
        
            
                
            
        

         



 
 
James Bond, 007 of the British Secret  Service, has become a phenomenon  known throughout the world.
 Yet, beyond his line of duty and his  astonishing expertise in gambling,  underwater swimming, super-charged  Bentleys — and in attracting curiously-named girls like Pussy Galore and  Kissy Suzuki — he has remained an  enigma.
 Is Bond the fairy-tale prince of the  mid-twentieth century or (as some have  claimed) a symbol of decadence and  corruption?
 Kingsley Amis has taken the measure of 007 from first adventure to last.  He has compiled his dossier with a  ruthless precision and thoroughness  that would be the envy of Dr No,  Auric Goldfinger or even Ernst Stavro  Blofeld.
 This may be the most revealing  document ever to fall into the hands of  Bond's enemies. But will any of them  relish the conclusions it points to?   
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Preface
 
This essay started life in my mind as a modest article of about  five thousand words. As you can see, it grew in the writing.  For every point I made I discovered two fresh ones that  needed making, so that at times I wondered if I was ever going  to get to the finish. 
 In a way, this experience confirms what I felt about the  Bond books before I ever started work on them. Indeed, part  of my motive for writing about them was my conviction,  vague at that stage but firm, that they were more than simple  cloak-and-dagger stories with a bit of fashionable affluence and  sex thrown in. I suspected that, on the contrary, I would find  them to be just as complex and to have just as much in them  as more ambitious kinds of fiction. I was right. 
 I felt too, perhaps more strongly, that the works of Mr  Fleming deserved a thorough look because of the scale on  which they are read. In paperback form, nine of them have  now passed the million mark. I was also impressed by the  motive for which every one of these readers reads them:  pleasure. As a recently retired university teacher, I can’t help  being slightly drawn to any form of writing which (like science  fiction) reaches no part of its audience through compulsion.  One volunteer is worth ten pressed men. 
 Most strongly of all, I felt that what little detailed discussion  the books have received has been quite irresponsible. I can’t  remember any comparable instance of sustained and unanimous inaccuracy in recent times. At the lowest reckoning, the adventures of James Bond are harmless tomfoolery. Mr  Fleming’s critics make them sound like a systematic onslaught on everything decent and sensible in modern life. I  intend in what follows to go into some of the reasons for these  misrepresentations and to try to correct them. For the  moment, at a safe distance from any names or pack-drill, let  me suggest that getting into a state about Mr Fleming can  spring from two causes, among others. Firstly, a covert recognition of his powers. To feel the attraction of something  one disapproves of soon sharpens disapproval into anger.  Secondly, an even more covert realization that, if Bond’s sexual qualifications were to become standardized as basic  female demand, more than one kind of male would start  finding himself very much in undemand. (This is often disguised as a muzzy puritanism, but more of that later.) 
 It might seem unnecessary to end by saying that, quite  apart from everything else, I’m a Fleming fan. Appreciation  of an author ought to be a sine qua non for writing at length  about him. These days it often isn’t. 
 I should like to thank Messrs Robert Conquest, Timothy  E. Houghton, Robin Howard, Cyril Ray and William S. Rukeyser for their advice over various details. The responsibility for all views and putative facts here put forward, however, remains my own. The passage quoted here appeared originally in Alligator by  I *n Fl*m*ng, published by The Harvard Lampoon; the one appearing here in ‘The Gunnery of James Bond’, by Bob Glass, in Snakes Alive, published  by ‘Snakes Alive’; and the one appearing here in The Big Kill and Vengeance Is Mine,  both by Mickey Spillane, copyright by E. P. Dutton 8: Co.  Inc. and originally published in England by Arthur Barker Ltd. 
 
January 1965



       1  The Man who is only  a Silhouette
 
 IT’s INACCURATE, of course, to describe James  Bond as a spy, in the strict sense of one who steals or buys or  smuggles the secrets of foreign Powers. The term does occur  in the SMERSH file on him, but the Russian word shpion is  often used very loosely. It can be applied to any undesirable  not actually in an enemy uniform, from a political conspirator  to an army deserter. Bond’s only proper secret-stealing exploit,  the acquiring of a Soviet cipher-machine in From Russia, with Love is forced upon him as part of a Soviet plot. Neither he  nor his superiors think of it as a normal assignment. Vivienne  Michel, narrator of The Spy Who Loved Me, gave Bond a  wrong label out of desire for euphony and simplicity, or perhaps minor paradox. The Medium-Grade Civil Servant Who  Loved Me would have been more accurate as well as more  acceptable to M. 
 Bond’s claims to be considered a counter-spy, one who operates against the agents of unfriendly Powers, are rather  more substantial. Le Chiffre (Casino Royale), Mr Big (Live and let Die), Goldfinger and Scaramanga (The Man with the  golden Gun) all dole out, or try to get hold of, money to be  used illegally on behalf of the U.S.S.R. Other villains, however, notably Sir Hugo Drax (Moonraker), merely turn out to be  Soviet agents as the plot thickens, and got Bond interested in  them in the first place for reasons nothing to do with espionage,  either counter- or plain. Recently SPECTRE, an international  criminal gang, has replaced the Soviets as Bond’s enemy-in-chief. The sometime chairman of SPECTRE, Ernst Stavro  Blofeld, is hunted down by Bond in You Only Live Twice  almost on the basis of personal vendetta. Blofeld had murdered  Bond’s wife in the preceding volume. 
 What Bond is, obviously enough, is a secret agent. He sees  himself in these terms, rather self-consciously, at a climactic  point in Moonraker. Bearers of this designation, which no  doubt belongs more to fiction and imagination than to life,  have flourished at least since the turn of the century. It’s a  nebulous calling, ranging from the almost completely free-lance status of a Bulldog Drummond to the straight Foreign Office employment of William le Queux’s Duckworth Drew, one of the earliest practitioners. This breadth of scope makes  the idea more evocative, so much so that it probably focuses  more day-dreaming and fantasy-spinning than any other semi-mythical occupation. Its current primacy has been made  possible by, among other things, the passing of the great  detective as a hero-figure of popular myth. Miss Margery Allingham’s Albert Campion, Miss Agatha Christie’s Hercule  Poirot, Mr Rex Stout’s Nero Wolfe are still with us, but they  all started life twenty-five years ago or more. Recruitment has  not been maintained. 
 The contemporary descendants of Sherlock Holmes are  Chief Inspector Barlow of Z Cars1

, and Maigret. Both are so  much like you and me as positively to repel any attempt at self-identification. They go out of their way, one feels, not to be  eccentric, not to display any of those irrelevant attributes that helped to mark their forebears as glamorous, not to play the  violin or appreciate wine or rear orchids. A documentary,  prosaic, even seedy mode of detective and detection comes  into favour when the fantastic palls or becomes a worked-out  vein. Something similar may have begun to happen already  with the secret agent. Mr Len Deighton’s The Ipcress File and  Horse Under Water are, I suppose, more realistic than anything of Mr Fleming’s, though their narrative method, with  pointers, hints and even some of the major facts conscientiously  withheld, does lend an air of insubstantiality. Anyway, the  actual workings of the Secret Service, like those of criminal  investigation, hold a limited emotional appeal for most people. 
 As I write, the secret agent of the glamorous type holds undisputed sway. He is all over television, frustrating assassinations and rounding up dope-rings from Turkey to Chile with the most perfunctory regard for plausibility. He has a decisive  lead over the private eye, who admittedly has never quite  taken root in this country, remaining an exotic Californian growth even when the vogue of Raymond Chandler and  Dashiell Hammett was at its height. The leading characters of  77 Sunset Strip2

, Stuart Bailey and Geoff Spencer, came nearest  to establishing themselves. I mention them here because from time to time they undertook assignments of a general secret- agent type. 
 The most appealing and successful TV avatar of the secret  agent has been john Steed of The Avengers3

. He moves in a  world that recalls the German expressionist drama rather than  anything so mundane as a British Government sub-department  (the 00 Section) whose members kill people at least as often  as they are officially asked. Steed’s interest in clothes is a  signifitant irrelevance that links him with the senior detectives  mentioned earlier. And on the very evening of the day I  drafted this paragraph I watched him identifying a claret by  his first sip and being very sound about Sauternes. He is right  at the opposite end of the scale from the wretched Inspector  Barlow, who has no life outside the Force at all unless the plot  requires it. Barlow drinks only beer, and only drinks that  because a pub scene is sometimes needed. 
 Let me hark back now to my remark about the universality  of the secret-agent figure as a focus for day-dreaming. I have  no psychological training, so I can only tentatively suggest  that what I will call the secret-agent fantasy is marked by  being totally portable. Even the keenest fantasist will find that  the amount of vicarious life he can get through books and  films and television is limited. There come times when none of  these is available. He may then look round his environment  for some peg to hang his fantasy on, some real starting-point  for his excursion into unreality. I feel that I myself would be  more prone to cowboy fantasies if I worked on a farm, more  vulnerable to Nazi fantasies if I were a military policeman or,  on a lower level, a traffic warden. A look at some traffic  wardens’ behaviour will tend to confirm this part of my case. 
 By his very nature, the secret agent needs no such peg and  no tangible props. A few neurotics might carry actual guns and  such as concrete reminders or emblems of their fantasy. But  such people would be more likely to pick a more purely violent  fantasy, gangster or political assassin. Most secret agents of the  mind, I should think, take advantage of the chief characteristic  of real secret agents. Not only have the latter no need to be  outwardly different from other men; they must not be  different. So our fantasist can say to himself whenever he feels  like it and without any special preparation: Under this  fiendishly clever bank-clerk (etc.) disguise lurks intrepid ruthless  00999. 
       This attraction has always been available at any time since it  became known that secret agents existed, but James Bond,  together with his various colleagues and descendants, has only  come fully into his own in the last few years. Those who like  cultural explanations for cultural phenomena, as I usually do,  will see Mr Fleming’s skill as important here. However,  another factor may have contributed in the matter of timing.  Any fantasy in which the subject is saying, in effect, I am not  at other men are is obviously very powerful. Its power will be  increased in proportion as exterior forces say, in effect, You  are as other men are. As a rule I don’t think much of the  theory that our society is always trying to make us conform  and be the same as one another, and that we use up a lot of  energy trying to prevent it, but I seem to have turned up a  particle of evidence in its favour. Alternatively, the secret-agent fantasist is really saying to himself, You are all looking for 00999 but you won’t be able to shake my cover as a humble  bank-clerk, or more simply, You cannot identify me. This, I  imagine, would be just as efficient a channel for insecurities  and aggressions. 
 Enough of amateur psychologizing. Like its professional  counterpart, its application to literature is limited. Questions  of artistic merit have to be left out. Now, having looked at  some aspects of the generic secret-agent figure, I will turn to  the figure of Bond himself.           



2  Sit down, 007
 
 CLOTHES PROBABLY don’t make the man, but they  can tell us a lot about him. If the man is a man in fiction his  clothes will tell us something of his role as well as of his  character. We expect the hero of a Western to dress differently  from the villain in a fairly specific way. Bond is nowhere near  as stylized as that, but a handy reference-point can be set up  by noticing that, sartorially, he is pitched midway between the  dandyism of Steed and the reach-me-down anonymity of  Barlow. Sea Island cotton shirt, tropical worsted trousers,  black leather sandals for relaxing, dark blue alpaca suit with  thin black knitted tie for ordinary purposes, Hong Kong  pajamas — clothes we should like to wear (unlike Barlow’s) and  would dare to (unlike Steed’s). 
 Bond as dresser, then, takes us in the direction of wish-fulfilment without losing contact with what we commonly  regard as real or likely. This indicates his role as a contemporary hero. To keep to the middle of the road between fantasy  and realism is what we ask of any really powerful fantasy-figure, such as Bond is. This only sounds like a paradox.  Satisfactory escapist fiction, like private escapist day-dreaming,  calls for some scaffolding of the plausible or possible or not  obviously impossible. When pornography, where truth to fact  recedes furthest, introduces something in the way of an ordinary plot and a scene or two outside the bedroom, it’s  gesturing in the direction of realism, not just giving the  reader a break. He can get that by putting the book down. 
 When Bond (to resume) is required to behave like Superman  he has to go into training first. His two major Caribbean exploits are preceded by a swimming-and-running course hardly  less taxing than the exploits themselves. His skill with firearms  is maintained by constant practice. He takes a special course  at the Maidstone police range before setting off to defeat  Scaramanga’s skill. We would think it inappropriate if he  weren’t the best shot in the Service, but are reassured to hear  that he isn’t as good as the Instructor. He’s the best gambler  and cardsharp in the Service, too, but even this accomplishment is no gift from the gods. Before clobbering Le Chiffre at  baccarat, Bond has a Swedish massage, a nap and a shower.  Before going off to Blades Club to wipe the floor with Hugo  Drax at bridge, Bond settles down (in heavy white silk shirt,  dark blue trousers of navy serge, etc. — his winter relaxing outfit) and spends half an hour working through the drills  given in a standard work on cheating. With Palming, Nullifying the Cut and the very difficult single-handed Annulment at  his fingertips, he takes £15,000 off Drax naturally and inevitably. Indeed, We hardly notice the switch when he clobbers  Drax by a rigged deal and has no need at all of the single-handed Annulment and the rest of them. 
 Bond’s constant cold showers, apart from reminding us of  the ritualistic, self-dedicatory element in the secret agent’s  life, also suggest to us that his abilities are acquired, not innate.  If we took that trouble to keep fit, if we started the day with  twenty press-ups and enough straight-leg lifts to make our  stomach muscles scream, then perhaps we could vanquish an octopus and drive off a barracuda should the occasion arise. We couldn’t, of course, but we like not having our noses  rubbed in the fact. We appreciate the continual hints that what Isaac Newton said of himself could also be said of Bond:  his powers are ordinary, only his application brings him his  success. 
 Mr Fleming is careful to make Bond’s achievements and abilities seem moderate: moderate on the heroic secret-agent  scale, naturally. Bond can swim two miles without tiring,  perhaps much more, but he has only to manage three hundred  yards from the shore to Mr Big’s island. Underwater, Bond is  pretty useful with spear and CO2 gun, but Emilio Largo is  better, and Bond only survives through the intervention of  Largo’s renegade girl. Bond is a fine golfer, but nine points  away from scratch. Bond can ski all right, and won his golden  K, whatever that is, but Blofeld’s men are professionals and  nearly catch him. Bond loves cars and drives them well and at  speed, but he never did more than dabble on the fringe of the  racing world. Bond can throw knives and do unarmed combat  as well as shoot, certainly, but after all the fellow is a secret  agent. If we were in the 00 Section we should have learnt all  that as a matter of course. The number and variety of Bond’s  useful skills may be fantastic, but each seems reasonable while  we’re hearing about it. 
 Having won his reader’s confidence in this way, Mr Fleming  is able now and then to smuggle in some blatantly unreasonable  wish-fulfilment, or at least some defiance of probability. Some  of us might be able to face the idea, if not the actuality, of  operating a blowlamp with our teeth. And a good man with  cars and such things might possibly be able to operate on  sight a Florida marsh-buggy and a crane-and-conveyor within  seven pages of each other and having not long before disposed  of a giant squid. But, even if Bond had learnt how to handle        a bazooka in the Ardennes sector in 1944 (what was a Commander from Naval Intelligence doing there, by the way ?), he  had fairy-tale luck when he was allowed to snatch one off a  U.S. soldier and fire it at Goldfinger’s hijacked train. Here  reason makes a late come-back and, though Bond hits with his  first and only shot, he inflicts no more than superficial damage. 
 The clearest case of this type of dream stuff comes at the  end of Diamonds Are Forever when Bond, having rolled up the  entire smuggling pipeline in England and America, goes all  the way to Sierra Leone merely, it seems, to bring down a  helicopter with a Bofors. It feels like a fairly attractive if not  compelling fantasy, pooping away with an anti-aircraft gun, though personally I should have preferred as target a winged aircraft that could retaliate. I can imagine much more clearly  than any of this, however, what the Freetown Garrison Force  captain in charge of the detachment would say as soon as you  or I - anyone but Bond, in fact — started trying to climb into  the firer’s saddle: ‘Sorry, sir, but I’m afraid Queen’s Regs.  won’t allow that. I’d like to let you, sir, but it’s not up to me,  you see. Right, Corporal… ’ If Mr Fleming had put that in,  Bond’s career would obviously be at an end. 009, or whoever  turned up to replace him, would have to be someone much  more like you and me. I should regret this. I like reading about  you and me as much as the next man does, but not all the  time. 
 As regards mental rather than physical proficiencies, Bond is again somewhere off maximum. His persistence can bring  him success when others have packed up and gone home: he  finds the tell-tale scratches on the trees in ‘From a View to a  Kill’ and makes a fool of the whole of SHAPE Security. His  resourcefulness can get him round any barrier: he leaks the  details of Goldfinger’s coup by writing them out small and, under the splayed nose of Oddjob, Goldfinger’s Korean  hatchet-man, sticking the package under the lavatory seat on  an aircraft. We admire Bond so much for this stratagem that,  by a typical piece of Fleming sleight-of-hand, we’re made to  forget the overwhelming chances of the message being found  by one of the gang. And Bond is never worsted through lack of  preparation, inattention to security or the like. 
 So far, so splendid: Bond’s professionalism is one of the best  things about him, both as a moral quality and as a relief from  that now defunct and always irritating personage, the gifted  amateur who is called, or just happens to wander, in when  M.I. 5 is baffled and the Cabinet in despair. However, Bond is  given to lapses of judgment so appalling and so rich in dire  results that he needs every particle of our esteem for his forethought on other occasions, and every ounce of Mr Fleming’s  talent for camouflaging such blunders by pace and mystification, in order to avoid forfeiting our respect for ever. In  retrospect we nearly laugh, and that’s nearly fatal. 
 I have never in my life ventured by night (or by day either,  for the matter of that) into the grounds of a house belonging to an international master-criminal with Russian connections and  a servant — Oddjob again — who knows seven ways of killing  me with a single blow. But if I ever did I should be very much  on my guard. I might not be able to avoid encountering there  an attractive girl on a mission similar to mine. But whatever I  did and whatever she told me I should never fall into the  error of closing my eyes tight, fighting with a wave of mental  nausea4

. Anything like that would make it too easy for Oddjob to sneak up unperceived. And yet Bond, with all his experience, always up to things like putting hairs in the locks of his  suitcases so that he can tell whether or not people are searching  his luggage, lets his attention wander and is deservedly taken  prisoner. 
 Likewise, and even more damagingly, Bond sees fit to try to  shoot it out with that Florida marsh-buggy one night on Dr No’s island. The thing is fitted with a flame-thrower, immense  headlights and armour-plating, and Bond himself seems not  much surprised when he and his girl have to surrender to  the threat of the flame-thrower, which has just incinerated  Quarrel, his Cayman Islander assistant. In Bond’s shoes I should simply have gone to ground, made a hole in the sand  as he tells his girl to do, and stayed there, reasoning that Dr No’s men could have only the most wildly approximate idea  of where I was, that even at its top speed of 20 m.p.h. the  buggy would leave me some time to crawl out of its path if  need be, and that its lights would be almost useless for picking  out people who kept still at ground level behind cover —  though very useful on people who stood up shooting. 
 But trying to be reasonable along these lines is a waste of  time. Bond, would still have had to take on the buggy if it had  carried an 88-mm. gun and he nothing more than a knuckle-duster. He has got to be captured by Dr No somehow, and the  various distracting elements — the girl, Quarrel’s hideous  death, the weird appearance and frightening behaviour of the  buggy — may with luck prevent our noticing that Bond is  temporarily helpless in his creator’s grip. Three of Mr Fleming’s favourite situations are about to come up one after  the other. Bond is to be wined and dined, lectured on the  aesthetics of power, and finally tortured by his chief enemy. 
 The last of these three has inevitably attracted more  attention than the first two. These days any book in which one  character inflicts physical pain on another risks being given the  ‘sadism’ label, just as any scene in which two unmarried  persons embrace courts that of ‘compensation-fantasy’. Mr  Fleming was known to be sensitive to adverse criticism of the  moralizing sort, far more so than might have been expected of a writer so popular and, in his detractors’ view, so painstakingly vicious. This sensitivity was probably responsible for the  marked alleviation of Bond’s sufferings in the last few years.  In the first seven novels, ending with Goldfinger, he only once  escaped captivity-plus-ill-usage. Since 1959 he has got away  with it every time except in You Only Live Twice, and even  there he takes a mere ten hand-blows to the head. 
 However, Bond’s tendency to find himself tied to a chair  under scientific torment is an important feature of his total  character. Sadism5

, even so, comes in here oddly, I feel, since  it’s Bond, not any of his opponents, whom the reader is  invited to identify with, and Bond suffers pain, never wantonly  inflicts it. Masochism is more appropriate at first sight, but is  impaired by the difficulty that the masochist enjoys being  knocked about. Bond gives no sign of pleasure when, for  instance, he gets his little finger broken by Mr Big’s lieutenant.  But I suppose he might really be enjoying himself all the time,  sort of without knowing it. I look forward to being told by  some learned puritan that, since there are ‘really’ no accidents  in life, Bond is ‘secretly’ a glutton for punishment in some  sense approaching the literal, and seeks capture ‘deliberately’  in order to land himself a treat. ‘The man’s very name is an  indispensable implement of the perversion — desmophilic  algolagnia—that has enslaved him’ - I’ll get in first if you  don’t look out. 
       All talk about a sexual component in Bond’s sufferings mistakes the author’s intention and misrepresents the reader’s  response. When Le Chiffre goes to work on Bond’s testicles  with a carpet-beater, to take the most conspicuous case, a very  well-established and basic element of the thriller story is at  work. The incident has two closely related effects. It makes us  feel admiration and sympathy for the hero and fear and hatred  for the villain. All these feelings are heightened by the  particularly dreadful and cruel method of torture used by Le  Chiffre. To have pulled Bond’s hair and given him a lot of lip  instead would have been ineffective, upon both Bond and the  reader. 
 Bulldog Drummond makes an interesting comparison here  (and elsewhere). He too was in the habit of getting himself  caught, bound and tortured by master-crooks. But nothing  much worse would befall him than having Henry Lakington  give a snarl or two and lash him across the face with a riding-  crop, or kiss his girl, similarly helpless, before his eyes. The  worst torture in the Carl Peterson saga —not inflicted on  Drummond himself — is alluded to rather than described, as is  Sapper’s habit in such situations, but the allusions are made in  tones of great horror. The torture consists of the deliberate  crushing of the top joint of a man’s thumb. This is atrocious, certainly, but horrifying only by the standards of the 1920s.  After World War II, after the Gestapo and the death-camps,  fictional tortures had to move beyond thumb-crushing. 
 On the other hand, Drummond is cruel and vindictive in a  way Bond never is. Drummond subjects minor foes whom he  has at his mercy to physical punishment in the spirit of a  drumhead court martial. A nasty-faced trio in Barking Creek,  with that smattering of education which is the truly dangerous  thing, is taken by surprise and marched off for a good skilful  kicking; we’re not told in what part of the body. On the same  occasion (early in The Black Gang) a couple of flashily dressed  Jews get sterner treatment, a flogging with a cat-o’-nine-tails  within an inch of their lives. ‘We merely anticipate the law,’  Drummond explains to the Jews’ superior. ‘It is the punishment for their method of livelihood.’ 
 Now Bond is brutal enough in combat. He is handy with his  feet, on one occasion killing a man by kicking him downstairs,  on another kicking an unwary opponent in the bottom so as to  bring the man’s head against a mahogany dressing-table hard  enough to lay him out. But Bond delivers the first kick as a  disarmed agent in an enemy stronghold; the second, however  much he may relish it, holds no element of the punitive. He whips nobody. Drummond’s kickings and lashings are carried  out by a kind of private storm-detachment under his personal  orders, and are administered at the point of a gun. These are  characteristics of Mr Fleming’s villains. (Compare Diamonds  Are Forever, ch. 20.) 
 I could go on to play off Drummond’s treatment of Lakington (dropping him into a bath of acid with the comment ‘The  retribution is just’) against Bond’s treatment of the Robber in  Live and Let Die (refraining from pulling him out of a tank  with a shark in it). But however favourable to Bond the comparison might turn out, it couldn’t establish him as a man of  peace. On my computation he shoots, throttles, stabs, buries  in guano, causes to be sucked out of the broken window of a  high-flying aircraft or in some other way directly encompasses  the deaths of thirty-eight and a half bad men; he and a  barracuda share responsibility for the death of a thirty-ninth.  Spread over thirteen books, this is not a large figure, and  Bond’s range looks restricted when we notice the seventy or  so other individuals who, without his intervention, are blown up, burnt in wrecked cars, eaten by piranhas, cyanided, pushed  down a bob-sleigh run without a bob-sleigh, buried in an  avalanche, chopped up in the snow-fan of an Alpine locomotive, choked with a fish, flung into a river by the dynamiting of a railway bridge, hit on the nape of the neck with the  brim of a hurled steel hat, and so on. There’s further loss of  life, difficult to compute accurately but amounting to perhaps  five hundred persons in all, in the battle at Fort Knox and  when Drax’s atomic bomb lands among shipping in the North  Sea. 
 The effect of this ground bass of violence is partly just to  entertain the reader in itself, by showing him glimpses of a  semi-fantasy world he might like to inhabit, but dare not. He  is also the more likely to admire Bond as one who not only  inhabits such a world by choice, but survives the worst it can  do to him and comes out on top. Further, against a background  so variously lethal, Bond can be seen as relatively responsible,  never killing wantonly, never — or hardly ever — in cold blood,  hesitating (almost fatally) to dispatch Scaramanga, probably  the most efficient one-man death-dealer in the world. Now and  then he struggles with his conscience over the morality of the  whole thing. 
 At the beginning of Goldfinger he’s brooding over that  Mexican he killed (in self-defence) the previous day. Should  he have done it? Well, people who make H-bombs are just as  had, aren’t they? In Casino Royale Bond has a long argument  about secret-service ethics with his French ally, Mathis. Bond  sees the desire for revenge, not any sort of patriotism, as  dominant in his desire to kill Le Chiffre, recently executed by  SMERSH before Bond could get to him. Mathis just laughs.  Bond comes up with the almost mystical view that Le Chiffre  shouldn’t have been killed, because he provided such a  wonderful object-lesson in evil and thus helped to establish an  opposing norm of good. Mathis laughs again, as well he might,  and tells Bond not to worry, his country’s enemies include  plenty of people bad enough to merit killing. Bond has nothing  to say to that. 
 The title story of For Your Eyes Only provides Bond with  his trickiest assignment from the moral point of view. He can’t fall back on his usual assumption that a job given him by  the Service will automatically be in a just cause. The case  needs consideration in some detail. An elderly, harmless  couple, Mr and Mrs Havelock, have been murdered in Jamaica  on the orders of an ex-Nazi gangster called von Hammerstein  because he wants the Havelock house and they refuse to sell it.  Later, von Hammerstein has to leave the Caribbean and takes  refuge in Vermont with a trio of trigger-men. At this stage M  sends for Bond and lays the facts before him. ‘I’ve got to  decide what to do,’ M says pensively. 
 
 Now Bond realized why M was troubled, why he  wanted someone else to make the decision. Because these  had been friends of M. Because a personal element was  involved, M had worked on the case by himself. And now  it had come to the point when justice ought to be done  and these people brought to book. But M was thinking:  is this justice, or is it revenge? No judge would take a  murder case in which he had personally known the  murdered person. M wanted someone else, Bond, to  deliver judgment. There were no doubts in Bond’s mind.  He didn’t know the Havelocks or care who they were.  Hammerstein had operated the law of the jungle on  two defenceless old people. Since no other law was available, the law of the jungle should be visited upon Hammerstein. In no other way could justice be done.  If it was revenge, it was the revenge of the community. 
 Bond said: ‘I wouldn’t hesitate for a minute, sir. If  foreign gangsters find they can get away with this kind of  thing they’ll decide the English are as soft as some other  people seem to think we are. This is a case for rough  justice — an eye for an eye.’ 
 M went on looking at Bond. He gave no encouragement,  made no comment.
 Bond said: ‘These people can’t be hung, sir. But they  ought to be killed.’
 
 The conversation ends there; Bond takes the von Hammerstein file from M and departs on his mission. 
 I find this lurch into the ethical corruption of Drummond’s  cat-wielding Black Gang much more repulsive than Quarrel’s  manhandling of the girl photographer in Dr No or any of the  ‘sadistic’ set-pieces. You just can’t have people setting themselves up as instruments of ‘the revenge of the community’.  To Bond’s credit, and to Mr Fleming’s, the subject is felt not  to be settled in the passage I’ve quoted and is uneasily brought  up again when Bond is under cover with von Hammerstein in  his sights, having made his way to the Vermont hideout and  just now encountered the Havelocks’ daughter on the same  mission as himself. He checks his rifle. 
 
 Bond did not like what he was going to do, and all the way from England he had had to keep reminding himself what  sort of men these were. The killing of the Havelocks had been a particularly dreadful killing. Von Hammerstein  and his gunmen were particularly dreadful men whom  many people around the world would probably be very  glad to destroy, as this girl proposed to do, out of private  revenge. But for Bond it was different. He had no personal  motives against them. This was merely his job — as it was  the job of a pest-control officer to kill rats. He was the  public executioner appointed by M to represent the  community. In a way, Bond argued to himself, these men  were as much enemies of his country as were the agents of  SMERSH or of other enemy Secret Services. They had declared and waged war against British people on British  soil and they were currently planning another attack.  Bond’s mind hunted round for more arguments to bolster  his resolve. They had killed the girl’s pony and her dog  with two casual sideswipes of the hand as if they had been  flies. They …   
A burst of automatic fire from the valley brought Bond  to his feet. His rifle was up and taking aim as the second  burst came. The harsh racket of noise was followed by  laughter and hand-clapping. The kingfisher, a handful of  tattered blue and grey feathers, thudded to the lawn and  lay fluttering. Von Hammerstein, smoke still dribbling  from the snout of his tommy-gun, walked a few steps and  put the heel of his naked foot down and pivoted sharply. 
 
 This is much more acceptable. The air of confident righteousness has been replaced by transparent rationalization on  Bond’s part. And at this stage we can feel that Bond, about to  do the actual job, is at any rate better than M, who would  never go near it, would if challenged disavow any connection  with it and, by a repulsive combination of cunning and  cowardice, gets Bond not only to do his, M’s, murder for him,  but to suggest that it be done. 
 Some readers will see these moments of scruple as unconvincing, or as indicating that Bond is a hypocrite, or as  representing an unadmirable attempt on the author’s part to  have it both ways, to run with the moral hare and hunt with  the homicidal hounds. All three charges have some foundation, but it’s hard to see how else Mr Fleming could have  handled things. Bond can’t be allowed to talk himself round into sparing the von Hammerstein party; members of the 00  Section just don’t behave like that. An excellent novel could  he (probably has been) written about a secret agent who found  killing so distasteful that he stopped doing it, but Bond is not  the man for that role, and a book of the realistic sort envisaged  couldn’t accommodate the qualities we value him for, though  it might foster others no less or even more valuable. On the  other hand, Bond can’t go on blazing away with never a second  thought. Most of us would shrink from identifying with a  mere terrorist who happens to be killing Nazis and Communists and such. Even Mickey Spillane’s Mike Hammer,  compared with whom Bond is a splendid example to contemporary youth, shows what we are apparently meant to  think of as a sense of mission6

. A secret agent (in fiction) has  no choice but to be a hypocrite. 
 



3  Going Slowly to  Pieces
 
 BOND’S SUCCESS as a fantasy-figure depends in the  first place on those attributes of his which are, so to speak,  compulsory in his line of business: ability to stand pain, physical stamina, resourcefulness, bravery7

 and so on. Other attributes which seem at a casual glance to be purely arbitrary, or  decorative, are in fact no less important. 
 To begin with the most apparently trivial: Bond smokes enough to turn a regimental sergeant-major’s cap-badge black,  with a heroic vigour and abandon doubly impressive in these days of full medical information. He unreflectingly enjoys  what we can no longer feel quite comfortable about, living our  lives for us as we should like to live them every time he draws  the smoke deep into his lungs with a prolonged hiss. Our  admiration mounts yet further when we find that not only  does he have his cigarettes specially made for him by Morlands of Grosvenor Street (this sort of thing is more or less routine  in the fictional Secret Service), but they are of a Balkan and  Turkish mixture with a higher nicotine content than the  cheaper varieties. And his average consumption is sixty a day  He got through seventy once in Royale-les-Eaux, but that was  after a long evening winning a couple of million francs a  baccarat. 
 The drink question is less straightforward, which is as it should be, drink being many things and nicotine only a couple. Bond is never drunk on the job, though he may have  to pretend to be in order to make cardsharping millionaires overreach themselves. Between jobs, however —I may as well quote from his full medical report at the beginning of Thunderball. After taking him to task for his smoking habits, the report  goes on: 
 
 When not engaged upon strenuous duty, the officer’s  average daily consumption of alcohol is in the region of  half a bottle of spirits of between sixty and seventy proof.  On examination, there continues to be little definite sign  of deterioration. The tongue is furred. The blood pressure  a little raised at 160/ 90. The liver is not palpable. On the  other hand, when pressed, the officer admits to frequent  occipital headaches and there is spasm in the trapezius  muscles and so-called ‘fibrositis’ nodules can be felt. I  believe these symptoms to be due to this officer’s mode of  life. He is not responsive to the suggestion that over-indulgence is no remedy for the tensions inherent in his  professional calling and can only result in the creation of a  toxic state which could finally have the effect of reducing  his fitness as an officer. I recommend that N° 007 should  take it easy for two to three weeks on a more abstemious  regime .. . 
 
When Mr Fleming’s œuvre is put on to the syllabuses of  university Schools of English, passages like the above would  be just the sort of thing for the context question. Not only would reading knowledge be tested thereby; much scope is  also offered for the discussion of ‘literary and social matters  of historical interest’. (Mr Fleming’s œuvre is full of passages  of which this could be said, which is one way of defining the  virtues of that œuvre.) 
 Anyway: to take first what some people, I suppose, will  think the least important point, the ‘spirits of between sixty  and seventy proof’ deserve note. Although there are available  in this country plenty of spirits bottled above 70° proof, there  are very few below. We must rule out such possibilities as that  Marc-Ange Draco, Bond’s ex-father-in-law, has privately  been shipping him some special Corsican grape brandy at, say,  61° proof, or that M has had sent him from the cellars at  Blades a little-known Italian concoction, herbally flavoured to  resemble Campari and ideal for Americanos, at 62°. Mr  Fleming would have told us all about anything like that. Nor  can I believe that Bond has been drinking either of the  standard Dutch gins at 66° and 69°. He has never done so  before or since. 
 No: I’m afraid there’s only one possible explanation. Bond  has been at one of the vodkas that are distilled out at 65.5°  proof, probably the Smirnoff White Label. Now I find this an  excellent drink, both straight and in combination, but then,  not being Bond, I don’t go round telling barmen at casinos  that they would make better Martinis if they used a vodka  made with grain instead of potatoes (Casino Royale, ch. 7). It  looks very much as if, when not one-upping a sommelier or impressing a girl or a colleague, Bond stops insisting on such  niceties as Polish or Russian vodka or nothing and goes for the        perfectly wholesome and palatable, and cheaper, substitute.  This is sensible of him, but it does slightly diminish his  grandeur. 
 The second point in the passage quoted concerns not the  strength but the quantity of Bond’s habitual spirituous intake.  A reviewer of the volume pointed out that half a bottle a day  isn’t very much really, unless Bond wasn’t eating properly.  And we can trust May, his Scottish treasure of a housekeeper,  to look after that side of things. What we have here, I think, is  another instance of Mr Fleming’s policy of moderation about  Bond’s attributes, though this time he has perhaps set his  sights too low. A bottle a day would certainly seem far too  much, reducing Bond to the sodden level. Half a bottle  promotes self-identification: it sounds quite a lot — at first —  and yet you and I feel we could manage it. We too could have  occipital headaches and spasm in the trapezius muscles (instead of just feeling like hell occasionally). 
 I suggest that this is a disproportionately attractive notion.  Many of us rather enjoy being told by our wives and sweethearts that we’re smoking and drinking too much. It enables  us to feel devil-may-care at little trouble or expense. A third  way of feeling this is to drive too fast, and here too Bond is  someone to look up to. But wives and sweethearts will never show the prolonged, impersonal, scientific concern of the  Service’s medical officers. We know that while we may be  ruining our health, nobody else is likely to be unduly worried  at the sight of such splendid material going to waste. The  view that, for some people, smoking and drinking are  modes of counterfeiting illness, and so appealing for attention,  comes in aptly here. Where Bond scores is in attracting  the notice not only of a doctor but of a father (M) as  well.    
The smoking/drinking habits of Bulldog Drummond are of  a less basic order. That worthy is always lighting up a jolly old  gasper (in preference to a Turk), but rather as a way of signifying modernity and youth8

 than of incurring a furred tongue.  He drinks quite as many Martinis as Bond, but forty years ago  these would have been sweet, not dry — probably equal parts of  gin and Italian vermouth, with a cherry added, not a twist of  lemon peel. And Drummond’s Martinis are always drunk in  company, with Algy and Ted and Peter in the Carlton or the  Junior Sports Club. In his rooms in Brook Street the drink is  beer out of a domestic barrel, a perfect embodiment of that  rugger-club heartiness and rather fascist good-fellowship  which marks him off most decisively from Bond. Finally, their  common passion for fast cars testifies merely to their common  need for mobility. Asking Drummond if he didn’t agree with  the Bondian thesis that sports-car exhausts were sexy would  draw either flat incomprehension or one of those good-humoured imputations of foreignness and dislike of soap and  water he was always murmuring at people. 
 There’s no evidence that Bond ever voluntarily takes a drink  with anyone; any man, that is. He downs many a Martini and  bourbon on the rocks in the company of Felix Leiter, his  C.I.A. colleague, but always in furtherance of a mission. Presumably Bond doesn’t try to get out of knocking back a few  when, between missions, he goes gambling or golfing, but, as  before, the game’s the thing. Typically, we may be sure, he  drinks alone, late at night, when not even May’s radio breaks  the silence of the little Chelsea square. It’s this potentially  destructive pattern of behaviour to which the medical report refers. Those ‘few close friends’ he allegedly sees a lot of when  in London never appear and are hard to believe in. Bond is a  depressive and a solitary. 
 The fact is that, inside that conservative dark-blue worsted  suit and under the same skin as a bearer of the hardly-earned  double-0 prefix, there lurks an intruder from another age. We  can identify him easily enough by adding in at this point some  of the accounts of the physical impression given by Bond,  his looks and what people feel they signify. 
 
 [Bond goes to sleep.] … and with the warmth and  humour of his eyes extinguished, his features relapsed  into a taciturn mask, ironical, brutal and cold. 
 [Photographs of Bond are examined at a SMERSH conference.] … there was a cigarette between the fingers of  the right hand that hung negligently down from the edge  of the table  It was a dark, clean-cut face, with a three-inch scar showing whitely down the sunburned skin of the  right cheek. The eyes were wide and level under straight,  rather long black brows. The hair was black, parted on the  left, and carelessly brushed so that a thick black comma  fell down over the right eyebrow. The longish straight  nose ran down to a short upper lip below which was a wide  and finely drawn but cruel mouth. The line of the jaw was  straight and firm  General G. held the photograph out  at arm’s length. Decision, authority, ruthlessness — these  qualities he could see. 
 [Bond plunges at baccarat.] The table was becoming  wary of this dark Englishman who played so quietly, wary  of the half-smile of certitude on his rather cruel mouth.  Who was he? Where did he come from? What did he  do? 


 Well, he started life about 1818 as Childe Harold in the later  cantos of Byron’s poem, reappeared in the novels of the  Brontë sisters and was around until fairly recently in such  guises as that of Maxim de Winter in Miss Daphne du  Maurier’s Rebecca. The Byronic hero — Byron’s sentimental  and humourless idealization of part of himself rather than any  kind of real Byron — the Byronic hero is lonely, melancholy,  of fine natural physique which has become in some way  ravaged, of similarly fine but ravaged countenance, dark and  brooding in expression, of a cold or cynical veneer, above all  enigmatic, in possession of a sinister secret. 
 Now one must admit that Bond is hardly the wandering  outlaw of his own dark mind, as Byron and his stalking-horse  were able to afford to be. M’s dark mind is the one that  counts and members of the 00 Section go where it decides  they shall go. And Bond shows almost nothing of that weary  aversion from human life in general, that contemptus mundi  which marked his predecessors. Nevertheless he does function  as a latter-day Byron, at once more dilapidated and more  soigné. He has never quite got round to the traditional facial  antic of curling his lip at all the works of man, but he wouldn’t  surprise us if he did. Mr Fleming has brought off the unlikely feat of enclosing this wildly romantic, almost narcissistic and (one would have thought) hopelessly out-of-date persona  inside the shellac of a secret agent, and so making it plausible,  mentally actable and, to all appearance, contemporary. 
 In the process, some of the time-worn attributes of  Byronism have had to be revised or discarded. Most noticeably, Bond has no perceptible interest in the arts. His nearest approach to literary composition is to draft in his mind a letter  of resignation (never even written down) to M. He contemplates writing a manual on unarmed combat, but never puts  pen to paper. His library is small: Hogan and Tommy  Armour on golf, Scarne on cards, Kennedy’s Profiles in  Courage, some Chandler, some Ambler, some Rex Stout, and — for its information about Haitian voodoo — Patrick Leigh  Fermor’s The Traveller’s Tree. He takes The Times and, since  his exploits began to be serialized there, the Daily Express.  Once or twice a couple of lines of verse flash unwanted into his mind, and he has evidently read Chesterfield’s Letters. All  the rest of the time, whatever may be happening to him and  wherever he is, nothing9

 inspires him to make artistic comparisons or allusions. His mind is completely a utilitarian  organ. 
 This is an enormous refreshment after the dozens of adventure and thriller (and straight) heroes whom their authors load with learning or arty accomplishment as a reassurance, I  suppose, to the more obdurately highbrow reader that he  needn’t be ashamed of enjoying the stuff. Dorothy Sayers’s  Lord Peter Wimsey probably sinned worst in this respect. In comparison with him, with almost anybody in fact, Bond is the ‘extremely dull, uninteresting man’ his creator designed  him to be. But this is right. If Bond were interesting his  interestingness might take the form of an addiction to Bruckner  or a passion for porcelain. I myself could only put up with that  type of thing from a monstrously unsympathetic character;  it would do a lot of damage to Bond. A culture-hero of his  stature must have as few accidental specialities as possible. He should be a simple proforma we can all fit ourselves into. Bond  could be duller than he is and still acceptable. We don’t want  to have Bond to dinner or go golfing with Bond or talk to  Bond. We want to be Bond. 
 As well as being non-artistic, Bond falls short of the  Byronic ideal in being non-aristocratic, at first sight anyway,  and that’s the sight that counts. In the post-war world he must not have the ducal connections Drummond enjoyed, nor that  worthy’s endless silly-ass line of talk, by P. G. Wodehouse out  of Baroness Orczy with perhaps a dash of Stalky and Co. Bond’s conversational idiom is impeccably classless. His  clothes are affluent and reflect an ability to travel, but never  went anywhere near Savile Row. Apart from beer, which is  out because of its convivial associations, the drinks he significantly never drinks are port and sherry. He’s typically a hard-liquor man. He notices and enjoys champagne and claret, but  he would and could never do what Wimsey once did, establish  his identity alongside a couple of impostors by his unerring  vintage-knowledge. He even goes for pink champagne, once  described to me by a well-known connoisseur as a ladies’ drink.  (Bond gets away with this more successfully than with carrying  that ladies’ gun, the notorious Beretta .25, which the Armourer  of the Service is so sarcastic about.) The only brandy Bond is  ever reported to order is a Hennessy’s Three Star, a splendid  drink but streets behind the same distiller’s XO, which is the  least Wimsey would consider. 
 With all this showing out in front, Mr Fleming is able to smuggle in a good deal of semi-aristocraticness by the back  door. Following his policy of moderation, he makes M reveal,  in You Only Live Twice, that Bond is an Old Etonian, but one  who got the push after only two halves — not, of course, for  what Simon Raven once described as the usual thing: quite  the contrary. M goes on to tell us that, after Eton, Bond went  to Fettes College. This (one gathers) is an Edinburgh public  school of high academic and athletic reputation, but without  the upper-class okayness which attaches to many comparable  English schools. Just right for Bond, one feels. Similarly, he  could get nowhere near affording to become a member of  Blades Club, but he fits into it without the least incongruity as M’s10

 guest, finding it impressive though in no way novel.  When he impersonates Sir Hilary Bray to infiltrate Blofeld’s  stronghold, Bond has to swot up heraldry, as his cover, and  the real Sir Hilary’s personal history, but there is no need for  any accent-polishing or the like. Incidentally, Sean Connery’s  total wrongness for the film part of Bond is nowhere better  demonstrated than at this point. Mr Connery could put up  a show as a Scottish businessman all right, but a Scottish  baronet never. 
 Bond’s social standing, then, is distantly and deviously  related to that of the youth of noble birth in Byron’s poem.  His general attitude to his fellow-men shows a closer parallel.  Mingling with the herd was something Childe Harold never  cared for. He felt that, as he put it, it penned him in their  fold. Bond would be in agreement there. He has a curious  loathing of tea on ideological grounds, seeing it as a ‘flat, soft, time-wasting opium of the masses’, and on one occasion goes  on to be snooty about 
 
… cottagey, raftery nooks where elderly couples with Ford  Populars and Morris Minors talked in muted tones about  children called Len and Ron and Pearl and Ethel, and ate  in small mouthfuls with the points of their teeth and  made not a sound with the tea things. It was all a world  whose ghastly daintiness and propriety would normally  have sickened him. 
 
   (It doesn’t sicken him just this once because being on a diet  has made him abnormally tolerant.) 
 Bond’s objections to the masses extend beyond England. He  regards individual Americans with the highest respect, but in  the plural they’re the neon-lit, women-dominated conspicuous consumers of popular sociology. Outside the English-speaking  world there’s even less hope for the herd, with Turkey a  country of furtive, stunted little men, Switzerland a nation of  alcoholics, and so on. But these notions belong to the books as  a whole, or to their author, rather than to the figure of Bond  in particular, and I mean to discuss the xenophobia question  later. For the moment I will merely point out the other side  of this part of the Byronic picture, the friendliness Bond feels  for those possessed of instinctive dignity who treat him as an  equal: Darko Kerim in From Russia, with Love, Vavra (the  gipsy in the same book), Quarrel in Live and Let Die and Dr  No. With Quarrel, Bond’s relationship is ‘that of a Scots laird  with his head stalker; authority was unspoken and there  was no room for servility.’ This is —isn’t it? — exactly how  natural aristocrats are supposed to feel and behave. Perhaps  they do, if they exist. Certainly Bond’s Scottishness makes  such an attitude in him a couple of degrees more believable. 
 Bond is not what they call a rounded character. He has  developed very little over the years since he first turned up in  1953. Even his age has remained much the same. In 1955 he  was supposed to be going to be forcibly retired from the 00  Section in 1963 on reaching the statutory age of forty-five.  But he’s stayed around so long that some tinkering with his  early history has become necessary to keep him down to the  right sort of age. Some of the results of this are interesting. It  now seems, for instance, that at the time of that smart coup against the Roumanian gambling team in Monte Carlo  (referred to in Casino Royale, ch. 3), Bond can’t have been  more than fifteen. He won a million francs at shemmy on that  occasion, but had to turn it in to the Section. Quite right;  far too much spending money for a Scottish schoolboy on  holiday. 
 In one way, however, Bond has changed noticeably. The  first hint of what we were in for came as long ago as 1958,  when near the beginning of Dr No Sir James Molony, the  famous neurologist, reports to M on Bond’s mental condition:  ‘There’s a lot of tension there, you know.’ It seems that Bond  has had too much courage required of him too quickly in the  previous few months, and may some day run out. But this  bores M, and in no time at all he has got Sir James to tell him  about the poison made from the sex organs of the Japanese  globe-fish which old Rosa Klebb shoved into Bond at the end  of From Russia, with Love. 
 Things get steadily worse after that. In 1961 comes the disturbing medical report quoted earlier. Bond holds together  pretty well considering, up to the end of On Her Majesty’s  Secret Service (1963), thinking of resigning at the beginning  of chapter 2 but after a few pages driving his Bentley at 125  m.p.h. after a pretty girl in a Lancia Flaminia Zagato Spyder   two-seater: the sight of a pretty girl in a fast car always bucks  him up. In the last scene, however, the same girl, Bond’s  bride of a couple of hours, is mortally tommy-gunned by  Blofeld and Irma Bunt. 
 Bond takes this loss very hard and his decline accelerates.  In You Only Live Twice Sir James Molony (now a Nobel  Prizewinner) tells an unsympathetic M that Bond is suffering  from a form of psycho-neurosis brought on by ‘an intolerable  life-situation  the loss of a loved one, aggravated in his case  by the fact that he blamed himself for her death.’ Bond knows  he’s breaking up, drinking more than ever and — dangerous  novelty — hardly eating, sleeping badly, going the rounds of  the pills, sitting in the park sweating profusely and speculating  on the trouble-free life of the ant. By the end of the book  Blofeld and Irma are destroyed and the late Mrs Bond  avenged, but Bond, his memory gone, has passed outside the  ken of the Service and is living in obscurity on a Japanese  island, cared for by a devoted girl awabi-diver. 
 The process is complete. Bond has acquired the most important single item in the Byronic hero’s make-up, a secret  sorrow over a woman, aggravated, as it should be, by self-reproach, and framed against a remote pastoral background.  The stage is set for some contemporary Jane Eyre or Catherine  Earnshaw11

 to arrive on the island, catch sight of the strange solitary figure in the incongruous garb of a humble native  fisherman, and wonder at the mingled authority and despair  in the set of the rather cruel mouth. 
 All this is done with such conviction that Bond’s return to  an even keel in The Man with the Golden Gun seems much less  a regeneration, an advance to a more mature stage, than a  throwback to the pink-of-condition Bond in, say, Moonraker.  Brainwashing and de-brainwashing have evidently taken their  toll, and on his last appearance 007 is, sadly, more of a man  without qualities than ever before. 



4  No Woman had ever  held this Man
 
 KEEPING BOND and the women away from one another is a difficult task in any sense, and I’ve excluded them  so far only so as to give his sex-life full and separate treatment. The first thing to grasp here is that Bond is attractive to  women. To notice that this is true of some real men as well as  of many fictional men, and that most real men are perfectly  acceptable to some women, seems beyond the power of the  average book-reviewer. One need not be misshapen or sexually  panic-stricken or voyeurist to get vicarious enjoyment out of a fictional man’s amours, though to hear the critics talk one  would never believe it. 
 There was a female critic, in fact a Critic (on BBC radio),  who remarked apropos of Thunderball that by its use the  reader could have his ‘adolescent inferiority feelings compensated for’. This was clearly felt to be a bad thing, though I  should have thought that, granted that Thunderball did manage  to do this service, the book would be praiseworthy rather than  blameworthy on that ground. The notion has grown up that wish-fulfilment is somehow immature and therefore suspect. I  can’t see this myself. I think wish-fulfilment is a common and  normal human activity. I find self-advertised maturity, pride   in maturity, at least equally suspect. No adult ought to feel  adult all the time. 
 But this is a large topic. Perhaps the best short cut out of it for now is to put forward the works of Homer12

 as a far more  compendious compensation-manual than those of Mr Fleming.  In Homer we can enjoy compensation for inferiority in bravery  via Achilles, in fertility via Priam, in toughness via Ajax, in  nobility via Hector, in cunning via Odysseus. And not only that. What about that episode where Odysseus, cast away  naked on the shore, is awoken and cared for by the beautiful  young princess Nausicaa and her attendant maidens? Blatant  virility-impairment-refurbishment-substitution-syndrome. 
 Some sorts of sexual wish-fulfilment do abound in the Bond  chronicles. Only twice in thirteen books does he fail to seduce  the girl who has taken his fancy. Resistance to his approaches is never prolonged. On the contrary, it tends to collapse the  moment he appears. ‘I hoped I would one day kiss a man like  that,’ Solitaire says at a very early stage in Live and Let Die,  ‘and when I first saw you, I knew it would be you’. One gets  the general drift. In Goldfinger, a lesbian gangstress, who has  had nothing to do with men since being raped by her uncle at  the age of twelve, not only changes sides at great personal  danger to save Bond, but obediently gets into bed with him  as soon as they are alone together for the first time, explaining  that she ‘never met a man before’. The whole plot of From  Russia, with Love rests on the supposition that a beautiful  Russian girl corporal in the M.G.B. has fallen so violently in  love with Bond’s photograph that she will defect to the West,  bringing with her a cipher machine, provided he will come  and fetch her from Turkey. M thinks the girl must be pretty silly, but he and everyone else immediately believe  the story. 
 On Her Majesty’s Secret Service provides the most luxurious  example. There’s an elaborate car-plus-cards prelude. The  girl Tracy passes Bond in her Lancia Flaminia etc. etc. and  later reappears with shocking-pink lips and discreet cleavage  when he’s winning heavily at the chemin de fer table. Something special ought to be on the way, and it turns up. Tracy  can’t meet her losses; sounding ‘slightly bored, slightly puzzled’, Bond meets them for her, pretending he and she were having a syndicate; after a page of dialogue she invites  him to her bed; when he gets there she stifles his inquiries with  a hand that smells of Guerlain’s ‘Ode’ and tells him to make  love to her, adding that he’s handsome and strong; the next  day her father, head of a Corsican gangster federation, pleads  with him to accept a million pounds in gold and marry her.  After one night, Bond has become this lovely creature’s only  reason for not putting an end to herself. 
 Nobody could complain that he was being sold short on  mink-lined sexual fantasy, here and all over Bond’s adventures. But, as before, moderation enters. After what I’ve just paraphrased it seems unlikely that there would be limits to Bond’s  sexual activities. In fact there are, even if critics can’t remember them. Bond collects almost exactly one girl per excursion  abroad, which average he exceeds only once, by one. This is  surely not at all in advance of what any reasonably personable,  reasonably well-off bachelor would reckon to acquire on a  foreign holiday or trip for his firm. Critical horror at Bond’s sexual victories, I feel, can have its own element of ‘compensation’. 
 Bond, again, gives a good account of himself in bed. I can  hardly see how or why this should be otherwise. But there are  no fantasies of performance anywhere in the Bond books.  Once he goes so far as to postpone love-making on the  grounds of lack of time and necessity of sleep: Live and Let  Die, chapter 11. His powers of duration and recovery are not  so remarkable as to persuade the identifying male reader that  he could never possibly rival Bond. The only consistently wish-fulfilling thing about Bond and his girls is the high  standard of their looks. And he has no say in that matter13

. 
 Bond’s attitude to women in the mass is not respectful.  Masculine domination is the natural state of affairs between  the sexes, he ruminates after one of his rare rebuffs. 
 (A) Bond came to the conclusion that Tilly Masterton  was one of those girls whose hormones had got mixed up.  He knew the type well and thought that they and their  male counterparts were a direct consequence of giving  votes to women and ‘sex equality’. As a result of fifty years of emancipation, feminine qualities were dying out  or being transferred to the males. Pansies of both sexes  were everywhere, not yet completely homosexual, but  confused, not knowing what they were. The result was a  herd of unhappy sexual misfits — barren and full of  frustrations, the women wanting to dominate and the men  to be nannied. He was sorry for them, but he had no time  for them. (Goldfinger, ch. 19.) 
 
 You and I might find this hard to confirm from our own experience, but then, of course, Bond’s duties take him into a  lot of strange places where you and I never get the chance to go. Next, here is Bond’s version of a familiar masculine  grouse. 
 
 (B) Women are often meticulous and safe drivers, but they  are very seldom first-class. In general Bond regarded them  as a mild hazard and he always gave them plenty of road  and was ready for the unpredictable. Four women in a  car he regarded as the highest potential danger, and two  women nearly as lethal. Women together cannot keep  silent in a car, and when women talk they have to look into  each other’s faces. An exchange of words is not enough.  They have to see the other person’s expression, perhaps in  order to read behind the other’s words or analyse the  reaction to their own. So two women in the front seat of a  car constantly distract each other’s attention from the road  ahead and four women are more than doubly dangerous,  for the driver not only has to hear, and see, what her  companion is saying, but also, for women are like that,  what the two behind are talking about. (Thunderball,  ch. 11.) 
 
 Women are particularly suspect and dangerous when they  turn up in the middle of an assignment and ‘hang on your  gun-arm’. 
 
 (C)  And then there was this pest of a girl. He sighed.  Women were for recreation. On a job, they got in the way  and fogged things up with sex and hurt feelings and all the  emotional baggage they carried around. One had to look  out for them and take care of them.  ‘Bitch,’ said Bond  (Casino Royale, ch. 4.)
 
 So when later Vesper Lynd gets herself kidnapped by some  SMERSH people whom Bond has annoyed by taking a lot of  money off them in the casino, he regards her without indulgence. 
 
 (D) This was just what he had been afraid of. These  blithering women who thought they could do a man’s  work. Why the hell couldn’t they stay at home and mind  their pots and pans and stick to their frocks and gossip  and leave men’s work to the men. And now for this to  happen to him, just when the job had come off so beautifully. For Vesper to  get herself snatched and probably  held to ransom like some bloody heroine in a strip cartoon.  The silly bitch.   The idea was a straight swop. The girl against his  cheque for forty million. Well, he wouldn’t play: wouldn’t  think of playing This job was more important than  her. It was just too bad  He would try and catch the  Citroen and shoot it out with them and if she got shot in  the process, that was too bad too  If Le Chiffre put the  touch on Bond for the money in exchange for the girl,  Bond would do nothing and tell no one. The girl would  just have to take it. (Ibid., ch. 15.)
 
 Even when SMERSH is out of the picture, Bond can sound  rather cynical about women. 
 
 (E) With most women his manner was a mixture of  taciturnity and passion. The lengthy approaches to a  seduction bored him almost as much as the subsequent  mess of disentanglement. He found something grisly in  the inevitability of the pattern of each affair. The conventional parabola — sentiment, the touch of the hand, the  kiss, the passionate kiss, the feel of the body, the climax  in the bed, then more bed, then less bed, then the boredom, the tears and the final bitterness — was to him  shameful and hypocritical. Even more he shunned the  mise en scéne for each of these acts in the play — the meeting at a party, the restaurant, the taxi, his flat, her flat,  then the week-end by the sea, then the flats again, then the  furtive alibis and the final angry farewell on some door-  step in the rain. (Ibid., ch. 22.) 
 
  Finally:
 
  (F) And now he knew that she was profoundly, excitingly  sensual, but that the conquest of her body, because of the  central privacy in her, would each time have the sweet  tang of rape. (Ibid., ch. 23.) 
 
  A pretty damaging anthology, one might think. Well, one  would be wrong if one did. Quotation B, I suggest, is funny,  well-observed and not really anti-feminist at all. D is to be  qualified by the fact, taken into account by Bond, that Vesper  is a member of the Secret Service on duty, not just a stray  girl who has fogged things up. E has a note of disappointed  idealism alongside its knowing cynicism, and self-reproach as  well as self-congratulation; and Bond immediately assures  himself that things would be quite otherwise with Vesper.  F strikes me as vulgar and silly, but it’s fair to notice that it  comes when Bond is making up his mind to marry Vesper. At  the end of the book she kills herself rather than wait to be  killed by SMERSH, whose agent she is now revealed to be, and  Bond calls her a bitch again when he finds this out, but I see  nothing heartless in that. C to F, moreover, come from the  first Bond adventure (1953). The general sensationalism of  Casino Royale was greatly toned down in its successors. 
  But perhaps, whatever Bond’s personal ideology about  women, he treats them badly in practice. Something must  have brought about the consensus, among Mr Fleming’s reviewers rather than his readers, that Bond is heartless, cruel,  even ‘sadistic’, a predatory monster14

, that, as another of the  Critics put it, ‘he obviously hates women terribly’. I can find  nothing to support this view more substantial than the  abundant references to the coldness of Bond’s expression (all  the ‘rather cruel mouth’ stuff), and two actual incidents. Near  the end of Dr N0 Bond bites Honeychile’s hand hard enough  to make her give a little scream. A bit of sadism? Well, it’s a  love-bite, a fairly common mode of male self-expression, and  it isn’t as if Bond would rather do this than anything else. And  Honey doesn’t seem to mind, so I don’t see why we should.  The other incident is in Goldfinger: Bond lays Tilly Masterton  out by pressing her carotid artery. This is drastic of him, but  perhaps justified in that Tilly was about to start firing a rifle  at Goldfinger and his friends in unpropitious circumstances.  What must often have happened, I think, is that the critic  starts by resenting the sexual successes of someone so deficient  in moral health as Bond undoubtedly is. Then the violence  Bond undoubtedly visits on his enemies, especially when  they’re trying to kill him, becomes transferred in the critic’s  mind to Bond’s dealings with women. 
  This is the best I can do towards explaining the remarkably  high incidence of misrepresentation on this point. For however much amateur lip-curling towards women in general  Bond may go in for, he never uses an individual woman unkindly, never hitting one, seldom so much as raising his voice.  (Rosa Klebb and Irma Bunt are admissible exceptions.) Like  many men who rather fancy the idea of themselves playing it  cool and tough with the ladies, Bond is gentle and considerate  when it comes down to cases. He relieves physical pain skilfully, washing and dressing Judy Havelock’s bullet-wound,  nibbling sea-urchin spines out of Domino Vitali’s foot — this  sounds weird, but in the reading one accepts the process as a  practical and humane solution to the problem. 
  Bond’s habitual attitude to a girl is protective, not dominating or combative. This holds even when, as with Liz Krest  (‘The Hildebrand Rarity’), and Tiffy (The Man with the  Golden Gun), no sexual advantage is in prospect. Immediately  after his deeply wish-fulfilling first night with Tracy, Bond  starts wanting to help her out of her melancholia, and sets  about doing so. When he and Honey are in Dr No’s power,  Bond does all he can to sustain her spirits in what he privately  thinks is a hopeless situation, instead of denouncing her as an  encumbrance, which is what his theoretical attitude to women  would require. He passes a very important test of integrity  when, questioned by the cynically womanizing Darko Kerim  about his dealings with Tatiana Romanova, he says ‘I admit  I’ve fallen for her.’ How many men do we know who’d resist  the temptation to dig Kerim in the ribs and give him the old  commercial-traveller’s leer ? 
  There’s plenty more of the same. Bond’s success with  women is totally explicable within the terms of the novels.  Women take to him because he likes them and knows how to  be kind to them. He has, of course, further advantages. Other  things being equal, women prefer handsome men to ugly and  brave men to cowardly. There seems nothing to be done about  that. Any number of us, however, could afford to take a  couple of leaves out of Bond’s book. Unlike many heroes of  more ambitious fiction, Bond is good-tempered and not moody. Women appreciate that in a man. And, as Tatiana  notices at once, Bond looks very clean.      



5  Beautiful firm breasts
 
  I SAID EARLIER that Bond couldn’t be held responsible for the uniformly stunning beauty of the girls he’s made  to encounter. All that is Mr Fleming’s doing. He has evolved  something approaching a formula for the presentation of  Bond’s fair quarry. Its most noticeable feature is that, so to  speak, the given girl appears in the first place. After reading  a couple of Bonds we know that at some stage in any one of  them, as ally or as confederate of the enemy (but never as  public librarian or best-friend-in-the-Navy’s little sister — always as novel and as isolated a figure as possible), wandering  about on a Caribbean beach or heralded on the road by the  sexy boom of twin exhausts, she is going to turn up. This is a  convention, and as usual with conventions there’s not much  use arguing with people who dislike it. Either you smile  appreciatively and nudge your neighbour and lean forward  when — say — the saloon goes quiet as new marshal and town  badman confront each other, or you groan and swear. If the  second, you don’t like Westerns, and perhaps would be best  advised to avoid them. 
  Trying to reduce Bond’s score or so of girls to approximately  a single type can be taken quite a distance. Whatever the  timing of Bond-gir1’s first appearance, its circumstances are  often ritualistic. If not introduced in a furiously driven car, as  described above, Bond-girl shows a strong tendency to make  her debut naked or half-naked. She will not have expected a  man to come by just then or, as in Tatiana’s case, will have  expected exactly that. Tracy Vicenzo comes nearest to pulling  off a double by being first seen in a bathing-suit (one-piece,  admittedly), and later being revealed in a flashback to have  entered our hero’s life the previous evening to the accompaniment of the famed sexy boom. Neither of these modes of  infiltration offends me. I dislike what happens in Dr N0, when  Honeychile Rider, virtually naked when encountered by Bond,  drops one hand to her crotch and raises the other to cover her  broken nose, thus allowing her ‘beautiful firm breasts’ to jut  ‘towards him without concealment’. This strikes me as a poor  way of giving the reader a thrill. But the moral tone picks up  swiftly after that. 
  Physically, Bond-girl varies little from book to book. Her  hair oscillates between blonde (clear favourite) and black or  dark brown with no intermediate shades. It is never coiffured.  Her eyes are an almost invariable blue (only two exceptions).  She is often suntanned. She has a wide mouth15

, a small nose  and high cheekbones. Her hands are strong and practical, with  nails unpainted and filed short. Her physique is generally  good, with some hints of assistance from tennis or swimming.  She is tall, five foot seven or above, and not thin. Her most  frequently mentioned feature is her fine, firm, faultless, splendid, etc., breasts. 
  I find this inoffensive too. It seems odd to have to say  something of the sort in 1965, and to have to put on a defiant  tone of voice for it. But one does have to. Post-Freudian ethics have taken over so efficiently from Christian ethics that it’s probably harder these days than it was fifty years ago to refer  to a woman’s breasts in print without incurring obloquy.  What used to be a venial sin at most is now evidence of obsession. Who cares? I don’t much, I must say, though I do sometimes wonder why it’s the most statistically normal obsessions  that excite the most obloquy. And I should like to point out  that, as regards the written word, it takes two to make an  obsession, someone who sees it there as well as someone who  supposedly puts it there. And if there must be obsessions, this  seems to me an honourable and useful one. What would be a  better focus? A girl's feet, perhaps? Her shoes? 
  Bond-girl’s shoes, at any rate, are in no way extraordinary,  though they are expensive: Vivienne Michel’s Ferragamo  sandals wouldn’t go for less than twelve guineas16

 outside Italy.  This principle applies to Bond-gir1’s wardrobe as a whole. She  tends to wear silk shirts, pleated or straight skirts, broad belts  of white doeskin or black stitched leather. My researches tell  me that one can’t look really nice in this sort of get-up without  paying a lot for it. (One needs a good figure, too, but that  Bond-girl unarguably has.) No snobbery is involved here,  unless it’s snobbish simply to hold the view that expensive  clothes tend to look better than cheap ones. The snobbish  approach to women’s clothes is along the lines of fashion, and  Mr Fleming couldn’t show less interest in that. Bond-girl’s  clothes are carefully designed to be outside fashion, to be  timeless. 
  The other thing about them is that they’re active clothes,  associated with work, travelling, the open air, not primarily  decorative, leisured, inactively feminine. Compare Bond-girl’s hair-do and manicure. I would suggest too, fanciful as it  may be, that blue eyes are associated with the outdoors,  brown eyes with the salon, and that, whatever the facts of the  matter may be, a blue-eyed gaze is traditionally direct and  candid, a brown- or black-eyed one mysterious, slumbrous,  etc. Bond-girl has athletic and other abilities, can swim and  dive, wields a rifle or a bow and arrow, sets about rescuing  herself from danger without waiting for Bond’s help, a  couple of times (in the persons of Tiffany Case and Kissy  Suzuki) gets him away to safety when he’s in no state to move  unaided. If this is a dream-girl, she deserves more respect than  harem types or gossip-column international-set types, one or  the other of which has supplied almost every secret agent, from Phillips Oppenheim to Mickey Spillane, with his lady associates. Bond doesn’t happen to like girls who are ‘in any  way public property’. Good for him. 
  Bond-girl, who belongs inside the plot rather than being a  sexy or status-conferring appendix to it, is a gratifyingly far  cry from kittenish little Phyllis Benton, later Mrs Bulldog  Drummond, who existed solely to be kissed by Henry  Lakington while the rope round Drummond creaks as he  struggles impotently, thrown to safety by Drummond over  an electrified fence, or kidnapped by Irma; somebody whom  the swine have got or might get and nothing more. Nor  is Bond-girl what the popular critical view says she is,  ‘an animated pin-up, conceived purely as a sexual object’  (James Price on The Spy Who Loved Me in the London  Magazine). 
  It may be worth pointing out that even the business about  Bond-girl’s one-hundred-per-cent pulchritude-quotient needs a little qualification. Honeychile, as noted, has a broken nose  and Domino Vitali limps because one of her legs is an inch  shorter than the other. (Tatiana Romanova’s bottom has lost  something of its ideal feminine contour through muscular  development brought on by excessive ice-skating, but we’re  told that it would take a purist to disapprove, so this can  safely be passed over.) No sooner had Mr Fleming set his  harmless experiment in action, with the presumable object of  showing that a non-one-hundred-per-cent-perfect heroine  could still be attractive, than the critics were at him with  accusations of morbid interest in deformity, covert hatred of  women, etc. Direct recourse to the text will correct these (and  other) misconceptions. Bond’s feeling about Honey’s nose, in  particular his half-regret that she intends to have it remodelled, will arouse the sympathy and approval of anyone  who isn’t the victim of his own subtlety. 
  Mr Price’s complaint referred to the novel in which most  play is made with a central female character. Vivienne Michel,  it will be remembered, tells her story in the first person. Bond  doesn’t appear at all until over halfway through and the action  concerns his defeat of two gangsters who are holding the girl  prisoner. The book is not a secret-agent story but a romance  with elements of the thriller. Before the main plot develops  there’s a long section dealing with Vivienne’s early — mainly  sexual — life in London. This aroused violent critical hostility.  Punch thought the novel ‘unappetisingly pornographic’.  Vernon Scannell in The Listener found it ‘silly  unpleasant   boring’, and above all ‘not the writing of an author who  has imagined himself into the consciousness of a woman; this  is surely the most blatant transvestism17

.’ 
  Such was the standard response of men reviewers. All the  women ones I could find, on the other hand, praised the first  section; Miss Lucille Iremonger in Housewife called the  handling of a female point of view ‘brilliant’. I know I’m  putting forward an idea not very popular with men when I say  that a woman’s opinion of whether a man understands her sex is more valuable than any man’s, but put it forward I will.  As a man, I feel that, apart from lapses into novelettishness  and social inaccuracy here and there, Vivienne’s early adventures are told convincingly and sympathetically, and their  main point is made with some force. This is that an unsatisfactory affair will damage the woman more than the man.  A hideous seduction scene18

 in a cinema, in which the couple  are disturbed by the manager, is prominent here. Afterwards  Vivienne’s thoughts are largely of her lover, his not at all of  her. The general tendency of this part of the book deflates  male moral superiority, though I’m not suggesting that this is  why men took against it so. Somewhere at work, I think, is a  misty resentment that a popular author should show some  acquaintance with the female heart, a vague assumption that  only highbrow authors are allowed to do that. But, again, why  this should evidently afflict men rather than women I can’t  imagine. 
  Whatever else she may or may not be Vivienne is not just a  ‘sexual object’. It takes more than a good figure and sexy  clothes and an inviting pose — she has to greet Bond with an  exposed bosom, of course—to make a pin-up. Or rather to  mar one. A pin-up can’t have difficulties or fears or suspicions  or hopes, personal and emotional baggage of any kind. Bond-girl, of whom Vivienne is only the most extended example,  always has these, and they’re of one basic kind. Under a wide  variety of covers, Worldliness (Tiffany Case, Pussy Galore),  outdoor-girl self-sufficiency (Honey), international-set glossiness (Tracy), belief in the organization (Tatiana), Bond-girl is a defenceless child of nature, a wanderer in a hostile world, an  orphan, a waif19

. 
  She’s an orphan in the most literal sense. Almost without  exception she has no family at all, and if there are any remnants  — Domino’s brother, Tilly’s sister — they soon disappear. Such  contacts as she may have are bad: a brutal husband, a gangster  lover, a ruthless political machine she longs to escape from.  Tatiana may look like a Russian princess and work for the  M.G.B. and get into Bond’s bed before she has even set eyes  on him, but the most noticeable thing about the way she talks  and behaves is that she’s naive and unsure of herself. Domino  Vitali has a ‘childish sweetness beneath the authority and  blatant sex appeal’. This is spelling it out with a vengeance  (and vulgarly); still, if Mr Fleming felt his critics needed it so  spelt I can see his point. Bond’s part is not to break down  Bond-girl’s defences, but to induce her to lower them  voluntarily. The general moral paraphrases out eventually as  something like, ‘Even the toughest and/or most beautiful  women are likely to be warm and gentle at heart and will  respond to warmth and gentleness.’ This ought to be a truism,  but it isn’t. 
  Honeychile Rider is the most appealing incarnation of Bond-girl, and unites her leading characteristics. Her first appearance  in her diving-kit on the beach has a lyrical quality uncommon  in Mr Fleming’s works, but not as uncommon as most people  seem to think. She’s soon revealed as quite unworldly, ‘uncared for’, a non-town, non-civilization, person but intelligent and determined and therefore tough, fully the mistress of her outdoor skills. Her sexual experience is confined to  having once been raped when drugged. We can see Bond’s  overcoming of her resistance to men as a wish-fulfilling  triumph of maleness if we like, but he does it by using no  more devious or forcible weapon than affection. The most  we’re entitled to complain of is that she begins to unbend too  soon. And even this is subject to the consideration underlying  all meetings of Bond and Bond-girl, that here are two isolated  people coming across each other. 
  When not around Dr No’s island gathering Venus shells or  being staked down among rocks for land-crabs to eat, Honey  lives in her family’s half-ruined house in Jamaica. Here she  keeps a sort of transit zoo for creatures that flee from the cane  fields at cutting time: mongooses and snakes and scorpions  and Black Widow spiders and all that. This habit is significantly irrelevant to her role in the plot. At the end of the book  she has Bond to dinner. 
 
  She looked up at him from the door. ‘Don’t be  frightened. The cane’s high and they’re most of them out.’  Bond didn’t know what he had expected. He had vaguely  thought of a flat earthen floor and rather damp walls.  There would be a few sticks of furniture, a broken bedstead covered with rags, and a strong zoo smell. He had  been prepared to be careful about hurting her feelings. 
  Instead it was rather like being inside a very large tidy  cigar-box. The floor and ceiling were of highly polished  cedar that gave off a cigar-box smell and the walls were  panelled with wide split bamboo…  Under the chandelier  a table was laid for two with expensive-looking old-fashioned silver and glass.    
Bond said, ‘Honey, wha……t a lovely room. From what you  said I thought you lived in a sort of zoo.’
  She laughed delightedly. ‘I got out the old silver and  things. It’s all I’ve got. I had to spend the day polishing it.  I’ve never had it out before. It does look rather nice,  doesn’t it? You see, generally there are a lot of little  cages up against the wall. I like having them with me. It’s  company. But now that you’re here…  ’
 
  I suppose it is conceivable that the man who wrote that  hates women terribly’, but I can’t feel that he obviously does.  



6  A glint of red
 
   HE WAS short, not more than four feet eleven, but  his hands as he signalled for the waiter were huge, blunt  and cruel. He gestured with an impressive precision and  economy of movement. A massive head, the size of a  football and matted with violently red hair, squatted like  a toad on his shoulders. His large, pale, china-blue eyes  swept the room, photographing every detail. They rested  briefly on B*nd, and in that instant he felt an indescribable tension, felt his image being permanently impressed  on the photo-sensitive plate of the man’s mind. The eyes  were remarkable, round like a doll’s and ruthless. The  tiny pupils were completely surrounded by the whites,  forming two pin-points of burning energy. The high, refined forehead was that of a philosopher, but the eyes  and heavy-lipped mouth formed an odd contrast. To  sum up, thought B*nd, it was a face of extraordinary  power  
  He examined him again. There was something peculiar  about him. Something that B*nd could not immediately  explain.
  The man turned to the waiter to order the drinks, and  as he opened his mouth an involuntary shudder went  through B*nd’s body. That was it. The light glanced off the man’s pointed teeth. They were made of burnished  steel. 
   The two men behind him were thugs or bodyguards.  They looked tough and stupid — obviously Bulgars.
 
  This, clearly enough, is Bond-villain, a likeness amusingly  caught in the parody, Alligator, by I*n Fl*m*ng20

. Extreme  physical grotesqueness is so much a sine qua non in Bond’s  enemies that, for instance, it comes as no surprise that Blofeld,  who looked fairly odd when he started life in Thunderball,  should completely transform his appearance for On Her  Majesty’s Secret Service, including dropping from twenty  stone to twelve, and end up looking even odder. (He changed  his personal habits too, and fast: quite sexless in 1961 and  sporting a syphilitic nose by 1963.) Again, it’s just like Mr  Fleming to confront Goldfinger, himself a paramount  hobgoblin, with someone as visually imposing as Mr Billy  Ring of the famous Chicago ‘Machine’. 
 
  Bond thought he had never seen anyone who was less  of a ‘Billy’. It was a face out of a nightmare and, as the face  turned towards Bond, it knew it was, and watched Bond  for his reactions. It was a pale, pear-shaped, baby face with  downy skin and a soft thatch of straw-coloured hair, but the eyes, which should have been pale blue, were a tawny  brown. The whites showed all round the pupils and gave a  mesmeric quality to the hard thoughtful stare, unsoftened  by a tic in the right eyelid which made the right eye wink  with the heart-beat. At some early stage in Mr Ring’s career  someone had cut off Mr Ring’s lower lip — perhaps he  had talked too much— and this had given him a permanent  false smile like the grin of a Hallowe’en pumpkin … 
 
  To have one’s pupils entirely surrounded by white, ‘as  Mussolini’s were’, and as Le Chiffre’s and Blofeld’s also are,  ought to qualify one for the highest villainous office21

. Billy’s  part, however, is little more than a creep-on one; he appears  only momentarily after his first scene. This is the kind of  writer Mr Fleming is; We can be sure that there’s always  plenty more where that came from, any kind of that. 
  Putting together an Identikit picture of Bond-villain from  his various descriptions is a much harder task than synthesizing Bond-girl. She conforms quite closely to one physical  type; he runs to extremes, which is where, of course, the most  memorable features of male physique and physiognomy are to  be found. Thus his eyes are blue, china-blue, pale blue, or  black. His mouth is thick, wet, crimson, or thin, straight,  cruel, like a thin, compressed wound. His head is covered with  red hair or is totally bald. He is either tall—over six feet,  six foot six— or noticeably short—five foot four, five feet.  Whatever his height he’s usually heavy, especially if he’s  right at the top of his profession, but not always. The one  sure way of spotting him is to watch his eyes. If you see a red  blaze or even a glint of red in them, you know your man. (In one case - Kristatos in ‘Risico’ — the reader spots him by this  means before Bond is more than on his guard.) 
  These purely physical characteristics are heftily eked out  with manufactured aids—Dr No’s steel pincers instead of  hands, Blofeld’s dark-green contact lenses (in On Her Majesty’s  Seeret Service), Blofeld’s suit of Japanese armour (in You  Only Live Twice), even Le Chiffre’s benzedrine inhaler. And  minor employees assist recognition — a Korean with a cleft  palate and hands that can splinter an oak banister, a crippled  Corsican with a gun-stick, a band of Chinese Negroes, a team  of German technologists with shaven heads and huge moustaches, a troop of Japanese guards with black masks and black  leather soup-plate hats. But the uniting characteristics of  Bond-villain are ideological and psychological. 
  I’m omitting here the teams of undesirables — SMERSH,  the diamond racketeers, the pair of nasty but provincial  hoodlums in The Spy Who Loved Me—in order to concentrate on the dreadful individuals, the single-handed takers-on  of the full might of the Western World, the bidders for global  power, the Messrs Big. Their professed motives range from  a lunatic hatred of England to a simple desire for five billion  dollars in gold, but what really drives them on is something  more sophisticated, more aesthetic. All of them would assent  to the formulation of their prime motive advanced by their  most articulate representative. 
 
  ‘… Mania, my dear Mister Bond, is as priceless as genius.  Dissipation of energy, fragmentation of vision, loss of  momentum, the lack of follow-through-these are the  vices of the herd.’ Doctor No sat slightly back in his chair.  ‘I do not possess these vices. I am, as you correctly say,  a maniac — a maniac, Mister Bond, with a mania for  power. That’ — the black holes glittered blankly at Bond  through the contact lenses - ‘is the meaning of my life.  That is why I am here. That is why you are here. That is  why here exists.’ 
 
  And what interests Goldfinger is not the spending power of  gold, nor whatever he might get out of handing it over to  Russia, but in the first place the beauty of gold as a substance  and in the second place the artistic satisfaction of bringing off  ‘the greatest extra-legal coup of all time’, the intrinsic rewards  of putting on the production — he talks consciously in theatrical metaphors. And Mr Big wants to be a big criminal, never  mind so much the field of endeavour. 
  Is this necessary or believable? Well, yes and no, in that  order. If we admit Bond to our fantasy World we need a more-than-lifesize figure for him to cope with and overthrow.  Tension is not important in The Spy Who Loved Me, but it’s  reduced to less than it might be by our memory of Bond-vi1lain’s normal stature. We can hardly feel that knocking  off a couple of upstate New York delinquents will engage  much of the talent of the man who saved Miami from an  H-bombing only a year earlier. And the overall inferiority of  The Man with the Golden Gun is typified by the ordinariness of  Scaramanga, who entirely lacks the physical presence of Bond-villain at his best and remains a mere trigger-man whatever his  (undemonstrated) deadliness, the promising hints of homo-sexuality and pistol-fetishism in him left undeveloped. Something really big is only just big enough for Bond, and somebody  really big, big because mysterious, remote, beyond your ken  and mine, is needed to hand it out to him. I think Sapper  understood this point when, at the end of The Final Count, he  explicitly withheld explanation of what made Carl Peterson tick.   
 
…for full five seconds did he stand there before the end  came. And in that five seconds the mask slipped from his  face, and he stood revealed for what he was. And of that  revelation no man can write … 
  
 A man who wants £10 million (Blofeld’s expectation in  Thunderball) is no good for our purposes, then, if he wants  it—just so that he can buy a lot of girls and whisky. That would  make him too much like ourselves. The conscious will to  power for its own sake puts things on the proper scale. It  must be very rare as a sole motive in power-seekers. Put in  Dr No’s terms it becomes virtually unbelievable, or at least  hopelessly obscure. This makes it more frightening. The  process is clear in Orwell’s Nineteen Eighty-Four. O’Brien,  the representative of Big Brother, explains the aesthetics of  power to Winston Smith in such a way as to convince us that  we have never understood what power is or why people want  it, and don’t now. We feel not that O’Brien or Dr No are  mad, but that Winston and Bond, and so ourselves, have  suddenly been revealed as hopelessly stupid and childish. 
  The last word is important. What gives Bond-villain’s  treatment of Bond a peculiar unpleasantness is made clear  early in the very first scene of this kind. 
 
  ‘My dear boy,’ Le Chiffre spoke like a father, ‘the game  of Red Indians is over, quite over. You have stumbled  by chance into a game for grown-ups and you have already  found it a painful experience. You are not equipped, my  dear boy, to play games with adults and it was very foolish  of your nanny in London to have sent you out here with  your spade and bucket  
  ‘Directly you left for the night club  your room was  searched by four of my people  We found a good deal in  childish hiding-places  ’ (Casino Royale, ch. 17.)
 
  The connections are obvious. In a private sanctum in which  there are likely to be strange objects — Goldfinger’s detection  machine, Mr Big’s voodoo effigy, Drax’s glass wall-maps — a  physically formidable man, who’s angry with you because  you’ve done something you knew he would dislike, has you  at his mercy. He gives you a long talking-to, much of which  you don’t understand, and explains how and why he’s about  to punish you. He’s older than you and has all sorts of interests, like books and things, which are too deep for you. All  the other members of the household are on his side and about  as angry with you as he is. You will never get out— out of  your father’s library22

 or its extension, your headmaster’s  study. 
  So detailed a parallel asks to be made, but it would be a mistake to suppose that a literary effect is inevitably the more  powerful the more deeply it seems to penetrate into our  psychological past. Although Le Chiffre is frighteningly ruthless, he impresses us less than some of his colleagues. In many  ways Dr No is the archetypal Bond-villain and more fun than any, more formidable than Goldfinger, more fully visualized  than Blofeld. But the fantastic element in him is two-edged.  His steel hands and his undersea window are enjoyably  piquant, but they also make him a bit of a joke. 
  For my money Hugger Drax is the best villain23

 because  the most imagination and energy has gone into his portrayal.  He lives in the real world, not on a mysterious island, and he  would have no time for such intellectualist fripperies as the  study of human resistance to pain which No and others  natter about. Drax’s physical presence fills Moonraker, laughing, puffing cigars, being vulgarly outrageous or vulgarly  genial. Bond can feel the attraction of this ‘colourful ogreish  figure’. So can I. Drax is a really sympathetic host when he  isn’t distracted by wondering whether his nuclear rocket will  hit London according to plan. This is being truly sinister. 
 



7  Damnably clear  grey eyes
 
  IF BOND-VILLAIN is the angry and frightening  father-figure, Admiral Sir Miles Messervy, K.C.M.G., alias M,  is the stern but lovable version — supposedly lovable, anyway.  He too operates typically in a sanctum, but entry to it is made  via a series of charming girls (Loelia Ponsonby, Mary Goodnight, Miss Moneypenny et al.) who approve of you and  chat to you with a certain complicity as you pause on your  way to the inner door. These are sister- or possibly domestic-servant types; if the former, We now have a straightforward  Freudian reason why Bond never makes a serious pass at any  of them. The prospect of the interview produces a slight apprehension, and it may even begin, especially of late, in an  atmosphere of some severity. This is reasonable, for it isn’t a mere biological parent that M is an analogue of, but a  father, and a father of pre-1939 vintage at that. There can be no easy permissiveness. In particular, M disapproves of Bond’s ‘womanizing’, though he never says so directly, and would  evidently prefer him not to form a permanent attachment  either. He barely conceals his glee at the news that Bond is  not after all going to marry Tiffany Case (From Russia, with  Love, ch. 12). This is perhaps more the attitude of a doting  mother than of a father.           
   
Bond, on his side, is an ideal son. Or, again, he was until  recently. Pre-1963 Bond had no negative feelings about M  at all, apart from one spasm of anger when M was sarcastic about Bond’s forthcoming holiday in Jamaica. (The ‘holiday’  turned into the Dr No operation.) This was in 1958. In 1960  we find Bond feeling so warmly disposed again that, as noted  earlier, he undertakes unasked to travel four thousand miles  or so and murder somebody who has annoyed M (‘For Your  Eyes Only’). For almost a decade veneration flourished. Even  a call to M on the transatlantic telephone was a thrill: ‘ “Yes?”  said the cold voice that Bond loved and obeyed24

. The in-so-many-words admission to Tiffany is a matter of public  record — ‘ “  I’m almost married already. To a man. Name  begins with M. I’d have to divorce him before I tried marrying  a woman.” ’ More soberly, M was ‘the man who held a great  deal of his affection and all his loyalty and obedience’. 
 But these feelings are not unchangeable. In 1963, motoring  through northern France, Bond is mentally drafting his letter  of resignation — ‘Personal for M’. The reason given is boredom at the prolonged and, Bond is convinced, futile search  for Blofeld, and the tone is light, but the very notion of a  divorce from M is a resounding novelty. It would take an  unusually strict theorist to have seen in Bond’s pretence of  dissatisfaction with Universal Export25

 (so as to fool Goldfinger) the symbolical pre-enactment of a thereafter inevitable parting  of the ways. 
 You Only Live Twice takes things a stage further. As Bond  goes into the sanctum, Miss Moneypenny, hitherto his loyal  pal, looks at him significantly ‘with ill-concealed dislike’. After an unprecedented display of anger, M gives him his  new job. The scene quietens and Bond feels ‘a quick warmth  of affection for this man who had ordered his destiny for so  long, but whom he knew so little.’ He could have said that  last bit again: he ought to have heard M kicking his, Bond’s,  character to pieces in front of Sir James Molony a little  earlier. But, of course, we know when we don’t know that  we know, and Bond has always been a great one for hunches.  There’s no mistaking the meaning of his total disappearance  and death-gesture at the end of this book, nor of his mission  at the beginning of The Man with the Golden Gun, the attempt  of a brainwashed 007 to assassinate M. With more than usual  fidelity to the first half of the Oedipus myth, the son returns,  after a long absence in distant lands, to slay his father. 
 But, alas, the mission fails. A great sheet of armour-plated  glass hurtles down from the ceiling of M’s sanctum and the  deadly jet from Bond’s Russian-made cyanide pistol splashes  harmlessly against it. Within a few pages he’s recovered all  his pristine loyalty to old Mailedfist — M’s personal telegraphic code-name, fanciful perhaps at first sight, but actually quite appropriate for such an unflinching wielder of the iron  hand in the iron glove. And at no time has Bond lost his  respect for him, going on calling him ‘sir’ up to the instant  before he squeezes the bulb on the poison-gun. No dent is  made in the poise of the cold-hearted bastard, as the Chief of  Staff describes him — under his breath, naturally. 
 What would have done M good would be to have someone  burst into his eighth-floor office without waiting for the green26

  light to go on over the door, knock that perishing 14-pounder-shell-base tobacco-jar off the red-leather-topped desk and jab him heartily in the ribs with the muzzle of a Walther PPK  7.65-mm., or even the despised Beretta .25. Such treatment  might teach him some respect for the agents who hurry off  all over the globe to do his bidding at the risk of their lives, or  at any rate might induce him to wish them luck and a safe  return, even perhaps to say thank you when one of them  (forgive me for bringing it up yet again) departs to murder  somebody as a personal favour to him and his shrewd,  healthy, hard, frosty, damnably clear grey eyes. 
 This might not matter so much if the bidding that the agents  keep hurrying off to do were more explicit and based on a  more efficient intelligence system. As it is, unless there are  briefings we hear nothing about, the orders M gives as regards  Mr Big and Goldfinger, for instance, are nebulous to the  point of irresponsibility. Bond has experience and initiative, yes, but a licence to kill and a carte blanche are two documents  that don’t go well together. And it looks and is bad when a  criminal (Blofeld) whom M’s agents have spent two years failing to track down is run to earth, or somewhere near it, by a  Corsican gangster’s spy network in less than two months. The  Heads of Section Z and Station Z27

 are directly responsible for  this prolonged failure, but M is responsible for them and so,  ultimately, it. 
 By now it may be obvious why M’s frosty, damnably clear  eyes are damnably clear. No thought is taking place behind  them. Why they’re frosty is anybody’s guess— dislike and  envy of the young, active and sensual must play their part —  but of the depth of the frostiness there’s no doubt. A totting-up through the twelve books in which M has appeared gives a depressingly unvaried picture of what he’s like to be with, or anyway work for. His demeanour or voice is described as  abrupt, angry (three times), brutal, cold (seven times), curt,  dry (five), frosty (two), gruff (seven), hard (three), impatient  (seven), irritable (two), moody, severe, sharp (two), short  (four), sour (two), stern and testy (five), which divides out as  an irascibility index of just under 4.6 per book. Bond must  indeed be the patriotic sort of chap Sir James sees him as in  order to think all this is fine, not just grin and bear it. The  openly devious and unsympathetic Service heads of Mr  Deighton and Mr le Carré are preferable to this peevish,  priggish old monster28

. 
 Outside official ground, deprived of his bulwark of secretaries and assorted telephones, M is more subdued. He  condescends so far as to be mild, non-committal, even — once  — indulgent. So, in this last case, he should be, since Bond is about to risk disgrace and worse by cheating Hugo Drax at  the Blades bridge tables as another little beyond-the-call-of-duty favour to M. That evening the keen lined sailor’s face  and the clear, sharp sailor’s eyes are blunted by gluttony  (‘You wouldn’t care for a marrow bone after the strawberries,  sir?’ — ‘You know I can’t resist them’), and nothing gruff or  testy is said or done when Bond empties benzedrine powder  into his Dom Perignon ’46. It’s his funeral, M observes. It’s  always someone else’s. 
 We recently (1963) caught a glimpse of M at home in Quarterdeck, his beautiful small Regency manor-house appropriately near Windsor Castle. You announce yourself there  by ringing the brass bell of a defunct battle-cruiser (stupid  lumber), and will be greeted by the sailor’s meticulous ‘Afternoon’ if it should happen to be midday plus a couple  of minutes (stupid ritualism). Then, against a background of  naval prints and M’s own water-colours of English wild  orchids, you may be given as much as a small glass of Marsala,  some nasty Algerian wine and a cheap black cheroot — Oh,  and a whisky and soda (at the price of a dirty look) when ex-Chief Petty Oflicer Hammond brings the tea in. M has been  keeping things dark for so long that he has extended the  principle to his six-and-a-half thousand a year (with Rolls-Royce and driver thrown in). 
 Even here, in Quarterdeck’s study, miles from Regent’s  Park and the intercom., poor Bond is going to find himself  being called ‘007’ by M without having anything comparable to call M in return. Although I quite enjoy being annoyed by  M and wouldn’t really want him any different, I do wish he  would lay off this particular piece of boy’s-paper bullshit.  Every time he utters it I cringe and snigger, and every half-dozen times or so I think of that daunting passage in Graham  Greene’s The Ministry of Fear in which the hero, Arthur  Rowe, visits a seedy two-man detective agency. 
 
 Mr Rennit had explained that the expenses would be  heavy— Orthotex employed only the most experienced  agents — and the one agent [Rowe] had been permitted to  see before he left the office was certainly experienced.  (Mr Rennit introduced him as A.2, but before long he  was absent-mindedly addressing him as Jones.)
 
 This was 1943 - true anticipatory ridicule. I think even those  piercing grey eyes of M’s would cloud over a little if they  ever saw it.      



8  Warm Dry  Handshakes
 
 THE 00 SECTION lacks homey atmosphere, among  other things. Its very organization has become obscure since  1955, when it consisted of 007 (senior), 008 and 0011. At  that stage 001-6, 009 and 0010 could be considered dead or  retired. However, a 009 turned up in 1961 and a 006 in 1963,  whether veterans returned from captivity or replacements  numbered out of order to confuse the opposition we shall  never know. Re-entry to the Section seems curiously easy:  Bond gets his old job and number back with no great fuss  after being remustered out as 7777, staying officially dead for  several months and then trying to kill his chief. But one thing  is clear. The 00s have no club premises or common-room.  They show no interest in one another as individuals. The  closest they get is in sexual rivalry, 007 v. 006. Evidently lone-wolfishness is an entrance qualification. 
 None of Bond’s allies or associates is ever permitted more  than a brief or very moderate share of the glory and the limelight. The secret agent cannot, by definition, be part of a  team. Just as Bulldog Drummond, even when he calls in  his friend Ronald Standish, does everything of importance  personally, so Bond has to dominate Felix Leiter of the C.I.A.  and René Mathis of the Deuxième Bureau. Leiter appears in  seven of the books, Mathis in two — he walks on at the end of  From Russia, with Love as well as playing a sizeable supporting  role in Casino Royale. But both are insubstantial figures,  Leiter hardly less than Mathis. There’s little point in itemizing  Leiter’s straw-coloured hair and (after the loss of an arm in  Live and Let Die) steel hook, Mathis’s opinionativeness on  Secret Service ethics and  well, you may be able to think of  something else about him; I can’t. 
 These two exist merely to give Bond information, pass on  his orders, listen to what he says and smooth things over with  the American or French locals. There’s the hint, probably  unconscious, of a barmanship rivalry between Bond and  Leiter. Leiter was treated to a demonstration of Bond’s  expertise about Martinis within a couple of minutes of meeting  him for the first time. He gets back at Bond in Thunderball,  eight years later, on the very same subject. His standpoint,  however, is commercial: how many drinks you ought to be  able to get out of a bottle of gin, whereas Bond’s, naturally, is  aesthetic: how much better you’ll do with a vodka made with  grain instead of potatoes. Mathis just drinks fines à l’eau.  That’s about as far as it goes. Altogether I wonder what Bond  found to say that time when he chatted to Vesper ‘about the  personalities of Mathis and Leiter’. 
 If there is a Bond-friend figure he appears in the books from  which these two are absent. Darko Kerim, the head of Station  T in From Russia, with Love, is in all senses his most potent  representative. He’s stated to be, but also shown to be,  physically impressive, large, active, strong, with an air of the  gipsy and the ‘vagabond soldier of fortune’ denied to central  characters in these sophisticated days, and a warm, dry hand-clasp. He exists partly to explain to Bond about raki and the amatory value of steak tartare, partly to act as Bond’s guide on  expeditions to a gipsy encampment or through the Istanbul  sewers, but partly too, perhaps, to provide a human glow and a  kind of energy that Bond lacks. At any rate, this is what he  does, so much so that we can take him as a kind of right-minded (and better-mannered) Hugo Drax. He comes a lot  nearer than any other character to diverting attention from  Bond while he’s on stage — eight chapters out of twenty-eight — and is killed off at some sacrifice of plausibility. 
 Marc-Ange Draco of On Her Majesty’s Secret Service is  physically a good deal smaller, but he radiates warmth, gaiety  and ‘magnetism’ in the Darko manner and has the standard  firm, dry handshake. The same character, put back to king-  size, appears in ‘Risico’, laughing infectiously, washing down  Bologna sausage with champagne and eggs and bacon with  coffee and rum, kissing Bond on both cheeks after a successful  gun-battle — ‘ “Ah, the quiet Englishman! He fears nothing  save the emotions29

. But me, Enrico Colombo, loves this  man and he is not ashamed to say so.” ’ Two incarnations,  Tiger Tanaka and Dikko Henderson, appear side by side in  You Only Live Twice, the one a big square figure with a hard  dry handshake, the other a huge man with a hand as big as a  small ham. Mr Fleming no doubt noticed this duplication. At  any rate, Henderson disappears from the story as soon as he’s  done his job of giving Bond a view of Japan through experienced western eyes. Lastly there’s Emilio Largo of  Thunderball, big and conspicuously handsome, hospitable, warmly flashing his teeth, laughing hugely and delightedly,  and — the clincher — giving Bond a firm handshake. 
 Largo differs from his physical and behavioural brothers in not being an ally of Bond’s. On the contrary, he’s N°. 1 of  SPECTRE, in charge of the recovery of the two atomic bombs and their conveyance to the target. At one stage he sets about  torturing Domino Vitali by a doubtless very horrible though  unspecified — and oddly ineffective — method involving a  lighted cigar and a bucket of ice-cubes. He’s finally killed in an  undersea battle between the men of SPECTRE and a team of  U.S. Navy swimmers headed by Bond. Largo is a criminal.  His earlier operations, mentioned in passing, include black-marketing in Naples, smuggling from Tangier, organizing  jewel robberies on the French Riviera. 
 These activities closely resemble those of Enrico Colombo,  who black-markets gold and diamonds, smuggles from  Tangier, and traffics in aureomycin, penicillin and other  medicinal drugs. But it’s all right when he does it. 
 
 It struck Bond that Colombo had made a good life for  himself — a life of adventure and thrill and risk. It was a  criminal life — a running fight with the currency laws, the  State tobacco monopoly, the Customs, the police — but  there was a whiff of adolescent rascality in the air which  somehow changed the colour of the crime from black to  white — or at least to grey.
 
 Or off-black or something. Colombo prides himself on never  handling addictive drugs (‘ “These things are evil. There is no  sin in the others” ’), and it’s true that so far as we know he  never tortures girls with cigars and ice-cubes either30

. This  makes a difference, certainly, but I can’t feel that it makes all  the difference. Something else makes that: not so much the adolescent rascality, surely, as the presence of Colombo on the right side, i.e. Bond’s, M’s, England’s side, and Largo on  the wrong. 
 The point is clearer with Draco. No adolescent rascal he,  but the head of the Union Corse, which according to Bond’s  information is deadlier than the Mafia and goes in for protection rackets, smuggling, prostitution, dope-running and  murder. Near the end of the book in question it also goes in  for a fair-scale terrorist operation, with helicopter, tommy-  guns and explosives, against Blofeld and his men, this as a  wedding present to Bond from Draco. Very handy for Bond,  but, as Richard Usborne remarked31

 of Drummond’s adventures, ‘private armies are dangerous things, in fact and fiction.’  Bond is quite thrilled by Draco’s, and regards Draco himself  with respect as ‘one of the great professionals of the world!’  You and I might fancy a shorter and plainer term in place of  ‘professional’. Bond must be out of his mind. That helicopter  is lent, appropriately, by the French O.A.S. Bond doesn’t turn  a hair. You or I would, or should, feel that any proceeding  even remotely abetted by that lot must be bad. 
 Bond not only respects Draco as an efficient private-army  organizer and multifarious bandit, he also finds him lovable.  My imagination’s probably limited, but I find it hard to  believe that the head of a super-Mafia — one who’d held on to  the job for more than a few hours, anyway — could possibly be  lovable. Cordial he might well be, as the public hangman might equally well be, but for me personally the company of  either, at even the matiest get-together, would be spoilt by  continual recollections of how he earned his living. Something  of the same sort would hamper my relations with Tiger Tanaka, late of the Japanese secret police and the kamikaze corps — the  surrender came along just in time to prevent him from  piloting his flying bomb into an American Warship. Dikko  Henderson’s all right really, I suppose. He goes on and on  rather. 
 Darko Kerim is the most appealing of all Bond’s pernicious  friends, but even with him we reject while we continue to read  and enjoy. He models himself on his bastard-begetting,  concubine-thrashing, murdering father, proudly recounting  his own capture of a little Bessarabian hell-cat. 
 
 ‘… I had won her in a fight with some gipsies, here in  the hills behind Istanbul. They came after me, but I got  her on board the boat. I had to knock her unconscious  first. She was still trying to kill me when we got back to  Trebizond, so I got her to my place and took away all her  clothes and kept her chained naked under the table.  When I ate, I used to throw scraps to her under the table,  like a dog. She had to learn who was master  ’ 
 
 That isn’t very nice. Darko says he ‘consumes a large quantity  of women32

’, which sounds jolly robust and devil-may-care  until you start thinking about what it must involve for the  large quantity of women. His much-advertised love of life  goes with a certain benevolence towards death; other people’s,  anyway. For him, to kill someone in cold blood by backing a  car into him is to hand out a lesson in manners. When it comes  down to it, Darko is no better than Vavra the gipsy (another  wielder of dry handshakes), who at least could offer the excuse  of not having had an English governness for a mother, as  Darko had. 
The assumption is evidently that amiability and pep excuse  a lot. Well, yes. But somewhere tied up with this is a second  assumption, that it doesn’t really matter what you do provided  you’re on the right side. This view is characteristic of Jesuits  and Marxists and, more to the purpose, Bulldog Drummond.  Dropping people into acid baths or pinning them to walls  with bayonets is all right when he does it. In Bond's world  that ought to be too simple a view.    



9  We may be slow, but...
 
 THE MORAL content of Mr Fleming’s work, the  values expressed or implied, whether through Bond or  directly by the author, have been denounced all over the  place. Bernard Bergonzi, in a long piece in The Twentieth  Century, March 1958, lamented the ‘total lack of any ethical  frame of reference’ in the books. In the course of reviewing  On Her Majesty’s Secret Service in the Sunday Times, Raymond Mortimer complained that Bond’s values were ‘both  anti-humanist and anti-Christian’. The Spy Who Loved Me was  banned in Australia and the Central African Federation.  According to Ronald Hingley in the Sunday Times, much  concern was expressed in Komsomolskaya Pravda, the Moscow  youth paper, at Bond’s part in the Washington world-wide  conspiracy and especially in American penetration of south-east Asia. (The writer cheered himself up by reflecting that  Western propagandists must be hard up for stuff if they had to  fall back on the works of this ‘former spy turned mediocre  writer’.) 
 The last two reactions probably need no answer. But the  widely shared objections of Messrs Bergonzi and Mortimer  are too surprising to be passed over. I should have thought  that a fairly orthodox moral system, vague perhaps but none the less recognizable through accumulation, pervades all        Bond’s adventures. Some things are regarded as good:  loyalty, fortitude, a sense of responsibility, a readiness to regard one’s safety, even one’s life, as less important than the major interests of one’s organization and one’s country. Other  things are regarded as bad: tyranny, readiness to inflict pain  on the weak or helpless, the unscrupulous pursuit of money or  power. These distinctions aren’t excitingly novel, but they are  important, and as humanist and/or Christian as the average  reader would want. They constitute quite enough in the way  of an ethical frame of reference, assuming anybody needs  or looks for or ought to have one in adventure fiction  at all. 
 What (if anything) holds this elementary moral system together is belief in England, or at any rate a series of ideas about  her. The day is long past when Sapper, not of course writing  satirically or sarcastically, could equate ‘a typical Englishman’  with somebody who ‘Whenever he thought about it at all’ —  which we gather was seldom — ‘regarded his own country  as being the supreme country in the world.’ Mr Fleming is  far more sophisticated than that. And he knows his audience.  What he gives us is patriotism, mid-twentieth-century style. 
 ‘The whole darned bunch are foreigners,’ Bulldog Drummond said of his antagonists in Temple Tower. (He deduced  this from hearing one of them call the others ‘mes amis’.)  Drummond spoke, we can guess, with a mixture of hatred and  glee. Not incredulity, though: foreignness and criminality  were natural allies in his world. The chief categories of undesirable alien in Sapper33

 are the Russian, the Pole, the  German, and the collective dago, the first two with Jewishness  often thrown in for good measure. Americans are all right; even when they turn out to be master-criminals their nationality isn’t held against them. 
 With Mr Fleming we move beyond the situation in which  you only had to scratch a foreigner to find a villain, but you  still don’t need to scratch a villain to find a foreigner. Throughout Bond’s adventures no Englishman does anything bad.  The villains are Americans, Bulgars, Chigroes, Corsicans,  Germans, Italians, Jugoslavs, Koreans, Russians, Sicilians,  Spanish-Americans and Turks. Goldfinger is theoretically  British, but he holds a Nassavian passport and is really a displaced Balt. Red Grant has to be able to speak English like an  Englishman so as to do his stuff as Captain Nash, but he comes  from Ireland and had a German father. Sir Hugo Drax,  national hero, Blades Club, life-story in Sunday Express, looks  a different case at first sight, but after minimal scratching he  turns out to be a German34

 called Hugo von der Drache, and a  Graf too. So that’s all right. 
 To use foreigners as villains is a convention older than our  literature. It’s not in itself a symptom of intolerance about  foreigners. Mr Fleming does once allow Bond to fall into the undifferentiated xenophobia that’s all over Sapper: see the  reference to ‘foreign gangsters’ in this quotation.  And there are a few remarks which take one back a generation  or so: the Churchillian reflection in ‘The Hildebrand Rarity’  when the nasty American is revealed to be of Prussian descent:  ‘The old Hun again. Always at your feet or at your throat.’  But there’s no hint of anti-semitism, and no feeling about  colour more intense than that, for instance, Chinese Negroes  make good sinister minor-villain material. (They do, too.) Even the old Hun gets a credit or two by way of references to  his brilliance and to how gifted he was when Hitler came along  and exerted a hypnotic sway over him. 
 Where Mr Fleming scores is in having made national prejudices knowledgeable, a new field for the exercise of Lifemanship. Thus it’s not the Turks as a whole who are no good, but  the Turks of the plains; highland Turks are good enough to  sit on the central committee of SPECTRE. Paris is bad not  because it’s full of Frenchmen, but because it has pawned its  heart to Russians, Roumanians, Bulgars and Germans. If the  French are to be looked down on, it’s not for having produced  Laval, General Salan and the rest, but because all, repeat all,  French people suffer from liver complaints. The East is  admittedly suspect en bloc; you never get a warm dry handshake there, only a banana-skin effect that (as Drummond  would surely have agreed) makes you want to wipe your  fingers on your coat-tails — your morning-coat-tails, presumably. But there’s room for discrimination even here. Any  fool can dislike Chinese or Japanese; the smart man’s best-  hated Asian is the Korean. And, had there been time, we  might well have learnt that only the Hwanh-hai Koreans are  no good; the Nan Hau ones are all right. 
 I find all this enjoyable, a clever extension of the general  au fait-ness which Mr Fleming has made such a corner in. It  also seems to me perfectly harmless, though others won’t  think so. Grouping people by nationality or region, though a  universal human habit, may well be unenlightened. Perhaps  Mr Fleming ought to have evened the score a little by portraying a couple of humble, ascetic Bulgars, a sentimentally  domesticated Korean or so. But where do we stop if we start  on that? Even if Mr Fleming is encouraging his readers to  think unkindly of Roumanians and plains Turks, I can’t see the danger. The opportunities of translating such thoughts into  action will be rare. Perhaps, again, group sentiment per se is  catching and likely to escalate, so that a French liver complaint  sneered at today will mean a Pakistani stomach kicked tomorrow. But why should this not work the other way round, a  sympathetic Cayman Islander read about this morning not lead  to a Jamaican being asked into the bar-billiards league this  evening ? 
 Enough. Some forms of prejudice are sinister, but not these.  These are no more than fascinating expressions of chauvinism  at once smartened up and on its last legs. They appear to  particular advantage whenever Americans come in. Americans  are by universal British consent only semi-foreigners, very  nearly as good as ourselves. These days there are few things  more un-with-it than feeling, or anyway avowing, the slightest  anti-American sentiment. Nevertheless innumerable British  people suffer from a just-repressed desire to have the  Americans reminded, not in any brutal way, that they don’t  know everything, to see them taken down, not a whole bunch  of pegs, but a minimum of one. Mr Fleming plays on this  desire skilfully. 
 To begin a stage further back: the narrative style avoids  Americanisms with unnatural studiousness. Bond does  decide to have himself an old-fashioned ball35

 on one occasion,  but as far as I know this is a unique lapse. Even Vivienne Michel, who is Canadian and so might be pardoned the odd  transatlanticism, works within the idioms common to all  native speakers of English. Mr Fleming’s American dialogue  includes some set-pieces in hoodlum or Harlem dialect so  crammed with outré phrases and constructions as to suggest a music-hall turn rather than a serious attempt to record or  imitate: see this reference. The total effect is of refusal to assimilate  American English, whether as a source of stylistic material  or as a natural way for other people to talk. This seems not  unreasonable, especially after a glance at those British  thriller-writers who, like Mr Deighton, use American idioms  in an attempt, seemingly, to doll up their own stylistic  dowdiness. 
 In impeccably British prose, then, Mr Fleming gets to  work on the Americans. His account of the U.S.A. itself is by  no means unfriendly in sum. Such matters for objection as  he raises fall into two classes, either rather old-hat liberal-sociological (colour prejudice, motels, jumboburgers) or very  old-hat generic-European (gangs, gambling, colour prejudice).  Once or twice Mr Fleming’s special interest makes his  accounts of American food and drink more searching than  most. But he really has nothing more pointed, or more barbed,  to say about the U.S.A. than that, as Bond puts it, it’s ‘a  civilized country. More or less.’ The pitch comes when Bond’s  assignments bring him up against individual Americans. 
 The point of Felix Leiter, such a nonentity as a piece of  characterization, is that he, the American, takes orders from  Bond, the Britisher, and that Bond is constantly doing better  than he, showing himself, not braver or more devoted, but  smarter, wilier, tougher, more resourceful, the incarnation of  little old England with her quiet ways and shoe-string budget  wiping the eye of great big global-tentacled multi-billion-dollar-appropriating America. When, in Live and Let Die,  Leiter has unwittingly led them both into a trap in Leiter’s  own territory, Bond, though handicapped by a broken finger,  punches and kicks and shoots his way out, killing three;  Leiter is blackjacked and dumped outside a hospital. Leiter’s   fight with the Robber ends with Leiter in the shark tank,  Bond’s with the Robber there. Bond kills Mr Spang; Leiter  turns up in time to cheer. Bond frustrates Goldfinger’s Fort  Knox operation; Leiter arrives with the rescue party wearing  his U.S. Marines uniform — a nice allusive touch. Bond  wounds Scaramanga; Leiter foolishly omits to finish him off,  which Bond has to do while Leiter nurses a broken leg. 
 The clearest exposition is to be found in ‘From a View to a  Kill’. In this story, Leiter’s place is taken by a certain Colonel  Schreiber, a U.S. Security chief at SHAPE. Bond is pretty confident that he can solve the murder of a SHAPE dispatch-rider;  Schreiber is entirely confident that Bond is wrong. Bond is not  wrong. Mr Fleming is scrupulously fair to Schreiber, who  displays no anti-British feeling; nor is there any anti-American component in Bond’s exultation at the end. Indeed,  there’s nothing seriously spiteful about any of this, just a  glow of triumph at the sight of the British winning a trick  occasionally. 
 Similarly, how nice (in Thunderball) to have an Englishman  giving orders to the captain of the Manta, crack nuclear submarine of the U.S. Navy; how fitting that it should be an  Englishman who saves the West from SPECTRE. And what  deep satisfaction it brings when SMERSH, casing about among  the various Secret Services in search of a target for terrorism,  pick on the British as the one they propose to strike against  (From Russia, with Love, chs. 4-6). This part of that long,  brilliantly staged scene, reads like — though I’m sure it wasn’t  consciously designed as—a balm to the pride of all those  Englishmen who feel wounded when they see headlines like  BRITAIN’S V-FORCE ‘NEGLIGIBLE’ — PENTAGON. We’ll negligible  them one of these days, or if we can’t, Mr Fleming will do it  for us via General Vozdvishensky of RUMID. 
 
  ‘Italy can be dismissed … They are clever and active,  but they do us no harm … The same can be said of  Spain …
 ‘England is another matter altogether. I think we all  have respect for her Intelligence Service,’ General  Vozdvishensky looked round the table. There were grudging nods from everyone present … ‘Their Security  Service is excellent … Their Secret Service is still better.  They have notable successes. In certain types of operation,  we are constantly finding that they have been there before  us. Their agents are good. They pay them little money — only a thousand or two thousand roubles a month — but  they serve with devotion. Yet these agents have no special  privileges in England, no relief from taxation and no  special shops such as we have, from which they can buy  cheap goods. Their social standing is not high, and their  wives have to pass as the wives of secretaries. They are  rarely awarded a decoration until they retire. And yet  these men and women continue to do this dangerous  work. It is curious. It is perhaps the Public School and  University tradition. The love of adventure. But still  it is odd that they play this game so well, for they are not  natural conspirators.’ 
 
 Well, perhaps it isn’t the Public School and University tradition exactly, some of us will think, but never mind: this is the  praise we love and could never accept from one of our own,  even in fiction. And then, when General Grubozaboyschikov  of SMERSH puts his oar in — then … 
 
 ‘And the Americans?’
 ‘The Americans [General Vozdvishensky replied] have  the biggest and richest service among our enemies.  Technically, in such matters as radio and weapons and  equipment, they are the best. But they have no understanding for the work. They get enthusiastic about some  Balkan spy who says he has a secret army in the Ukraine.  They load him with money with which to buy boots for  this army. Of course he goes at once to Paris and spends  the money on women. Americans try to do everything  with money. Good spies will not work for money alone —  only bad ones, of which the Americans have several  divisions.’ 
 ‘They have had successes, Comrade, said General G.  silkily. ‘Perhaps you underestimate them.'
 General Vozdvishensky shrugged. ‘They must have  successes, Comrade General. You cannot sow a million seeds without reaping one potato. Personally I do not  think the Americans need engage the attention of this  conference’
 
 You see? And of course the reason isn't far to seek. As Bond  explains to Leiter,
 
 ‘…Perhaps it's just that in England we don’t feel quite  as secure as you do in America. The war just doesn't seem  to have ended for us — Berlin, Cyprus, Kenya, Suez’ 
 
 whereas the only thing you Yanks had to cope with over the  same period has been that little spot of bother in — where was  it? Oh yes, Korea. Glorified skirmish really, what? 
 Such a comically thorough lapse is astonishing on Mr  Fleming's part, and I can find nothing remotely parallel to  it in his work. It points, I think, to the fanatical, deluded,  almost demented constituent in the collective power-fantasy by which no contemporary Englishman is altogether  untouched. Those who hold that violent films, TV shows and  the like are useful in safety-valving off our private aggressions  should hail Mr Fleming as a comparable therapist working  in the field of politics. Read From Russia, with Love and vote  against the gunboat. 
 Delusions of grandeur, so they say, go with delusions of  persecution. The villains of British cloak-and-dagger fiction  have always tended to be motivated by a dislike of England on  top of a general commitment to knavery. This dislike may be  irrational in that England will not have done them or theirs  any tangible harm, but rational in that they construe the mere  existence of England as a threat to everything they value.  (Carl Peterson lost a lot of sleep over that one.) The anti-England machination gets a good outing in Mr Fleming's  works. As well as General Vozdvishensky’s konspiratsia,  which is of comparatively modest scope, there's Hugo Drax's  obliteration-of-London project, Blofeld’s threat to our livestock and agriculture and, in ‘Risico', a Russian plot to turn  us into a nation of heroin-addicts. As the world goes nowadays,  so much devoted attention is flattering. 
 The attitudes about England that lie behind all this are mostly dramatized, put into plot or character rather than  openly avowed; there are some things one doesn't have to talk  about. However, Bond does open up enough to warn Goldfinger against underestimating the British: “They may be slow,  but they get there.' Some other people may think We're soft  (see here), but we know we’re not. When pushed (as when a dozen undercover pest-disseminators arrive at our airports),  we can do things 'supremely well'. After a not particularly  original, but quite vigorously urged, diatribe against post-war  Britain from Tiger Tanaka, Bond admits that the liberation of  our colonies may have gone too fast, but we still climb  Everest and beat plenty of the world at plenty of sports and  win Nobel Prizes. Bully for us. 
 These are thin and muted bugle-calls. But that doesn't  matter. You and I know that what counts is what Bond does,  not what he says, that after barely keeping his end up with  Tiger in talk Bond should move the Japanese authorities to  astonishment and admiration by his daring, St George with a  thick comma of black hair above his right eyebrow and a  rather cruel mouth slaying the dragon Blofeld in his lair. And  afterwards, of course, no medals, no publicity (we don't do things that way), no knighthood, just the sense of duty done.  (All right, and a girl as well.) Bond’s side, M’s side, England's  side is the side to be on, the right side as well as the winning  side or the side we happen to be reading about. 
 I accept this. What keeps Bond at it may be just concern to  do his job, devotion to M and trust in M’s judgment, personal obstinacy, plus finally the vaguest patriotism, but the combination is credible. I also find a belief, however unreflecting, in the rightness of one's cause more sympathetic than the  anguished cynicism and the torpid cynicism respectively of  Messrs le Carré and Deighton. More useful in an adventure  story, anyway, and more powerful, so powerful that, when the  frogman’s suit arrives for Bond in Live and Let Die, I can join  with him in blessing the efficiency of M's ‘Q’ Branch, whereas I know full well that, given post-war standards of British  workmanship, the thing would either choke him or take him  straight to the bottom. 



 10 Elegant Scene
 
 THE ENGLAND for which Bond is prepared to die,  like the reasons why he’s prepared to die for it, is largely taken  for granted. This differentiates it, to its advantage, from the  England of most Englishmen of Bond's age-group. Negative  virtues are even more important in escapist than in enlightening literature, and not the least of the blessings enjoyed by Mr  Fleming's reader is his absolute confidence that, whatever any  given new Bond may contain, it will not contain bitter  protests or biting satire or even witty commentary about the  state of the nation. We can get all that at home. 
 A few markers, however, can be glimpsed. Politically,  Bond's England is substantially right of centre. As the title of the eleventh volume uninhibitedly proclaims, Royalty is  at the head of things. An unwontedly emotional passage near  the end of Dr No shows Bond, fresh from his ordeal on  Crab Key, conferring in the office of the Governor of  Jamaica and thinking of home. What sets him off on this is  the sight of a pair of portraits of King George VI and the Queen — imaginatively executed, one supposes — looking down  the table ‘with grace and good humour’. And the moment  his reverie begins his thoughts are on royals again.  
 
 His mind drifted into a world of tennis courts and lily ponds and kings and queens, of London, of people being  photographed with pigeons on their heads in Trafalgar  Square, of the forsythia that would soon be blazing on the  by-pass roundabouts, of May, the treasured housekeeper  in his flat off the King’s Road, getting up to brew herself a  cup of tea  of the first tube trains beginning to run,  shaking the ground beneath his cool, dark bedroom. Of  the douce weather of England  
 
 There are some interesting intrusions here. Just as we think  we're settling down to a Rupert Brooke tone-poem of nostalgia, with King's Chapel or Henley due any minute, we get this  reference to by-pass roundabouts. These are hardly left-wing  symbols36

, but to include them in this list would horrify and  bewilder older Tories, like M, for instance. M would baulk at  the tube trains, too. He uses them now and then, but only to  give his ex-Leading Stoker driver a rest, and he wouldn’t be  able to understand anyone remembering them sentimentally. 
 By-pass roundabouts probably have a special place in  Bond’s heart because he’s always hurling his Bentley round  them at forty in second gear in readiness to take her up to  eighty in third on the straight. But it's clear in general that  he's one of those progressives — there aren’t as many of them  as all that — who are quite prepared to accept the present and  even to allow the future to happen. Anybody who so much as gets past the porter at Blades Club might be expected to go  in for a certain amount of lamentation about the past being  past, fellows of no family seeming to think they ought to take  a turn at running the country, etc. Yet Bond says almost nothing in the role of laudator temporis acti. He does regret the  passing of the old five-pound note, the most beautiful money  in the world, but this is only national feeling: the new ones  look like any other country's money. Hearing the motor-mowers going in Regent's Park prompts him to reflect that  one of the most beautiful noises of summer, the drowsy iron  song of the old machines, was going for ever from the world.  But he's no doubt influenced by being in M's office at the time, and is broadminded enough to admit that perhaps today  children felt the same about the pull and chatter of the little  two-stroke engines. 
 Only once or twice does Bond fall into the way of thinking  that’s presumably standard at Blades Club, as when he decides that Count Lippe, though doubtless good at backgammon and polo, has the yellow streak of the man who lives  on women. That sort of observation would go down like a  bomb at Drummond's Junior Sports Club, too, and so would  Bond's reading of the demeanour of a young taxi-driver as  typical of the cheap self-assertiveness of young labour since  the war. But Hugh and Algy and Peter Would have been disgusted to hear Bond, a couple of minutes later, chatting to the  fellow quite easily and almost on equal terms, oblivious of that  old sacrosanct division of the working classes into decent, respectable, respectful chaps and half-educated, disloyal,  Jewish-Bolshevist scum. 
 All very democratic on Bond's part, and all very modern-minded. The England he values is the England of our own time.  But does that say much? Surely there’s not just one England  of our own (or any other) time, but half a dozen? Perhaps  Bond embodies all that’s worst in contemporary life. And even if he doesn't, what about Mr Fleming’s England? Bond may  not be a snob, but perhaps the author is, just as Bond may  not be a sadist, but perhaps the author is (see Appendix C for  that one). And what about all that affluence business? 
 If there's one point in these books at which character and  author coincide, it’s their failure to be tempted into snobbery  about people37

 There's no special attention paid to titled  people, or people who have connections at Court, or rich  people, or people who have great country houses at which they  give country-house parties, or people who attend such  parties, or in general any of the kinds of people who achieve the gossip columns. Several prominent people are to be met  with, such as Sir James Molony, the famous neurologist, but  an obscure neurologist, however deserving, Wouldn't be invited to act as adviser to the Secret Service. There are powerful  people about too, but Bond's interest in Goldfinger, for  instance, is not snobbish. The people who occupy the top  places in our society, or who are thought to do so, or who are  courted or adored or envied by a lot of other people — the  actors, architects, aristocrats, athletes, ballet dancers, bankers,  bishops, and so on down through politicians and pop singers  to zoologists-never seem to have much of a part in the  adventures of 007. The ‘international set', as represented by  Count Lippe or Count Julio Vicenzo, Tracy's first husband,  are treated as bad people. Blofeld’s attempts to establish his claim to be Count Balthazar de Bleuville are regarded as bad  and laughable. Most telling of all, M regards his K.C.M.G. as an encumbrance: Bond obediently follows suit by turning  down an offer of the same at the end of The Man with the  Golden Gun. 
 Then perhaps Mr Fleming is purveying snobbery about  objects or places or institutions. You might want, you see, to  own a Rolls-Royce, or go on holiday in the Bahamas, or be a  member of The Royal and Ancient golf club not so as to rub  shoulders with the great, but because the things in themselves make you feel big and important, because, as we now say, or as  some of us now say, they confer status. 
 There are certainly plenty of objects in this sense to be found  in the Bond books: all those brand names that make the  critics so cross. I thought of taking one volume, On Her  Majesty’s Secret Service, and listing all the names of things  from the Cadbury milk-chocolate Flakes on page 10 (a  splendid status-conferring start) to the double Steinhäger  Bond drinks on page 280; one reviewer said he had counted  fifty-six such names. Then I thought that this would be too  boring. Here instead is a rough breakdown into categories,  with a few examples and a brief commentary attached to  each. 
 1. Machines. Tracy's famed Lancia Flaminia Zagato Spyder:  a snob car, presumably, and for that very reason likely to  catch the eye of Bond, who rightly or wrongly is interested in  cars. He might never have noticed Tracy if she'd been driving  a Ford Popular. To mention any given brand of car tells you  quickly and in some detail about its driver. To name the brand  at all helps to conceal the fantasying wish-fulfilling element in  Bond's first sight of Tracy. 
 The Bombard rescue craft with the Thompson engine that conveys Bond and Tracy to Marc-Ange Draco: a touch of  banal reality that helps to make less incredible a double kidnapping at gun-point on the beach at a French resort. 
 The Swissair Caravelle that takes Bond to Zürich: helps us  to remember that Bond's world overlaps yours or mine to an  unexpected extent. We might have sat next to him on our last  flight.
 2. Food and drink. Drink first. The Jack Daniel's bourbon Bond drinks in Draco's Marseilles establishment: whether or  not you happen to know that Jack Daniel's is one of the most  expensive bourbons (and the best), you can guess that any  American Whiskey would be expensive in Marseilles, and the  mention of any brand at all indicates some care in selection  on Draco’s part, or on his steward’s. 
 The half-bottle of Mouton Rothschild '53 Bond drinks with  his roast partridge in Étaples: a very well-known wine, with  the year long enough ago to appeal to the gourmet in you and  me, and yet not so long ago that we might feel it would be  priced out of our range, or would brand Bond as a near-Wimsey oenophile. This reference can be taken, then, as  tailored for the consumer. However, it also helps us to feel, as  before, that we could be doing what Bond's doing. 
 Food. Bond telephones Tracy in Munich. She says, in part:
 
 'Guess what I had for dinner tonight in my room!  Krebsschwänze mit Dilltunke. That’s crayfish tails with  rice and a cream and dill sauce. And Rehrücken mit  Sahne. That's saddle of roebuck with a smitane sauce. I  bet it was better than what you had.' 
 'I had two ham sandwiches with stacks of mustard and  half a pint of Harper's bourbon on the rocks. The bourbon  was better than the ham.’
 
 Apart from showing Tracy as engagingly unspoilt and all that,  this is an item in the disavowal-of-epicurism programme Mr  Fleming had evidently set himself. There's a defensive  passage earlier in the book about Bond not being a gourmet  and liking cold roast beef with potato salad. Presumably he  did himself too well in Moonraker with his smoked salmon —  Highland Scottish, not Scandinavian, of course — lamb cutlets, and asparagus with Béarnaise sauce, plus all that 'in'  stuff about champagne. I took the whole thing in the way I take  Bond’s eating and drinking in general, as in the first place  simple good fun. Other readers have shown themselves to be  more subtle. Mr Fleming could and should have ignored them. 
 3. Toilet requisites. Altogether too much attention is paid to  these, both male and female. When I hear that Tracy’s hand  smells of Guerlain’s “Ode” I want to laugh in an embarrassed  way. For Bond to have identified her scent in such pressingly  intimate circumstances is either ridiculously cynical on his  part or ridiculously knowledgeable on the author’s. I can  stand being told that Bond washes his hair, but not that he  washes it with Pinaud Elixir, 'that prince among shampoos'.  Mr Fleming falls much more rarely into copywriter's dialect  than everyone says he does, but here he does. As against all  this, in my experience people are divided into those for whom  life's too short for all that messing about with expensive glossy-magazine perfume-counter crap, and those who are clean. 
 4. Accessories, etc. Bond's Rolex Oyster Perpetual watch: a  mere piece of conspicuous consumption at first sight38

, but at  second heavy enough to serve as an improvised knuckleduster  and, as pointed out in another of Mr Fleming's defensive  passages, strong, reliable and efficiently luminous. (And doesn't a secret agent deserve a decent watch ?) Without a  brand-name these qualities would have seemed less real. 
 Draco's Waterford drinking-glasses: showing how seriously  he takes the high life, but also illustrating in swift concrete  terms how paradoxical it is to find a rich man's set-up in a  corrugated-aluminium lorry (Draco’s mobile H.Q.) 
 Daily Express. Bond reads it. So do some of my best  friends. I take it every day myself, but I don't say I read it.
 Mr Fleming emerges from this rigorous examination with  little discredit. He names things to provide a linkage with  reality, very desirable when the plot and much else is non-realistic; to appeal where possible to our own experience; to  act as shorthand in sketching character or milieu; and to  encourage our sense of participation. Two episodes from other  books occur to me as clinching the last two points. Giuseppe  Petacchi, the man who hijacks the NATO bomber for  SPECTRE in Thunderball, intends to use part of his percentage  to buy a Ghia-bodied 3,500 GT Maserati as seen at the Milan  motor show. Perfect: we need never have come within a kilometre of such a car to realize that, if Petacchi had been the  kind of man to covet a Rolls or a souped-up Fiat 600 instead,  he might never have gone along with SPECTRE’S scheme.  Again, before going off on a difficult and frightening mission in  Live and Let Die Bond decides to get something in his stomach. 
 
  He had the biggest steak, rare, with French fried, he  had ever seen. It was a small grill called Pete's, dark and  friendly. He drank a quarter of a pint of Old Grandad  with the steak and had two cups of very strong coffee.  With all this under his belt he began to feel more sanguine.
 
 So do we. More than anything else in fiction, the detailed description of meals generates a sympathetic warmth, a close  and ready feeling of identification with the people doing the  eating and drinking. All those gigantic feasts in Dickens  achieve this triumphantly: we’re never more there, in the  story with the characters, than when the roast goose and the  plum pudding are going down. The trick is still effective when  — as here with Bond — conviviality is miles away. 
 So much, or very nearly, for snobbery about things. A timeless masterpiece might do well to leave out such particularities,  but when novels start to show their age, they're also showing  that they're thoroughly soaked in the life of their era. I'm not  of course denying that there are other and probably more  important ways in which they can show this. But if I can  just dash off at a spiteful tangent for a second, I think a few  mentions of (say) Nestlé's condensed milk, Woodbines,  Spinks's plum-and-apple jam and Scotch-and-Apollinaris  would have done The Waste Land a world of good. As it is, the  poem, by setting out not to be limited to or by its immediate  period, has no social-temporal context either, and has become  just one more of the featureless, flavourless lumps of cultural  lumber it purports to be superior to. 
 Now, snobbery about places. Mr Fleming doesn't seem to  go in for this appreciably. Bond goes abroad, but then so does  everybody else these days. And — most important — he's never  blasé about any of it. We can't expect him to be going to New  York or Paris for the first time in his life, but his observations  about them, if not necessarily original, are not a matter of  routine. Mr Deighton's hero, for instance, on turning up at  anything from a foreign airport to a Soho coffee-bar, can't  think of it as just an airport or a coffee-bar, always as one of  those airports, one of those coffee-bars: the idiom of a man  who's been everywhere and was bored by it the first time.  Whenever Bond flies out of London in any direction he's excited by the bare fact of travel as well as by thoughts of his  mission; on arrival he keeps his eyes and ears open out of  interest as well as precaution. I find this rather endearingly  youthful of him. And perhaps it would be more socially conscientious of Mr Fleming to send Bond to do his stuff in  Harlow New Town or the Elephant, but these days I find  I'd just as soon read about Jamaica. 
 Institutions. Here I'm afraid Mr Fleming is liable, if not  precisely to the charge of snobbery, then to the related one of  glamour-susceptibility. This operates only in certain restricted  fields. He’s bomb-proof, for instance, as far as the Orient  Express (From Russia, with Love) is concerned. The appeal of  this is derived, not from the supposedly wonderful people who  might be, or might in the past have been, on board, but from  the status of the thing as an elaborate piece of mobile craftsmanship, plus its important plot-possibilities as a kind of  environment in which protecting yourself against your  enemies raises all sorts of unusual problems. 
 Roughly similar points could be made about the casino at Royale-les-Eaux where Bond twice performs; it isn't there  just as a bit of posh décor but as a trigger for action, and Mr  Fleming has always known how to make gambling interesting,  even to a top-Sawyer non-gambler like myself. The rich people  playing have got to be rich to stay playing. Casinos are probably  exciting places: suavity on the surface, ruthlessness just  beneath. Sure. And yet … 
 
  … James Bond was inside the belly of the handsome, scented machine. He paused for a moment by the caisse,  his nostrils flaring at the smell of the crowded, electric,  elegant scene, then he walked slowly across to the top  chemin de fer table beside the entrance to the luxuriously  appointed bar, and caught the eye of Monsieur Pol, the  Chef de Jeu of the high game. Monsieur Pol spoke to a  huissier and Bond was shown to Number Seven, reserved  by a counter from the huissier's pocket. The huissier gave  a quick brush to the baize inside the line - that famous  line that had been the bone of contention in the Tranby  Croft case involving King Edward VII — polished an ashtray and pulled out the chair for Bond. Bond sat down …  (On Her Majesty’s Secret Service, ch. 3.) 
 
 This won't do at all. Once again I can feel that embarrassed  snigger forming behind my glottis. Raymond Mortimer complained that being told about a luxuriously appointed bar in  this strain made him feel that Mr Fleming was pulling his leg.  Agreed. I'm prepared to lean over in any direction you please  to agree that casinos may be ornately got up, expensively and  perhaps beautifully furnished, full of movement and tension  and even, at a pinch, colour. But that they should afford  an electric, let alone an elegant, scene I simply will not  allow. 
 'Elegant' is one of Mr Fleming's favourite terms of approbation. He applies it not only to casinos (the Nassau one as well  as the Royale one), but also to Rosa Klebb’s sitting-room in  the Paris Ritz and, on the next page, to the black limousine  with white side-walled tyres that might come and fetch her  for a drive if she were the respectable rich widow she looks  like instead of being Rosa Klebb. Even SPECTRE shows its  good taste by using for its blackmail note to the Western  governments a typewriter with a bold, rather elegant type.  One feels that Mr Fleming had not so much right as all that to  make (affectionate) fun of poor Tatiana for calling everything  she thought was nice kulturny. 
The most elegant elegance of all is to be found in the  Adam frontage of Blades and what goes on behind it (Moonraker, chs. 4-8). A quick flip through this long episode gives  us Bond's pulses quickening with the smell of it all and  his nostrils flaring slightly; the menu with “Blades” written in  fine gold script across the top; the wine-waiter who recommends the Dom Perignon ‘46, normally to be found only in  the U.S.A.39

, but available at Blades as a gift from the Regency  Club in New York; M's marrow-bone, brought to the table in  a spotless lace napkin on a silver plate with an ornate silver  marrow-scoop beside it; finally, 
 
 It was a sparkling scene. There were perhaps fifty men  in the room, the majority in dinner-jackets, all at ease with  themselves and their surroundings, all stimulated by the peerless food and drink, all animated by a common interest  — the prospect of high gambling, the grand slam, the ace  pot, the key-throw in a 64 game at backgammon. There  might be cheats or possible cheats amongst them, men  who beat their wives, men with perverse instincts, greedy  men, cowardly men, lying men; but the elegance of the  room invested each one with a kind of aristocracy. 
 
 Oh really? What kind of aristocracy? And shouldn't it be  ‘aristocraticness' or something like that? Bernard Bergonzi  suggested that this sort of thing approached the language of  New Yorker advertising copy; one looks for the satirical  backlash that never comes. Agreed again. Worse yet, nothing  no institution, person or idea in the whole thirteen books is written about with such an air of total acceptance, of almost  reverential fervour. Mr Fleming seems more sold on Blades  than on the notion of England, and if Blades is to be the  heart and crown of England (for some people that kind of  thing undoubtedly is), then Blofeld and Colonel-General  Grubozaboyschikov are not altogether on the wrong side. 
 If I sound annoyed, it's because of the pressure of that  snigger. I have very little serious objection to the existence of  real places like Blades — I suppose there might be a couple — and, to lay it on the line, I would far rather spend an evening  in that elegant room than, say, listening to a programme of  folk-songs and poetry-spoken-to-jazz, though, admittedly, I  should have had to see to it that Moss Bros. excelled themselves, that I was not expected to play cards and that I had the  right of veto on my company. What troubles me is the destructive after-effect of my potential snigger: it makes me wary  when I should be giving my full unquestioning assent to  Whatever Mr Fleming tells me. For a time I become objective  about Bond instead of inhabiting him. Or shouldn't I mind  this ? 
 Is it possible to treat Bond's adventures as partly a joke,  grin at his car and his concealed weapons, boo at his enemies,  whistle when his girl appears, groan heavily when he gets captured, cheer when he works his thousand-to-one chance of  escape? That sort of thing happens when the three so far  extant Bond films are shown. It's a send-up, see? — partly,  anyway. Sean Connery gives a gambling-joint doorman £5 and  they laugh, we laugh; we don’t laugh when Bond slips the  chef de partie a hundred-mille plaque after a win in Casino  Royale. Nor does the author. Mr Fleming probably laughed  about what he wrote, but he doesn't laugh in his writing. I  approve. I enjoy the films and the laughs in the films, but I   like the books better. If Mr Fleming sent up Blades I should  be relieved, my snigger would issue freely in the form of a  guffaw, but Bond’s power would have been broken. He would  be merely good fun.  



11  The  Shertel-Sachsenberg  system
 
 NOT MUCH mind is needed to notice that Bond's  adventures have been getting more fantastic all the time and  some critics have actually done it. With the striking exception  of Hugo Drax’s plot to obliterate London, the operations of the  earlier Villains were comparatively modest in scope: diamond  smuggling, individual assassination, the maintenance of funds  to Communist organizations in the West. Dr No got things on  the move rather when he started feeding wrong instructions  to American guided missiles in flight, Goldfinger followed up  strongly with his projected seizure of Fort Knox, and Blofeld's  schemes, whether as chairman of SPECTRE or in a more  private capacity, were never conceived in a fit of caution.  Indeed, his final appearance showed him, all sanity gone, running a garden of poisonous trees and shrubs in Japan with no  other motive than the enjoyment of watching suicidal locals  doing themselves to death in it. 
 With this last exception, the fantastic element in the various  conspiracies is always played down, the methods used are described in apparently exhaustive detail, with a constant emphasis on logic and forethought, and the utmost use is  made of realistic background material. Thus we know perfectly well that, even if there are international criminal cartels  like SPECTRE, they couldn't hijack a NATO bomber with a couple of nuclear bombs on board and wouldn’t try. But if  there were and they could and would, then they'd use someone  exactly like Petacchi to do the job for them. We suspend our  disbelief in SPECTRE and its designs while we're believing so  heartily in Petacchi's earlier history, in his surrender to the  Allies in World War II with his Focke-Wulf 200, one of the  few of its type in the Italian air force (not just 'with his plane'),  and its load of the latest German pressure mines charged with  the new Hexogen explosive (not just 'a new type of mine'). We  don't notice how thin SPECTRE's ultimate chances of delivering the bombs may be while we’re running our mental fingers  over the solidity of the ship which is to do the delivering. 
 
 The motor yacht, Disco Volante, was a hydrofoil craft,  built for Largo with SPECTRE funds by the Italian constructors, Leopoldo Rodrigues, of Messina, the only firm  in the world to have successfully adapted the Shertel-Sachsenberg system to commercial use. With a hull of  aluminium and magnesium alloy, the Daimler-Benz four-stroke diesels supercharged by twin Brown-Boveri  turbo superchargers, the Disco Volante could move her  100 tons at around fifty knots, With a cruising range at  that speed of around four hundred miles. She had cost  £200,000  
 
 You and I have never heard of Leopoldo Rodrigues (though  we admire the touch of giving him a Portuguese surname), and  we couldn't care less whether the Shertel-Sachsenberg system  works the steering or the lavatory flush of the Disco, but we  appreciate being told about them. We want our money’s  worth, the sense of a careful, visualizing, researching intelligence behind the writing. 
 This might be called the imaginative use of information, whereby the pervading fantastic nature of Bond's world, as well as the temporary, local, fantastic elements in the story,  are bolted down to some sort of reality, or at least counter-balanced. In addition, it provides motives and explanations  for action, and the information itself is valuable, not simple as  information, but in the relish and physical quality it lends to  the narrative. A gunboat in a well-written boys' book can't  just be a gunboat, it must be (say) of the Zulu class With five  4’7s arranged in two pairs for'ard and aft and a single one  amidships, not, again, just to be believable or because we need  to understand about the guns for later or because we like guns,  but also so that the gunboat shall be fully there. To mention  boys' books doesn't denigrate this interest, it merely helps to  define it. 
 The imaginative use of information and so on is rather a  mouthful, and it's so highly characteristic of these books, so  much their very essence, that I don't see why it shouldn't be  called the Fleming effect. Thunderball is full of it: the biographies of Blofeld and Largo as well as Petacchi, not long,  but bristling with factual detail; the headquarters of SPECTRE  and the precise workings of FIRCO, SPECTRE's front organization; the plan for the reception of the ransom and its disposal;  the U.S. Navy’s atomic submarine, the Manta; even the  treasure grounds of the Southern Bahamas — the Disco  Volante is only pretending to be looking for Spanish galleons,  but SPECTRE and Mr Fleming are thorough: ‘ … the El  Capitan and San Pedro, both sunk in 1719, carried a million,  and half a million, pounds of treasure respectively,' etc. 
Every so often the Fleming effect takes on an added note of  conviction, with the author not only caught up in the enjoyment of facts and of the counterfeiting of facts, but deeply  absorbed, writing with an energy that shows he’s dealing with  something personally important to him. The most unmistakable of these interests is underwater swimming, which appears  in five out of the thirteen books and each time sends the emotional temperature soaring; even Mr Fleming’s detractors  have conceded that he handles this subject adequately.  Gambling figures importantly in four of the books and as  marginal decoration in two more. One of these two is Thunderball. Bond and Largo are going to fight it out finally a couple  of fathoms down, but Mr Fleming can’t resist making them  fight it out in the casino as well. Fast cars are always turning  up and getting things moving in the same sort of way, but a full  list would have to include topics — like gold and diamonds —  which make only one appearance. 
 I said just now that, to work properly, the Fleming effect  had got to be geared into the action. Depth swimming, gambling and fast driving all have obvious links with battle, murder  and sudden death as well as being active pursuits in themselves.  Health foods, which we hear a lot about in that curiously off-key introductory episode in Thunderball, are not a subject we  think of as being a-crackle with drama. But Mr Fleming, who  characteristically is as interested in the ptyalin and trypsin40

  side of the matter as in the untechnicalities of yoghurt and  black treacle, is very ingenious about weaving things together.  The health foods come in naturally enough after Bond’s adverse medical report (p. 31), and his stay at Joshua Wain’s  clinic is soon enlivened by his duel with a minor SPECTRE agent. This is fought with such outlandish weapons — traction machine v. sweat box — that we don’t care about, or don’t  notice, the removability of the whole affair. 
 To stay with the same book a little longer: two-thirds of  the way through, Domino Vitali, sharing with Bond a bottle  of Clicquot rosé and fifty dollars’ worth of Beluga caviare,  gives him something in return by telling him a long story  about what the designs on the Player’s cigarette-packet really  mean  
   
Figure 1 [Inserted by scanner]
 
(not the new blue-and-white, completely undistin-  guished pattern, but the old greenish and brownish one, which must have started going out of production soon after the book appeared). Reviewers professed bewilderment at  finding the story there. One kind of reason for its being there  is obvious enough. The moment Mr Fleming had been told  it by someone, or possibly had thought it up for himself, he  could no more have avoided putting it in a book than Keats,  having heard that nightingale in Leigh Hunt’s garden or  wherever it was, could have helped writing a poem about it.  In each case it was exactly the chap’s sort of thing. No meta-branded-goods41

 expert of Mr Fleming’s standing dared  forgo such a chance, and even an ordinary mortal would have  to be very tough to hold back a reference to ‘that extra-ordinary trade mark of a doll’s house swimming in chocolate  fudge with Nottingham Castle written underneath’. 
 The Player’s packet is not much of an intrusion. It occupies  only four or five pages in a longish book, it provides one of  those points of rest which every action story needs, its  pleasantly fanciful manner makes a good contrast with what  comes before (Bond’s chemin de fer duel with Largo) and after (Bond’s duel below the Disco Volante with SPECTRE’s  underwater sentry), and it confirms our view of Domino as  a gentle and naive person inside the hard shell. But some  instances of the Fleming effect in later books take rather more  justifying. 
 One of the troubles with all the heraldry and genealogy in  On Her Majesty’s Secret Service is that nobody’s going to get  violent with them or because of them or by means of them.  Getting on for a tenth of the book is taken up with these topics,  but their use in the plot is confined to providing Blofeld with  a known address and Bond with a means of access to it. (The  pest stuff, on the other hand, is obviously just the thing, but  it peters out disappointingly.) Matters decline further in You  Only Live Twice. Shatterhand-Blofeld’s garden of poisonous  trees and shrubs is a brilliantly horrible idea, and the curtly  worded catalogue of specimens is fascinating, but as an action-precipitating mechanism it simply won’t fire. People don’t get  chased by Jamaica dogwoods and they can’t gamble with St  Ignatius’s beans. 
 The tendency reaches its most extreme point in ‘The  Property of a Lady’ (Playboy, January 1964). Here, the  identifying of a Soviet agent in London is the merest peg for  a great lump of information about Fabergé jewellery, Wartski’s  shop and Sotheby’s auction rooms. Mr Fleming lectures as  well in fiction as any writer I know, but one expects at least a  more energetic pretence that the facts are doing some honest  work in the story instead of merely hanging about asking to be  admired. 
 Perhaps Mr Fleming felt that he could hardly have expected  his readers to fall for yet another battle at the chemin de fer  table or with CO2 underwater guns, and that he was beginning  to run out of ideas suitable for translation into what I’ve  called the Fleming effect. If so, I think he was wrong on both  counts. Among all the deficiencies of The Man with the Golden  Gun—no decent villain, no decent conspiracy, no branded  goods except Bond’s new Hoffritz razor, and even no sex,  sadism or snobbery—I feel most keenly the absence of the  deepsea junketings promised by Scaramanga. All writers  possessed of any energy annex some corner of the world to  themselves, and the pelagic jungle roamed by ray and barracuda  is Mr Fleming’s.    



12   Y*b**nna mat!
 
 THE FLEMING effect deals most of the time with  matters of which you and I know little or nothing. Thus, encouraged by the author’s casually omniscient manner, we  take a good deal on trust. We should notice and complain if,  say, Bond were to call for a twist of orange-peel in his Martini,  or claim to get 35 m.p.g. out of his 1933 Bentley convertible42

.  But if the specifications of the Disco Volante meant that in fact  such a vessel would blow up or sink like a stone on being  launched, you and I, or at any rate I, would be none the wiser.  Granted that the Disco would behave like this, however, and  that we knew enough about boats to know it would, we should  have to make our knowledge public. Anyway, that’s what all  the other people who think they know better than Mr Fleming  seem to have to do. 
 Putting Fleming right has become a minor contemporary  sport. Corrections that have found their way into print cover  an enormous range. Just sifting through the relevant literature  has taught me that the perfume ‘Vent Vert’ is by Balmain, not  Dior; that when Bond savours the smell of burning leaves in  Regent’s Park he must be imagining things, because the Park  had been in a smokeless zone for at least three years before he  did the savouring; that the Deuxième Bureau is not, after all,  the French counter--espionage agency; that Sir Hilary Bray  couldn’t have been gralloching a stag in December, because  the stalking season ends in the second week of October — it  must have been a hind he gralloched43

; that the first killing in  On Her Majesty’s Secret Service couldn’t have taken place as  described, because ‘a man who slides down a bank into a bob  run would hardly slide ten yards before stopping’ — British  Ski Yearbook for 1963. The same writer earned a permanent  place in the annals of Lifemanship when he added that ‘if ever  Mr Fleming had found himself, as I have, in the pathway of an  avalanche he would not have written that “the ground shook  violently under Bond’s ski.” ’ 
 Bond’s armoury has aroused special attention. The student  of the field is no doubt well aware that in November 1962 the  Sunday Times published a correspondence Mr Fleming had  conducted six years earlier with a firearms expert named  Geoffrey Boothroyd. It was Mr Boothroyd who originally  uttered the historic denigration of Bond’s beloved Beretta .25  as a ‘ladies’ gun’, a phrase echoed in Dr N0 by the Armourer  of the Secret Service, a certain Major Boothroyd. Even the  famous chamois-leather armpit holster drew its share of  odium; Mr Boothroyd wrote that it ‘will snag and foul on the  projecting parts of the gun and he will still be struggling to  get the gun out when the other fellow is counting the holes in  Bond’s tummy.’ Mr Boothroyd made a number of constructive  suggestions for Bond’s armament which Mr Fleming admits he  screwed up rather, so that Bond sets off for Jamaica with a  Walther PPK 7.65-mm. automatic in a ‘Lightning’ Berns-Martin Triple Draw revolver holster, and with a Smith & Wesson  .38 Centennial Airweight for long-range work — Mr Boothroyd  had recommended it for close quarters and a quick draw. 
A much more thorough arms-inspection than Mr Boothroyd’s was carried out more recently by Bob Glass, evidently  an American handgun44

 specialist, in an article called ‘The  Gunnery of James Bond’. I read this in a magazine called  Snakes Alive (Trinity 1963) which, since it’s the journal of the Belfast Medical School, is probably not generally circulated  among Bond fans. For all I know, Mr Glass’s piece appeared  elsewhere earlier, but I can find no trace of this. In any  event, it’ll do no harm to recall here some of his observations. 
 
 Messrs Fleming and Boothroyd appear to assume that  Bond will load his weapons with standard factory-made  ammunition. While certainly reliable and uniform, factory  ammo is at best a compromise Most serious hand-gunners acquire the proper equipment and ‘load their  own’  Bond has his cigarettes made to order, so why not his ammunition? Major Boothroyd and his Armoury  Staff could turn out plenty of flawless fodder with a  minimum of effort and, I am sure M would be pleased to hear, a maximum of economy— perhaps at one-eighth  the cost of commercial ammunition.
 ... ‘Below his left armpit’ is where the up-to-date Secret  Agent wears his Old Spice, not his gun…  shoulder-holsters … went out with high-button boots and Al Capone, and are used nowadays mainly by diplomats  who habitually wear cutaway formal coats and outdoorsy  agents who expect to have to beat the enemy to the draw while wearing an overcoat. The place for a gun of reason-  able size and power is just behind the right hip-bone…
  … Major Boothroyd proudly claims [Dr N0, ch. 2] …  that Bond ought to be able to cross-draw [from a  shoulder-holster] and fire in ‘three-fifths of a second’.  Now I am just an amateur, but wearing a simple leather  holster rather high behind the right hip I would be  ashamed if I could not shave a fifth of a second off this  performance. F.B.I. men are required to achieve a draw  of no more than one-quarter of a second, and any law  enforcement officer ought to be no slower than one-half  of a second if he wants to be sure of collecting his pension  in person.
 
 In the course of his article Mr Glass deals with eleven gunnery  errors (perpetrated in the course of a single paragraph in  Diamonds Are Forever, ch. 6) which ought to have guaranteed  Bond’s death in his next shooting encounter, either through  inability to damage the opposition or through a blow-back  from his own gun45

. The energy and obvious enjoyment in  every line of Mr Glass’s piece mark him out as a natural  writer, but they also testify to the depth of the fascination which the Fleming effect has exerted on all those who read their Fleming with the slightest sympathy. Very few factual  criticisms of this sort have been offered in any spirit of malice,  most of them show a positive affection for the text they offer to  rectify, and their total tendency is to increase, not diminish,  one’s respect for the author’s powers. Few men could be so  often wrong and yet seem so thoroughly, effortlessly, copiously,  multifariously, triumphantly right. 
 With this said, I may perhaps be allowed to do a bit of Fleming-correction on my own account without incurring charges of small-mindedness, animus, etc. Whether I may or  not, I can’t resist detailing some of the results of my own  researches. These consisted of asking people questions and  reading pamphlets and books, with no special knowledge or  qualifications used. If you care to check what I say, you’ll no  doubt catch me out here and there. The battle for truth is  never done. 
 Between 1953 and 1959 Bond’s opponents tended to belong  to, or to work on behalf of, a Russian counter-espionage  organization called SMERSH (‘a conjunction of two Russian words “Smyert Shpionam”, meaning roughly: “Death to  Spies” ’). An organization did exist under this name during  World War II, but was redesignated O.K.R. (Otdely Kontrrazvedki, Counter-intelligence Sections) in 1946. In fact, thanks  to the Soviet passion for renaming bodies while leaving their  functions much as they were, both SMERSH and O.K.R. were  simply two of the various labels successively attached to what  had originally (1921) been founded as Special Sections  (Osobye Otdely) of the main U.S.S.R. Internal Affairs apparatus, the Cheka, later the G.P.U., later the O.G.P.U., later the  N.K.V.D., later the M.V.D. The Special Sections, under  whatever title, have always worked within the Soviet Regular  Army to hunt out anti-Communist and defeatist elements. In  wartime, naturally, their functions were expanded—hence,  no doubt, the sensationalist relabelling—and embraced the extermination of deserters, of anti-Soviet political groups and  agents, and, after the German surrender, of Nazi officials and Soviet traitors and collaborators. The Special Sections are  presumably continuing their work, but this has never been  concerned with Western agents outside Russia and the  territories she has conquered or occupied. Perhaps Mr  Fleming was thrown off by the vague and misleading use of  the word shpion (see here). 
 The body in fact responsible for all forms of espionage  external to the U.S.S.R. is the Foreign department of the  K.G.B., the State Security apparatus (earlier the M.G.B.,  earlier the N.K.G.B.). Le Chiffre and Mr Big and the rest of  them would have fitted comfortably into the I.N.U., the  Second Chief Directorate (Foreign Intelligence) of the  M.G.B., in particular into the I.N.U.’s Ninth Section for Terror and Diversion46

 (Devyaty Otdel po Terroru i Diversii).  This last was the outfit for which Nikolai Khokhlov worked  before his defection to the West in 1954. His testimony before  a sub-committee of the U.S. Senate gave a promising picture  of the various assassinations undertaken by the Ninth Section;  and the activities of Laboratories 12 and 13 of I.N.U., which  produced such novelties as the ‘cigarette cases’ enabling  Soviet agents to shoot explosive bullets or cyanide capsules at  their unsuspecting quarry, would surely have provided rich  and ample scope for the Fleming effect. 
 Bond’s adventures betray a comparably not-quite-complete  grasp of things American, though what little is said about the F .B.I., the C.I.A. and so on is evidently sound enough. The American mistakes here are mainly concerned with speech-  idiom. No British writer is free from these, but Mr Fleming  can plunge more wildly than many. It would probably be  difficult to transcribe Harlem talk accurately even from a tape-recorder; it certainly won’t do to have negroes saying, ‘Is yuh  wan’ me to go ’way, honey?’ and ‘Him duh wustess’ man in  Harlem’ and (with a present-tense meaning) ‘Yuh done look  so swell.’ These usages might pass in Accra, say, but not in  New York. In The Spy Who Loved Me, Sluggsy says to Horror  about Bond, ‘This shamus is a limey dick.’ ‘Shamus’ and  ‘dick’ both mean ‘policeman’, and both are obsolete, as is  ‘gum-shoe’ in the same speech. Today’s hip crook calls cops  ‘fuzz’. (An even more common name for a cop is ‘cop’.) In  ‘The Hildebrand Rarity’, Milton Krest says his holidays cost  him ‘just sweet Fatty Arbuckle’. The idiom alluded to here is  British, not American. Krest might conceivably have picked  it up from his British wife, though she doesn’t seem the  obscenity-spouting type. A wise guy, finally, is a smart-aleck,  not a sagacious fellow. 
 Russian is spoken far less than American-English in the  books, but General G. says something odd when Bond’s name  is brought up. ‘Y*b**nna mat!’ gives a glimpse of well-known Russian roots, but their form here seems most unlikely. However, What matters is that we’re being handed a ‘gross obscenity’ too grossly obscene to be printed in full even  in Russian47

. This is one of the best examples of Mr Fleming’s  power to make us feel ‘in’. But it’s a lonely example in its  field. We’re more than ready to believe that senior Security  officials in the U.S.S.R. say the sort of things that Mr Fleming puts into their mouths in From Russia, with Love; it never occurs to us that this might be roughly how they say them.  I’m not asking for clever paraphrases of Russian idioms, only  for something better than the sort of stuff given to Russians  in a fairly competent TV play. But one knows one won’t get it from Mr Fleming. His dialogue is serviceable and nothing  more. The only characters whose intonations I find I can hear  as I read their lines are M and, surprisingly, Red Grant in his  Captain Nash role. 
 I had the curiosity to explore only one other department of  Mr Fleming’s expertise: food and drink. He came out of it  well on the whole, with just two major errors. When Goldfinger  gives Bond a Piesporter Goldtropfchen ’53 he’s giving him a  Moselle, not, as he says, a hock48

. Seems a pity to waste it,  anyway, by using it to wash down a shrimp curry. But this is  nothing to the great Martini enormity. The famous prescription in Casino Royale, chapter 7, which shows Felix Leiter so  effectively who’s master49

, includes, in addition to three  measures of Gordon’s gin and one of (unspecified) vodka,  half a measure of Kina Lillet. Now Lillet Freres certainly  make a dry vermouth, highly regarded by connoisseurs and no  doubt eminently suitable for use in Martinis, but this is called  simply Lillet. Kina Lillet is, or was, the name of a wine  aperitif flavoured, I’m assured, with quinine and not at all  nice: I’ve never drunk it myself and don’t intend to, especially  as part of a Martini. To find this confusion deep inside Fleming territory is oddly disconcerting, as though M should  suddenly give Bond a cold wet handshake. 
 There are, of course, some other funny things. At least one motoring journal has printed correspondence informed by  envious incredulity about the performance of Bond’s cars, but  I don’t give a damn one way or the other about that. You  wouldn’t see a Seaboard Railroad engine in New York’s  Pennsylvania Station unless it was en route to a museum or  transport exhibition. Diplomates cigarettes weren’t hard to get  in Turkey in the late 1950s. But this is only carping, and false  to my overall experience of reading Mr Fleming. When he  goes wrong I either don’t know or don’t notice or don’t care.     



13  Upas-tree
 
 EVERY WRITER of action stories sooner or later finds  himself with an implausibility on his hands. More than one  sort of hero mustn’t go to the police whatever happens, because that would make him less heroic. So he tells us, if  there’s a charge against him, that the police would never  believe his story, and, if there isn’t, that they would laugh at  him. Good enough: he can now continue taking on a whole  murder corporation or Chinese Tong single-handed. (Nobody  disbelieves or laughs, however, in those situations wherein  creatures from Mars who look just like men start their tricks.)  Then there are the detectives who never propound their  theories until they’re completely sure (to save people laughing  at them), the Arizona Territory bank managers nobody has  ever told about security, and a whole army of deaf sentries,  drunken guards, and narcoleptic gaolers. 
 A besetting implausibility of the cloak-and-dagger writer  comes up when the hero is in the villain’s power without any hope of rescue. (Nobody knows where he is, because he was  afraid people would laugh at him or something if he told them.)  Two things now happen. Villain reveals all to tied-up hero,  explaining that he’s been bursting to do so to someone for a  long time and perhaps throwing in a compliment about thank God for an intelligent listener at last. Revealing all like this is  perfectly safe, he explains, because nothing can go wrong with  his plans so late on and hero will be dead soon anyway. The  second thing follows immediately. His story once told, villain drops his neighbourly manner and his talk of regrettable necessities like hot potatoes, tells hero shooting is too good for  him, puts a sleeping rattlesnake on hero’s lap or a time-bomb  under his chair, says he wishes he could stay around to enjoy hero’s agony and witness his demise but unfortunately matters  of greater moment require his presence elsewhere, and  leaves. The stage is set for hero to start working on those  knots. 
 All right, this is a convention, but to say so is not an all-round defence. Conventions can be adaptable (it mightn’t be  too difficult to find new and plausible reasons for policemanly  laughter) or inert. The hero-villain scene I’ve outlined is one  of the inert ones. Nothing will ever shake our certainty that  any villain of the smallest experience or professional standing  would torture his man until he’d revealed what he knew, and  then kill him in some prosaic but quick and utterly conclusive fashion. This is just about what happens when Blofeld captures  Number 2 of Station Z in On Her Majesty’s Secret Service,  but then Number 2 isn’t the hero. The only way of varying  the convention at all substantially would be to pretend to be  using it without really doing so: villain turns out to be not a villain in the ordinary sense but a practical sick-joker, a  director of James Bond films with over-literal ideas about  authenticity, etc. But these wouldn’t do for a James Bond  adventure. 
 The full situation—talk plus time-bomb, as it might be  called — happens to Bond three times, if we count as bomb-substitutes the exhaust of Drax’s rocket, Dr No’s obstacle-course-cum-giant-squid and the coral reef over which Mr  Big plans to drag Bond and Solitaire. There are four further  examples of it with a revised second half, in which villain,  having delivered his talk, has the sense to realize that time-  bombs are dodgy, but delays the final blow so long, or delivers  it so carelessly, that Bond regains the initiative by hitting him  with a wooden stave (You Only Live Twice) or sabotaging his aircraft (Goldfinger) or shooting him with his own book-pistol  (From Russia, with Love) or benefiting from the accidental  intrusion of a SMERSH executioner come to execute a death-warrant on villain (Casino Royale). A different way of handling  the relations between Bond and villain seems called for. 
 And yet this way is so handy. After some thought I’ve not  so much as the glimmerings of any other arrangement — short  of a truth-drug injection — which would put villain enough at  his ease to come clean, or at any rate to propound his view of  himself and his achievements, and we shouldn’t want to miss  any of that. We can have his career narrated to us, see him  plotting with his friends, but such methods leave Bond out,  and so are less personally immediate to the reader. (Eavesdropping in the Drummond manner, outside an open window  in the unguarded grounds, is no good either, for the same  reason among others.) It seems that talk plus time-bomb, or  plus procrastination, is one of those conventions which repay  our tolerance. Nothing can be done to disguise them, but a lot  can be done to decorate them. And instantly recognizable  implausibilities are better than the sort that sneak up on  you. 
 In Poe’s story, ‘The Purloined Letter’, it will be remembered that the purloiner, faced with an imminent search of his  premises, puts the letter in as prominent a place as he can find,  on the reasoning that the searchers will never conceive of such  a stratagem and will spend all their time taking up floorboards, etc. Like all Poe’s ‘psychological’ ideas, this is shallow  perversity: in real life, someone would pick up the letter in the  first five seconds. Fictional villains have always tended to go  in for the purloined-letter fallacy, pushing their most heinous  designs as far into the open as possible as if motivated by an  all-but-conscious desire for detection. One remembers, for  instance, the syndicate in The Return of Bulldog Drummond  who thought that the best way of camouflaging the kidnapping  of a millionaire was to get him to take a part, adequately  publicized, in a bogus film production. 
 SPECTRE had similar ideas. Even when not engaged on one  of its global enterprises, it kept up its policy of secrecy by  self-advertisement, operating a fake internationalist organization as a front instead of just pretending to be a group of chaps  who’d been at school together, maintaining a large office in  the Paris equivalent of Lombard Street instead of holding its  meetings over dinner in a private room in a succession of  provincial hotels. (Admittedly, you do need a permanent  abode if you want to be able to electrocute members while in  session.) When the Thunderball business came along  SPECTRE backed into the glare of its own arc-lights, publicizing for all it was worth the treasure-hunt it was using as cover  (if that’s the right word), announcing in advance the arrival  of the ‘shareholders’ in the enterprise, and in general asking  at the top of its voice to be found out. 
 Bond is ready to oblige. Like all intelligent people he starts  with the obvious. He’s after a group of men who have only  recently arrived in the area and are up to something unusual.  He finds one right away, the only one in the whole of the  Caribbean, and loses no time in taking a close look at it. True  to SPECTRE’s public-relations policy, Largo shows Bond and  Leiter over the Disco Volante almost before they ask him. He  just restrains himself from demonstrating to them the actual  equipment which will be used to shift the atomic bombs, but  tells them or refrains from telling them easily enough to  sharpen their suspicions. He ought to, he would have directed  them to get lost before they even came alongside the Disco,  just as SPECTRE would have kept the boat at some remote  anchorage and moved people and supplies to it clandestinely.  The best way of hiding something is to keep it out of  sight. 
 As so often, the trouble started at the top. Towards the end  of his life, the exhibitionism of Blofeld became pathological.  By the time of his second SPECTRE project, in On Her  Majesty’s Secret Service, he seems to have come to believe  that advertisement is not only the ideal form of concealment  but, so to speak, desirable in itself. Thus he goes through the  familiar procedure by ‘disguising’ his plague laboratory as an  allergy clinic, using as disseminators ten beautiful girls  instead of ten plain commercial travellers, etc., but breaks  quite new ground by sending his real name and address to  England and literally inviting inquiries into his past. In Japan  things get completely out of hand. Running a poison garden  for suicides is a funny occupation for a man who declares himself anxious to stay out of the public eye. The sincerity of this  declaration can be gauged from the medium Blofeld chooses  for warning people that trespassers will be prosecuted.  Notice-boards? The local Press? On streamers hanging from a  helium balloon that’s anchored to his castle roof 
 At this point it can be seen that Blofeld’s Japanese antics and  SPECTRE’s treasure-hunt belong to two different orders of  implausibility. As a plot-device, the treasure-hunt is merely  something that eventually enables Bond to win. It’s in the  same category as Drax’s or Mr Spang’s failure to kill Bond  outright, Goldfinger’s decision to use him as his P.A.50

 for  the Fort Knox expedition, Red Grant’s supremely helpful  mention of the time and exact place of his rendezvous with  Rosa Klebb the next day, Scaramanga’s appointment of Bond  — a total stranger to him — as his security assistant. (In defence  of these bits of fudging, I would argue that at any rate they’re  more acceptable than the possible methods of getting similar  results via coincidence — Bond happens to be the dead spit of  an old chum of Goldfinger’s, happens to notice Rosa peering  out of a window at the Ritz, and so on. Mr Fleming is commendably sparing with coincidences51

. Those we do get — the  one about Drax’s name, Domino turning out to be Petacchi’s  sister — are not constructionally important.) 
 When Bond duly appears to keep Grant’s date with Rosa,  several oddities come up. We must remember that Rosa has absolute faith in Grant, in his devotion to the SMERSH  cause as well as his ability to handle Bond. There’s no hint  that Grant was in for liquidation, and if it ever entered Rosa’s  head that Bond might have escaped unhurt she can’t have  imagined that he would have discovered where to find her.  And yet, when Bond enters room 204, Rosa is already knitting with her poisoned needles, is wearing her special boots  with the poisoned blades in the toes, and has set up her bell-  push-cum-telephone-cum-gun contraption; Bond promptly  sits down so that his head’s directly in line with the muzzle  of this. Well. The boots are arguably standard items of Rosa’s  kit, worn at all times. The other things just wouldn’t be in  the alert position like that: you may habitually carry a revolver,  but you don’t hold it in your hand while waiting for a  friend. 
 This is our other kind of implausibility. Rosa’s novelties are  not there to further the plot (the book is nearly over anyway);  they are the outwards signs of her nature, which is not only  malignant and ruthless, but devious, frighteningly inventive,  rich in secret and deadly skills. When we notice that she  changes without warning from a repulsive but feeble and  harmless old woman to a repulsive and active and lethal old  woman, we know what we’re dealing with. Room 204 was a  witch’s cell that day, just as Blofeld’s Japanese establishment  was an enchanter’s castle, one of the most elaborate and  meticulous in the whole of modern fiction, and for this reason  one of the most memorable. It’s laid out not just in detail, but  in the kind of detail we recognize and with which we deal  every day. The upas-tree appears not simply and vaguely and  antiquely as such, but as 
 
 Upas-tree, Malay arrow-poison tree (Antiaris toxicaria); jungle tree — 100 ft. before branches start. Wood light,  white, hard, milk-bearing. Toxic principle: antiarin,  from milky sap. Asthenic. Java, Borneo, Sumatra,  Philippines. 
 
 In the garden, Bond witnesses two dreadful images of self-destruction, the man with the swollen face who throws  himself in among the deadly fish, and the man in frock coat  and striped trousers who walks into the boiling fountain.  Nightmarish, but tied down to fact. The first man has been  at a specific one of the shrubs and the fish are in the ichthyological dictionary (‘the sub-species Nattereri is the most  voracious’). The second man is overwhelmed in a mud  geyser that’s worse than any mere bewitchery, and he’s dolled  up like that not through some expressionist whim, but because as a Japanese functionary he naturally puts on his  official dress to commit suicide in. Undeterred by these two  realistically bizarre manifestations, or warnings, Bond enters  the castle. And perhaps we shouldn’t complain too vociferously  if he defeats the wizard only by virtue of being lucky and brave  and — comparatively — righteous. His mythical forebears frequently had little more on their side than that. 
 This neo-Coleridgean ability to domesticate the marvellous  doesn’t come up very often, perhaps, in Mr Fleming’s work.  But in almost every book there’s a transition of milieu or mood  that’s more than a simple variation of setting, an episode which,  though proffered as always with the utmost verisimilitude, has  no logical justification. Should Mr Big feel like interviewing  customers at The Boneyard, there are less fussy ways of  bringing it about than by having them shown to a special  dining alcove which can be lowered en bloc to the basement.  But it’s a nasty thing for the customer to have happen to him;  it carries a sense of unwelcome personal attention. Mr Spang  might simply have enjoyed the idea of fitting his place up as a  Western bar-cum-railroad-station and himself as a Western  badman (all in black), but the feeling of the scene is much  more that all this has been set up for Bond’s benefit. Most of  all, Dr No’s mink-lined prison is a disquieting puzzle, full of  contradictions: a going concern, but with nothing actually  being done, stuffed with the most elaborate amenities that  nobody can ever have used, run by a courteous and efficient  staff who seem wilfully unaware of the total situation. And  yet why are the hairdresser’s scissors chained to her waist?  Because right from the start they knew Bond would be coming  along some day. The whole thing is specially for him. 
 To find yourself expected where you can’t by any reason be  expected sets off a basic fear, as witness plenty of ghost stories  and fairy tales. Memory, identity, sanity itself seem threatened  by it. Nobody would call Mr Fleming a profound writer, but  he has an odd knack of disconcerting us more than the  apparent terms of his stories would warrant. He does his  share of pointing out that not all fantasy is wish-fulfilling, that  a very nasty little bit of fantasy may be waiting just round the  next corner, all ready to get itself enacted, and that the comfortable solidity of a Rolex Oyster Perpetual Chronometer  round the wrist, or even half a pint of Jack Daniel’s bourbon  under the belt, is no protection. 
 



14  The Beautiful  Red and Black Fish
 
 WHEN A WRITER is attacked more or less purely as a writer, rather than as a social or psychological scourge,  what takes the first shock of the assault is likely to be his style. On the fundamental level of literacy, the matter of getting the words into something like order and the commas in  roughly the right place, Mr Fleming survives scrutiny. He leaves out a question-mark occasionally, but in general he  knows how to punctuate; it’s this, perhaps, that gives the run  of his sentences a slightly old-fashioned air. Grammar is  another disappearing craft he has mastered, though he produces one of the finest displaced nominatives of the century  when Bond examines his intentions towards Vesper: ‘As a  woman, he wanted to sleep with her, but only when the job  had been done.’ The same carelessness makes him write, for  instance, that a skier’s knees are his Achilles heel. 
 These minor slips are less daunting than the sudden lurches  into the idiom of the novelette which turn up every few  chapters.
 
 The trains on the other lines were engineless and unattended — waiting for tomorrow. Only Track N°. 3, and its platform, throbbed with the tragic poetry of departure.  (From Russia, with Love, ch. 21.)
 
 And at the station one could hear the heartbeat of the  town. The night-sounds of the trains were full of its  tragedy and romance. (Goldfinger, ch. 12.)
 
 It is an intoxicating moment in a love-affair when, for  the first time, in a public place, in a restaurant or a  theatre, the man puts his hand down and lays it on the  thigh of the girl and when she slips her hand over his and  presses the man’s hand against her. The two gestures say  everything that can be said. All is agreed. All the pacts are  signed. And there is a long moment of silence during  which the blood sings. (Diamonds Are Forever, ch. 23.)
 
 The girl watched his face with tenderness. What was  this man thinking? What was going on behind those cold  level blue-grey eyes that sometimes turned soft and  sometimes, as they had done last night before his passion  had burned out in her arms, blazed like diamonds. Now  they were veiled in thought. Was he worrying about them  both? Worrying about their safety? (From Russia, with  Love, ch. 21.)
 
 It’s often maintained that style as such doesn’t exist.  Passages like these get us down not because they sin against  some abstract criterion of how something may or may not be  expressed, but, so the argument would run, because they show  the writer failing to grasp, and ultimately failing to want to  grasp, the emotions of travel in the first two cases and the  nature of sexual attraction (let’s say) in the second two. Anybody, again, who had been really moved by these would have  made up his own way of talking about them, unless he were  very naive and ill-read and really thought that he had invented  phrases like ‘the tragic poetry of departure’ or ‘the blood sings’. 
 There’s a certain truth in this. Mr Fleming’s accounts of  sexual relationships never seem to get much further than physical attraction, Bond’s kindness and the girl’s response to it, and some sentiment on both sides expressed usually in  direct general statements: ‘all the pacts are signed’ and so on.  I find none of this offensive, but it is limited, largely because  Bond, who is first and foremost the hero of an action story,  isn’t suitable as a participant in the kind of carefully explored mutual involvement the novel of the last hundred years has  got us used to. Human relations at large get a poor showing  in the Bond books. Many people in them, from Honeychile Rider to Hugo Drax, make a vivid impression on our  mind’s eye and ear, but the way they connect up with Bond,  and with one another, is obscure, or thin, or just not there. 
 A look at the context of the quotations about trains, however, will show how fallacious it can be to contend that  periodic laziness of expression means lack of real feeling or  interest. The sense of energy and movement in the Orient-Express chapters of From Russia, with Love, of a peculiar  excitement about the physical ambience of the train and the  feel of the places it goes through — all this is unmistakable, and  characteristic. With any kind of journey in prospect or progress, added drive comes into the writing, making us share  Bond’s — and the author’s — delight in trains, cars, aircraft,  ships, boats. Even when, for once in his life, Bond gets on a  motor-bike (‘From a View to a Kill’), we can see him wanting  to forget the imminent arrival of a killer in the enjoyment of  the ride. 
 Mechanized travel is so deeply built into our day-to-day  habit that to swing the reader every time into participation testifies to a certain power and freshness. The same talent  works the other way round, pointing up the tangible, prosaic  elements in remote or exotic places and activities. The contemporary becomes romantic, if you like, the merely romantic  solidly contemporary. The books are full of set-pieces in  which this fusion takes place: the Orient Express itself, the  gipsy encampment, the archaic American train in Diamonds Are Forever, the ski run, the pirate hoard, the Japanese idyll  (complete with fishing cormorant and diving for clams), the  game of chess, the magnificent yacht, the wonderful rocket,  the mysterious island, the casino, the world under the sea —  and the Secret Service. 
 These are not mere backgrounds to action, or interludes;  they promote and express action. Any adventure writer can be  expected to keep things moving in general, to throw in chases  and fights and to handle these adequately: Mr Fleming’s  chases are never just matters of speed and danger, and his  fights aren’t just slugging matches. More than this, the  action of any given book never moves, so to speak, in a single  straight line; it isn’t a simple matter of a steady, or jerky,  closing-in by Bond on his quarry. There are diversions which  embody a lot of action in themselves as well as bearing on the  main quest, sometimes surpassing it in originality and compactness. The canasta episode in Goldfinger is more of a tour  de force, probably, than the climax at Fort Knox. Both are  fantastic, but Goldfinger’s hearing-aid-cum-radio-receiver is ultimately believable, whereas the set-up at Knox, with men,  women and children lying doggo all that time to fool the goldrobbers, ultimately and distractingly isn’t. The game of golf  in the same book shows the same peculiar local tension. I care  not only who wins, but exactly how it’s done. Coming from  one who would literally sooner run a mile than play a round of  golf, this should count as a valuable tribute to Mr Fleming’s  ability to make the reader notice and care about detail, detail  that’s ostensibly technical and trivial. 
 I hate bridge even more than golf, having been got nearer to  playing the former than the latter. And yet I follow every hand  when Bond takes Drax for £15,000 in Moonraker, not because of the stakes, certainly not because a fellow with filthy  manners is being taught a lesson. Mr Fleming has found what  in more elevated circles would be called an objective correlative for a struggle between one kind of vitality and another. Drax’s forcefully realized physical presence counts for something here, but so does the Blades background, that elegant  scene which, until the first hand is dealt, has been making me  feel slightly uncomfortable. Even M’s being there helps —  again, not just because for once he’s taking orders instead of  dealing them out. In the course of writing this essay I had to  go over the episode half a dozen times in pursuit of this  theme or that. Every time, I forgot what I was about and  found myself reading for reading’s sake to the end of the  chapter. 
 Other passages stay in my mind just as much. The konspiratsia-planning scene in From Russia, with Love seems at first glance to depend on mere knowingness, on a few scraps  of information eked out with guesswork. Perhaps, but the  effect is to make the reader feel like a fly on the wall in the  Kremlin, so there can’t be much wrong with the method.  The procedure whereby every word said at the SMERSH  meeting goes on to tape (for possible playback at some future  treason hearing) makes the whole thing internally dramatic in  what is, as far as I know, an original way. This would have  attracted much more attention if Mr Fleming had had no  story to tell and gone on exploiting the device for half a book  or so. 
 Plenty of the action pieces retain their tension long after one  knows their outcome in detail. Bond’s ski-borne escape from  Blofeld’s Alpine headquarters is handled with a masterly  sense of timing, so that the focus of attention is shifted continually but never predictably from Bond’s physical movements to his immediate environment, from that to the total  picture of the mountainside, from the dangers inherent in any  fast run on skis over unfamiliar terrain at night to the menace  of the pursuers. No extract of reasonable length could show this properly. The critic’s or reviewer’s habit of making  quotations establish his points for him is valuable and  justified, but it penalizes the writer of action pieces, whose  defects of style can easily be exposed in this way while his  virtues, which are a matter of accumulation, can only be  described or summarized. Not that Mr Fleming is never  quotable. 
 
 … with a blinding flash of white light there was the ear-splitting crack of a monstrous explosion and Bond, despite  the protection of the tree-trunk, was slammed down to the  pavement by a solid bolt of hot air which dented his  cheeks and stomach as if they had been made of paper.  He lay, gazing up at the sun, while the air (or so it seemed  to him) went on twanging with the explosion as if someone  had hit the bass register of a piano with a sledgehammer.  (Casino Royale, ch. 6.)
 
 But such moments are rare, and it could be argued that they  ought to be.
 If Mr Fleming had wanted the Bond books to be read as  literature (a big ‘if’, I would bet), he certainly went about it  the wrong way. To begin with, he shouldn’t have behaved as  unpretentiously, even flippantly, as he did when interviewed. 
 
 ‘My books tremble on the brink of corn.’
 ‘I have a rule of never looking back. Otherwise I’d  wonder, “How could I write such piffle ? ’
 ‘[I am concerned in] the business of getting intelligent,  uninhibited adolescents of all ages, in trains, aeroplanes  and beds, to turn over the page.’
 
 That’s no way to go on. Mr Fleming seemed never to have  heard of that most elementary maxim of the writer’s trade, People take you at your own valuation. If you tell them you’re a  genius, or a mere entertainer, they’ll tell one another you’re a  genius, or a mere entertainer. The remedy was plain to see  and not onerous. A few public statements with every other  sentence beginning, ‘As a writer, I…’ a couple of articles  explaining that the lot of 007 allegorized the lot of Westem  man, the Secret Service symbolized the contemporary consciousness, and critical esteem would have gone shooting up. 
 Of course, the books themselves would have had to be taken  in hand, too. Enough of efficiency, of pace, of craftsmanlike  attention to detail. Portentousness is the thing to go for. What  about a few dreams? — known as the handy off-the-peg  method of injecting significance into any form of fiction.  Those nightmares in The Man with the Golden Gun are concerned with simple terror: exposure to fire from a cannon,  seeing sharks eating a corpse, being tied down at the bottom  of the sea — nothing decently Freudian or expressionist there.  Then there ought to be a good salting of references to (say)  Kokoschka, Schonberg, Reg Butler and Norman Douglas, and  long passages of paraded lyricism. Things like the opening of  On Her Majesty’s Secret Service won’t send anyone’s stock up.  When looked at with any attention, that scene emerges as an  engagingly dreamy marine landscape with figurines, but so  much else is going on in the way of social observation and  gathering menace that the reviewer doesn’t notice. Also, it’s  too short, and the mention of Boudin, Tissot and Monet (a  step in the right direction nevertheless, Mr F.) is too curt. A  three-page paragraph of elaborate comparison, with nothing  happening at all, is the minimum. 
 That huge virtue of never stooping to pretentiousness, of  never going in for any kind of arty or symbolical flannel, has  cost Mr Fleming a formidable amount of critical acclaim, but  it’s done as much as anything to bring him readers. Whatever  the rights and wrongs of using literature as escape from life,  there’s a lot to be said for using one kind of literature as  escape from others. Nobody — or hardly anybody — denies the  value of writing that reflects the complexity of life, however  inadequately it does so even at its best. In proportion as we  value it, perhaps, we have time for participating in the  excitement of single-heartedly pursuing simple goals and of  fighting clearly defined enemies. And if Mr Fleming has got  to have moral justification found for him, like everyone else,  then I suggest it isn’t valueless to help you and me to see our  troubles in perspective by showing us a not especially intelligent or sensitive man triumphing over far worse obstacles  than we’re likely to have to face. 
 Mr Fleming did himself a double injustice by professing  merely to keep us turning his pages, an underrated feat  anyway. He asks for cavalier treatment by so doing and he  also diverts attention from what else he offers besides straight-forward action. He puts this regularly first out of conscientiousness, thereby tending to conceal the emotional conviction he  brings to so many of the milieux in which his action takes  place. But, at a second look, it’s hard to miss his feeling for  climate and times of day, for beaches and the sea, for trees,  shrubs, birds, fishes, for Royale-les-Eaux, Crab Key, Piz  Gloria, Echo Lake and the rest as places in their own right.  When, in ‘The Hildebrand Rarity’, Bond is off duty for once,  we can see clearly the imaginative power that makes the Fleming underwater world a permanent part of our experience. The fish-massacre described here — the wicked Mr  Krest is pouring poison on the sea to make sure of securing a  valuable specimen — seems more dreadful than anything Le  Chiffre or Rosa Klebb would think of. 
 
 Bond put his head back under the surface. Everything  was as before in the little community. And then, with  stupefying suddenness, everyone went mad. It was as if  they had all been seized with St Vitus’s dance. Several  fish looped the loop crazily and then fell like heavy  leaves to the sand. The moray eel came slowly out of the  hole in the coral, its jaws wide. It stood carefully upright  on its tail and gently toppled sideways  And then into  the arena drifted the corpses from up-stream-white-  bellied fish, shrimps, worms, hermit crabs, spotted and  green morays, langoustes of all sizes. As if blown by some  light breeze of death the clumsy bodies, their colours  already fading, swept slowly past. A five-pound bill-fish struggled by with snapping beak, fighting death. Down-reef there were splashes as still bigger fish tried to make  for safety. One by one, before Bond’s eyes, the sea-urchins  dropped off the rocks to make black ink-blots on the  sand.
 Bond felt a touch on his shoulder. Mr Krest’s eyes were    bloodshot with the sun and glare. He had put white sunburn paste on his lips. He shouted impatiently at  Bond’s mask, ‘Where in hell’s our goddam fish ?’
 Bond lifted his mask. ‘Looks as if it managed to get  away just before the stuff came down. I’m still watching  for it.’
 He didn’t wait to hear Mr Krest’s reply but got his  head quickly under water again  He stiffened. In the far  mists there was a pink flash. It had gone. Now it was back  again. Idly the Hildebrand Rarity swam towards him  through the maze of channels between the broken outposts of the reef.
 Not caring about Mr Krest, Bond raised his free hand  out of the water and brought it down with a sharp slap.  Still the fish came. Bond shifted the safe on his harpoon-gun and fired it in the direction of the fish. No effect.  Bond put his feet down and began to walk towards the fish through the scattering of corpses. The beautiful red and  black fish seemed to pause and quiver. Then it shot  straight through the water towards Bond and dived down  to the sand at his feet and lay still. Bond only had to bend  to pick it up. There was not even a last flap from the tail.  It just filled Bond’s hand, lightly pricking the palm with  the spiny black dorsal fin. Bond carried it back underwater so as to preserve its colours. When he got to Mr  Krest he said ‘Here,’ and handed him the small fish. Then  he swam away towards the shore.
 
* * *
 
 Most of the above had been written when Ian Fleming died. I  hope I’ve sufficiently conveyed my admiration for what I   think he did best. When a few Easters have gone by without a new Bond adventure, regret at the passing of his creator may  well help to bring about an assessment of his proper place in  literature. This, as I see it, is with those demi-giants of an  earlier day, Jules Verne, Rider Haggard, Conan Doyle. Ian  Fleming has set his stamp on the story of action and intrigue,  bringing to it a sense of our time, a power and a flair that will  win him readers when all the protests about his supposed  deficiencies have been forgotten. He leaves no heirs.   



APPENDIX A - SCIENCE FICTION
 
 THERE are obvious and traditional links between secret-agent fiction and science fiction. The 007s of this world are  always bumping up against global conspiracies, which need  to go in for something a good deal more formidable and new-fangled than artillery and conventional aircraft if authority  isn’t to crush them in a few hours. They need contrivances  like Robin Gaunt’s lethal gas in Sapper’s The Final Count, or  — on the straightforward science-fiction side — an underwater  city as hideout in novels like John Creasey’s The Depths. The  opening situation of Twenty Thousand Leagues under the Sea,  with Captain Nemo waging a limited war against mankind  from his submarine, could have ushered in an exploit of  Bond’s grandfather, while if Blofeld’s plague-project had been  allowed to get going properly it might have become a well-established science-fiction plot-idea. The case is even clearer  with the operations of Dr No and Hugo Drax. 
 An interest in gadgets, conceivable or inconceivable, has  been fundamental to science fiction from the days of Verne onwards. The Edwardian secret agent, too, was always running into them. William le Queux’s Duckworth Drew had a  narrow escape from a really serious explosive cigar, ‘a most  deadly and diabolical contrivance’ with a small charge of  dynamite in it. In another adventure Drew came across the  Electric Eye, an Italian invention for detonating naval mines  by remote control and thus blowing holes in any enemy warships that happen to be near. With that characteristic ill-fortune that dogs England’s foes whenever Drew takes a  hand, the French lose one of their first-line cruisers the very  first time the Eye is employed. 
 In Mr Fleming the gadget interest may be the overspill of a  general passion for extant machines and mechanisms, from  hydrofoil yachts to wristwatches. But anyway, all over the  books there are gadgets which have the air of being novelties  even if only in the use they’re put to; we’re used to periscopes in submarines, but not as sewer-installations giving a view of Russian spies in conclave. From Russia, with Love is  particularly rich in gadgets, mostly lethal. Besides Kerim’s  periscope we have Grant’s gun-disguised-as-book, Rosa  Klebb’s gun-disguised-as-telephone and shoes fitted with  extrudible poisoned spikes, and Bond’s own suitcase with concealed throwing-knives. (The suitcase-with-tear-gas-bomb-boobytrap of the film was thoroughly in keeping.)  Also, of course, there’s the Spektor cipher-machine52

. 
 Here’s a short selection of gadgets from the other books. Mr Big’s gun-firing-out-of-desk-drawer is impressive, certainly, but one might think that its immovability would  reduce it to the role of a mere morale-worsener, or top thug’s status symbol. Blofeld’s electric chair is more effective,  though just as cumbersome and improbable; still the last adjective’s a risky one to apply in the field of espionage.  Casino Royale features several gadgets that designedly resemble actual gadgets used by actual agents. The bomb-disguised-as-camera in the book takes its origin from a device used (unsuccessfully) against von Papen, Nazi ambassador to  Turkey during the war, and behind this whole subject there  lie the guns-disguised-as-cigarette-cases and such which  Soviet agents were using in the 1950s and which American  Intelligence described and photographed at the time of  Khokhlov’s defection. Things like these represent those  bizzare realities which underwrite quite a lot of what happens  to Bond. 
 It’s always amusing and pleasing to find that what we've  rejected (or accepted) as fantasy has its solidly attested  counterparts in the world of fact. But this is not what gives  the Fleming gadget its hold on us. When Bond takes himself  through Dr No’s obstacle course we meet one of the most  effectively frightening of all Mr Fleming’s inventions. The  point about it, as about many other things in these books, is  that it combines nightmare with plausibility. The horror  which has been designed for you alone (just as Dr No’s mink-lined prison was devised for you alone) is set out in the  prosaic terms you meet in today’s newspaper, the drily  specific terms of this month’s scientific journal. Nothing  could be more characteristic of science fiction than this  strategy of technologizing the fairy tale. 
 Finally, somewhere in all the Bond books — Thunderball is  only the most obvious instance — there’s a premise expressible  as ‘This (perhaps) couldn’t happen, but let’s agree that it  could and examine the logical consequences.’ This is the  basic premise of science fiction. 



APPENDIX B - LITERATURE AND ESCAPE
 
 ALL literature is escapist. Everyone at one time or another  must have wanted not merely to play but to be Hamlet. This, I suppose, is the most likely explanation for Hamlet’s preeminence in so many people’s minds, in defiance of its many  claims to be judged the weakest of Shakespeare’s tragedies. I  agree that, on consideration, Hamlet’s the sort of man only a  monster of egotism could want to be, but we all have our  monstrous moments and they rarely bring us any permanent  harm. I agree too that there’s very much more in Hamlet than  we can get out of it just by identifying with its hero, but  nobody, as far as I know, has cut himself off from that very  much more by so identifying now and again, or even a good  bit of the time. 
 Escapism, further, takes another and less easily detectable  form than this. We can remain at some distance from every  character in a work of literature and still identify with the work  itself, inhabit it as a part of reality. And this applies not only to  magic-carpet excursions to kinds of life we consider to be more  desirable than our own, but also to what we call our serious  reading. However anti-escapist the themes or lessons we  encounter there, and however profound the permanent illumination we may derive therefrom, one of the qualities  that took us to it in the first place is its implicit assurance that life is coherent and meaningful, and I can think of no more  escapist notion than that. We treat the other arts in the same  self-consoling manner, looking at pictures in a world where  nothing much is worth a second glance, listening to music as  a refuge from our own lack of dignity and order. But we don’t  to that extent see the pictures less plainly or hear the music  less clearly. 
 All this might seem an unduly earnest way of saying that I  find nothing much wrong with escapist art or using art as  escape. Yet it has to be said somehow, at a time when ‘escapist’  is inevitably a term of abuse, instead of playing the more  interesting and helpful role of a term of description. It also  seems worth insisting that the escapist motive is so pervasive  that we can only with very great difficulty distinguish it from  the motive of, let’s say, self-enlightenment. Matthew Arnold,  who held the loftiest possible view of poetry, thought we were  right to use it ‘to interpret life to us, to console us, to sustain  us’. If Arnold saw the interpretative and consolatory functions  of literature as twin, we can safely do the same. 
 Mr Fleming, even so, may seem an unlikely figure to come  treading on Arnold’s heels. Let me admit at once that, even  if we take for granted the fusion of escapist and enlightening  elements in art, we can still point to plenty of works in which  one or the other predominates, and I’m in no doubt about  which end of the spectrum is occupied by the adventures of  007. But I do want it thought of as a spectrum, not as a ladder  or a class-list, and 007’s end of it hasn’t been studied enough.  Fiction written and read primarily for escape isn’t necessarily  devoid of the virtues in which primarily enlightening fiction is  rich, and escape fiction can have virtues much of its own as well. There’s not a lot of suspense in the classics.   



APPENDIX C - ‘SADISM’
 
 WHEN television devotes a whole programme to some feature  of the contemporary arts, the chances are that that feature is  on the way out of most people’s minds. So it may be with  the ‘violence’ or ‘sadism’ that the pundits were on about a few months before I finished this essay. But one would  rather be boring than evasive, and certainly the consensus  is that Mr Fleming is somewhere near the centre of this  topic. 
 To chew over yet again the question whether violence in art  encourages violence in life would exhaust me as much as the  reader. I won’t, then, go further here than to say flatly that I  see no cause-and-effect link between the two violences. I’ll  confine myself to a more purely literary aspect of the topic  by trying to establish to what degree, if to any, the more  violent passages in Mr Fleming’s work are offensive in themselves, how far, if at all, these seem to be pushed beyond what  might be fairly expected in a contemporary novel of lethal  action. 
 The basic point, I think, is that of enjoyment: does the  author evidently feel, is the reader invited to feel, that this,  that or the other beating or stabbing or throttling is fun and  put there for fun? Most of Mr Fleming’s fights — Bond v. Red  Grant in the Orient Express, for instance — distil what for me is a legitimate excitement and horror. Even the more unpleasant deaths — the blown-up Bulgars in Casino Royale, the  dismemberment of Mr Big by shark and barracuda — usually  provoke the feeling of ‘Whew! That was a near thing for our  hero!’ more strongly than any other. 
 One exception is the murder of Milton Krest by stuffing the  Hildebrand Rarity into his mouth while he’s asleep. The Freudian overtones here are immense, but cloudy. I propose  to say only that the story is about the punishment fitting the  crime, and that although Krest’s fish-massacre might not  strike some people as his major crime, or much of a crime at  all, Mr Fleming isn’t one of them. (I hope I needn’t underline  the unmistakable tone of outrage and protest in this quotation.) One needn’t sympathize with the infliction of  rough justice in general (I don’t myself) in order to see that  the presence of this idea here qualifies what would otherwise  be a wanton barbarity. 
 As I’ve already suggested (here), the tortures inflicted on  Bond, notably in Casino Royale, have the function of increasing  our respect for him and our detestation of his tormentors. I find no note of enjoyment in them, and though there’s no  knowing what some people will enjoy, I can’t see any encouragement of this sort held out by the author. It may be, of  course, that any retailing of physical inhumanity is to be  reprehended, in which case a large part of our literature must  be banished to an index librorum sadisticorum. 
 Two passages strike me as dwelling with relish on physical  cruelty. One comes in Dr No, at the point in chapter 4 when  Annabel Chung breaks a flashbulb on Quarrel’s face, lacerating  his cheek, and he retaliates by squeezing the palm of her hand  violently. Though no doubt very painful, this strikes me as a  moderate revenge in the circumstances. However, there is a  note of enjoyment here and in Quarrel’s reaction to being  wounded. It seems fair to add a mention of a later stroke in  the same book, whereby in the first place Honey is sentenced  by No to being pegged down naked in the path of an army of  voracious land crabs. The sadistic-voyeur reader and the  reprehensibility-collecting critic will both lean forward here, though doubtless with very different emotions. It finally  transpires that the crabs were delightfully friendly and didn’t even smell bad. I think this is a splendid joke on some kinds  of reader. 
 The second unworthy passage occurs in From Russia, with  Love, chapter 18. It’s the notorious fight in the gipsy encampment between two girls, full of progressive nudity and breast-biting and clear invitations to the reader to have a good time;  the spectators’ eyes glitter and there’s the whisper of hot,  panting breath. At least three sexual obliquities seem featured here. I don’t know what shreds of mitigation to offer. One  might be that, assuming for a moment that what we read does decisively influence what we do, most girls aren’t going to be  imperilled by this episode, since it must be difficult to force  pairs of them to fight each other. Or it could be argued that a score of three sadistic pages (counting in the Annabel-Quarrel  incident) out of three thousand or so isn’t high. Or I might  offer a couple of examples of the real thing, understanding by  the real thing a kind of writing in which the reader is —  pressingly — invited to enjoy the infliction of cruelty by a  character with whom he supposedly identifies. 
 
  The little guy stared too long. He should have been  watching my face. I snapped the side of the rod across his  jaw and laid the flesh open to the bone. He dropped the  sap and staggered into the big boy with a scream starting  to come up out of his throat only to get it cut off in the  middle as I pounded his teeth back into his mouth with  the end of the barrel. The big guy tried to shove him out  of the way. He got so mad he came right at me with his  head down and I took my own damn time about kicking  him in the face. He smashed into the door and lay there  bubbling. So I kicked him again and he stopped bubbling.  I pulled the knucks off his hand then went over and  picked up the sap. The punk was vomiting on the floor,  trying to crawl his way under the sink. For laughs I gave  him a taste of his own sap on the back of his hand and felt  the bones go into splinters. He wasn’t going to be using  any tools for a long time53

. 

 
 Her hand grabbed her blouse at the neckline and  ripped it down. Buttons rolled away at my feet. The other  thing she wore pulled apart with a harsh tearing sound  and she stood there proudly, her hands on her hips,  flaunting her breasts in my face. A tremor of excitement  made the muscles under the taut flesh of her stomach undulate, and she let me look at her like that as long as it  pleased me.
 I had to put my hands down and squeeze the arms of  the chair. My collar was too tight all of a sudden, and  something was crawling up my spine.
 Her teeth were clamped together. Her eyes were  vicious.
 ‘Make me,’ she said.
 Another trickle of blood ran down my chin, reminding  me what had happened. I reached up and smacked her across the mouth as hard as I could. Her head rocked, but  she still stood there, and now her eyes were more vicious  than ever. ‘Still want me to make you?’
 ‘Make me,’ she said54

. 
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Notes
[←1 ] 
 Z-Cars is a British television drama series centred on the work of mobile uniformed police in the fictional town of Newtown, based on Kirkby, Lancashire (now Merseyside). Produced by the BBC, it debuted in January 1962 and ran until September 1978, for 801 episodes. [Note by scanner]



[←2 ] 
 77 Sunset Strip is an American television private detective series created by Roy Huggins and starring Efrem Zimbalist Jr., Roger Smith, Richard Long (from 1960 to 1961) and Edd Byrnes. Each episode was one hour long including commercials. The show ran from 1958 to 1964 for 206 episodes. [Note by scanner]



[←3 ] 
 The Avengers is an espionage British television series created in 1961. It initially focused on Dr. David Keel (Ian Hendry), aided by John Steed (Patrick Macnee). Hendry left after the first series; Steed then became the main character, partnered by a succession of assistants. His most famous assistants were intelligent, stylish and assertive women: Cathy Gale (Honor Blackman), Emma Peel (Diana Rigg), and Tara King (Linda Thorson). The series ran from 1961 until 1969, screening as one-hour episodes for its entire run. The pilot episode, "Hot Snow", aired on 7 January 1961. The final episode, "Bizarre", aired on 21 April 1969 in the United States, and on 21 May 1969 in the United Kingdom. [Note by scanner]



[←4 ] 
 The astute reader will have guessed that I’m quoting here from Mr  Fleming’s text. If I put in quotation marks no guessing would be necessary. But  to do this with short extracts like this one always, to my mind, looks fussy and  can seem sardonic, so I’ve avoided it except where, I thought it  important to insist that some piece of phraseology is Mr Fleming’s own. 



[←5 ] 
 See appendix C 



[←6 ] 
 A surprising amount of One Lonely Night (1951) is taken up with Hammer’s  self-questioning about his place in the scheme of things. Near the end he finds  some Reds whipping a naked girl— his girl — and the problem’s solved. I lived  to kill so that others could live, he says to himself. I lived to kill because my soul was  a hardened thing that revelled in the thought of taking the blood of the bastards who  made murder their business . . . I was the evil that opposed other evil, leaving the good  mail the meek in the middle to live and inherit the earth! With this clear in his mind  he tommy-guns all the Reds to death on the spot. 



[←7 ] 
 Just as Bond is strong but not impossibly strong, so he has moments of non-bravery. Twice, once when flying over the Gulf of Corinth and again between  Florida and Jamaica, he is quite irrationally afraid that the aircraft will crash.  These are both completely off-moments; nothing’s happening at the time. Thus,  very cleverly, he becomes humanized for us without impairing his heroic  eminence. He does some preliminary sweating before breaking the window of  the pressurized cabin in Goldfinger’s plane (and so disposing of Oddjob), but  while actually engaged on this testing exploit he must obviously remain perfectly  cool. He does.    
 



[←8 ] 
 An attribute constantly insisted on, even though by the time he got rid of  Carl Peterson (1927) Drummond must have been close to Bond’s permanent  later-thirties. 



[←9 ] 
 He does on one occasion mentally compare Honeychile Rider to Botticelli’s Venus, but acquaintance with so well-known a picture need not indicate any  culpable artistic bent. 



[←10 ] 
 How M can afford to be a member of Blades has always puzzled me. In Moonraker, the locus classicus for Blades, we learn that entry is confined to those  who behave like gentlemen and can ‘show’ £100,000 in cash or securities. M  presumably gets by on the first qualification, despite his behaviour in ‘For Your  Eyes Only’, but the second ought to defeat him utterly. According to the  thorough, almost nosey, analysis of his financial position given in On Her Majesty’s  Secret Service, M pulls in a mere £6,500 a year as head of the Secret Service and a  retired vice-admiral, with no trace of a private income. Perhaps the Ministry of  Defence lent him the money long enough for him to show it and be elected,  reasoning that sooner or later an eccentric millionaire with plans for blowing up  London was bound to appear in the club to cheat at its bridge-tables and the  Service should have a man already on the spot. 
[Note by stcanner] £100.000 in 1955 inflates to £2.574.000 in 2018 (or $3.3 million or €2.9 million)



[←11 ] 
 Just to save you looking, she’s the heroine of Wuthering Heights.   



[←12 ] 
 Can it be an accident that the Odyssey is one of the very few paperbacks,  other than the works of Mr Fleming, to have sold over a million copies? 



[←13 ] 
 Nor, presumably, in their names. The roll-call induces a stupefied admiration: Vesper Lynd, Solitaire (if she has a surname I’ve missed it), Gala Brand,  Tiffany Case, Honeychile Rider, Pussy Galore, Domino Vitali, Kissy Suzuki,  Mary Goodnight. Some readers will find this christening policy insidiously demoralizing, others simply funny. I myself just relax and enjoy it, a policy the  bearers of the names would surely endorse. 



[←14 ] 
 Those who tend to get into a state about Bond’s morals tend to complain  that he’s very much in bed with someone at the end of each exploit and very  much fancy-free at the start of the next, which means he’s bad. Or else he’s  being wish-fulfilling in some bad way. The actual breakdown shows that between books he drops only five girls — and all five live abroad. How many other  men with his advantages have such a record of moderation over the years since  1953?            



[←15 ] 
 A supposed pointer to a sensual nature. Very old: Aristotle goes on about it. 



[←16 ] 
 [Note by scanner] About 300 pounds in 2018.



[←17 ] 
 Can’t we have a shut-down on chucking these psychiatric terms about?         



[←18 ] 
 This must be the ‘pornographic’ part Punch disliked, a common misuse of  the term to mean ‘concerned with physical sex’. In fact, the passage is so anti-pornographic, in the sense of cooling rather than inflaming desire, that an anxious  parent wouldn’t do badly to read it to his sons and daughters before letting them  go out on dates.    



[←19 ] 
 Not in You Only Live Twice, however. Kissy Suzuki, who’s more of a  glamour-girl than her predecessors, exchanges roles with Bond in such a way  that she becomes the protective half of the partnership, he the waif. I haven’t  yet seen a diagnosis of this reversal in neo-puritanical terms — the relinquishment of Bond’s much-vaunted masculinity, his suppressed homosexual tendencies  being brought into the light, etc. — but I expect one daily. 



[←20 ] 
 Harvard Lampoon, 1962. Worth a look-through, but generally too close to  the original. Most of the time it simply reworks Fleming incidents and phrases  at a lower level of energy. Even the piece quoted is partly a direct echo of Goldfinger, with dashes of Blofeld and Drax. Alligator is chiefly interesting as a  testimony to the fascination of the Fleming manner.  Parodies have their laughter-value, but the laugh is partly affectionate, and the successful parodist is moved partly by wanting to write like his original, by  wishing he’d thought of doing so first. Mr Cyril Connolly no doubt doesn’t wish  this in regard to Mr Fleming; his ‘Bond Strikes Camp’ (London Magazine, 1963),  in which M orders Bond to dress up as a woman, ostensibly for purposes of  espionage, and then tries to get him into bed, is much too far from the original,  never catches the note, gets elementary details wrong. E.g. M is made to call  Bond ‘Bond’. This happened last in 1954 (Live and Let Die, ch. 2). Every  Fleming fan knows it’s either ‘James’ or ‘007’. 



[←21 ] 
 The only man I ever met who had this characteristic was a statistician with  a medical research unit in Wales. I have not heard anything of this person for a  year or two. 



[←22 ] 
 It’s the kind of library in which the books aren’t just there for show. The  intellectual leanings of master-criminals deserve fuller investigation than I can  give them here. Do they perhaps suggest that the anti-cultural spirit, so tirelessly  noted as a phenomenon of our time, has an Oedipal component? Or is it just a  specialized form of our (often justified) suspicion that anyone who’s made  enough money to assemble a large private library must harbour a thick streak of  criminality? Sometimes, though pretty certainly not in Mr Fleming’s case,  there’s a fairly straightforward inverted-snobbery thing at work too, I fancy, as  witness such villains’ heavy courtesy to their prisoners, in which a caricature of  upper-class manners can be traced. Anyway, the villain who likes Velazquez and  Vivaldi has been all over the place for decades. Except for John Steed, none of  the anti-master-criminal class has shown the slightest interest in such matters  since great-detective days.  I might add here that the power of the father-figure under discussion extends a long way outside his library. Let me recall the moment in You Only Live  Twice when Blofeld makes Bond sit on top of a gigantic pipe up which a geyser  of boiling mud will shortly come erupting. ‘Nanny tells me you haven’t been at  all regular with your motions lately, James. Permit me to inform you that I  propose to deal with the matter drastically and at once.’  Finally, the two female villains, Rosa Klebb and Irma Bunt. These, of  course, aren’t mother-types, which are altogether absent from the Bond books,  unless Kissy Suzuki qualifies. They’re stepmother-types. Nothing less could  explain the weight of physical repulsiveness they’re loaded with, making them  almost witch— or harpy-types, nearer to myth and fairy—tale than anything else in  the books. The Klebb/Tatiana interview, incidentally, is perhaps a sort of  transvestite version of the standard Bond/Bond-villain interview. Or, since a few  pages back I entered an interdiction on the lay discussion of transvestism,  perhaps not. 



[←23 ] 
 Red Grant, alias Krassno Granitski, alias Captain Norman Nash, the  SMERSH executioner in From Russia, with Love, is a successful and substantial  villainous character, probably more frightening than Drax, but he isn’t the  villain of the book. Rosa Klebb is that. 



[←24 ] 
 M’s tranquil, lined sai1or’s face goes one better than his cold voice in being  honoured by Bond as well as loved and obeyed. 



[←25 ] 
 The cover name for the Secret Service, changed to Transworld Consortium  in 1965 (not before time).       



[←26 ] 
 Sometimes it’s a red or a blue light instead. Perhaps M keeps having it  changed to show he’s heard about security. 



[←27 ] 
 The Secret Service units covering Switzerland in London and Zürich  respectively.     



[←28 ] 
 On one occasion (The Man with the Golden Gun, ch. 2), Bond sees a  red spark of anger in the clear blue sailor’s eyes, a marvellous unconscious  pointer to the old monster’s true nature. (Compare the remark about red eyes here.) But Bond was brainwashed at the time. 



[←29 ] 
 Mr Fleming continually appeals to our ideas about Englishness and England  in this kind of way. See here     



[←30 ] 
 We’re not told how he once ‘persuaded’ an employee of an Albanian competitor to tell him all.    



[←31 ] 
 In his informative and most entertaining study of Dornford Yates, Buchan  and Sapper, Clubland Heroes (Constable, 19 53). Required reading for students  of the genre. 



[←32 ] 
 The same phrase is used of Mr Big, who everyone agrees isn’t nice at all.      



[←33 ] 
 Not all of this is to be laid at Sapper’s own door. Other British writers of the  period — G. K. Chesterton, for instance — feel much the same.   



[←34 ] 
 Any real Englishman knows that when you write a letter to the Queen the  salutation is ‘Madam’, not ‘Your Majesty’. (Moonraker, ch. 2.) Even M should  have been able to get on to that. 



[←35 ] 
 But he never gets to have himself it. He has to rush off somewhere with a  beautiful female agent instead.    



[←36 ] 
 Nothing could be. Affectionate portraits of England from a socialist standpoint are almost inconceivable. How would Bond's thoughts have run in his  present situation if he were a keen Labour Party man of the sort that goes  canvassing ?  «His mind drifted into a world of soccer pitches and recreation grounds and  Trade Union leaders, of Walsall, of the demonstrators being photographed with  guitars across their knees in Trafalgar Square, of the pansies blooming outside  Transport House…»  … It can't be done. 



[←37 ] 
 This is a violent break with tradition. Unless written under American  influence, the British cloak-and-dagger novel has in the past leaned heavily on  lords and ladies. The line goes back through Sapper and Dornford Yates to  Oppenheim and le Queux. In Oppenheim's The Double Traitor, for instance, the  hero is a duke's nephew who enioys 'multifarious and far-reaching  aristocratic  connections', and the heroine a baroness beloved of one of the sons of the German  Emperor and given to addressing people suddenly in Austrian. 



[←38 ] 
 Giuseppe Petacchi has a Rolex Oyster too, but with the significant frill of a  flexible gold bracelet. 



[←39 ] 
 This is doubtful. For the last few years, at any rate, both Dom Perignon and  Taittinger (mentioned in the same context as rare in England) have been freely  available over here. 



[←40 ] 
 These are enzymes, actually. Ptyalin is found in the mouth, trypsin in the  intestine. It’s all there at the beginning of chapter 7. 



[←41 ] 
 The philosophical study of branded goods, what they are, what they do,  what it makes sense to say about them, etc. Compare such flourishing disciplines  as meta-mathematics, meta-psychology. 



[←42 ] 
 [Note by scanner] 8.1 liters per 100 km.



[←43 ] 
 I.e. removed the entrails of. From the Gaelic grealach, intestines, if you  must know. 



[←44 ] 
 The rifle Bond uses in ‘For Your Eyes Only’ has had less than its fair share  of attention. It transpires that the Savage 99F is not, after all, a repeating rifle;  Mr Fleming himself tells us that it has a lever action in his very next sentence.  And its flashes would be invisible by day, except possibly in very heavy shadow,  such as Vermont doesn’t provide in mid-October. So Gonzales couldn’t have  been shooting at them.  My source for this, a native Vermonter strong on woodmanship, adds some  crumbs of information that bake up into a small bun: at the season mentioned  the ground would be largely frozen, not dusty or insect-ridden as stated, and  Bond, after crawling about all over it, would find his khaki shirt and jeans  absorbing far too much water to be bearable — the rig should be wool all over;  there are no sycamores in Vermont; the presence of chipmunks in these localities  and woodchucks at this season is doubtful; Judy Havelock’s walk from Bennington to Enosberg Falls might have taken her only four days, but this would be  good going even for Bond-girl, since the distance is about 200 miles, some of it  over difficult terrain. On the other hand, Judy pays the right amount for her  non-resident bow-and-arrow licence in Montpelier. 



[←45 ] 
 In the last few years Bond seems rather to have lost interest in musketry.  He didn’t take a firearm of any kind on his visit to Shatterhand’s estate. 



[←46 ] 
 ’Diversion’ is a euphemism for sabotage of Western installations and  production facilities.    



[←47 ] 
 Actually, the usual form of the expression is the universal Russian oath. It  consists of an imperative verb followed by a reference to the hearer’s mother. 



[←48 ] 
 Reading this for the first time, I wondered for an instant whether Bond  might be going to notice this howler and regard it as total confirmation of what's  at that stage no more than surmise: Goldfinger’s connection with SMERSH.  Then I remembered I was dealing with Bond and not Lord Peter Wimsey (or  John Steed). 



[←49 ] 
 Post-graduate Lifemanship students will hardly need to have pointed out to  them the finessing conclusion to the operation whereby Bond exchanges an  obscene French colloquialism with the barman and then ‘explains’ it to Leiter  in a bowdlerized form. 



[←50 ] 
 The real shaker here is Goldfinger’s employment, not so much of Bond,  whom he believes to be a clever operator on the wrong side of the law, but of  Tilly Masterton, whose sister was killed by Goldfinger, who had set out to kill  him and who has no special qualifications to act as Bond’s clerk. 



[←51 ] 
 This indicates, I think, a growth of sophistication among the cloak-and-dagger-reading public. There’s an almost unbelievable reliance in le Queux and  Oppenheim on raw coincidence that merges, where necessary, into luck on the  part of the hero and folly on that of the villain; it’s often difficult to distinguish.  Le Queux’s agents will find a man in a capital city by happening to see him  happening to walk past the café where they happen to be sitting hoping, will  uncover the hiding-place of the plans or the jewels by happening to stub their  foot on a loose floorboard.  In Oppenheim’s The Double Traitor a top German spy, one Selingman,  briefs one of his operatives in a railway carriage. When the operative asks, in  effect, ‘What about that Englishman on the seat opposite ?’, Selingman retorts,  in effect, ‘That’s all right, he’s just told me he doesn’t speak German.’ A moment  later, a slip flutters out of Selingman’s wallet and into the Englishman’s hand  without the Germans noticing. It turns out to be a list of German agents in  England.  Afterwards, Selingman happens to run into the Englishman, Norgate, in  London and recruits him straight into the German Secret Service, telling him all  about the German war plans as a matter of interest. Selingman is confident this  is all right; he knows Norgate’s in the Foreign Office, but Norgate has told him  he’s a bit fed up with the job.  I don’t think you could get away with this sort of thing nowadays 



[←52 ] 
 Rather dragged in here, perhaps, but I wanted to say somewhere that, unless my wartime experience is hopelessly dated, machine ciphers are the medium  for lower-grade-security material, not for ‘the Top Secret traffic of all’. And — while I’m about it — Bond was lucky to have got anywhere near that Spektor. If  the training of British military cipher personnel is any guide, the entire strength  of the relevant Soviet cipher section would have committed suicide rather than  allow any object even approximately resembling one of their machines to get as  far as the next office, let alone into enemy hands — boobytrap or no boobytrap.    



[←53 ] 
 Mickev Spillane, The Big Kill, ch. 3.      



[←54 ] 
 Idem, Vengeance is Mine, ch. 3     
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