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  FOREWORD TO THE 2012 EDITION


  The James Bond Bedside Companion was originally published in America in 1984. A second edition came out in 1986, and then an updated version was issued in both the U.S. and U.K. in 1988. The book went out of print in the early 1990s. Since then, the various editions have sold for big bucks on eBay and other resale outlets. In 2001, a firm produced an e-book and print-on-demand version of the book. The problem with that one was that none of the original plates existed. A facsimile had to be created from a scan of a copy of the book. At the time, scanner software wasn’t what it is today, so there were numerous, and sometimes laughable, errors in the text. For example, a word like “burns” was misread by the scanner as “bums!” (“Bond suffered multiple bums…”)


  Now, not quite thirty years after its original publication, comes a new and improved eBook and audiobook of what many 007 fans have called, I’m humbled to say, a “Bond Bible.” Since its first appearance, numerous authors have published books on the James Bond phenomenon, mostly dealing with the films. In 1984, however, there wasn’t much out there that also dealt with the life of Ian Fleming and his novels. My book filled that gap for a time.


  It’s obvious that James Bond continues to be very popular. When the 1988 edition of the Bedside Companion was published, Timothy Dalton had just made his debut in The Living Daylights. He went on to make one more, hard-edged Bond film, Licence to Kill, in 1989. This picture has proven to be the most controversial of all the pictures in the series because of its gritty, realistic approach to the character. While it has divided fans, I consider it one of the better entries. After a six-year hiatus because of legal complications with studios and distributors, EON Productions brought Bond back in 1995 with GoldenEye, Pierce Brosnan’s first entry in the saga. Brosnan proved to be immensely popular in the role, and his four titles (including Tomorrow Never Dies in 1997, The World is Not Enough in 1999, and Die Another Day in 2002) broke box office records. The series was successfully rebooted in 2006 with Daniel Craig starring as a younger 007 in Casino Royale (to which EON Productions finally got the rights) and its follow-up Quantum of Solace in 2008. At the time of writing, the third Daniel Craig Bond, Skyfall, will be released in 2012. Ironically, the reboot features a grittier, more realistic approach to the character, much like the attempt made in 1989 but to which audiences failed to respond.


  On the literary side, John Gardner continued his string of Bond novels with Win, Lose or Die (1989), Brokenclaw (1990), The Man From Barbarossa (1991), Death is Forever (1992), Never Send Flowers (1993), SeaFire (1994), and COLD (1996—called Cold Fall in the U.S.). He also penned two film novelizations—Licence to Kill (1989) and GoldenEye (1995). After COLD was published, Mr. Gardner decided to retire from the gig.


  In 1996, I was hired by Ian Fleming (Glidrose) Publications Ltd. to continue the series. I wrote Zero Minus Ten (1997), The Facts of Death (1998), High Time to Kill (1999), Doubleshot (2000), Never Dream of Dying (2001), and The Man with the Red Tattoo (2002), as well as the film novelizations for Tomorrow Never Dies (1997), The World is Not Enough (1999), and Die Another Day (2002). Two of my short stories, Blast From the Past and Midsummer Night’s Doom appeared in Playboy, and Live at Five was published in TV Guide Magazine. The Union Trilogy and Choice of Weapons, anthologies of my Bond works, were published in 2008 and 2010, respectively.


  Other authors have joined the family since my tenure. Charlie Higson wrote a series of popular young adult novels (the “Young Bond” series) beginning with Silverfin in 2005. Samantha Weinberg, writing as “Kate Westbrook,” wrote three novels from the point of view of the Miss Moneypenny character (The Moneypenny Diaries). Official original adult Bond novels resumed with Sebastian Faulks’ Devil May Care in 2008 and Jeffery Deaver’s Carte Blanche in 2011.


  Since I had the good fortune to be a member of this dynasty of authors, I cannot be the one to update The James Bond Bedside Companion. It would be inappropriate and unethical for me to make critical judgements on other writers or the film series. Therefore, the Bedside Companion appearing here is the unchanged 1988 edition.


  The book is presented “warts and all.” By this I mean that there were some errors in the original version. Quite a few, in fact, mostly dumb spelling mistakes. I’ve always known about them. When I tried to get them corrected for the 1988 update I was told that the publishers couldn’t revise the already-existing text because of the cost to re-do the plates. So I left them. Some of the more glaring ones were: the character’s name is “Osato,” not “Osata” in the film You Only Live Twice; the sisters are named Jill and Tilly “Masterton,” not “Masterson” in the Goldfinger novel (as opposed to the film); Bond impersonates Peter “Franks,” not “Francs,” in the Diamonds Are Forever novel (but it’s spelled correctly in the film section); it’s Sheik “Hossain,” not “Hussain” in the film The Spy Who Loved Me… things like that. These have been corrected in this edition. There may also be some odd comments within the film section. When I wrote the book in the early 80s, it was a time when VCRs were not commonplace. For those who owned them they were expensive, elite toys. By the time I obtained my first VCR I had already written the book, and even then not all of the Bond films were available on videotape. I didn’t have the luxury of repeat viewings. Hence, all of my reflections on the films were from memory. When I was researching the book in 1981 and 1982, I traveled to the Library of Congress to review the films, and even then I was able to watch them only once. So, if there are some discrepancies with what you remember about the pictures, there’s a reason!


  Perhaps new revelations regarding Ian Fleming’s life or the historical facts behind Bond history and the making of the motion pictures have been presented in the years since this book was published. For example, I claimed that Joseph Wiseman voiced the character of Ernst Stavro Blofeld in the film Thunderball. Now I know this is not true; it was Eric Pohlmann, the same actor in From Russia With Love. That said, I still stand by my opinions and analyses of the books and films with one exception: I was probably too harsh on John Gardner. I was in my twenties when I wrote this book and, like many of my own critics, I was a fussy Bond fan. When I was in the hot seat, I began to appreciate the truly difficult task John had in coming up with a new and original James Bond adventure every year.


  Writing the Bedside Companion changed my life. I am continually grateful to the heirs of the late Ian Fleming and to the people at Ian Fleming (Glidrose) Publications Ltd. for putting their trust in me not only to do the Bedside Companion back then, but also to continue the Bond novels for seven years. It was indeed an honor and one that I don’t take lightly.


  Whether or not the book is still a “Bond Bible” is not for me to judge. I just hope it continues to enlighten readers and bring new fans to the table.


  Raymond Benson


  December 2011


  


  INTRODUCTION


  Ian Fleming was of the twentieth century and indeed, his creation, James Bond, who emerged full-blown from his imagination as a Greek God from the brow of Zeus, may be one of the twentieth century’s landmarks. The twentieth century marked the conflux of divergent forces, and a number of these forces converged within Ian Fleming. Typical of twentieth-century artists, Ian Fleming was many people, and indeed, some of the most pointed anecdotes of the century can be applied to him. Thus, in a debate with George Bernard Shaw, Graham Wallas read two contrary opinions by Shaw, adding sarcastically, “I suggest that on different occasions, Mr. Shaw speaks like two different people!” “What?” screamed the red-headed Irishman leaping from his seat “Only two?!”


  Ian Fleming was the warmest kind of friend, a man of ready laughter, and a great companion (everything James Bond is not!). Fleming was really quite simple to understand, but only within the complex class structure of the British civilization into the upper stratum of which he was born. He was not English; he was a Scot by his father’s line, only third generation in a class structure which reserves its highest accolades for the peerage. Ian was not a peer of the realm nor were any members of his family. He was the second son of a second son. This explains much of Ian Fleming’s basic drive. One night at the White House, President Franklin D. Roosevelt, no admirer of the British caste system, questioned Prime Minister Winston Churchill about the rule of primogeniture, whereby the first-born gets everything and the others nothing. “Mr. President,” Churchill said, “… in Great Britain, the first son gets all and thus keeps the family capital intact. The other children, witnessing and indeed sharing in the benefits, though not the ownership of the good things of life, are determined to acquire them for themselves, to go out and dig for it. In the digging out of their fortunes, they lay the foundations of our empire.” (Having made his point, Churchill grandly added, with his captivating twinkle, “Moreover, the first son, being heavily endowed, marries not for money, but for beauty, which, Mr. President, accounts for my good looks!”) This, it seemed to me, was the basic drive of Ian Fleming: money. He was brought up on the good things the British privileged class counts as its birthright, and actually, he was never without them as long as he lived.


  Fleming was regarded by many as somber. It is a wonder he was able to smile at all. His father was killed during the First World War when Ian was nine. His brother Michael was killed in action in World War II as were many of his Eton friends. Thus, by the time he was thirty-seven, his life had been deeply affected by the two worst wars in the history of the United Kingdom. Fleming saw that though victor in both wars, the British Empire was dying of its wounds, suffering a hemorrhage of its capital as well as its blood. The effect on him was something akin to the gloom Nelson might have felt at Trafalgar had he been forced to watch his fleet defeated. Fleming felt it deeply. Furthermore, his personal fortunes were closely tied to the fate of his country. He desperately wanted to make money, big money, in the style of the banking house of Fleming founded by his grandfather. But, when the chips were down, he was as certainly Etonian as a West Pointer is a West Pointer: he sought no fate better than that of his country; he was more deeply troubled about England’s future than his own.


  Kierkegaard made a profound impression on Fleming, and to a certain considerable extent, his own life experience paralleled Kierkegaard’s. One aphorism of Kierkegaard’s had particular application to both Ian and his wife: “Rather well-hanged, than ill-wed.”


  There were four things of which Solomon himself said he knew nothing and one of them was “the way of a man with a maid.” Ian was an experienced man when he met Anne. She was twice married before, when, née Anne Charteris, she was widowed as Lady O’Neill when Lord O’Neill was killed in action in Italy. She then married Lord Rothermere, one of Great Britain’s press lords, and divorced him to marry Ian. In all human affairs, luck is an intangible factor. From an objective standpoint, luck is without blame. By almost any count, the Flemings’ marriage was ill-fated from the first. There is evidence that Anne and Ian did not drift apart; they tore each other apart instead.


  Both moved in top-drawer Mayfair: Maugham, Coward, and the satellite world of heartless literati. The Flemings, particularly Anne, were very close to Prime Minister Eden, much as the American jet set was close to President Kennedy. It was a fast, slippery track. It is worth mentioning that both Prime Minister Eden and President Kennedy came a cropper on it, as did Fleming, his son Caspar, and eventually Anne. However, it would be fatuous to suggest there was any causal relationship. All one can do is note that whatever his literary existence, James Bond appears as an evil talisman in the very real lives of people in his periphery. Eden’s illness and his fleeing to Fleming’s place, Goldeneye, has an overtone of Appointment in Samara. Jack Kennedy, professing his preference for James Bond, certainly imitated him to a degree no President had even remotely approached before. President Kennedy’s death duel with Cuba’s Castro has James Bond overtones.


  I had thought I knew Ian Fleming thoroughly, in and out. Thus, I was surprised, and a trifle miffed with Ian, when I read John Pearson’s book on Fleming. I was amazed to learn that Fleming had not graduated from either Eton or Sandhurst, which he certainly permitted and even encouraged me to believe. In fact, he even told me that on graduation from Sandhurst, he had selected the Black Watch as his regiment. I was also under the impression he left the Foreign Service for journalism. Actually, he had not; he never belonged to it. I was annoyed also, because his broken nose led me to believe that he had taken terrific physical punishment during his athletic years. I assumed his broken nose was acquired in amateur boxing or one of the collision sports. Once, however, when we playfully squared off, I perceived that he hadn’t the slightest notion of the conventional boxing stance. “Egads,” I said to him, “no wonder you’ve got a busted nose!” There is a certain intrinsic knowledge gained from physical damage which can only be learned by experience, which most civilians never learn, and never have to. Those who do experience it form a sort of freemasonry, a brotherhood, as it were, of those who have been badly hit, knocked unconscious, and managed to come back to life. This group was called by an appellation of the Old Frontier: “Fighting Men.” I assumed that Fleming was a Fighting Man. Fighter he was, but a Fighting Man he was not: he was a very badly wounded civilian, both in life and in love. He lived a hard, emotional life, because unlike Fighting Men, he never emotionally accepted death—especially of his ideal love.


  It is my belief and experience that most British and American boys receive a terrible emotional mauling in their first love affair because of the chivalry and Boy Scout ideals with which they are indoctrinated shortly after they can read: the Knights of Old, King Arthur, Sir Galahad. It seemed to me that Fleming was too badly wounded in his first love to talk about it. But I sensed there was some lissome, ivory-skinned girl with blue-black hair—for this is what he considered to be the ultimate type of beauty—off in some fir-clad hills in the idyllic Alpine snowlands, who was the cause of his deep wound. It seems to me that James Bond embodies Ian’s revenge for the terrible hurt; Bond tumbles them into bed, leaves them with the memory of a savage ravishment which, ye gods, leaves them pining for Bond and forever bereft without him. This, of course, is the exact opposite of the ethereal “pure” love of the adolescent English and American boy. I think it is possible that Ian carried the image of the ideal damsel throughout his life, and found his adult ideal in Anne; that Anne was the ideal superwoman, the super-sophisticate, the toast of Mayfair, and the Madame de Stael of statesmanship and empires. This society is a twentieth-century version of Vanity Fair. It is dangerous, a maelstrom of descending disaster, and Anne and Ian got into its swirl when they were both old enough to know better. I suppose it is more accurate to say, she was already caught in it and he jumped in after her.


  There is one thing, I think, that marks Ian’s modus operandi: he mastered whatever he undertook. He was a first-class journalist, a magnificent administrator, a most excellent wordsmith, a writer who created his opposite, an upper-class knave, in Bond, an elegant cad, an amoral bastard, who performed every kind of crime, and with Ian’s final, wry revenge on his class—of all things—in the service of Their Britannic Majesties! What a bitter twist!


  Gresham’s Law of the Twentieth Century is applicable to fields far wider than economics. Like bad currency, bad literature is driving out the good. If this be so, Ian Fleming’s James Bond certainly gave the Gresham’s Law of Literature a grand shove into the spotlight. Ian Fleming knew exactly what he was trying to do. Not the slightest presumption of innocence attaches to either his effort or the character of James Bond. His objective was the making of money. It made him a lot, but, ironically, not nearly as much as it made for others after his death. James Bond is no Sherlock Holmes, but as long as sexual fantasy exists (and it has existed from the Pompeiean friezes through Fanny Hill), James Bond will live on as a Popeye the Sailorman, a combination of the supermale and the Little Jack Horner of the Intelligence Services, who from here to eternity, will stick in his thumb and pull out a plum and say what a smart boy am I. Actually, in even the flaming character of Bond it can be seen that Ian Fleming was a great wordsmith and most excellent writer.


  It so stunned me to find out that Ian hadn’t graduated from Eton and Sandhurst, that I examined the pattern of his departures. There was a curious twist: he did not drop out until he had met the challenge. He had mastered the course but refused to cross the finish line. Having demonstrated he could win, he threw in his hand. That’s what he probably did with his life: at the end, in pain, tired, and disillusioned, he said, “The hell with it, it’s a bore. I’ve proven I can play the hand, I’ve won the pot—and now you can keep it.” James Bond, who, in the novels, is often stricken with the malady of ennui, would probably have done the same thing had he been a real person. After all, what could be more ridiculous than a seventy-five-year-old James Bond?


  Ernest L. Cuneo


  Washington, D.C.


  


  AUTHOR’S NOTE


  Primary reference sources for Parts One and Two were John Pearson’s The Life of Ian Fleming and personal interviews conducted with several of Fleming’s close friends and associates. Parts Three and Four draw from the novels. There is an abundance of quoted material from the books; hopefully, these “clips” will serve as a collection of memorable passages—“The Best of Bond,” so to speak. Primary reference sources for Part Five were John Brosnan’s James Bond in the Cinema, Steven Jay Rubin’s The James Bond Films, Bondage Magazine (published by the James Bond 007 Fan Club), and, of course, the films themselves. Finally, much trivia and information throughout the book was contributed by members of the James Bond 007 Fan Club and other Bond fans around the world.


  To avoid confusion, all James Bond book titles and other books by Ian Fleming mentioned in the text are shown in small caps (GOLDFINGER), and all film and other book titles are italicized (Goldfinger).


  


  PART ONE: THE JAMES BOND PHENOMENON
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  An early publicity shot of Ian Fleming, circa 1954. (Photo courtesy of owner.)


  


  THE FIFTIES


  The James Bond phenomenon began one sunny morning in Jamaica as Ian Fleming pondered what to name the hero of a novel he was writing. Fleming said that he wanted “the dullest name he could find,” and he discovered it on his coffee table. One of his favorite books, Birds of the West Indies, was written by an ornithologist named James Bond. Promptly christening his hero, Fleming began the novel which would change the direction of British spy literature.


  It was January 1952. Ian Fleming was Foreign Manager for Kemsley Newspapers, the huge organization which owned the London Sunday Times and dozens of other newspapers throughout Britain. He had accepted the job in 1945 with the special condition that he be allowed two months paid vacation per year. Since the war, Fleming had spent those two months every year at his retreat in Oracabessa, Jamaica. The three-bedroom house was called “Goldeneye,” which he had named after one of his favorite American novels, Carson McCullers’ Reflections in a Golden Eye. “Goldeneye” was also a code name for a wartime operation conceived and led by Fleming while he was Assistant to the Director of Naval Intelligence. (A personality sketch and detailed account of Fleming’s life prior to 1952 appears in Part Two.)


  This particular January, Ian Fleming’s mind was on a number of matters; of most importance was his upcoming marriage to Anne Rothermere, whose divorce from Lord Esmond Rothermere was to be announced on February 8. Fleming had been a confirmed bachelor all his life. There are several possible explanations for his decision to write his first novel, but the reason he gave was to relieve his mind from “the shock of getting married at the age of forty-three.” Another reason could be that he was simply tired of being “Peter Fleming’s younger brother.” Though Ian Fleming was a journalist, he had never written anything longer than an article for the Sunday Times. Peter Fleming was already a well respected author, and up to this point, Ian Fleming had avoided competing with him.


  For whatever reason, Fleming needed a distraction. It was Anne who suggested he write something to amuse himself. The atmosphere at Goldeneye provided the perfect conditions. Amuse himself is precisely what he did. The book that Ian Fleming wrote in 1952 was CASINO ROYALE, the first adventure featuring a secret agent named James Bond.


  At Goldeneye, Fleming initiated his standard operating procedure for writing the Bond books. Each day he rose about 7:30 a.m. and swam in his private cove. After returning for breakfast, his favorite meal of the day, he relaxed until 10:00 a.m. Then he would begin to type, using folio paper (forty-four lines to a full page, double-spaced). (Sometimes the paper would slip in the typewriter on the last line, invariably causing the row of words to slope down to the right.) Fleming composed at the typewriter as he worked. He finished around noon, after which he would sun himself or go snorkeling among the coral. After an afternoon nap, Fleming resumed work at the typewriter for about an hour. A day’s work produced about 2,000 words. Next came supper, and afterwards, perhaps a relaxing visit from an island neighbor (such as Noel Coward). The next day the entire routine would be repeated, and so on, until the 70 to 80,000 words were on paper. Fleming never looked back at what he’d written. He emphasized that it was important to keep the plot moving, and by dashing through the first draft in this way, he created the “sweeping” quality of the James Bond novels. Only when he stopped over in New York or returned to England would he look over his manuscript and revise, polish, and embellish. Using a ballpoint pen, he corrected words and passages. Sometimes he added inserts written in longhand on pieces of personal stationery. During the following months, he would add the rich detail associated with the Bond books, title the chapters, and finally turn in the finished manuscript to his publishers, Jonathan Cape, Ltd., in the fall.
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  Goldeneye, Oracabessa, Jamaica. Ian Fleming built his winter retreat in 1945 and spent every January and February there until his death in 1964. (Photo by Mary Slater.)


  


  Unlike the rest of his novels, CASINO ROYALE was written entirely from Fleming’s own personal experiences and imagination. For instance, Fleming used his impressions of the casinos at Le Touquet and Deauville in Northern France for the background of Royale-les-Eaux. The camera-bomb trick, in which two hit men are blown up by their own bomb, was used by the Russians in an assassination attempt on von Papen in Ankara during World War II. In this particular instance, all the detail Fleming needed was already in his head. The only corrections that were required dealt with grammar, word choice, and spelling. (He had spelled Bond’s gun “Biretta” instead of “Beretta.”) The CASINO ROYALE manuscript was 238 pages long.


  When the novel was completed, it was time to return home. But before they left Jamaica, Anne Rothermere became Mrs. Ian Fleming in Port Maria’s town hall on March 24. Noel Coward and his secretary were witnesses.


  Fleming kept his book a secret for the first few weeks after returning to England. There was the job at Kemsley House to attend to, and he had just accepted a tempting proposition. His lifelong friend, Ivar Bryce, and perhaps his closest American friend, Ernest Cuneo, had recently acquired the North American Newspaper Alliance. While Fleming was stopping over at Bryce’s country home in Vermont, Cuneo and Bryce offered him the position of European vice president. Never one to be idle, Fleming agreed to it and found time to perform his functions for Kemsley House as well as for NANA.


  On May 12, Fleming was back in England again, and was having lunch with his old friend, poet/novelist William Plomer. Fleming had known Plomer since the thirties when he wrote him a fan letter. Plomer also happened to be a reader for the prestigious publishing house, Jonathan Cape, Ltd. During their conversation, Fleming asked Plomer a curious question. “How does one get cigarette smoke out of a woman once you’ve got it in?” Fleming went on to explain that the word “exhale” somehow did not describe the act properly. Plomer realized that Fleming had been writing a book. He implored Fleming to show it to him, and a month later, the author gave Plomer the manuscript of CASINO ROYALE to read. Fleming was very humble about the entire matter and acted as if he was ashamed of what he’d written.


  But Fleming knew he had tapped something within himself by writing the book. It had been a shot of adrenalin, and now nothing could stop him. He was suddenly excited by the prospect of becoming a thriller writer and following in the footsteps of authors he admired: Raymond Chandler, Eric Ambler, Georges Simenon, among others. On May 17, a month before he gave Plomer his manuscript, an enthusiastic and confident Fleming ordered a gold-plated typewriter from the Royal Typewriter Company in New York. Ivar Bryce brought it over on his next trip to England. In jest, Fleming wrote to Kemsley House’s New York representative that since he was unsure what type of paper should be used in a golden typewriter, he was ordering his “personal goatherds in Morocco” to manufacture a thousand “sheets of vellum.” These would then be sent to Cartier to be “studded with diamonds.” He went on to say that if this did not signify that he was a “writer of distinction,” then perhaps he could use his “own blood as ink” to round off the picture! It is fitting that Ian Fleming completed his first novel on a golden typewriter. By purchasing it, he demonstrated his belief in himself as a novelist.


  After reading CASINO ROYALE, William Plomer promptly passed it to Cape’s other reader, Daniel George. Both Plomer and George were extremely impressed with the novel; they strongly recommended its publication to Jonathan Cape. Cape had also known Fleming since the thirties, and had published some of Peter Fleming’s works. The verdict was that CASINO ROYALE would be published if revisions were made. Fleming set to work immediately, and by the end of August, the final manuscript was submitted to Plomer.
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  Ian Fleming and the desk at which he wrote all of the James Bond novels. Behind him is a treasured collection of Vienna Riding School paintings. (Photo by Mary Slater.)
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  The original dust jacket cover from the first British edition of CASINO ROYALE, published by Jonathan Cape, Ltd. in 1953. Ian Fleming devised the cover himself. (Photo courtesy of Lilly Library, Indiana University, Bloomington, Indiana. Reprinted by permission of Jonathan Cape, Ltd.)


  


  Coincidentally, Anne Fleming gave birth that same August to a son, Caspar Robert, and Ian Fleming, to his own surprise, was enjoying marriage and fatherhood. And in October of 1952, Jonathan Cape accepted CASINO ROYALE for publication in April of the following year. Contracts were signed, and a series of James Bond novels was projected. With the lucrative forecast of fame and fortune and the responsibilities of supporting a family in front of him, Fleming bought a company to ease the tax burdens he was likely to assume as a successful novelist. It was called Glidrose Productions, and Fleming became a director. Glidrose became the “James Bond Company” and was the owner of the copyright to the novels. During the last months of 1952, the Flemings bought a beautiful Regency house in Victoria Square. The year was one of fresh starts for Ian Fleming: he had a new wife; a new son; the prospect of a new career with his friends Bryce and Cuneo; a new house; and a new life ahead of him as the creator of James Bond.


  In January of 1953, Ian and Anne Fleming flew to New York, then took the Silver Meteor to St. Petersburg, Florida. Fleming wanted to research a worm factory located there for his next book. From Tampa, the couple flew to Jamaica, where Ian Fleming wrote the second James Bond novel, provisionally tided THE UNDERTAKER’S WIND. It was changed to LIVE AND LET DIE, and the book contained locations in New York, Florida, and Jamaica.


  The original manuscript for LIVE AND LET DIE went through many changes and revisions. One paragraph that was deleted was at the end of the novel after Solitaire’s line, “What about my back?” Fleming had Bond reach his hand down Solitaire’s pajama top and tell her that her back must get well soon because she’ll never know when she may need it! Also, in the original manuscript, Felix Leiter does not survive the shark attack and is dead when Bond finds him in their Fonda hotel. Naomi Burton, Fleming’s American agent with Curtis Brown, Ltd., later protested the killing of such a fine character, and, perhaps at her insistence, Fleming eventually allowed Leiter to live. Instead of having both arms, a leg, most of his stomach, and part of his face missing, Leiter just lost one arm, half a leg, and received minor face lacerations.


  After leaving Jamaica with the first draft of a novel, Fleming sometimes allowed select friends other than William Plomer to read the non-revised version. Clare Blanshard, who had been a close friend of his since their days in Naval Intelligence during World War II and was now the New York representative for Kemsley Newspapers, read LIVE AND LET DIE in one night, and at Fleming’s request, made a list of comments. Fleming also managed to persuade Ms. Blanshard to research barracuda teeth for him at the New York Public Library.


  On April 13, 1953, CASINO ROYALE was published. The first printing amounted to 4,750 copies, and was sold out by May. Today copies are extremely rare and are worth hundreds of dollars apiece. There was a second printing in May of 1953, and a third in May of 1954. The original jacket was devised by Fleming himself, and consisted of nine “bleeding” hearts on a grey background with the words CASINO ROYALE in gold and an inscription, “a whisper of love, a whisper of hate,” in the middle of the pattern of hearts. The jacket was later redesigned by Pat Marriott.


  The fact that CASINO ROYALE was published by Jonathan Cape, who hadn’t really delved into the suspense genre before, gave the book a certain prestige and when the reviews came out, Fleming had a critical winner. The Times Literary Supplement said that “Mr. Ian Fleming’s first novel is an extremely engaging affair,” and that he might become the best new thriller writer since Eric Ambler.” R. D. Charques in the Spectator said, “… lively, most ingenious in detail, on the surface as tough as they are made and charmingly well-bred beneath, nicely written and except for a too ingeniously sadistic bout of brutality—very entertaining reading.”


  Many of Fleming’s friends liked it as well. Somerset Maugham and Paul Gallico both praised the work, and suddenly he was being compared to Peter Cheyney and others. The royalties from the book didn’t amount to as much as he’d hoped, but Fleming looked forward to the prospect of an American sale. That spring, Fleming became a client of Curtis Brown, Ltd. in New York. His agent, Naomi Burton, was struck by the card game in the story, which she felt was “frightfully excitingly written.” She offered the book to three publishers, Doubleday, Norton, and Knopf, all of whom rejected it.


  While CASINO ROYALE was making the rounds with American publishers, Ian and Anne traveled to the South of France in April on behalf of Kemsley House to observe Jacques Cousteau salvaging a Graeco-Roman galley. Buried treasure fascinated Fleming, and indeed, the plot of LIVE AND LET DIE had to do with a pirate hoard of seventeenth-century gold coins. Three articles Fleming wrote on the Cousteau expedition for the Sunday Times show his mastery of describing the underwater world. The Cousteau experience no doubt gave Fleming a great deal of the detail he needed to fill out LIVE AND LET DIE.


  When Fleming returned to New York in May, Naomi Burton introduced him to Al Hart at Macmillan Publishing Co. Hart read CASINO ROYALE and was struck by its “sheer readability.” Macmillan made an offer, and the novel was scheduled for early 1954. Al Hart edited the first six Bond novels in America, and became a good friend and drinking companion to Fleming whenever he was in New York. By the end of 1953, the James Bond snowball was beginning to grow.


  The beginning of 1954 found Ian and Anne traveling again to Jamaica for their two months leave. Ian arrived with a temperature and flu, but nevertheless began writing the third Bond opus, MOONRAKER. He apparently had some trouble naming this one, for he alternated between two working titles, MONDAYS ARE HELL and HELL IS HERE. MOONRAKER was a much lower-key story than the previous two, and Fleming had doubts about it. In jest, he wrote to Clare Blanshard in New York that he wasn’t sure about the book yet because there “was no sex in the first 30,000 words!” The ending to the novel underwent many changes. The first draft featured Gala Brand (the heroine) taking a month’s leave in France with Bond, after they both receive the Queen’s award of the George Cross. One revision featured only Gala receiving the award, with the two of them still running away together. A further revision found Gala opting to remain in England to marry a “Peter Bruce.” In the final version, Gala is engaged to “Detective Inspector Vivian,” and Fleming, for once, did not end his story with a girl in James Bond’s arms.


  On March 23, CASINO ROYALE was published in the United States by Macmillan. The book went virtually unnoticed. Actually, Ian Fleming had little success in America until 1961, when President Kennedy stated that he was a James Bond fan. In the fifties, Fleming was successful primarily in England, where James Bond had a sizable following. But even the British were slow to catch on, and it wasn’t until two or three years later that the books began selling at a rate sufficient to make the literary world sit up and take notice.
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  The author takes a look at the first American edition of his first novel, CASINO ROYALE. (Photo by Maurey Garber.)


  


  Save for a few noted exceptions, the U.S. reviews for CASINO ROYALE were not particularly flattering. Anthony Boucher, in the New York Times Book Review, began what became long-standing complaints against Fleming by saying that the writer “pads the book out to novel length, leading to an ending which surprises no one but Bond himself.” But on the positive side, Boucher credited the author for the gambling sequence:


  Mr. Fleming, in a style suggesting a more literate version of Cheyney’s “Dark” series, manages to make baccarat completely clear even to one who’s never played it and produces as exciting a gambling sequence as I’ve ever read.


  Sergeant Cuff, in Saturday Review, stated that CASINO ROYALE was a “fine thriller by a new hand.” Time said that “Author Fleming keeps his incidents and characters spinning through their paces like juggling balls.”


  However, the real problem was not the reviews, but the sales. The first edition of CASINO ROYALE came and went in America, and James Bond was off to a disappointing start.


  On April 8, 1954, LIVE AND LET DIE was published by Jonathan Cape in the United Kingdom. The attractive jacket was scarlet with the title in large yellow letters. On the spine was an Edward IV gold rose noble coin. The jacket was again designed by Fleming. LIVE AND LET DIE received very good reviews in England. The Times Literary Supplement stated that “Mr. Ian Fleming is without a doubt the most interesting recent recruit among thriller-writers.” It went on to say that Fleming’s second novel “fully maintains the promise of his first book,” and that he wrote “wincingly well.” Time & Tide said the book was “a snorter—from first word to last.” The book was an immediate bestseller, and today this first edition, too, is both valuable and difficult to find.


  By June of 1954, the British edition of CASINO ROYALE had sold over 8,000 copies. In the United States, despite poor sales of a mere 4,000 copies, Popular Library bought paperback rights to the book and published it under the title, YOU ASKED FOR IT. Apparently, it was thought that American readers wouldn’t know how to pronounce “Royale.”


  LIVE AND LET DIE sold out its 7,500 first printing, and was reprinted. It was around this time that film companies and producers began to be interested in James Bond. Sir Alexander Korda asked to see an advance copy of LIVE AND LET DIE, but later returned it. Then the Columbia Broadcasting System offered Fleming $1,000 to do a one-hour television adaptation of CASINO ROYALE. The deal was made through Curtis Brown in New York, and James Bond would make a “live” debut in America that October.


  Fleming then began thinking about his next novel, which was to deal with diamond smuggling. Fleming never hesitated to enlist the help of experts in their fields for background material to his books. In this instance, he contacted an old Etonian friend, Philip Brownrigg, a senior executive of De Beers, one of the largest and wealthiest diamond merchants in the world. Brownrigg arranged for Fleming to visit the London Diamond Club to observe the cutting, polishing, and trading of stones. Brownrigg also introduced Fleming to Sir Percy Sillitoe, head of the Diamond Corporation’s security organization created especially to combat illicit diamond trade. Sillitoe was a former head of M.I. 5, the cover title given to British Security Service (which is responsible for counterespionage). Of course, Fleming and Sillitoe took to each other immediately, and the two men worked together again a couple of years later on the story of Sillitoe’s organization itself.


  In July, Fleming flew to New York to attend to Kemsley business, as well as meet with Ivar Bryce and Ernest Cuneo about NANA. They stayed at the Bryces’ home, Black Hole Hollow Farm in Vermont, which is not too far from the racetrack in Saratoga Springs, New York. Because Josephine Bryce had horses running, the group paid a visit to Saratoga, an experience that promptly went into DIAMONDS ARE FOREVER. It was here also that Fleming met William Woodward, Jr., a handsome millionaire who owned the famous race horse, Nashua. Woodward was the owner as well of the “Studillac” car which Fleming appropriated for Felix Leiter in his fourth novel. The Studillac was a mixed breed, a Studebaker body with a Cadillac engine, and could reach a speed of 85 m.p.h. in a matter of seconds! The Bryces remember that once when Fleming and Josephine were speeding down a country road in the Studillac, they were stopped and arrested by the highway patrol. Fortunately, the local sheriff happened to have recently read a James Bond novel and let Fleming off the hook. A few months later, William Woodward was shot by his own wife in a tragic accident; she mistook him for a burglar. DIAMONDS ARE FOREVER was dedicated to Ivar Bryce, Cuneo, and Woodward.
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  Front and back covers of the first American paperback edition of CASINO ROYALE, published in 1955. (© Copyright 1955 by Popular Library. Photo courtesy of collection of Michael Van Blaricum.)


  


  After the visit to Saratoga, Fleming and Cuneo decided to take a cross-country trip together. Fleming had never seen the Midwest or California, so the pair took off on the Twentieth Century Limited to Chicago. Cuneo fondly remembers that the train was already pulling into Albany before Fleming had finished instructing the steward how he wanted his martinis mixed!


  In Chicago, much to Cuneo’s chagrin, Fleming was intent on seeing the location of the St. Valentine’s Day Massacre. Cuneo convinced him first to visit the Art Institute of Chicago, which contains some of the great Impressionist masterpieces of the world. Fleming was entranced, and when Cuneo ribbed him about the fact that it was nice to find this much “culture” on the “great American prairie,” Fleming grandly declared that the pictures had no right being in Chicago! The two men’s relationship, remembers Cuneo, was one of constantly “guying” each other.


  The pair took the Superchief to Los Angeles, and Cuneo again remembers that they were halfway to Iowa before the stewards had absorbed their instructions on how to make Ian’s martinis. Because Cuneo was a friend of Errett Cord, a chief stockholder in the Santa Fe Railroad, the men gained access to the engine room. During the ride, Fleming questioned the engineer and his assistant on everything from the block-signal system to something called the “dead man control.” Fleming was particularly interested in railroads, and his novels frequently contained scenes taking place on trains.


  In Los Angeles, Fleming was in heaven when he and Cuneo visited the Los Angeles Police Intelligence Headquarters. Cuneo introduced Ian and himself to Captain James Hamilton, explaining that Fleming had the “usual distorted view” all Englishmen have of America. “They believe, you know, our country is laced by organized gangs of racketeers, of tremendous wealth, and of enormous influence.” The captain, to Cuneo’s amazement, replied, “Don’t you?” The captain proceeded to conduct an animated conversation with Fleming about the criminal world. He took out charts and showed the author the Mafia organizations, its discipline, and how it works. Los Angeles’ detective work had been reduced to what Cuneo calls a “business machine fineness.” A detective at the scene of a fresh crime could telephone the details to his office, where the information was punched on a card and run through a machine. The computer matched specific details of the crime with particulars of other cases. In this way, the detectives determined if there was a similar pattern between the new case and earlier ones. Fleming scribbled down notes on a handy pad that he carried with him at all times. Cuneo was bored by the proceedings, but Fleming was fascinated.


  From Los Angeles, Fleming and Cuneo went to Las Vegas, a perfect locale for James Bond. They had hardly stepped off the plane when Fleming called to Cuneo with a “yelp of delight.” He had found a coin machine from which, for a quarter, one could inhale pure oxygen for a couple of minutes. “This,” Cuneo said to him, “ought to tell you all you want to know about the joint.”


  The pair stayed at the Sands, and went to the blackjack tables even before going to their rooms. There, Fleming met Jack Entratta, the owner of the hotel, who moved them into a better suite and offered the use of the private barbershop. Entratta and Fleming had lengthy conversations about gambling statistics and methods of cheating. The entire security system of the hotel was explained to Fleming, and he relished every word.


  One evening, Cuneo told him that they would beat every joint in Las Vegas. “We started out at the Sands. I bet one dollar—one thin chip in a game of blackjack I won $1.00. ‘One down,’ I said, ‘We leave.’ We called over a girl, took a shot of champagne, and off we went. We did the same at the Sahara, the Old Frontier, right down the strip. One buck ahead and a one buck bet, we quit, took a sip, and went on to the next joint. Whether it was the liquor or my grim intent to beat every joint, I do not know. But literally, we laughed ourselves sick. One buck ahead and we quit—grandly announcing we had beaten the house to everyone’s amazement, took a drink and whisked out, as if there were another notch on our guns. We ended way out at Steamboat Springs, about 4:00 a.m. We went out there because we wanted no possible questioning either in our minds or anybody else’s that we beat every house in Las Vegas.”
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  Barry Nelson was the first actor to portray James Bond in a one-hour television version of CASINO ROYALE on CBS’ Climax Mystery Theater program in 1954. The kinescope, long forgotten and missing for years, was recently found in Chicago by film historian Jim Schoenberger. The program was “unveiled” again at a gathering in Los Angeles. Here, Nelson is interviewed by Steven Jay Rubin, author of The James Bond Films. (Photo courtesy of Steven Jay Rubin.)
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