followed

It is without question that Sean Connery had set the pace in the relay race of the James Bond film series. Having left his acting style and physical presence stamped all over the character, it would have been difficult for anyone to follow up with a performance that would be equal or better than his. That is not to say that those who followed provided an inferior interpretation of Bond. It’s just that their performances were not the same as Connery’s, and that’s what the moviegoers of the world had seen. Quoting the age-old song: “How you going to keep them down on the farm, after they’ve seen Par-ee?” (Not quite the same as: “Rah-rah, oh-mah-mah . . .”)

No actor, regardless of acting talent, physical presence, sexual magnetism, and awards on the shelf, could have properly filled the vacant role in Saltzman and Broccoli’s On Her Majesty’s Secret Service. As the producers had done ten years before, a search had been started for James Bond. Another unknown would become the next 007. From hundreds of candidates, five finalists remained.


• Robert Campbell—New to the film world in 1969, he would show up in a few action films in the 1980s.

• Hans de Vries—A bit-part player, he appeared as an extra in Blofeld’s control room in You Only Live Twice.

• George Lazenby—Featured in British print and television ads, including the role of “Big Fry,” hawking Fry’s Turkish Delight chocolate bar.

• John Richardson—Previously starred in Hammer’s One Million Years B.C., opposite Raquel Welch, in 1966.

• Anthony Rogers—Played the part of Sir Dinadan in the musical Camelot, one of 1967’s biggest cinema hits.



George Lazenby

George Lazenby might as well have been named “Laurence Olivier” when he accepted the thankless task of taking the Bond baton from Connery in 1969. Lazenby is often handed the dirty end of the stick when his portrayal of Bond is examined. But look at it this way—when the producers were first looking to fill the role in 1960, no one had seen or heard the character of James Bond on the big screen. But now the decade had made Bond (and Connery) one of the world’s most recognizable visages. Who could match that?

Lazenby was born George Robert on September 5, 1939, in New South Wales, Australia. The only child of George Edward and Sheila Lazenby, George grew up in a rural area known as Goulburn. He liked to ride bikes, was known as a bit of an upstart, and, not surprisingly, liked to play with guns and knives. Lazenby enlisted in the Australian army after high school, where he earned the rank of sergeant and became skilled in martial arts like judo.

Following his discharge, he moved to England, settling in London in 1964 and taking various jobs while seeking to become a male model. His break came when photographer Chard Jenkins saw him working at a car dealership and suggested he use his rugged good looks to pose for the print medium. Lazenby was soon appearing in cigarette ads and became known as the “European Marlboro Man.” A chance meeting with a talent agent led to an opportunity to audition for the open role of James Bond.
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George Lazenby.



The brash Australian was only twenty-nine and showed up at the London casting office one day sans appointment, sporting a Rolex watch as well as a haircut from Sean Connery’s barber and a suit from Sean Connery’s tailor. Turned away, he showed up again some days later and finally connected with producer Harry Saltzman. But, for some reason, Lazenby fed him a load of baloney, claiming to be an expert skier, an expert motorsports driver, an experienced actor in European and Asian films. When Saltzman asked the actor to meet On Her Majesty’s Secret Service director Peter Hunt, Lazenby got cold feet and—fibbing some more—excused himself for a nonexistent modeling job in France. But Saltzman was hooked and wrote Lazenby a check for £500 to stick around. When he finally did meet with Hunt, Lazenby had to come clean and admit that he was no actor. Hunt believed the opposite, considering Lazenby had gotten this far on a ruse—of course, he was an actor!

Screen testing got underway, with Lazenby getting £150 a week to work with other performers. The resulting rushes were somewhat painful, especially for former British pro wrestler Yuri Borienko, who was working as a stuntman during the process. During one take, Lazenby accidentally popped the grappler in the nose, breaking it. Folks on the film were summarily impressed (Borienko got to stick around, appearing in On Her Majesty’s Secret Service as one of archvillain Blofeld’s henchmen). After four months of grueling work, the fun would now begin, as George Lazenby was officially announced as the new James Bond for On Her Majesty’s Secret Service.

Just as Lazenby’s aggressive arrogance had served him well in getting the part of 007, it would lead to the shortest tenure as the film world’s biggest secret agent. In a 2011 television interview on BBC4, costar Diana Rigg says Lazenby thought he was “a film star, immediately . . . he was really difficult. He definitely was the architect of his demise as a film star.” But to set one thing straight—a legendary tale has Rigg deliberately eating garlic prior to lovemaking scenes with Lazenby, in order to make the situations as uncomfortable as possible for the new Bond. Both actors agree this is nothing but a typical exaggeration by the press. The actual story: The actress ate some liver pate that contained garlic in the Pinewood commissary one day, then stood up and kiddingly yelled to George across the room, “I’ve just eaten garlic; I hope you have, too.” Both claim to have, at the very least, a civil respect and liking for each other to this day.

By his own admission, Lazenby was looking forward to the 007 role, largely for the perks of money and women that obviously went along with it. Yet despite rumors to the contrary, the producers were willing to offer the nascent thespian a long-term seven-film contract. Lazenby, however, backed out on his own choice, for several reasons. One, he received (and heeded) some bad advice from close friend and “advisor” Ronin O’Rahilly (well known as the father of pirate radio, starting the British broadcast vessel Radio Caroline in 1964). O’Rahilly suggested that rough-and-tumble movie characters like James Bond were definitely on the way out. In a world torn between “peace and love” and the horrors of the Vietnam War, there would seemingly be no place for 007. Secondly, Lazenby himself felt out of place among the bellbottoms and shaggy hair of the world as the swinging 1970s were beginning. He didn’t enjoy going into bars and public places with short hair and straight-legged pants, standing out in the crowd—in the wrong way, he felt.

For the most part, the initial reaction to George Lazenby was not very kind, with some British reviews stating Lazenby was “not a good actor,” and “looks . . . like a size four foot in a size ten gumboot.” Others sided with him, if weakly, lauding him with adjectives like “casual, pleasant, satisfactory” and “handsome.” Time has healed some of the viewing wounds, as many now realize how difficult the task at hand must have been.

Sean Connery Returns

Sean Connery’s absence from the 007 role lasted exactly one film. After On Her Majesty’s Secret Service, producers Saltzman and Broccoli signed handsome American actor John Gavin to play 007, but then dangled a carrot in front of the original actor’s nose that few could have refused: Return as 007 in Diamonds Are Forever for a salary of more than $1 million (plus, once again, a major cut of the profit pie). What’s more, film distribution company United Artists agreed to back two of Connery’s future film production projects. Gavin, his contract paid in full by the producers, dropped out and Connery dropped in.

This is not to say that Connery was greedy. In fact, he donated his salary for Diamonds Are Forever to founding the Scottish International Educational Trust, a charity that would provide academic scholarships to deserving Scot students. The organization continues to this day, with Connery annually contributing a significant amount to the fund. His work led to the honor of knighthood, as Connery added “Sir” to the front of his name in July 2000.

Having played the British agent six times and reaching forty-one years of age, Sean Connery finally said “Never again” in 1971.

(Until opportunity knocked once again, twelve years later—and outside the official franchise—with Never Say Never Again. More about that in chapter 9.)

No matter, the juggernaut known as James Bond continued, with Saltzman and Broccoli remaining at the helm. And, finally, third time would be the charm for actor Roger Moore.

Roger Moore

When Saltzman and Broccoli were getting the Bond franchise underway in 1961, the fair and dapper Moore was heavily considered (supposedly given the OK by Ian Fleming himself). But the actor was already attached to the television series The Saint, which would soon become his trademark. Again, when Connery said “Never again” (for the first time) in 1967, Moore was all set to make the next Bond entry, which was to be The Man with the Golden Gun. Scheduled to shoot in Cambodia, political turmoil in the area created numerous delays. When the coast was clear, the role of 007 went to Lazenby, as Moore was now attached to other projects.

Roger George Moore was born in London on October 14, 1927. His dad, George, was a cop; his mom, Lily, stayed at home, as Roger was their only offspring. Growing up, young Roger enjoyed art and worked for a short while in a London animation studio. The eighteen-year-old got a small uncredited part as a Roman soldier in Caesar and Cleopatra, starring Claude Rains and Vivien Leigh. Moore was spotted by assistant director Brian Desmond Hurst, who offered to send the young man to the prestigious Royal Academy of Dramatic Arts (referred to as RADA). While there, he studied with other promising performers like Lois Maxwell (the future Miss Moneypenny). As World War II ended, Moore was drafted into the Royal Army, where he became an officer and part of the entertainment unit. When his service was finished, Moore took another small part in a film called Trottie True (also known as The Gay Lady, and directed by—no surprise—Brian Desmond Hurst). The 1949 film paired Moore with a man who would someday have a golden gun, Scaramanga—Christopher Lee, who also had a small role in the flick.
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Roger Moore.



Into the 1950s, Moore’s success grew, slowly but steadily, as he split his work between stage, film, and television. In 1957, he gained the title role in the worldwide syndicated TV show Ivanhoe—the first of several heroic roles in his career. Two years later, Moore would costar with Jack Kelly and James Garner in the hit American TV western Maverick, playing their English dandy cousin, Beauregarde Maverick. He left the show to star in the British ITC Productions syndicated series The Saint as debonair do-gooder Simon Templar. It was a role that would keep him busy throughout the 1960s.

Roger Moore kicked off the 1970s by teaming with superstar Tony Curtis for one season of another ITC show, The Persuaders. The two were British and American playboys, teamed up to solve cold cases for the police. Not surprisingly, Moore’s character drove an Aston Martin. The driving experience would pay off, as Saltzman and Broccoli finally got Moore into the 007 role once Connery was done in Diamonds Are Forever.

Say what you will, Roger Moore was determined to make the role of 007 his own (hairless chest notwithstanding). In a 2008 issue of the British edition of Gentlemen’s Quarterly, Moore admitted, “I played James Bond in a certain way because I found the character unbelievable.” The result was, to many, a tongue-in-cheek Bond; it was a Bond that constantly winked at the audience. Many moviegoers didn’t like it one bit. But Moore was fully aware of that. In a 2008 edition of the London newspaper The Telegraph, Moore stated, “I’m the worst Bond, according to the Internet. Generally hated! I was too funny, too light. Didn’t take it seriously enough.” Like it or not, Roger Moore would be James Bond for the next seven films, starting with Live and Let Die in 1973.

Moore’s last stint as 007, perhaps a bit out of breath, was A View to a Kill in 1985. At age fifty-eight, he had left a clear stamp on the character of James Bond (like it or not). Never one to take himself too seriously, he continued to appear in forgettable films like Fire, Ice and Dynamite in 1990 and Spice World in 1997. But, like Connery before him, playing the iconic role of James Bond gave Roger Moore the leverage to make a difference in the world. At the urging of friend and actress Audrey Hepburn, Moore became deeply involved in UNICEF, a charity devoted to helping children around the world. His fund-raising efforts raised millions of dollars in relief, and Moore was knighted for his work in June 2003.

The Bond film franchise was now nearly twenty-five years old, and the world had changed quite a bit in that period of time. The Berlin Wall, a solemn symbol of communism and the Cold War, was barely one year old when Dr. No was released in Britain in 1962. Now, as the late 1980s approached, the Wall and the ideology along with it were ready to crumble. Free love and sex without guilt in the 1960s and 1970s had earned a serious rethinking following the plague of AIDS that engulfed the world in the decade. If 007 never worried about unprotected sex in the 1960s, it sure gave him pause to consider safe sex now. America had elected a Harvard scholar, Pulitzer Prize winner, and World War II hero as president to start the 1960s. By the 1980s, the country was now being run by a former Hollywood actor who once costarred with a chimpanzee. Yes, the world had certainly changed.

It was decided that Bond, too, should change—or at least change back to what he had once been. Gone would be the self-deprecating, fourth-wall-busting Bond that Moore had championed. The next Bond would be dark and brooding, with a streak of sadism lurking beneath his marching orders. Enter, stage left: Timothy Dalton.

Timothy Dalton

Born Timothy Peter Dalton on March 21, 1946 (although there is some question about the year), this Bond-to-be was the oldest of five children to an English father and American mother (with Italian and Irish roots). Born in Wales, he and the family moved to Derbyshire, England, when
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