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      Author’s Note

      
      
      This biography of Ian Fleming is a work of nonfiction based on substantial research
         in the Fleming archive. The narrative of Fleming’s life also draws on research in
         other archives of military history, intelligence history, and literary culture. In
         a few cases, I have developed scenes featuring speculative dialogue that represent
         what I believe may have taken place between Ian Fleming and other key figures in his
         life. I have attempted to make this dialogue consistent with my understanding of Ian
         Fleming’s character, history, and relationships.
      

      
      
   
      Foreword

      
      
      Ian Fleming is one of those authors who gives more than it at first appears. His character
         as the sportsman about town and womanizer is not one that suggests hard work, and
         his style is not that of the scholar. James Bond, whether Fleming’s alter ego or not,
         is not noted for reading books. But in Fleming’s case, we only need go to Bloomington,
         Indiana, and, in the Lilly Library, see the books he collected. Even more so, his
         drafts of the Bond novels, with the frequent crossings out and additions, mean that
         any author will recognize him and say, “I see you.” Fleming’s is writing as work and
         therefore purpose, hard purpose.
      

      
         Soldiers were forbidden to take cover when attacked. . . . They had to face the approaching
            enemy standing erect and with naked torso. . . . Spirit soldiers took up positions
            and, as ordered by the spirit, began to sing pious songs for 10, 15, or 20 minutes.
            Then the time-keeper blew a whistle. On this sign, the troops began marching forward
            in a long line, shouting at the tops of their voices: “James Bond! James Bond! James
            Bond!”
         

      

      More Flashman than Bond, this description of the battle tactics of the Ugandan Holy
         Spirit Movement is an unusual tribute to the global fame of Ian Fleming’s noted alter
         ego, as, more conventionally, was the opening celebration of the 2012 London Olympics.
         Oliver Buckton’s The World Is Not Enough is an excellent guide to Fleming’s life, one—stuffed full of character and characters—that
         also throws light on a tranche of British life. Fleming’s lifetime, 1908–1964, was
         one in which Britain was still an imperial power, and his creation provides a way
         to understand aspects of the collective imagination of the era. Thus, as Buckton points
         out, “Bondmania” took off in the 1960s, the decade of the sexual revolution: “Bond
         . . . has ‘licence’ to violate the taboos and norms of bourgeois life. . . . While
         his conservative background and establishment role seem to disqualify Bond as a countercultural
         hero, his uninhibited lifestyle and enjoyment of sex struck a chord with a new generation.”
      

      
      Indeed, it is the frequent and interesting, although sometimes allusive, resonances
         between Fleming’s multiple contexts, such as the work of the Austrian psychoanalyst
         Alfred Adler, and Bond that provide part of the interest of this gripping work. The
         shifting physical environments are also teased out, as with the dynamic counterpointing
         of Kitzbühel and Jamaica in his skillful short story “Octopussy” (1962). To Buckton,
         Kitzbühel, which also shows up in On Her Majesty’s Secret Service, is important as the scene of the deaths of two of the people most important to Bond:
         his surrogate father and his wife, both brutal gun murders committed by selfish villains
         whom Buckton indeed suggests have resemblances to Fleming.
      

      
      Sex, violence, setting, and people of interest, all are woven with skill by Buckton,
         and the people backlit in particular settings, for example, Maud Russell, a wealthy
         lover with whom he had “a rabid political talk” in Chelsea on July 28, 1939, serve
         to offer occasion for more wide-reaching passages, as on Fleming’s political views
         at the time of Appeasement. Again, the theme is one of complexity, and there is a
         careful reading of the evidence, both themes of Buckton’s book, which is, at once,
         impressive and sprightly.
      

      
      Fleming’s somewhat aimless course of life was transformed by World War II, and, as
         with Bond and the Cold War, conflict gave him purpose. Both men had a “good war,”
         and seeking success through force characterized the adventure heroism that is the
         setting for their espionage. There is a degree of sophistication in Fleming’s work
         lacking in Herman McNeile’s “Bulldog” Drummond, one that reflects contrasts in experience
         as well as imagination, but, at the same time, there is an ability to draw on a shared
         sense of danger.
      

      
      In his generally unsympathetic Snobbery with Violence (1971), Colin Watson presented Fleming as important in the development of “a secret
         police literature,” but that is an off-center view of both Fleming and Bond. Each
         were really romantic heroes of a dark type, men who were troubled and whose lives,
         real and fictional, reflected this in spades. Buckton, indeed, is very good on the
         shadowing effects of Ian Fleming’s elder brother Peter Fleming’s achievements and
         is very interested in bringing through Ian’s troubles both into the novelist’s life
         and into Bond, who, in Casino Royale—his very first outing—considers the very worth of his career and, therefore, life.
         Indeed, the secret policeman is not an apt description of an adventure hero who considers
         abandoning his career and, eventually, in Man with the Golden Gun, tries to kill his boss, M.
      

      
      Shifting contexts—pre-, during, and postwar—are also ably captured by Buckton in his
         energetic book. In the case of Bond, a postwar figure with many echoes of the prewar
         and wartime worlds, Fleming gives him a wealth of life and comfort in adventure that
         was particularly attractive to a Britain coming out of rationing and struggling for
         purpose. Fleming could play the role better than most, as with his letter to Claude
         Taittinger, the champagne producer, thanking the latter for sending Bond some of his
         champagne. There is indeed a drollness to both author and creation, one at times verging,
         for each, on self-destructive somberness but one that also makes a fascinating subject
         for a book of excitement and cast: cast of people, cast of place, and cast of adventure.
      

      
      Providing exotic dreams to lift British spirits from postwar misery, Fleming was a
         key writer for the New Elizabethan Age. His was a Cold War of meaning, and if he could
         not maintain quality or always end his stories well, the same could be said of many
         more famous writers, such as Dickens. To appreciate his skill as a writer, see the
         female perspective in The Spy Who Loved Me or the dramatic energy of Moonraker. And always, Fleming’s work displays an edginess of the dark romantic hero. The power
         and the spirit survive.
      

      
       

      
      Jeremy Black, author, The World of James Bond

      
      
   
      Prologue

      
         
         
         A Fateful Meeting

         
         
      

      
      In May 1939, Ian Fleming was recruited to serve as the assistant to the director of
         Naval Intelligence, Admiral John Godfrey. The decisive meeting between the two men
         took place over lunch at the Carlton Hotel Grill in London and may well have unfolded
         as described here.
      

      
      It is noon on May 24, 1939. London. At a table inside the Carlton Hotel Grill, on
         the corner of Haymarket and Pall Mall, a distinguished-looking gentleman in his fifties,
         wearing a carefully pressed naval uniform with four gold bands around the sleeve,
         is seated at a table near the back of the restaurant. The setting is traditional,
         complete with white tablecloths and formally attired waiters, yet it evokes a former
         style and glamor that has now faded. The Manchester Guardian would write, in 1942, of this famous restaurant of the Carlton Hotel, “the grill
         room looked very old fashioned and glum in latter years, but still Mr. Andrew Mellon
         and other major millionaires thought it the only satisfactory place in London.”[1] The present gentleman certainly does not have the appearance of a major millionaire
         but rather of an overworked member of the Admiralty, which is located just around
         the corner in The Mall. Judging by the reverent way this man is greeted by the waiters,
         however, he is a highly respected guest in the restaurant. And as a matter of course,
         he has been shown to his usual table, away from the hubbub and nowhere near the windows.
         Perhaps he does not wish to be recognized. 
      

      
      The man is Admiral John Godfrey, and for the last three months, he has been the director
         of Britain’s Naval Intelligence Division (NID). His luncheon here today is for a specific
         purpose. After Godfrey’s appointment, one of his predecessors in the post, Admiral
         Sir Reginald “Blinker” Hall—who was at the helm of NID during World War I—advised
         him that he would need an assistant: an able and accomplished administrator who could
         help coordinate with other branches of government and intelligence. “You’ll need someone
         to be your eyes and ears in Whitehall, John. It can be a treacherous place,” Hall
         had cautioned. Most urgently, Godfrey needed a capable man who could liaise with other
         branches of the secret services and help manage Room 39, the hub of the naval intelligence-gathering
         operation, where the sheer volume of incoming intelligence traffic could be overwhelming.
         
      

      
      Following Hall’s advice, Godfrey had reached out to two old friends, Sir Montagu Norman,
         the governor of the Bank of England, and Sir Edward Peacock. To Godfrey’ s surprise,
         Norman —himself a very busy man—had offered to come see him at the Admiralty and arrived
         promptly in his office at ten o’clock one morning. He already had the name of his
         proposed candidate for Godfrey’s assistant on his lips. 
      

      
      And now Godfrey is waiting to meet the recommended candidate for lunch. He orders
         a cocktail—a dry martini—and lights his pipe. He does not need to look at the menu,
         for he always orders the same dish—grilled lamb cutlets with roast potatoes—when he
         lunches at the Carlton. But he is on a tight schedule now, and his guests are late.
         He looks impatiently at his watch, an old Rolex, shiny with use. 
      

      
      Suddenly two men enter the grill room together, and Godfrey raises a hand of salutation.
         They join him at the table, the two being Admiral Aubrey Hugh-Smith and Angus MacDonnell,
         both friends of Godfrey. An experienced naval officer and former assistant director
         of Naval Intelligence under Admiral “Blinker” Hall, Rear Admiral Hugh-Smith would,
         a couple of months later, host a dinner party at his Marylebone home that Godfrey
         would attend. Also in attendance at this dinner was Count Gerhard von Schwerin, who
         had come to warn the British of Hitler’s plan to invade Poland. Among other recommendations,
         von Schwerin would urge that Neville Chamberlain be replaced by Winston Churchill
         as prime minister.[2] MacDonnell is a successful city businessman with long-standing ties to the intelligence
         service. 
      

      
      Both men also order martinis from the waiter. MacDonnell, who has asked for his martini
         to be shaken not stirred, looks critically around the grill room. 
      

      
      “This place is rather suggestive of faded grandeur, wouldn’t you say?” he comments
         to his companions. 
      

      
      “It’s certainly not the fashionable hub it used to be when Ritz and Escoffier ran
         the place at the turn of the century,” agrees Hugh-Smith. “My wife and I came here
         for our wedding lunch in 1899, just after the hotel opened. It was the talk of the
         town in those days, stealing customers away from the Savoy, if you please!” Hugh-Smith
         is starting to drift into reminiscences, but Godfrey—who knows these signs of distraction
         only too well—wants to stay focused on the present. 
      

      
      “Well, the food and cocktails are good enough for our purposes,” he says tersely.
         Their martinis arrive, and the two guests raise their glasses in a toast with Godfrey.
         
      

      
      “So, where is our man?” asks MacDonnell with a trace of anxiety in his voice. 
      

      
      “Good question,” replies Godfrey irritably. “Sir Montagu assured me he had passed
         on the time and place.” 
      

      
      “He’ll be here. Who was it that said, ‘punctuality is the thief of time’?” remarks
         MacDonnell with a chuckle. Godfrey frowns. 
      

      
      “Whoever it was, he obviously didn’t have a naval intelligence department to run with
         a war looming,” replies Godfrey. A sense of humor, it is apparent, is not his chief
         quality. 
      

      
      “I can’t imagine what’s happened. He’s usually very punctual,” says MacDonnell. He
         had been one of those to recommend the candidate and feels his own reputation is at
         stake. 
      

      
      “Are you sure he’s a solid, reliable type?” asks Godfrey, puffing contemplatively
         on his pipe. 
      

      
      “Absolutely! First-rate chap,” Hugh-Smith assures him. “I’ve known the family for
         years. He comes from the best stock.” 
      

      
      There is a stir as another man enters the restaurant, looking slightly flurried. He
         is tall, with his brown hair carefully combed into a parting on the left, its natural
         waviness subdued by hair cream. He wears a dark pinstriped suit—he is currently working
         in the City as a stockbroker, and the dark formality of his clothes seems fitting.
         But there is also a flourish of color and exuberance in the polka-dot bow tie he sports.
         He is strikingly lithe and handsome, his features standing out from the crowd despite—or
         perhaps because of—a broken nose, the result of a football accident when he was at
         Eton College. He has the power to change the atmosphere of a room when he walks into
         it, and several of the female customers turn to look at him. He has dark, somewhat
         intense eyes that glance eagerly around the restaurant. His facial expression is serious,
         even anxious. But as he sees Godfrey’s party and approaches the table at the back
         of the room, the new arrival breaks into a captivating smile and extends his hand
         warmly to Admiral Godfrey. 
      

      
      “Sorry I’m a bit late, Admiral. Got held up in a stockholders meeting. They do prattle
         on, you know. The name is Fleming . . . Ian Fleming.” 
      

      
      “Yes, of course. A pleasure to meet you,” replies Godfrey, standing. He is immediately
         impressed by the firmness of Fleming’s grip and the prolonged handshake. What one
         of his female friends would later describe as “Ian’s charm offensive” has begun, and
         its target is Godfrey. The table of four now complete, they all sit down, and the
         waiter arrives to take the new arrival’s drink order. 
      

      
      “What are you all having?” Fleming asks deferentially. 

      
      “Martinis,” says Godfrey. 

      
      “Splendid! I think I’ll join you.” Ian often has martinis at lunchtime but wanted
         to take his cue from his potential employer. 
      

      
      “I recommend you have it shaken not stirred,” suggests MacDonnell. “It’s the only
         way to make sure it’s really cold!” 
      

      
      “I agree. Only please have the barman make mine with Russian vodka—with a slice of
         lemon peel,” Fleming instructs the waiter politely. The man nods and departs. The
         new arrival has not noticed Godfrey looking at him slightly askance. Martinis, as
         far as he is concerned, are made with gin. This introduction of the Russian spirit
         is not appreciated. 
      

      
      “Whatever do you want vodka for?” asks MacDonnell. 

      
      Fleming raises his eyebrows. “Oh, it’s just a quirk of mine. I spent some time in
         Moscow a few years ago and picked up a taste for the stuff.” 
      

      
      Godfrey decides to overlook this peccadillo in the interests of national security.
         “I’ve heard a great deal about you, Fleming,” he says, getting down to business. “You
         have some good friends in high places.” 
      

      
      “Well, it’s comforting to know that someone thinks well of me,” replies Fleming modestly.
         Yet one might suspect, by the confident smile he gives, that he thinks rather well
         of himself too. 
      

      
      “I suppose Sir Montagu has explained the purpose of this meeting?” continues Godfrey.
         
      

      
      “Yes,” says Fleming with a disarming directness. “He told me you are looking for an
         assistant.” 
      

      
      Godfrey raises his eyebrows at this blunt description of the post. “Yes—but you must
         realize, this is a position of national importance? The successful candidate will
         assist me as director of Naval Intelligence. He will have to be my ‘eyes and ears’
         in Whitehall,” Godfrey explains, quoting Admiral Hall. 
      

      
      Fleming nods with enthusiasm. “Of course. I believe I’m ready for this challenging
         opportunity, sir.” 
      

      
      Godfrey likes being called “sir.” Even Sir Montagu Norman had addressed him thus at
         their meeting in the Admiralty. “I suppose you agree that war with Germany is now
         inevitable?” he asks. 
      

      
      Fleming looks thoughtful. “At this stage of the game, yes, sir. Hitler has just gone
         too far. His intentions can’t be concealed any longer by honeyed words. He is determined
         to have war with Britain.” 
      

      
      Godfrey nods with satisfaction. Unless there is war, his own appointment will be meaningless.
         “And what is your opinion of Mr. Chamberlain?” he asks bluntly. This question is a
         test—not of the candidate’s political views but of his discretion. 
      

      
      The younger man realizes this immediately. Fleming’s cocktail arrives. He looks at
         it critically, is apparently satisfied, and takes a large draft from the glass before
         answering. “I think his is not a position to be envied by anyone, sir,” he replies
         diplomatically. 
      

      
      “Do you think Mr. Churchill would make a better leader?” asks Godfrey abruptly. 

      
      “In wartime? Quite possibly. But, of course, Winston is a friend of my family, so
         I’m slightly biased.” Ian is pleased to have got in this personal reference to Churchill.
         
      

      
      “And you realize that, once war breaks out, Naval Intelligence will be of vital importance
         in gathering the intelligence we need to protect our shores from enemy invasion—as
         well as to launch successful attacks on the Hun?” Godfrey has resorted to the derogatory
         term used in World War I. 
      

      
      “Absolutely,” replies Fleming eagerly. The other two men drink their cocktails and
         look closely but surreptitiously at Fleming. Fleming has realized, with his quick
         instincts, that they are part of the interview team as well. 
      

      
      “It hasn’t escaped my attention that you don’t have any naval background or experience,”
         notes Godfrey. 
      

      
      Fleming looks a bit sheepish but sips his martini to conceal the awkwardness. “I’m
         afraid not. But I come from a military family. My father, Valentine Fleming, served
         in the Oxford Royal Hussars during —” 
      

      
      Godfrey interrupts him. “Yes, I know—as we all do—about your father’s distinguished
         service for his country—and his ultimate sacrifice.” 
      

      
      “Well . . . then I also went to Royal Sandhurst.” 

      
      “But you didn’t graduate,” states Hugh-Smith abruptly. His role—previously assigned
         by Godfrey—is to point out possible shortcomings in Fleming’s background, not that
         he wishes him ill. 
      

      
      “No . . . I decided the army wasn’t for me. I’d much prefer the navy.” Fleming smiles
         graciously at Godfrey, who has heard some unpleasant rumors about Fleming’s sexual
         exploits at Sandhurst but decides not to pursue this line. 
      

      
      “How old are you, Mr. Fleming?” asks Godfrey. 

      
      “I’m just thirty. Actually, my thirty-first birthday is in four days.” Fleming smiles
         at the thought of the birthday trip by car he has planned with his current girlfriend.
         
      

      
      “What makes you think that you, still a young man, are the right person for this great
         responsibility?” asks Godfrey almost severely. 
      

      
      The cold, potent liquor gives Fleming confidence. “Well, I’d like the opportunity
         to serve my country during the war. I’ve worked in journalism, so I have the ability
         to communicate effectively and write quickly. I know all about high-pressure deadlines
         too,” he adds, smiling. 
      

      
      “Very well,” says Godfrey. Apparently, he isn’t entirely satisfied with this answer.
         
      

      
      “And then . . . well, as you know, I lost my father at a young age, Admiral. I think
         about him often and want to live up to his example. I think what this country needs
         now is leadership at a time of great peril. I believe you can provide that leadership,
         as director of the Naval Intelligence Division, and I will strain every nerve and
         muscle in my body to help you.” 
      

      
      “Are you a good manager of men?” asks Godfrey. 

      
      Fleming doesn’t hesitate. “I believe I can handle the office effectively and leave
         you to deal with the higher-ups in government,” he says modestly. 
      

      
      Godfrey smiles. “Mr. Fleming, you seem to me eminently the right sort of chap. But
         it’s probably best if we proceed on a probationary basis at first. Does that suit
         you?” 
      

      
      Fleming is visibly disappointed. He had hoped to be offered the job outright. “Well,
         of course, sir—what did you have in mind?” 
      

      
      Godfrey relights his pipe. The other men have begun a conversation about cricket,
         leaving Godfrey and Fleming to talk business. 
      

      
      “Well, I’d like you to come into the office for a few hours several days a week to
         familiarize yourself with the routine and the personnel and to get the feel of the
         job.” 
      

      
      “Excellent,” replies Fleming, pleased to have a more definite offer. It is the best
         news he has received in a long time. 
      

      
      “Are you free in July?” asks Godfrey. Fleming looks puzzled. Is he being asked about
         his holiday plans? He was looking forward to a summer visit to his beloved Kitzbühel,
         but of course that could wait. 
      

      
      “Of course, sir.” 

      
      “That’s fine, then. We’ll expect you in the Admiralty starting in July.” 

      
      “But . . . won ’t you need me before that, sir? I mean, with war on the horizon?”
         Fleming ’s need for action, familiar to his friends, is now revealing itself. 
      

      
      Godfrey glances at Hugh-Smith, who stops talking to MacDonnell and gives an imperceptible
         nod. “Well, I daresay we could move it forward to June, a couple of weeks from now.
         Would that give you enough notice to inform your current employer?” 
      

      
      This is MacDonnell’s cue, and he doesn’t miss it. “Oh, I think I can vouch for Rowe
         and Pittman that they won’t object to our man’s being seconded—on urgent matters of
         national security, that is.” 
      

      
      Godfrey nods. “Very good. That’s all settled.” He gestures to the waiter for another
         round of drinks. 
      

      
      “Excuse me, sir, but will I have a uniform?” asks Fleming, now all eagerness. 

      
      Godfrey seems nonplussed for a moment. “Ah, of course . . . we haven’t discussed your
         naval rank. I propose we draft you into the Royal Naval Volunteer Reserve.” 
      

      
      “What rank, sir?” asks Fleming. These things matter to him. His older brother, Peter,
         is already a reserve officer in the Grenadier Guards, and Ian wants to match him.
         
      

      
      “I was thinking that lieutenant would be a good entry-level rank to start off with,”
         Godfrey replies. Fleming’s face does not exactly light up. “Only during the probationary
         period, of course. I believe your promotion to lieutenant commander would be a matter
         of course.” 
      

      
      Fleming is smiling again. He thinks that “Commander Fleming” would sound more impressive.
         “Thank you, sir. I’m looking forward to working with you.” 
      

      
      “Likewise, I’m sure. Now that’s all settled, let’s order lunch. I have another meeting
         at two o’clock, and I missed breakfast today!” The second round of cocktails arrives,
         and the men toast the recruitment of Ian Fleming. 
      

      
      Recognizing their moment has come, a trio of waiters descend and take the food and
         wine orders. Everyone selects oysters to start. The three older men all order lamb
         cutlets and mint sauce, but Fleming requests beef tournedos with béarnaise sauce and
         sautéed potatoes. MacDonnell looks at him with amusement. 
      

      
      “Very sophisticated, Ian. Roast lamb not to your taste, then?” 

      
      “Oh, I like lamb all right. But I acquired a taste for this dish in the south of France.
         Making the sauce properly is an art. In fact, if I were ever to marry, one of my requirements
         would be that my wife know how to make béarnaise sauce.” Now that he is secure in
         his appointment, Ian is allowing his more raffish side to show. 
      

      
      “You may have trouble finding such a wife in England,” Godfrey remarks bluntly. 

      
      “Oh, I remain hopeful,” replies Ian deferentially. 

      
      “Are you still running around with that model—what’s her name?” asks MacDonnell. He
         is enjoying making Ian a bit uncomfortable. But if he hopes to see the young man squirm,
         he is disappointed. 
      

      
      “Yes . . . Muriel Wright. A splendid girl all around. But she’s more of an athlete
         than a model. Wonderful polo player. And she skis like a dream. Much better than I
         do, in fact.” The second martini has loosened his tongue. 
      

      
      “Does she have any security clearance?” asks Godfrey warily. 

      
      “I’m afraid not,” says Hugh-Smith. 

      
      “I should remind you, Fleming, that this appointment is top secret, and any information
         you disclose about your activities will be strictly on a need-to-know basis. Is that
         understood?” Godfrey’s tone is severe, and Ian looks suddenly uncomfortable. 
      

      
      “Yes, of course, Admiral Godfrey. My lips are sealed, sir.” 

      
      “And, moreover, most of the documents that will cross your desk will be classified—for
         your eyes only. Is that clear?” 
      

      
      “Absolutely. I am the soul of discretion,” replies Ian with suitable gravity. The
         food arrives, and the topic of conversation changes to a comparison of the merits
         of claret from Mouton Rothschild versus Pichon Longueville Baron. 
      

      
       

      
      * * *

      
       

      
      Two o’clock. Lunch now over, the three interviewers have all departed, Godfrey having
         placed the bill on his account before rushing off to a meeting in Whitehall. Ian,
         though, has lingered at the table to enjoy a luxurious cigarette, which he extracts
         from a gunmetal cigarette case. Thoughtful, he smokes for several minutes, leaning
         back luxuriously to exhale the smoke. Eventually, he extinguishes the cigarette in
         an ashtray, gets up from the table, and exits the grill room. Inside the hotel lobby,
         he spots a public telephone near the toilets. He walks up to it, lifts the receiver,
         and places a local call. When it is answered, he says, “Miss Muriel Wright, please.”
         There is a pause, then a pleasantly low, slightly husky female voice comes on the
         line. 
      

      
      “Hello?” 

      
      “Moo? Is that you? It’s Ian. I have wonderful news. I got the job!” 

      
      “That’s marvelous, Ian. You must be thrilled.” Her enthusiasm is evident, and she
         clearly knew all about the prospect. 
      

      
      “I start in June. I’m afraid it means that Kitz is off this year.” 

      
      “Never mind, darling. We still have Royal Sandwich to look forward to for your birthday.
         There’ll be other times for the Tyrol. Congratulations, Ian! Eve will be so proud
         of you.” 
      

      
      Ian’s elated voice suddenly loses some of its enthusiasm. “M? Of course she will.
         But I was thinking of Father.” 
      

      
      “How do you mean?” asks Moo, puzzled. 

      
      “Now I can make peace with him. You see, this is the first time I’ve ever felt worthy
         to be called his son.” 
      

      
      Notes

      
      
         
            1. Wikipedia, s.v. “The Carlton Hotel, London,” last updated June 30, 2020, 22:13, https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Carlton_Hotel,_London.
               

            

         

         
            2. Schwerin, who had been sent by a former chief of the German General Staff, also recommended
                  that a squadron of Royal Navy battleships be sent to the Baltic and that Royal Air
                  Force bombers should be stationed in France. These suggestions were passed to Chamberlain,
                  who considered them “provocative.” The Foreign Office commented that the German army
                  seemed to want the British to save them from the Nazis.
               

            

         

      

   
      Chapter 1

      Spyway

      
         
         
         
         The Early Life of Ian Fleming

         
         
      

      
      Ian Fleming’s position as the child of privilege was established from the day of his
         birth, May 28, 1908. Ian was the second son of Valentine and Eve Fleming, born at
         27 Green Street, Mayfair, the exclusive and wealthy area of London where his parents
         resided. Green Street runs from Park Lane to North Audley Street and is part of the
         Grosvenor estate owned by the Duke of Westminster—one of Britain’s wealthiest landowners.
         The street underwent extensive redevelopment in the 1910s and 1920s, by which time
         the Flemings had moved to Hampstead. Distinguished former residents of Green Street
         include the Romantic poet William Blake, while later—in the 1960s—the Beatles, newly
         arrived in London, would share a flat at number 57. Ian’s birthplace landed him at
         the center of cultural, social, and business elites in London. 
      

      
      Fleming’s mother, born Evelyn Sainte Croix Rose, was a beautiful socialite from a
         distinguished Berkshire family. Her father, George Alfred Sainte Croix Rose, was a
         captain in the Royal Buckinghamshire Militia and a justice of the peace for Berkshire.
         Eve’s physical beauty was celebrated by all who knew her, and Tom Pellat—the headmaster
         of Durnford School, a preparatory school that Ian and his older brother, Peter, attended
         from 1914—referred to her “striking beauty” and “lovely face,” which he recalled many
         years afterward.[1] 
      

      
      Ian’s father, Valentine, was the oldest son of Robert Fleming, the Scottish banker
         and financier. From humble origins in Dundee, Robert Fleming had become a millionaire,
         largely through shrewd investments in American railroads. Robert had founded the Scottish
         American Investment Trust in 1873, which established the basis of his fortune. He
         represented a Victorian ideal, the self-made millionaire who rose from a position
         of low birth to occupy a high place in the business and banking worlds. He later donated
         large sums to the University of Dundee and to improve workers’ housing in the city.
         The Flemings’ influential connections in banking and finance would play an important
         role in Ian Fleming’s future. 
      

      
      Valentine was educated at Eton—as were his younger brother Philip and Valentine’s
         four sons—and Magdalen College, Oxford. He gained his commission to the Queens Own
         Oxfordshire Hussars in June 1908, the month after Ian’s birth. The family spent most
         of their time at Braziers Park, in Oxfordshire, where Val (as he was known by his
         family) had bought a large estate to which he made substantial renovations. However,
         following his election as Member of Parliament for Henley in Oxfordshire in 1910,
         Val, needing to spend more time in London, purchased Pitt House, an impressive building
         on Hampstead Heath. The family thereafter divided its time between Oxfordshire and
         London, giving Ian Fleming plenty of idyllic time exploring in the country as well
         as deeper roots and an extended presence in an exclusive area of the capital city.
         
      

      
      As was the case for many of his generation, Val’s ascent through the ranks of his
         profession was harshly interrupted by the outbreak of the First World War. He was
         seen as a promising rising star of the Conservative Party when war broke out. Val
         was captain in his regiment and was sent to France in September 1914. From the western
         front, Val wrote harrowing letters to friends back in Britain—including his friend
         and political ally Winston Churchill, later the British prime minister—in which he
         described the carnage on the battlefields. “First and most impressive,” Fleming wrote,
         
      

      
         the absolutely indescribable ravages of modern artillery fire, not only upon all men,
            animals and buildings within its zone, but upon the very face of nature itself. Imagine
            a broad belt, ten miles or so in width, stretching from the Channel to the German
            frontier near Basle, which is positively littered with the bodies of men; . . . in
            which farms, villages, and cottages are shapeless heaps of blackened masonry; in which
            fields, roads and trees are pinned and torn and twisted by shells and disfigured by
            dead horses, cattle, sheep and goats, scattered in every attitude of repulsive distortion
            and dismemberment.[2] 
         

      

      
      Along this “terrain of death” were lines of trenches in which, Fleming explained,
         “crouch lines of men, in brown or grey or blue, coated with mud, unshaven hollow-eyed
         with the continual strain, unable to reply to the everlasting run of shells hurled
         at them from three, four, five or more miles away.” Fleming concluded by writing,
         “It’s going to be a long war in spite of the fact that on both sides every single
         man in it wants it stopped at once.”[3] 
      

      
      Val’s prediction of an enduring war proved correct, for despite optimistic views that
         the First World War would be “over by Christmas,” it would last four long years and
         result in millions of dead and wounded on both sides.[4] Tragically, Val Fleming himself became a casualty of this terrible conflict on May
         20, 1917, when he was killed by German shellfire at Somme, France, while trying to
         hold a position, Gillemont Farm, against enemy attack. He was posthumously awarded
         the Distinguished Service Order. In his will, Val Fleming left Pitt House and its
         effects to his wife and left his fortune in trust for his four sons and their future
         families. Eve would receive a generous income from the trust, provided she did not
         remarry. In the event of her remarriage, Eve would receive a reduced income of £3,000
         per annum. Thus, the chances of Ian and his brothers inheriting their father’s fortune
         were very slim and almost certainly deferred until the end of Eve’s life. According
         to Alaric Jacob, who worked with Ian at Reuters, 
      

      
         This will is of vital importance, because it altered the lives of the entire family,
            right up until the end. All the money was left in trust with the use available to
            Mrs Fleming provided she didn’t marry again. So she couldn’t marry and the boys were
            kept dependent on her.[5] 
         

      

      Indeed, the likelihood of Eve providing her young sons with a new father figure was
         also remote, for there was a powerful financial incentive for her to remain single
         in her widowed state. And, in fact, she never remarried.[6] 
      

       

      * * *

       

      Where you are born matters. Edmund Gosse, the famous Victorian critic, once wrote
         lamenting his friend Robert Louis Stevenson’s decision to move permanently to Samoa
         in the South Sea Islands: “The fact seems to me that it is very nice to live in Samoa,
         but not healthy to write there. Within a three-mile radius of Charing Cross is the
         literary atmosphere, I suspect.”[7] If Gosse was correct, then Ian Fleming spent most of his life within that “literary
         atmosphere,” whether as a journalist, a spy, or a novelist. Although few writers have
         been more closely associated with exotic locations and global travel than Ian Fleming—due
         to the legacy of James Bond—the fact is he remained firmly rooted in the exclusive
         area of London in which he was born. Fleming’s stay in Kitzbühel was essential to
         his development, and his winter sojourns in Jamaica were necessary to his literary
         creativity. However, the majority of the professional, publishing, and business aspects
         of his literary life were conducted in London. 
      

      
      Similarly, Fleming’s famous character James Bond has become synonymous with globetrotting,
         luxurious travel, missions in exotic locations, and exciting foreign adventures. But
         throughout the novels, Bond’s overseas missions are short-lived interludes set against
         the constant background of his life in London. Like Fleming, Bond enjoys his flat

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
         
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
         Ian Fleming winning the 1924 Junior mile race with a time of four minutes, 54.2 seconds.
               P. L. Bickersteth took second, and F. W. Lowndes Stone Norton took third.
            

            
         

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
         
      

      
      
      
      
         
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      Notes

      
      
         
            1. 
            

         

         
            2. 
            

         

         
            3. 
            

         

         
            4. 
            

         

         
            5. 
            

         

         
            6. 
            

         

         
            7. 
            

         

         
            8. 
            

         

         
            9. 
            

         

         
            10. 
            

         

         
            11. 
            

         

         
            12. 
            

         

         
            13. 
            

         

         
            14. 
            

         

         
            15. 
            

         

         
            16. 
            

         

         
            17. 
            

         

         
            18. 
            

         

         
            19. 
            

         

         
            20. 
            

         

         
            21. 
            

         

         
            22. 
            

         

         
            23. 
            

         

         
            24. 
            

         

         
            25. 
            

         

         
            26. 
            

         

         
            27. 
            

         

         
            28. 
            

         

         
            29. 
            

         

         
            30. 
            

         

         
            31. 
            

         

         
            32. 
            

         

         
            33. 
            

         

         
            34. 
            

         

         
            35. 
            

         

         
            36. 
            

         

         
            37. 
            

         

         
            38. 
            

         

         
            39. 
            

         

         
            40. 
            

         

         
            41. 
            

         

         
            42. 
            

         

         
            43. 
            

         

         
            44. 
            

         

         
            45. 
            

         

         
            46. 
            

         

         
            47. 
            

         

         
            48. 
            

         

         
            49. 
            

         

         
            50. 
            

         

         
            51. 
            

         

         
            52. 
            

         

         
            53. 
            

         

         
            54. 
            

         

         
            55. 
            

         

         
            56. 
            

         

         
            57. 
            

         

         
            58. 
            

         

         
            59. 
            

         

         
            60. 
            

         

         
            61. 
            

         

         
            62. 
            

         

         
            63. 
            

         

         
            64. 
            

         

         
            65. 
            

         

         
            66. 
            

         

         
            67. 
            

         

         
            68. 
            

         

         
            69. 
            

         

         
            70. 
            

         

         
            71. 
            

         

         
            72. 
            

         

         
            73. 
            

         

      

   toc_nav.xhtml

      
         
            		Title Page


            		Acknowledgments


            		List of Photos


            		Author’s Note


            		Foreword


            		Prologue


            		Spyway


            		Escape in the Alps


            		From Moscow to Ebury Street


            		My Man Godfrey


            		After the War Was Over


            		The Spy Story to End All Spy Stories


            		The Edge of Danger


            		“Such Stubborn Retreats”


            		Fleming’s Women, Bond’s “Girls”


            		Promoting Bond


            		From Fleming, with Love


            		The Iron Crab


            		Bibliography


            		Index


            		About the Author


         


      
   

images/26-F01_001.tif.jpg





images/24-W01-cover.jpg
A BIOGRAPHY OF IAN FLEMING

OLIVER BUCKTON
FOREWORD BY JEREMY BLACK





images/25-logo_tm.tif.png





