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PLAYB"- FOR THE THIRD APRIL in a vow, we proudly present the exclusive
p : . (. Our tw

-publication of a James Bond novel wo previous
serializations of the  bate wsterspy works, You Only Lwe Tuwice
(viavsoy, April-June, 1964) and On Her Majesty’s Secret Service (ravsoy, April-
ie, 1963), went on P00 bécame, Heieiadllire i i ndcover and paperback, and will
ultimately find their way o the sacen—io become box-office smashes, we're con
fident. Starting in this issue is Fleming’s fmal Bond book, The Afan with the Golden
Gun: much as we mourn its author’s passi
wass at the height of his inventive powers when he completed
Gun shordy before his death. Scaramanga, villainous wiclder of the title
weapon, will rank with Goldfinger as a marvelously murderous and Machiavellian
monster: Bond, bent on vindication as well as victory, takes him on in his inimi
tably suave and lethal manner.
Shortly before his fatal heart attack, we received a warm letter from 1
g, in part, “Please be sure that rLavsoy will, i
ament from my pen and, for your cars onl
offer from [here Fleming named another American m
his confidence by repeating it] for the serialization of my next book on the grounds
that T felt morally committed to you . . .” The “next book” was, of course, The Man
with the Golden Gun, but the death of James Bond's creator made it necessary 10
negotiate purchase of the manuscript with his British representative, a man whose
London phone number is, not coincidentally, 007
This April's cover finds the ever-gallant Flayboy Rabbit lending his cars to aid
a young lady starting from scratch. When cover girl 1 Balcom isn't itching to
model for us, she delightfully decoraws PLAYBOY's Chicago editorial offices as
t. We know Lannie will receive a warm reception from rraynoy readers
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1 Flemin
previously, receive preferen
. 1 recently wrned down an
i€, but we won't violat

Starting, 100, in_this issuc, is o

of PLAYROY's most ambitious projects to date,
The History of Sex in Cinema. Fron

the first halting osculatory frames of The Kiss
to the latest sequences of Cinemascopic sex. chromiclers Arthur Kuight and Hollis
Alpert will be turning their practiced cyes screenward for a definitive study of sex,
the cinema—and the ominously ommipresent censors. The Messis. Knight and
Alpert are uniquely suited for the task. Rnight, longtime movie critic for the Saf-
wrday Review, auwthored The Liveliest Art and the motion-picture entrics in both
the Encyclopacdia Britannica and the Crowell-Collier encyclopedia, has taught film
co t both USC and UCLA: he has a television scrics, A night al the Movies, in
preparation, recenly retrned fro n film festival which
he attended at the request of L g
membered by reavnoy readers for The Far Out Filins (April 1960) a
a Shoestring (\pul 1962). Hollis Alpert, also a film critic for the Saturday Revie
is a former New Yorker cditor uthor of the recent bestselling biography The
Barrymores; he has another biography and a novel in the hopper
The subject of this month’s Playboy Interview, the Capitol Rounda’s rotund
Rabelais, Art Buchwald, was intcrrogated by one of Washington's least-know
litical aspirants, Great Society reject Marvin: Kitman. Still nursing
in a highly unsuccessful campaign for the Republican Pre a
Kitman has been busy writing The Making of a Republican President, “a garden:
g manual in which I rake up the past
Je Shepherd, confecior of Old Man Pulaski and the Infamons Jawbreaker
Blac mail, a sugar-conted nostalgia nougat on the sweets of days gone by, swears that
mere mention of penny candy sull makes me break out cold sweat and
causes my teeth to itch.” Shepherd has just finished a play, The Nature of the Ene-
my (subtided 1 Love Story in Two Rounds) which will be performed ar Manhat-
s Limelight club for presentation on nationwide TV
t Gold, whose description of one of his favorite hav
The New Barbary Coast, accompanies an eyc-popping pictorial on San Fr
current entertainment phenomenon, Those Frisky Friscothéques, tells us
end of this month will find him in Saint K-ph.nl France, as part of the American
delegation to the Formentor Conference, crnational writerns' group which
il the atwal $10.000 Vormengor Drise, Anyone who calls men's. hair. wylist
Jay Sebring (Topping Of the Well-Groomed Man) a barher, does so at his own
eril—Jay's a karate expert. Identifying Sebring as a barber is as gauche as tagging
Jascha Heifetz a fiddler. His Los Angeles tonsorium is a weekly mecca for @ host ot
Hollywood's male stars who pay $20 (530 for the ini i) lor the privilege of
having Sebring find the correct key to their locks
vravsov's Fashion Dircctor Robert L. Green, sartorial soothsayer of our Spring
& Swmmer Fashion Forecast, has just completed 56 radio and TV appear
preparing a video men’s fashion show 0 be taped in color by RCA
York World's Fair. Among April's sparkling hunm Arthur C. Clarke’s harrowing
ce tale. Maclstrom 11: Jack Finney's weird y. Double Take; P
o Little misadventure, \:)l,.l. Stout; and Ray Russell’s cine-
matic satire, Se llmulf\luhun Style.
Also included in our April shower of goodies—visual and cerebral: J. Paul
wy's The Force of Habit, wherein pLavsoy's Conwributing Editor, Business
nd Finance, delineates the virtes and vices of establishing an executive
The Playboy Bed, a words-and-pictures takeout on # wondrously clectronic sleep
center custommade for Morpheus |ll|rmu nd Playmate Play-of], um....,\ a
wrio of chon-tressed ¢ ¢ of the Year. Hevein, then
ing tonic to set the tone for the u\nll)u 5 Swing ino spring
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THE MAN WITH
THE GOLDEN GUN

there was little question about it:
james bond was a sick man—yet there was a final,
deadly mission for him to perform

Part One of the final novel

By IAN FLEMING

ThE sEcRET SERVICE holds much that is kept secret even from
very senior officers in the organization. Only M and his
Chief of Stafl know absolutely everything there is to know.

The latter is responsible for keeping the Top Secret vecord
known as The War Book so that, in the event of the death
of both of them, the whole story, apart from what is

able to individual Sections and Stations, would be av
to their successors.

able

One thing that James Bond

for instance, didn't know,
was the machinery at Headquarters for dealing with the
public, whether friendly or otherwise—drunks, lun

bona fide applications o join the Serviee, and enemy

with plans for penctration or even assassination

On that cold, clear morning in November he was to see
the careful cogwheels in motion

The girl at the switdhboard at the Minisuy of Defense
flicked the switch 1o notp and said to her neighbor, “It's
another nut who says he's James Bond. Even knows his code
number. Says he wants 10 speak o M personally.”

The semor girl shrugged. The switchboard had had quite
a few such calls since, a year before, James Bond's death
on a mission 1o Japan had been announced in the pr

t every
Uranus
1 ot stuck while awaiting enury into
¢ lum through 10 Liaison, |

There had even been one pestiferous woman who,
full moon, passed on messages from Bond fro
where it seemed he |

heaven. She said, =T

The Limson Scction was the first cog in the machine,
the first sicve. The operator got back on the line: *Just a
moment, sir. Il put you on to an officer who may be able
10 help you."

James Bond, siting on the cdge of his bed, said,
“Thank you

He had expected some delay before he could establish
his identity. He had been warned 10 expect it by the charm-
Colonel Boris™ who had been in charge of him for

the past few months after he had finished his weaument in
the luxurious Institute on the Nevsky Prospekt in Lenin-
grad. A man’s voice came on the hne, “Captain Walker
speaking Can 1 help youz”

James Bond spoke slowly and clearly. *“This is Command-
er James Bond speaking Number 007. Would you put me
through to M, or his sccretary, Miss Moneypenny. I w
o make an appointment.

Captain Walker pressed two buttons on the side of his

They threw themselves on Bond and even as
they seized him his head fell forward on his chest.







telephone. One of them switched on a tape recorder for the wse of his department, the other
alerted one of the duty officers i nd Yard that he
should listen to the conversation, wace the call, and at once pu L was now up
\lker, who was in fact an extremely bright ex-prisoner-of-war intervogator from Mil-
¢ Intelligence, to keep the subject talking for as near five minutes as possible. He said. “I'm
fraid 1 don't know either of these two people. Are you sure you've got the right number:”

mes Bond patiently repeated the Regent number which was the main outside line for the Se-
ice. Together with so much else, he had forgotien it. but Colonel Boris had known it and

Westmacott, company director.
Ker sympathetically. “We scem to have got that part of it right. But I'm
afraid 1 can't place these people you want 1o talk to. Who exactly are they? This Mr. Emm, for in-

stance. 1 don't think we've got anyone of that name at the Ministry.

me 1o spell i

iz this is an open line
in Walker was rather impressed by the confidence in the speaker’s voice. He pressed an-
on and, 5o that Bond would hear it, a telephone bell vang. He said, “Hang on a moment
There's someone on my other line.” Captain Walker got on 1o the head of his Section.
_ I've got a chap on who says he’s James Bond and wants (o talk © M. 1 know it sounds
o I've gone through the usual motions with the Special Branch, and so on, but would you
mind listening for a minute? Thank you, sir.”

Two rooms away a harassed man, who was the Chief Sceurity Officer for the Secret Service, said
“Blast™ and pressed a switch. A microphone on his desk came to life. The Chiel Security Officer sat
very still, He badly nceded a cigarete, but his room was now “live” to Captain Walker and to the Iu
natic whe called himsell James Bond. Cap
sorry. Now then. This man Mr. Emm you w
Could you be more specili

James Bond frowned. He didu't know that he had frowned and he wouldn't have been able to
explain why he had done so. He said, and lowered his voice, again inexplicably, “ Admiral Sir \
Messervy. He is head of a department in your Minisury. The number of his room used 1o be twelve
on the cighth floor. He used 10 have a secretary ¢ Good-looking girl. Br
nette. shall 1 give you the Chief of Staf’s name? No? Well ler's see, it's Wednesday. Shall 1 tell you
what'll be the main dish on the w cen® 1t should be st pudding.

“The Chief Sccurity Offcer picked up the direct wlephone 1o Captain Walker. Captain Walker
said 10 | s the other telephone again. Shan't be a minute.” He picked
up the green telephone. “Yes, sir

“I don't like that bit about the steak-and-kidney pudding. Pass him on to the Hard Man. No.
Cancel that. Make it the Soft. There was always something odd abour 007's death. No body. No solid
evidence. And the people ipanese island always scemed 10 me to be playing it prety close
10 the chest. The sioneface act. 1Us just possible. Keep me informed, would yo

Cay bout thar. 1t being a busy day. Now then,
this inguiry of yours. Afraid I can’t help you mysell. Not my part of the M
is Major Townsend. He should be able to locate this man you want (o see. Got a pencil? I's num-
ber forty four Kensington Cloisters. Got that Kensington double five, double five. Give me ten mi

crazy

Walker's voice came over at full suength. “I'm so
¢ 10 talk . I'm sur hout security.

we neednt worry

iles

led Miss Moneype

nd-Kidney

&

Walker got back to

utes and Ul have a word with him and see if he can help. All right”

James Bond said dully,

“That's very kind of you." He put down the telephone. He waited ex-

actly ten minutes and picked up the receiver and asked for the number.

James Bond was staying at the Ritz Hotel. Colonel Boris had ld him 1 do so. Bond's file in the
K.G.B. Archive described him as a high liver. so, on London, he must stick 10 the K.G.B.
image of the high life. Bond went down in the lift to the Arlington Sucet entrance. A man at the
newsstand got e of him with & buttonhole Minox. When Bond went down the shallow
steps 10 the sucet and asked the commissionaire for a taxi, a Canonflex with a elescopic lens clicked
away busily from a Red Roses Landry van at the neighboring goods entrance and, in due course, the

i de the van reported bricfly 1o the Action Room of the

mansion in grimy red brick. Tt had been

cague for Noise

ance still hove the brass plate of this long.defu
shell of which had been purchased by the Secret Service through the Commonwealth Relatio
L, re 1

. the empiy
s Of
as cells, and a rear exit in-

fice. 1t also had a spacious old-fashioned baseme quipy
10 a quict mews.
The Red Roses 12

off at a sedate speed 1o its g

pdry van watched the front door shut behind James Bond and then moved
1 from Scotl

age not the process of develop

ILLUSTRATIONS BY
HOWARD MUELLER

Scaramanga got two
bullets into the

heart of his oppo
before the latter
could even fire a shot.

ent






PLAYBOY

ing the Canonflex film went on in its
interior
“Appointment
send.” said
“Yes. He's expecting you, sir. Shall T
wke your raincoatz”  The powerful
Jooking doorman put the coat on a coat
langer and hung it up on one of a
1ow of hooks beside the door. As soon as
Bond was safely closcted with Major
Townsend, the coat would go swiftly to
the laboratory on the first floor where its
provenance would be cstablished from
an examination of the fabric. Pocket

with Major Town

dust would be removed for more Ieisure-
\

It was a narrow corridor of freshly
painted clapboard with a tall, single
window which concealed the fluoroscope

wiggered auton from  bencath
The findings
vay eve would be fed into the

laboratory above the passage. The pas-
sage ended in 1wo facing dours marked
“A " The doovman knocked on
room Band stood aside lor Bond o enter.
It was a pleasant, very light room,
close-capeted i dovegray Wilton. The
military prims on the cream walls were
expensively framed. A small, bright fire
burned under \dam  mantelpicce
which bore a number of silver wophics
nd two phe o,..n.lplh in le mes—
one of a nice-look, d the
other of three
central table with a bowl of
id 1o comfortable club chairs
side of the fire. No desk or
nets. nothing official-looking.
leasant as the room. got
up from the far chair. dropped The
Times on the carpet beside it, and came
forward with a welcoming smile. He
held out a firm, dry hand.
This was the Soft Man
T ke a pew. Ciga-
10 remember

Not ||I(‘ ones T se
Just the glmd old Senior

reue?

jor Townsend had carefully pre-
pared the loaded remark—a reference to
Bond's liking for the Morl
with the three gold
Bond's apparent lack of comprehension
Bond ok a cigarette and accepted
light. They sat down Lacing cach other.
Major Townsend crossed his legs com-
fortably. Bond sat up sira \
Fownsend said,
help you
Across the corridor, in room A,
Olfice of Works cube with no [y
but a hissing gas fire,
two facing wooden chairs under the
ked neon, Bond's reception by the
. the ex-police superintend
(“ex” because of a brutality case
Glasgow for which he had taken the rap)
would have been very different. There.
the man who went under the name of
Mr. Robson would have given lim
the full intimidation treatment—harsh,

“Well, now. How can 1

cold
iture
n ugly desk with

bullying interrogation, thre:
onment for false represe
knows what else. and, perhaps. if he had
shown signs of hostility or developing a
nuisance value, a linde judicious vough
ing-up in the basement.

Such was the ulumate sieve which
sorted out the wheat from the chaff from
those members of the public who desired
access 10 “The Seaet Service. There
were other people in the building who
t with the lenters. Those written in
pencil or in multicolored inks, and those
endlosing a photograpl ined unan-
swered. Those that threatened or were
litigious were referred 1o the Special
Branch. The solid, serious ones were
passed, with a comment from the best
graphologist in the business. 1o the Liai-
son Section at Headquarters for “Turther
action.” Parcels w automatically, lnl
fast. to the Bomb l)hpm.nl Squad a
Knightsbridge Barracks. The eve of u-e
cedle was narrow. ()" lllr whole, it dis-
criminated appropriately. It was an ex-
pensive setup, but it is the first duty of a
Secret Service 1o remain not only secret
but secure.

Thete was no rcason why
Bond, who had always heen on the npcr—
ative side of the business, should know
Serv-
n he should have un-
derstood the mysteries of the plumbing
or clectricity supply of his flat in Chel.
sea, or the working of his own kidneys.
Colonel Boris, however, had known the
whole routine. The seeret services of all
the great powers know the public
their opponents, and Colonel Boris had
very accurately described the treatment
that James Bond must expect before he
wias “cleared™ and was allowed access 1o
the office of his former Chiel.

So now James Bond paused before he
replied to” Major Townsend'’s question
about how he could be of help. He
looked at the Soft Man and then into
the fire. He added up the accuracy of the
description he had been given of Major
Townsend’s appearance and, before he
said what he had been told o say. he
gave Colonel Boris 90 out of 100. The
big. friendly face. the wideapart, pale
brown cves, bracketed by the wrinkles of
a million smiles. the militiry mustache,
the rimless monocle dangling from a
thin black cord, the brushed back. thin-

ning sandy hair, the immaculate double-
hrnmul Dlue suit, suff white collar and

gun barrels and that the
and scholarly.

James Bond said patiently: “It's rea
quite simple. T'm who I say T am. I'm
doing what T natarally would do, and
that's report back to M.
. But you must realize™ (a sym
pathetic smile) “that you've been out of
contact for nearly a year. You've bee

officially posted as ‘missing, believed
Killed” Your obituary has even ap
peared in The Times. Have you any evi
dence of identity? T admit that you look
very much like your photographs. bus
you must see that we have 1o be very
sure belore we pass you on up. the

people @t HQ.™

“Miss Goodnight's been posted abroad

Can you give me a brief description of

HAQ.. just the main geography
Bond did so.

g

Freudenstein:
iy

who was a Miss Maria

“Yes, dead.”

“Thought she wouldn't last long. She
was a double, working for K.GB. Sec
tion One Hundred controlled her. 1
wouldn't get any thanks for telling you

fownsend had been primed
I this very top scaret question. He
I been given the answer, more or less
Bond had put it. This was the clinch
cr. This Jad 10 be James Bond. “Well
we're getting on fine. Now, it only
mains 10 find ont where yow've come
from and where you've been all these
ths and 1 won't keep you any

send put on a
Well, just let me
i nkpluuw all or o
what can be done.” He got 10 his feet

Seen today’s Timess™ He picked it up
and handed it 1o Bond. Tt had been spe-
cially weated 1o give good prints. Bond
ook Shan't be long.”

Major Townsend shut the door be
1oss the passage
and through the door marked ™/
he knew that “Mr. Robson™ would be
alone. “Sorry to bother vou, Fred. Can 1
use your scrambler?”
behind the desk gn
stem of his pipe and remained bent ove
the midday Evening Standard racing
news.

Major Townsend picked up the green
receiver and was put through o th
Laboratory. “Major Townsend speaking
Any commen He i ed carefully.
said “Thank you.” and got through 10 the
| Seeurity Officer at Headquarters.
“Well, sir. T think it must be 007, P
thinner than his photographs. I'll be g
ing you his prints as soon as he's gone
Wearing his usual vig—dark blue single
breasted s white shirt, thin black
knitted silk tie. black casuals—but they
all look brand-new. Raincoat bought yes
terday from Burberry's. Got the Freud
question right, but savs  he
nything about himself except
to M personally. But whoever he is. 1

(continued overleaf)

F




PLAYBOY

70

don't like it much. He flufled on his spe-
cigarettes. He's got an odd sort. of
wed, sort of faraway look. and the
scope shows that he's carrying a gun in
his righthand coat pocket—curious sort
of contraption. doesn’t seem 10 have got
a but 1o it. I'd say he's a sick man. 1
wouldn't personally recommend that M
should sce him, but 1 wouldn't know
how we're to get him to talk unless he
does™ He paused. “Very good. sir. Il
stay by the telephone. I'm on Mr. Rob-
son’s extension.”
There was silence in the room. The

The telephone burred. “Yes,
good. sir. Would your sec
along a car from the pool? Thank you,

ng in the same upright
posture, The Times still unopened in
his hand. Major Townsend said cheerful-
ly, “Well, that’s fixed. Message from M
that he’s temendously relieved you're
all right and he'll be free in about half
an hour. should be here in ten min-
utes or s0. And the Chicf of Staff says
he hopes yowll be free for lunch
afterward.™

James Bond smiled for the first time.
It was a thin smile that didn’t light up
his eyes. He said, at's very kind of
him. Would you tell him I'm afraid I
shan't be free.”

The Chief of Staff stood in front of
M's desk and said firmly, I really
wouldn’t do it, sir. 1 see him, or
someone else ¢ 1 don't like the smell
of it at all. T think 007's round the bend.
There's no doubt it's him all right. The
pr-nn have just been confirmed by Chief
of Sccurity. And the pictures are all
right—and the recording of his voice.
But |Iun- are too many things that don’t
s forged passport we found
in his room at the Ritz, for instance. All
right. So he wanted to come back into
it's 100 good a
mple. And the
West Germany, day before
yesterday. Why didn’t he report to Sta-
tion B or W7 Both those Heads of Station
are friends of his, particularly 016 in Ber-
lin. And why didn’t he go and have a
look at his flat? He's got some sort of a
housekeeper there, Scots woman called
May, who's always sworn he still
alive and has kept the place
savings. The Ritz is sort of
And these new clothes. Why d
10 bother? Doesn't matter what he was
wearing when he came in through Do-

4 h

. Have a few drinks and run over
. Instead

g v
approach and Sccurity worricd as hell.

paused. He knew
ing through. As soon as he
had begun, M had swiveled his chair
nd had remained, occasior

v out through the window
jagged sky line of London. Obstinately,
the Chief of Suff concluded, “Do you
think you could leave this one to m
2 1 can get hold of Sir James Molo
1 no time and have 007 put into The
Park for observation and treatment. U1
all be done very gently. VIP handling,
and 50 on. I can say you've been call

to the Cabinet or something. Security
says 007's looking a bit thin. Build him
up. Convalescence, and all that. That
can be the excuse. If he cuts up rough,
we can always give him some dope. He's
nd of mine. He won't hold it
usly needs 10 be got

round. He
looked up at the tired, worried face that
showed the strain of being the equiva-
lent of Number Two in the Secret Serv
ice for ten years and more. M smiled.
=y you, Chicl of Staff. But I'm
afl ot as easy as all that. I sent
007 out on his last job to shake him out
of his domestic worries. You remember
how it all came about. Well. we had no
idea that what seemed a fairly peaceful
mission was going to end up in a pitched
battle with Blofeld. Or that 007 was
going to vanish off the face of the earth
for a year. Now we've got 1o know what
happened during that year. And 007's
quite right. T sent him out on that m
sion and he's got every right to report
back 10 me personally. T know 007. He's
a stubborn fellow. If he says he won't
tell anyone else, he won't. Of comse 1
want to hear what happened o him.
i ¢ a couple of good
he t gh. come
and get him. As for his gu
tured vaguely at the ceiling
after that. Have you tested the damned

es. sir. Tt works all right. But . . "
M held up a hand. “Sorry, Chicl of
Staff. 1t's an order. ght winked on
the intercom. “That’ Il br him. Send him
st .ugln in. would yo
“Very good, he Chief of Staff
went out and closed the door.
James kmd was _standing smiling

looked distraught. Whe
shifted his gaze and said Hulln. Bill,”
he still wore the same distant smile. He
didn't hold out his hand. Bill
said, with

heartiness that .
terrible falsity in his cars, “Hullo, James.
Long time no see.” At the same time.
out of the corner of

looked  her
1 would like 10 see

m;ughl in the cyes.
007 straightaway.

Miss Moneypenny lied  desperately
ou know got a Chicls of Staff
meeting at the Cabinet Office in fve

him out of
t© James Bond.
Sorry you can’t manage lunch. Come
and have a gossip after M's finished with

you
Bond said, “Th
squared s shoulders
h the door over which the red

her hands.
ately. “There’s something wrong with
him. I'm frightened

Bill Tanner said, “Take it easy, Pen
ny. I'm going to do what I can.” He
walked quickly into his office
the door. He went over to his desk and
pressed a switch. M's voice came into the
room: “Hullo, James. Wonderful to
have you back. Take a scat and tell me
all about it

Bill Tanner picked up the office tele-
phone and asked for Head of Security.

James Bond took his usual place
across the desk from M. A storm of mem
ories whirled through his consciousness
like badly cut film on a projector that
had gone crazy. Bond closed his mind 1o
the storm. He must concentrate on what
he had 1o say, and do, and on nothing
else.

“I'm afraid there's a lot I still can't re
member, sir. 1 got a bang on the head”
(he wuched his right temple) “some
where along the on that job you
sent me to do in Japan. Then there’s a
blank until I got picked up by the police
on the waterfront at Vladivostok. No
idea how 1 got there. They roughed me
up a bit and in the process I must have
got another bang on the head, because
suddenly 1 remembered who 1 was
that 1 wasn't a Japanese fishers
which was what I thought I was. So then
of course the police passed me on to the
local s a big
gray building on the Morskaya Ulitsa
facing the harbor near the railway sta
tion. by the way—and when they belino-
graphed my prints 0 Moscow there was
a lot of excitement and they flew me
there from the military airhield  just
north of the town at Vioraya Rechka
and spent weeks interrogating me—or
ather, because 1 couldn’t re
member anything except  when  they
prompted me with something they knew
themselves and then 1 could give them a
few hazy details to add to their knowl
edge. Very frustrating for them.”
“Very,” commented M. A 11 frown
ad gathered between his eyes. “And
you told them everything you could?
Wasn't that rather, er. generous of you?”

(continued on page 161)




THE GOLDEN GUN  (continucd from page 70)

“They were very nice o me in every
way, sir. It scemed the least T could do.
this Institute place in Lenin-
 me VIP ucament. Top

pec
didn’t seem 1o hold it
I'd been working against them for most
And other people came and
talked to me very reasonably about the
political s and so forth. The
ced for East and West to work together
for world peace. They made dear a lot
of things that hadn't occurred 1 me be-
fore. They quite convinced me.” Bond
looked abstinately across the into
the clear blue sailor’s eyes that now held
a red spark of T don't suppose
vou unde sir. You've
been making
other all your life. You're doing so at
this moment. And for most of my adult
life you've used me as a tool. Fortunate-
Iv. that’s all over now.”

M said fiercely, “It certainly is. T sup-
pose among other things you've forgot-
te cading reports of our POWSs in
i War who were by
by the Chinese. 11 the Russi e so
keen on peace, what do they need the

K.G.B. forz At the last estimate, that
was about one hundred thousand men
il women as you call i,

nd other counuies. This is
ization that was so charming o
v Leningrad. Did they happen 10
mention the murder of Horcher and
Stz Munich last month?”
“Oh yes, sir.”” Bond's voice was pa-
equable. “They have 10 defend
themselves against the secret services of
lllc West. I you would demobilize all
Bond waved 4 hand. “they would
be only wo delighted © scrap the
B. They were quite open about it

all.”

And the same thing applies to their
two hundred divisions and their U-boat
fleet and their ICBMs, 1 suppose? M's

“Well, if ym ltmn(l these people so
.ml charming, wlly didn’t

“llll \I.ul( n.”
llumglu more important

\Iwuld come back and hight for peace
here. sir. You and your agents have
taught me certain skills for use in the
underground war. It explained 1o
me how these skills could be used in the
canse of peic
James Bond's I
lantly to his right

nd moved noncha-
nd coat pocket. M,
ss, shifted his chair
Tis le

back from his desk.
the button under the

0 llu- room

n invitation for death o take

ames Bond had become tense. There
ness round his lips. The blue
gray cyes still stared blankly,

if forced out of him by some
cr compulsion. “It would be a start if
nongers could be eliminated, si

al, flashed out of the pocket, but, even as
ison hissed down the barrel of the

mor-plate glass hurtled down from the
baffled slit in the ceiling and, with

The jet of viscous brown Auid spl:lsllul

A heiad 1ulom1nu Iy thrown up for

The Chicl of Stfl had burst into the
followed by the Head of Security.
They threw themselves on James Bond.

fell forward on his chest and he would

supported him. They hauled
him to his fect. e was in a dead fain

iZ

out of here. And |.|o..|y q
emergency had snuffed out H(.nlqnnnus

It
He said 1o M. who had walked out from

mind leaving the voom, si

have this cleaned up during the lunch
order. M went to the
open door. Miss Moneypenny swod with

watched with horror as James Bond's su.
pine body was hauled out and, the heels

of his shoes leaving wacks on the carpet,
ken into the Chiel of Stll's room.
M said sharply, “Close that door, Miss
Moneypenny. Get the duty M.O. up
right away. Come along, girl! Don't just
stand there gawking! And not a word of
. Undersiood”

pulled hersell back
from the edge of hysterics. She said an
automatic “Yes, sir.” pulled the door
shut and reached for the interoffice
telephonc.

A walked across and into the Chief of
Staff's ofice and closed the door. Head
of Security was on his knees beside
Bond. He had loosened his tie and collar
button and was lecling his pulse. Bond's
face was white and bathed in swi
breathing was a desperate vautl
had just run a race. M looked bricfly
down at him and then, his face hidden
from the others, at the wall beyond the
body. He wined 1o the Chicl of Stall
He said briskly, “Well, that's that. My
predecessor died in that chair.
a simple bullet, but from much the
same sort of A e azed officer. One can't
legislate But the
Office of Works cerainly did a good job
with that gadget. Now then, Chiel of
Stafl. This is. of course, to go no fur
ther. Get Sir James Molony as soon
you can and have 007 taken down to
The Park.  Ambulance,
guard. T'll explain things to Sir James
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162 of duty, he set

this afternoon. Bricfly, as you heard, the
K.GB. got hold of him. Brainwashed
1. He was already a sick man. Amne-
of some kind. Il tell you all I know
later. Have his things collected from the
Ritz and his bill paid. And put some-

thing on these lines: y
Defense is pll\nsﬂl. o, say delighted, ‘to
that € ames Bond,

been given. His not to reason why!

At Blades. M ate his usual meager
lunchco illed Dover sole followed
by the ripest spoonful he could gouge
from the club stilion. And as usual he
at by himsell in one of the window seats
and buricaded  himself behind  The
Times, occasionally turning a page to

ete., who was posted as missing. believed

altey
viet Union which is expected to yield
much valuable information. Commander
has

sl frostily. “That bit about
tion'll give no joy to Comrade Semi-
chastny and his troops. And add a ‘D’
Notice 1o cditors: It is y re-
quested, for security reasons, (ll.n the
minimum of speculation or comment be
added o the above communiqué and
that no attempts be made to trace Com-
mander Bond's whereabouts.” All right?™

Bill Tanner had been wri furiously
w0 keep up with M. He looked up el
his scratch-pad, bewildercd. “But aren't
you going to make any charges, sir? Aft-
er all, teason and mcmpu:d mur(lcr
- T mean, not even a court mar
‘Certainly not.™ M's voice gruff.
007 was a sick man. Not mponsihlc for
his actions. If one can brainwash a man,
presumably one can unb:
If anyone can,
back on half pay for the time being, in
his old Section. And see he gets full back
pay and allowances for the past year. If
the K.G.B. has the nerve to throw one
of my best men at me, 1 have the nerve
to throw him back at them. 007 was a
good agent once. There's no reason why
he shouldn't good agent again.
Within limits, that is. Alter lunch, give
me the file on Scaramanga. If we can get
him fit_again, that’s the rightsized tar-
get for 007.”

The Chiel of
that’s suicide,
take him.’

M said coldly, “What would 007 get
for this morning’s bit of work? Twenty
years? As 4 minimum, 1'd say. Better for
him to fall on the bauleheld. I he
brings it off, he'll have won his spurs
back again and we can all forget the
past. Anyway, that’s my decision.”

There was a knock on the door and
the duty Medical Officer came into the
room. M bade him good afternoon and
turned stiflly on his heel and walked out
through the open door.

The Chief of Staff looked at the re-
tre g back. He sa nder his breath,
“You coldhearted bastard!"™ Then, with
his usual minute thoroughness and sense
bout the tasks he had

-

Suff protested, “But
Even 007 could never

that he was reading it,
which, in fact, he wasn't. But Porterfield
commented 10 the head waitress, Lily, a
handsome, much-loved ornament of the
club, that “there’s something wrong with
the old man today. Or maybe not exact-
y wrong, but there’s something up with
Porterficld  prided  himsell on
l. g something of an amateur psychol-
ogist. As headwaiter, and father-confes-
sor to many of the members, he knew a
lot about
he knew everything, so ¢

Now, standing with Lily in a quict mo-
t behind the finest cold buffet on
display at that date anywhere in the
world, he explained | ou know
that terrible swff S Miles always
t Algerian red wine that the
ice won't even allow on the
wine list. They only have it in the clul
10 please Sir Miles. Well, he explained
to me once that in the navy they used to
all it “The Infuriator,” because if you
drank too much of it, it scems that
used to put you into a rage. Well now,
1 the ten years that I've had the pleas-
ure of looking after Sir Miles, he's never
ordered more lh.ul half a carafe of the
stufl.” i
1y

Park. M didn't look out at the passing
scenc. He sa stiffly in the back, his bowl-
er set squarcly on his head. and gazed
unsceing at the back of the chauffeur’s
head with hooded, brooding cycs.

For the hundredth time since he had
left his office that morning, he assured
mscll that his decision was right. 1(
mes Bond could be straightencd out,
and M was certain that that supreme
neurologist, Sir James Molony, could
bring it off, it would be ridiculous to
reassign him to normal staff duties in the
Double-O Section. The past could be
forgiven, but not forgotten—except with
the passage of time. It would be most
irksome for those in the know to have
Bond moving about Headquarters as if
nothing had happened. Tt would be dou-
bly embarrassing for M to have 1o face
Bond across that desk. And James Bond,
il aimed straight at a known target—M
put it in the lang attleships—
was a supremely effective firingpicce.
Well, the target was there and it desper-
ately demanded destruction. Bond had

g James Bond would
the Double:O prefix if he
had not high talents, frequently proved,
as & gunman. So be it! In exchange for
the happenings of that morning, in ex-
piation of them, Bond must prove him-
self at his old skills. If he succeeded, he
would have regained his previous status.
If he failed, well, it would be a death for
which he would be honored. Win or
lose, the plm would solve a vast array of
1 closed his mind once and

ol
theatrical solemnity as if he had read
something mlll) terrible in the tea
leaves. “Th happens  today?”"

Lily clasped et s tensely and bent
her head fraction
full

ly closer to get the
mpact of the news. “The old man
“Porterfield. A boule of Infuriator.
\ou understand? A full boule!” So of
course I didn’t say anything but went off
and brought it 1o him. But you mark my
Aly,” he noticed a lifted hand
down dlc long room and moved off,
“there’s something hit Sir Miles ha
this morning and no m g
M sent for his bill. As usual, he paid,
atever the amount of the bill, with a
ﬁ\L'pOIIII(I note for the pleasure of re-
ceiving in nge crisp mew  pound
notes, new snl\cr and gleaming copper
pennics, for it is the custom at Blades to
give its members only freshly minted
money. Porterficld pulled back his table
and M walked quickly to the door, ac-
knowledg 1 greeting with
a preoccuy nd a briel lift-
ing of the hand. It was two o'clock. The
uld black Phantom Rolls took him quiet-
nd  quickly northward  through
Btrkclcy Square, across Oxford Street
nd via Wigmore Street into Regent's

a

lnr. Iml lm decision. He got out of the
car and went up in the lift 10 the eighth
floor and along the corridor, smelling
the smell of some unknow
more and more powerfully
proached his office.

Instead of using his key to the private
entrance at the end of the corridor, M
gh Miss Moneype
sitting i her usual
at the usual routine
tnncspomlcu(c. She got to her fee

“What's this dreadful stink,
Moneypenny

“I don't know w it's called,
Head of Sccurity brought along a squ
from Chemical Warlare at the
Office. He says your office is all right to
use again, but to keep the windows open
or a while. So I've turned on the heat-
8. Chicf of Stafl isn't back from lunch
yet, but he twld me to tell you that
everything you wanted donc is under
way. Sir James is operating until four,
but will expect your call after that.
Herc's the file you wanted,

M took the brown folder with the red
Top Secret star in its top righthand cor-
ner. “How's 0072 Did he come round
my's face was expres-

Miss

-




sionless. “I gather so, sir. The M.O. gave
him a sedative of some kind and he was
taken off on a stretcher during the lunch
hour. He was covered up. They took
lum down in the service lilt © the ga-
1 haven't had any inquiries
(-nml Well, bring me in the signals,
would you. There’s been a lot
asted mduy on all these domestic ex
ite the file, M went
lllmngh the xlnnr nto his office. Miss
Moneypenny brought in the signals and
stood dutifully beside him while he went
through them, oc(.lslou.l“y dictating a
comment or a qu e looked down 4
the bowed, iron-gray Tiead with the b
patch polished for years by a succession
of naval caps and wondered, as she
wondered so often over the past ten
s, whether she loved or hated this
. Onc thing was certain. She re-
spected him more than any man she had
known or had read
M handed her the ﬁlc “Thank you.
Now just give me a quarter of an ho
‘Il see whoever wants me. The
ir James has priority. of course.”
M opened the brown folder, reached
for his pipe and began absent-mindedly
filling it as he glanced throu;
subsidiary files to see
other docket he  immediately
Then he set a match 10 his pipe and se
Ilul back in his chair and read:
“FRANCISCO (PACO) PISTOLS' SCARAM.
* And underneath, in lowercase type,
lance  assassin - mainly  under
control through DSS., Havan.
. but often as an independent op-
erator for other ory anizations, in the
« n states.
mage, particu-
larly to the S5, but also to CIA and other
friendly services, by murder and scien-
tific maiming, since 1959, the year whe
Castro came to power and which scems
;.m 10 have been the tngger for Scar:
's operations. 15 widely fearcd and
.ulm.m| v said territory  throughout
which he appears, despite police precau-
to have complete freedom of ac-
cess. Has thus become something of a
local myth and is known in his “territory”
The Man with the Golden Gun'—a
reference to his main weapon, which is a
gold-plated, longbarreled, singleaction
Colt 45. He wses special bullets with a
heavy, soft (24k) gold core jacketed with
silver and crosscut at the tip, on the
dumdum  principle, for  maximum
wounding cficet.  Himself loads  and
artifices this ammunition. Is responsible
for the death of 267 (Br
398 (Trinidad), 93 (Jamaica)
and 742 (Havana) and for the maiming
i subscquent retivement from the 58
of 098, Area Inspection Officer, by bullet
wounds in both knees. (See above refer-
ences in Central Records for Scaraman-
W's victims in Martinique, Haiti and
Panama.)
“DESCRIPTION

Ty. S|

GA.
“lre

Age about 35. Height 6

ft.. 3 in. Slim and fit. Eyes, light brown.
Hair reddish in a crewcut. Long side-
burns. Gaunt, somber face with thin
‘pencil’ mustache, brownish. Ears very
lat to the head. Ambidextrous. Hands
very large and powerful and immacu-
icured. Distinguishing marks:
pple about two inches below
his left breast. (N.B. In voodoo and al-
lied local cults this is considered a sign
of invulnerability and great sexual
prowess.) Is an insatiable but indiscrimi-
te womanizer who invariably has s
ual intercourse shortly before a_killiug
in the beliel that it improves his ‘eye.
(N.B. A belief shared by many profes-
sional lawn-tennis players, golfers, gun
and rifle marksmen and others.)
“oricins: A relative of the Caralan
family of circus managers of the same
me with whom he spent his youth.
Self-educated. At the age of 16, alter the
ncident described below, em ed
ly to the United States where he lived
a life of petty crime on the fringes of the
gangs until he graduated as a full-time
gunman for the “Spangled Mob' in Ne-
vada with the cover of pit the cas

no of the T Hotel in Las Vegas,
where in £ cted as exccutioner of
cheats and other  wransgressors  within

and outside “The Mob." In 1958 was

mous duel against his opposite num-
ber for the Denoit Gang, a cer-
tain Ramon “The Rodrigucz,

which ok place by ght on the
third green of the Thunderbird golf

two bullets into the h
nent before the latter had fived a shot
Distance 20 paces) Believed to have
been compensated by “The Mob® with
S$100,000. Traveled the whole
esting fugitive funds for various
Las Vegas interests and later, as his repu
tation for keen and successful dealing in
real estate and plantations became con
solidated, for Trujillo of the Dominican
Republic and Batista of Cuba. In 1959
setded in Havar nd, secing the w:
the wind blew, while remaining oste
bly & Batista man, began working under-
cover for the Castro party and, after the
ed an anfluential post
ulmur‘ for the DSS. hl this

hove.
assrokts: Various, including Cubar
(Iipl(m ic.

None. They are not neces
sary. The myth surrounding
the equivalent, let us say, of
rounding the most famous film star,
the fact that he has no police record,
have hitherto given him complete free-
dom of movement and indemnity from
lnlcrhrulct‘ in his e . In most of
the nd mainkand - republics
which constitute this territos
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Ja

e

icay and commands powerful pres
oups who give him protection and
siccor when called upon 10 do so. More
over, as the ostensible purchaser, and
usually the e from, for the ‘hot
money’ properties mentioned above, he
s legitiniate access, Dequently sup.
ported by his diplomatic stas, 10 any
part ol his territory

wesotrers: Considerable, but of un
known extent. Travels on various credit
cnds of the Diners” Club vavicty. Has
e with the Union des
i, Zurich, and
ve no difhculty in
cy from the sl
Cuba when he needs it

vorvation: (Comment by €
M rofilled aindl reliy hisipipe, wiich had
died. What had gone belore was routine
mlor

ppears
buaining forcign
m resources ol

covered the identity of a former Regins
Professor of History at Oxford who lived
a—t0 M—pampered existence at Head
quarters in o small and, in A's opin
ion, overcomfortable office. In hewween,
again in M's opinion, overluxurious and
overlong meals at the Garrick Club, he
winde . into Headquar-
(s, examined such fles as:dhe preseis
one, asked questions and had signals of

inquiry sent, and then delivered his
Judgment. But M, for all his prejudices
against the man—his haircut, the cas

ness of his clothes, what he k
wi

of life, and
d processes of his

preciated the sharpness of the mind, the
knowledge of the world. that
brought 1o his task and. so often, the ac
curacy of his judgments. In short, M
ways enjoyed what G.C. had 1o say and
he picked up the file & with relish.

1am inerested in this man,” wiote
Gy and 1 have caused inguinies 1o I
ade on a somewhat wider front than
usual, since it s not common to be con
fronted with a secret agent who s at
once so much of i public figure ar

appears 1 be infinitely successtul in the

dificult and  dangerous field of i

choice—that of beitg, in common par-
“a gun for hire’ 1 1

have found the ovigin of this partiality
for Killing his lellow men in cold blood,
st whom e has no personal
animosity but merely the veflected
mosity of his . i the lollowing
bizarve ancedote from his youth. In the
waveling circus of his father, o
Scaramanga, the boy had several voles.
He was a most spectacular wick shot, he
was 2 stand-in strong man in the acrobat
ic woupe, often taking the place of the
artise botom man in the “hy
pyvamid” act. and he

ploy

was the ma-
gorgeous twban, Indian robe
etc., who vode the leading elephant
woupe of three. This elephant, by the
me of Max, was o male and it

i i

le clephant, which
and

I interest
minent ologists, th
v the year, they go ‘on
ly. During these periods,

verified with
intervals du

mucous deposit forms behind the ani-
mals cans s needs 1o he scraped
ol since othe @ it causes the elephant
i Max developed  this
symptom during a visit of the circus o
vieste, but, thiough an oversight, the
mmlimm was not noticed and given the
weament. The “Big Top' of
lhv circus had be cted on the out-
s of the town adjacent 10 the coistal
way line and, on the night which
was, in my opi determine the Tu-
ture way of lile of the young Sc n-
ga. Max went berserk, thiew the youth
ifically, tampled his
litorium, causing
nd charged off across
pd on 1o the rvailway
line down which (4 frightening spect
nder the full moon which.
per cuttings record, was shini
ight) he galloped at tull speed.
il carabimiéve were
P
Ihnks
they

The lo
lervted and set off in
suit by ¢ along the main road that
the

In due course
the e

line.
with

railw
he up

ster, which, its frenzy expired, stood
peacelully facing back the it had
come. Not

lizing that the clephant, if
approached by ies handl

led peacetully back to its stall. the police
opened rapid fve and bullets from their
carbines and yevolvers wounded the an
1 in many plices. Infuriated afresh,
the miscrable beast. now pursued by the
police ¢ from which the hail of fire

u..........-.l d off again along the
i e On aival at the

5, (6 phant seemed 1o 1ecog

its home, the “Big Top. and.

i off the railway line, Tumbered

bitck through the fleeing spectators to the

and there.
pathetically
tenupted  act
v its agony, the

center of the deserted are
weakened by loss of blood,
continued  with s i
Trumpeting dreadfully

mortally  wounded  Max deavored
b to vaise atsell and stand
Me the young

med with his pisiols,

ied 1o throw it over the

head while ¢ u g out the
wlk’ with which he

Max scems 10 i the
youth and—it must have been a waly
pitiful sight —lowered its tunk to allow

the youth 1o be hoist 1© Im usual seat
behind the elepl | But at this
moment the police burse e g
g and theiv captain, approaching
y close, empticd his revolver into the
|hpl ant's right eye at a vange of a few
- upon which Max fell dying 1o the
glm d. Upon this, the young Scaman-
who, according 1o the Press, had

deep devotion for his charge, drew one
of his pistols and shot the policeman
through the heart and fled off into the
crowd of bystanders pursued by the oth-
er policemen, who could not fire because
of the throng of people. He made good
his escape, found his way south to Na-

s he:




ples and thence, as noted above, stowed
vay 1o Amer
I sce in this dreadful experi
ence, a pusslblt reason for the wransfor
R nga into the most
n ol recent vears. In him
1 believe, born on that day a cold-
hluodul desire 10 avenge himsell on all
That the elephant had run
mpled  many iocent
that the man wuly responsible
adler and that the police were
only doing their duty, would be, psycho-
pathologically, cither forgotten or de-
herately suppressed by a youth of
hot-blooded stock  whose  subconscious
had been so deeply lacerated. A all
cvents, Scaram. snhwalull career

llloughllnlh against his nose. \\'«.u II"
enough! He wrned back to the file.
have comment,
ke on this man’s alleged sexual poten-
n.l.umn to his profes-
0 thesis, with which 1
that the pistol,
ds of an amatcur or
of a prolesional  gunma has
ice for the owner as a symbol of
vivility—an extension of the male organ
that excessive interest in guns
gun collections and gun clubs)
form of fetishism. The partiality of Sc
amanga for a particularly showy var
tion of weapon, and his use of silver and
gold bulless, clearly point. 1 thi .m o his
being a slave to this fetish and, if 1
vight, 1 have doubts
sexual prowess, for the lack of which his
gun fetish would be either a substitute
or a zmnpumlim 1 In.nc also noted,
from a “profile’ of
magazine, one fact which suppmls my
thesis that Scaramanga may be sexually
bnormal. I listing his accomplish-
ents, Time notes, but does not com-
ment upon, the fact that this man
cannot whisde. Now it may only be
myth, and it is certainly not medical
cience, but there is a popular theory
h man who cannot whistle has homo
sexual tendencies. (Av this point, the
reader may care 10 experiment and, from
his sell-knowledge, help to prove or dis-
prove this item of folklore! C.C)" (M
hadn't whistled since he was a boy. Un-
consciously his mouth pursed and a clear
note was emitted. He uttered an impa-
and continued with his
veading) “So 1 woukl not be surprised
Scaramanga is not the Casa
cy. Passing 10 the
wider implications of g ship, we
enter the realms of the Adlerian power
urge as compensation for the inferi
complex, and here 1 will quote some
welltuned phrases of a certain Mr.
Harold L. Peterson in his preface to his

nova of popu
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finely illustrated The Book of the Gun,
pullllahul by Paul Hamlyn. Mr. Peter-
‘In the vast array of thing:

man has invented o better his cond
tion, few have fascinated him more
the gun. Iis function is simple;
Winchester  said, with  19th  Centny
complacency, “A gun is a machine for
dhrowing balls” But its ev
efliciency in perform
awesome  abil to strike home from
g ran ve given it uemendous
pulmlu,,,u..l .lpp\.ll
““For possession of
to use it enormously
ner's personal power,
radius of influence a
sand tmes beyond llu ai
since sength resides in the gun, the
man who wields it may be less
without  being  disadvantaged.
llw Mlashing sword, the couched lance,
the bent longbow performed o the limit
of the man who held it. The gun’s pow-
er is inl d needs only to be T
leased. A steady eye 1 accurate aim
€ enough. Wherever the muzzle po
the bullet goes, bearing the gunner's
ish or intention swiftly © the target
... Perhaps more than any other imple-
ment, the gun has shaped the course of
nations and the destiny of men,’
L commented: the Freudian
thesis, “his amm’s length’ would become
the length of the masculine organ. But
we need not linger over these esoterica.
The support for my premise is well cx-
pressed in Mr. Peterson’s sinewy prose

gun and the skill
igments the g
Wl extends the
d eflect a thou-
s length. And

and, though I would substitute the
printing press for the gun in I
cluding paragraph, his points
wken. The subject, Sca
my opinion. 4 paranoiac in subconscious
revolt against the father figure (ie., the
figure of authority) and a sexual ferishist
with possible homosexual tendenc He
has other qualitics that are sell-evident
lnnll the earlicr testimony. In conclu-
having regard 1o the damage
Iy wrought upon the person-
tl of the 8S. T conclude that his career
v.lu) Id be minated with the utmost
ch—if necessary, by the means he
himsell employs. in the unlikely event
an agent of cqual cour d desterity
" Signed “C.C."

uul of |Ilc docket, the
I Cenural

con-
and the Chiel of
s- aff I1d added, in red ink, “Noted.

).

minutes. The pe
and, in green ink, scrawled the word
i followed by the authoritative

Thul he sat very still for another five
minutes and wondered if he had signed
nes Bond's death Tant.

This 15 the first installment of Ian
Fleming’s final James Bond novel, “The
Man with the Golden Gun.” Part 11 will
appear next month
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THE MAN WITH
THE GOLDEN GUN

the grim opportunity was there, the stars
Sforetold, and james bond had to seize it—or die

Part Two of the final novel

By IAN FLEMING

SYNOPSIS: The girl at the switchboard at the Ministry
of Defense flicked the switch to woin and said to her
neighbor, “I’s another nut who says he's James Bond.
Fven knows his code number. Says he wants to speak to
M personally.”

The other girl shrugged. The switchboard had had
quite a few calls since Bond's death on a mission to
Japan had been announced to the press. But this time it
was Bond. He spoke again, slowly and clearly. “This is
007. Would you put me through to M? I want to make an
appointment. Miss Mary Goodnight was my secretary.

Although Mary Goodnight had been transferred else
where, Bond soon stood befove M, inscrutable chief of
Her Majesty's Secrel Service. 007 closed his mind to the
stream of reflections that yose to its surface upon this
reunion with his old leader. A victim of amnesia, picked
up in Vladivostok and brainwashed by the K.G.B., Bond
now had to concentrate wpon his mission from Moscow
the murder of M. And this was the only opportunity he
would get to fulfill that mission.

Facing M, he moved Ius hand nonchalantly to his
right-hand coat pocket. M, with equal casualness, shifted
his chair back from his desk. His left hand felt for the
button under the arm of the chair, for M knew now that
death had walked into the yoom and was standing beside
Tum.

Suddenly Bond's hand, snub-nosed with black metal,
flashed from his pocket, but as the cyanide hissed down
the barvel of the bulb-butted pistol, a great sheet of
protective glass hurtled down from the ceiling. 4 jet of
viscous brown fluid splashed havmlessly into its center.
Then M's Chief of Staf] hurled himself into the room,
followed by the Head of Security. Even as they seized
James Bond, his head fell forward on his chest. Rehabily
tation alieady had begun for 007

Later M, bland as a Buddha behind his cigar, spoke to
his chiefs. “He was a good agent once. Give me the file on
Scavamanga. If we can get Bond [it again, that's the right
sized target for him—and if he brings it off, he'll have
won his spurs back and we can all forget the past.”

Scaramanga—"The Man with the Golden Gun"—was
secret agent and hived assassin for Castvo. Now he stalked
the entive Cavibbean, was a confidant of the world's
foremost hoods and, as a sideline, was an insatiable wom-

There v

a quick flash of gold and the small black
hole looked dircetly at James Bond’s navel as, with a great

din of met Is fled for the win-

ves escaping into the night.

squawks, the 1
dow like black
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anizer who invariably made violent love
just before killing. This was the man M
had picked as Bond's target.

Had he signed the death warrant of
0077

THERE ARE FEW less prepossessing places
10 spend a hot afternoon than Kingston
International Airport in Jamaica. All
the money has been spent on lengthen-
ing the runway out into the harbor to
take the big jets and liude was left over
for the comfort of transit passengers.
James Bond had come in an hour before
on a BW.LA. flight from Trinidad and
there were two hours to go before his
connection with a Cuban Airways flight
for Havana. He had taken off his coat
and tie and now sat on a hard bench
gloomily surveying the contents of the
in-bond shop with its expensive scents,
liquor and piles of overdecorated native
ware. He had had luncheon on the
plane, it was the wrong time for a drink
and it was too hot and too far to take a
taxi into Kingston, even had he wanted
to. He wiped his already soaking hand-
kerchief over his face and neck and
cursed softly and fluemtly.

A deaner ambled in and, with the ex-
quisite languor of such people through-
out the Caribbean, proceeded to sweep
very small bits of rubbish hither and
thither, occasionally dipping a boneless
hand into a bucket to sprinkle water
over the dusty cement floor. Through
the slated jalousics a small breeze, reek-
ing of the mangrove swamps, bricfly
stirred the dead air and then was gone.
There were only two other passengers in
the “lounge,” Cubans perhaps, with
ijapa luggage. A man and a woman.
“They sat close together against the oppo-
site wall and stared fixedly at James
Bond, adding minutely to the oppres-
sion of the atmosphere. Bond got up
and went over 1o the shop. He bought a
Daily Gleaner and returned (o his place.
Because of its inconsequence and occa
sionally bizarre choice of news, the
Gleaner was a favorite paper of Bond's.
Almost the whole of that day's front
page was taken up with new ganja laws
o prevent the consumption, sale and
cultivation of this local version of mari-
juana. Bond read the whole paper—
“country news bits™ and all—with the
minute care bred of desperation. His
horoscope said: “cueex up! Today will
bring a pleasant surprise and  the
fulfillment of a dear wish. But you must
earn your good fortune by watching
dloscly for the golden opportunity when
it presents itself and then

would be unlikely 10 get on the scent of
Scaramanga on his first evening in Ha-

vana. It was not even certain that Scara-
manga was there. This was a last resort.

For six weeks, Bond had been chasing
his man round the Caribbean and Cen-
tral America. He had missed him by a
day in Trinidad and by only a matter of
hours in Caracas. Now he had rather re-
luctantly taken the decision to try and
ferret him out on his home ground, a
particularly inimical home ground, with
which Bond was barely familiar. At least
he had fortificd himself in British Gui-
ana with a diplomatic passport and he
was now “Courier” Bond with splendid-
ly engraved instructions from Her Majes-
ty to pick up the Jamaican diplomatic
bag in Havana and return with it. He
had even borrowed an example of the
famous Silver Greyhound, the British
Courier’s emblem for 300 years. If he
could do his job and then get a few
hundred yards' start, this would at least
give him sanctuary in the British Em-
bassy. Then it would be up to the For-
cign Office to bargain him out. If he
could find his man. 1f he could carry out
his instructions. If he could get away
from the scene of the shooting. II, if, if
- . - Bond wrned to the advertisements
on the back page. At once an item
caught his eye. It was so typically “old”
Jamaica. This is what he read:

FOR SALE BY AUCTION
AT 77 HARBOUR STREET, KINGSTON,
At 10:30 A.m. on WEDNESDAY,
27th MAY
under Powers of Sale contained in a
mortgage from Cornelius Brown et ux.
No. 314 LOVE LANE,
SAVANNAH LA MAR
Containing the substantial residence
and all that parcel of land by meas-
urement on the Northern Boundary
three chains and five perches, on the
Southern Boundary five chains and
one perch, on the Eastern Boundary
two chains exactly and on the West-
ern Boundary four chains and two
perches be the same in each case
and more or less and butting
Northerly on No. 4 Love Lane.
THE C. D. ALEXANDER
CO. LTD.
77 HARBOUR STREET, KINGSTON
PHONE 4x07.

There was the customary central dis-
play stand holding messages for incom-
ing and outgoing passengers. As usual,
Bond wondered whether there would be
something for him. In all his life there
never had been. Automatically he ran
his cye over the scattered envelopes,
held, under tape, beneath each parent
letter. Nothing under n and nothing un-
der his alias n lor H.nr.ml Mark™ of
the “Ti " successor

He reached out a quick hand, wrapped
in his handkerchicf, and pocketed the
bufl envelope that said “Scaramanga.
BOAC. passenger from Lima.” He
stayed where he was for a few minutes
and then wandered slowly off to the
door marked MEN.

He locked the door and sat down.
The envelope was not sealed. It con-
tained a BW.IA. message form. The
neat BW.LA. writing said “Message re-
ceived from Kingston at 12:15; the sam-
ples will be available at No. 315 S.L.M.
as from midday tomorrow.” There was
no signature. Bond uttered a short bark
of laughter and triumph. S.1.M.—Savan-
nah La Mar. Could it be? It must be!
At last the three red stars of a jackpot
had clicked into line. What was it his
Gleaner horoscope had said? Well, he
would go nap on this clue from outer
space—seize it with both hands as the
Gleaner had instructed. He read the
message again and carefully put it back
in the envelope. His damp handkerchiel
had left marks on the buff envelope. In
this heat they would dry out in a matter
of minutes. He went out and sauntered
over to the stand. There was no one in
sight. He slipped the message back into
its place under s and walked over to the
Cuban Airlines booth and canceled his
Teservation. He then went 10 the
B. O. A. C. counter and looked through
the timewble. Yes, the Lima fight for
Kingston, New York and London was
due in at 1315 the next day. He was
going to need help. He remembered the
name of Head of Station J. He went
over to the telephone booth and got
through to the High Commissioner’s
Office. He asked for Commander Ross.
After a moment a girl's voice came on
the line. “Commander Ross' assistant.
Can 1 help you?”

There was something vaguely familiar
in the lilt of the voice. Bond said,
“Could 1 speak to Commander Ross?
This is a friend from London.”

The girl's voice became suddenly
alert. “I'm afraid Commander Ross is
away from Jamaica. Is there anything 1
cn do?” There was a pause. “What
name did you say?"

“I didn’t say any name. But in fact
"

it

The voice broke i “Don’t
tell me. 1ts James!”

Bond laughed. “Well I'm damned!
It's Goodnight! What the hell are you
doing here?”

“More or less what 1 used 1o do for
you. I heard you were back, but 1
dumglu you were ill or something. How

excitedly,

to the old "Unmrs-nl Export,” that had
recently been discarded as cover for the
Secret Service. Nothing. He ran a bored
cye over the other envelopes. He sud-
denly froze. He looked around him, lan-
guidly, casually. The Cuban couple was
out of sight. Nobody else was looking.

But where are
you talking from?”

“Kingston Airport. Now listen, dar-
ling. I need help. \\'L can talk later. Can
you get cracking?”

“Of course. W:
Right.”

6ill 1 get a pencil.

(continued on page 165)



THE GOLDEN GUN
(continued from page 88)

“First I need a car. Anything that'll
go. Then I want the name of the top
man at Frome; you know, the West
Indian Sugar Company estate beyond
Savannah La Mar. Largescale survey
map of that area, a hundred pounds
in Jamaican money. Then be an angel
and ring up Alexander’s, the auction-
cers, and find out anything you can
about a property that’s advertised in
today’s Gleaner. Say you're a prospective
buyer. Three and a hall Love Lane.
You'll sce the details. Then I want you to
come out to Morgan’s Harbor where I'm
going in a minute, be staying the night
there, and we'll have dinner and swap
secrets until the dawn steals over the
Blue Mountains. Can do?”

“Of course. But that's a hell of a lot of
secrets. What shall T wear?”

“Something that’s tight in the right

aces. Not 100 many buttons.”

She laughed. “You've establ
identity. Now I'll get on
See you about seven. ‘Bye.”

Gasping for air, James Bond pushed
his way out of the litde sweatbox. He
ran his handkerchiel over his face and
neck. He'd be damned! Mary Good-
night, his darling scaretary from the old
days in the 00 Section! At Headquarters
they had said she was abroad. He hadn’t
asked any questions. Perhaps she had
opted for a change when he had been
reported  missing.  Anyway, what a
break! Now he'd got an ally, someone
he knew. Good old Gleaner! He got his
bag from the C n Airlines booth and
went out and hailed a taxi and said
“Morgan’s Harbor” and sat back and let
the air from the open windows begin 1o
dry him.

“The romantic little hotel is on the site
of Port Royal at the tip of the Palisa-
does. The proprictor, an  Englishman
who had once been Intelligence him-
self and who guessed what Bond’s job

comfortable air-conditioned
ith @ view of the pool and the
wide mirror of Kingston harbor. He

id, “What is it this time? Cubans or
ng? They're the popular targets
these days.”

“Just on my way through. Got any
lobsters?™

“Of course.”

“Be a good chap and save two for din-
ner. Broiled with melted butter. And a
pot of that ridiculously expensive foie
gras of yours. All right?”

Wilco. Celebration? Champagne on
ice?”

“Good idea. Now I must get a shower
and some sleep. That Kingston Airport’s
murder.”

James Bond awoke at six. At first he
didn’t know where he was. He lay and
remembered. Sir James Molony had said

165
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that his memory would be sluggish for a
while. The ECT. treatment at The
Park, a discreet so-called “convalescent
home™ in a vast mansion in Kent, had
been fierce. Twenty-four bashes at his
brain from the black box in thirty days.
Alter it was over, Sir James had con-
fessed that, if he had been practici
Americt, he wouldn't have been allowed
to administer more than eighteen. At
first, Bond had been terrified at the sight
of the box and of the two cathodes that
would be cupped to each temple. He
had heard that people undergoing shock
treatment had to be strapped down, that
their jerking, twitching bodies, impelled
by the volts, often hurtled off the operat-
ing table. But that, it seemed, was old
hat. Now there was the longed for nee-
dle with the Pentothal, and Sir James
said there was no movement of the body
when the current flashed through except
a slight twitching of the eyelids. And the
results had been miraculous. After the
plunm, quict-spoken analyst had ex-
ed 1o him what had been done to
Ium in Russia, and after he had passed
through the mental agony of knowing
what he had nearly done to M, the old
fierce hatred of the K.G.B. and all its
works had been reborn in him and, six
weeks after he had entered The Park, all
he wanted was 10 get back at the people
who had invaded his brain for their own
murderous  purposes. And then  had
come his physical rehabilitation and the
inexplicable amount of gun practice he
had had 10 do at the Maidstone police
range. And then the day arrived when
the Chicf of Staff had come down and
explained about the gun practice and
had spent the day with him and given
him his orders, the scribble of green ink,
signed “M,” that wished him luck, and
then the excitement of the ride o Lon-
don Airport on his way across the world.
Bond  wok another shower and
dressed in shirt, slacks and sandals and
wandered over 1o the litde bar on the
waterfront and ordered a double Walk-
er’s DeLuxe Bourbon on the rocks and
watched the pelicans diving for their
dinner. Then he had another drink with
a water chaser 10 break it down and
wondered about 314 Love Lane and
what the “simples™ would consist of
and how he would take Scaramanga. This
had been worrying him since he had
been given his orders. It was all very fine
10 be told o “eliminate” the man, but
James Bond had never liked killing in
cold blood and to provoke a draw
against a man who was possibly the fast-
et gun in the world was suicide. Well,
he would just have to see which way the
cards fell. The first thing o do was to
clean up his cover. The diplomatic pass-
port he would leave with Goodnight. He
would now. lx “Mark Hannl of “The
T ium," the did
vague title wlmh could cover almost any
kind of human activity. His business




would have 1o be with the West Indian
Sugar Comp: because that was the
only business, apart from Kaiser Baus-
ite, that existed in the comparatively
deserted western districts of  Jamaica.
There was also the Negril project for de-
veloping one of the most spectacular
beaches in the world, beginning with the
building of the Thunderbird Hotel. He
could be a rich man looking around for
a building site. If his hunch and the

childish predictions of his horoscope
were right, and if he came up with

address, it would be a question of play-
ing it by

fire of the sunset raged
¥ e west and the molten sea
cooled off into moonlit gun metal.

A naked arm smelling of Chanel No. 5
snaked round his d warm lips
kissed the corner of his mouth. As he
reached up to hold the arm where it was,
a breathless voice said, “Oh, James! I'm
il o! It's so wonderful to

d under the soft chin
and lified up her mouth and kissed her
full on the half-open lips. He said, “Why
didn't we ever think of doing o be-
fore, Goodnight? Three years with only
that door between us! What must we
have been thinking of

She stood away from him. The golden
bell of hair [ell back 10 embrace her
neck. She hadn't changed. Still only the
faintest trace of make-up, but now the
face was golden with sun tan from
which the wideapart blue eyes, now
ze with the moon, shone out with
(h.n challenging directness that had d
concerted him when they had argued
over some office problem. Still the same
glint of health over the good bones and
the broad uninhibited smile from the
Tull lips that, in repose, were so exciting.
But now the dothes were different. 1
stead of the severe shire and skirt of the
days at Headquarters, she was wearing a
single string of pearls and a one-picce
shortskirted frock in the mlor of a pmk
d th i lot of bitters i c o
ide of a tondl shell. Il

@ st the bosom and the
hips. She smiled at his scruuny “The
buttons are down the back. This is
standard uniform for a wropical Station.”

“1 cam just see Q Branch drcaming it
up. I suppose one of the pearls has a
death pill in i

“Of course. But I can't remember
which. I'll just have to swallow the
whole string. Can T have a daiquiri,
please, instead?”

Bond gave the order. “Sorry, Good-
night. My manners are slipping. 1 was
dazzled. It's so wemendous finding you
here. And I've never seen you in your
working clothes before. Now then, tell
me the news. Where's Ross? How long
have you been here? Have you managed
to cope with all that junk I gave you?”

1,

Her drink came. She sipped it carcful-
Iy. Bond remembered that she rarely
drank and didn’t smoke. He ordered an-
other for himself and felt vaguely guilty
that this was his third double and that
she wouldn't know it and when it came
wouldn’t recognize a double. He Tit
a cigarette. Nowadays he was trying to
keep to twenty and Lailing by about five.
He stabbed the cigarette out. He was get-
ting near to his target and the rigid wrain-
ing rules that had been drilled into him
at The Park must [rom now on be ob-
served  meticulously.  The dumpagm
wouldn't count. He was b,
the conscience this girl had aw:
in him. He was abo surprised and
impressed.

Mary Goodnight knew that the last
question was the one he would want an
swered first. She reached into a ph
straw handbag on a gold metal ch
and handed him  hick envclope. She

said, “Mostly in used singles. A few
ﬁ\crs Shall T debit you dircct or put it

Strangways: Well,

and all the rains they've been having
over there, the Cuban crop is going to
be only about three million tons this
year, compared with a Batista level of
about seven, and very because the
rains have played havoc with the sucrose
content.” She smiled her wide smile.
“No secrets, Just reading the Gleaner. So
it's worth Castro’s wouble 1o wy and
keep the world price up by doing as
much damage as he can 10 rival crops so
that he's in a better position 10 bargain
with Russia. He's only got his sugar to
sell and he wants food badly. This wheat
the Americans are selling 1o Russia. A

lot of that will find its way back 10
Cuba, in exchange for sugar, to feed the
(. She

dnnl think Castro can hold out much
longer. The missile business in Cuba
must have cost Russia about a bill
pounds. And now they're having to pour
money into Cuba, money and goods, 10
keep the place on . help
thinking they Il pull out soon and le:
Castro 1o go the way Batista went. Tt
fiercely Catholic country and Hurricane
Flora was idered the fin

Alpine. The Station bought it 4
use it. The tank’s full and it goes like a
bird. The top man at Frome is 2 man

Ex-navy. Nice man.
. Does a good

th cane burn-

Cuba’s sugar crop is Jama
chief rival, and with Huricane Flora

from heaven. It sat over the island and
simply whipped it, day after day, for
five days. No hurricanc in history has
ever behaved like that. The churchgoers
don’t miss an omen like that. Tt was o
straight indictment of the regime.

Bond said with admiration, “Good
night, you're a treasure. You've certa
been doing your homework.”

The direct bluc eyes looked straight




PLAYBOY

into his, dodging the compliment. “This
is the suff 1 live with here. It’s built into
the Station. But I thought you might
like some background o Frome, and
t I've said explains why WISCO are
getting these ¢ fires. At least we think
it is. Apparendy there’s a_ tremendous
chess game going on all over the world
in sugar—in what they call sugar futures:
thar's sort of buying the stuff forward for
d dzus later in the year. W ash-
10 keep the price down,
but there’s

ne
after Fiora uhldl ll.nc d(l.ch IllL ];l-
maican crop. 1 don't understand it all,
i s mterest 1o do as much
possible to the Jamaican crop,
s place Frome yowre interested
produces about a quarter of Jamai-
c’s total output.” She ok i sip of her
drink. “Well, that's all about sugar. The
top man there is this man Hugill. We've
had a lot 10 do with him, so he'll be
friendly. He was in Naval Intelligence
during the War, sort of comun
so he knows the score. The
aged, but ivs still pretty fast and it won't
let you down. It’s rather bashed about so
it won't be conspicuous. I've put the sur-
vey map in the glove compartment.”
“That's fine. Now, last question and
we'll go and have dinner and tell
other our life stories. But, by the
what's happencd to your chic,

then
cach

Mary Goodnight looked worried. “To
tell you the uuth, 1 don't exactly know.
week on some job 10
It was to try and locate a man
called Scaramanga. He's a local gunman
of some sore. I don’t know much about
him. Apparendy Headquarters wants
him traced for some reason.” She smiled
ruef Vobody ever tells me anything
g- 1 just do the donkey-

u s
uorL Well, Commander Ross was due
L trned

back two days ago and he ha
up. I've had 0 send off a Red W
but I've been told o give him
week.”

“Well, I'm glad he's out of the way.
I'd rather have his number two. Last
question. What about this three and a

Mary Goodnight blushed. “Did I noll
That was a fne question 1o get me
mixed up with. Alexander’s were non-
committal and I finally had 1o go to the
Special Branch. I shan’t be able to show
my face there for weeks. Heaven knows
what they must think of you. That place
is a, is a, er—" She wrinkled her nose.
“It's a famous disorderly house in Sav’
La Mar.

Bond laughed out loud at her dis-
comfiture. He teased her with malicious
but gende sadism. “You mean it's a

168 whorchousc?”

"_[amcs' For heaven's sakel Must you
so aude?”

The south coast of Jamaica is not as
beautiful as the north; and it is a long
120-mile hack over very mixed road sur-
faces from Kingston to Savannah La

and help with
. Bond had not demurred.
Spanish Town, May Pen, Alligator
Pond, ack  River, Whitchouse Inn,
where they had luncheon—the nnks un-
rolled under the hierce sun un round
four in the afternoon, a strewch of good
straight 10ad brought them among the
spruce little villas, cach with its patch of
brownish lawn, bougainvillaca, and sin-
gle bed of canma lilies and cotons,
which make up the “smart” suburbs of
the modest linle coastal township that is,
in the vernacular, Sav' 1 ar.
Except for the old quarter on the wa-
terfront, it is not a typically Jamaican
town, nor a very atractive one. The vil-
las, built for the senior staff of the
Frome sugar estates, are drably respect-
able, and the small straght sureets smack
of a most un-Jamaican bout of wwn
planning around the  1920s. Bond
stopped at the first garage, wok in pewrol
and put Mary Goodnight into a hired
cr for the return wip. He had told her
nothing of his assignment and she had
asked 1o questions when Bond told her
vaguely that it was “something to do
with Cub Bond said he would keep in
touch when he could, and get back to
her when his job was done and then,
businessl; she was off back down the
dusty road and Bond drove slowly
down 1o the waterfront. He identified
Love Lang narrow street of broken-
down shops and houses that meandered
back into the town from the jeny. He
circled the area to get the neighbo
gweography clear in his mind
the car in a deserted area
of sand on which fishing canoes were
drawn up on raised stilts. He locked the
car and sauntered back and into Love
Lanc. There were a few people about,
poor people of the fisherman  class.
Bond bought a packet of Royal Blend at
a small general store that smelled of
spices. He asked where No. 314 was and
got a look of polite curiosity. “Further
up de street. Mebbe a chain. Big house
on de right.” Bond moved over to the
shady side and strolled on. He slit open
the packet with his thumbnail and lic a
cigarette to help the picture of an idle
tourist examining a corner of old Jamai-
ca. There was only one big house on the
right. He took some time lighting the
igarctte while he examined
It must once have had importance,
erhaps as the private house of a mer-
chant. It was of two stories with balco-
nies running all the way round and it
was wooden built with silvering shingles,

but the gingerbread tracery beneath the

caves was broken in many places and

there was hardly a scrap of paint left on
the jalousi

1t closed off all the up-
rs windows and most of those below.
The patch of “yard” bordering the strect
was inhabited by a clutch of vulturine:
necked chickens that pecked at nothing
and three skeletal Jamaican black-and:
tan mongrels. They gazed lazily across
the street at Bond and scratched and bit
at invisible flies. But, in the background,
there was one very beautiful lignum
vitae wree in full blue blossom. Bond
guessed that it was as old as the house—
perhaps 50 years. It certainly owned the
property by right of strength and adorn-
ment. In

zinc. At the range of about 30 yards she
looked tidy and pretty. Bond strolled up
the opposite side of the street until a
corner of the house hid the girl. Then
he stopped d examined the house
more closely.

Wooden sieps up to an open front
door, over whose lintel, whereas few of
the other buildings in the sureet bore
numbers, a big
nounced 314 in whitc on dark blue. Of
the two broad w
the door, the lefthand one was shut
tered, but the righthand one was a
gle broud sheet of rather dusty glass
through which tables and chairs and a
serving counter could be seen. Over the
sign said DKEAMLAND
sun-bleached letters, and round
this dow were advertisements  for
Red Suipe beer, Royal Blend, Four Aces
cigarettes and Coca-Col

Bond walked across the street and up
the steps and parted the bead curtain
that hung over the entrance. He
over to the counter and was
its contents, @ plate of dry
ger
aisps, and some sweet jars,
heard quick steps outside. The g
the garden came The bc.nls clashed
softly behind her. She was an octoroon,
preuy as, in Bond's ima the
word octoroon suggested. She had bold,
brown eyes, slightly uptilted at the cor-
ners, beneath a fringe of silken black

ir. (Bond reflected that there would be
ese blood somewhere in her past.)
She was dressed in a short frock of shock-
k which went well with the colfee
. Her wrists and
ankles were tiny. ‘She smiled politcly.
The cyes flirted. “Evenin’.”
s00d evening. Could 1 have a Red
Stripes”

“Sure.” She went behind the counter.
She gave him a quick glimpse of fine
bosoms as she bent to the door of the
iccbox—a glimpse not dictated by the
geography of the place. She nudged
the door shut with a knee, deftly un-




capped the boule and put it on the
counter beside an almost clean glass.
“That'll be one and six.”

Bond paid. She rang the money into
the cash register. Bond drew up a stool
to the counter and sat down. She rested
her arms on the wooden top and looked
across at him. “Passing through®"

“More or less. I saw this place was for
sale in yesterday's Gleaner. 1 thought T'd
Nice big house. Docs it

She l.mghcd It was a pity, because she
was a prety girl, but the teeth had been
sharpened by munching raw s e
“What a hope! I'm sort of, well, sort of
manager. There's the café” (d- pro-
nounced it caif) “and mebbe you heard
we got other auractions.”

Bond looked puzzled. “What sort

“Girls. Six bedrooms upstairs. Very
clean. It only cost a pound. There's
Sarah up there now. Care to meet up

gh ced at a kitchen clock on the wall
behind her. “Around six o'clock. It be
cooler then.”

“I prefer girls like you. What's your

She gigaled. “I only do it for love. T

told you I just manage the place. They
call me Tiffy.”

“That's an unusual name. How did
you come by itZ"

“My momma had six girls. Called
them all after flowers. Violet, Rose, Cher-
ry. Pansy and Lily. Then when I came,
she couldn’t think of any more flower
names, so she called me “Artificial”
T aited for him to laugh. When he
didn’t, she went on. “When I went o
school they all said it was a wrong name
and laughed at me and shortened it to
Tiffy and that's how I've stayed.”

“Well, I think it's a very pretty name.
My name’s Mark.!

She flirted. “You a saint, too”

“No onc’s ever accused me of it. I've
been up at Frome doing a job. 1 like this
part of the island and it crossed my
mind 10 find some place to rent. Bur T
want to be doser to the sea than this. I'll
have to look around more. Do you
rent Tooms by the

She reflected. “Sure. Why not. But you
may find it @ bit noisy. There's some-
times a customer who's taken some
drinks too many And there’s not oo
much plumbij he leaned doser and
lowered her v “But I wouldn’t have
advised you to rent the place. The shin-
gles are in bad shape. Cost you mebbe
fve hunnerd, mebbe a thousand 1o get
the roof done.”™

“It’s nice of you to tell me that. But

why's the plntc being sold? Trouble with
the policez”

Not so much. We operate a respect-
able place. But in the Gleaner, after Mr.
Brown, that's my boss, you read that
‘el ux.?"

SVess
“Well, scems that means ‘and his
wife And  Mistress Brown, Mistress

Agatha Brown, she was Church of Eng-
land, but she just done gone to the Cath-
olics. And it seems they don’t hold with
places like three and a half, not e en
when they're decently run. And their
church here, just up the street, seems
that needs a new roof like here. So Mis-
tress Brown fgures o kill two birds
with the same stone and she goes
Mr. Brown to close the place dow:
sell it and with her portion she goin®
fix the roof for the Catholics.”
“That's a shame. It seems a nice quiet
place. What's going to happen to you
“Guess I'll move to Kingston. Live
with one of my sisters and mebbe work
in one of the big stores—lssa’s mebbe, or
Nathan’s. Sav’ La Mar is sort of qu
The brown eyes became introspects
“But I'll sure miss the place. Folks have
fun here and Love Lane’s a preuty street.
We're all friends up and down the Lane.
It's got sort of, sort of ... "
“Aumosphere.”
“Right. That's what it’s got. Like sort
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of old Jamaica. Like it must have been
in the old days. Everyone's friends with
€ach other. Help each other when they
have wouble. You'd be surprised how
often the girls do it for free if the man's
a good feller, regular customer sort of,
The brown eyes gazed
quiringly at Bond 1o sec if he under-
alood lhe suungl.h of |he ev

public service, like water and
nd education and

sllmlldﬂ at the clock which said 5:45
“Hell! You got me tall
forgot Joe and M suppe
She went 1o the café window and wound
it down. At once, from the direction of
the lignum vitae tree, two large black

arded the interior of the
allic clangor of song un-
like the song of any other bird in the
world, and un landed
counter within yeach of Bond's I
They strutied up and down imperiously,
eying Bond without fear from bold,
golden eyes, and went through . picre
ing repertoire of tinny whistles and
wrills, some of which required them o
ruffle themselves up 1o almost iwice their
normal size.

Tiffy went back behind the bar, wok
WO pei s out of her purse,
up on the reg

She broke off bits and fed the two birds,
always the smaller of the two, the fe-
male, first, and they greedily scized the
picces from her fingers, and, holding the
scraps 1o the wooden counter with a
claw, tore them into smaller fragments
and devoured them. When it was all
over, and Tifty had chided them both for
pecking her fingers, they made small,
neat white messes on the counter and
looked pleased with themselves. Tifly
took a cloth and cleaned up the messes.
She said, “We call them Kling-klings, but
learned folk amaican grackles.
v The doctor-
bird, the hummingbird with the stream-
er tail, is the Jamaican mational bird,
but I like these best. They's

be.
and they're funny besides. They scem to
know i

Theyre like

wghty black
ng-Klings cyed the cake
stand and complained  stridently  that
their supper was over. James Bond pro-
duced wwopence and Tanded it over.
ey're wonderful. Like mechanical
Give them a second counse from

don't you peck my fingers and make
messes or mebbe he won't visit us
he was hallway through feed

was the noise of creaking boards some-
where overhead and then the sound of
quict footsteps treading stairs. All of a

sudden Tiffy's animated face became
quiet and tense. She whispered 1o Bond.
“That's Lindy's man. Important man.
He's a good customer here. But he don’t
like me, because T won't go with
he can wlk rough sometimes.
don't like Joc and May. because he reck-
ons they make 100 much noisc.” She
shooed the birds in the direction of the
open window, but they saw there was
hall their cake o come and they just
fluttered into the nd then down to
the counter Tiffy appealed 10
Bond. “Be a good friend and just sit
quict whatever he says. He likes to get
I And then . . . " She

you have another Red

s swished in the shadowy
back of the room.

Bond had been siting with his chin
propped on his right hand. He now
dropped the hand 1o the counter and sat
back. The Walther PPK inside the waist-
band of his trousers 1o the left of his flat
stomach signaled its presence to his skin.
The fingers of his right hand curled
slightly, ready o receive its but. He
moved his lelt foot off the rail of the
stool onto the foor. He said, “That'd be
I e unbuttoned his coat with his
Ieft hand and then, with the same hand,
took out his handkerchiel and wiped his
face with it. “It always gets exira hot
around six before the undertaker’s wind
has started 10 blow.”

“Mister, the undertaker's right here.
You care to leel his wind?”

James Bond twined his head slowly.
Dusk had crept into the big room anc
all he could sce was a pale, tall outline.
The man was carrying a suitcase. He put
it down on the floor and came for-
ward. He must have been wearing rub-
bersoled shoes, for his feet made no
sound. Tifly moved nervously behind
the counter and a switch clicked. Hall
dozen low-voltage bulbs came 1o life
in rusty brackets around the walls.

id casily, “You made me jump.”

Gme up and leaned

nst the counter. The description

Records act, but it had not caught
v

the narrow waist, or the cold immobility
o{ the cyes that now examined Bond
1 expression of aloof disinterest.

and “coresponden
nd white. Instead of a tie, he
a high stock
gold pin the shape of a miniau
pnml There should have been some-
thing theawrical about the getp, but,
perhaps because of the man's fine figure,
there wasn't.

He said, I sometimes make
dance. Then I shoot their feet off.
There was no trace of a foreign accent
underncath the American.

Bond said, “That sounds rather dras-
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tic. What do you do it for?”

“The last time it was five thousand
dollars. Scems like you don’t know who I
am. Didn't the cool cat tell you?"

Bond glanced at Tiffy. She was stand-
ing very still, her h;mds by her sides.
The knuckles were

Bond said, “Why i e Why
would T want 1o know?"”

There was a quick flash of gold. The
small black hole looked divealy at
Bond's navel. “Because of this. What are
you doing here, strang nd of a coin-
cidence finding a city slicker at three
and a half. Or at Sav’ La Mar, for the
matter of that. Not by any chance from
the police? Or any of their friends?”

“Kamerad!" Bond raised his hands in
mock surrender. He lowered them and
wined 1o Tiffy. “Who is this man? A
oneman take-over bid for Jamaicaz Or a
refu, from a circus? Ask him what
he'd like to drink. Whoever he is, it was
a good act.” James Bond knew that he
had very nearly pulled the wigger of the
gun. Hit a gunman in his vanity . . . He
had a quick vision of himself writhing
on the floor, his right hand without the
power to reach for his own weapon.
Tifly's pretty face was no longer pretty.
Tt was a taut skull. She stared at James
Bond. Her mouth opened, but no sound
came from the gaping lips. She liked
him and she knew he was dead. The
Klingklings, Joe and May, smelled the
same elearicity. With a tremendous din
of metallic squawks, they fled for the
open window like black thieves escaping
into the night.

The explosions from the Colt 45 were

deafening. The two birds disintegrated
against the violet backdrop of the dusk,
the scraps of feathers and pink flesh
blasting out of the yellow light of the
calé into the limbo of the deserted street
like shrapnel.

There was a moment of deafening si-
lence. James Bond didn't move. He sat
where he was, waiting for the tension of
the deed 1o relax. It didn’t. With an in-
articulate scream that was hall a filthy
word, Tiffy took James Bond's bottle of
Red Suipe off the counter and clumsily
flung it. There came a distant crash of
glass from the back of the room. Then,
having made her puny gesture, Tifly fell
t her knees behind the counter and
went into sobbing hysterics,

James Bond drank down the rest of
his beer and got slowly to his feer. He
walked toward Scaramanga and was
about to pass him when the man
reached out a languid left arm and
caught him at the biceps. He held the
snout of his gun to his nose, sniffing deli-
cately. The expression in the dead
brown eyes was faraway. He said, “Mis
ter, there’s something quite extra about
the smell of death. Care 10 try i®" He
held out the glittering gun as il he were
offering James Bond a rose.

Bond stood quite still. He said, “Mind
your manners. Take your hand off me.”

Scaramanga raised his eyebrows. The
flat, leaden gaze scemed to take in Bond
for the frst tme.

He released his grip.

James Bond went on round the edge
of the counter. When he came opposite
the other man, he found the eyes were
now looking at him with faint, scornful

curiosity. Bond stopped. The sobbing of
the girl was the crying of a small dog.
Somewhere down the street a “sound sys-
tem"—a loudspeaker record player—be-
gan braying calypso.

Bond looked the man in the eye. He
said, “I've tried the smell of death. 1
recommend the Berlin vintage. 1945."
He smiled a friendly, only slightly
ironical smile. “But 1 expect you were
too young to be at that tasting.”

Bond knclt down beside Tiffy and
gave her a couple of sharp slaps on the
right check. Then on the left. The wet
eyes came back into focus. She put her
hand up 10 her face and looked at Bond
with surprise. Bond got to his feet. He
took a cloth and wetted it at the tap,
then leaned down and put his arm
round her and wiped the cloth gently
over her face. Then he lifted her up and
handed her her bag that was on a shelf
behind the counter. He said, “Come on,
Tify. Make up that preuy face again.
Businessll be warming up soon. The
leading lady’s got to look her best.”

Tiffy took the bag and opencd it. She
looked past Bond and saw Scaramanga
for the first time since the shooting. The
pretty lips drew back in a snarl. She
whispered fiercely so that only Bond
could hear, “I'm goin® fix that man, nu
good. There's Mother Edna up Or:
Hill way. She's an obeah top woman. i
go up there tomorrow. Come a few days,
he won't know what hit him.” She ook
out a mirror and began doing up her
face. Bond reached into his hip pocket
and counted out five one-pound notes.
He swffed them into her open bag.

“You forget all about it. This'll buy
you & nice canary in a cage to keep you
company. Anyway, another pair of
klings'll come along if you put some
food out.™ He patted her shoulder and
moved away. When he came up to
Scaramanga he stopped and said, “That
may have been a good circus act” (he
used the word again on purpose) “but it
was rough on the girl. Give her some
moncy.”

Scaramanga said, “Shove it,” out of
the corner of his mouth. He said suspi-
ciously, “And what's all this yak about
circuses?” He turned to face Bond. *Just
stop where you are, mister, and answer a
few questions. Like I said, are you from
the police? You've sure got the smell of
cops around you. If not, what are you
doing hereabouts?”

Bond said, “People don't tell me what
to do. I tell them.” He walked on into
the middle of the yoom and sat down at
a table. He said, “Come and sit down
and unp |rymg to lean on me. I'm un-

ngz shrugged. He took two
es, picked up one of the metal

wee

his legs and sat bassackwards, his
lefe arm lying along the back of the



chair. His right arm rested on his thigh,
inches from the ivory pistol butt that
showed above the waistband of his trou-
sers. Bond recognized that it was a good
working position for a gunman, the met-
al back of the chair acting as a shield for
most of the body. This was certainly a
most carcful and professional man.
Bond, both hands in full view on the
tabletop, said cheerfully, “No. I'm not
from the police. My name's Mark Haz-
ard. I'm from a company called World
Consortium. I've been doing a job up at
e, the WISCO sugar place. Know

ure I know it. What you been doing
there?”

“Not so fast, my friend. First of all,
who are you and what's your business?”

“Scaramanga. Francisco Scaramanga.
Labor relations. Ever heard of me”

Bond frowned. “Can’t say I have.
Should T have>"

“Some people who hadn't are dead.”

“A lot of people who hadn't heard of
me are dead.” Bond leaned back. He
crossed one leg over the other, above the
knee, and grasped the ankle in a club-
man pose. “I do wish you'd stop talking
in heroics. For instance, seven hundred
n Chinese have certainly heard of
neither of us. You must be a frog in a
very small pool.”

Scaramanga did not rise to the jibe.
He said reflectively, “Yeah. T guess you

could call the Caribbean a pretty small
pool. But there’s good pickin’s to be had
from it. “The man with the golden gun.”
That's what they call me in these parts.”

“It's a handy tool for solving labor
problems. We could do with you up at
Frome.”

“Been having trouble up there?” Scar-
amanga looked

“Too many cane fires.”

“Was that your business?”

“Sort of. One of the jobs of my compa-
ny is insurance investigation.”

“Security work. I've come across guys
like you before. Thought I could smell
the cop smell.” Scaramanga looked sat-
isfied that his guess had been right.
“Did you get anywhere?”

“Picked up a few Rastafari. I'd have
liked to get rid of the lot of them. But
they went aying to their union that
they were being discriminated against
because of their religion, so we had 1o
call a halt. So the fires'll begin again
soon. That's why I say we could do with
a good enforcer up there.” Bond added
blandly, “I take it that’s another name
for your profession?”

Again Scaramanga dodged the sncer.
He said, “You carry a gun?”

“Of course. You don't go after the
Rastas without one.”

“What kind of a gun?"

“Walther PPK. 7.65 millimeter.”

“Yes, that’s a stopper all right.” Scara-

manga turned toward the counter. “Hey,
cool cat. Couple of Red Stripes, if you're
in business again.” He turned back and
the blank eyes looked hard at Bond.
“What's your next job?"

“Don’t know. I'll have to contact Lon-
don and find out if they've got any other
problems in the area. But I'm in no hur-
ry. I work for them more or less on a
frec-lance basis. Why? Any suggestions?”

The other man sat quiet while Tiffy
came out from behind the counter. She
came over to the table and placed the
tin tray with the bottles and glasses in
front of Bond. She didn't look at Scara-
manga. Scaramanga uttered a harsh bark
of laughter. He reached inside his coat
and took out an alligatorskin billfold.
He extracted a hundred-dollar bill and
threw it on the table. “No hard feclings,
cool cat. You'd be OK if you didn't al-
ways keep your legs together. Go buy
yourself some more birds with that. T
like to have smiling people around me.”

Tiffy picked up the note. She said,
“Thanks, mister. Youw'd be surprised
what I'm going to spend your money
on.” She gave him a long, hard look and
turned on her heel.

Scaramanga shrugged. He reached for
a boue of beer and a glass and both
men poured and drank. Scaramanga
ook out an expensive cigar case, selected
a pencil-thin cheroot and lit it with a
match. He let the smoke dribble out be-

173
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tween his lips and inhaled the thin
stream up his nostrils. He did this sever-
al times with the same mouthful of
smoke until the smoke was dissipated.
All the while he stared across the table
to weigh some-
d. He said, “Care to
jourself a grand—a thousand

Bond said, “Possibly.” He paused and
added, “Probably.” What he meant was,
£ course! If it means staying close to
my [riend.”

Scaramanga smoked awhile in silence.
A car stopped outside and two laughing
men came quickly up the steps. When
they came through the bead curtains,
working-class Jamaicans, they stopped
laughing and went quietly over 1o the
counter and began whispering o Tiffy.
Then they both slapped a pound note
on the counter and, making a wide de-
tour away from the white men, disap-
peared through the curtains at the back
of the room. Their laughter began again
as Bond heard their footsteps on the
stams.

Sc

you

manga  hadn’t taken his eyes
from Bond's face. Now he said, keeping
his voice low, I got myself a problem.
Some partners of mine, they've taken an
interest in this Negril dc\clopmuu Far
end of the s Place called Bloody
Bay. Know
"ve seen it on the map. Just short of
Green Island Harbor.™

Right. So I've got some shares in the
business. So we start building a hotel
and get the first story finished and the
main living rooms and restaurant and so
on. So then the tourist hoom slackens off

ic

the banks get difficult and money begins
to run short. Follow me?”

S0 you're a stale bull of the place?”
Right. So I came over a few days ago
and I'm s at the Thundercrap and
T've got a half dozen of the main stock-
holders to fly in for a meeting on the
spot. Sort of look the place over and get
our heads together and figure what to do
next. Now, I want 1o give these guys a
good time, so I've got a smart combo
over from Kingston, calypso singers, lim-
bo, plenty of gitls—all the jazz. And
there’s swimming and one of the fea-

wires of the place is a small-scale railway
that used to handle the sugar cane. Runs
to Green Island Harbor w

Il be another outing. Get
Give the fellers a real good time.”

“So that they'll get all enthusiastic
and buy out your share of the stock?™

Scaramanga frowned angrily. “I'm not

g you a grand 1o get the wrong

for, then?
For a moment or two Scaramanga

went through his smoking routine, the
linle pillars of smoke vanishing again
and again into the black nosils. It

cleared. He said, “Some of these men
kind of rough. We're all stockholders, of
course, but that don’t necessarily mean
we're friends. Understand? I'll be want-
ing to hold some meetings,
ings, with mebbe only two or three guys
at a time, sort of sounding out the
different interests. Could be lll;u some of
the other guys, the ones not invited to a
particular mecting, might get it into
their heads to bug a meeting ov try and
get wise to what goes on in one way or
another. So it jes' occurs to me that you
being live to security and such, that you
could act as a kind of guard at these
mectings, clean the room for mikes, stay
outside the door and see that no one
comes nosing around, see that when 1
want to be private 1 git private. D'you
get the photo?”

Bond had 1o laugh. He sai
want to hire me as a kind of personal
bodyguard. Is that ir?

The frown was back. “And what's so
funny about that, mister? It’s good mon-

in't itz Three, mebbe four days in a
joint like the Thunderbird. A
thousand bucks at the end of it? What's
so screwy about that proposition, eh?”
Scaramanga mashed out the butt of his
cigar against the underside of the table.
A shower of sparks fell. He let them lic.

Bond scratched the back of his head as
if refiecting. Which he was—furiously.
He knew that he hadn’t heard the full
story. He also knew that it was odd, to
say the least of it, for this man 10 hire a
complete stranger 1o do this job for him.
“The job itself stood up, but only just. It
made sense that Scaramanga would not
want to hire a local man, an ex-police-
man, for i nce, even if one could be
found. Such n might have friends in
the hotel business who would be inter-
ested in the speculative side of the Ne-
gril development. And, of course, on the
plus side, Bond would be achieving what
he had never thought possible—he would
have got right inside Scaramanga’s
guard. Or would he> There was the
stong smell of a wap. But, assuming
that Bond had not, by some obscure bit
of ill luck, been blown, he couldn’t for
the life of him sce what the trap could
be. Well, dearly, he must make the gam-
ble. In so many respects it was a chance
in a million.

Bond lit a cigarette. He said, “I was
only laughing at the idea of a man of
your particular skills wanting protec-
tion. But it all sounds great fun. Of
course I'll come along. When do we
I've got a car at the bottom of the

amanga thrust out an inside wrist

and looked at a thin gold watch on a
wwo-colored gold bracelet. He Six-
thirty-two. My car'll be outside.” He got

“Let's go. But don’t forget one
thing, Mister Whoosis. 1 rile mighty
casy. Get me?’
Bond said casily, 1 saw how annoyed
you got with those inoffensive birds.” He
stood up. “I don't sce any reason why
cither of us J:oul(l get riled.”
difierendy, “OK,
He w. lh.d to the back of the
room and pi i , new-
looking but cheap, strode 10 the exit and
crashed through the bead curtain and
down the steps.
Boml went quickly over to the count:
“Goodbye, Tiffy. Hope I'll be coming
by ag If anyone should ask

after me, say I'm at the Thunderbird
Hotel at Bloody Bay.”

Tiffy reached out 4 hand and timidly
touched his sleeve.

“Go creful over
There's gangsicr

She Jeaned forward and
“That's a thousand pound
worth of ganja he's got in that ba; as-
ta left it for him this morning. So I
smelled the bag.” She drew quickly back.
id, “Thanks, Tifly sce Moth
puts a good hex on 1 rell
you why someday. I hope. B)L.' He
went quickly out and down into the

street where a ved Thunderbird convert-
ible a
noise like an expensive motorboat. le

chaufleur was a  Jamaican, smartly
dressed, with a peaked cap. A red pen-
nant on the wireless aenial said “The
Thunderbird Hotel” in gold. Scaraman-
ga was sitting beside the chauffeur. He
said impaticntly, “Get in the back. Lift
you down to your « Then  follow
along. It gets a good road after a while."”

James Bond got into the car behind
Scaramanga and wondered whether 1o
shoot the man now, in the back of the
head—the old Gestapo-K.G.B. point of
puncture. A mixture of reasons prevent-
ed him-—the itch of curiosity, an inbuilt
dislike of cold murder, the [eeling that
this was not the predestined moment,
the likelihood that he would have to
murder the chauffeur also—these, com-
ined with the softess of the night and
the fact that the “sound system™ was
ng 4 good recording of onc of
and
ig-

cadas were singing from the
num vitae tree, said “No.” But at
moment, as the car coasted down Love
Lane toward the bright mexcury of the

sea, James Bond knew that he was not
only disobeying orders, or at best dodg:
;..,, R et being a bloody
ool.

This is the second installment of Ian
Fleming's final James Bond novel, “The
Man with the Golden Gun. Part 111
will appear next month.
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THE MAN WITH
THE GOLDEN GUN

there would come a moment when
scaramanga would draw—and then bond
might either have a very small edge
or perhaps wind up slowly sinking
to the bottom of the lake

Part Three of the final novel

By IAN FLEMING

SYNOPSIS: Scaramanga'—even his name
evoked evil—"The Man with the Gold-
en Gun,” secret agent and hived as-
sassin for Fidel Castro, confidant of the
hoodlum kings of the Western world, in-
satiable womanizer: Here was the final
target for James Bond, Secret Agent 007
on Her Majesty's Secret Service. Dis-
patched by his chief, the inscrutable M,
to the Caribbean, Bond tracked his elu-
siwe quarry from port to port in the
steaming Antilles, finally caught him by
happenstance in a Jamaican bordello.

Confronted with his foe, Bond passed
himself off as a somewhat disreputable
insurance investigator for a British sugar
corporation and, hoodwinked, Scara
manga hived him to serve as bodyguard
at an international conclave of hoods in
the Thunderbird Hotel at Bloody Bay,
the site Scaramanga had picked for this
tropical Apalachin Conference.

In the wings as Bond moved to en.
snare his foe was 007's former secretary,
sensuous Mary Goodnight, now assistant
to Commander Ross, M's operative in
Jamaica. Ross himself had mysteriously
disappeared shortly before Bond's arriv
al in Kingston.

But the center of the stage itself
remained dominated by Scaramanga.
After he and Bond had sealed their bar-
gain, they left the brothel. A red Thun
derbird, with a Jamaican chauffeur, was
waiting. Scavamanga sat  beside the

"ve got a car at the bottom of the

“Get in the back. Lift you down to
your car. Then follow alon
Bond got into the Thunderbird be-
his prey and wondered whether to
shoot the man now, in the back of the
head—the old Gestapo-K.G.B. point of
puncture. A mixture of reasons prevent
ed him—the itch of curiosity, and built-
in dislike of cold-blooded murder, the
feeling that this was not the predestined
moment, the likelihood that he would
have to murder the chaufleur also. But
at that moment Bond knew that he was

Bond whirled, dropped on his
knee and, his arm at full length, let
fly with Scaramanga's golden gun.
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not only disobeying orders or at best
dodging them, he was also being a
bloody fool.

WHEN HE ARRIVES at a on a dark
night, particularly in an alien land
which he has never scen before—a
strange house, perhaps, or a hotel—even
the most alert man is assailed by the con-
fused sensations of the meanest tourist.

James Bond more or less knew the
map of Jamaica. He knew that the sea
had always been close to him on his left
and, as he followed the twin red glares
of the leading car through an impressive
enrance gate of wrought iron and up an
avenue of young royal palms, he heard
the waves scrolling into a beach very
close to his car. The fields of sugar cane
would, he guessed from the approach,
come close up against the new high wall
that surrounded the Thunderbird prop-
erty, and there was a slight smell of man-
grove swamp coming down from below
the high hills whose silhouette he had
occasionally glimpsed under a scudding
three-quarter moon on his right. But
otherwise he had no clue 10 exactly
where he was or what sort of a place he
was now approaching and, particularly
for him, the sensation was an uncom-
fortable one.

The first law for a secret agent is to
get his geography right, his means of ac-
cess and exit, and assure his communica-
tions with the outside world. James
Bond was uncomfortably aware that, for
the past hour, he had been driving into
limbo and that his nearest contact was a
girl in a brothel 30 miles away. The situ-
ation was not Teassuring.

Half a mile ahead, someone must have
seen the approaching lights of the lead-
ing car and pressed switches, for there
was a sudden blaze of brilliant yellow
illumination through the trees and a
final sweep of the drive revealed the ho-
tel. With the theatrical lighting and the
surrounding blackness to conceal any
evidence of halted construction work,
the place made a brave show. A
vast pale-pink-and-white pillared portico
gave the hotel an aristocratic frontage
and, when Bond drew up behind the
other car at the entrance, he could see
through the tall Regency windows a vis-
ta of black-and-white marble flooring be-
neath blazing chandeliers. A bell captain
and his Jamaican staff in red jackets and
black trousers hurried down the steps
and, after showing great deference to
Scaramanga, took his suitcase and
Bond's, then the small cavalcade moved
into the entrance hall where Bond wrote
“Mark Hazard” and the Kensington
address of World Consortium in the
register.

Scaramanga had been talking to a
man who appeared to be the manager, a
young American with a neat face and a
neat suit. He turned to Bond. “You're in
number 24 in the west wing. I'm close by

in number 20. Order what you want
from room service. See you about te:
the morning. The guys'll be coming
from Kingston around midday. OK?"
The cold eyes in the gaunt face didn't
mind whether it was or not. Bond said
it was. He followed one of the bell-
boys with his suitcase across the slippery
marble floor and through an archway on
the left of the hall and down a long
white corridor with a close-fitted carpet
in royal-blue Wilton. There was a smell
of new paint and Jamaican cedar. The
numbered doors and the light fixtures
were in good taste. Bond's room was al-
most at the end on the left. Number 20

was opposite. The bellhop unlocked
number 24 and held the door for Bond.
Air-conditioned air gushed out. It was a
pleasant modern double bedroom and
bath in gray and white. When he was
alone, Bond went to the air-conditioning
conwrol and turned it to zero. Then he
drew back the curtains and opened
the two broad windows to let in real air.
Outside, the sea whispered softly on
an invisible beach and the moonlight
splashed the black shadows of palms
across trim lawns. To his left, where the
yellow light of the entrance showed a
corner of the gravel sweep, Bond heard
his car being started up and driven
away, presumably t a parking lot which
would, he guessed, be at the rear so as
not to spoil the impact of the fagade. He
twrned back into his room and inspected
it minutely. The only objects of suspi-
cion were a large picre on the wall
above the two beds and the telephone.
The picture was a Jamaican market
scene painted locally. Bond lifted it off
its nail, but the wall behind was inno-
cent. He then took out a pocketknife,
laid the telephone carefully, so as not to
shift the receiver, upside down on a bed,
and very quietly and carefully un-
screwed the bottom plate. He smiled his
satisfaction. Behind the plate was a
small microphone joined by leads to the
main cable inside the cradle. He screwed
back the plate with the same care and
put the telephone quictly back on the
night table. He knew the gadget. It
would be transistorized and of sufficient
power to pick up a conversation in nor-
mal tones anywhere in the room. It
crossed his mind to say very devout
prayers out loud before he went to bed.
That would be a fitting prolog for the
cenural recording device!

James Bond unpacked his few belong-
ings and called room service. A Jamai-
can voice answered. Bond ordered a
bottle of Walker’s DeLuxe Bourbon,
three glasses, ice and, for nine o'clock,
eggs Benedict. The voice said, “Sure, sir.”
Bond then ook off his clothes, put his
gun and holster under a pillow, rang for
the valet and had his suit taken away to
be pressed. By the time he had taken a
hot shower followed by an ice-cold one
and pulled on a fresh pair of Sea Island

cotton underpants, the bourbon had

ved.

The best drink in the day is just be-
fore the first one (the Red Stripe didn't
count). James Bond put ice in the glass
and three fingers of the bourbon and
swilled it round the glass to cool it and
break it down with the ice. He pulled a
chair up to the window, put a low table
beside it, took Profiles in Courage by
Jack Kennedy out of his suitcase, hap-
pened to open it at Edmund G. Ross (1
looked down into my open grave™), then
went and sat down, letting the scented
air, a compound of sea and trees,
breathe over his body, naked save for
the underpants. He drank the bourbon
down in two long draughts and felt its
friendly bite at the back of his throat
and in his stomach. He filled up his glass
again, this time with more ice 1o make it
a weaker drink, and sat back and
thought about Scaramanga.

What was the man doing now? Talk
ing long distance with Havana or the
States? Organizing things for tomorrow?
It would be interesting 1o see these fat,
frightened stockholders! If Bond knew
anything, they would be a choice bunch
of hoods, the type that had owned the
Havana hotels and casinos in the old Ba-
tista days, the men who held the stock in
Las Vegas, who looked after the action
in Miami. And whose money was Scara-
manga representing? There was so much
hot money drifting around the Caribbe-
an that it might be any of the syndicates,
any of the banana dictators from the is-
lands or the mainland. And the man
himself? It had been damned fine shoot-
ing that had killed the two birds swerv-
ing through the window of 3145 Love
Lane. How in hell was Bond going to
take him? On an impulse, Bond went
over to his bed and took the Walther
from under the pillow. He slipped out
the magazine and pumped the single
round onto the counterpane. He tested
the spring of the magazine and of the
breech and drew a quick bead on vari-
ous objects round the room. He found
he was aiming an inch or so high. But
that would be because the gun was
lighter without its loaded magazine. He
snapped the magazine back and tried
again. Yes, that was better. He pumped
a round into the breech, put up the
safety and replaced the gun under the pil-
low. Then he went back to his drink and
picked up the book and forgot his worrics
in the high endeavors of great men.

The eggs came and were good. The
mousseline sauce might have been mixed
at Maxim's. Bond had the wray removed,
poured himself a last drink and pre-
pared for bed. Scaramanga would cer
tainly have a master key. Tomorrow,
Bond would whittle himsell a wedge 10
jam the door. For tonight, he upended
his suitcase just inside the door and bal-
anced the three glasses on top of it. It
(continued on page 210)
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THE GOLDEN GUN
(continued from page 108)

was a simple booby trap, but it would
give him all the warning he needed.
Then he ok off his shorts and got into
bed and slept.

A nightmare woke him. sweating,
round two in the mors He had
defending « fore. There were other
lers with him, but they seemed
to be wandering around aimlessly, in-
eflectivel I when Bond shouted o
they seemed not o hear him.
Scaramanga sat bas-
the calé ch beside a
huge golden cannon. Every now
. he put his long cigar 1o the touch
d there came a wemendous flash
of \oulu"(“ flame. A black cannon ball,
a foothall, lobbed up high in
the an and aushed down into the forg
with a shatering noise of breaking tim
ber. Bond was armed with nothing but a
longbow, but even this he could not fire,
because every time he ried 10 fic the
notch of the arow ino the gut, the ar
row slipped out of his fingers 10 the
around. He cursed his cumsiness. A
moment now ball
would Land on the s space
where he was standin the

73

plain, Scaram
the uchhole. llu black ball vul\'«l up.
straight for Bond! It
nded just in front of him and came
volling very slowly toward him, eting
[ and bigger, smoke and sparks
coming from its shortening fuse. He
thiew up an arm o protect himsell.
Pambully, the arm crashed into the side
of the might table and Bond woke up.
Bond got out of bed, gave himself
cold shower and d of wate
By the time he was b (k in bed, he had
forgoten he nightmare and he went
.,...(Lh 10 sleep and slept dreamlessly
230 in the moming. He put on
swimming trunks, removed the barricade
from in front of the door and went out
into the passage. To his left, a door into
the garden was open and sun steamed
He went out and was walking over
the dewy grass oward the beach when
he heard « curious thumping noise from
s to his right. He walked
i trunks,
tended by a ;,oud ook, @ voung Negro
hold lamecolored errycloth vobe,
doing exercises o

R

%

among the pal

bounded back, sometimes from his knees
or his buttocks and sometimes even from
his head. 11 was an impressive exercise in
sstics. The prominent third nipple
over the hear
Bond walked thoughtfully down 10 lhc
beautiful erescent of white sand (nllgml
with gently clash
dived in and, bee

|
se of the mlu(-r man’s




example, swam twice as far as he had

intended.
James Bond had a quick and small
in his room, dressed, reluctant-
ly because of the hear, in hi bluc
suit, armed himself and went for a walk
round the property. He quickly got the
picture. The night, and the lighted fa
gade, had covered up a hall project. The
cast wing on the other side of the lobby
was still uncompleted. The body of
the hotel—the restaurant, night club and
ving rooms that were the tail of (h
shaped structure, were mock-ups—stages
for a dress rehearsal hastily assembled
with the essential props, carpets, light
fixtures and a scattering of furniture, but
stinking of fresh paint and wood shav-
. Perhaps 50 men and women were
at work, tacking up curtains, Hoover
carpets, fixing the elericity: but no one
wats employed on the essentials, the big

i 1

at lay about behind the hotel like the
abandoned toys of a giant. At

another $5.000,000 10 become wlm the
plans had said it was 0 be. Bond saw
Scaramanga’s  problem.  Somcone  was
going to complain about this. Others
would want 1o get out. But then again,
others would want 1o buy in, but cheap-
Iy, and use it as a tax loss 0 set a t
more profitable enterprises  elsewhere.
Better 10 have a capital asset, with the
big concessions that Jamaica gave,
than pay the money 1o Unde Sam, Un-
cle Fidel, Uncle Trujillo, Uncle Leoni of
Venemela. So Scaramanga’s job would
be to blind his guests with pleasur
dr

z

people and he doubted 1:.1, might
20 10 bed drunk with a pretty colored
girl, but they would awake sober or they
wouldn't have their jobs, they wouldn't
be  com here with  their  discreet
ielcases.

He walked farther back on the proper-
1y. He wanted to locate his car. He
found it on a deseried lot behind the
west wing. The sun would get at where
it was, so he drove it forward and into
the shade of giant Ficus wee. He
;hukul the pe ml nd pocketed the ig
There were not 100 many

small prec
On the parking lot, the el] OEHa

P While it was
still comparatively cool, he decided 10
me 1o the end

8 a grass the
per had Liid on. Behind thes
was desolati great area of sluggish
v swampland from which the
d had been recovered. Egret
shrikes and Lou herons rose
sertled lazily, and there were strange
sect noises and the call of frogs and Gek
t would probably be the
oriee stihie property a biggish stream
meandered toward the s muddy

o

z

ith the holes of land crabs
and water As Bond approached,
there was a heavy splash and a man-sized
carocodile left the bank and showed its
snout before submerging. Bond smiled
o himself. No doubt, if the hotel got off
the ground, all this arca would be
turned into an asset. Tllu’c would I.K‘ n;
tive be
Indians, a
boats, with fringed shades, from which
the guests could view the “tropical jun
gle.”” for an extra S$10 on the bill.

Bond glanced at his watch. He suolled
back. To the left, not yet sacened by
the young oleanders and crotons that had
been planted for this eventual purpose,
were the kitchens and laundry and staff
quarters, the usual back quarters of a
lusury hotel, and music, the heartbeat
thump of Jamaican calypso, came from
their direction—presumably the Kings-
combo rehearsing. Bond  walked
nd and under the portico into the
1 lobby. Scaramanga was at the desk
talking 0 the manager. When he heard
Bond's foowsteps on the marble, he
wurned and looked and gave Bond a curt
nod. He was dressed as on the previous

. and the high white cravat suited the
clegance of the hall. He sud, “OK,
then” o the manager I, 10 Bond.
“Let's go take a look at the conference
room.”

Bond followed him through the ves-
taurant door and
door 1o the right that opened
by, one of whose walls was taken up
with the glases and plates of a buffet.
Beyond this was another door.
manga led the way through into what
would onc day perhaps be a card room
or writing room. Now there was nothing
but a round wble in the center of a
winered carpet and seven white leather-
eue armchairs with saatch-pads and
pencils in front of them. The chair fac-
i the door, presumably Scaramanga's,
had a white welephone in front of it

Bond went round the room and ¢

ped the windows and the curtains and

the wall brackets of the light-
ing. He said, “The brackets could be
bugged. And of course there's the tele
phone. Like me 10 go over it?

Scaramanga looked at Bond stonily.
He said, “No need 0. 1t's bugged, all
right. By me. Got to have a record ol
what's said.”

Bond said, “All rvight,
you want me 1o be?”

“Ouside the door. Sitting reading a
magazine or something. There'll be the
general meeting this aficrnoon around
four. Tomorrow there’ll mebbe be one
or two smaller meetings. mebbe just me
and one of the guys. 1 want all these
ngs not 10 be disturbed. Got it?
Scems simple cnough. Now, isn't it
time you told me the names of
these men and more or less who they

banks pitted

A

4

en. Where do

n
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represent and which ones, if any, you're
expecting trouble from:

Scaramanga said, *Take a chair and a
He suolled up and
First there's Mr. Hen-
. Represents the Euro-
pean money, mostly Swiss. You needn't
bother with him. He's not the arguing
type. Then there’s Sam Binion from
Deuoit.”

“The Purple Gang?”

Scaramanga stopped in his swride and
looked hard at Bond. “These are all re-
spectable guys. Mister Whoosis.

“Hazard is the name.”

“All right. Hazard, th
able, you unders g
the notion that this is another Apala-
chin. These are all solid businessmen.
Get me? This Sam on, for instance.
He's in real estate. He and his friends are
worth mebbe twenty bucks. See

1. But respect-
d. Don't go gt

ni. Owns Gengerella Enter-
prises. Big shot in the entertainment
world. He may cut up rough. Guys in
that line of business like quick profits
and @ quick tmover. And Ruby Rot-
kopl, the hotelman from Vegas. He'll
ask the dificult questions, because he'll
already know most of the answers from
experience. Hal Garfinkel from Chicago.
He's in Jabor relations, like me. Repre-
sents a lot of Teamster Union funds. He
shouldn’t be any trouble. Those unions
have got so much moncy they don't
know where 10 put it. That makes five.
Last comes Louic Paradise from Phoe-
Arizona. Owns Paradis
biggest people in the o
business. Got casino interests, 100. 1
can't figure which way he'll bet. That's
the lot.”

“And who do you represent, Mr. Scar-

g2

“I said (.:Arll)bmn Cuba’s in the Car-
ibbean,

“Castro or Bau

The frown was back. Scaramanga's
right hand balled into a fist. “1 told you
not to rile me, mister. So don't go
prying into my affairs or yowll get hurt.
And that’s for sure.” As if he could hard-
ly control himself longer, the big man
wrned on his heel and strode brusquely
out of the room.

James Bond smiled. He wrned back
to the list in front of him. A swong ree
of high gangsterdom rose from the
per. But the name he was most interest-
ed in was Mr. Hendriks who represented
“European money.” 1[ that was his real
name, and he was a Dutchman, so,
nes Bond reflected, was he.

He tore off three sheets of paper o
efface the impression of his pencil and
walked out and along into the lobby. A
bulky man was approaching the desk
from the entrance. He was sweating
mightily in his unscasonable wooden-

looking suit. He might have been any-
body—an Antwerp diamond mcn;h:ull.
a German du S k

ager.
tor

case

centra pe: )
Hendriks. I think it is that you have a
room for me, isn't it?"

The cars began rolling up. Scaramanga
n evidence. He switched a careful
nile of welcome on and off. No hands
The host was greeted ci-
" or “Mr. xeept by
Myr. Hendriks, who called him nothing.
Bond stood within carshot of the desk
and huted the names 1o the men. In gen-
eral appearance they were all much of a
muchness.  Dark-faced,  clean-shaven,
around five feet, six, hard-cyed above
thinly smiling mouths, curt of speech to
I held firmly onto
n the bellboys tried
add them to the luggage on the rub-
red barrows. They dispersed to
r rooms along the cast win
ook out his list and added hat-check no-
tations 10 cach one except Hendriks,
s clearly etched in Bond's memo-
g “lalian origin,
can, pursed mouth”; Rotkopf,
neck, totally bald, ; Binion, “Bat
cars, scar down left cheek, limp”;
Garfinkel, “The toughest. Bad tceth,
gun under right armpit”; and, fir
Paradise, “Showman ype, cocky,
smile, diamond ring,
Scaramanga came up. “What you writ-

‘Just notes 1o remember them by.”

“Gimme.” Scaramanga held out a de-
manding hand.

Bond gave him the list.

Scaramanga ran his eyes down it. He
handed it back. enough. But you
needn't have mentioned the only gun
you noticed. They'll all be protected.
Except Hendriks, I guess. These kinda
guys are nervous when they move
abroad.’

W ofz"

Scaramanga  shrugged. “Mebbe the
natives.

“The last people who worried about
the natives were the redcoats, perhaps a
hundred and fifty years ago.

“Who carest See you inthe
around twelv ¢ inroducing you
my personal assistant.”

“That'll be fine.

Scaramanga’s  brows came  together.
Bond strolled off in the direction of his
bedioom. He proposed 10 needle  this
man, and go on needling until it came
o a fight. For the time being the other
man would probably take it, because it
scemed he needed Bond. But there
would come a moment, probably on an
there  were  witnesses,
when his vanity would be so sharply




pricked that he would draw. Then Bond
would have a small edge, for it would be
he who had thrown down the glove. The
tactic was a crude one, but Bond could
think of no other.

Bond verified that his room had been
scarched at some time during the morn
ways used a
Holfvitz safety razor patterned on the
heavy-toothed  Gilletie
friend F Leiter
one in New York

had once bought hi
t prove that they were the best, and
Bond had stayed with them. The handle

of a salety razor is a reasonably sophisti-
cated hideout for the minor tools of es-
pionage—codes, microdot  developers,
cyanide and other pills. That morn
Bond had set a minute nick on the screw
base of the handle in with the Z
er's name engraved on the
. The nick was now a milli T 10
the right of the Z. None of his other
little wraps—handkerchiefs with indelible
dots in particular places aranged i
certain order, the angle of his suit
case with the wall of the wardrobe, the
semiextracted lining of the breast pocket

der horns on the walls could have come
from the Parker Gallery in London.
Instead of tankards of beer, boules of

the tables and,
hoods stood aroun looked like
Brooks Brothers “tropis awire and
carefully sipped their drinks while
ie Host™ leaned against the polished
mahogany bar and twirled his golden
gun round and round on the first finger
of his right hand like the snide poker
cheat out of an old Western.

As the door dosed behind Bond with
a pressurized sigh, the golden gun halted
in mid-whirl sighted on Bond’s
stomach. “Fellers,” said Scaramanga,
mock boisterous, “mect my personal as-
Sist. Mr. Mark Hazard, from London,
England. He's come along 0 make
things run smoothly over this weekend.
Mark, come over and meet the gang and
pass round the canapés.” He lowered the
gun and shoved it into his waistband.

James Bond stitched a personal-assist-
ant smile on his face and walked up to
the bar. Perhaps because he was an Eng-
lishman, there was a round of handsh

of his spare suit, the p
ol certain dents in hn tube nl Maclean's
te—had been bungled or dis-

incd valet. But
an servants, for all their charm
and willingness. are not of this caliber.

Jama

iv
ver by somcone who
kuew his business.

Bond was pleased. It was good to know
that the hght was well and truly joined.
11 he found a chance of making a foray
umber 20, he hoped that he would
ter. He took a shower. Afterward,
as he brushed his . he looked at him-
sell in the mirror with inquiry. He was
a hundred percent fit, but he re-
membered the dull, lackluster eyes that
k at him when he shaved
afer firsy The Park—the tense,
preoccupied expression on his face. Now
the gravblue cyes looked back at him
¢ tanned face with the brilliant
glint of suppressed excitement and accu
vate focus of the old days. He smiled
ally back at the introspective scru-
tiny that so many people make of them-
selves belore a race, a contest of wits, a
wial of some sort. He no excuses. He
was ready to

The bar was through a brassstudded
leather door opposite the lobby  to
the conference room. Tt was—in the [ash-
ion—a mock English publichouse sa-
loon bar with luxury accessories. The
scrubbed  wooden  chairs and  benches
had foamrubber squabs in red leather.
Behind the bar, the tankards were of sil-
ver, or simulated silv nstead of pew-
ter. The hunting s, copper and
brass hunting horns, muskets and pow-

ing. The red d barman asked him
what he would have and he said, * ne
Plenty of biters. Beefeater's.”
There was desultory talk about the rela-
tive merits of gins. Everyone else seemed
to be drinking champagne except Mr.
Hendriks, who stood away from the
group and nursed a Schweppes Biuer
Lemon. Bond moved among the men.
He made small talk about their flight,
the weather in the States, the beauties of
[;mm( He wanted to fit the voices 10
He gravitated 1oy Mr.
IlcmlnkL “Seems we're the only two Eu
ropeans here. Gather you're from Hol
land. Often passed through. N
stayed there long. Beautiful countr

The very pale blue eyes regarded

Tany, ma

Sank you.”
“Is this your first visit o Jamaica?”

“No."

“How do you like i

Bond nearly said, “Sank " He
smiled encouragingly at Mr. chdnh as
much as to sa ve made all the run-
ning so far. Now you say something.

Mr. Hendriks looked past Bond's right
car at nothing. The pressure of the si-
lence built up. Mr. Hendriks shifted his
weight from one foot 10 the other
finally broke down. His eyes shifted and
looked thoughtfully at Ikmd
You are from London,

"I have been there, yes.”
“Where do you ulu.llly stay?"

23
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214 other five wouldn't know wl

“With [ri
t must be convenient.”
“Pliss?
“I mean it's pleasant to have friends
in a forcign 1own. Hotels are so much
alike.”
“I have not found this. Excuse pliss.”
i » hub ol the head Mr.
ively away from
nd went up 1o Scaramanga, who
lounging in solitary splendor at
Mr. Hendriks said something.
€ a command on the
other man. Mr. Scaramanga straightened
himself and followed Mr. Hendriks into
a far corner of the room. He stood and
listened with (Icﬁnmc as Mr. Hendriks

the bar.
His words acted |

terested. It was his guess that no other
man in the room could button-
holed Scaramanga with so much authori-
ty. He noticed that many flecting glances
were cast in the direction of the couple
apart. For Bond's money, this was cither
the Mafia or K.G.B. Probably even the
h, but

driks exuded o strongly.
wounced. The
headwaiter hovered  betwee
ables. There were place
cards. Bond found that, while Scaraman-
ga was host at one of them, he himself
was at the head of the other table be
tween Mr. Paradise and Mr. Rotkopl. As
he expected, Mr. Paradise was the beter
value of the two and, as they went

lllmnuh the conventional shrimp cock-
u

. fruit salad of the American,
iedl ol abeGan, Bowt cheerfully got
himself involved in argument about
the odds at roulette when there is one
wr0 or two. Mr. Rotkopf's only contri-
. through 4 mouthful of
steak and French-fried, that he had onc
tried three zevos at the Black Cat Casino

i the experiment had
failed. that so it
should hav ‘ou got 1o let the suckers
win sometimes, Ruby, or they w
come back. S m squecre
juice out of them, but you onghta
them the pips. Like with my slots. T tell

the

the customers, don't be oo greedy.
Don't set ‘em at thirty percent for the
house. Set "em at twenty. You ever heard
of Mr. ].P. Morgan turning down a net
profit of twenty percent? Hell, no! S
why try and be smarter than guys
th,

Mr. Rotkopf said sourly, “You got 1o
make big pl’oﬁls 1o put against a bum
1il He waved a hand. "If
you ask me, “he held up a bit of steak
on his fork, “you're cating the only mon-
ey you're going to sce out of this dump
at this minute.”
Mr. Paradise leaned across the lahlt
and said softly, “You know something
Mr. Rotkopf said, “I always pity ‘my
money that the bindweed would get this
place. The damn fools wouldn't listen.
1 look where we are in three years!
Second morigage nearly run out and
we've only got one story up. What 1 say

B
The argument went off into the
realms of high finance. At the next-door
table there was not even this
pimation.  Scaramanga was a
few words. There were clearly none
available for social occasions. Opposite
him, Mr. Hendriks exuded a silence as
thick as gouda cheese. The three hoods
addressed an occasional glum sentence
1o anyone who would listen. James Bond
wondercd how Scaramanga was going to
electrify this unpromising company into
e 3 o

good
“Luncheon broke up and the company
ispersed 1o their rooms. James Bond
wandered round 10 the back of the hotel
and found a discarded shingle on a rub-
bish dump. 1t was blazing hot under the
alternoon sun, but the doctor’s wi
blowing in from the sea. For all
conditioning, there was something grim
about the impersonal gray and white of
Bond's bedroom. Bond walked along the
shore, 100k off his coat and tie and sat in
the shade of a bush of sea grapes and
ched the fiddler crabs about their mi-
nuscule business in the sand while he
whittled two chunky wedges out of the
maican cedar. Then he closed his eyes
and thought about Mary Goodnight. She
would now be ng her siesta in some
villa on the

nagination, she would be lying on her
bed undes
the heat, she would have nothing on,
and one could see only an ivory and
,,uld shape through the fabric of the net.
But one would know that there were
small beads of sweat on her upper lip
and between her breasts and the [ringes
of the golden hair would be damp. Bond
took off his clothes and lifted up the cor-
er of the mosquito net,
wake her until he had fited himself
against her thighs. But she wrned, in
half sleep, toward him and held out her
arms. “James . .




Under the seagrape bush, 120 miles
away from the scene of the dream, James
Bond's head came up with a jerk. He
looked quickly, guiltily, at his waich.
3:30. He went off to his room and a
cold shower, verified that his cedar
wedges would do what they were meant
strolled down the corridor to

The manager with the neat suit and
neat face came out from behind his desk.
“Er. Mr. Hazard."

en®

“I dow't think yow've met my assistant,
Mr. Travis.
o, I don’t think I hav

“Would you care to step into the office
for a moment and shake him by the

v, perhaps. We've got this confer
a few minutes.”

The neat man came a step doser. He
said quietly, “He particy
meet you, Mr.—cr—Bond

Bond cursed
happening
were looking
with red wings. Your eycs were focused
for that particular pattern on the bark
of the wee. You didn’t notice the moth
with ayptic colon that  crouched
quictly nearby. inelf like a picce of the
bark, itsclf just as important o the col-
lector. The focus of your eyes was 00
narrow. Your mind was 100 conce
ed. You were using 1 X 100 mag
tion and your 1 X 10 was not in focus.
Bond looked at the man with the
recognition that exists between crooks,
between  homosexuals, between  secret
agents. It is the look con © m
bound by secrecy—by on trouble
“Better make it quick.

The neat man stepped behind  his
desk and opened a door. Bond went in
man (los«l the door be-
was stand-

He

an unruly mop of sira hair, and,
instead of a right hand, a bright steel
stopped in his tracks. His
le broader than he

or fours He said, “You goddamned,
lousy crook. What in hell arc you doing
here?” He went up 1o the man and hit
him hard on the biceps of the left arm.

The grin was slightly more ae:
than Bond remembered, but it wa
as friendly

Temporary accountant on loan from
nee Trost o the Thun-
We're just checkif
on your credit rating, Mr. Hazard.
Would you kindly, in your royal par-
lance, extract your finger, and give me
e that you are who you

James Bond, almost lightheaded with
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216 months ago in Ha

pleasure, picked up a handful of wavel
ure from the front desk, said
10 Mr. Gengerella, who didn’t re-

ence-room lobby. They were the last to
show. Scaramanga, beside the open door
10 the conference room, looked pointed-
his watch and said to Bond. "OK
r. Lock the door when we're all set-
thed and don’t let anyone in, even if the
hotel catches fire.” He urned to the bar-
man behind the loaded by
Joe. 11l call for you lau
the room, “Right. We're all set.
20." He led the way into the conference
room and the six men followed. Bond
stood by the door and noted the seating
order round the table. He closed the
door and locked it and quickly also
locked the exit from the lobby. Then he
picked up a champagne glass from the
buffer, pulled over a chair and sited the
chair very dose to the door of the con-
ference room. He placed the bowl of the
champagne glass as near as possible (© a
hinge of the door and, holding the glass
by the stem, put his left car up against
its base. Through the crude amplifier,
what h.nl been the rumble of a voice be-

came Mr. Hendriks speaking, . . . and
50 it is that I now report from my
superiors in Europe . . . The voice

paused and Bond heard another noise,
the creak of a ch Like lightning he
pulled his chair back a few feet, opened
one of the folders on his Lap and
raised the glass o his lips. The door
jerked open and Scaramanga stood in
the opening, twirling his passkey on a
chain. He examined the innocent figure
on the chair. He said, "OK, feller. Just
checking,” and kicked the door shut
Bond noisily locked it and ook up his
place again. Mr. Hendriks said, “I have
one most important message for our
chaivman. It is from a sure source.
There a man that is called James
Bond that is looh g for him in this
territory. This is a man who is from
the British Secret Service, T have no in-
formations or descriptions of this man,
but it seems that he is highly rated by
my superiors. Mr. Scaramanga, have you
heard of this

Scaramanga snorted. “Hell, no! And
should I care? 1 cat one of their famous
secret agents for breakfast from time to
time. Only ten da . 1 disposed of
one of them who came nosing after me.
M called Ross. His body is now very
slowly sinking to the bottom of a pitch
lake in Western Trinidad—place
La Brea. The oil company, the Trini-
dad Lake Asphalt people, will obtain
teresting barrel of crude one of

. Next question, please, Mr.

“Next 1 am wishing o know what is
the policy of The Group in the matter
of cane sabotage. At our meeting six

Tavana, against my mi-

wority vote, it was decided, in exchange
for cer o |hc aid of
g

age caused by
Hurricane Flora. Since this time there
have been very numerous fires in the
e ficlds of
this connection, it
ol my superiors that
of The Group, notably,”
ruste of paper. “Messrs,
Rotkopf and in add
ged in extensive
Inlnl(s for the

¢ 1o the ears
1 members

there was the
Gengerella,

There came an angry murmur from
round the table. “Why shouldn't we .. . 2
Why shouldn't they
of Gengerella domi
shouted, “Who in hell said we were

1o

make money? Isn't that one of the ob-
jects of The

oup? I ask you again, Mr.
1 asked you six months ago,
who in hell is it among your so-called
“superiors” who wants 10 keep the price
of raw sugar down? For my moncy, the
most interested party in such a gambit
would be Soviet Ru They're selling
goods 1o Cuba, including, let me say. the
recent abortive shipment of missiles to
fire against my homeland. in exchange
for raw sugar. They're sharp traders. the
Reds. In their double-dealing way, even
from a friend and ally, they would want
more sugar for fewer goods. Yes? 1 sup-
the voice snecred, “one of your
superiors, My. Hendriks, would not by
chance be Mr. Khrushchey?”

The voice of Scaramanga cut through
the ensul hubbul cllers! Fellers!™
A reluctal silence fell. “When we
formed this cooperative, it was agreed
that the first object was to cooperate
vith one another. OK, then. Mr. Hen-
. Let me put you more fully in the
picture. So far as the total finances of

roup are concerned, we
situation coming up. As an
group, we have good bets and bad bets.
Sugar is a good bet and we should ride
that bet even though certain members of
The Group have chosen not to be on
the horse. Get Now hear me
through. There are six ships controlled
by The Group at this moment riding at
hor outside New York and other U.S.
harbors. These ships are loaded with raw
sugar. These ships. Mr. Hendriks, will
not (Ith and unload until sugar futures,
July futures, have risen another ten
cents. In Washington. the Department
of Agriculture and the sugar lobby know
this. They know that we have them by
the balls. Meantime, the liquor lobby is
leaning on them—let alone Russia. The
price of molasses is going up with su
and the rum barons are kicking up hell
and want our ships let in before there's
a veal shortage and the price goes
through the roof. But there’s another
side to it. We're having o pay our crews

and our charter bills and so om, and
u,u:uing ships are dead ships, dead loss-
something’s going to give. In the
uation we've developed

ships lying ofishore. hned up
Government of the United S
right. So now four of us stand to
lose ten million bucks or so—us and our
backers. And we've gou this little busi
ness of the Thunderbird on the red side
of the sheet. So what do you think, Mr.
Hendriks? Of course we burn the crops
where we can get away with it. 1 got a
good in with the Rastafaris—that's a
beat scct here that grows beards
smokes ganja and mostly lives on a bit of
land outside Kingston called the Dungle

s their rightful home. So I've got
man in there, a man who wants the gan-
ja for them, and T keep him supplied in
exchange for plenty fires and troubles
on the cane lands. So all right, \y. Hen-
driks. You just tell your superiors that
what goes up must come down and that
wpplies 10 the price of sugar like any-
thing clse. OK?"
Mr.
your saying
cause pleasure. Now there is this busi-
ness of the hotel. How is she standing, if
you pliss? I think we are all wishing to
know the true situation, isn't 2"
There was a growl of
N amanga went oft into a long
dissertation which was only of passing
interest o Bond. Felix Leiter wonld in
any case be getting it all on the tape in a
drawer of his filing cabinet. He had reas-
sured Bond on this score. The neat
American, Leiter had explained, filling
him in with the essentials, was in fact
Mr. Nick Nicholson of the
ular concern was Mr.
Bond had suspecied,
was a top man of the . The K.G.B.
favors oblique control—a man in Geneva
being the Resident Director for Italy,
I nce—and Mr. Hendriks at The
in fact Resident Director for

Pinkerton’s, but was :lw on the reserve
of the CIA, who had drafted him for this
particular assignment because of his
knowledge, gained in the past mostly
with James Bond. of Jamaica. His job
was 10 get a breakdown of The Group
and find out w they were up 10. They
were all wellknown hoods who would
normally have been the concern of the

BI, but Gengerella was a Capo M
and this was the fist time the Maha
been found consorting with the
—a most_disturbing partership that
must at all costs be quickly broken up,
by physical climination if need be. Nick
Nicholson, whose name was Mr.
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iley Jones, was an clectronics expert.
He had traced the main lead 10 Scara
manga’s recording device under the floor
ch room and had bled
off the microphone cable 10 his own tape
recorder in the filing cabinet. So Bond
had not much to worry about. He was

2 to satisfy his own curiosity and
on anything that might 1
spire in the lobby or out of rang
bug i the telephone on the couler
Joom

agreed to keep well dear of
the other two men and 10 paddie his
we, but they rranged
gency meeting place and a posta
the uncompleted and “Out uf
men’s 1oom off the lobby.
chobon had given him a passkey for iy
 and all other rooms and then Bond
off 10 his mecting.
James Bond was immensely reassured
by finding these unespecied reinforce:
worked with |

Paradisce broke in excitedly, Garfinkel in
the lead. “Like hell you will! I'm taking

be fair to Ruby. Ruby. you oughta |
fist pick. How much do you want? You
cn have

“1 don’t want a damned cent of your
s soon as T get back, 1
going 10 reach for the best damned
1 the States—all of them. You think
1 scrub 2 morigage just by saying
11 got another think com
as silence. The voice of Scara-
was soft and deadly. “You're
king a big mistake, Ruby. You've just
yoursell & nice fat tax loss 10 put
gainst your Vegas interests, And don't
(mgu that when we formed this Group
we all 100k an oath. None of us was 1©

T gainst  the interests of the

amn s
“Would this |u|p you change your
12 They've got a slogan for it in Cu-

on some of his most assig
There was no man like him when
the chips were down. Although Leiter
had only a steel hook inst

ms—he was one of the finest left-
handed oncarmed shois in the States
and the hook iisell could be a devastat-

tion. "So the net of it is, gentleme
we need to find ten million bucks. The
interests 1 represe ¢ the m
jority inte this sum
should be provided by a note issue, bear
ing interest at ten pereent and repayable
in ten years, such ave priori-
1y over all other 5.
The voice of My, Rotkopl broke in
angrily. “The hell it will! Not on you
life, mister. What about the seven- e
cent second morigage put up by
my Iriends only a year back? What m.
you think I'd getif T went bick 1o Vey
with that kind of parlay? The old heave-

And at that I'm being optimistic.
Begy tbe choosers, Ruby. Tt's

s

that or close. What do you other felle:
have to say?”

Hendriks said, “Ten percent on a fust
charge is good pizzmess. My friends and 1
] uku one million dol; On the un
it is natural. that the cone

sue are, how shall T say.
to misunde
standings, than the second mortgage of
My, Rotkopf and his Iriends.”

“OI course.
y take
Binion said rclucl'
Count us
this ha

Mr. Gengerella?
It sounds

Is will

ulg. “OK. OK
1 for the same. But by golly

got 1o be the last touch.

Tl take the

rest

The voices of Mr. Garfinkel and NMr.

! Seguwro! FEcon This
is how the system operates.
The scream of terror and the explosion
were simultancous. A chair crashed 10
the floor and there was a moment’s si-
: ghed nervously.
gerella said calmly, “I think
the correct solution of an em-
conflict of interests. Ruby’s
1 doubt
if they will even complain. It is beter 10
live owner of some finely engraved
paper than 10 be a dead holder of a sec-

Put them in for a million,
Pistol. 1 think you behaved with speed
and conecmess. Now  then, cn - you

ary crocs out back there in the
Il give him free o

I need some help to
\u 1t about you, Sam? And you,

“Count me out, Pistol. I'm
Catholic.”
My, Hendriks

ace. 1 am not a
busi
ingg andl b

Hal Garfinkel said nervously, “Just a
uie, Pistol. What gy out-
side the door? That limey feller? Wha
he going to say about the fireworks
allz”

Mr. Scaramanga’s chuckle was like the
dry chuckle of a Gekko. “Just don't you
worry your tiny head about the limey,
Hal. He'll be looked after when the
weekend's over. Picked him up i a bor
dello in a village nearby. Place where 1

5o get my weed and a bit of black tail.
Got only temporary siaff here o see you
fellers have a good time over the week-
end. He's the temporariest of the lot
Those crocs have a big appetite. Ruby'll
be the main dish, but theyll need a
dessert. Jes you leave him 10 me. For all

know he may be this James Bond man
M. Hendriks has told us about. T should
worry. 1 dow't like limeys. Like so
good Yankee once said, “For every Br
isher that dies. there’s a song i my
heart.” Remember the guy? Around the
time of the Isaeli w st them.
dig cwpoint. Stk ap bastards.
wlicd shirts. When the time: comes. I'm
going 10 let the swffing out of this onc.
Jes' you leave him 10 me. Or let's jes’ say
feave him 10 this.

Bond smiled a thin smile. He could
imagine the golden gun heing produced
and twirled tound the finger and stuck
back in the waisthand. He got up
moved his chair away from the door and
poured champagne into the useful glass
and leaned against the bufler and stud
d the Laest handout from the Jamaica
Tourist Board.

The click of Scarami s passkey
looked
Bond from the doorway. He ran a

fing - 11 “OK.
feller. T guess m.uu.mugh of the house
o long 1o the manager

Ruby Rotkopl'll be
ight. Tll fix the derails.
And say @ major fuse blew during the
meeting and I'm going 10 seal off this
room and find out why we're having so

much bad workmanship around the
place. “K> Then drinks
bring on the dancing girls. Got
photo?”

James Bond said that he had. He
weaved slightly as he went 10 the lobby

door and unlocked it
vors and omissions excepted”

that he had indeed now “got the photo.”
And it was an exceptionally clear pring
in black and white without fuzz.

In the back office, James Bond went
quickly over the highlights of the meet
ing. Nick Nicholon and Felix Leiter
agreed they had enough on the
supported | W, 1o send Sc
1o the That night. one «
would do some snooping while the body
of Rotkopl was being disposed of
uy and get enough evidence 10 have
Ganfinkel and, beuer stll, Hendriks in-
dicted as accessories. But they didu't at
all like the outlook for James Bond. Fe
led him, “Now don't you
move an inch without that old cqualizer
of yowrs. We don't want 10 have 10 read
that obituary of yours in The Times
gain. All that crap about what a

lendid feller you are nearly made me
throw up when I saw it reprinted in the

tape,
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American blats. 1 damn nearly fired off a
picce 1o the Trib putting the record
igh

Bond laughed. He said, “You're a fine
rviend, Felix. When 1 think of all the
nnnlylc I've been 10 to set you a good
mple all thes He went off 10
room, swallowed two heavy slugs of
bourbon, had a cold shower and lay on
his bed and looked at the ceiling unul it
wars 8:30 and time for dinner. The meal
was less stufly than luncheon. Everyone
scemed satisicd with the way the busi-
ness of the day had gone and all except
Scaraman, nd Mr. Hendriks had ob-
viowsly had plenty to drink. Bond found
himsell excluded from the happy talk.
Eyes avoided his and replies to his at-

h a thimbleful of small.grained black
ar, fillets of some unnamed native
fish, possibly silk fish, in m sauce,
[ﬂmhl mpn’mr, a badly roasted broiler
I nd bombe surprisc,
s such things are—
the dining voom was being trned into a
“wopical jungle” with the help of potted
plants, piles of oranges and coconuts
and an occasional stem of bay W s a
backdop for the calypso band whicl, in
winered and gold-rilled shivts, in duc
counse assembled and began playing Lin-
stead Market 100 loud. The tune closed.
An acceptable but heavily clad girl ap-
peared and began singing  Belly-Lick
with the printable words. She wore a
false pincapple as 4 headdress. Bond s

a

were
He was bad news. He had been
At the death card by the boss. He
was certainly not a man to be pally with.
While the meal moved sluggishly on—
the conventional “expensive” dinner of a

220 cruise ship, desiccated smoked salmon

hip” evening stretching ah
llc decided that he was cither 100 old or
100 young for the worst torture of all,
boredom, and got up and went 1o the
head of the table. He said 1o Mr.
n “I've got a headache. I'm going
10 bed”

looked up at him un-
der lizard cyunk, “No. If you higure the
ig's not going so good, make it go
better. That's what you're by paid
for. You act as il you know Jama K
Get these people off the pad.

It was 1 since James Bond

had accepted a dare. He felt the cyes
of The Group on him. V he had
drunk had made him ¢ —perhaps

wanting (o show ofl, like the the
party who insis
Stupidly, he wanted 10 asse:
ality over this bunch of ough guys who
rated him insignihicant. He didn’t stop
to think that it was bad tactics, that he
would be better off being the inefectual
imey. He said, “All right, Mr. Scara-
man, vive me a hundred-dollar bill
and your gu
Scaramanga didn’t move. He looked
up at Bond with surprise and controlled
uncertainty. Louie  Paradise  shouted
thickly, “C'mon, Pistol! Let's see some
action! Mebbe the guy e produce.”
Scaramanga reached for his hip pock-
ct, took out his billfold and thumbed
out a note. Next he slowly reached to his
waisthand and ook out his gun. The
subdued light from the spot on the girl
glowed on its gold, He laid the two ob-
jeas on the wble side by side.
Bond, his back to the cabaret, picked up
the gun and helied it. He thumbed In k
the hammer and twirled the

I Then he suddenly whirled,
llmppul on his knce so that |
would be above the shadowy musicians
in the background and, his arm at full
Tengih, let fly. The explosion
ing in the confined space. The music
dicd. There was a tense silence. The re-
mains of the false pincapple |
thing in the dark background with
thud. The girl swod under the spot an
put her hands up 1o her face and slowly
folded 10 the dance Hloor like something
gracelul out of Swan Lake. The maitre
d'hotel came running from among the
shadows.

soft

As chauer broke out among The
Group, James Bond picked up the
hundieddollar note and walked out

into the spotight. He bent down and
lifted the girl up by her arm. He pushed
the I)ill down into her cleavage. He
said, “That was act we did 1o-
gether, sweetheart. Don't worry. You
were in no danger. T aimed for the top
half of the pincapple. Now run off and
get ready for your next wrn” He
turned her round and gave her a sharp
pat on the behind, She gave him a hor-
rified glance and scurried off into the
shadows.

Bond swrolled on and came up with
the band. “Who's in charge here? Who's
in command of the show?”




The guitarist, a tall, gaunt
slowly to his feer. The whites of hi

showed. He squinted at the golden gun
! 1

g Tiger, sah.”
“All Tight the
me. This isn't a Saly
supper. M. Scaramang:
some action. And they want it hot. I'll
be sending plenty ol rum over 10 loosen
things up. Smoke weed if you like. We're
private here. No one’s going to tell on
you. And get that pretty girl back, but
with only hall the clothes on, and tell
her 10 come up dlose and sing Belly-Lick
very dearly with the blue words. And,
by the end of the show, she and the oth
Is have got to end up suipped. Un-
o

Now listen to
on Army fork
s friends want

There was nervous Laughter and whis-
pered exhortation to King Tiger from
the six-picce combo, King Tiger
“He wrned
10 his men. “Give ‘em hon Bar, but hot.
A’ I'll go get some steam up with Daisy
ol her friends.” He stode 1o the serv-
ice exit and the band crashed into its
suride.

Bond walked back and
down in front of Sc:
Bond a long, inquisitive look and slid it
back im0 his waistband. He said fatly,
“We must have a shooting match one of

ty paces

“Thanks, , “but my mother
wouldn't approve. Would you have
some rum sent over 1o the band? These
people can't play diy.” He went back o
his scat. He was hardly noticed. The five
men, or vather four ol them, because
Hendriks sat impassi through the
whole evening, were straining their cars
10 citch the lewd words ol the Fanny
Hill version of Iron Bar that were coming
across clearly from  the snln.(. Four
wirls, plump, busty litle
g nothing but white sequined G-strings,
out onto the floo
oward the audience, did
astic belly  da
(0 the temples of Louic
Hal Garfinkel. The numbe
applause, the girls van off and the lights
were dowsed, leaving only the circul.
spot in the middle of the floor. The
drummer, on his calypso box, began a
ty beat like a quickened pulse. The
service door opened and shut and & cu
vious object was wheeled into the circle
of light. Tt was a huge hand, perhaps six
feet tall at its highest point, upholsiered
in black leather. It stood, half open on
its broad base, with the thumb and
fingers outstretched as if ready to cach
something. The drummer hastened his
heat. The service door sighed. A glisten

=
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i g figure slipped through and, after
sing in the darkness, mmm into the
poul of light round the hand with a
strutting jerk of belly and limbs. There
was Chinese blood in her, and her hod
totally naked and sh with palm oil,
was almost white against the black hand.
As she jerked round the hand she ca-
ressed its outsterched fingers with her
ms and then, with well-acted

i dimbed into the
palm of the hand and proceeded 1o per-
form languorous, but explicit and ing
jous acts of passion with cach of the
fingers in turn. The scene, the black
hand, now shining with her oil and
sceming 1o clutch at the squirming white
body, was of an incredible lewdness, and
Bond, himself aroused, noticed that even
Scaramanga was watching with rapt atten-
tion, his eyes narrow slits. The drummer
had now worked up to his crescendo.

£

The girl. in wellsimulated  costasy.
mounted the  thumb.  slowly  expired
upon it st grind of her

rump, slid down it and vanished through
the exit. The act was over. th I
came on everyone, i
band. applauded loudly. The men came
out of their separate animal trances.
Scaramanga clapped his hand for the
bandleader, ok a note out of his case
and \.ml something o him under his
The chiclain, Bond suspected,
had (|I0\u| his bride for the h
After this inspived picce of sexual
b crambo, the rest of the cabaret
was an anticlimax. One of the gitls, only
after her Gawring had been slashed off
ith a cutlass by the bandleader, was
ble 10 squirm under a bamboo bal-
anced just 18 inches off the floor on
wp of two beer boules. The firse girl,
the one who had acted as
pincapple tee 1o Bond's William
1, came on and combined an accepta-
ble swriptease with a rendering of Belly-
Lick that got the audience stra
cars again, and then the whole tea
six girls, less the Chinese beauty, came
up to the audience and invited them to

dance. Scuramanga and  Hendriks re-
fused  with  adeq and

v
Bond stood the two leftout girls glasses
champagne and learned that their

names were Mabel and Pearl while he
bei

el Doirys sweating hoods as they clumsi
cha-cha’d round the room to the now
otous music of the hall-dr
The dimax o wh
as an orgy was clearly in sight. Bond told
his two girls that he must go to the
: slipped away when $
manga was looking clsewhere,
he went, Iu~ noted that }lrmlan g 7,

g

vas Inrmly on him.
When Bond got 1o his room, it was

midnight. His windows had been closed

222 and the air conditioning turned on. He

switched it off and opened the windows
halfway and then, with heardelt relief,
and went to bed. He wor-
ried for a while about having shown off
with the gun, but it was act of folly
which he couldn’t undo and he soor

die through dappled moonlight toward
lark waters that were dotted with gline-
ing red eyes. The gnashing white teeth
nd the cackling bones resolved them-
selves ino a persistent. scrabbling noise
that brought him suddenly fe
looked at u.c luminous dial of his watch.
It said The scrabbling became a
quict tappil g from behind the curtains.
mes Bond slid quictly out of bed, ook
his gun from under his pillow and aept
softly along the wall w the edge of the
curtains. He pulled them aside with one

vift motion. The golden hair shone al-
most silver the  moonlight. Mary
Goodnight whispered wrgently, “Quick,
James! Help me int”

Bond cursed softly 10 himself. What
the hellz He laid his gun down on the
carpet and reached for her ourstretched
hands and half dragged, half pulied her
over the sill. At the last moment, her
heel caught in the frame and the win-
dow banged shut with a noise like
1ol sllnlA Bond cursed again, softly and

nlgh( whispered penitently, “I'm erribly
sorry, James.”

Bond shushed her. He picked up | his
gun put it back under |
d led her across the room and
bathroom. HL‘ wrned on the light
E . the shower, and, simul-

h llu meml 1 he
was naked. He said, "Sorry, Goodnight,”
and reached for a towel and wound it
1 sat down on the
cdge of the bath. He gestured lo|l|(-g'rl
1o sit down on the lavau and sa
with icy control, “What in hell are you
doing here, Mary?

Her voice was desperate. “1 had to
come. 1 had to find you somehow. 1 got
to you through the girl at that, er,
dreadful place. I left the car in the wrees
down the drive and just sniffed about.
There were lights on in some of the
rooms and 1 listened and, er” she
blushed  crimson, 1 gathered  you
couldn’t be in any of them and then 1
saw the open window and 1 juse some-
how knew you would be the only one to
sleep with his window open. So 1 just
had 10 take the chanc

“Well, we've got 10 get you out of
here as quick as we can. Anyway, what's
the trouble?
A "Most Immedi:

1" in TripleX came
over this evening. T mean yesterday eve-
ning. 1t was to be passed 1o you at all
costs. HLQ. thinks you're in Havana. It
said that one of the K.G.B. wop men who
goes under the name of Hendriks is
the arca and that he's known to be

g this hotel.
from him. They

Youre to keep away
know from ‘a delicate
but sure source’” (Bond smiled at the
old cuphemism for cipher breaking)
“that among his other jobs is to find yc
and, er, well, kill you. So I put two and
two together, and, what with you being
in this corner of the island and the ques-
tions you asked me, 1 guessed that you
might be already on his track but that
you might be walking into an ambush,
sort of. Not knowing, I mean, that while
+ him, he was afier you.”

t out a tentative hand, as if for
reassurance that she had done the
thing. Bond ook it and patted it
mindedly while his mind chewed on this
new complication. He said,
here, all vight. So’s a gu
Scaramanga. You might as well know,
ry, that Scaramanga killed Ross. In
Trinidad.” She put her hand up 1o her
mouth. “You can report it as a fact, from
me. I 1 can get you ourt of here, that is.
As for Hendriks, he's here, all right, but
he doesn’t seem 1o have identibicd me for
certain. Did H.Q. sy whether he was
given a_description of me
You were simply described as ‘the no-
torious sccret agent, James Bond.' But
this doesn’t seem 10 have meant much o
Hendriks, becanse he asked for particu-
was 1wo days ago. He may get
them cabled or telephoned here at any
ite. You do sce why 1 had 10 come,

of course. And thanks, Mary.
Now I've got 1 get you out of that win-

tion all right. Be
sides, I've got help.” He told her about
Felix Leiter and Nicholson. “You just
tell HQ. yow've delivered the message
and that I'm here and about the two
CIA men. HQ. can get the CIA angles
from Washington direct. OK?” He got to
his fect.
She stood up beside him and looked
“But you will take care?"
Sure, sure.” He patied her shoulder.
He twrned off the shower and opened
the bathroom door. “Now, come on. We
must pray for a stroke of luck.”
A silken voice from the darkness at
the end of the bed said, “Well, the Holy

mister. Step forward, both of you. Hands
clasped behind the neck.”

Scaramanga walked to the door and
wirned the lights on. He was naked save
for his shorts and the holster below his
lelt arm. The golden gun rem:
wrained on Bond.

This is the third installment of lan
Fleming's final James Bond novel, “The
Man with the Golden Gun.” The con-
clusion will appear next month.




PLAYBOY.

wo mecionAL £

vol. 12, no. 7—july, 1965

CONTENTS FOR THE MEN'S ENTERTAINMENT MAGAZINE

PLAYBILL 3
DEAR PLAYBOY 7
PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS. » 19
THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR 33
PLAYBOY'S INTERNATIONAL DATEBOOK —travel PATRICK CHASE 37
THE PLAYBOY FORUM 39
PLAYBOY : MARCELLO did a9

LOOK AWAY—fiction
THE WEST COAST WAY —aftire ROBERT L GREEN 62
SEX AND THE SINGLE SHERMAN—humer AUAN SHERMAN 67
SUMMER PUNCH BOWL—drink THOMAS MARIO 68
LUDLOW KISSEL AND THE DAGO BOMB— memoir JEAN SHEPHERD 72
THE INVASION —fiction AVRAM DAVIDSON 75

HOKE NORRIS 58

SYMBOLIC SEX—humor DON ADDIS 77
THE GREAT AMERICAN BUILD-UP—erticle MURRAY TEIGH BLOOM 79
CLOWN PRINCESS—playboy's ploymete of the month 80
PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES—humor

THE MAN WITH THE GOLDEN GUN —fiction IAN FLEMING
FUN FOR THE ROAD—sports CHARIES BEAUMONT
THE GAME OF HIDE AND SEEK —fiction HERBERT GOID 97
THE GIRLS OF THE RIVIERA —pictoricl essay 98
THE CHOICE OF ILONKA THE CHASTE
LITTLE ANNIE FANNY —satire

ald clossic m
HARVEY KURTZMAN ond WLl ELDER 157

nuen s nerser editor and publisher

TORSKY associate publisher and editorial divector
ARTHUR PAUL art director

JACK ]. KESSIE managi

editor VINCENT T. TAJIRE pricture editor

JANDREWS, FRANK DE BELOLS, MUKKAY FISIER, MICHATL
1AM MACKLE associale edilors; ROBERT L. GREEN [ashion
divector; PAID TAYLOR associate fashion editor; THOMAS MAWIO food & drink
editor: paviick onase travel editor; GETTY contributing editor, business
& fmance; CHAKLES BEAUMONT, KICHAKD GEHMAN, KEN W. PURDY. KOWEKT KUARK
contributing editors; ARLENE BOURNS copy cliief; kAY WILLIAMS assistant edilor; wey
CHANMBERLAIN associale picture edilor; BONNIE BOVIK assistant picture editor; saw
CASILLL. LAKKY COKDON. |. BAKKY O'ROUKKE., FOMITO FOSAK, JEXRY YULSMAN staf] il
tographers; STAN MAUNOWSKE contributing pholographer; FRED GLasik models”
stylist; REID AUSYIN associate art divecior; KON BLUME, JOSVFI PACZYR assistant arl
directors; WALTER RRADENYCH arl assistant; CYNTIHA NADDOX assistant cartoon
editor; JouN MASTRO production manager; ALLEN VARGO assistant production
manager; PAY VAVPAS rights and permissions s HOWAKD W. LEDEKIR advertising
director; Josernt FALL advertising wanager; JULES ks associale advertising
manager; SWERMAN KEATS chicago advertising manager; Josern GUENTWER detyoit
slising manager; NELSON FUTCH promolion dircclor; Wy BASEIIZ promotion
art director; weswt vowscn publicity manager: Wexsy uss public relations
manager; Asox MOUNT college bureau; vvo preeick personnel disector; JANET
v reader service: WALTER wowakin subscription fulfillment manag
SELLERS special projects; ROBIRT 1REUSS Dusiness manager & civeulation director

SHELDON WAN senior edilor
LAURENCE, NAT LEHRMAN, W

ad

72 HDON




THE MAN WITH
THE GOLDEN GUN

this was 1t, the point of no return
Jor secret agent 007, the showdown in
the game that must culminate in death

Conclusion of the final novel

By IAN FLEMING

SYNOPSIS: When James Bond arrived at the Thunder
bird Hotel at Bloody Bay, Jamaica, he found there the
smell of new paint and Jamaican cedar—and also the
unpleasant aroma of death

He had been assigned by M, his Chief on Her
Majesty’s Secret Service, to kill the notovious Scarva
manga, “The Man with the Golden Gun,” hired assassin
for Fidel Castro and confidant of the hoodlum hings
of the Western world. Bond had tracked his prey through
numberless ports in the West Indies, and finally ran him
down in a Jamaican brothel. Theve he lea d that
Scaramanga was planning an Apalachin Conference of
“international businessmen” at Bloody Bay, and needed
an assistant_host in this enterprise. As “Mark Hazard"
a slightly disreputable British insurance investigato
Bond got the job. Thus was set the stage for 007
final adventure

More than ever befove, the odds weve high against
Bond, but he did have allies. Based in Kingston was
Mary Goodnight, Bond's former secretary, now assistant
to Commander Ross, his predecessor as M's investigator
in Jamaica who had mysteriously disappeared; and tu
CIA men—the ubiquitous Nick Nicholson and Bond's
old friend, hookhanded Felix Leiter, both posing as
employees of the Thunderbivd

At the hotel, an odor of high gangstevism arose from
Scaramanga’s guest list. There was Sam Binion, of vavied
and sordid background, who dealt in “real estate”;
Leroy Gengerella, of Miami, a big operator in “the
entertainment world”; Ruby Rothopf from Vegas: Hal
Garfinkel from Chicago; Louie Paradise, the Phoenix
slot-machine  king—and, finally, My. Hendriks, “the
Dutchman,” representing what their host blandly de
scribed as “European money

Of them all, the mystevious Hendviks was by far the
most simister. It was Bond's guess that no other man in
the Thunderbird could have challenged Scaramanga’s
dominance.

The confevence itself was held in a locked yoom with
Bond stationed on guard outside. At his post. 007
placed the bowl of an empty champagne glass agamst
the door, put his ear to its base, and listened. He
heard Scavamanga boast of the murder of Commander
Ross. Then the killey described his plans to sabot
the sugar-cane market in the Caribbean and put the
heat on his gathered guests for increased “dues.” When

Wounded, stunned and at the end of his strength,
James Bond staggered into the swamp—and
anga, blood-soaked, driven by

hunger and thirst, biting into the body of a snake
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one of them objected. Bond heard the
colden gun voar and a scream of terror
and  pain—and there was no further
sound from the dissenter.

Bond leavned, too. that “the Dutch-
man” w i fact, resident divector of
the Soviet K.G.B. for the Caribbean, and
that Gengerella was a Mafia chief. Bond
learned also that Scavamanga planned to
kall him—at the proper time, of course.

At 3:30 the following morning, Bond
was awakened by a noise outside his win-
dow. It was Mary Goodnight, golden
hair aglow in the moonlight. She had
come to warn him: The hounds were on
the scent—they soon would learn his true
identity—and thew  quarry wonld be

Mavk Hazard.”

To calm her, Bond took his secretary
into the sanctuary of his unbugged bath-
room. and to dyown his vowce, turned on
the shower.

“Don’t worry about me. I think I can
handle the situation all right. Besides,
Fve got help. You just tell H. Q. you've
delivered the message and that T'm here
and about the two CI4 men.

He got to lus [eet. She stood up beside
Jum and looked at him.

“But you will take care?™

“Sure, sure.”" He patted her shoulder.
He turned off the shower and opened
the bathroom door.

A silken voice from the davkness at
the end of the bed said, “Step forward,
both of you. Hands clasped behind the
neck.”

Scavamanga turned the lights on. He
was naked save for his shoris and the
empty holster below his left arm. The
golden gun was tramed on Bond.

8oND LOOKED at him incredulously, then
tw the carpet inside the door. The
wedges were sull there, undisturbed. He
could not possibly have got through the
window unded. Then he saw that his
clothes cupboard stood open and  that
light showed through into the next-door
room. It was the simplest of secret doors
—just the whole of the back of the cup-
board. impossible 1o detect from Bond's
side of the wall and. on the other, prob
bly, in appearance. a locked communi-
ing door
Searany: ne back inw the center
of the room and stood looking at them
both. His mouth and eyes sneered. He
said, 1 didn't see this picce of tail in the
cup. Where you been keeping i, bus-
1er? And why d'you have o h
in the bathroom? Like doing it under
the show
Bond suid

«

| “We're engaged 10 be mar-
vied. She works in the British High ¢
missioner’s Office in Kingston. Cipher
clerk. She found out where 1 was staying

from that place you and I met. She
out to tell me that my mother’s in hospi-
wl in London. Had a bad fall. Her

name’s Mary Goodnight. What's wiong
with that and what do you mean coming

busting into my room in the middle of
the night waving a gun aboutz And
kindly keep your foul tongue to your-
sell.” Bond was pleascd with his bluster
and decided to take the next step oward
Mary Goodnight's freedom. He dropped
his hands 10 his sides and wimed to the
girl. “Put your hands down. Mary. Mr.
Scaramanga must have thought  there
were burglars about whe

window hang. Now. I'll get some clothes

on and take you out 1o your car. You've
got a long drive back to Kingston. Are
vou sure you wouldn't rather stay here

for the rest of the nightz I'm sure Mr.
Scaramanga could find us a spare room.
He turned back to Scaramanga. “1t’s all
vight. Mr. Scaramanga, Ul pay for it.
Mary Goodnight chipped in. She had
dropped her hands. She picked up her
small bag from the bed where she had
thrown it. opened it and began busying
hersell with her hair in a fussy, feminine
way. She ch

wered, falling in well with
piece  of

Bond’s  bland

very Hrl s)l

ip.”

y. darling, I really think I'd lnr
ter go. I'd be in terrible wrouble il 1T was
late at the office and the Prim inister,
Sir Alexander  Bust nie, know
he's just had his eighueth birthday, well,
he's coming 10 lunch and you know His
Excellency always likes me 10 do the
flowers and arrange the place cards and,
as a matter of fact,” she rned charm-
mgly  toward amanga, “ivs quite
a day for me. The party was going 1o
make up thirteen, so His Excellency has
asked me o be the fourteenth. Isn't that
marvelous? But heaven knows what I'm
going 1o look like after tonight. The
roads really are terrible in parts, aren't
they, Mr—er—Saamble. But there it is.
And 1 do apologize for causing all this

vou

the Queen Mother opening a ba
ul oursirerched. “Now you run along
ofl back to bed ag
(Thank God she hadw't said James!
The girl was inspired?) Il sce me sifely
off the premises. Goodbye, Mr., er . . .

1es Bond was proud of her. Tt was
almost pure Joyce Grenfell. But Scara-
manga wasn't going to be taken by any
double talk, limey or otherwise. She al-
most had Bond covered from Scaraman
g He moved swilily aside.
“Hold i, lad,
where you are.”
hand drop 0 her side. She looked in-
quiringly at Scaramanga as if he had just
rejected the cucumber sandwiches. Real-
Iy These Am The golde
didn't go for polite conversation. 1t h
dead steady between the two of
Scaramanga said 10 Bond, “OK. Il buy
it. Put her through the window again.
Then I've got something 1o sy to you.”
He waved his gun at the girl. “OK, bim
bo. Get going. And don't come trespass:

He said,

2

on other peoples lands again.
Rn,lnv And you can tell His Iriggin Ex-
cellency where to shove his place cards.
His writ don’t run over the Thunder
bird. Mine does. Got the photo? OK.
Don’t bust your stays getting through
the window.™
ary  Goodnight  said  icily.
cer oo L owill deliver your
nessage. I'm sure the High Commission-
er will take more carelul note than he
has done of your presence on the island
And the Jamaican government also.”
Bond reached our and wok her
She was on the edge of overplayi
role. He said, “Come on, Mary. And
please tell Mother that I'll be through
here in a day or two and I'll be tele
phoning her from Kingston.” He led her
© the window and helped. or rather
bundled her out. She gave a briel wave
and ran off across the lawn. Bond cime
away from the window with considerable
relief. He hadn't expeced the ghastly
mess w0 sort itsell out so painlessly.
e went and sat down on his bed. He
sat on th
feel the hard shape of his gun against his
thighs. He looked across ar S
The man had put his gun back in the
shoulder holster. He leaned up against
the clothes cupboard and ran his finger
reflectively along the black line of his
mustache. He said. “High Commission
er's Ofhce. That also houses the local
representative of your famous Secret
Service. 1 suppose. Mister Hazard. that
your real mame wouldn't be James
Bond? You showed quite a turn of specd
with the gun tonight. 1 seem to have
read somewhere that this man Bond fan-
cces himsell h the hardware. 1 also
have information to the effect thar he's
somewhere in the Caribbean and that
he's looking for me. Funny-coincidence
department, eh?”
Bond Lwghed casily. “1 thought un-
Secret Service packed up at the end of
the war. Anyway. fraid 1 can’t (l
my identity o suit your hook. All you've
got 1o do in the morning is
Frome and ask for Mr. Tony Hu
boss up there. and check on my story
And G vou explain how this Bond
dap could powibly have tracked you
down 1o i brothel in Sav’ La M

n silently
Then he said, “Guess he may
shootin® lesson. Be glad
10 oblige him. But you've got something
about number three and a hall Love
Lane. That's what 1 fggered when |
hired you. But coincidence doe
0 that size. Mebbe 1should h.

Inr a while.
be look

con
« thou

again. 1 said from the first 1 smelled
cops. That y be your hancée or
she may not, but that ploy with the

That's an old hood's wick
Secret Service one, 100,
(continued on page 135)

shower bath
Its prob
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THE GOLDEN GUN  (continucd grom page o0)

Unless, that is, you were screwin® her.”
raised one eyebroy

“I was. Anything wrong with th
What have you been doing with the Chi-
nese girl? Playing mah-jongg?* Bond got
10 his feet. He stitched impatience and

outrage ou his face in equal quantitics.
ow look here, Mr. Sciamanga. I've
had just about encugh of this. Just stop

caning on me. You go around waving
that damned gun of yours
like God Almighty and insinuatin
of tommyrot about the Sccret
and you expect me to kneel doy
lick your boots. Well, my fricnd, you've
come 10 the wrong address. 1f you're dis-
satished with the job doing, jun
hand over the thousand dollars and 1'll
be on my way. Who in hell d'you think

5
Service
nd

smiled his thin, cruel
You may be getting wise to that
sooner than you think, shamus” He
OK, OK. But just you re-
this, misier. 1f i
you're not who you say you
you to bits. Get me? And T'll strt with
the little bits and go on to the
ones. Just so it lasts a heck of a long
time. Right? Now you'd better get some
shuteye. I've got a meeting with Mr.
Hendriks at ten in the conference voom.

And 1 don’t want 10 be diswrbed. After
that the whole party gocs on an excur-
sion on the railroad T was tellin’ you

about. IC11 be your job to see that that

gets properly or Talk o the
manager first thing. Right? OK., then. Be
seeing ya." Sca alked imo the

o
ard, brushed Bond's suit

dothes cuply

mlc and disappeared. There came a de-
ve dick from the nextdoor room
Hond got 10 his feet. He said “Phew

at the top of his voice and walked oft
into the bathroom to wash the last two

hours away in the shower.
He awok angement with
that cu

that some people keep in their heads
and that always scems to know the exact
time. He put on his bathing trunks and
went out 1o the beach and did his lo
swim ag: When, at 7:15, he saw Scai
manga come out of the east g fol
lowed by a boy carrying his st s
made for the shore. He listened for the
twanging thump of the wrampoline and
then, keeping well out of sight of it, er
tered the hotel by the main entrance
and moved quickly down the corridor 1o
his room. He listened at his window to
make sure the man was still exercising,
then he ook the master key Nick Nichol-
son had given him and slipped across
the corridor 10 number 20 and
quickly inside. He lefc the door on the
Jatch. Yes, there was his target, lving on
the dressing table. He swode across the
room, picked up the gun and slipped
1 the cylinder that would

next come up for firing. He put the gun
down exactly as he had found it, got
back to the door, listened, and then was
out and across the corvidor and into his
own room. He went back to the window
and histened. Yes. Scari
it. Tt was an amateurish ploy that Bond
Hid il buti might gain him
just that fraction of a second that, he
felt it in his bones going 10 be life
or death for him in the next 24 howrs.
In his mind, he smelled thae slight whiff
ol smoke that i cd that his cover
was smoldering at the cdges. At any mo-
ment “Mark Hazwd of World Con
sortium” might go up in flames like
some clumsy cffigy on Guy Fawkes Night
nd James Bond would stand there, re
vealed. with nothin,
possible force of six other gunmer
his own quick hand and the Wa
PPK. So every shade of odds that he
could shift 0 his side of the board
would be worth wi Undismayed by
the prospect, in fact rather excited by it,
hr ordered a la . consumed
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necting pin out of the ball cock
lavatory, went along to the ma
oflice.

Felix Leiter was on duty. He gave a
managerial smile and s 1

Mr. Hazard. Can 1 help you?

were looking beyond Bond,
he shoulde M. Hendriks
materialized ar the desk before Bond
could answe

Leiter said, “Good morning.”

Mr. Hendriks replied with his littde
Germanic bow. He said, “The rele
phone operator is savimg that there is
a long-distance call from my oflice in
Havana. Where is the most private place
t0 tike it, pliss®

“Not in your bedroom, sir

“Is not suflicienty private.

Bond guessed that he, 100, had bowled
out the microphon

Leiter looked helplul.
from beh his desk.
sit. The lobby telepho
soundproof.”

Mr. Hendriks looked stonily at him.
“And the machine. That also is sound-
proofz”

Leiter looked politely puzzled. “I'm
afraid 1 don't understand, sir. It is con
nected direaly with the operator.

“Is no matter. Show me, pliss.” M.
Hendriks followed Leiter 1o the far cor-
ner of the lobby and was shown into the
booth. He carefully closed the leather-
padded door and picked up the rece
and tatked ino Then he stood w
iz, watching I
the marble floor and speak
(o Bond. “You wi

Us my lavatory. Something wrong
with the ball cock. Is there anywhere

He came out
“Just over here,
The box

“I'm so sorry, sir. I'll have the house
engincer look at it at once. Yes, cert
ly. There's the lobby toilet. The decora-
tion isn't completed and it's not officially
in use, but i’s in perfectly good working
order.” He low ice. “And
there’s a connec

K the tape of what this |
ing. 1 heard the cll w
through. Don't like the sound of i
be your worry.” He gave a little bow
waved Bond toward the cenu
with magazines on it. “If you'll just take
a scat for a few moments, sir, and then
I'll ke care of you."

Bond nodded his th s and wrned
away. In the booth, ta!l

\g. His eyes were fixed on Bond with
terrible intensity. Bond felt the skin
aawl at the base of his stomach. This
was it, all right! He sat down and picked
up an old Wall Strcet Journal. Surrepti
tiously he tore a small picce out of the
center of page one. It could have been a
tear at the arossfold. He held the paper
up at page two and watched Hend
through the litde hole.

Hendriks watched the back of the pa-
per and talked and listened. He sudden
Iy put down the receiver and came out
ol the booth. His face gleamed with
sweat. He took out a clean white I
kerchiel and it over his face
neck and walked rapidly off down the
corridor.

Nick Nicholson, as neat as a pin, came
across the lobby and, with a courtly
smile and a bow for Bond, took up his
place behind the desk. Te was 8:30. Five
later, Felix Leiter came out
from the inner office. He said something
10 Bond.
There was a pale, pinched look round
his mouth. He said, “And now, il you'll
[ollow me, sir.” He led the way across

the lobby, unlocked the men’sroom

door, followed Bond in and locked the
door behi n. They swod among the
carpentrywork by the . Leiter
said tensely, “I guess you've had it,

ames. They were talking Russi
me and number kept on croj
ping up. Guess you'd betier get out of
here just as quickly as that old jalopy of
yoursll carry you.

Bond smiled thinly. “Forewarned is
forcarmed, Felix. 1 knew Iready.
Hendriks has been told o rub me. Our
old friend at K.G.B. headquarters, Semi-
chastny, has gou it in for me. Ul ell you
why one of these days.” He told Leit
of the Mary Goodnight cpisode of the
carly hours. Leiter listened  gloomily.
Bond concluded, “So there’s no object in
getting out now. We shall hear all the
dope and probably their plans for me at
this mecting atten. Then they've got this
excursion business alterward. Persc
1 guess the shootimg match'll ta




there are no witnesses. Now, if you aml
& could work out somethi
upset the A
mysell responsible for the home pitch.”
Leiter looked thoughtful. Some of the
cloud lificd from his face. He said,
know the plans for this afternoon. Off
on this miniature train through the cane
fields, picnic, then the boat out of Green
Island Harbor. deepsea fishing and all
that. I've reconnoitered the route for it
He raised the thumb of his lelt
nd and pinged the end u( his steel
hook thoughtfully. “Ye-c
mean some quick action and p o
Tuck and I'll have 10 get the hell up w0
rome for some supplies from  your
il Will he hand over some
gear on your say-s0? OK. then. Come into
my office and write him a note. 1t’s only
a hall hour's drive and Nick can hold
the Irone desk for that time. Come on.”
He opened a side door and wer
through into his office. He beckoned
Bond to follow and shut the door
hind him. At Leiter's dictation, Bond
wok down the note to the
the West Ind
estates and
wi
100k u stromg nip «

to his room. He
sraight bourbon and
sat on the edge of his bed and looked u
sceingly out of the window and across the
lawn to the sea’s horizon. Like a dozi
hound chasing a rabbit in its dieams, or
like the audience at an athletics meeting
that lifts a leg to help the high ju mper
over the bar, every now and the
night hand wwitched involuntarily. In his
mind’s cye, in a variety of imagined cir
cumstances, it was leaping for his gu
James Bond gave a deep, relaxed sigh.
His eyes came back into focus. He
looked ar his watch. Tt said 9
up. v
with 4 sarubbing motio
i along the corridor to the confere
room.

The setup was the same. Bond's wavel
literature was on the buffer table where
he had left i He went through into the
conference room. It had only been curso-
vily vidied. Scaramanga had  probably
not 1o be entered by the staff.
were roughly i position, but
the ashwrays had not been empicd.
There were no stains on the carpet and
no signs pet having bee
washed. It had probably been a single
shot through the heart. With Sca
manga’s soltnosed bullets. the internal
damage would be devastating, but the
Tragments of the buller would stay in the
il there would be no bleeding,
Bond went round the table, ostentatious.
Iy posi g the chairs more accurately.
He idemificd the one where Ruby Rot
Kopl must have sat, across the table from
Scaramanga, because it had a cracked
leg. He dutifully examined the windows
id looked behind the curtains, doing

=

his job. Scaramanga came into the room
followed by Mr. Hendr
roughly. “OK. Mr. H.u.ml Lock bmh

doors like yesterday. No one 1o come in

s,

" As Bond passed Mr. Hendril
said dlc«.rlull). Good morning, M
Hendriks. Enjoy the party last night>

Mr. Hend: s usual curt hnn
He said nothing. His eyes were granite
marbles.

Bond went out and locked the doors
and 1ok up his position with the bro-
chures and the chamy
diately. Hendriks began talking, quickly
and urgendly, fumbling for the English
words. “Mr. S.. 1 have bad woubles to
report. My Zenuwale in Havana spoke
with me this morning. They have heard
direct Irom Moscow. This man"—he
must have made a gesture toward the
door—"this man is the British searet
agent, the man Bond. There is no doubt.
Lam given the exact descriptions. W
he goes swimming this morning, I an
examining his body through  glasses.
Ihe wounds on his body are dearly 10
be seen. The scar down the right side of
the face leaves no doubt. And his shoot-
ing last The ploddy fool is proud
of his shooting. 1 would like to sec a
member of my organization behave in
zees stupid Fashions! 1 would have him
shot i There was a pause.
Ihe man’s tone altered, became slightly
ang. His tirget was now Scaraman-
S.. how can this have
How can you possibly have
let it arvivez My Zenwale is dumfounded
at the mi The man might have
I damage but for the watch-

s gave

My So 1 must be making the very full
How is it that you wre meeting
? How is it that you are then
i him elen into the center of The
The details, pliss, mister. The
My superiors will be
ssing sharp criticism of the lack of

wasp of a
nst @ box. He could imagine Scara
manga sitting back and going through
the smoking routine. The voice, when it
came, was decisive, uncowed. “Mr. Hen-
driks, 1 appreciate your outht’s concern
about this and I congratulate them on
their sources of information. But you
tell your Central this: 1 met this man
completely by accident, at least 1
thought so at the time, and there’s no
use worrying about how ppened. Tt
hasn't been casy 10 set up this confer-
ence and 1 needed help. 1 had 1 get tvo
managers in a hurry from New York 1o
handle the hotel people. They're doing
a good job, right? The floor siaff and all
the vest T had 10 get from Kingston. But
what 1 really needed was a kind of per.

1 nt who could be around o
t smooth-

make st
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ly. Persomally, T just couldn’t be bothered
with all the details. When this guy
dropped out of the blue, he looked all
right 10 me. So 1 picked him up. But I'm
not stupid. 1 knew that when this show
was over I'd have to get rid of him. just
e hed learned  anything  he
shouldn’t have. Now you say he's a mem-
ber of the Seaet Service. 1 told you at
the beginning of this conference that 1
cat these people for breakfast when 1
have a mind to. What you're told me
changes just one thing
instead of tomorrow. And here’s how it's
oing to happen.” Scaramanga lowered
his voice. Now Bond could hear only
disjointed words. The sw v down
from his ear as he pressed it 10 the base
of the champagne glass. “Our excursi

... ras in the cne . . . unforiunate
I doit . .. nasty
s 1o mysell you

very (.....w" Se
in. Now his voice
“So 1 think you have noth-
g to worry about. The man will be
zome by this ev Are you satisfied? [
would do it now just by opening the
door, but o blown luses in o days
might cause gossip around here, And
this way there will be fun for everybody
on the picnic.”

Mr. Hendriks' voice was flat and unis
terested. He had carvied out his orders
and action was about 1o follow, definitive
action. There could be no complaint of
delay in canrying out orders. He said,

“Yes. What you are proposing will be
satisfactory. | shall observe the proceed-

’F

then run shipments o the Pedro Cays.
My friends can arrange for collection
from there.”

There was a brief silence. Scaramanga
wmnl«l be smoking his thin cheroot. He
. “I think that could be arranged.
Hur the ganja laws have just been con

id < big prison
sentences. Consequently, the price has
gone through the rool. The going price
today is £16 A hundred

wel rln of the stulf uulhl cost thousands
And

of pounds. i's darned bulky
those quanti y fishing hoat could
probably only ship one hundredweight
ata time. Anyway. where’s it for? You'll
be lucky to get those quantities ashore.
A punml or o is diffcult enough.”

1
Langest

consumers.
heen made 1o receive th
signments initially off the coast of Geor

.\Il.lng\'nu‘ms have
nd other con.

of small islands
re

nd swamps and is al-
ady much favored by smugglers. The
woney is of no importance. 1 have in
structions to make an ini
million dollars, but at
prices. You will be rece
ten percent commission.
crested?”

rm always interesied in a hundied
thousand_dollars. Tl have © get in
uch with my growers. They have their
jous in the Maroon country
lh s in the center of the istand. Th
5 10 take time. | can give you a
1 about two weeks—a hun-

ing your usual
Is it that you

e

ings with much And now 10
other business, Plan Orange. My superi
ors are wishing 10 know that everything
is in order.”

“Yes. Everything's in order at Re;
olds Metal, Kaiser Bauxite and Alumina

every five years. By
dry chuckle, "I was amused 10 see that
instructions on the dry
al African languages as well as
All read 1

supposc You might give me warn
The Day. I hold some pretty vuln
stocks on Wall Sureet.”™

“Then you will lose

said Mr. Hendriks fanly. “I shall not be
told the date. T do not mind. 1 hold no
stocks. You would be wise to keep your
money in gold or diamonds or rare post-
age stamps. And now the next mateer. It
is of interest to my superiors 1o be

lot of money,

for the supply of ganj;
we all it. You are now receiving your
supplies in pound weight. 1 am asking
whether you can stimulate your sources
of supply 1o providing the weed by the

140 hundredweight. It is suggested that you

ol the stufl FOB. the Pedro

And o date? The Cays are very flat.
This is not sll 1o be left lying abow

Sure. Now, then. Any other
business? OK. Well, I've got mmulling
1'd like w0 bring up. This casino lark.
Now, this is the picure. The govern
ment is tempted. They think i'll stimu
Iate the tourist industry. But the heavies
—the boys who were kicked out of Ha
vana, the Vegas machine, the Miami jol
15, Chicago—the whole works, didn't
€ the measure of these people before
they put the heat on. And they over
ush-[und approach—put 1o
the wrong pockets. Guess
they should have employed a public-re-
lations outht. Jamaica looks small on the
nap, and I guess the Syndicates though
they could hurry through ¢ little
operation like the Nassau job. But the
Opposition party got wise, and the
Church, I the old women, ndd llu‘rt
g over in Ja-
xl .|II that

oflered
was whe

were
back? Tha
bust and w:

promo-
scs, coupla million bucks or
so, onto The Group. You recall 1 ad-

Different party
slump nd 3 certain minister
has been in touch with me. Says the cli-
mate’s changed. Independence has come
along and they've got out from be
the skirts of
show that Jamaica’s with it. Got comph
and all that. So this friend of mine says
he can get gambling off the pad here.
He told me how and it makes sense. Be-
fore, I said stay out. Now I say come i
But it's going to cost money. Exch of
w'll have to chip in with a hundred
thousand bucks 10 give local encourage
ment. Miami'll be the operators and get
the franchise. The deal is that they'll
put us in for five percent—but off the
top. Get mez On these figures, and
they're not loaded, our juice should have
been earned in cighteen months. After
that it’s gravy. Get the photo? But your,
er. friends don't seem too keen on these,
e, capitalist enterprises. How do you
figure itz Will they ante up? 1 don't
want for us 0 go outside for the green.
And. as from yesterday, we're missit
sharcholder. Come w think of it we've
got 10 think of that, 100. Who we g
to rope in as number seven? We're short
ol a game for now
James Bond wiped his car and the
hottom of the glass with his handker
chiel. It was almost unbearable. He had
heard his own death sentence  pro
nounced, the involvement of the K.G.B
with Scaramanga and the  Caribbean
spelled out. and such minor dividends as
hotage of the bauxite industry, massive
drug smuggling States and gam-
bling politics thrown in. It was a majes-
ce. He had the

James Bond moved away from the

he heard Scaramanga’s passkey
in the lock. He looked up and yawned.
nd Mr. Hendriks looked
Their expressions wei
vaguely interested and reflective. It w
as if he were a bit of steak and they were
wondering whether (0 have it done rare
or medium rare.

At 12 o'clock they all assembled in the
Tobby. Scaramanga | broad
brimmed white Steson to his immacu-
late wropical autire. He looked like the
smartest plantation owner in the South.
Mr. Hendriks wore his usual stuffy suit,
now topped with a gray Homburg. Bond
thought that he should have gray suede
gloves and an umbrella. The four hoods
were wearing Galypso shirts outside their
slacks. Bond was pleased. 1f they were
carrying guns in their waistbands, the
shirts would hinder the draw. Cars were
drawn up outside with Scuamanga’s

nderbid i the lead. Scaramanga
ked up to the desk. Nick Nicholson

s




hing his hands in invi
Al see?

was standing
ble soap Gt Tooking Imlplul.
Everythi
Hirboe been okl OK, then, \\hm
that sidekick of yours, 1l
Haven't scen him

Nick Nicholso
got an abscess in his tooth, sir.
Had 10 send him in 0 Sav* La M
have it out. He'll be OK by th
noon.”

“Too bad. Dock him half a day’s pay.
No room for sleepers on this outhit.
We're shorthanded as it is. Should have
had his snappers atended 1o before he
ook the job on, K3

“Very good, Mr. Sc
him.”

manga. Ull tell

Sca A uned o the waiting
group. ""OK. fellers, Now this i the
spicl. We drive a mile down the road to

the station. We get aboard this little
train. Quite an outhit that. Feller by the
name of Lucius Beche had it copied for
the Thunderbird company from the en-
gine and rolling stock on the lide old
Denver, South Park and Pacific
OK. So we ste
ficld line about twenty miles to Green
Island Harbor. Plenty birds, bush rats,
crocs in the rivers. Mebbe we get a liule
hunting. Have some fun with the hard-
ware. All you guys got your guns with
you? Fine, fine. Champagne lunch at
Green Island and the girls and the mu-
sicll be there to keep us happy. After
Tunch we get aboard the Thunder Girl,
by ChrisCraft, and take a cruise along to
Lucea, that's a litde township down the
coast, and sce if we can catch our dinner.
Those that don’t want 1o fish can play
stud. Right? Then back here for drinks.
OK? sfied? Any  sugges-

Evervone
tions? Then let’s go.
Bond was told 10 get in the back of
the car. They set ull Once again that
offered neck! G
now! But
it gl a ey guns riding
betund. The odds simply weren't good
enough. What was the plan for his
vemoval? During the “hunting” presum-
ably. James Bond smiled grimly 1o hin

have be 10 explain the emori
It was a fecling of being keyed up,
wound taut. It was the moment, after 20
passes, when you got 4 hand you could

bet on—not necessal L but bet on.

perhaps.

¢ Forcknowledge was pl
ig for him. He was more heavily fore-
the enemy knew. But the
enemy had dhe b

ga, perhaps more
Again leaving out the
others, Scaramanga had the advanuage.
The long barreled Colt .45 would be a

fraction slower on the draw, but its length
of barrel would give it more accuracy
than the Walther autom Rate of
hre? The Walther should have the edge
—and the first empty chamber of Scara-
manga’s gun. if it hadn't been discov-
ered, would be an additional bonus. The
steady hand? The cool brain? The sharp-
ness of the lust 1o kill? How did they
weigh up? Probably nothing to choose
on the first two. Bond might be a shade
wigger-happy—of necessity. That e
must warch. He must damp down the
fire in his belly. Get ice cold. In lhv: lust

{4

ig sport for his friends, display-

ing his potency, showing off. That was

good! That might be decisive! Bond

said 1o himself that he must increase the

cor-

titude, Ins lack of caution. He must be
Ei

limey of the cartoons. He must play casy
1o take. The adrenalin coursed into
James Bond's blood stream. His pulse
ate began to run a fraction high. He
fe!t it on his wrist. He breathed deeply
nd slowly to bring it down. He found
t he was siting forward, tensed. He
sat back and wied o relax. All of his
body relaxed except his right hand. This
was in the conrol of someone clse.
g on his vight thigh,
slightly from time 1o time like the paw
sleeping dog ch
put it into his coat pocket
turkey buzzard a thousand feet up, cir-
cling. He put himself into the mind of
the John Crow, watching out for a
squashed 10ad or a dead bush ra. The
circling buzzard had found its offal. It
came lower and lower. Bond wished it

bon appétit. The predator in - him
wished the scwvenger a good meal. He
smiled at the comparison between them.

They were both following a scent. The

the P G, Wi the

main was that the John Crow
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was a protected bird. No one would
shoot back at it when it made its final
dive. Amused by his thoughts, Bond's
right hand came out of his pocket and
lit a cigarette for him, quictly and obedi-
ently. It had stopped going off chasing
rabbits on its own,

The station was a brilliant mock-up
from the Colorado narrow-gauge era—a
low building in faded clapboard orna-
mented with gingerbread along its caves.
Its name “Thunderbird Halt” was in
oldstyle omamental type, heavily ser-

i ed

varnish and polished brass, was a gem. It
stood, ,umm,, quictly in the sunshine, a
wisp of g up Irom the
@Il ok bohind the big brass headlight.
The engine’s name, “THE BELLE," was on
proud brass plate on the y,u ming black
1 sim-
ilar plate below the Ilr'ldlu:lll. There
a ge, an open affair with
padded [oamrubber seats and a daftodil
surrey roof of fringed camvas 1o keep off
the sun, and then the brake van, also in
black and yellow, with a resplendent
giltarmed chair behind the convention-
al wheel of the brake. It was a wonderful
toy even down to the old-fashioned whis-
tle, which now gave a sharp admonitory
blast.

Soirmatg in cbullient form.
“Hear the train blow, folks! All
aboard!™ There was an antidimax. To

Bond’s dismay, he ook out his golden
pistol, pointed it at the sky and pressed
the wigger. He hesitated only momentar-
y and fired ag e deep boom
echoed back from the wall of the station
and the stationmaster, resplendent in
old-fashioned uniform, looked nervous,
He pocketed the big silver turnip watch
he had been holding and stood back ob-
sequiously, the green flag now drooping
at his side. Scaramanga checked his gun.
He looked thoughtfully ar Bond and
said, “All right, my friend. '\nw then,
you get up [ront with the er
Bond smiled happily. “Thanks. I've
always wanted to do that since 1 was a
child. What fun

“You've said iy,
trned to the others. “And you,
Hendriks. In the first scat behind the
1 tender, please. Then Sam and Leroy.
p Hal and Louic. I'll be up back in
e van. Good place to watch out

the L
for game. 'K

Everybody ook his seat. The station-
master had recovered his nerve and went
through his ploy with the watch and the
 gave a triumphant hoot
and; with 2 serier. o diiniihiig Pl
ot under way, and they bowled off along

12 the threefootgauge line that disap-

peared, as straight as an arrow, into a
dancing shimmer of silver.

Bond read the speed gauge. It said 20.
For the first time he paid auention to
the driver. He was a villainouslooking
Rastatari in dirty khaki overalls, with a
sweat rag round his forchead. A ciga-
rewe drooped from between the thin
mustache and the straggling beard.
smelled quite horrible. Bond said, “My
rk Hazard. What's yours:
“Rass, man! Ah doan talk wid buckra
The expression “rass’ is
is a tough colloqui-

alism for

Bond said cquallly. “I thought part of
your religion was o love thy neighbor.”

The Rasta gave the whistle lanyard a
long pull. When the shriek had died
away, he simply said “Sheeit,” kicked the
furnace door open and began shoveling

was!

There it
j.ml.u(:m cutlass, this one filed 10 an

The long

inch blade with a deadly point. It was
K by the man’s hand. Was this
the way he was supposed to go? Bond
doubted it. Scaramanga would do the
deed in a suitably dramatic fashion and
one that would give him an alibi. Sec-
ond exceutioner would be Hendriks.

looke ack over the low coal
tender. Hendriks' eyes, bland and in-
different, met his. Bond shouted above
the

iron clang of the engine, “Great fun,
whatz" Hendriks' eyes looked away and
back again. Bond stooped so that he
could see under the 10p of the surrey.
All the other four men were sitting mo-
tionless, their eyes also fixed on Bond.
Bond waved a cheerful hand. There was
no respouse. So they had been told!
Bond was a spy in their midst and this
was his last ride. In mob-cse, he was
going 1o be hit” It was an uncomfort-
able feeling having those ten encmy eyes
watching him like ten gun barrels. Bond
straightened himsclf. Now the wop half
of his body, like the iron “man™ in a pis-
1ol range, was above the roof of the sur-
rey and he was looking straight down
the flat yellow surface 10 where Sca
manga sat on his solitary throne, with all
his body in full view, He also was looking
down the liule tra Bond—the last
mourner in the funeral cortege behind
the cadaver that was James Bond. Bond
k. He
opened his coat and got a moment’s re-
assurance from the cool butt of his gun.
He felt in his wouser pocket. Three
ines. Ah well! He'd take as
many of them as he could with him. He
flipped down the codrivers nd sat
on it. No point in offering a ta,
til he had to. The Rasta flicked his ciga-
reue over the side and lit another. The
engine was driving herself. He leaned

against the cabin wall and looked at
wothing.

Bond had done his homework on the
1:50,000 Overseas Survey map that Mary
had provided. and he knew exactly the
route the linle canc line took. First
there would be five miles of the cime
fields, between whose high green walls
they were mow waveling. Then came
Middle River, followed by the vast ex-
panse of swamplands, now being slowly
reclaimed, but still shown on the map as
“The Great Morass.” Then would come
Orange River leading into Orange Bay,
and then more sugar and mixed foreso
and agricultural small holdings until
they came to the little hamlet of Green
Island at the head of the excellent an-
chorage of Green Island Harbor.

A hundred yards ahead, a turkey buz-
zard rose from beside the line and, afier
a few heavy flaps, caught the inshore
breeze and soared up and away. There
came the boom of Scaramanga’s gun. A
ather drifted down from the
right-hand wing of the big bird. The tur-
key buzzard swerved and soared higher.
A sccond shot rang out. The bird gave
jerk and began 10 tumble untidily down
out of the sky. It jerked again as a third
bullet hit it before it aashed into the
cme. There was applause from under
the yellow surrey. Bond leaned out and
hat’ll cost you
five pounds unless you've squarcd the
Rasta. That's the fine for killing a John
Crow.

A shot whistled past Bond's head.
Scaramanga laughed. “Sorry. Thought 1
saw a rat.” And then, “Come
Hazard. Let's sce some gunplay from
you. There’s some cattle graz by the
€ up there. See if you can hit = cow at
ten paces.

The hoods guffawed. Bond put his
head out ay Sc nga's gun was
on his lap. Out of the corner of his eye
he saw thar Mr. Hendriks, perhaps ten
feet behind him, had his right hand in
his coat pocket. Bond called, “1 never
shoot game that 1 don’t cac. Il you'll eat
the whole cow, I'll shoot it for you.”

The gun flashed and boomed as Bond
jerked his head under cover of the coal
tender. Scaramanga  laughed  harshly.
“Watch your lip, limey, or you'll end up
without it.” The hoods haw hawed.

Beside Bond, the Rasta gave a curse.
He hard on the whistle Linvard.
Bond looked down the line. Far ahead,
across the rails, something pink showed.
Still whistling, the driver pulled on a le-
ver. Steam belched from the wain's ex-
haust and the engine began 1o slow. Two
shots rang out and the bullets clanged
against the iron roof over his head. Sca
manga shouted angrily, “Keep steam up,
damn you to hell

The Rasta quickly pushed up the le-
ver and the speed of the train gathered
back to 20 mph. He shrugged. He
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glanced at Bond. He licked his lips wet-
ly. “Dere’s white trash across de line.
Guess mebbe it's some [rien” of de boss.”

Bond strained his eyes. Yes! It was a

naked pink body with golden blonde
girl's body!

Scaramanga’s voice boomed against

the wind. “Folks. Jes' a lile surprise for

you all. Something from the good old
Western movies. There's a girl on the
line ahead. Tied across it. Take a look.
And you know what? It's the girlfriend
of a certain man we've been hearing of,
alled James Bond. Would you believe
me's Goodnight, Mary
Goodnight. Tt sure is good night for her.
If only that fellow Bond was aboard
now, 1 guess we'd be hearing him holler
for mercy.

James Bond

ped for the accelerator
lever and tore it downward. The engine
lost a head of steam, but there was only
a hundred yards 10 go and now the only
g that could save the girl was the
brakes under Scaramanga’s control in

144 the brake van. The Rasta already had

in his hand. The flames from
e glinted on lhc blade. He
mal, his
eyes red with ganja and Tour o6 the gun
in Bond's hand. Nothing could save the
girl now! Bond, knowing that Scaraman-
ga would expect him from the right side
of the tender, leaped to the left. Hen-
driks had his gun out. Before it could
swivel, Bond put a bullet between the
man's cold eyes. The head jerked back.
For an instant, steckcapped back tecth
showed in the gaping mouth. Then the
gray Homburg fell off and the dead
mped. The golden gun boomed
m whanged round the ¢

med and fell to the
ground, tluldung at his throat. His
hand was still clenched round the whis-

tle Lanyard and the lile wain kept up
its mournful howl of warning. Filt
rds 1o go! The golden hair hung for-
lornly forward, obscuring the face. The
ropes on the wrists and ankles showed
clearly. The breasts offered themselves 10
the screaming engine. Bond ground his

teeth and shut his mind to the dreadful
impact that would come any minute
now. He le I to the left again and got
off three shots. He thought two of them
had hit, bu then something slammed a

great blow into the musde of his left
shoulder and he spun across the cab and
aashed 10 the iron floor, his face over

the edge of the footplate. And it was
from there, only inches away, that he
saw the front wheels scrunch through
the body on the line, saw the blonde
head severed from the body, saw the chi-
nablue eyes give him a last blank stare,
saw the fragments of the showroom
dummy disintegrate with a sharp crack-
ling of plastic and the pink splinters
shower down the embankment.

James Bond choked back the sickness
that rose [rom his somach into the back
of his throat. He staggered 10 his feet,
keeping low. He reached up for the ac
celerator lever and pushed it upward. A
pitched baude with the wain at a stand-
still would put the odds cven more
nst him. He hardly felt the pam in
his shoulder. He edged round the right-
hand side of the tender. Four guns
boomed. He flung his head back under
cover. Now the hoods were shooting, but
wildly, because of the interference of the
surrcy top. But Bond had had time 0
sce one glorious sight. In the brake van,
Scaramanga had slid from his throne
and was down on his knees, his head
moving to and fro like a wounded a
Where hell had Bond hit b m?
And now what? How was he going
deal with the four hoods, just as b.ull)
obscured from him as he was from them?

Then a voice from the back of the
it could only be from the brake
Felix Leiter's voice, called out
ol the engine’s whistle,

van,
above the shric
“OK, you four guys. Toss your guns over

the side. Now! Quick!” There came the
crack of a shot. “I said quick. There's
Mr. Gengerella gone 1o meet his maker
OK, then. And now hands behind you
ads. That's better. Right. OK, James.
The baule's over. Are you OK? If so,
show yoursell. There’s still the final cur-
tin and we've got 10 move quick.”

Bond rose carefully. He could hardly
believe ! Leiter must have been riding
on the bulfer behind the brake van. He
wouldn't have been able to show himself
carlier for [ear of Bond's gunfire. Y
There he was! His fair b
the wind, a long-barreled
upraised steel hook as a vest, standing
aswide the now supine body of Scara-
manga beside the brake wheel. Bond's
shoulder had begun to huit like hell. He
Jmnml with the anger of tremendous
soddamn you, Leiter. Why in
 you show up before? I might
have got hurt.”

Leiter laughed. “That'll be the day!
Now listen, shamus. Get ready to jump.
The longer you wait, the farther you've




got to walk home. I'm going to stay with
these guys for a while and hand them
over to the law in Green Harbor.” He
shook his head to show this was a lie.
“Now get goin”. It's The Morass. The
landing'll be soft. Stinks a bit, but we'll
give you an cau-de-cologne spray when
you get home. Right”

The wain ran over a small culvert and
the song of the wheels changed 10 a deep
boom. Bond looked ahead. In the dis-
ce was the spidery iromwork of the
Orange River bridge. The still shricking
wain was losing steam. The gauge said
19 mph. Bond looked down at the dead
Rasta. In death, his face was as horrible
as it had been in life. The bad reeth,
\lv.upul('d from cating sugar cane from
childhood, were bared in a frozen snarl.
Bond 100k a quick glance under the sur-
rey. Hendriks” slumped body lolled with
the movement of the wrain. The sweat of
the day still shone on the doughy checks.
Even as a corpse he didn't ask for sympa-
thy. In the seat behind him, Leiter’s bul
let had torn  through the back  of
Gengerella’s head and removed most of
his face. Next to him, and behind him,
the three gangsters gazed up at i
Bond with whipped eyes. They hadn't
expected all this. This was to have been
a holiday. The calypso shirts said so. Mr.
Sc nanga, the undeleated, the unde
catable, had said so. Until minutes be
fore, his golden gun had backed up his
word. Now, suddenly, everything was
different. As the Arabs say when a great
sheik has gone, has removed his protec
tion, “"Now there is no more shade!
They were covered with guns from the
front and the rear. The wain sretched
out its iron stride toward nowhere they
«l ever heard of before. The whistle
moaned. The sun beat down. The dread
ful stink of The Greatr Morass led
their nostrils. This was abroad. This was
bad news, really bad. The wour director
had lefe them to fend for themselves.
Two of them had been killed. Even thy
guns were gone. 1:-.~ tough
white moons, ation
Bond. Louie Par was cracked
and dry with teror. “A million bucks,
mister, if you get us out of this. Swear
on my IIKJIII('I’. 4

The

up at

And a

voice of Felix Leiter bellowed an-
. There was & note of panic in it
“Jump, damn you, Jam
James Bond stood up i
not listening to the voices supplicatin
from under the yellow surrey. These
men had wanted o watch him being
murdered. They had been prepared 10
murder him themselves. How ny dead
men had each one of them got on his
tally sheet? Bond got down on the step
of the cabin, chose his moment and

threw himselfl dear of the dinker track
and into the soft embraces of a stinking
mangrove pool.

His explosion into the mud released
the stench of hell. Great bubbles of
marsh gas wobbled up to the surface and
burst glutinously. A bird sareeched and
clattered off through the foliage. James
Bond waded out onto the edge of the
embankment. Now his shoulder was veal-
Iy hurting. He knelt down and was as
sick as a cat.

When he 1. it was to sce
Leiter hurl himselfl off the brake van,
now a good H
0 land clumsily U get up. \ml
now, within yards of the lo
bridge over the sluggish river, a Lo
figure leaped from the tain into a
clump o mangrove. It was a tall, choco-
lateclad figure. Theve was no  doubt

bout it! It was Scaramanga' Bond
cursed feebly. Why in hell hadi cier
put a finishing bullet through the man's
head? Now there was unhnished busi

I'he end game had stll 10 be played!
The scr progress of the driver
less train changed to a roar as the t
took 1o the wrestles of the long bridge
Bond watched it vaguely, wondering
when it would run out of steam. W Il.u
would the three gangsters do now? Take
to the hills? Ger the train under control
1 Harbor and uy 1o
take the Thunder Girl across 10 Cuba?
Immediately the answer came! Halfway
cross the bridge, the engine suddenly
reared up like a bucking stallion. At the
same time there a crash of thunder
nd a vast sheet of flame and the bridge
buckled downward the center |
bent leg. Chunks of 1o
nd - si
splintering ¢
gave and slowly bowed down toward the
water,  Through d g
beautiful Belle, a hed 1oy, folded
upon irself and, with a giant splinering
of iron and woodwork and a volcno of
spray and steam, thundered into the
river.

A deafening silence fell. Somewhere
behind Bond, a wakened wree frog ti
kled uncertainly. Four white egrets flew
down and over the wreck, their necks
outstrerched  inquisitively. the dis
tance, black dots materialized high up in
the sky and cirdled lazily doser. The
sixth sense of the twrkey buzzards had
told them that the distant explosion was
disaster—something that might yield
m The sun hammered down on the
silver rails and,
where Bond
terflies danced in the shimmer. Bond got
slowly 10 his feet and, parting the but-
terflies. began walking slowly but pur-
posefully up the line toward the bridge
First Felix Leiter, and then alter the big
onc that had got away.

came

Leiter lay in the stinking mud. His
left leg was at a hideous angle. Bond
went to him, his finger 10 his lips. He
knelt beside him and said softly, “Noth-
ing much 1 can do for now, pal. Il
give you a bullet to bite nd get
you into some shade. There'll be people
coming before long. Got 10 get on alter
that bastard. He's somewhere up there
by the bridge. What made you think he
was d

Leiter groaned, more in anger with
himself than from the pain. “There was
blood all over the place.” The voice was
whisper between  clenched
“His shirt was soaked in it. Eves
closed. Thought if he wasn't cold he'd
go with the others on the bridge.” He
smiled_ faimly. “How did you dig the
River Kwai stun 1

Bond raised a thumb. “Fourth of July.
The aocs’ll be sitting down 1o table
vight now. But that damned dummy!
Gave me a nasty wren. Did you put her
there?”

“Sure. Sorry, hoy. Mr. $. t0ld me to
Made an excuse 10 spike the bridge this
morning. No idex your girlfriend was a
blonde or that yow'd fall for the spicl

‘Bloody silly of me. I suppose.
Thought he'd got hold of her last night
Anyway, come on. Here’s your bullet.
Bite the lead. The storybooks say it
helps. This is going 10 hurt, but I must
haul you under cover and out of the
sun.” Bond got his hands under Leiter’s
armpits and. as gemly as he could,
dragged him 10 a dry patch under u by
wgrove bush above swamp level. Th
poured down Leiter’s fac
Bond propped him up against the roots.
Leiter gave a groan and his head fell
back. Bond looked thoughtfully down
him. A faint was probably the best thing

]

ter’s gun out of his waistband and pu
it beside his left, hand. Bond
might get into much wouble. 1f he
S

Bond aept off along
groves toward the bridge. For the time
g he would have 10 keep more or
less in the open. He prayed that, nearer
the river, the swamp would yield to drier
Tand 5o that he could work down toward
the sea and then cut back toward the riv-
er and hope 10 pick up the man’s tracks.

It was and the sun was high.
James Bond was hungry and very thirsty
and his shoulder wound throbbed witly
his pulse. There were perhaps a hun
dred yards 0 go o the bridge. On
Bond’s left, the n WES WeTe sparser
and the black mud was diy and cracked.
But there were still soft patches. Bond
put up the collar of his coat to hide the
white shirt. He covered another 20 yards
beside the rail and then stack off left
into the mangroves. He found ih. he
kept dlose to the roots of the aungroves
the going wasn't to bad. At least there
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16 stomach,

were no dry twigs or leaves to crack and
rustle. He tried 1o keep as nearly as pos-
sible parallel with the river, but thick
patches of bushes made him make small
detours and he had to estimate his
rection by the dryness of the mud and
the slight rise of the land toward the
riverbank. His ears were pricked like an
‘s for the smallest sound. His eyes
ied into the greenery ahead. Now
the mud was pitted with the burrows of
Tand crabs and there were occasional rem
nants of their shells, victims of big birds
or mougooses. For the first time, mosqu
wes and sand flies began 1o attack him.
He could notslap them off but only daly
at them softly with his handkerchicl that
was soon soaked with the blood they had
sucked from him with the

tarraacd them,
estimated that he had pene-
ated 200 yards into the swamp when

he heard the single. controlled cougl

The cough sounded about 20 yards
way, toward the river. Bond dropped 1o

one knee, his senses questing like the

ol insect. He waited five
s. When the cough was not re-
peated, he crept forward on hands and
knees, his gun gripped between  his
teeth.

1
mud, he saw the ma
tracks, trying 1o ¢

Scaramanga was lying stretched out,
his back supported by a clump of spra
ing mangrove roots. His hat and his high
stock had gone and the whole of the
vighthand side of his suit was black with
blood upon which insects crawled and
leasted. But the eyes in the conwolled
face were still very much alive. They
swept the clearing at regular intervals,
questing amanga’s hands rested on
the roots beside Inm There was no sign
of a gun.

Scaramanga’s face suddenly
like a rewriever’s, and the rov scrutiny
held sicady. Bond could not see what
had caught his atention, but then
patch of the dappled shadow at the el

pointed,

eauifully dimonded fn dark 3 ¥
brown, zigragged purposclully across m.~
black mud toward the man.

Bond watched, fascinated. He guesed
a boa of the Epicrates family, at
wacted by the smell of blood. Tt was per.
haps five feet long and quite harmless to

He was immediately
put out of his doubt. Sciramanga's
expression had not changed, but his
vight hand crepe soltly down his trouser
leg. gemly pulled up the cuff and re
moved a thin, stileitostyle knife from
the mlt of his short Texan boot. Then
he ed, the knife held ready across h
not clenched in his fist, but

pointed in the flick-knife fashion. The
snake paused for 4 moment a few yards
from the man and yaised its head high o
inspection. The forked
tongue licked out inquisitively, again
\gain, still with its head
held above the ground, it moved slowly
Torward.
Not a muscle moved in Sciramanga's
face. The eyes were dead stead:
ful slits. The snake came into the sh
ow of his trouser leg and moved slowly
up toward the glistening shirt. Suddenly
the 1ongue of sieel 1
s stomach  came 1o nd
leaped. It wansfixed the head of the
ke exactly in the cemer of the brain
i picrced though it pinning it 10 the
ground and holding it there while the
powerful body thrashed wildly, seeking a
£ip on the mangrove roows, on Scara-
iga's arm. Bu

precise flicks and cuts of a surgeon. Every
scrap of unwanted reptile he threw to-
ward crab holes and, with each throw
flicker of annoyance crossed the granite
face that no one would come and pick
up the crumbs from the rich m
When the meal was ready, he once
scanned the bush and then, very care
into his hand. He

ground, the spu
wm + bright pink saawl. The
cough didn't seem 10 hurt him or Guuse
him much effort. Bond guessed that his
bullet had hit nga in the right
chest and had missed a lung by a frac
tion. There was hemorrhage and Sc
manga wi hospital case, but the
blood-soaked shirt was not telling the
whole uuth

Satished with his inspection of his sur-
bit into the body

had a grip, its convulsions released its
coils, which  flailed  off in  another
direction.

The lll' ull strug

les din nished and

as careful.
II)c lnll length of xlw
p of the il lashed
Scaramanga exuracted the knife
from the head of the snake, cut off its
head with a single hard swoke and threw
it, alter reflection,
crab hole. He waited, watching, to se
a crab would come out and take it. None
did. The thud of the arrival of the
snake's head would have kept any o
underground for many minutes, how-
ever enticing the scent ol what had
made the thud.

James Bond. kneeling in the bush,
watched all this, every nuance of it, with
the most carelul h one of
Scaramanga’s  actia every  flecting
expression on his face, had been an i
dex of the man's awareness of his alive.
ness. The whole episode of the snake

was as revealing as a temperature chart
or a lic deteaor. In Bond's |m|):|mm

lor mll his
jurics, was still very
wias still & most formidable
dangerous man.

Scamanga,  his task  satisfactorily
completed, minutely shifted his position
and, once again, foot by foor, made his
penetrating  examination of the sur-
rounding bush

As Scaramanga’s gaze swept by him
without a llicker, Bond blessed the dark.

ess of his suit—a black patch of shadow
mong so many others. In the sharp
blacks and whites fv
Bond was well camouflaged.

Satishied, manga picked up the
limp body of the snake, Lid it across his
stomach and carefully shit it down its un-
derside as far as the anal vent. Then he
scoured it and carefully ctched the skin
away from the redveined flesh with the

»

of the snake and was at once, like a dog
with its meal, absorbed by his hunger
i thirst for the blood and juices of
the snake.

Bond had the impression that, if he
now came forward from his hiding place,
Scaramanga, li  his
teeth in 4 furious snarl. He got quictly
up from his knces, ook out his gun and,
his cyes warching Scaramanga’s hands,
strolled out into the center of the little
dlearing.

Bond was mistaken. Scaramanga did
not suarl. He barcly looked up from the
cutolf length of snake in his two hands
and, his mouth full of meu, said,

“No thanks. T pn-lv:r my s
h hot butter sauce.
i 1 like 10 sec bor

ke grilled
Just keep on ¢
) hands occupied.

ar. v sneered. He gestured
his bloodstained shirt. “Frightencd of
You limeys come pretty

t

The dying man handled thar snake
quite eficiently. Got any more weapons
* As Scaramanga moved to undo
his cont. “Steady! No quick movements.
Just show your belt, armpits, pat the
thighs inside and out. I'd do it myself.
only I don't want what the snake got
And while you're about it, just toss the
knife into the trees. Toss. No throwing,
il you don’t mund. My mggu hnger's
bit edgy today. Seems 10

1t 10 go about its business on its own.
\\ullldn t

like it 10 ke Yet,

over.

nga, with a flick of his wrist,
tossed the knife into the he slive
of sicel spun like a wheel in the sun-
shine. Bond had 10 step The knile
picrced the mud where Bond had been
wing and stood upright. Scaramanga
ugh. The laugh turned
The gaunt l ce contorted
Too I{ Se

but not all llul ted. There
only slight hemonhage. Pes

spat red,
could be



haps a broken rib or two. Scaramanga
could be out of hospital in a couple of
weeks. Scaramanga put down his piece
of snake and did exactly as Bond had
wld him, all the while watching Bond’s
face with his usual cold, arrogant stare.
He finished and picked up the piece of
snake and began gnawing it. He looked
up. “Satishied
“Sufficiently.” Bond squatted down on
He held his gun loosely. aim-
ing somewhere halfway between the two
of them. “Now then, letvs talk. “Fraid
much time, Sc
nga. T end of the road.
Youw've killed oo many of my friends. 1
have the license 10 kill you and I am
going 10 kill you. But I'll make it quick.
Not like Margesson. Remember him?
You put a shot through both of his
knees and both of his elbows. Then you
made him crawl and kiss your boots. You
were foolish enough to boast about it 10
your [riends ba. Tt got back 10 us.
As & matter of interest, how many men
have you killed in your lifez”
“With you, it'll make the round fifty,
Sca ga had gawed the last seg-
ment of backbone clean. He tossed it 10-
ward Bond. “Eat that, scum, and get on
with your business. You won't get any
secrets out of me, il that's your spiel. An”
forget. I've been shot at by experts
I'm still alive. Mebbe nou precisely
Kicking, but I've never heard of a limey
who'd shoot a defenseless man who's
They ain’t got the gu
chewing the fat, until
the rescue team comes. Then Il be glad
10 go for wial. What'll they get me
lor, chz”
“Well, just for a start, there’s that nice
Mr. Rotkopl with one of your famous
silver bullers in his head in the river
back ol the hotel.™
“That'll match with the nice Mr. Hen-
driks with one of your bullets some-
where behind his face. Mebbe we'll serve
bit of time together. Thatd be n
wouldn't it? They say the j i
Il the comlorts. How about
imey? That's where you'll be found
with i shiv in your back in the sack sew.
department. An’ by the same token,
how d'you know about Rotkopl:
“Your bug was bugged. Scems you're a
bit accident prone these days, Scirama
. You hired the wrong security men.
Both your managers were from the CIA.
The tape’ll be on the way 1o Washing:
ton by now. That's got the murder of
Ross on it, 1o, Sce what 1 me. '
ot it coming from every which w
ape isnt evidence in an Am
court. But I see what you mean, shamus.
Mistakes scem 1o have got made. So
OK." Scuamanga made an expansive
gesture of the right hand. “Take a mil-
lion bucks and call it quits?

you

I

“I was offered three million on the
tram.”
1l double that
No. Sorry.” Bond got to his
left hand behind his back wa
with the horror of what he w.
do. He forced himself to think of what
the broken body of Margesson must
have looked like, of the others that this

afvesh if Bond weakened. This man
was probably the most efficient one-man
death dealer in the world. James Bond
had him. He had been instructed 1o take
him. He must take him—lying down
wounded, or in any other pos Bond
assumed Giswalness, wried 10 make himsell
the enemy's cold equal. “Any messiges

ngar Any instrue
one you want looking after
il ivs personal. il

keep it 1o mysell.
Scaramanga laughed his harsh Jaugh,
but carefully. This time the laugh didn’t
twrn into the red congh. “Quite the little
i eman? Just like 1 spelled it
out. §'pose you wouldu't like 10 hand me
vour gun and leave me 1o mysell for five
minutes like the books® Well, you're
right, boyo! I'd crawl after you
blast the back ol your head off.
eyes still bored inmo Bond’s with the 3

test
no drinks, no
triggerman who
killed for money and, by the way he
sometimes did i for the Kicks.

Bond exam I y. How
could S¢
was going 1o dic
some last trick the g 1o
spring? Some hidden weapon? But the
man just lay there, apparenily relaxed,
propped up grove roots.
his chest heaving rhythmicaly. the g
ite of his face not au even mi-
head, there
L as there was on
dappled black
wites, James Bond

ny

shadow.
had stood in the
in blazing sunshine. Suddenly he
< out through his feet into
mud. And his resolve was

* lified his gun and
the twohanded grip of the ta
ger man. “I'm going 10 make it as quick
as I can

Scaramanga held up a hand. For the
first time his face showed emotion. “OK.
The voice, amazingly, supplicat
‘m a Catholic, see? Jes' let me say
my st praver. OK? Won't take long,
vou can blaze away. Every man’s
got 10 dic sometime. Yow're a fine g
guys go. Is the luck of the game. 1f my
bullet been an inch, mebbe two
inches, 10 the right, itd be you that's

147
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ud in place of me. Right? C:
my prayer, mister?

James Bond lowered his gun. He
would give the man a few minutes. He
knew he couldn’t give him more. Pain

t nd  thirst. Tt

1 say

and heat and hunger
wouldn't be long before he lay down
himsel, right there on the hard cracked

mud, just 10 rest. If someone wanted to
kill him, they could. He said, and the
words came out slowly, tiredly, “Go
aliead. Scaramanga. One minute only

ks, p Scaramanga’s  hands
went up 10 his face and covered his eyes.
There me drone of Latin which
on and on. Bond stood there in the
his gun lowered, watching
Scaramanga, but at the same time not
watching him, the edge of his focus
dulled by the pain and the heat and the
hypnotic litany that came from behind
the shuttered face and the horror of
what Bond was going to have 10 do—in
one minute, pehaps two.

The fingers of Scaramanga’s right
hand  crawled  imperceptibly  sideways
across his face, inch by inch, centimeter
by centimeter. They got to his car and
stopped. The dronc of the Latin prayer
never aliered its slow, lulling empo.

And then the hand leaped behind the
head the tiny golden Derringer
roared and James Bond spun round as if
he had taken a vight 1o the jaw and
aushed 1o the ground.

At once feet
and mo t cat. He
snatched up the discarded knife and
cld it forward like a tongue of silver
Name.

But James Bond twisted like a dying
animal on the ground and the iron
his hand cracked viciously again and
g ¢ times, and then fell out of his
hand onto the black carth as his gun
hand went 1o the right side of his belly
dl stayed there, clutching at the terri-
ble |

The big man stood for a moment and
looked up at the deep blue sky. His
fingers opened in a spasm and let go the
knife. His picrced heart stuttered
limped and stopped. He crashed |
back and lay, his arms flung wide
someone had thrown him away.

Alter a while, the Lind crabs came out
of their holes and began nosing at the
scraps of the s The bigger offal
could wait until the night.

S

The extremely smart policeman from
the wrecking squad on the railway came
down |llc verbank at the normal, dig-
nificd gait of a Jamaican constable on
his bm. No Jamaican policeman ever
breaks into a run. He has been taught
that this lacks authority. Felix Leiter,
now put under with morphine by the

148 doctor, had said that a good man was

after a bad n the swamp and that
there might be shooting. Felix  Leiter

more explicit than that, but
he said he was from the FBl—a

Jowit phemis in Wadiing
the policeman wied 10 get some of the
wrecking squad 10 come with him and,
when he [ailed. sau off
as-

sumed Jauntiness.
The hoom of the guns and the explo-
sion of screeching marsh hirds gave him
an approximate fix. He had been born
not fa « Negril, and, as a boy, he
had often used his gins and his slingshot
in these marshes. They held o fears for
m. When he came to the approximate
point on the riverbank, he wmed left
the mangrove and, conscious that

his black-and-blue uniform was desper-
ately  conspicuous, stalked  cautiously
from dump 10 clump into The Morass.
He was protecied by nothing but his
night stick and the knowledge that to
kill & policeman was a capital offense
without the upuml. He only hoped that

the good ¥ d the bad man knew
this, t00.

With all Ih(‘ birds gone, there was
dead silence. The ¢ ble noticed that

the wracks of bush vats and other small
nimals were running past him on a
course that converged with his target
arca. Then he heard the rauling scuttle
of the crabs and, in & moment, from be-
hind a thick mangrove clump, he saw
the glint of Scaramanga’s shirt. He
watched and lisened. There was no
movement and no sound suolled,
with dignity, into the middle of the
clearing, looked at the two bodies and
the guns and took out his nickel police
whistle and blew three long blasts. Then
he sat down in the shade of a bush, ook
out his report pad, licked his pencil and
an writing in a laborious

-

A week later, James Bond regained
consciousness. He was in a greenshaded
room. He was under water. The slowly
revolving fan on the ceiling was the
screw of a ship that bout to run
him down. He swam for his life. But it
was no good. He w,
chored 10 the bottom of the sea. Hc
sareamed at the 10p of his lungs. To the
nurse at the end of the bed it was the
whisper of a moan. At once she was be-
side him. She put a cool hand on his
forchead. While she took his pulse,
mes Bond looked up at her with unfo.
cused eyes. 8o this was what a mermaid
looked like! He muttered “You're pret-
1y and gratefully swam back down into
her arms.

waist, reading Alle Dulles on The Craft
of Intelligence and cursing his fate. The

hospital had worked miracles on him,
the nurses were sweet, particul
one he called “the mermaid,”
canted 10 be off and away. He glanced
watch, Four o'clock. Visiting
Id soon be there
and he would be able 1o let off his pent
up steam on her. Unjust perhaps, but he
already tongue-lashed everyone
ange in the hospital and, if she got into
the field of fire, that was just 100 bad!

y Goodnight came through the
door. Despite the Jan t, she was
fresh as a yose. She was carry-
vhat looked like-a typewriter. Bond
recognized it as the Triple-X decipher-
nachine. Now what?

wers 1o her in-
What

“Eyes Only.” Personal from

d know I've
only got one arm that’s working? Come
Mary. You get cracking. 11 it sounds
take over.”

Goodnight  looked  shocked.
“Eyes Only” was a topsacred prefis. But
 was jutting out dangerously.
as mot a day for argument. She
sat on the edge of the bed, opened the
machine and ook a cable form out of
She Laid lm shorthand book be-

her Bt SitHe 3 pulul 10 help work
out the seiting for the day—a compli-
cated sum involving the date and the
hour of dispaich of the cable—adjusted
the setting on the central cylinder and
began ceanking the handle. After each
completed word had appeared in the lit-
tle oblong window at the base of the ma-
chine, she recorded it in her bool

James Bond watched her expression,

she was pleased. After a few minutes she
read OUL: UM PEKSONAL FOK 007 EYFS
ONLY STOP YOUR KEPORT AND DITTO FRON

Tor FRIENDS [a cuphemism for the CIA]
KECEIVED STOF YOU HAVE DONE WELL AND
EXECUTED AVE DIFFICULT AND HAZARDOUS
OPERATION 10 MY ENTIKE KEPEAT ENTIKE
SATISFACTION STOP TRUST YOUR HEALTH
Usieaike [Bond gave an angry snort|
STOP WHEN WILL YOU BE KEFOKTING FOK
FUKTHER DUTY QUERY. IN VIEW OF THE
OUTSTANDING NATURE OF THE SERVICES RE-
FERKED TO ABOVE AND THEIK ASSISTANCE
TO THE ALLIED CAUSE COMMA WHICH 1S
PERHAPS  MOKE  SIGNIFICANT  THAN  YOU
IMAGINE COMMA THE  PRIME  MINISTER
PROPOSES TO RECOMMEND 1O HER MA JESTY
QUEEN FLIZABETH THE INMEDIATE GRANT
OF A RNIGITHOOD STOP THIS TO TAKE T4
FORM OF THE ADDITION OF A

PREFIX TO YOUR CHARLY
stor [James Bond uttered a defensive,
embarrassed laugh. “Good old cipherines.
They wouldn't think of just putting
& ¢ M G—much 100 easy! Go ahead, Mary.
This is good!™] IT 1 COMMON PRACTICE




TO INQUIRE OF PROPOSED RECIPIENT
WHETHER HE ACCEPTS THIS HIGH HONOR
BEFORE HER MAJESTY PUTS HER SEAL UPON
1T STOP WRITIEN LETIER SHOULD FOLLOW
YOUR CABLED CONFIRMATION OF ACCEPT-
ANCE PARAGRAPIL THIS AWARD NATURALLY

AS MY SUPPORT AND ENTIRE APPROVAL
AND EYE SEND YOU MY PERSONAL CON-
GRATULATIONS ENDIT MAILEDFIST,

James Bond again hid himsell be-
hind the throwaway line. “Wh
docs he always have 10 sign himsell
iledfist” for “\I'? There's a perfectly
wood Euglish word “Em.” It :
used by printers. But of course it's not
dashing enough for the Chiel. He's a ro-

!

He said 10 Mary Good
ler eyes, “Mary, this is
down what follows and send it tonight,
Right? Begins, quote MAILIDFIST EVES
ONLY STOF ACKNOWLEDGED AND GREATLY
APPRECIATED STOF AM INFORMED BY NOS-
TAL AUTHORITIES THAT EVE SIALL BE R
TURNED LONDONWARD DUTIABLE IN O
MONTH STOP REFERRING YOUR REFERENCE
10 AYE HIGH HONOR FYE BEG YOU PRESENT
MY HUMBLE DUTY TO HER MAJESTY AND
KEQUEST THAT EYE MAY BE PERMITIED
COMMA IN ALL HUMILITY COMMA TO DE-
CLINE THE SIGNAL FAVOR MFR MAJFSTY
IS GRACIOUS ENOUGH TO PROPOSE 10 CON-
FER UPON HER DUMBLE AND OBEDIENT
SERVANT BRACKET 10 MAILEDFIST PLEASE
PUT THIS IN THE APPROFRIATE WORDS 10
INISTER BRACKET EVE AM AVE
WILL ALWAYS
FEEL AT HOME BEING A SCOTTISH PEASANT
NOW COMMA SIR COMMA THAT
ERSTAND MY PREFERENCE
AND THAT EVE CAN COUNT ON YOUR IN-
DULGENCE  BRACKET LEFTER CONFIRMING
FOLLOWS IMMEDINTELY  BRACKET ENDIT
EN.

Mary Goodnight closed her book with
a snap. Bond smiled. “I'd like all those
things. The romantic streak of the SIS—
and of the Scot, for the matter of th 1
just refuse 1o call myself Sir James Bond.
T'd Jaugh at mysell every ume 1 looked in
the mirror 1o shave. It's just not my
Mary. The thought makes me positively
shudder. 1 know MUl understand. He
thinks much the same way about these
things as 1 do. Trouble was, he had o
more or less inherit his K with the job

my mind, so you can buz that off and
FIl write M a letter of confirmation this

Well, there is one thing, James.”

Tawron says you can leave at the
end of the week, but that there’s got 1o
be another thrce weeks' convalescence.
Had you got any plans where to go? You
have to be in reach of the hospital

No ideas. What do you suggest?

“Well, er, I've got this litde villa up
by Mona dam. James.” Her voice hur-
ried. “It's got quite a nice spare room
looking out over Kingston harbor, and
it’s cool up there. And if you don't mind
g @ bathroom.” She blushed. “I'm
afraid there’s no chaperone, but you
know. in Jamaica, people don't mind
that sort of thing.”

“What sort of thing?” said Bond, teas-

ng her.

“Don’t be silly, James. You know, un-
marricd couples sharing the same house
and so on.

“Oh, that sort of thing! Sounds pretty
dashing 1o me. By the way, is your bed-
room decorated in pink, with white
jalousics, and do you sleep under a
mosquito net”

She looked surprised. “Yes. How did
you know?" When he didn't
ricd on. “And James,
from the Liguanea Club

you get beter. There'll be plenty of peo-
ple for you to tlk to. And then of
course 1 can cook and sew buttons on for
you and so on
Of all the doom-fraught graffiti a
woman Gin write on the wall, those are
the most insidious, the most deadly.
James Bond. the full possession of
his senses, with his eyes wide open. his
feet flat on the linoleum floor, stuck his
head blithely between the mink-lined
jaws of the wap. He said, and meant it,
sodnight. You're an angel.”
At the same time, he knew, decp
down, that love from Mary Goodnight,
was not

or from v other woman,

For Jumes Bond,
the same view would always pall.

This concludes the four-part sevializa-
tion of lan Fleming's fmal James Bond
novel, “The Man with the Golden Gun.”

149



