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Editorial Review

About the Author
Ian Fleming was born in London on May 28, 1908. He was educated at Eton College and later spent a
formative period studying languages in Europe. His first job was with Reuters News Agency where a
Moscow posting gave him firsthand experience with what would become his literary bete noire—the Soviet
Union. During World War II he served as Assistant to the Director of Naval Intelligence and played a key
role in Allied espionage operations.

After the war he worked as foreign manager of the Sunday Times, a job that allowed him to spend two
months each year in Jamaica. Here, in 1952, at his home “Goldeneye,” he wrote a book called Casino
Royale—and James Bond was born. The first print run sold out within a month. For the next twelve years
Fleming produced a novel a year featuring Special Agent 007, the most famous spy of the century. His
travels, interests, and wartime experience lent authority to everything he wrote. Raymond Chandler
described him as “the most forceful and driving writer of thrillers in England.” Sales soared when President
Kennedy named the fifth title, From Russia With Love, one of his favorite books. The Bond novels have sold
more than one hundred million copies worldwide, boosted by the hugely successful film franchise that began
in 1962 with the release of Dr. No.

He married Anne Rothermere in 1952. His story about a magical car, written in 1961 for their only son
Caspar, went on to become the well- loved novel and film Chitty Chitty Bang Bang.

Fleming died of heart failure on August 12, 1964, at the age of fifty-six.

Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.

1. ROSELAND

The naked man who lay splayed out on his face beside the swimming pool might have been dead.

He might have been drowned and fished out of the pool and laid out on the grass to dry while the police or
the next-of-kin were summoned. Even the little pile of objects in the grass beside his head might have been
his personal effects, meticulously assembled in full view so that no one should think that something had been
stolen by his rescuers.

To judge by the glittering pile, this had been, or was, a rich man. It contained the typical membership badges
of the rich man's club - a money clip, made of a Mexican fifty-dollar piece and holding a substantial wad of
banknotes, a well-used gold Dunhill lighter, an oval gold cigarette case with the wavy ridges and discreet
turquoise button that means Faberge, and the sort of novel a rich man pulls out of the bookcase to take into
the garden - The Little Nugget - an old P.G. Wodehouse. There was also a bulky gold wristwatch on a well-
used brown crocodile strap. It was a Girard-Perregaux model designed for people who like gadgets, and it
had a sweep second-hand and two little windows in the face to tell the day of the month, and the month, and
the phase of the moon. The story it now told was 2.30 on June 10th with the moon three-quarters full.

A blue and green dragon-fly flashed out from among the rose bushes at the end of the garden and hovered in
mid-air a few inches above the base of the man's spine. It had been attracted by the golden shimmer of the
June sunshine on the ridge of fine blond hairs above the coccyx. A puff of breeze came off the sea. The tiny
field of hairs bent gently. The dragonfly darted nervously sideways and hung above the man's left shoulder,



looking down. The young grass below the man's open mouth stirred. A large drop of sweat rolled down the
side of the fleshy nose and dropped glittering into the grass. That was enough. The dragonfly flashed away
through the roses and over the jagged glass on top of the high garden wall. It might be good food, but it
moved.

The garden in which the man lay was about an acre of well-kept lawn surrounded on three sides by thickly
banked rose bushes from which came the steady murmur of bees. Behind the drowsy noise of the bees the
sea boomed softly at the bottom of the cliff at the end of the garden.

There was no view of the sea from the garden - no view of anything except of the sky and the clouds above
the twelve-foot wall. In fact you could only see out of the property from the two upstairs bedrooms of the
villa that formed the fourth side of this very private enclosure. From them you could see a great expanse of
blue water in front of you and, on either side, the upper windows of neighbouring villas and the tops of the
trees in their gardens - Mediterranean-type evergreen oaks, stone pines, casuarinas and an occasional palm
tree.

The villa was modern - a squat elongated box without ornament. On the garden side the flat pink-washed
facade was pierced by four iron-framed windows and by a central glass door leading on to a small square of
pale green glazed tiles. The tiles merged into the lawn. The other side of the villa, standing back a few yards
from a dusty road, was almost identical. But on this side the four windows were barred, and the central door
was of oak.

The villa had two medium-sized bedrooms on the upper floor and on the ground floor a sitting-room and a
kitchen, part of which was walled off into a lavatory. There was no bathroom.

The drowsy luxurious silence of early afternoon was broken by the sound of a car coming down the road. It
stopped in front of the villa. There was the tinny clang of a car door being slammed and the car drove on.
The doorbell rang twice. The naked man beside the swimming pool did not move, but, at the noise of the bell
and of the departing car, his eyes had for an instant opened very wide. It was as if the eyelids had pricked up
like an animal's ears. The man immediately remembered where he was and the day of the week and the time
of the day. The noises were identified. The eyelids with their fringe of short sandy eyelashes drooped
drowsily back over the very pale blue, opaque, inward-looking eyes. The small cruel lips opened in a wide
jaw-breaking yawn which brought saliva into the mouth. The man spat the saliva into the grass and waited.

A young woman carrying a small string bag and dressed in a white cotton shirt and a short, unalluring blue
skirt came through the glass door and strode mannishly across the glazed tiles and the stretch of lawn
towards the naked man. A few yards away from him, she dropped her string bag on the grass and sat down
and took off her cheap and rather dusty shoes. Then she stood up and unbuttoned her shirt and took it off and
put it, neatly folded, beside the string bag.

The girl had nothing on under the shirt. Her skin was pleasantly sunburned and her shoulders and fine breasts
shone with health. When she bent her arms to undo the side-buttons of her skirt, small tufts of fair hair
showed in her armpits. The impression of a healthy animal peasant girl was heightened by the chunky hips in
faded blue stockinet bathing trunks and the thick short thighs and legs that were revealed when she had
stripped.

The girl put the skirt neatly beside her shirt, opened the string bag, took out an old soda-water bottle
containing some heavy colourless liquid and went over to the man and knelt on the grass beside him. She
poured some of the liquid, a light olive oil, scented, as was everything in that part of the world, with roses,
between his shoulder blades and, after flexing her fingers like a pianist, began massaging the sternomastoid
and the trapezius muscles at the back of the man's neck.



It was hard work. The man was immensely strong and the bulging muscles at the base of the neck hardly
yielded to the girl's thumbs even when the downward weight of her shoulders was behind them. By the time
she was finished with the man she would be soaked in perspiration and so utterly exhausted that she would
fall into the swimming pool and then lie down in the shade and sleep until the car came for her. But that
wasn't what she minded as her hands worked automatically on across the man's back. It was her instinctive
horror for the finest body she had ever seen.

None of this horror showed in the flat, impassive face of the masseuse, and the upward-slanting black eyes
under the fringe of short coarse black hair were as empty as oil slicks, but inside her the animal whimpered
and cringed and her pulse-rate, if it had occurred to her to take it, would have been high.

Once again, as so often over the past two years, she wondered why she loathed this splendid body, and once
again she vaguely tried to analyse her revulsion. Perhaps this time she would get rid of feelings which she
felt guiltily certain were much more unprofessional than the sexual desire some of her patients awoke in her.

To take the small things first: his hair. She looked down at the round, smallish head on the sinewy neck. It
was covered with tight red-gold curls that should have reminded her pleasantly of the formalised hair in the
pictures she had seen of classical statues. But the curls were somehow too tight, too thickly pressed against
each other and against the skull. They set her teeth on edge like fingernails against pile carpet. And the
golden curls came down so low into the back of the neck - almost (she thought in professional terms) to the
fifth cervical vertebra. And there they stopped abruptly in a straight line of small stiff golden hairs.

The girl paused to give her hands a rest and sat back on her haunches. The beautiful upper half of her body
was already shining with sweat. She wiped the back of her forearm across her forehead and reached for the
bottle of oil. She poured about a tablespoonful on to the small furry plateau at the base of the man's spine,
flexed her fingers and bent forward again.

This embryo tail of golden down above the cleft of the buttocks - in a lover it would have been gay, exciting,
but on this man it was somehow bestial. No, reptilian. But snakes had no hair. Well, she couldn't help that. It
seemed reptilian to her. She shifted her hands on down to the two mounds of the gluteal muscles. Now was
the time when many of her patients, particularly the young ones on the football team, would start joking with
her. Then, if she was not very careful, the suggestions would come. Sometimes she could silence these by
digging sharply down towards the sciatic nerve. At other times, and particularly if she found the man
attractive, there would be giggling arguments, a brief wrestling-match and a quick, delicious surrender.

With this man it was different, almost uncannily different. From the very first he had been like a lump of
inanimate meat. In two years he had never said a word to her. When she had done his back and it was time
for him to turn over, neither his eyes nor his body had once shown the smallest interest in her. When she
tapped his shoulder, he would just roll over and gaze at the sky through half-closed lids and occasionally let
out one of the long shuddering yawns that were the only sign that he had human reactions at all.

The girl shifted her position and slowly worked down the right leg towards the Achilles tendon. When she
came to it, she looked back up the fine body. Was her revulsion only physical? Was it the reddish colour of
the sunburn on the naturally milk-white skin, the sort of roast meat look? Was it the texture of the skin itself,
the deep, widely spaced pores in the satiny surface? The thickly scattered orange freckles on the shoulders?
Or was it the sexuality of the man? The indifference of these splendid, insolently bulging muscles? Or was it
spiritual - an animal instinct telling her that inside this wonderful body there was an evil person?

The masseuse got to her feet and stood, twisting her head slowly from side to side and flexing her shoulders.
She stretched her arms out s...



From AudioFile
"David Rintoul reads with urgency when exciting things happen, as tenderly as possible for Bond's love
scenes . . . a campy classic." N.B.H. (c)AudioFile, Portland, Maine

Users Review

From reader reviews:

Gina Hill:

Do you considered one of people who can't read satisfying if the sentence chained inside the straightway,
hold on guys this kind of aren't like that. This From Russia with Love (James Bond Series) book is readable
by you who hate those perfect word style. You will find the details here are arrange for enjoyable reading
through experience without leaving also decrease the knowledge that want to supply to you. The writer
involving From Russia with Love (James Bond Series) content conveys objective easily to understand by lots
of people. The printed and e-book are not different in the written content but it just different such as it. So ,
do you nevertheless thinking From Russia with Love (James Bond Series) is not loveable to be your top
listing reading book?

Joseph Curtis:

Reading a book tends to be new life style with this era globalization. With reading through you can get a lot
of information that can give you benefit in your life. Using book everyone in this world may share their idea.
Ebooks can also inspire a lot of people. Lots of author can inspire their very own reader with their story or
even their experience. Not only the storyline that share in the guides. But also they write about the ability
about something that you need illustration. How to get the good score toefl, or how to teach your kids, there
are many kinds of book which exist now. The authors nowadays always try to improve their proficiency in
writing, they also doing some study before they write to the book. One of them is this From Russia with
Love (James Bond Series).

Ignacio Lewis:

Your reading 6th sense will not betray an individual, why because this From Russia with Love (James Bond
Series) publication written by well-known writer who knows well how to make book which can be
understand by anyone who also read the book. Written in good manner for you, leaking every ideas and
writing skill only for eliminate your hunger then you still skepticism From Russia with Love (James Bond
Series) as good book not merely by the cover but also by the content. This is one book that can break don't
determine book by its include, so do you still needing one more sixth sense to pick this kind of!? Oh come on
your looking at sixth sense already told you so why you have to listening to an additional sixth sense.

Patricia Humes:

With this era which is the greater individual or who has ability in doing something more are more treasured
than other. Do you want to become one of it? It is just simple solution to have that. What you should do is
just spending your time almost no but quite enough to enjoy a look at some books. One of many books in the
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top record in your reading list is From Russia with Love (James Bond Series). This book which can be
qualified as The Hungry Slopes can get you closer in turning out to be precious person. By looking way up
and review this e-book you can get many advantages.
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