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CHAPTER ONE

REFLECTIONS IN A DOUBLE BOURBON

JAMES BOND, with two double bourbons inside hint, isahe final departure
lounge of Miami Airport and thought about life adéath.

It was part of his profession to kil people. He In&der liked doing it and when he
had to kil he did it as wel as he knew how anddbapout it. As a secret agent who
held the rare double-O prefix - the licence taitkithe Secret Service - it was his duty
to be as cool about death as a surgeon. If it hregzhet happened. Regret was
unprofessional - worse, it was death-watch beanttbe soul.

And yet there had been something curiously impvessbout the death of the
Mexican. It wasn't that he hadn't deserved toldeewas an evil man, a man they cal
in Mexico a capungo. A capungo is a bandit whokifor as little as forty pesos,
which is about twenty-five shil ings -though probabe had been paid more to
attempt the kil ing of Bond - and, from the lookhiimn, he had been an instrument of
pain and misery al his life.

Yes, it had certainly been time for him to die; tten Bond had kil ed him, less than
twenty-four hours before, life had gone out of leely so quickly, so utterly, that
Bond had almost seen it come out of his mouth dsas, in the shape of a bird, in
Haitian primitives.

What an extraordinary difference there was betveebady ful of person and a body
that was empty! Now there is someone, now then® igsne. This had been a Mexican
with a name and an address, an employment cargexhdps a driving licence. Then
something had gone out of him, out of the envelddesh and cheap clothes, and
had left him an empty paper bag waiting for thetclus. And the difference, the thing
that had gone out of the stinking Mexican bandéaswreater than al Mexico.

Bond looked down at the weapon that had done &.clhting edge of his right hand
was red and swol en. It would soon show a bruisedBlexed the hand, kneading it
with his left. He had been doing the same thinigtarvals through the quick plane
trip that had got him away. It was a painful pracdsit if he kept the circulation
moving the hand would heal more quickly. One cotlgh how soon the weapon
would be needed again. Cynicism gathered at theec®of Bond's mouth.

‘National Airlines, “Airline of the Stars”, annoues the departure of their flight NA
106 to La Guardia Field, New York. Wil al passesgalease proceed to gate number
seven. Al aboard, please.’

The Tannoy switched off with an echoing click. Bagldnced at his watch. At least
another ten minutes before Transamerica would bedca

He signal ed to a waitress and ordered anotherlddngiurbon on the rocks. When the
wide, chunky glass came, he swirled the liquor tofam the ice to blunt it down and



swal owed half of it. He stubbed out the butt f ¢igarette and sat, his chin resting
on his left hand, and gazed moodily across theldivig tarmac to where the last half
of the sun was slipping gloriously into the Gulf.

The death of the Mexican had been the finishinghdo a bad assignment, one of the
worst - squalid, dangerous and without any redegri@ature except that it had got
him away from headquarters.

A big man in Mexico had some poppy fields. The #os/were not for decoration.
They were broken down for opium which was sold Klyi@and comparatively
cheaply by the waiters at a smal cafe in Mexicy Cal ed the 'Madre de Cacao'. The
Madre de Cacao had plenty of protection. If youdegleopium you walked in and
ordered what you wanted with your drink. You pad your drink at the caisse and
the man at the caisse told you how many noughasldato your bil . It was an orderly
commerce of no concern to anyone outside MexicenTfar away in England, the
Government, urged on by the United Nations' driy&isst drug smuggling,
announced that heroin would be banned in Britaher& was alarm in Soho and also
among respectable doctors who wanted to savepghgénts agony. Prohibition is the
trigger of crime. Very soon the routine smugglitguenels from China, Turkey and
Italy were ran almost dry by the il icit stock-pidj in England. In Mexico City, a
pleasant-spoken Import and Export merchant calladkBwrel had a sister in England
who was a heroin addict. He loved her and was dorriger and, when she wrote that
she would die if someone didn't help, he believed she wrote the truth and set
about investigating the il icit dope traffic in Mier. In due course, through friends
and friends of friends, he got to the Madre de Gaad on from there to the big
Mexican grower. In the process, he came to knowtthe economics of the trade,
and he decided that if he could make a fortuneatitide same time help suffering
humanity he had found the Secret of Life. Blackisddusiness was in fertilizers. He
had a warehouse and a smal plant and a staffed for soil testing and plant
research. It was easy to persuade the big Mexi@ntehind this respectable front,
Blackwel 's team could busy itself extracting herfsom opium. Carriage to England
was swiftly arranged by the Mexican. For the eq@nbof a thousand pounds a trip,
every month one of the diplomatic couriers of thimistry of Foreign Affairs carried
an extra suitcase to London. The price was reasengle contents of the suitcase,
after the Mexican had deposited it at the Vict@iation left-luggage office and had
mailed the ticket to a man cal ed Schwab, c/o BaoRix, Ltd, WC1, were worth
twenty thousand pounds.

Unfortunately Schwab was a bad man, unconcernddsuifering humanity. He had
the idea that if American juvenile delinquents cbcbnsume mil ions of dol ars’
worth of heroin every year, so could their Teddy bad girl cousins. In two rooms in
Pimlico, his staff watered the heroin with stomachvder and sent it on its way to the
dance hal s and amusement arcades.

Schwab had already made a fortune when the CID tG3wpsad got on to him.
Scotland Yard decided to let him make a little mm@ney while they investigated
the source of his supply. They put a close taisochwab and in due course were led
to Victoria Station and thence to the Mexican cewurAt that stage, since a foreign
country was concerned, the Secret Service haddad tal ed in and Bond was



ordered to find out where the courier got his siggphnd to destroy the channel at
source.

Bond did as he was told. He flew to Mexico City ajudckly got to the Madre de
Cacao. Thence, posing as a buyer for the Londdircirae got back to the big
Mexican. The Mexican received him amiably and mefghim to Blackwel . Bond
had rather taken to Blackwel , He knew nothing alBdackwel 's sister, but the man
was obviously an amateur and his bitterness abeutéroin ban in England rang
true. Bond broke into his warehouse one night aftdalthermite bomb. He then went
and sat in a cafe a mile away and watched the 8deap above the horizon of
rooftops and listened to the silver cascade ofiteebrigade bel s. The next morning
he telephoned Blackwel . He stretched a handkdrahress the mouthpiece and
spoke through it.

'Sorry you lost your business last night. I'm afrngour insurance won't cover those
stocks of soil you were researching.’

'Who's that? Who's speaking?’

'I'm from England. That stuff of yours has kil editg a lot of young people over
there. Damaged a lot of others. Santos won't bergpta England any more with his
diplomatic bag. Schwab wil be in jail by tonightat fel ow Bond you've been
seeing, he won't get out of the net either.

The police are after him now.'

Frightened words came back down the line.

‘Al right, but just don't do it again. Stick to fdéizers.'

Bond hung up.

Blackwel wouldn't have had the wits. It was obviguke big Mexican who had seen
through the false trail. Bond had taken the preoaub move his hotel, but that night,
as he walked home after a last drink at the Comatwgta man suddenly stood in his
way. The man wore a dirty white linen suit and auffeur's white cap that was too
big for his head. There were deep blue shadowsruxmtec cheek-bones. In one
corner of the slash of a mouth there was a toodkhgmal in the other a cigarette. The
eyes were bright pinpricks of marihuana.

You like woman? Make jigajig?'

'No.'

‘Coloured girl? Fine jungle tail?'

‘No.'

'Mebbe pictures?’



The gesture of the hand slipping into the coat seawel known to Bond, so ful of old
dangers that when the hand flashed out and thedlibrey finger went for his throat,
Bond was on balance and ready for it.

Almost automatical y, Bond went into the 'Parry &wefe against Underhand Thrust'
out of the book. His right arm cut across, his bsayvel ing with it. The two
forearms met mid-way between the two bodies, bantia Mexican's knife arm off
target and opening his guard for a crashing shontehin jab with Bond's left. Bond's
stiff, locked wrist had not travel ed far, perhaps feet, but the heel of his palm,
with ringers spread for rigidity, had come up amder the man's chin with terrific
force. The blow almost lifted the man off the siddélkw Perhaps it had been that blow
that had kil ed the Mexican, broken his neck, lsubh@ staggered back on his way to
the ground, Bond had drawn back his right handsdahed sideways at the taut,
offered throat. It was the deadly hand-edge blowhéAdam's apple, delivered with
the fingers locked into a blade, that had beersthedby of the Commandos. If the
Mexican was stil alive, he was certainly dead befoe hit the ground.

Bond stood for a moment, his chest heaving, ankido@t the crumpled pile of cheap
clothes flung down in the dust. He glanced up amdrdthe street. There was no one.
Some cars passed. Others had perhaps passed ttheriinght, but it had been in the
shadows. Bond knelt down beside the body. Therenmgmilse. Already the eyes that
had been so bright with marihuana were glazing. ithese in which the Mexican had
lived was empty. The tenant had left.

Bond picked up the body and laid it against a waleeper shadow. He brushed his
hands down his clothes, felt to see if his tie stagight and went on to his hotel.

At dawn Bond had got up and shaved and drivenda@itport where he took the first
plane out of Mexico. It happened to be going toaCas.

Bond flew to Caracas and hung about in the tradmsitge until there was a plane for
Miami, a Transamerica Constel ation that would talke on that same evening to
New York.

Again the Tannoy buzzed and echoed. 'Transamexgrats to announce a delay on
their flight TR 618 to New York due to a mechanidafect. The new departure time
wil be at eight am. Wil al passengers please rdpdtie Transamerica ticket counter
where arrangements for their overnight accommodatibbe made. Thank you.'

So! That too! Should he transfer to another flighspend the night in Miami? Bond
had forgotten his drink. He picked it up and, idfihis head back, swal owed the
bourbon to the last drop. The ice tinkled cheeyfafainst his teeth. That was it. That
was an idea. He would spend the night in Miami @eiddrunk, stinking drunk so that
he would have to be carried to bed by whatevehtiad picked up. He hadn't been
drunk for years. It was high time. This extra njghtown at him out of the blue, was
a spare night, a gone night. He would put it todyporpose. It was time he let
himself go. He was too tense, too introspectiveatWhe hel was he doing, glooming
about this Mexican, this capungo who had beentsekit him? It had been kil or get
kil ed. Anyway, people were kil ing other peopldla time, al over the world. People
were using their motor cars to kil with. They weeerying infectious diseases



around, blowing microbes in other people's facemyihg gasjets turned on in
kitchens, pumping out carbon monoxide in closeadges. How many people, for
instance, were involved in manufacturing H-bombsyfthe miners who mined the
uranium to the shareholders who owned the minirgest? Was there any person in
the world who wasn't somehow, perhaps only stasiky, involved in kil ing his
neighbour?

The last light of the day had gone. Below the indgy the flare paths twinkled green
and yel ow and threw tiny reflections off the aslyin of the tarmac. With a shattering
roar a DC 7 hurtled down the main green lane. Timelows in the transit lounge
rattled softly. People got up to watch.

Bond tried to read their expressions. Did they hitygeplane would crash - give them
something to watch, something to talk about, somgtto fil their empty lives? Or

did they wish it wel ? Which way were they wil itite sixty passengers? To live or to
die?

Bond's lips turned down. Cut it out. Stop beinglamned morbid. Al this is just
reaction from a dirty assignment. You're stalediof having to be tough. You want a
change. You've seen too much death. You want a gfitife - easy, soft, high.

Bond was conscious of steps approaching. They stbaphis side. Bond looked up.
It was a clean, rich-looking, middleaged man. Higression was embarrassed,
deprecating.

'Pardon me, but surely it's Mr Bond... Mr - er mé&s Bond?'

Bond 7 - Goldfinger

CHAPTER TWO

LIVING IT UP

BOND LIKED anonymity. His 'Yes, it is' was discogiag.

'Wel , that's a mighty rare coincidence.' The mald lout his hand. Bond rose slowly,
took the hand and released it. The hand was pulgyaarticulated - like a hand-
shaped mud pack, or an inflated rubber glove. 'siy@is Du Pont. Junius Du Pont. |
guess you won't remember me, but we've met beftired if | sit down?"

The face, the name? Yes, there was something &anlilong ago. Not in America.
Bond searched the files while he summed the maiMuRu Pont was about fifty -



pink, clean-shaven and dressed in the conventaisglise with which Brooks
Brothers cover the shame of American mil ionaikswore a single-breasted dark
tan tropical suit and a white silk shirt with a kba col ar. The rol ed ends of the col
ar were joined by a gold safety pin beneath the kha narrow dark red and blue
striped tie that fractional y wasn't the Brigadezafards'. The cuffs of the shirt
protruded half an inch below the cuffs of the carad showed cabochon crystal links
containing miniature trout flies. The socks werarcloal-grey silk and the shoes were
old and polished mahogany and hinted Peal. Theaaaied a dark, narrow-brimmed
straw Homburg with a wide claret ribbon.

Mr Du Pont sat down opposite Bond and producedeitgs and a plain gold Zippo
lighter. Bond noticed that he was sweating slightlg decided that Mr Du Pont was
what he appeared to be, a very rich American, magdhbarrassed. He knew he had
seen him before, but he had no idea where or when.

'Smoke?"

‘Thank you.' It was a Parliament. Bond affectedtaatotice the offered lighter. He
disliked held-out lighters. He picked up his owml dihthe cigarette.

Trance, '51, Royale les Eaux.' Mr Du Pont lookegkda at Bond. 'That Casino.
Ethel, that's Mrs Du Pont, and me were next toataihe table the night you had the
big game with the Frenchman.’

Bond's memory raced back. Yes, of course. The DusHwad been Nos 4 and 5 at the
baccarat table. Bond had been 6. They had seemedielsa people. He had been glad
to have such a solid bulwark on his left .on tlaatéstic night when he had broken Le
Chiffre. Now Bond saw it al again - the bright pablight on the green baize, the
pink crab hands across the table scuttling outlfercards. He smel ed the smoke and
the harsh tang of his own sweat. That had beeghd!rBond looked across at Mr Du
Pont and smiled at the memory. 'Yes, of courseneraber. Sorry | was slow. But

that was quite a night. | wasn't thinking of muaicept my cards.'

Mr Du Pont grinned back, happy and relieved. "Wjosh, Mr Bond. Of course |
understand. And | do hope you'l pardon me for bgtin. You see..." He snapped his
ringers for a waitress. 'But we must have a drinkdlebrate. What'l you have?'

‘Thanks. Bourbon on the rocks.’
'‘And dimple Haig and water.' The waitress went away

Mr Du Pont leant forward, beaming. A whiff of soaipafter-shave lotion came across
the table. Lentheric? 'l knew it was you. As sosi saw you sitting there. But |
thought to myself, Junius, you don't often makew®or over a face, but let's just go
make sure. Wel , | was flying Transamerican tonagid, when they announced the
delay, | watched your expression and, if you'l parche, Mr Bond, it was pretty clear
from the look on your face that you had been flylmgnsamerican too.' He waited for
Bond to nod. He hurried on. 'So | ran down to thket counter and had me a look at
the passenger list. Sure enough, there it wa8ddd”.'



Mr Du Pont sat back, pleased with his cleverneks. drinks came. He raised his
glass. 'Your very good health, sir. This sure islatky day.’'

Bond smiled non-committal y and drank.

Mr Du Pont leant forward again. He looked rounderBwas nobody at the nearby
tables. Nevertheless he lowered his voice. 'l gyes$ be saying to yourself, wel ,
it's nice to see Junius Du Pont again, but wha¢g'store? Why's he so particularly
happy at seeing me on just this night?’

Mr. Du Pont raised his eyebrows as if acting Bopdid for him. Bond put on a face
of polite inquiry. Mr Du Pont leant stil fartherrass the table.

'‘Now, | hope you'l forgive me, Mr Bond. It's ndtdi me to pry into other people's
secre... er - affairs. But, after that game at Royladid hear that you were not only a
grand card player, but also that you were - e Bbal | put it? - that you were a sort
of - er - investigator. You know, kind of intel igee operative.' Mr Du Font's
indiscretion had made him go very red in the fdtesat back and took out a
handkerchief and wiped his forehead. He lookedarsty at Bond.

Bond shrugged his shoulders. The grey-blue eyd¢ddbled into Mr Du Font's eyes,
which had turned hard and watchful despite his erabament, held a mixture of
candour, irony and self-deprecation. 'l used tdotkalm that kind of thing. Hangover
from the.war. One stil thought it was fun playingdRIndians. But there's no future in
it in peacetime.’

'Quite, quite." Mr Du Pont made a throwaway gesivith the hand that held the
cigarette. His eyes evaded Bond's as he put thequestion, waited for the next lie.
(Bond thought, there's a wolf in this Brooks Brathelothing. This is a shrewd man.)
'‘And now you've settled down?' Mr Du Pont smiletepaal y. 'What did you choose,
if you'l pardon the question?’

'Import and Export. I'm with Universal. Perhaps yewcome across them.'

Mr Du Pont continued to play the game. 'Hm. Uniakrket me see. Why, yes, sure
I've heard of them. Can't say I've ever done bssimath them, but | guess it's never
too late." He chuckled fatly. 'lI've got quite a @ interests al over the place. Only

stuff I can honestly say I'm not interested inhemicals. Maybe it's my misfortune,

Mr Bond, but I'm not one of the chemical Du Fonts.'

Bond decided that the man was quite satisfied thighparticular brand of Du Pont he
happened to be. He made no comment. He glances &atch to hurry Mr Du Font's
play of the hand. He made a note to handle hisa@aws careful y. Mr Du Pont had a
nice pink kindly baby-face with a puckered, ratfeninine turn-down mouth. He
looked as harmless as any of the middle-aged Aaresiwvith cameras who stand
outside Buckingham Palace. But Bond sensed marght@harp qualities behind the
fuddyduddy facade.



Mr Du Font's sensitive eye caught Bond's glandesatvatch. He consulted his own.
'My, oh my! Seven o'clock and here I've been tglaway without coming to the
point. Now, see here, Mr Bond. I've got me a probta which I'd greatly appreciate
your guidance. If you can spare me the time agdufwere counting on stopping
over in Miami tonight I'd reckon it a real favodityou'd al ow me to be your host.' Mr
Du Pont held up his hand. 'Now, | think | can preenio make you comfortable. So
happens | own a piece of the Floridiana. Maybe lyeard we opened around
Christmas time? Doing a great business I'm happayoReal y pushing that little old
Fountain Blue," Mr Du Pont laughed indulgently.ars what we cal the
Fontainebleau down here. Now, what do you say, Bhvd® You shal have the best
suite - even if it. means putting some good pagugfomers out on the sidewalk. And
you'd be doing me a real favour." Mr Du Pont lookegdloring.

Bond had already decided to accept - blind. WhatkireDu Font's problem -
blackmail, gangsters, women - it would be somecipiorm of rich man's worry.
Here was a slice of the easy life he had been g$kim Take it. Bond started to say
something politely deprecating. Mr Du Pont intetah 'Please, please, Mr Bond.
And believe me, I'm grateful, very grateful indeéte snapped his fingers for the
waitress. When she came, he turned away from Boddeittled the bil out of Bond's
sight. Like many very rich men he considered thatgng his money, letting
someone see how much he tipped, amounted to indexpeosure. He thrust his rol
back into his trousers pocket (the hip pocket isthe place among the rich) and took
Bond by the arm. He sensed Bond's resistance tootiitact and removed his hand.
They went down the stairs to the main hal .

'‘Now, let's just straighten out your reservatir.'Du Pont headed for the
Transamerica ticket counter. In a few curt phradge®u Pont showed his power and
efficiency in his own, his American, realm.

'Yes, Mr Du Pont. Surely, Mr Du Pont. I'l take cafghat, Mr Du Pont."'

Outside, a gleaming Chrysler Imperial sighed ufhtokerb. A tough-looking
chauffeur in a biscuit-coloured uniform hurriedojeen the door.

Bond stepped in and settled down in the soft upéglsThe interior of the car was
de-liciously cool, almost cold. The Transamericapresentative bustled out with
Bond's suitcase, handed it to the chauffeur anith ahalf-bow, went back into the
Terminal. 'Bil 's on the Beach," said Mr Du Ponthe chauffeur and the big car slid
away through the crowded parking lots and out cimégoarkway.

Mr Du Pont settled back. 'Hope you like stone crarsBond. Ever tried them?"
Bond said he had, that he liked them very much.
Mr Du Pont talked about Bil 's on the Beach andualtie relative merits of stone and

Alaska crab meat while the Chrysler Imperial sgedugh downtown Miami, along
Biscayne Boulevard and across Biscayne Bay by theylas MacArthur Causeway.



Bond made appropriate comments, letting himsetfdveed along on the gracious
stream of speed and comfort and rich smal -talk.

They drew up at a white-painted, mock-Regency &getin clapboard and stucco. A
scrawl of pink neon said: BILL'S ON THE BEACH. Wé&iBond got out, Mr Du Pont
gave his instructions to the chauffeur. Bond helaedwords. 'The Aloha Suite," and 'If
there's any trouble, tel Mr Fairlie to cal me hé&tght?'

They went up the steps. Inside, the big room wasmed in white with pink muslin
swags over the windows. There were pink lightshentébles. The restaurant was
crowded with sunburned people in expensive trogeslups . - bril iant garish shirts,
jangling gold bangles, dark glasses with jewelietsy cute native straw hats. There
was a confusion of scents. The wry smel of bodiashiad been al day in the sun
came through.

Bil , a pansified Italian, hurried towards them hyMr Du Pont. Is a pleasure, sir.
Little crowded tonight. Soon fix you up. Pleasestivay please.' Holding a large
leather-bound menu above his head the man weasedayi between the diners to the
best table in the room, a corner table for sixpideed out two chairs, snapped his
ringers for the maitre d'hotel and the wine waispread two menus in front of them,
exchanged compliments with Mr Du Pont and left them

Mr Du Pont slapped his menu shut. He said to Btaly, why don't you just leave
this to me? If there's anything you don't like,&érback.'

And to the head waiter, 'Stone crabs. Not frozeaslr Melted butter. Thick toast.
Right?'

'Very good, Mr Du Pont.' The wine waiter, washing llands, took the waiter's place.
‘Two pints of pink champagne. The Pommery '50.68itankards. Right?'

'Vairry good, Mr Du Pont. A cocktail to start?"

Mr Du Pont turned to Bond. He smiled and raisecelgebrows.

Bond said, 'Vodka martini, please. With a slicéeshon peel.'

'Make it two," said Mr Du Pont. 'Doubles.' The wimaiter hurried off. Mr Du Pont

sat back and produced his cigarettes and lightetobked round the room, answered
one or two waves with a smile and a lift of the d¢hand glanced at the neighbouring
tables. He edged his chair nearer to Bond's. '@alptthe noise, I'm afraid," he said
apologetical y. 'Only come here for the crabs. Tieeyut of this-world. Hope you're
not al ergic to them. Once brought a girl here f&adher crabs and her lips swel ed up
like cycle tyres.'

Bond was amused at the change in Mr Du Pont +#ag talk, the authority of
manner once Mr Du Pont thought he had got Bonderhbok, on his payrol . He
was a different man from the shy embarrassed switorhad solicited Bond at the



airport. What did Mr Du Pont want from Bond? It idibe coming any minute now,
the proposition. Bond said, 'l haven't got anyrgles.’

‘Good, good.'

There was a pause. Mr Du Pont snapped the lidsdidtiter up and down several
times. He realized he was making an irritating @@sd pushed it away from him. He
made up his mind. He said, speaking at his handeeotable in front of him, "You
ever play Canasta, Mr Bond?'

'Yes, it's a good game. | like it.'
"Two-handed Canasta?'

'l have done. It's not so much fun. If you don'kma fool of yourself - if neither of
you do - it tends to even out. Law of averagesiendards. No chance of making
much difference in the play.’'

Mr Du Pont nodded emphatical y. 'Just so. Thatstwhe said to myself. Over a
hundred games or so, two equal players wil endguiale Not such a good game as
Gin or Oklahoma, but in a way that's just whakélabout it. You pass the time, you
handle plenty of cards, you have your ups and domm®ne gets hurt. Right?'

Bond nodded. The martinis came. Mr Du Pont saithiéovine waiter, 'Bring two

more in ten minutes.' They drank. Mr Du Pont turaad faced Bond. His face was
petulant, crumpled. He said, 'What would you sayBdnd, if | told you I'd lost
twenty-five thousand dol ars in a week playing taanded Canasta?' Bond was about
to reply. Mr Du Pont held up his hand. 'And markiytm a good card player.

Member of the Regency Club. Play a lot with pedigke Charlie Goren, Johnny
Crawford - at bridge that is. But what | mean, bknmy way around at the card

table." Mr Du Pont probed Bond's eyes.

'If you've been playing with the same man al theetiyou've been cheated.’

'Ex-actly." Mr Du Pont slapped the table-cloth. $4¢ back. 'Ex-actly. That's what |
said to myself after I'd lost -lost for four whalays. So | said to myself, this bastard
is cheating me and by gol y I'l find out how he sideand have him hounded out of
Miami. So | doubled the stakes and then doubledhthgain. He was quite happy
about it. And | watched every card he played, emeoyement. Nothing! Not a hint or
a sign. Cards not marked. New pack whenever | widamte. My own cards. Never
looked at my hand -couldn't, as | always sat dggmbsite him. No kibitzer to tip him
off. And he just went on winning and winning. Wageain this morning. And again
this afternoon. Final y | got so mad at the garhdien't show it, mind you' - Bond
might think he had not been a sport - 'l paid ulitglg. But, without tel ing this guy, |
just packed my bag and got me to the airport ardkéd on the first plane to New
York. Think of that!" Mr Du Pont threw up his hand®unning away. But twenty-five
grand is twenty-five grand. | could see it gettiadifty, a hundred. And I just
couldn't stand another of these damned games @uldn't stand not being able to
catch this guy out. So | took off. What do you tof that? Me, Junius Du Pont,
throwing in the towel because | couldn't take thkihg any more!'



Bond grunted sympathetical y. The second roundiokd came. Bond was mildly
interested, he was always interested in anythirdptwith cards. He could see the
scene, the two men playing and playing and thenoere quietly shuffling and dealing
away and marking up his score while the other vii@ayss throwing his cards into the
middle of the table with a gesture of control esbdist. Mr Du Pont was obviously
being cheated.

How? Bond said, 'Twenty-five thousand's a lot ohey What stakes were you
playing?'

Mr Du Pont looked sheepish. ‘Quarter a point, fifgncents, then a dol ar. Pretty
high I guess with the games averaging around twodand points. Even at a quarter,
that makes five hundred dol ars a game. At a dal@oint, if you go on losing, it's
murder.’

'You must have won sometimes.'

'Oh sure, but somehow, just as I'd got the s.bdetdor a kil ing, he'd put down as
many of his cards as he could meld. Got out obtup

Sure, | won some smal change, but only when heatkadhundred and twenty to go
down and I'd got al the wild cards. But you knowvibis with Canasta, you have to
discard right. You lay traps to make the other gagd you the pack. Wel , darn it, he
seemed to be psychic! Whenever | laid a trap, thedde it, and almost every time he
laid one for me I'd fal into it. As for giving mbe pack - why, he'd choose the
damnedest cards when he was pushed - discardtsimgjl@ces, God knows what, and
always get away with it. It was just as if he knewery card in my hand,’

'‘Any mirrors in the room?"

'Heck, no! We always played outdoors. He said het@dito get himself a sunburn.
Certainly did that. Red as lobster. He'd only ptathe mornings and afternoons. Said
if he played in the evening he couldn't get toslee

'Who is this man, anyway? What's his name?'

‘Goldfinger.’

'First name?"

‘Auric. That means golden, doesn't it? He certamiyat. Got flaming red hair.'

‘Nationality?'

'You won't believe it, but he's a Britisher. Dontédi in Nassau. You'd think he'd be a
Jew from the name, but he doesn't look it. We'stricted at the Floridiana. Wouldn't
have got in if he had been. Nassavian passportfégetwo. Unmarried. Profession,



broker. Got al this from his passport. Had me &g the house detective when |
started to play with him.'

'What sort of broker?"

Du Pont smiled grimly. 'l asked him. He said, “@hything that comes along.”
Evasive sort of fel ow. Clams up if you ask himiect question.

Talks away quite pleasantly about nothing at al .’
'What's he worth?"'

'Ha!' said Mr Du Pont explosively. 'That's the daaest thing. He's loaded. But
loaded! | got my bank to check with Nassau. Halsyowith it.

Mil ionaires are a dime a dozen in Nassau, butraésl either first or second among
them. Seems he keeps his money in gold bars. $ihéits around the world a lot to
get the benefit of changes in the gold price. Aikessa damn federal bank. Doesn't
trust currencies. Can't say he's wrong in that,ss®ihg how he's one of the richest
men in the world there must be something to hitesys But the point is, if he's as
rich as that, what the hel does he want to takeisyl twenty-five grand off me for?*

A bustle of waiters round their table saved Bondrmato think up a reply. With
ceremony, a wide silver dish of crabs, big onesiy tshel s and claws broken, was
placed in the middle of the table. A silver sau@bwimming with melted butter and
a long rack of toast was put beside each of tHatep. The tankards of champagne
frothed pink. Final y, with an oily smirk, the headiter came behind their chairs
and, in turn, tied round their necks long whité&esil bibs that reached down to the
lap.

Bond was reminded of Charles Laughton playing H&fitybut neither Mr Du Pont
nor the neighbouring diners seemed surprised dtdbgish display. Mr Du Pont,
with a gleeful 'Every man for himself, raked seVéuranks of crab on to his plate,
doused them liberal y in melted butter and duddond fol owed suit and proceeded
to eat, or rather devour, the most delicious medidd had in his life.

The meat of the stone crabs was the tenderestiestvesbel fish he had ever tasted. It
was perfectly set off by the dry toast and sligllyned taste of the melted butter.
The champagne seemed to have the faintest scetrawfberries. It was ice cold.
After each helping of crab, the champagne cleanegalate for the next. They ate
steadily and with absorption and hardly exchangedm until the dish was cleared.

With a slight belch, Mr Du Pont for the last timgwed butter off his chin with his

silken bib and sat back. His face was flushed.dé&e¢d proudly at Bond. He said
reverently, 'Mr Bond, | doubt if anywhere in thendba man has eaten as good a
dinner as that tonight. What do you say?’

Bond thought, | asked for the easy life, the ritd How do | like it? How do I like
eating like a pig and hearing remarks like that@denly the idea of ever having
another meal like this, or indeed any other me#h WMr Du Pont, revolted him. He



felt momentarily ashamed of his disgust. He hagdsind it had been given. It was
the puritan in him that couldn't take it. He haddeis wish and the wish had not
only been granted, it had been stuffed down hisathBond said, 'l don't know about
that, but it was certainly very good.’

Mr Du Pont was satisfied. He cal ed for coffee. @8oefused the offer of cigars or
liqueurs. He lit a cigarette and waited with intri®r the catch to be presented. He
knew there would be one. It was obvious that & was part of the come-on. Wel ,
let it come.

Mr Du Pont cleared his throat. 'And now, Mr Bonthalve a proposition to put to
you.' He stared at Bond, trying to gauge his readth advance.

'Yes?'

'It surely was providential to meet you like thatree airport." Mr Du Font's voice was
grave, sincere. 'I've never forgotten our first timgeat Royale. | recal every detail of
it - your coolness, your daring, your handlinglod tards.' Bond looked down at the
table-cloth. But Mr Du Pont had got tired of higqration. He said hurriedly, 'Mr
Bond, | wil pay you ten thousand dol ars to staeles my guest until you have
discovered how this man Goldfinger beats me atscard

Bond looked Mr Du Pont in the eye. He said, "That®ndsome offer, Mr Du Pont.
But | have to get back to London. | must be in Néovk to catch my plane within
forty-eight hours. If you wil play your usual sesss tomorrow morning and
afternoon | should have plenty of time to find the& answer. But | must leave
tomorrow night, whether | can help you or not. D®&riBone,' said Mr Du Pont.

Bond 7 - Goldfinger

CHAPTER THREE

THE MAN WITH AGORAPHOBIA

THE FLAPPING of the curtains wakened Bond. He thogfathe single sheet and
walked across the thick pile carpet to the pictuiedow that fil ed the whole of one
wal . He drew back the curtains and went out athéosun-fil ed balcony.

The black and white chequer-board tiles were watmpst hot to the feet although it
could not yet be eight o'clock. A brisk inshoredre was blowing off the sea,

straining the flags of al nations that flew alohg pier of the private yacht basin. The
breeze was humid and smelt strongly of the sead Bolessed it was the breeze that



the visitors like, but the residents hate. It wouldt the metal fittings in their homes,
fox the pages of their books, rot their wal pap®t pictures, breed damp-rot in their
clothes.

Twelve storeys down the formal gardens, dotted palm trees and beds of bright
croton and traced with neat gravel walks betwe@maes of bougainvil aea, were
rich and dul . Gardeners were working, raking ththg and picking up leaves with
the lethargic slow motion of coloured help.

Two mowers were at work on the lawns and, wherg lizel already been, sprinklers
were graceful y flinging handfuls of spray.

Directly below Bond, the elegant curve of the Cab&tub swept down to the beach -
two storeys of changing-rooms below a flat roottedtwith chairs and tables and an
occasional red and white striped umbrel a. Withend¢urve was the bril iant green
oblong of the Olympic-length swimming-pool fringed al sides by row upon row of
mattressed steamer chairs on which the customarkiwoon be getting their fifty-
dol ar-aday sunburn. White-jacketed men were wagrkimong them, straightening
the lines of chairs, turning the mattresses andepmg up yesterday's cigarette bultts.
Beyond was the long, golden beach and the seananeimen - raking the tideline,
putting up the umbrel as, laying out mattresses.

No wonder the neat card inside Bond's wardrobeshatlthat the cost of the Aloha
Suite was two hundred dol ars a day. Bond madeghroalculation. If he was paying
the bil , it would take him just three weeks torgghéis whole salary for the year.
Bond smiled cheerful y to himself. He went backitite bedroom, picked up the
telephone and ordered himself a delicious, wastakdkfast, a carton of king-size
Chesterfields and the newspapers.

By the time he had shaved and had an ice-cold shamedressed it was eight
o'clock. He walked through into the elegant sittogm and found a waiter in a
uniform of plum and gold laying out his breakfassiale the window. Bond glanced
at the Miami Herald. The front page was devotegesterday's failure of an
American ICBM at the nearby Cape Canaveral anddaupaet in a big race at
Hialeah.

Bond dropped the paper on the floor and sat dowlrsbowly ate his breakfast and
thought about Mr Du Pont and Mr Goldfinger.

His thoughts were inconclusive. Mr Du Pont wasegith much worse player than he
thought, which seemed unlikely on Bond's readingisttough, shrewd character, or
else Goldfinger was a cheat. If Goldfinger cheatiecards, although he didn't need
the money, it was certain that he had also madedifimrich by cheating or sharp
practice on a much bigger scale. Bond was intedtastbig crooks. He looked
forward to his first sight of Goldfinger. He alsmoked forward to penetrating
Goldfinger's highly successful and, on the fac#, dfighly mysterious method of
fleecing Mr Du Pont. It was going to be a most dataing day. Idly Bond waited for
it to get under way.



The plan was that he would meet Mr Du Pont in telgn at ten o'clock. The story
would be that Bond had flown down from New Yorkitp and sel Mr Du Pont a
block of shares from an English holding in a Caaad\atural Gas property. The
matter was clearly confidential and Goldfinger wbnbt think of questioning Bond
about details. Shares, Natural Gas, Canada. TlmalhBond needed to remember.
They would go along together to the roof of the &abClub where the game was
played and Bond would read his paper and watclerAfincheon, during which Bond
and Mr Du Pont would discuss their 'business' glayuld be the same routine. Mr
Du Pont had inquired if there was anything elsedwdd arrange. Bond had asked for
the number of Mr Goldfinger's suite and a passkigyhad explained that if
Goldfinger was any kind of a professional card-phar even an expert amateur, he
would travel with the usual tools of the trade rkeal and shaved cards, the apparatus
for the Short Arm Delivery, and so forth. Mr Du Rtvad said he would give Bond
the key when they met in the garden. He would mavdifficulty getting one from

the manager.

After breakfast, Bond relaxed and gazed into thedhei distance of the sea. He was
not keyed up by the job on hand, only interestedlaanused. It was just the kind of
job he had needed to clear his palate after Mexico.

At half past nine Bond left his suite and wandeakxhg the corridors of his floor,
getting lost on his way to the elevator in ordergconnoitre the lay-out of the hotel.
Then, having met the same maid twice, he askedidysand went down in the
elevator and moved among the scattering of easgrsithrough the Pineapple
Shopping Arcade. He glanced into the Bamboo C&teeppe, the Rendezvous Bar,
the La Tropicala dining-room, the Kittekat Klub fchildren and the Boom-Boom
Nighterie. He then went purposeful y out into tlaedgn. Mr Du Pont, now dressed
‘for the beach' by Abercrombie & Fitch, gave hira gfass-key to Goldfinger's suite.
They sauntered over to the Cabana Club and clintfieetivo short flights of stairs to
the top deck.

Bond's first view of Mr Goldfinger was startlingt fe far corner of the roof, just
below the cliff of the hotel, a man was lying bawikh his legs up on a steamer chair.
He was wearing nothing but a yel ow satin bikimp stlark glasses and a pair of wide
tin wings under his chin. The wings, which appedcefit round his neck, stretched
out across his shoulders and beyond them and tireactup slightly to rounded tips.

Bond said, "What the hel 's he wearing round hike

"You never seen one of those?' Mr Du Pont was seqhr' That's a gadget to help
your tan. Polished tin. Reflects the sun up unadeir ghin and behind the ears - the
bits that wouldn't normal y catch the sun.’

'Wel , wel ,' said Bond.

When they were a few yards from the reclining fegivir Du Pont cal ed out cheerful
y, in what seemed to Bond an overloud voice, 'idreh

Mr Goldfinger did not stir.



Mr Du Pont said in his normal voice. 'He's veryfdéehey were now at Mr
Goldfinger's feet. Mr Du Pont repeated his halil.

Mr Goldfinger sat up sharply. He removed his dddssges. 'Why, hul o there.' He
unhitched the wings from round his neck, put themeful y on the ground beside him
and got heavily to his feet. He looked at Bond wgithw, inquiring eyes.

'Like you to meet Mr Bond, James Bond. Friend afierfrom New York.
Countryman of yours. Come down to try and talk nmte & bit of business.'

Mr Goldfinger held out a hand. 'Pleased to meet jruBomb.'

Bond took the hand. It was hard and dry. Theretwadriefest pressure and it was
withdrawn. For an instant Mr Goldfinger's pale,raiblue eyes opened wide and
stared hard at Bond. They stared right througtidas to the back of his skul . Then
the lids drooped, the shutter closed over the X-aag Mr Goldfinger took the
exposed plate and slipped it away in his filingtegs

'S0 no game today.' The voice was flat, colourl&€kss. words were more of a
statement than a question.

'Whaddya mean, no game?' shouted Mr Du Pont boistht. "You weren't thinking

I'd let you hang on to my money? Got to get it backshan't be able to leave this
darned hotel," Mr Du Pont chuckled richly. 'I'l &hm to fix the table. James here says
he doesn't know much about cards and he'd likeaimlthe game. That right, James?'
He turned to Bond. 'Sure you'l be al right with ypaper and the sunshine?'

'I'd be glad of the rest,’ said Bond. 'Been travgltoo much.'

Again the eyes bored into Bond and then droopddyefisome clothes on. | had
intended to have a golf lesson this afternoon fkdmArmour at the Boca Raton. But
cards have priority among my hobbies. My tendenayri-cock the wrists too early
with the mid-irons wil have to wait." The eyes egkincuriously on Bond. 'You play
golf, Mr Bomb?'

Bond raised his voice. 'Occasional y, when I'm mgland.’

'‘And where do you play?'

'Huntercombe."

'‘Ah - a pleasant little course. | have recentingal the Royal St Marks. Sandwich is
close to one of my business interests. You know it?

'l have played there.’

'What is your handicap?'



'Nine.'

‘That is a coincidence. So is mine. We must hayanae one day.' Mr Goldfinger bent
down and picked up his tin wings. He said to Mriant, 'l wil be with you in five
minutes.' He walked slowly off towards the stairs.

Bond was amused. This social sniffing at him haehbdone with just the right casual
touch of the tycoon who didn't real y care if Bomas alive or dead but, since he was
there and alive, might as wel place him in an appnate category.

Mr Du Pont gave instructions to a steward in a e/htat. Two others were already
setting up a card table. Bond walked to the rait urrounded the roof and looked
down into the garden, reflecting on Mr Goldfinger.

He was impressed. Mr Goldfinger was one of the melaked men Bond had ever
met. It showed in the economy of his movement,i®&peech, of his expressions. Mr
Gold-finger wasted no effort, yet there was sonmgjluoiled, compressed, in the
immobility of the man.

When Goldfinger had stood up, the first thing thad struck Bond was that
everything was out of proportion. Goldfinger wasighnot more than five feet tal ,
and on top of the thick body and blunt, peasard,legs set almost directly into the
shoulders, a huge and it seemed exactly round lteads as if Goldfinger had been
put together with bits of other people's bodiesthNm seemed to belong. Perhaps,
Bond thought, it was to conceal his ugliness that

Goldfinger made such a fetish of sunburn. Withbetred-brown camouflage the pale
body would be grotesque. The face, under thedadiffrew-cut carroty hair, was as
startling, without being as ugly, as the body. éswnoon-shaped without being
moonlike. The forehead was fine and high and thregandy brows were level above
the large light blue eyes fringed with pale lashid®e nose was fleshily aquiline
between high cheekbones and cheeks that were maeumar than fat. The mouth
was thin and dead straight, but beautiful y draWre chin and jaws were firm and
glinted with health. To sum up, thought Bond, itswhe face of a thinker, perhaps a
scientist, who was ruthless, sensual, stoical angit. An odd combination.

What else could he guess? Bond always mistrusiad sten. They grew up from
childhood with an inferiority complex. Al their s they would strive to be big -
bigger than the others who had teased them adda Blaipoleon had been short, and
Hitler. It was the short men that caused al thelile in the world. And what about a
misshapen short man with red hair and a bizarre?fddat might add up to a real y
formidable misfit. One could certainly feel the regsions. There was a powerhouse
of vitality humming in the man that suggested thane stuck an electric bulb into
Goldfinger's mouth it would light up. Bond smiletdtlae thought. Into what channels
did Goldfinger release his vital force? Into gegtich? Into sex?

Into power? Probably into al three. What couldhsgtory be? Today he might be an
Englishman. What had he been born? Not a Jew gththere might be Jewish blood
in him. Not a Latin or anything farther south. No®lav. Perhaps a German - no, a
Bait! That's where he would have come from. Onthefold Baltic provinces.



Probably got away to escape the Russians. Goldfingald have been warned - or
his parents had smel ed trouble and they had goohi in time. And what had
happened then? How had he worked his way up t@lmie of the richest men in the
world?

One day it might be interesting to find out. Fog thme being it would be enough to
find out how he won at cards.

‘Al set?' Mr Du Pont cal ed to Goldfinger who wasning across the roof towards the
card table. With his clothes on - a comfortabliirfgg dark blue suit, a white shirt open
at the neck - Goldfinger cut an almost passabladég

But there was no disguise for the great brown addootbal of a head and the flesh-
coloured hearing aid plugged into the left ear neisan improvement.

Mr Du Pont sat with his back to the hotel. Goldéngook the seat opposite and cut
the cards. Du Pont won the cut, pushed the othek peer to Goldfinger, tapped
them to show they were already shuffled and hedrtiubother to cut, and Goldfinger
began the deal.

Bond sauntered over and took a chair at Mr Du Batiiow. He sat back, relaxed. He
made a show of folding his paper to the sports pagewatched the deal.

Somehow Bond had expected it, but this was no shadp. Goldfinger dealt quickly
and efficiently, but with no hint of the MechaniGsip, those vital three fingers
curled round the long edge of the cards and thexifidger at the outside short upper
edge - the grip that means you are armed for dg8aitoms or Seconds. And he
wore no signet ring for pricking the cards, no statape round a finger for marking
them.

Mr Du Pont turned to Bond. 'Deal of fifteen cartig'commented. "You draw two and
discard one. Otherwise straight Regency rules. Mokay business with the red treys
counting one, three, five, eight, or any of thatdpean stuff.’

Mr Du Pont picked up his cards. Bond noticed tlestrted them expertly, not
grading them according to value from left to rightholding his wild cards, of which
he had two, at the left - a pattern that might feelpatchful opponent. Mr Du Pont
concentrated his good cards in the centre of msl ath the singletons and broken
melds on either side.

The game began. Mr Du Pont drew first, a miracufmais of wild cards. His face
betrayed nothing. He discarded casual y. He ondéyglee two more good draws to go
out unseen. But he would have to be lucky. Drawing cards doubles the chance of
picking up what you want, but it also doubles tharwe of picking up useless cards
that wil only clutter up your hand.

Goldfinger played a more deliberate game, almosaiingly slow. After drawing, he
shuffled through his cards again and again befeogdihg on his discard.



On the third draw, Du Pont had improved his hanthéextent that he now needed
only one of five cards to go down and out and chisfopponent with a handful of
cards which would al count against him. As if Golder knew the danger he was in,
he went down for fifty and proceeded to make a sanaith three wild cards and
four fives. He also got rid of some more melds anded with only four cards in his
hand. In any other circumstances it would have bigiculously bad play. As it was,
he had made some four hundred points instead migd@ver a hundred, for, on the
next draw Mr Du Pont fil ed his hand and, with makthe edge taken off his triumph
by Goldfinger's escape, went down unseen with doessary two canastas.

'‘By gol y, | nearly screwed you that time." Mr Darff's voice had an edge of
exasperation. 'What in hel told you to cut an' tun?

Goldfinger said indifferently, 'l smel ed troublelé added up his points, announced
them and jotted them down, waiting for Mr Du Pantlb the same. Then he cut the
cards and sat back and regarded Bond with poliegst.

'Wil you be staying long, Mr Bomb?"'

Bond smiled. 'It's Bond, B-O-N-D. No, | have tolgack to New York tonight.’

'How sad.' Goldfinger's mouth pursed in polite etgke turned back to the cards and
the game went on. Bond picked up his paper anddgamseeing, at the basebal
scores, while he listened to the quiet routinehefgame. Goldfinger won that hand
and the next and the next. He won the game. Thaseawdifference of one thousand
five hundred points -one thousand five hundredadlsitto Goldfinger.

‘There it goes again!' It was the plaintive voit¢é&/o Du Pont.

Bond put down his paper. 'Does he usual y win?"

'‘Usual y!" The word was a snort. 'He always wins.'

They cut again and Goldfinger began to deal.

Bond said, 'Don't you cut for seats? | often finchange of seat helps the luck.
Hostage to fortune and so on.’

Goldfinger paused in his deal. He bent his gazeajyaon Bond. 'Unfortunately, Mr
Bond, that is not possible or | could not play.lAxplained to Mr Du Pont at our first
game, | suffer from an obscure complaint - agoréphethe fear of open spaces. |
cannot bear the open,horizon. | must sit and faedbtel.' The deal continued.

'Oh, I'm so sorry.' Bond's voice was grave, intexsThat's a very rare disability.
I've always been able to understand claustrophbhbitapot the other way round. How
did it come about?’

Goldfinger picked up his cards and began to arrdugyband. 'l have no idea,' he said
equably.



Bond got up. 'Wel , I think I'l stretch my legs faibit. See what's going on in the
pool.’

"You do just that," said Mr Du Pont jovial y. 'Jtee it easy, James. Plenty of time to
discuss business over lunch. I'l see if | canh disut to my friend Goldfinger this
time instead of taking it. Be seeing you.'

Goldfinger didn't look up from his cards. Bond $&d down the roof, past the
occasional splayed-out body, to the rail at theefad that overlooked the pool. For a
time he stood and contemplated the ranks of pitkbmawn and white flesh laid out
below him on the steamer chairs.

The heavy scent of suntan oil came up to him. Thenre a few children and young
people in the pool. A man, obviously a professiaiaér, perhaps the swimming
instructor, stood on the high-dive. He balancedhenbal s of his feet, a muscled
Greek god with golden hair. He bounced once, casuaid flew off and down, his
arms held out like wings. Lazily they arrowed autteave the water for the body to
pass through. The impact left only a brief turbakenThe diver jack-knifed up again,
shaking his head boyishly. There was a smatteriragpplause. The man trudged
slowly down the pool, his head submerged, his stevalmoving with casual power.
Bond thought, good luck to you! You won't be alddeéep this up for more than
another five or six years. High-divers couldn'tedtkfor long - the repeated shock to
the skul . With ski-jumping, which had the samettiang effect on the frame, high-
diving was the shortest-lived sport. Bond radiaethe diver, ‘Cash in quick! Get into
films while the hair's stil gold.’

Bond turned and looked back down the roof towandstwo Canasta players beneath
the cliff of the hotel. So Gold-finger liked to fathe hotel.

Or was it that he liked Mr Du Pont to have his baxk? And why? Now, what was
the number of Goldfinger's suite? No 200, the Haaite.

Bond's on the top floor was 1200. So, al thingadpeiqual, Goldfinger's would be
directly below Bond's, on the second floor, tweydyds or so above the roof of the
Cabana Club -twenty yards from the card table. Bumdhted down. He closely
examined the frontage that should be Goldfingsitgéhing. An empty sun balcony.
An open door into the dark interior of the suitenl measured distances, angles.
Yes, that's how it might be. That's how it must G&ver Mr Goldfinger!

Bond 7 - Goldfinger

CHAPTER FOUR



OVER THE BARREL

AFTER LUNCHEON -the traditional shrimp cocktailative' snapper with a minute
paper cup of tartare sauce, roast prime ribs dfdéeg@us, and pineapple surprise- it
was time for the siesta before meeting Goldfinge¢hi@ee o'clock for the afternoon
session.

Mr Du Pont, who had lost a further ten thousandaislor more, confirmed that
Goldfinger had a secretary. 'Never seen her. Stakise suite.

Probably just some chorine he's brought down ferrithe.' He smiled wetly. 'l mean
the daily ride. Why? You on to something?’

Bond was non-committal. 'Can't tel yet. | probabiyn't be coming down this
afternoon. Say | got bored watching -gone intottlven.' He paused. '‘But if my idea's
right, don't be surprised at what may happen. ldéwger starts to behave oddly, just
sit quiet and watch. I'm not promising anythinthihk I've got him, but | may be
wrong.'

Mr Du Pont was enthusiastic. '‘Good for you, bofe!'said effusively. 'l just can't
wait to see that bastard over the barrel. Dameyes!

Bond took the elevator up to his suite. He weritisosuitcase and extracted an M3
Leica, an MC exposure meter, a K2 filter and ahkslder.

He put a bulb in the holder and checked the cankFavent to his balcony, glanced
at the sun to estimate where it would be at abboeetthirty and went back into the
sitting-room, leaving the door to the balcony opda.stood at the balcony door and
aimed the exposure meter. The exposure was oneduthdf a second. He set this
on the Leica, put the shutter at f 11, and theadist at twelve feet. He clipped on a
lens hood and took one picture to see that al waking. Then he wound on the film,
slipped in the flash-holder and put the cameragasid

Bond went to his suitcase and took out a thick bobke Bible Designed to be Read
as Literature- opened it and extracted his Wal@tK in the Berns Matrtin holster. He
slipped the holster inside his trouser band tddfteHe tried one or two quick draws.
They were satisfactory. He closely examined theyoggahy of his suite, on the
assumption that it would be exactly similar to Hewaii. He visualized the scene that
would almost certainly greet him when he came tghailhe door of the suite
downstairs. He tried his pass-key in the variog&dcand practised opening the doors
noiselessly. Then he pul ed a comfortable chairant of the open balcony door and
sat and smoked a cigarette while he gazed outathesea and thought of how he
would put things to Goldfinger when the time came.

At three-fifteen, Bond got up and went out on te lalcony and cautiously looked
down at the two tiny figures across the squareretig baize.

He went back into the room and checked the expaseter on the Leica. The light
was the same. He slipped on the coat of his dark tobpical worsted suit,



straightened his tie and slung the strap of thed.esund his neck so that the camera
hung at his chest. Then, with a last look roundykat out and along to the elevator.
He rode down to the ground floor and examined bop svindows in the foyer. When
the elevator had gone up again, he walked to #iecase and slowly climbed up two
floors. The geography of the second floor was idahtvith the twelfth. Room 200
was where he had expected it to be. There was @anasight. He took out his pass-
key and silently opened the door and closed itrlmehim. In the smal lobby, a
raincoat, a light camel-hair coat and a pale gresnblurg hung on hooks. Bond took
his Leica firmly in his right hand, held it up ce#o his face and gently tried the door
to the sitting-room: It was not locked. Bond easaxpen.

Even before he could see what he expected to seeule: hear the voice. It was a
low, attractive, girl's voice, an English voicewlas saying,

'Drew five and four. Completed canasta in fivedwiwto twos. Discarding four. Has
singletons in king's, knaves, nines, sevens.'

Bond slid into the room.

The girl was sitting on two cushions on top of laléavhich had been pul ed up a yard
inside the open balcony door. She had needed gleans to give her height. It was
at the top of the afternoon heat and she was nexkeept for a black brassiere and
black silk briefs. She was swinging her legs iroeeld fashion. She had just finished
painting the nails on her left hand. Now she skredicthe hand out in front of her to
examine the effect. She brought the hand back ¢toker lips and blew on the nails.
Her right hand reached sideways and put the brask im the Revlon bottle on the
table beside her. A few inches from her eyes weseeiepieces of a powerful-
looking pair of binoculars supported on a tripodoat feet reached down between
her sunburned legs to the floor. Jutting out fragtoly the binoculars was a
microphone from which wires led to a box aboutdize of a portable record player
under the table. Other wires ran from the box gieaming indoor aerial on the
sideboard against the wal .

The briefs tightened as she leant forward againpamdher eyes to the binoculars.
'Drew a queen and a king. Meld of queens. Can kialgs with a joker. Discarding
seven.' She switched off the microphone.

While she was concentrating, Bond stepped swifthpss the floor until he was
almost behind her. There was a chair. He stood, @maying it wouldn't squeak. Now
he had the height to get the whole scene in fddagut his eye to the viewfinder.
Yes, there it was, al in line, the girl's head, ¢édge of the binoculars, the microphone
and, twenty yards below, the two men at the talille Mr Du Font's hand of cards
held in front of him.

Bond could distinguish the reds and the blacksptéssed the button.

The sharp explosion of the bulb and the blindiagHl of light forced a quick scream
out of the girl. She swivel ed round.

Bond stepped down off the chair. 'Good afternoon.’



'‘Whoryou? Whatyouwant?' The girl's hand was upetorhouth. Her eyes screamed at
him.

''ve got what | want. Don't worry. It's al overmoAnd my*jmme's Bond, James
Bond.'

Bond put his camera careful y down on the chair@mde and stood in the radius of
her scent. She was very beautiful. She had thetpallende hair. It fel heavily to her
shoulders, unfashionably long. Her eyes were daepdgainst a lightly sunburned
skin and her mouth was bold and generous and wwad a lovely smile.

She stood up and took her hand away from her m@&it&.was tal , perhaps five feet
ten, and her arms and legs looked firm as if slghtrbe a swimmer. Her breasts
thrust against the black silk of the brassiere.

Some of the fear had gone out of her eyes. Sharsaitbw voice, 'What are you
going to do?"

‘Nothing to you. | may tease Goldfinger a bit. M@xeer like a good girl and let me
have a look.'

Bond took the girl's place and looked through tlasges. The game was going on
normal y. Goldfinger showed no sign that his comitations had broken down.

'‘Doesn’t he mind not getting the signals? Wil log gtlaying?’

She said hesitatingly, 'lt's happened before whelng pul ed or something. He just
waits for me to come through again.'

Bond smiled at her. 'Wel , let's let him stew fdiita Have a cigarette and relax,’ he
held out a packet of Chesterfields. She took dxreavay it's time you did the nails
on your right hand.’

A smile flickered across her mouth. 'How long wgoe there? You gave me a
frightful shock.'

'Not long, and I'm sorry about the shock. Goldfirggbeen giving poor old Mr Du
Pont shocks for a whole week.’

'Yes,' she said doubtful y. 'l suppose it's readtiler mean. But he's very rich, isn't
he?'

'Oh yes. | shouldn't lose any sleep over Mr Du PBat Goldfinger might choose
someone who can't afford it. Anyway, he's a mibioa himself.

Why does he do it? He's crawling with money.'

Animation flooded back into her face. 'l know. ingily can't understand him. It's a
sort of mania with him, making money. He can't kéwalone.



I've asked him why and al he says is that oned®knit to make money when the
odds are right. He's always going on about the ghing, getting the odds right.
When he talked me into doing this," she waved lgarette dt the binoculars, ‘and |
asked him why on earth he bothered, took thesedstighs, al he said was, “That's
the second lesson. When the odds aren't right, neke right” Bond said, 'Wel , it's
lucky for him I'm not Pinkertons or the Miami P@i®epartment.’

The girl shrugged her shoulders. 'Oh, that wouldoltry him. He'd just buy you off.
He can buy anyone off. No one can resist gold.’

'What do you mean?'

She said indifferently, 'He always carries a mil @l ars' worth of gold about with
him except when he's going through the Customsn Tiegust carries a belt ful of
gold coins round his stomach. Otherwise it's in gtieets in the bottom and sides of
his suitcases. They're real y gold suitcases cdweith leather.’

‘They must weigh a ton."

"He always travels by car, one with special sprigsd his chauffeur is a huge man.
He carries them. No one else touches them.'

'Why does he carry around al that gold?"

‘Just in case he needs it. He knows that gold wjlim anything he wants. It's al
twenty-four carat. And anyway he loves gold, reldves it like people love jewels or
stamps or - wel ,' she smiled, ‘women.’

Bond smiled back. '‘Does he love you?"

She blushed and said indignantly, 'Certainly Adtén, more reasonably, 'Of course
you can think anything you like. But real y he dded mean, | think he likes people
to think that we - that I'm - that it's a questairiove and al that. You know. He's not
very prepossessing and | suppose it's a questiowelf - of vanity or something.’
'Yes, | see. So you're just a kind of secretary?"

‘Companion,’ she corrected him. 'l don't have pe tgr anything.' She suddenly put
her hand up to her mouth. 'Oh, but | shouldn'tegbénty you al this! You won't tel
him, wil you? He'd fire me.' Fright came into hges. 'Or something. | don't know
what he'd do. He's the sort of man who might ddtang.’'

'Of course | won't tel . But this can't be muchadife for you. Why do you do it?'

She said tartly, 'A hundred pounds a week andis| th



she waved at the room,'doesn't grow on trees.d spyWhen I've saved enough |
shal go.'

Bond wondered if Goldfinger would let her. Wouldst¥e know too much? He looked
at the beautiful face, the splendid, unselfconscioady.

She might not suspect it, but, for his money, she in very bad trouble with this
man.

The girl was fidgeting. Now she said with an emassed laugh, 'l don't think I'm
very properly dressed. Can't | go and put sometbmgver these?'

Bond wasn't sure he could trust her. It wasn't he was paying the hundred pounds
a week. He said airily, "You look fine. Just agpextable as those hundreds of people
round the pool. Anyway," he stretched, 'it's aliae to fight a fire under Mr
Goldfinger.'

Bond had been glancing down at the game from toriarte. It seemed to be
proceeding normal y. Bond bent again to the birersulAlready Mr Du Pont seemed
to be a new man, his gestures were expansive aliptofile of his pink face was ful
of animation. While Bond watched, he took a fistfticards out of his hand and
spread them down - a pure canasta in kings. Bdted the binoculars up an inch. The
big red-brown moon face was impassive, uninteredtedsoldfinger was waiting
patiently for the odds to adjust themselves badksrfavour. While Bond watched,

he put up a hand to the hearing aid, pushing th@itsen more firmly into his ear,
ready for the signals to come through again.

Bond stepped back. 'Neat little machine," he cometeriWhat are you transmitting
on?'

'He told me, but | can't remember.' She screwedauyes. 'A hundred and seventy
somethings. Would it be mega-somethings?’

'Megacycles. Might be, but I'd be surprised if loesh't get a lot of taxicabs and
police messages mixed up with your talk. Must h@mdish concentration.' Bond
grinned. 'Now then. Al set? It's time to pul thg away.'

Suddenly she reached out and put a hand on higesl€bere was a Claddagh ring on
the middle finger - two gold hands clasped roumgld heart. There were tears in her
voice. 'Must you? Can't you leave him alone? Idkmdw what he'l do to me. Please.’
She hesitated. She was blushing furiously. 'Anklel you. It's a long time since I've
seen someone like you. Couldn't you just stay fara little more?' She looked down
at the ground. 'If only you'd leave him alone &l €the words came out in a rush -
''d do anything.'

Bond smiled. He took the girl's hand off his arnd aqueezed it. 'Sorry. I'm being
paid to do this job and | must do it. Anyway' - iice went flat - 'l want to do it. It's
time someone cut Mr Goldfinger down to size. Ready?



Without waiting for an answer he bent to the binarsi They were stil focused on
Goldfinger. Bond cleared his throat. He watchedttigeface careful y. His hand felt
for the microphone switch and pressed it down.

There must have been a whisper of static in thealdaGoldfinger's expression
didn't alter, but he slowly raised his face to heeaand then down again, as if in
benediction.

Bond spoke softly, menacingly into the microphdNew hear me, Goldfinger.' He
paused. Not a flicker of expression, but Goldfinigent his head a fraction as if
listening. He studied his cards intently, his hagdie stil .

‘This is James Bond speaking. Remember me? The'gémshed and it's time to
pay. | have a photograph of the whole set-up, lobthoculars, microphone and you
and your hearing aid. This photograph wil not gthi FBI and Scotland Yard so
long as you obey me exactly. Nod your head if yodaustand.’

The face was stil expressionless. Slowly the bighdohead bent forward and then
straightened itself.

'Put your cards down face upwards on the table.’
The hands went down. They opened and the cardsfslide fingers on to the table.

‘Take out your cheque book and write a chequesb f fifty thousand dol ars. That
is made up as fol ows, thirty-five you have takemf Mr Du Pont. Ten for my fee.
The extra five for wasting so much of Mr Du Fontduable time.'

Bond watched to see that his order was being obéyedook a glance at Mr Du
Pont. Mr Du Pont was leaning forward, gaping.

Mr Goldfinger slowly detached the cheque and casigeed it on the back.'

'Right. Now jot this down on the back of your chedpook and see you get it right.
Book me a compartment on the Silver Meteor to NemkYonight. Have a bottle of
vintage champagne on ice in the compartment andyptd caviar sandwiches. The
best caviar. And keep away from me.

And no monkey business. The photograph wil be énntiails with a ful report to be
opened and acted upon if | don't show up in goadtihén New York tomorrow. Nod
if you understand.’

Again the big head came slowly down and up agaaw khere were traces of sweat
on the high, unlined forehead.

'Right, now hand the cheque across to Mr Du Podtsay, “I apologize humbly. |
have been cheating you.” Then you can go.'

Bond watched the hand go across and drop the chedrgnt of Mr Du Pont. The
mouth opened and spoke. The eyes were placid, slow.



Goldfinger had relaxed. It was only money. He haidl fnis way out.

‘Just a moment, Goldfinger, you're not through' yind glanced up at the girl. She
was looking at him strangely. There was miseryfaad but also a look of
submissiveness, of longing.

'What's your name?"

‘Jil Masterton."

‘Goldfinger had stood up, was turning away. Borid sharply, 'Stop.’

Goldfinger stopped in mid-stride. Now his eyes ledkip at the balcony. They had
opened wide, as when Bond had first met him. Thaid, level, X-ray gaze seemed
to find the lenses of the binoculars, travel dotwen and through Bond's eyes to the
back of his skul . They seemed to say,

'l shal remember this, Mr Bond.'

Bond said softly, 'I'd forgotten. One last thinghlal be taking a hostage for the ride

to New York. Miss Masterton. See that she's atrlia. Oh, and make that
compartment a drawing-room. That's al .'

Bond 7 - Goldfinger

CHAPTER FIVE

NIGHT DUTY

IT WAS a week later. Bond stood at the open winddwhe seventh-floor office of

the tal building in Regent's Park that is the headigrs of the Secret Service. London
lay asleep under a ful moon that rode swiftly aertown through a shoal of herring-
bone clouds. Big Ben sounded three. One of thelielees rang in the dark room.
Bond turned and moved quickly to the central deskthe pool of light cast by the
green shaded reading-lamp. He picked up the bieghone from the rank of four.

He said, 'Duty officer.’
‘Station H, sir.'

'Put them on.'



There was the echoing buzz and twang of the usdatddio connection with
Hongkong. Why were there always sunspots over Chinaing-song voice asked,
'Universal Export?’

‘Yes.'

A deep, close voice - London - said, "You're thiotmHongkong. Speak up, please.'
Bond said impatiently, 'Clear the line, please.’

The sing-song voice said, "You're through now. 8pga please.’

'Hul o! Hul o! Universal Export?’

‘Yes.'

'Dickson speaking. Can you hear me?'

‘Yes.'

‘That cable | sent you about the shipment of masigeriit. You know?'

'Yes. Got it here.' Bond pul ed the file towardsihHe knew what it was about.
Station H wanted some limpet mines to put paidhtee Communist spy junks that
were using Macao to intercept British freighterd ararch them for refugees from
China.

'Must have payment by the tenth.’

That would mean that the junks were leaving, o &isit the guards on the junks
would be doubled after that date, or some othergeney.

Bond said briefly, 'Wilco.'
‘Thanks. 'Bye."

“Bye.” Bond put down the receiver. He picked up ¢gineen receiver and dial ed Q
Branch and talked to the section duty officer. ¢t be al right. There was a BOAC
Britannia leaving in the morning. Q Branch woul@ $eat the crate caught the plane.

Bond sat back. He reached for a cigarette antl kta thought of the badly air-
conditioned little office on the waterfront in Hdtang, saw the sweat marks on the
white shirt of 279,, whom he knew wel and who hast pal ed himself Dickson. Now
279 would probably be talking to his number twts ‘bkay. London says can do.
Let's just go over this ops. schedule again.' Banded wryly. Better they than he.
He'd never liked being up against the Chinese.&here too many of them. Station
H might be stirring up a hornets' nest, but M hadided it was time to show the
opposition that the Service in Hongkong hadn'tejgidne out of business.



When, three days before, M had first told him rase was down for night duty,
Bond hadn't taken to the idea. He had argued #didn't know enough about the
routine work of the stations, that it was too respble a job to give a man who had
been in the double-O section for six years and hdubforgotten al he had ever
known about station work.

"You'l soon pick it up," M had said unsympathetigdlf you get in trouble there are
the duty section officers or the Chief of Staffree, for the matter of that.' (Bond

had smiled at the thought of waking M up in the dhedof the night because some
man in Cairo or Tokyo was in a flap.)

'‘Anyway, I've decided. | want al senior officersdo their spel of routine." M had
looked frostily across at Bond. 'Matter of fact/00had the Treasury on to me the
other day. Their liaison man thinks the double-Ctise is redundant. Says that kind
of thing is out of date. | couldn't bother to argull's voice was mild. 'Just told him
he was mistaken.' (Bond could visualize the scéHewever, won't do any harm for
you to have some extra duties now you're back mdba. Keep you from getting
stale.'

And Bond wasn't minding it. He was half way througs first week and so far it had
just been a question of common sense or passitigequoblems on down to the
sections. He rather liked the peaceful room andvkmg everybody's secrets and
being occasional y fed coffee and sandwiches byobtige pretty girls from the
canteen.

On the first night the girl had brought him teanBdad looked at her severely. 'l
don't drink tea. | hate it. It's mud. Moreover dise of the main reasons for the
downfal of the British Empire. Be a good girl andka me some coffee.' The girl had
giggled and scurried off to spread Bond's dicturtheacanteen. From then on he had
got his coffee. The expression ‘a cup of mud' veapisig through the building.

A second reason why Bond enjoyed the long vacuumgbit duty was that it gave
him- time to get on with a project he had beenrtigwith for more than a year - a
handbook of al secret methods of unarmed combagstto be cal ed Stay Alive! It
would contain the best of al that had been writterthe subject by the Secret
Services of the world. Bond had told no one ofghgect, but he hoped that, if he
could finish it, M would al ow it to be added taeetBhort list of Service manuals
which contained the tricks and techniques of Sdaotet igence.

Bond had borrowed the original textbooks, or whezeessary, translations, from
Records. Most of the books had been captured friemg agents or organizations.
Some .had been presented to M by sister ServiaksasuOSS, CIA and the
Deuxieme. Now Bond drew towards him a particulazeyra translation of the
manual, entitled simply Defence, issued to opeeatnf SMERSH, the Soviet
organization of vengeance and death.

That night he was half way through Chapter Two, sehtitle, freely translated, was
'‘Come-along and Restraint Holds'. Now he went lladke book and read for half an
hour through the sections dealing with the conwerai 'Wrist Come-along’, 'Arm
Lock Come-along’, 'Forearm Lock’, 'Head Hold' dvsk' of Neck Pressure Points'.



After half an hour, Bond thrust the typescript aviteom him. He got up and went
across to the window and stood looking out. Theais &/

'nauseating toughness in the blunt prose the Russsed. It had brought on another
of the attacks of revulsion to which Bond had suaload ten days before at Miami
airport. What was wrong with him?

Couldn't he take it any more? Was he going softyas he only stale? Bond stood for
a while watching the moon riding, careering, thiotige clouds. Then he shrugged
his shoulders and went back to his desk. He decliche was as fed up with the
variations of violent physical behaviour as a psygtalyst must become with the
mental aberrations of his patients.

Bond read again the passage that had revolted Aidrunken woman can also usual
y be handled by using the thumb and forefingeréd ghe lower lip. By pinching
hard and twisting, as the pul is made, the womarcaevne along.'

Bond grunted. The obscene delicacy of that'thuntbfarefinger'! Bond lit a cigarette
and stared into the filament of the desk light,teling his mind to other things,
wishing that a signal would come in or the teleghdng. Another five hours to go
before the nine o'clock report to the Chief of Stafto M, if M happened to come in
early. There was something nagging at his mind,etbimg he had wanted to check
on when he had the time. What was it? What hadéried off the reminder? Yes, that
was it, ‘forefinger' -Goldfinger. He would see g¢drds had anything on the man.

Bond picked up the green telephone and dial edfdeco
'Doesn't ring a bel , sir. I'l check and cal yoclba
Bond put down the receiver.

It had been a wonderful trip up in the train. Tyl eaten the sandwiches and drunk
the champagne and then, to the rhythm of the gi@stls pounding out the miles,
they had made long, slow love in the narrow bdtthad been as if the girl was
starved of physical love. She had woken him twicgann the night with soft
demanding caresses, saying nothing, just reacbimigi$ hard, lean body. The next
day she had twice pul ed down the rol er blindshiat out the hard light and had
taken him by the hand and said, 'Love me, JameéisShe was a child asking for a
sweet.

Even now Bond could hear the quick silver poemheflevel-crossing bel s, the wail
of the big windhorn out front and the quiet outsitlamour at the stations when they
lay and waited for the sensual gal op of the whieelegin again.

Jil Masterton had said that Goldfinger had beeaxesd, indifferent over his defeat.

He had told the girl to tel Bond that he would berin England in a week's time and
would like to have that game of golf at SandwicbtiNing else - no threats, no curses.
He had said he would expect the girl back by the train. Jil had told Bond she



would go. Bond had argued with her. But she wadngittened of Goldfinger. What
could he do to her? And it was a good job.

Bond had decided to give her the ten thousandrddVla Du Pont had shuffled into
his hand with a stammer of thanks and congratulatio

Bond made her take the money. 'l don't want itfidbad said. 'Wouldn't know what
to do with it. Anyway, keep it as mad money in cgge want to get away in a hurry.
It ought to be a mil ion. | shal never forget lagght and today.'

Bond had taken her to the station and had kissedriee hard on the lips and had
gone away. It hadn't been love, but a quotationdwexe into Bond's mind as his cab
moved out of Pennsylvania station: 'Some loveres Bome love is rust. But the
finest, cleanest love is lust." Neither had hadetsy Had they committed a sin? If so,
which one? A sin against chastity? Bond smiledinesklf. There was a quotation for
that too, and from a saint - Saint Augustine: '@ind.,. give me Chastity. But don't
give it yet!

The green telephone rang. Three Goldfingersbairfwo of them are dead. The
third's a Russian post office in Geneva. Got adnessing business. Slips the
messages into the right-hand coat pocket whenushbs the customers down. He
lost a leg at Stalingrad. Any good, sir?

There's plenty more on him.’

‘No thanks. That couldn't be my man.’

'We could put a trace through CID Records in themimg. Got a picture, sir?"

Bond remembered the Leica film. He hadn't evendretthto have it developed. It
would be quicker to mock up the man's face on deaticast.

He said, 'Is the Identicast room free?'
'Yes, sir. And | can operate it for you if you like
"Thanks. I'l come down.'

Bond told the switchboard to let heads of sectlor®v where he would be and went
out and took the lift down to Records on the filsor.

The big building was extraordinarily quiet at nigBe neath the silence there was a
soft whisper of machinery and hidden life - the fimaf clack of a typewriter as Bond
passed a door, a quickly suppressed stammer af séatic as he passed another, the
soft background whine of the ventilation systengdte you the impression of being
in a battleship in harbour.

The Records duty officer was already at the costoblthe Identicast in the projection
room. He said to Bond, 'Could you give me the nhaies of the face, sir? That'l help
me leave out the slides that are obviously no good.



Bond did so and sat back and watched the lighteskeac

The Identicast is a machine for building up an agpnate picture of a suspect - or of
someone who has perhaps only been glimpsed ieet sir a train or in a passing car.
It works on the magic lantern principle. The operdiiashes on the screen various
head-shapes and sizes. When one is recognizexyst @h the screen. Then various
haircuts are shown, and then al the other featotesv and are chosen one by one -
different shapes of eyes, noses, chins, mouthgrews, cheeks, ears. In the end
there is the whole picture of a face, as nearast¢hnner can remember it, and it is
photographed and put on record.

It took some time to put together Goldfinger's agtdinary face, but the final result
was an approximate likeness in monochrome. Boridtéid one or two notes about
the sunburn, the colour of the hair and the exprass the eyes, and the job was
done.

'Wouldn't like to meet that on a dark night," conmteel the man from Records. 'I'l put
it through to CID when they come on duty. You sldoget the answer by lunch time.'

Bond went back to the seventh floor. On the ot ef the world it was around
midnight. Eastern stations were closing down. Theae a flurry of signals that had
to be dealt with, the night's log to be written apg then it was eight o'clock. Bond
telephoned the canteen for his breakfast.

He had just finished it when there came the hamshgf the red telephone. M! Why
the hel had he got in half an hour early?

‘Yes, sir.'
'‘Come up to my office, 007. | want to have a woetbbe you go off duty.’

'Sir.' Bond put the telephone back. He slippedisrcbat and ran a hand through his
hair, told the switchboard where he would be, ttwknight log and went up in the
lift to the eighth and top floor. Neither the desile Miss Moneypenny nor the Chief
of Staff was on duty. Bond knocked on M's door euedht in.

'Sit down, 007." M was going through the pipe-liggtroutine. He looked pink and
wel scrubbed. The lined sailor's face above thevghite col ar and loosely tied
spotted bow tie was damnably brisk and cheerfuhdB@as conscious of the black
stubble on his own chin and of the al -night lodkis skin and clothes. He sharpened
his mind.

'Quiet night?' M had got his pipe going. His hdréalthy eyes regarded Bond
attentively.

'Pretty quiet, sir. Station H-'

M raised his left hand an inch or two. 'Never mifidead al about it in the log. Here,
I'l take it.'



Bond handed over the Top Secret folder. M put drie side. He smiled one of his
rare, rather sardonic, bitten-off smiles. 'Thingamge, 007.

I'm taking you off night duty for the present.’

Bond's answering smile was taut. He felt the quiakg of the pulse he had so often
experienced in this room. M had got something for.iHe said, 'l was just getting
into it, sir.'

'‘Quite. Have plenty of opportunity later on. Sonmegts come up. Odd business. Not
real y your line of country, except for one part&angle which' - M jerked his pipe
sideways in a throwaway gesture - 'may not be gleat al .'

Bond sat back. He said nothing, waiting.

'Had dinner with the Governor of the Bank last highne's always hearing something
new. At 'least, al this was new to me. Gold - thamy side of the stuff. Smuggling,
counterfeiting, al that. Hadn't occurred to me thatBank of England knew so much
about crooks. Suppose it's part of the Bank'sggtrédtect our currency.' M jerked his
eyebrows up. 'Know anything about gold?"

'No, sir.’

'Wel , you wil by this afternoon. You've got an appgment with a man cal ed
Colonel Smithers at the Bank at four o'clock. Tdiae you enough time to get some
sleep?'

'Yes, sir.'

'‘Good. Seems that this man Smithers is head @ddn&'s research department. From
what the Governor told me, that's nothing moreess lthan a spy system. First time |
knew they had one. Just shows what watertight coinueaits we al work in. Anyway,
Smithers and his chaps keep an eye out for anyftshg in the banking world -
particularly any monkeying about with our curreraeyd bul ion reserves and what
not. There was that business the other day oft#iaris who were counterfeiting
sovereigns. Making them out of real gold. Rightatsuiand al that. But apparently a
sovereign or a French napoleon is worth much muae its melted-down value in
gold. Don't ask me why. Smithers can tel you thgou're interested. Anyway, the
Bank went after these people with a whole battétgwyers-it wasn't technical y a
criminal offence - and, after losing in the Italieourts, they final y nailed them in
Switzerland. You probably read about it. Then theas that business of dol ar
balances in Beirut. Made quite a stir in the pap@auldn't understand it myself.
Some crack in the fence we put round our currehbg. wide City boys had found it.
Wel , it's Smithers's job to smel out that kindatket. The reason the Governor told
me al this is because for years, almost since Hreapparently, Smithers has had a
bee in his bonnet about some big gold leak outngfid#&d. Mostly deduction, plus
some kind of instinct. Smithers admits he's got meanittle to go on, but he's
impressed the Governor enough for him to get pesionsfrom the PM to cal us in.'



M broke off. He looked quizzical y at Bond. 'Eveondered who are the richest men
in England?'

*No, sir.’

"Wel , have a guess. Or rather, put it like thidadare the richest Englishmen?”
Bond searched his mind. There were a lot of men sdumded rich or who were
made to sound rich by the newspapers. But whoyrball it, liquid, in the bank? He
had to say something. He said hesitatingly, 'Véai, there's Sas-soon. Then that

shipping man who keeps to himself - er -

El erman. They say Lord Cowdray is very rich. There the bankers - Rothschilds,
Barings, Hambros. There was Wil iamson, the dianoad.

Oppenheimer in South Africa. Some of the dukes stiiyrave a lot of money.'
Bond's voice trailed away.

‘Not bad. Not bad at al . But you've missed outjoker in the pack. Man I'd never
thought of until the Governor brought up his naite's the richest of the lot. Man cal
ed Goldfinger. Auric Goldfinger."'

Bond couldn't help himself. He laughed sharply.

'What's the matter?' M's voice was testy. Whahtias there to laugh about?'

'I'm sorry, sir." Bond got hold of himself. Thetin is, only last night | was building
his face up on the Identicast.' He glanced at il In a strangled voice he said,

'‘Be on its way to CID Records. Asked for a Tracéhon.'

M was getting angry. 'What the hel 's al this aBdstiop behaving like a bloody
schoolboy.’

Bond said soberly, 'Wel , sir, it's like this..ofl told the story, leaving nothing out.

M's face cleared. He listened with al his attentleaning forward across the desk.
When Bond had finished, M sat back in his chair sHiel

"Wel , wel ... wel ' on a diminishing scale. He pig hands behind his head and gazed
for minutes at the ceiling.

Bond could feel the laughter coming on again. Hovuld the CID word the
resounding snub he would get in the course of #y® tHe was brought sharply back
to earth by M's next words. 'By the way, what haygakto that ten thousand dol ars?

‘Gave it to the girl, sir.’

'‘Real y! Why not to the White Cross?'



The White Cross Fund was for the families of SeBmtvice men and women who
were kil ed on duty.

'Sorry, sir.' Bond was not prepared to argue that o

'Humpf." M had never approved of Bond's womanizlhgias anathema to his
Victorian soul. He decided to let it pass. He saMkl , that's al for now, 007. You'l

be hearing al about it this afternoon. Funny aléitifinger. Odd chap. Seen him
once or twice at Blades. He plays bridge there wiegsin England. He's the chap the
Bank of England's after." M paused. He looked mitiross the table at Bond. '‘As
from this moment, so are you.'

Bond 7 - Goldfinger

CHAPTER SIX

TALK OF GOLD

BOND WALKED up the steps and through the fine bpprtals and into the
spacious, softly echoing entrance hal of the Bdrikngland and looked around him.
Under his feet glittered the bril iant golden patteof the Boris Anrep mosaics;
beyond, through twenty-feet-high arched windowsggrgrass and geraniums blazed
in the central courtyard. To right and left wera@pus vistas of polished Hopton
Wood stone. Over al hung the neutral smel of amd@mned air and the heavy, grave
atmosphere of immense riches.

One of the athletic-looking, pink frock-coated comesionaires came up to him. 'Yes,
sir?'

'Colonel Smithers?"

‘Commander Bond, sir? This way please.’' The conmomase moved off to the right
between the pil ars. The bronze doors of a dislgraatden lift stood open. The lift
rose a few feet to the first floor. Now there wderag panel ed corridor ending in a

tal Adam window. The floor was close-carpeted ilgbéVNilton. The commissionaire
knocked at the last of several finely carved oatrdahat were just so much tal er and
more elegant than ordinary doors. A grey-haired somvas sitting at a desk. She
looked as if she had once taken a double first.Wéles of the room were lined with
grey metal filing cabinets. The woman had beenimngion a quarto pad of yel ow
memorandum paper. She smiled with a hint of coaspirpicked up a telephone and
dial ed a number. 'Commander Bond is here." Shéhpuelephone back and stood



up. 'Wil you come this way?' She crossed the ramandoor covered with green baize
and held it open for Bond to go through.

Colonel Smithers had risen from his desk. He seadajy, 'Nice of you to have come.
Won't you sit down?' Bond took the chair. 'Smoke?'

Colonel Smithers pushed forward a silver box ofi@e8ervice and himself sat down
and began to fil a pipe. Bond took a cigarette land

Colonel Smithers looked exactly like someone whallde cal ed Colonel
Smithers. He had obviously been a colonel, probablthe staff, and he had the
smooth, polished, basical y serious mien thatdittess name. But for his hornrimmed
glasses, he might have been an efficient, not wedy-fed courtier in a royal
household.

Bond felt boredom gathering in the corners of tham. He said encouragingly, ‘It
seems that you are to tel me al about gold."

'So | understand. | had a note from the Governgather | need keep nothing from
you. Of course you understand' -Colonel Smitherked over Bond's right shoulder -
'that most of what | shal have to say wil be coafithl.' The eyes swept quickly
across Bond's face.

Bond's face was stony.

Colonel Smithers felt the silence that Bond hadnded he should feel. He looked up,
saw that he had put his foot in it, and tried tckenamends. 'Obviously | needn't have
mentioned the point. A man with your training..."

Bond said, 'We al think our own secrets are thg onks that matter. You're probably
right to remind me. Other people's secrets arermpyge as important as one's own.
But you needn't worry. | shal discuss things withchief but with no one else.’

'Quite, quite. Nice of you to take it that way.the Bank one gets into the habit of
being over-discreet. Now then,' Colonel Smithertsrsed for cover into his subject.
'This business of gold. | take it it's not a majten've thought about a great deal?’

'I know it when | see it.'

'‘Aha, yes - wel now, the great thing to remembeualgold is that it's the most
valuable and most easily marketable commodity enwtbrld.

You can go to any town in the world, almost to &ityage, and hand over a piece of
gold and get goods or services in exchange. Rigltf®nel Smithers's voice had
taken on a new briskness. His eyes were alightadehis lecture pat. Bond sat back.
He was prepared to listen to anyone who was maktes subject, any subject. 'And
the next thing to remember,' Colonel Smithers lugldhis pipe in warning, 'is that
gold is virtual y untrace-able. Sovereigns haveeal numbers. If gold bars have
Mint marks stamped on them the marks can be shaff@d the bar can be melted
down and made into a new bar. That makes it almgsbssible to check on the



whereabouts of gold, or its origins, or its movetseonund the world. In England, for
instance, we at the Bank can only count the golmbinown vaults,'in the vaults of
other banks and at the Mint, and make a rough catebe amounts held by the jewel
ery trade and the pawnbroking fraternity.'

'Why are you so anxious to know how much gold there England?’

'‘Because gold and currencies backed by gold artimelation of our international
credit. We can only tel what the true strengthhef pound is, and other countries can
only tel it, by knowing the amount of valuta we bawehind our currency. And my
main job, Mr Bond' - Colonel Smithers's bland elyad become unexpectedly sharp -
'is to watch for any leakage of gold out of Englarmait of anywhere in the sterling
area. And when | spot a leakage, an escape oftgatards some country where it can
be exchanged more profitably than at our officiaibhg price, it is my job to put the
CID Gold Squad on to the fugitive gold and try &t g back into our vaults, plug the
leak and arrest the people responsible. And thébteas, Mr Bond' -Colonel Smithers
gave a forlorn shrug of the shoulders -'that gtilichets the biggest, the most
ingenious criminals. They are very hard, very hadked, to catch.’

'Isn't al this only a temporary phase? Why shohisl shortage of gold go on? They
seem to be digging it out of Africa fast enougim'tithere enough to go round? Isn't it
just like any other black market that disappearsmie supplies are stepped up, like
the penicil in traffic after the war?"

'I'm afraid not, Mr Bond. It isn't quite as eastlast. The population of the world is
increasing at the rate of five thousand four hudareery hour of the day. A smal
percentage of those people become gold hoardeplegpeho are frightened of
currencies, who like to bury some sovereigns ingdmelen or under the bed. Another
percentage needs gold fil ings for their teeth.e®meed gold-rimmed spectacles,
jewel ery, engagement rings. Al these new peopléeaitaking tons of gold off the
market every year. New industries need gold wiodd glating, amalgams of gold.
Gold has extraordinary properties which are bewungtgp new uses every day. It is bril
iant, mal eable, ductile, almost unalterable andendense than any of the common
metals except platinum. There's no end to its Wit has two defects. It isn't hard
enough. It wears out quickly, leaves itself onlthiengs of our pockets and in the
sweat of our skins. Every year, the world's stacikvisibly reduced by friction. | said
that gold has two defects.’

Colonel Smithers looked sad. 'The other and byhfamajor defect is that it is the
talisman of fear. Fear, Mr Bond, takes gold outiofulation and hoards it against the
evil day. In a period of history when every tomaevrmay be the evil day, it is fair
enough to say that a fat proportion of the gold ihaug out of one corner of the
earth is at once buried again in another corner.’

Bond smiled at Colonel Smithers's eloquence. Thars hved gold, thought gold,
dreamed gold. Wel , it was an interesting subjdetmight just as wel wal ow in the
stuff. In the days when Bond had been after thendrad smugglers he had had first to
educate himself in the fascination, the myth ofgtames. He said, 'What else ought |
to know before we get down to your immediate protite



'"You're not bored? Wel , you were suggesting tbét groduction was so vast
nowadays that it ought to take care of al thesmuarconsumers. Unfortunately that
is not so. In fact the gold content of the world&ng worked out. You may think
that large areas of the world have stil to be enquldor gold. You would be mistaken.
Broadly speaking, there only remains the land utitesea and the sea itself, which
has a notable gold content. People have been Bicrgtihe surface of the world for
gold for thousands of years. There were the grelattgeasures of Egypt and
Mycenae, Montezuma and the Incas. Croesus and Midasied the Middle Eastern
territories of gold. Europe was worked for it - tred eys of the Rhine and the Po,
Malaga and the plains of Granada. Cyprus was ethied the Balkans. India got
the fever. Ants coming up from under the earthytag grains of gold led the Indians
to their al uvial fields. The Romans worked Walad ®evon and Cornwal . In the
Middle Ages there were the finds in Mexico and P&hese were fol owed by the
opening up of the Gold Coast, then cal ed Negrd;land after that came the
Americas. The famous gold rushes of the Yukon dddr&do, and the rich strikes at
Eureka sounded off the first modern Gold Age. Mdaiteyin Australia, Bendigo and
Bal arat had come into production, and the Rusdggosits at Lena and in the Urals
were making Russia the largest gold producer itbid in the middle of die
nineteenth century. Then came the second modermh &y - the discoveries on the
Wit-watersrand. These were helped by the new metihoglanid-ing instead of
separation of the gold from the rock by mercurydd@pwe are in the third Gold Age
with the opening up of the Orange Free State depbsiolonel Smithers threw up his
hands. 'Now, gold is pouring out of the earth. Wthg, whole production of the
Klondike and the Home-stake and Eldorado, whichevegrce the wonder of the
world, would only add up to two or three yearsafdy's production from Africal
Just to show you, from 1500 to 1900, when approterfigures were kept, the whole
world produced about eighteen thousand tons of. golmm 1900 to today we have
dug up forty-one thousand tons! At this rate, MnBo Colonel Smithers leaned
forward earnestly, ' - and please don't quote & 1 wouldn't be surprised if in fifty
years' time we have not total y exhausted the gotdent of the earth!”

Bond, smothered by this cataract of gold histaoynid no difficulty in looking as
grave as Colonel Smithers. He said, 'You certaimke a fascinating story of it.
Perhaps the position isn't as bad as you thinkyTéalready mining oil under the
sea. Perhaps they'l find a way of mining gold. Nabgut this smuggling.’

The telephone rang. Colonel Smithers impatientitamed up the receiver. 'Smithers
speaking.' He listened, irritation growing on hasd. 'I'm sure | sent you a note about
the summer fixtures, Miss Philby. The next matcbrisSaturday against the Discount
Houses.' He listened again. "Wel , if Mrs Flake vptay goals, I'm afraid she'l have
to stand down. It's the only position on the fiele've got for her. Everybody can't
play centre forward. Yes, please do. Say I'l batlyebliged if just this once. I'm
sure she'l be very good - right figure and al tlaank you, Miss Philby.'

Colonel Smithers took out a handkerchief and mogpedorehead. 'Sorry about that.
Sports and welfare are becoming almost too muehfefish at the Bank. I've just had
the women's hockey team thrown into my lap. Ashiatin't got enough to do with the
annual gymkhana coming on.



How ever' - Colonel Smithers waved these minotations aside - 'as you say, time
to get on to the smuggling. Wel , to begin withd aaking only England and the
sterling area, it's a very big business indeed eviiploy three thousand staff at the
Bank, Mr Bond, and of those no less than one thadigeork in the exchange control
department. Of those at least five hundred, incdgahny little outfit, are engaged in
control ing the il icit movements of valuta, théeatpts to smuggle or to evade the
Exchange Control Regulations.’

‘That's a lot." Bond measured it against the S&matice which had a total force of
two thousand. 'Can you give me an example of snimgfg!

In gold. | can't understand these dol ar swindles.’

‘Al right." Colonel Smithers now talked in the sdited voice of an overworked man
in the service of his Government. It was the vaitthe specialist in a particular line
of law enforcement. It said that he knew most thiognnected with that line and that
he could make a good guess at al the rest. Bona #reevoice wel , the voice of the
first-class Civil Servant. Despite his prosinessn& was beginning to take to Colonel
Smithers.

‘Al right. Supposing you have a bar of gold in yporcket about the size of a couple
of packets of Players. Weight about five and a tgngorounds.

Never mind for the moment where you got it frontoles it or inherited it or
something. That'l be twenty-four carat -what weacgiousand fine. Now, the law
says you have to sel that to the Bank of Englanideatontrol ed price of twelve
pounds ten per ounce. That would make it worth@adbhe thousand pounds. But
you're greedy. You've got a friend going to Indigperhaps you're on good terms
with an airline pilot or a steward on the Far Hast Al you have to do is cut your bar
into thin sheets or plates-you'd soon find someordo this for you - and sew the
plates -they'd be smal er than playing cards -antotton belt, and pay your friend a
commission to wear it. You could easily afford antited pounds for the job. Your
friend flies off to Bombay and goes to the first lmn dealer in the bazaar. He wil be
given one thousand seven hundred pounds for yeespibund bar and you're a richer
man than you might have been. Mark you,' Coloneikisrs waved his pipe
airily,'that's only seventy per cent profit. Juseathe war you could have got three
hundred per cent. If you'd done only half a dozitle loperations like that every year
you'd be able to retire by now.'

'Why the high price in India?' Bond didn't real gnt to know. He thought M might
ask him.

'It's a long story. Briefly, India is shorter ofldpparticularly for her jewel ery trade,
than any other country.'

'What's the size of this traffic?’
'Huge. To give an idea, the Indian Intel igenceeBwrand their Customs captured

forty-three thousand ounces in 1955.1 doubt ifshate per cent of the traffic. Gold's
been coming into India from al points of the congpasatest dodge is to fly it in from



Macao and drop it by parachute to a reception cdteelt a ton at a time - like we
used to drop supplies to the Resistance duringvére

'l see. Is there anywhere else | can get a goadipne for my gold bar?"

"You could get a smal premium in most countriesit&xand, for instance-but it
wouldn't be worth your while. India’s stil the péelc

‘Al right," said Bond. 1 think I've got the pictutdow what's your particular
problem?' He sat back and lit a cigarette. He waatty looking forward to hearing
about Mr Auric Goldfinger.

Colonel Smithers's eyes took on their hard, foxokldHe said, 'There's a man who
came over to England in 1937. He was a refugee Ragya.

Name of Auric Goldfinger. He was only twenty whemdrrived, but he must have
been a bright lad because he smel ed that thedhsssiould be swal owing his
country pretty soon. He was a jewel er and goldsimttrade, like his father and
grandfather who had refined gold for Faberge. Hedhttle money and probably one
of those belts of gold | was tel ing you about.I&tbfrom his father, | daresay. Wel ,
soon after he'd been naturalized - he was a hasmates of chap and in a useful trade
and he had no difficulty in getting his papers shated buying up smal pawn-
brokers al over the country. He put in his own ngad them wel and changed the
name of the shops to “Goldfinger”. Then he turrteelghops over to sel ing cheap
jewel ery and buying old gold - you know the sdrplace: “Best Prices for Old Gold.
Nothing too Large, Nothing too Smal ”, and he haldwn particular slogan: “Buy
Her Engagement Ring With Grannie's Locket.” Golgéndid very wel . Always
chose good sites, just on the dividing line betwienwel -to-do streets and the
lower-middle. Never touched stolen goods and ggiad name everywhere with the
police. He lived in London and toured his sshopseoa month and col ected al the
old gold. He wasn't interested in the jewel ereside let his managers run that as
they liked.' Colonel Smithers looked quizzical yBaind. "You may think these
lockets and gold crosses and things are pretty be®al So they are, but they mount
up if you've got twenty little shops, each one bgyperhaps half a dozen bits and
pieces every week. Wel , the war came and Golcefinke al other jewel ers, had to
declare his stock of gold. | looked up his figumeour old records. It was fifty ounces
for the whole chain! - just enough of a workingcst®o keep his shops supplied with
ring setting and so forth, what they cal jewel &nglings in the trade. Of course, he
was al owed to keep it. He tucked himself away maehine-tool firm in Wales
during the war - wel out of the firing line - bugt as many of his shops operating as
he could. Must have done wel out of the Gls whaoegainy travel with a Gold Eagle
or a Mexican fifty-dol ar piece as a last reseiMaen, when peace broke out,
Goldfinger got moving. He bought himself a hougetgntious sort of place, at
Reculver, at the mouth of the Thames. He also tedes a wel found Brixham
trawler and an old Silver Ghost Rol s Royce - arradicar, built for some South
American president who was kil ed before he coake tdelivery. He set up a little
factory cal ed “Thanet Al oy Research” in the grasiof his house and staffed it with
a German metal urgist, a prisoner of war who digait to go back to Germany, and
half a dozen Korean stevedores he picked up inrhoa. They didn't know a word
of any civilized language so they weren't any ségusk. Then, for ten years, al we



know is that he made one trip a year to India sitlawler and a few trips in his car
every year to Switzerland. Set up a subsidiaryi®bhoy company near Geneva. He
kept his shops going. Gave up col ecting the old gonself - used one of his
Koreans whom he had taught to drive a car. Al righthaps Mr Goldfinger is not a
very honest man, but he behaves himself and keepsliwith the police, and with
much more blatant fiddling going on al over the oy nobody paid him any
attention.’

Colonel Smithers broke off. He looked apologeticat Bond. 'I'm not boring you? |
do want you to get the picture of the sort of ntas is -

quiet, careful, law-abiding and with the sort afvdrand single-mindedness we al
admire. We didn't even hear of him until he suffieaeslight misfortune. In the
summer of 1954, his trawler, homeward bound frochdnwent ashore on the
Goodwins and he sold the wreck for a song to theeD8alvage Company. When
this company started breaking the ship up and gfdraas the hold they found the
timbers ingregnated with a sort of brown powderchithey couldn't put a name to.
They sent a specimen to a local chemist. They wemgrised when he said the stuff
was gold. | won't bother you with the formula, ot see gold can be made to
dissolve in a mixture of hydrochloric and nitridds; and reducing agents -

sulphur dioxide or oxalic acid - precipitate thetat@s a brown powder. This powder
can be reconstituted into gold ingots by meltingratund a thousand degrees
Centigrade. Have to watch the chlorine gas, bugretise it's a simple process.

‘'The usual nosey parker in the salvage firm gossip@ne of the Dover Customs
men and in due course a report filtered up thratglpolice and the CID to me,
together with a copy of the cargo clearance pafoersach of Goldfinger's trips to
India. These gave al the cargoes as mineral dsstfloa crop fertilizers - al perfectly
credible because these modern fertilizers do asedrof various minerals in their
make-up. The whole picture was clear as crystaldidger had been refining down
his old gold, precipitating it into this brown poardand shipping it to India as
fertilizer. But could we pin it on him? We couldtnblad a quiet look at his bank
balance and tax returns. Twenty thousand pounBaratays in Ramsgate. Income
tax and super tax paid promptly each year. Figsinesved the natural progress of a
wel -run jewel ery business. We dressed a coupleeotGold Squad up and sent them
down to knock on the door of Mr Goldfinger's fagtat Reculver. “Sorry, sir, routine
inspection for the Smal Engineering Section ofNheistry of Labour. We have to
make sure the Factory Acts are being observedafetysand health.”

“Come in. Come in.” Mr Goldfinger positively welced them. Mark you, he may
have been tipped off by his bank manager or somdmriehat factory was entirely
devoted to designing a cheap al oy for jewel andirigs - trying out unusual metals
like aluminium and tin instead of the usual copged nickel and pal adium that are
used in gold al oys. There were traces of gold glodiwcourse, and furnaces to heat
up to two thousand degrees and so forth, but aftéoldfinger was a jewel er and a
smelter in a smal way, and al this was perfectiyvabboard. The Gold Squad retired
discomfited, our legal department decided the brdust in the trawler's timbers was
not enough to prosecute on without supporting exddeand that was more or less



that, except' - Colonel Smithers slowly waggeddieen of his pipe -'that | kept the
file open and started sniffing around the bankghefworld.'

Colonel Smithers paused. The rumble of the Cityec#imough the half-open window
high up in the wal behind his chair. Bond glancedeptitiously at his watch. Five
o'clock. Colonel Smithers got up from his chair. placed both hands palm
downwards on the desk and leant forward. 'It toekfive years, Mr Bond, to find out
that Mr Goldfinger, in ready money, is the riche&n in England. In Zurich, in
Nassau, in Panama, in New York, he has twentyanijppounds' worth of gold bars on
safe deposit. And those bars, Mr Bond, are not Mans. They don't carry any

official marks of origin whatsoever. They're bdrattMr Goldfinger has melted
himself. | flew to Nassau and had a look at the fivl ion pounds'

worth or so he holds there in the vaults of the@®®ank of Canada. Oddly enough,
like al artists, he couldn't refrain from signinig handiwork. It needs a microscope to
see it, but somewhere, on each Goldfinger bar ratmiletter Z has been scratched in
the metal. And that gold, or most of it, belong&tayland. The Bank can do nothing
about it, so we are asking you to bring Mr Goldgénto book, Mr Bond, and get that
gold back. You know about the currency crisis dredtigh bank rate? Of course. Wel
, England needs that gold, badly - and the quitkebetter.’

Bond 7 - Goldfinger

CHAPTER SEVEN

THOUGHTS INA DB I

BOND FOLLOWED Colonel Smithers to the lift. Whilkeay waited for it, Bond
glanced out of the tal window at the end of thespge. He was looking down into the
deep wel of the back courtyard of the Bank. A tcinocolate-brown lorry with no
owner's name had come into the courtyard througltriple steel gates. Square
cardboard boxes were being unloaded from it anapubd a short conveyor belt that
disappeared into the bowels of the Bank.

Colonel Smithers came over. 'Fivers,' he commentadt come up from our printing
works at Loughton.'

The lift came and they got in. Bond said, 'I'm wety impressed by the new ones.
They look like any other country's money. The al@®were the most beautiful
money in the world.'



They walked across the entrance hal , now dimlgrid deserted. Colonel Smithers
said, 'As a matter of fact | agree with you. Trauas that those Reichsbank
forgeries during the war were a darn sight too gd@hden the Russians captured
Berlin, among the loot they got hold of the plat& asked the Narodni Bank for
them, but they refused to give them up. We and'teasury decided it was just too
dangerous. At any moment, if Moscow had been iedljthey could have started a
major raid on our currency. We had to withdrawaleefivers. The new ones aren't
much to look at, but at least they'd be hel todorg

The night guard let them out on to the steps. Threzedle Street was almost
deserted. The long City night was beginning. Boand goodbye to Colonel Smithers
and walked along to the Tube. He had never thougityt much about the Bank of
England, but now that he had been inside the plaaecided that the Old Lady of
Threadneedle Street might be old but she stil bateseeth left in her head.

Bond had been told to report back to M at six. lest. M's face was no longer pink
and shining. The long day had knocked it aboug¢ssed it, shrunken it. When Bond

went in and took the chair across the desk, heedtihe conscious effort M made to
clear his mind, cope with the new problem the dag to fling at him. M straightened
himself in his chair and reached for his pipe. "Wel

Bond knew the false bel igerence of that particbkk. He told the gist of the story
in less than five minutes.

When he had finished, M said thoughtful y, 'Suppes&e got to take it on. Don't
understand a thing about the pound and bank ratalahat but everyone seems to be
taking it damned seriously. Personal y | shouldehzmought the strength of the pound
depended on how hard we al worked rather than hoehrgold we'd got. Germans
didn't have much gold after the war. Look whereg/theegot in ten years. However,
that's probably too easy an answer for the paitisi- or more likely too difficult. Got
any ideas how to tackle this chap Goldfinger? Amaywf getting closer to him,
offering to do some dirty work for him or somethiliige that?"

Bond said thoughtful y, 'l wouldn't get anywhereldng up to him, asking him for a
job or something of that sort, sir. | should salghlee sort of man who only respects
people who are tougher or smarter than he isgiwen him one beating and the only
message | got from him was that he'd like me tg gtaf with him. Perhaps I'd better
do just that.'

'Fine way for one of my top men to spend his tifike sarcasm in Ad's voice was
weary, resigned. 'Al right. Go ahead. But if whatiysay is right, you'd better see that
you beat him. What's your cover story?'

Bond shrugged. 'l hadn't thought, sir. Perhapbdtter be thinking of leaving
Universal Export. No future in it. Having a holidesile | look round.

Thinking of emigrating to Canada. Fed up here. Sbing like that. But perhaps I'd
better play it the way the cards fal . | wouldhibk he's an easy man to fool.’



‘Al right. Report progress. And don't think I'm nioterested in this case.' M's voice
had changed. So had his expression. His eyes ltadneeurgent, commanding. 'Now
I'l give you one piece of information the Bank didgive you. It just happens that |
also know what Mr Goldfinger's gold bars look Lilkes a matter of fact | was
handling one today - scratched Z and al . It hadeem with that haul we made last
week when the Redland Resident Director's offi@utht fire” in Tangier. You'l

have seen the signals. Wel , that's the twentiethese particular gold bars that have
come our way since die war.'

Bond interrupted, 'But that Tangier bar was ouhef SMERSH safe.’

'Exactly. I've checked. Al the other nineteen lvaith the scratched Z have been
taken from SMERSH operatives.' M paused. He saidlyni

'D'you know, 007, | wouldn't be at al surprisecibldfinger doesn't turn out to be the
foreign banker, the treasurer so to speak, of SMEERS

James Bond flung the DBII through the last milestohight and did a racing change
down into third and then into second for the shdrbefore the inevitable traffic
crawl through Rochester. Leashed in by the vellat of the front discs, the engine
muttered its protest with a mild back-popple frdma twin exhausts. Bond went up
into third again, beat the lights at the bottonthaf hil and slid resignedly up to the
back of the queue that would crawl on for a quastean hour - if he was lucky -
through the sprawl of Rochester and Chatham.

Bond settled back into second and let the car idéereached for the wide gunmetal
case of Morland cigarettes on the neighbouring bus&at, fumbled for one and lit it
from the dashboard.

He had chosen the A2 in preference to the A20 ma®ech because he wanted to
take a quick look at Goldfinger-land - Reculver d@nose melancholy forsaken
reaches of the Thames which Goldfinger had chozehi$ parish. He would then
cross the Isle of Thanet to Ramsgate and leavieagst the Channel Packet, have an
early lunch and be off to Sandwich.

The car was from the pool. Bond had been offeredAston Martin or a Jaguar 3.4.
He had taken the DBII. Either of the cars wouldéauited his cover - a wel -to-do,
rather adventurous young man with a taste for tdoelgthe fast things of life. But the
DB Il had the advantage of an up-to-date triptygueinconspicuous colour -
battleship grey -and certain extras which mightnaght not come in handy. These
included switches to alter the type and colour oh@s front and rear lights if he was
fol owing or being fol owed at night, reinforce@sk bumpers, fore and aft, in case he
needed to ram, a long-barrel ed Colt .45 in a w@kpartment under the driver's seat,
a radio pick-up tuned to receive an apparatusa&ghe Homer, and plenty of
concealed space that would fox most Customs men.

Bond saw a chance and picked up fifty yards, djjdiivio a ten-yard gap left by a
family saloon of slow reactions. The man at the @h&ho wore that infal ible badge
of the bad driver, a hat clamped firmly on the éxamntre of his head, hooted angrily.



Bond reached out of the window and raised an ertigaigy clenched fist. The
hooting stopped.

And now what about this theory of M's? It made seiifie Russians were
notoriously incompetent payers of their men. Tleeimtres were always running out
of funds - their men complaining to Moscow thatytieeuldn't afford a square meal.
Perhaps SMERSH couldn't get the valuta out of ti@dtty of Home Security. Or
perhaps the Ministry of Home Security couldn't et money out of the Ministry of
Finance. But it had always been the same - endles®y troubles that resulted in
missed chances, broken promises and waste of dargeadio time. It would make
sense to have a clever financial brain somewheiedauRussia who could not only
transmit funds to the centres but also, in thiecaske profits large enough to run
the SMERSH centres abroad without any financiakteasce from Moscow. Not only
that. On the side, Goldfinger was appreciably dantathe currency base of an
enemy country. If al this was correct, it was tgpiof SMERSH - a bril iant scheme,
faultlessly operated by an outstanding man. And tieflected Bond as he roared up
the hil into Chatham, putting half a dozen carsifiehim, would partly explain
Goldfinger's greed for more and stil more moneywden to the cause, to SMERSH,
and perhaps the dangled prize of an Order of Levini|/d be the spur to pick up even
ten or twenty thousand dol ars when the odds wgh¢ or could be favourably
adjusted. The funds for Red Revolution, for theigitne by fear that was the
particular speciality of SMERSH, could never be émpugh. Goldfinger was not
making the money for himself. He was making ittfee conquest of the world! The
minor risk of being found out, as he had been bydBevas nothing. Why? What
could the Bank of England get him if every single @f his past operations could be
exposed? Two years? Three?

The traffic was thinning through the outskirts af i@g-ham. Bond started motoring
again, but easily now, not hurrying, fol owing t®ughts as the hands and feet went
through their automatic responses.

So, in'thirty-seven, SMERSH must have sent Goldfirgut With the belt of gold
round his young waist. He had shown his specialug@s, his acquisitive bent,
during his training in the spy school in Leningrédd would have been told there
would be a war, that he must dig himself in andt spaietly accumulating. Goldfinger
must never dirty his hands, never meet an agemermeceive or pass a message.
Some routine would have been arranged. 'Second-B&ndauxhal . First offer of
£1000 secures', 'Immaculate Rover, £2000', 'Benfg§00'. Always an
advertisement that would not attract attentionarrespondence. The prices would be
just too high, the description inadequate. In tlgorAy column of The Times, perhaps.
And, obediently, Goldfinger would leave the twoudkand pounds or the five
thousand pounds gold bar at one of a long, a &y $eries of post-boxes that had
been arranged in Moscow before he left. A partichtalge, a hol ow tree, under a
rock in a stream somewhere, anywhere in England.nwould never, on any
account, visit that postbox again. It was up to dbog to see that the agent got to the
hidden treasure. Later, after the war, when Goffirwas blossoming out, when he
had become a big man, the postboxes would no |drgyeridges and trees. Now he
would be given dates and safety deposit box numhtedtduggage lockers at stations.



But stil there would be the rule that Goldfingershaoever revisit the scene, never
endanger himself. Perhaps he would only get hisuaoons once a year, at a casual
meeting in some park, in a letter slipped intogusket on a train journey. But always
it would be bars of gold, anonymous, untraceabbajitured - except for the tiny Z
that his vanity had scratched on his handiworkthatia dul dog at the Bank of
England cal ed Colonel Smithers had happened uptireicourse of his duties.

Now Bond was running through the endless orchafrtiseoFaversham growers. The
sun had come out from behind, the smog of Londberd was the distant gleam of
the Thames on his left. There was traffic on tkert long, glistening tankers, stubby
merchantmen, antediluvian Dutch Schuyts. BondtheftCanterbury road and
switched on to the incongruously rich highway thats through the cheap bungaloid
world of the holiday lands - Whitstable, Herne BBychington, Margate. He stil

idled along at fifty, holding the racing wheel otight rein, listening to the relaxed
purr of the exhausts, fitting the bits of his thbtgginfo the jigsaw as he had done two
nights before with Goldfinger's face on the Idesuic

And, Bond reflected, while Goldfinger was pumping#éion, two mil ion pounds a
year into the bloody maw of SMERSH, he was pyrangdiis reserves, working on
them, making them work for him whenever the oddsewmght, piling up the surplus
for the day when the trumpets would sound in thenlim and every golden sinew
would be mobilized. And no one outside Moscow hadrbwatching the process, no
one suspected that Goldfinger - the jewel er, tetahurgist, the resident of Reculver
and Nassau, the respected member of Blades, &fdpa St Marks at Sandwich -

was one of the greatest conspirators of al timed, b had financed the murder of
hundreds, perhaps thousands of victims of SMERSiWel the world. SMERSH,
Smiert Spionam, Death to Spies - the murder Apparete High Praesidium! And
only M suspected it, only Bond knew it. And heresvizgond, launched against this
man by a series of flukes, a train of coincidemeg had been started by a plane
breaking down on the other side of the world. Benmdled grimly to himself. How
often in his profession had it been the same tittyeacorn of coincidence that soared
into the mighty oak whose branches darkened theAsky now, once again, he was
setting out to bring the dreadful growth down. Withat? A bag of golf clubs?

A repainted sky-blue Ford Popular with large yel@ays was scurrying along the
crown of the road ahead. Mechanical y Bond gavéntne ring a couple of short,
polite jabs. There was no reaction. The Ford Popués doing its forty. Why should
anyone want to go more than that respectable spdwezi?ord obstinately hunched its
shoulders and kept on its course. Bond gave iagodblast, expecting it to swerve.
He had to touch his brakes when it didn't. Dammtia@! Of course! The usual tense
figure, hands held too high up on the wheel, ardrbvitable hat, this time a
particularly hideous black bowler, square on adargl et head. Oh wel , thought
Bond, they weren't his stomach ulcers. He changeadénd contemptuously
slammed the DB Il past on the inside. Sil y badtard

Another five miles and Bond was through the datetg-world of Herne Bay. The
howl of Mansion sounded away on his right. A fligiithree Super Sabres came in to
land. They skimmed below his right-Hand horizonfalsey were diving into the

earth. With half his mind, Bond heard the roartdt jets catch up with them as they



landed and taxied in to the hangars. He came upawirossroads. To the left the
signpost said RECULVER. Underneath was the anommument sign for Reculver
church. Bond slowed, but didn't stop. No hanginguibHe motored slowly on,
keeping his eyes open. The shoreline was too eddosa trawler to do anything but
beach or anchor. Probably Gold-finger had used BatasQuiet little port. Customs
and police who were probably only on the look-authhrandy coming over from
France. There was a thick clump of trees betweemdhd and the shore, a glimpse of
roofs and of a medium-sized factory chimney withia plume of light smoke or
steam. That would be it. Soon there was the gatelafig drive. A discreetly
authoritative sign said THANET ALLOYS, and undertiedNO ADMITTANCE

EXCEPT ON BUSINESS. Al very respectable. Bond drshsvly on. There was
nothing more to be seen. He took the next righdhtam across the Manston plateau
to Ramsgate.

It was twelve o'clock. Bond inspected his roompalde with bathroom, on the top
floor of the Channel Packet, unpacked his few bgilogs and went down to the snack
bar where he had one vodka and tonic and two roohescel ent ham sandwiches
with plenty of mustard. Then he got back into fas and drove slowly over to the
Royal St Marks at Sandwich.

Bond carried his clubs to the professional's shapthrough to the workroom. Alfred
Blacking was winding a new grip on to a driver.

'Hul o, Alfred.'

The professional looked up sharply. His sunburtesthery face broke into a wide
smile. 'Why, if it isn't Mr James!" They shook hantMust be fifteen, twenty years.
What brings you down here, sir? Someone was tainiegnly the other day that
you're in the diplomatic or something. Always alatod/el , | never! Stil the same flat
swing, sir?' Alfred Blacking joined his hands aravg a low, flat sweep.

‘Afraid so, Alfred. Never had time to get myselt @fiit. How's Mrs Blacking and
Cecil?'

'‘Can't complain, sir. Cecil was runner-up in thexk€hampionship last year. Should
win it this year if he can only get out of the skaml on to the course a bit more.’

Bond propped his clubs up against the wal . It g@=d to be back. Everything was
just the same. There had been a time in his tebega Wwe had played two rounds a
day every day of the week at St Marks. Blacking alachys wanted to take him in
hand. 'A bit of practice, Mr James, and you'd bratsb. No fooling. You real y
would. What do you want to hang around at six fos?al there except for that flat
swing and wanting to hit the bal out of sight wiileere's no point in it. And you've
got the temperament. A couple of years, perhapsamg, and I'd have you in the
Amateur.'

But something had told Bond that there wasn't gtianige a great deal of golf in his
life and if he liked the game he'd better forgadwtdessons and just play as much of
it as he could. Yes, it would be about twenty yesimse he had played his last round



on St Marks. He'd never been back -even when tiemtdeen that bloody affair of
the Moon-raker at Kingsdown, ten miles down thesto@erhaps it had been
sentimentality. Since St Marks, Bond had got imadydeal of weekend golf when he
was at headquarters. But always on the courseslfoamdon - Huntercombe,
Swinley, Sunningdale, the Berkshire. Bond's hamglitad gone up to nine. But he
was a real nine - had to be with the games he diogslay, the ten-pound Nassaus
with the tough cheery men who were always so arsiowstand you a couple of
double kiimmels after lunch.

'‘Any chance of a game, Alfred?’

The professional glanced through his back windothafparking space round the tal
flag-pole. He shook his head. 'Doesn't look toodyar.

Don't get many players in the middle of the weethest time of year.’

'What about you?'

'Sorry, sir. I'm booked. Playing with a membes #'regular thing. Every day at two
o'clock. And the trouble is that Cecil's gone aePrinces to get in some practice for
the championship. What a dashed nuisance!" (Atfilaeer used a stronger oath.) 'It

would happen like that. How long are you staying,'s

‘Not long. Never mind. I'l knock a bal round witltaddie. Who's this chap you're
playing with?'

‘A Mr Goldfinger, sir." Alfred looked discouraging.
'Oh, Goldfinger. | know the chap. Met him the otday in America.’

‘You did, sir?" Alfred obviously found it difficulb believe that anyone knew Mr
Goldfinger. He watched Bond's face careful y foy arther reaction.

'‘Any good?"

'S0-s0, sir. Pretty useful off nine.’

'Must take his game damned seriously if he playk wou every day.’

'Wel , yes, sir.' The professional's face had #pression Bond remembered so wel .
It meant that Blacking had an unfavourable vieva plarticular member but that he
was too good a servant of the club to pass it on.

Bond smiled. He said, "You haven't changed, Alfi&that you mean is that no one
else wil play widi him. Remember Farquharson? Skiywéayer in England. |
remember you going round and round with him twemtgrs ago. Come on. What's

the matter with Goldfinger?'

The professional laughed. He said, 'It's you tlaant changed, Mr James. You
always were dashed inquisitive." He came a stegecland lowered his voice. 'The



truth is, sir, some members think Mr Goldfingejust a little bit hot. You know, sir.
Improves his lie and so forth.' The professionaktthe driver he was holding, took
up a stance, gazed towards an imaginary hole amgeblethe head of the club up and
down on the floor as if addressing an imaginary. bllaét me see now, is this a brassie
lie? What d'you think caddie?' Alfred Blacking ckled. "Wel , of course, by the

time he's finished hammering the ground behindtie the bal 's been raised an inch
and it is a brassie lie." Alfred Blacking's facesgd up again. He said non-committal
y, '‘But that's only gossip, sir. I've never seeytlaing. Quiet-spoken gentleman. He's
got a place at Reculver. Used to come here a ldgtfds the last few years he's only
been coming to England for a few weeks at a tinieg&Rup and asks if anyone's
wanting a game and when there isn't anyone he boe&s or me. Rang up this
morning and asked if there was anyone about. Theoghetimes a stranger drops in.'
Alfred Blacking looked quizzical y at Bond. 'l sigge you wouldn't care to take him
on this afternoon? It'l look odd you being here ahdrt of a game. And you knowing
him and al . He might think I'd been trying to kdem to myself or something. That
wouldn't do.'

'‘Nonsense, Alfred. And you've got your living tokeaWhy don't we play a three-bal
?l

'He won't play them, sir. Says they're too slowdAmgree with him. And don't you
worry about my fee. There's a lot of work to dahe shop and 1'U be glad of an
afternoon to get down to it." Alfred Blacking glaacat his watch. 'He'l be along any
minute now. I've got a caddie for you.

Remember Hawker?' Alfred Blacking laughed indulgenstil the same old Hawker.
He'l be another that'l be glad to see you down agaen.'

Bond said, 'Wel thanks, Alfred. I'd be interestege¢e how this chap plays. But why
not leave it like this? Say I've dropped in to gelub made up. Old member. Used to
play here before the war. And | need a new numtnarwood anyway. Your old one
has started to give at the seams a bit.

Just be casual. Don't say you've told me he's ablosiiay in the shop so it'l give him
a chance to take his choice without offending nezh&ps he won't like my face or
something. Right?'

'Very good, Mr James. Leave it to me. That's hiscoming now, sir.' Blacking
pointed through the window. Half a mile away, aghtiyel ow car was turning off the
road and coming up the private drive. 'Funny logkiontraption. Sort of motor car
we used to see here when | was a boy.'

Bond watched the old Silver Ghost sweep majesyicad the drive towards the club.
She was a beauty! The sun glittered off the sitadrator and off the engine-turned
aluminium shield below the high perpendicular glelg$ of the windscreen. The
luggage rail on the roof of the heavy coach-buitolusine body - so ugly twenty
years ago, so strangely beautiful today - was petifrass, as were the two Lucas
'King of the Road'



headlamps that stared so haughtily down the roaddiland the wide mouth of the
old boa-constrictor bulb horn. The whole car, exdepa black roof and black
carrosserie lines and curved panels below the wisdwas primrose yel ow. It
crossed Bond's mind that the South American prasitgght have had it copied from
the famous yel ow fleet in which Lord Lonsdale loidlen to the Derby and Ascot.

And now? In the driver's seat sat a figure in &@af-lait dust coat and cap, his big
round face obscured by black-rimmed driving goggles

Beside him was a squat figure in black with a bowlg placed firmly on the middle
of his head. The two figures stared straight imffraf them with a curious immobility.
It was almost as if they were driving a hearse.

The car was coming closer. The six pairs of eytbe eyes of the two men and the
great twin orbs of the car -seemed to be lookinggit through the little window and
into Bond's eyes.

Instinctively, Bond took a few paces back into tlaek recesses of the workroom. He

noticed the movement and smiled to himself. He guckp somebody's putter and
bent down and thoughtful y addressed a knot imibeden floor.

Bond 7 - Goldfinger

PART TWO: COINCIDENCE

Bond 7 - Goldfinger

CHAPTER EIGHT

ALL TO PLAY FOR

'GOOD AFTERNOON, Blacking. Al set?' The voice wasal, authoritative. 'l see
there's a car outside. Not somebody looking foarae | suppose?’

'I'm not sure, sir. It's an old member come badhkaee a club made up. Would you
like me to ask him, sir?'



'Who is it? What's his name?’
Bond smiled grimly. He pricked his ears. He warttedatch every inflection.
‘A Mr Bond, sir.'

There was a pause. 'Bond?' The voice had not chattigeas politely interested. 'Met
a fel ow cal ed Bond the other day. What's hig fiesne?’

‘James, sir.'

'Oh yes.' Now the pause was longer. 'Does he kirovaére?' Bond could sense
Goldfinger's antennae probing the situation.

'He's in the workshop, sir. May have seen youdcae up.' Bond thought: Alfred's
never told a lie in his life. He's not going torstaow.

'Might be an idea.' Now Goldfinger's voice unbete. wanted something from Alfred
Blacking, some information. 'What sort of a gamedthis chap play? What's his
handicap?’

'Used to be quite useful when he was a boy, sweHaseen his game since then.’'
‘Hm.'

Bond could feel the man weighing it al up. Bond betkthat the bait was going to be
taken. He reached into his bag and pul ed outrirerdand started rubbing down the
grip with a block of shel ac. Might as wel look lgué board in the shop creaked.
Bond honed away industriously, his back to the agor.

'l think we've met before.' The voice from the deay was low, neutral.

Bond looked quickly over his shoulder. 'My God, yoade me jump. Why' -
recognition dawned - 'it's Gold, Goldman... er {dHager.' He hoped he wasn't
overplaying it. He said with a hint of dislike, mistrust, "Where have you sprung
from?'

'l told you | played down here. Remember?' Goldfingas looking at him shrewdly.
Now the eyes opened wide. The X-ray gaze pierceaighh to the back of Bond's
skul .

'No.'

'Did not Miss Masterton give you my message?’

'‘No. What was it?'

'l said | would be over here and that | would l&kgame of golf with you.’

'Oh, wel ," Bond's voice was coldly polite, 'we mds that some day.’



'l was playing with the professional. | wil playtiviyou instead.' Goldfinger was
stating a fact.

There was no doubt that Goldfinger was hooked. [Bowd must play hard to get.
"Why not some other time? I've come to order a.cutyway I'm not in practice.
There probably isn't a caddie.’ Bond was beingids as he could. Obviously the last

thing he wanted to do was play with Goldfinger.

'l also haven't played for some time.' (Bloody,liaought Bond.) 'Ordering a club wil
not take a moment.' Goldfinger turned back intoshep.

'Blacking, have you got a caddie for Mr Bond?"

‘Yes, sir.'

‘Then that is arranged.’

Bond wearily thrust his driver back into his balye!, al right then.' He thought of a
final way of putting Goldfinger off. He said rough!But | warn you | like playing for
money. | can't be bothered to knock a bal rountfpurghe fun of it." Bond felt
pleased with the character he was building up iimshklf.

Was there a glint of triumph, quickly concealedGold-finger's pale eyes? He said
indifferently, 'That suits me. Anything you like fivandicap, of course. | think you
said you're nine.'

'Yes.'

Goldfinger said careful y, 'Where, may | ask?5

'Huntercombe.' Bond was also nine at Sunningdaletétcombe was an easier
course. Nine at Huntercombe wouldn't frighten Golgkr.

'‘And | also am nine. Here. Up on the board. Saitsvel game. Right?’

Bond shrugged. "You'l be too good for me.’

'l doubt it. However," Goldfinger was offhand, y@lu what I'l do. That bit of money
you removed from me in Miami. Remember? The bigregwas ten. | like a gamble.
It wil be good for me to have to try. | wil play yalouble or quits for that.'

Bond said indifferently, "That's too much.' Thesjfehe thought better of it, thought
he might win, he said - with just the right amoahtraft mixed with reluctance - 'Of
course you can say that was “found money”. | wonds it if it goes again. Oh, wel ,
al right. Easy come easy go. Level match.

Ten thousand dol ars it is.



Goldfinger turned away. He said, and there wasddesu sweetness in the flat voice,
‘That's al arranged then, Mr Blacking. Many thar¥st your fee down on my
account. Very sorry we shal be missing our gamev,Neet me pay the caddie fees.'

Alfred Blacking came into the workroom and pickgrRond's clubs. He looked very
directly at Bond. He said, 'Remember what | told,yr.'

One eye closed and opened again. 'l mean aboutahsiving of yours. It needs
watching - al the time."

Bond smiled at him. Alfred had long ears. He migbit have caught the figure, but he
knew that somehow this was to be a key game. "Thakiked. | won't forget. Four
Pen-folds - with hearts on them. And a dozen teesn't be a minute.’

Bond walked through the shop and out to his cae. @dwler-hatted man was

polishing the metal work of the Rol s with a cloBand felt rather than saw him stop
and watch Bond take out his zip bag and go intchhle house. The man had a square
flat yel ow face. One of the Koreans?

Bond paid his green-fee to Hampton, the steward y&mnt into the changing-room. It
was just the same - the same tacky smel of oldssaoe socks and last summer's
sweat. Why was it a tradition of the most famoul§ gabs that their standard of
hygiene should be that of a Victorian private s¢Ad@ond changed his socks and put
on the battered old pair of nailed Saxones. He tdbthe coat of his yel owing black
and white hound's tooth suit and pul ed on a fddack wind-cheater. Cigarettes?
Lighter? He was ready to go Bond walked slowly pugparing his mind for the
game. On purpose he had needled this man intchatieiggh match so that
Goldfinger's respect for him should be increasati@aldfinger's view of Bond - that
he was the type of ruthless, hard .adventurer wightbe very useful to Goldfinger -
would be confirmed. Bond had thought that perhapsraired-pound Nassau would
be the form. But ten thousand dol ars! There hatygdsly never been such a high
singles game in history-except in the finals of Alwen Championships or in the big
amateur Calcutta Sweeps where it was the backiresr rnan the players who had the
money on. Goldfinger's private accounting must haken a nasty dent. He wouldn't
have liked that. He would be aching to get somiei®money back. When Bond had
talked about playing high, Goldfinger had seenchiznce. So be it. But one thing was
certain, for a hundred reasons Bond could not dfforlose.

He turned into the shop and picked up the bal seesifrom Alfred Blacking.
'Hawker's got the clubs, sir.’'

Bond strol ed out across the five hundred yardshalen seaside turf that led to the
first tee. Goldfinger was practising on the puttgrgen. His caddie stood near by, rol
ing balk to him. Goldfinger putted in the new fasht between his legs with a mal et
putter. Bond felt encouraged. He didn't believéhimsystem. He knew it was no good
practising himself. His old hickory Calamity Jaredhts good days and its bad. There
was nothing to do about it. He knew also that th®&ks practice green bore no
resemblance, in speed or texture, to the greetiseocourse.



Bond caught up with the limping, insouciant figufehis caddie who was sauntering
along chipping at an imaginary bal with Bond's t@as

'‘Afternoon, Hawker.'

‘Afternoon, sir." Hawker handed Bond the blaster thimew down three used bal s. His
keen sardonic poacher's face split in a wry grimelcome. 'HowVe you been keep
in', sir? Played any golf in the last twenty yedZsth you stil put them on the roof of
the starter's hut?' This referred to the day whemdBtrying to do just that before a
match, had put two bal s through the starter's aind

'Let's see.' Bond took the blaster and heftedhiisrhand, gauging the distance. The
tap of the bal s on the practice green had ce&®edl addressed the bal , swung
quickly, lifted his head and shanked the bal alnabsight angles. He tried again. This
time it was a dunch. A foot of turf flew up. Thel bgent ten yards. Bond turned to
Hawker, who was looking his most sardonic. ‘It'sgtht, Hawker. Those were for
show. Now then, one for you.' He stepped up tdhird bal , took his club back
slowly and whipped the club head through. The bated a hundred feet, paused
elegantly, dropped eighty feet on to the thatcloed of the starter's hut and bounced
down.

Bond handed back the club. Hawker's eyes were titiulgamused. He said nothing.
He pul ed out the driver and handed it to Bond.yTWwalked together to the first tee,
talking about Hawker's family.

Goldfinger joined them, relaxed, impassive. Boneeged Goldfinger's caddie, an
obsequious, talkative man cal ed Foulks whom Badlrtever liked. Bond glanced at
Gold-finger's clubs. They were a brand new setmiAcan Ben Hogans with smart
St Marks leather covers for the woods. The bagamasof the stitched black leather
holdal s favoured by American pros. The clubs viriedividual cardboard tubes for
easy extraction. It was a pretentious outfit, betlbest.

‘Toss for honour?' Goldfinger flicked a coin.
Tails.’

It was heads. Goldfinger took out his driver angegled a new bal . He said, 'Dunlop
65. Number One. Always use the same bal . Whatlss{6

Tenfold. Hearts.'

Goldfinger looked keenly at Bond. 'Strict RuleGulf?’

‘Natural y.'

'Right." Goldfinger walked on to the tee and tepdHe took one or two careful,
concentrated practice swings. It was a type of g\dand knew wel - the grooved,
mechanical, repeating swing of someone who'hadestutie game with great care,

read al the books and spent five thousand poundseofinest pro teachers. It would
be a good, scoring swing which might not col apsgen pressure. Bond envied it.



Goldfinger took up his stance, wagged gracefubgkthis club head back in a wide
slow arc and, with his eyes glued to the bal , brois wrists correctly. He brought the
club head mechanical y, effortlessly, down andubgtothe bal and into a rather
artificial, copybook finish. The bal went straigirid true about two hundred yards
down the fairway.

It was an excel ent, uninspiring shot. Bond kneat tholdfinger would be capable of
repeating the same swing with different clubs agaic again round the eighteen
holes.

Bond took his place, gave himself a lowish tee resed the bal with careful enmity
and, with a flat, racket-player's swing in whicler was just too much wrist for
safety, lashed the bal away. It was a fine, attagkrive that landed past Goldfinger's
bal and rol ed on fifty yards. But it had had adshaf draw and ended on the edge of
the left-hand rough.

They were two good drives. As Bond handed his tdudawker and strol ed off in
the wake of the more impatient Goldfinger, he setethe sweet smel of the
beginning of a knock-down-and-drag-out game of galf beautiful day in May with
the larks singing-over the greatest seaside conrtge world.

The first hole of the Royal St Marks is four hurdiend fifty yards long - four
hundred and fifty yards of undulating fairway wihe central bunker to trap a mis-hit
second shot and a chain of bunkers guarding thweears of the green to trap a wel -
hit one. You can slip through the unguarded quabtgtrthe fairway slopes to the

right there and you are more likely to end up vaithasty first-chip-of-the-day out of
the rough. Goldfinger was wel placed to try fostbpening. Bond watched him take
what was probably a spoon, make his two practicgegsmand address the bal .

Many unlikely people play golf, including people evare blind, who have only one
arm, or even no legs, and people often wear bizdotbes to the game. Other golfers
don't think them odd, for there are no rules ofegspnce or dress at golf. That is one
of its minor pleasures. But Goldfinger had madet#@mpt to look smart at golf and
that is the only way of dressing that is incongiuon a links. Everything matched in
a blaze of rust-coloured tweed from the buttonetiégs cap' centred on the huge,
flaming red hair, to the bril iantly polished, alst@range shoes. The plus-four suit
was too wel cut and the plus-fours themselves leaa lpressed down the sides. The
stockings were of a matching heather mixture amtignaen garter tabs. It was as if
Goldfinger had gone to his tailor and said, 'Dmagsfor golf - you know, like they
wear in Scotland.' Social errors made no impressioBond, and for the matter of
that he rarely noticed them. With Goldfinger it wherent. Everything about the
man had grated on Bond's teeth from the first mdrnernad seen him. The assertive
blatancy of his clothes was just part of the makewbanimal magnetism that had
affected Bond from the beginning.

Goldfinger executed his mechanical, faultless swirge bal flew true but just failed
to make the slope and curled off to the right tasth pinhigh off the green in the short
rough. Easy five. A good chip could turn it intéoar, but it would have to be a good
one.



Bond walked over to his bal . It was lying cockqy just off the fairway. Bond took
his number four wood. Now for the 'al air routa' soaring shot that would carry the
cross-bunkers and give him two putts for a foum@oemembered the dictum of the
pros: 'lIt"s never too early to start winning.' ldek it easy, determined not to press
for the long but comfortable carry.

As soon as Bond had hit the shot he knew it wouttin' The difference between a
good golf shot and a bad one is the same as tfegatite between a beautiful and a
plain woman - a matter of mil imetres. In this gabke club face had gone through
just that one mil imetre too low under the bal e®&mc of flight was high and soft - no
legs. Why the hel hadn't he taken a spoon or artwooff that lie? The bal hit the lip
of the far bunker and fel back. Now it was the tdgsand fighting for a half.

Bond never worried too long about his bad or stghiots. He put them behind him
and thought of the next. He came up with the burtkek his blaster and measured
the distance to the pin. Twenty yards. The bal iiag) wel back. Should he splash it
out with a wide stance and an outside-in swinghmuld he blast it and take plenty of
sand? For safety's sake he would blast it out. Begrt down into the bunker. Head
down and fol ow wel through. The easiest shot ith oy and put it dead. The wish,
half way down his bade swing, hurried the handsant of the club head. The loft
was kil ed and there was the bal rol ing backludfface. Get it out, you bloody fool,
and hole a long putt! Now Bond took too much sahelwas out, but barely on the
green. Goldfinger bent to his chip and kept hisdhé@awn until the bal was half way
to the hole. The bal stopped three inches fronptheWithout waiting to be given the
putt, Goldfinger turned his back on Bond and wal&ffdowards the second tee.
Bond picked up his bal and took his driver from Haw

'What does he say his handicap is, sir?"

‘Nine. It's a level match. Have to do better thaat though. Ought to have taken my
spoon for the second.

Hawker said encouragingly, 'lt's early days yet, si

Bond knew it wasn't. It was always too early totdtasing.

Bond 7 - Goldfinger

CHAPTER NINE

THE CUP AND THE LIP



GOLDFINGER HAD already teed up. Bond walked slowghind him, fol owed by
Hawker. Bond stood and leant on his driver. He,shtlought you said we would be
playing the strict rules of golf. But I'l give ydhat putt. That makes you one up.'

Goldfinger nodded curtly. He went through his picetoutine and hit his usual excel
ent, safe drive.

The second hole is a three hundred and seventydgaylég to the left with deep
cross-bunkers daring you to take the tiger's Bhé.there was a light helping breeze.
For Goldfinger it would now be a five iron for lsecond. Bond decided to try and
make it easier for himself and only have a wedgeth® green. He laid his ears back
and hit the bal hard and straight for the bunkéng breeze got under the slight draw
and winged the bal on and over. The bal pitcheddsseppeared down into the gul y
just short of the green. A four. Chance of a three.

Goldfinger strode off without comment. Bond lengtid his stride and caught up.
'How's the agoraphobia? Doesn't al this wide ojpaices bother it?"

‘No.'

Goldfinger deviated to the right. He glanced atdistant, half-hidden flag, planning
his second shot. He took his five iron and hit adyacareful shot which took a bad
kick short of the green and ran down into the tlgckss to the left. Bond knew that
territory. Goldfinger would be lucky to get downtimo.

Bond walked up to his bal , took the wedge andddtcthe bal on to the green with
plenty of stop. The bal pul ed up and lay a yarst gz hole.

Goldfinger executed a creditable pitch but mis$edtivelve-foot putt. Bond had two
for the hole from a yard. He didn't wait to be giwbe hole but walked up and putted.
The bal stopped an inch short. Gold-finger walkédh® green. Bond knocked the
bal in. Al square.

The third is a blind two hundred and forty yards;ary, a difficult three. Bond chose
his brassie and hit a good one. It would be onearr the green. Goldfinger's routine
drive was wel hit but would probably not have ertosteam to carry the last of the
rough and trickle down into the saucer of the gr&me enough, Goldfinger's bal
was on top of the protecting mound of rough. He &aadsty, cuppy lie, with a tuft
just behind the bal .

Goldfinger stood and looked at the lie. He seemeddke up his mind. He stepped
past his bal to take a club from the caddie. Hisfémt came down just behind the bal
, flattening the tuft. Goldfinger could now takes Ipiutter. He did so and trickled the
bal down the bank towards the hole. It stoppedktiieet short.

Bond frowned. The only remedy against a cheat ltigoot to play with him again.
But that was no good in this match. Bond had nenition of playing with the man
again. And it was no good starting a you-did-I-didmgument unless he caught



Goldfinger doing something even more outrageousdBeould just have to try and
beat him, cheating and al .

Now Bond's twenty-foot putt was no joke. There wasjuestion of going for the
hole. He would have to concentrate on laying itddée usual, when one plays to go
dead, the bal stopped short - a good yard shortd Baok a lot of trouble about the
putt and holed it, sweating. He knocked Goldfirggbgl away. He would go on
giving Goldfinger missable putts until suddenly Bomould ask him to hole one.
Then that one might look just a bit more difficult.

Stil al square. The fourth is four hundred andyspdrds. You drive over one of the
tal est and deepest bunkers in the United Kingdoditlen have a long second shot
across an undulating hil y fairway to a plateategrguarded by a final slope which
makes it easier to take three putts than two.

Bond picked up his usual fifty yards on the drivel &oldfinger hit two of his
respectable shots to the gul y below the greendBdetermined to get up, took a
brassie instead of a spoon and went over the greg@lmost up against the boundary
fence. From there he was glad to get down in tfoea half.

The fifth was again a long carry, fol owed by Bafdvourite second shot on the
course - over bunkers and through a val ey betwagnsand-dunes to a distant,
taunting flag. It is a testing hole for which thesf essential is a wel -placed drive.
Bond stood on the tee, perched high up in the sdrgj-and paused before the shot
while he gazed at the glittering distant sea artietaraway crescent of white cliffs
beyond Pegwel Bay.

Then he took up his stance and visualized the $ezourt of turf that was his target.
He took the club back as slowly as he knew howsdaded down for the last terrific
acceleration before the club head met the bal relWas a dul clang on his right. It
was too late to stop. Desperately Bond focusedhéhand tried to keep his swing al

in one piece. There came the ugly clonk of a mishit Bond's head shot up. It was a
lofted hook.

Would it have the legs? Get on! Get on! The bathettop of a mountain of rough
and bounced over. Would it reach the beginnindneffairway?

Bond turned towards Goldfinger and the caddieseyes fierce. Goldfinger was
straightening up. He met Bond's eyes indifferenggrry.

Dropped my driver.'
'Don't do it again,’ said Bond curtly. He stood daooif the tee and handed his driver
to Hawker. Hawker shook his head sympatheticalondBtook out a cigarette and lit

it. Goldfinger hit his drive the dead straight ridion two hundred yards.

They walked down the hil in a silence which Goldfn unexpectedly broke. 'What is
the firm you work for?’

'Universal Export.’



'‘And where do they hang out?'
'‘London. Regent's Park.’
'What do they export?'

Bond woke up from his angry ruminations. Here, atigntion! This is work, not a
game. Al right, he put you off your drive, but yeei'got your cover to think about.
Don't let him needle you into making mistakes abbuuild up your story. Bond
said casual y, 'Oh everything from sewing-machtodanks.’

'What's your speciality?’

Bond could feel Goldfinger's eyes on him. He saidok after the smal arms side.
Spend most of my time sel ing miscel aneous irorgeonto sheiks and rajahs -
anyone the Foreign Office decides doesn't wanstié to shoot at us with.'

'Interesting work." Goldfinger's voice was flatyéd.

‘Not very. I'm thinking of quitting. Came down hdog a week's holiday to think it
out. Not much future in England. Rather like theadf Canada.’

'Indeed?"

They were past the rough and Bond was relievenhtbthat his bal had got a forward
kick off the hil on to the fairway. The fairway aad slightly to the left and Bond had
even managed to pick up a few feet on Goldfingexvals Goldfinger to play.
Goldfinger took out his spoon. He wasn't goingtfeg green but only to get over the
bunkers and through the val ey.

Bond waited for the usual safe shot. He lookedsabtvn lie. Yes, he could take his
brassie. There came the wooden thud of a mis-hit.

Goldfinger's bal , hit off the heel, sped along ¢ineund and into the stony wastes of
Hel Bunker -the widest bunker and the only unkeon#, because of the pebbles, on
the course.

For once Homer had nodded - or rather, lifted ligch Perhaps his mind had been
half on what Bond had told him. Good show! But Gioiger might stil get down in
three more. Bond took out his brassie. He coultfford to play safe. He addressed
the bal , seeing in his mind's eye its eighty-eigiitimetre trajectory through the val
ey and then the two or three bounces that woulel itadn to the green. He laid off a
bit to the right to al ow for his draw. Now!

There came a soft clinking away to his right. Betmbd away from his bal .
Goldfinger had his back to Bond. He was gazingtowea, rapt in its contemplation,
while his right hand played ‘'unconsciously* witke ttnoney in his pocket.



Bond smiled grimly. He said, '‘Could you stop shitbul ion til after my shot?’
Goldfinger didn't turn round or answer. The noisgped.

Bond turned back to his shot, desperately tryingeéar his mind again. Now the
brassie was too much of a risk. It needed too gosldot. He handed it to Hawker and
took his spoon and banged the bal safely througlvahey. It ran on wel and stopped
on the apron. A five, perhaps a four.

Goldfinger got wel out of the bunker and put higpathead. Bond putted too hard and
missed the one back. Stil al square.

The sixth, appropriately cal ed 'The Virgin', ilaamous short hole in the world of
golf. A narrow green, almost ringed with bunketsan need anything from an eight
to a two iron according to the wind. Today, for Bpit was a seven. He played a
soaring shot, laid off to the right for the windldong it in. It ended twenty feet
beyond the pin with a difficult putt over and doashoulder. Should be a three.
Gold-finger took his five and played it straighhébreeze took it and it rol ed into
the deep bunker on the left. Good news! That wbelthe hel of a difficult three.

They walked in silence to the green. Bond glanogéal the bunker. Goldfinger's bal
was in a deep heel-mark. Bond walked over to hisubd listened to the larks. This
was going to put him one up. He looked for Hawketake his putter, but Hawker
was the other side of the green, watching withniht®ncentration Goldfinger play

his shot. Gold-finger got down into the bunker whik blaster. He jumped up to get a
view of the hole and then settled himself for thetsAs his club went up Bond's
heart lifted. He was going to try and flick it cua hopeless technique from that
buried lie.

The only hope would have been to explode it. Domme the club, smoothly, without
hurry. With hardly a handful of sand the bal curegdout of the deep bunker,
bounced once and lay dead!

Bond swal owed. Blast his eyes! How the hel hadd@iniger managed that? Now,
out of sour grapes, Bond must try for his two. Henifor it, missed the hole by an
inch and rol ed a good yard past. Hel and damnaBond walked slowly up to the
putt, knocking Goldfinger's bal away.

Come on, you bloody fool! But the spectre of thg 9aving - from an almost certain
one up to a possible one down - made Bond wislahato the hole instead of
tapping it in. The coaxed bal , lacking decisidit past the lip. One down!

Now Bond was angry with himself. He, and he aldvag] lost that hole. He had taken
three putts from twenty feet. He real y must puhs$elf together and get going.

At the seventh, five hundred yards, they both bdadydrives and Goldfinger's

immaculate second lay fifty yards short of the grdgond took his brassie. Now for
the equalizer! But he hit from the top, his clulatteame down too far ahead of the
hands and the smothered bal shot into one of ge-hiand bunkers. Not a good lie,



but he must put it on the green. Bond took a dangeseven and failed to get it out.
Goldfinger got his five.

Two down. They halved the short eighth in threeth&t ninth Bond, determined to
turn only one down, again tried to do too mucheoffoor lie.

Goldfinger got his four to Bond's five. Three doatrthe turn! Not too good. Bond
asked Hawker for a new bal . Hawker unwrappeait/ki, waiting for Goldfinger to
walk over the hil ock to the next tee. Hawker ssoftly, "You saw what he did at The
Virgin, sir?'

"Yes, damn him. It was an amazing shot.’'
Hawker was surprised. 'Oh, you didn't see whatithéndthe bunker, sir?’
'No, what? | was too far away.'

The other two were out of sight over the rise. Hamdilently walked down into one
of the bunkers guarding the ninth green, kickedla lvith his toe and dropped the
bal in the hole. He then stood just behind the-batfed bal with his feet close
together. He looked up at Bond. 'Remember he juraped look at the line to the
hole, sir?'

'Yes.'

‘Just watch this, sir." Hawker looked towards timthnpin and jumped, just as
Goldfinger had done, as if to get the line. Thedoi&ed up at Bond again and
pointed to the bal at his feet. The heavy impac¢heftwo feet just behind the bal had
level ed the hole in which it had lain and had sgeel the bal out so that it was now
perfectly teed for an easy shot - for just the eagyup shot which had seemed utterly
impossible from Goldfinger's lie at The Virgin.

Bond looked at his caddie for a moment in siledden he said, "'Thanks, Hawker.
Give me the bat and the bal . Somebody's going teeloond in this match, and I'm
damned if it's going to be me.’

'Yes, sir,' said Hawker stolidly. He limped off thre short cut that would take him
half way down the tenth fairway.

Bond sauntered slowly over the rise and down tdghth tee. He hardly looked at
Goldfinger who was standing on the tee swishinglhiger impatiently. Bond was
clearing his mind of everything but cold, offensresolve. For the first time since the
first tee, he felt supremely confident. Al he nestdas a sign from heaven and his
game would catch fire.

The tenth at the Royal St Marks is the most dangehole on the course. The second
shot, to the skiddy plateau green with cavernoumdkérs to right and left and a steep
hil beyond, has broken many hearts. Bond rememlibegdPhilip Scrutton, out in

four under fours in the Gold Bowl, had taken a tean at this hole, seven of them
ping-pong shots from one bunker to another, tofemecross the green. Bond knew



that Goldfinger would play his second to the aparshort of it, and be glad to get a
five. Bond must go for it and get his four.

Two good drives and, sure enough, Goldfinger webmiphe apron with his second. A
possible four. Bond took his seven, laid off plefutythe breeze and fired the bal off
into the sky. At first he thought he had laid @f®tmuch, but then the bal began to
float to the left. It pitched and stopped deach $oft sand blown on to the green
from the right-hand bunker. A nasty fifteen-foottpBond would now be glad to get
a half. Sure enough, Goldfinger putted up to withiyard. That, thought Bond as he
squared up to his putt, he wil have to hole. Hénlsitown putt fairly smartly to get it
through the powdering of sand and was horrifiede® it going like lightning across
the skiddy green. God, he was going to have naird, yout a two-yard putt back! But
suddenly, as if drawn by a magnet, the bal swesteight for the hole, hit the back
of the tin, bounced up and fel into the cup withaadible rattle. The sign from
heaven! Bond went up to Hawker, winked at him aukthis driver.

They left the caddies and walked down the slopeleatt to the next tee. Goldfinger
said coldly, 'That putt ought to have run off theen.’

Bond said off-handedly, 'Always give the hole arated’ He teed up his bal and hit
his best drive of the day down the breeze. Weddeoae putt? Goldfinger hit his
regulation shot and they walked off again. Bond s&y the way, what happened to
that nice Miss Masterton?'

Goldfinger looked straight in front of him. 'Shédtley employ.’

Bond thought, good for her! He said, 'Oh, | mugtigeéouch with her again. Where
did she go to?'

'l couldn't say.' Goldfinger walked away from Bawevards his bal . Bond's drive was
out of sight, over the ridge that bisected theafay. It wouldn't be more than fifty
yards from the pin. Bond thought he knew what wdaddn Goldfinger's mind, what
is in most golfers' minds when they smel the Bint of a good lead melting away.
Bond wouldn't be surprised to see that grooved gwirncken a trifle. It did.
Goldfinger hooked into a bunker on the left of gneen.

Now was the moment when it would be the end ofgérae if Bond made a mistake,
let his man off the hook. He had a slightly downigi] otherwise an easy chip - but to
the trickiest green on the course. Bond playeitetd man. The bal ended six feet
from the pin. Goldfinger played wel out of his benkbut missed the longish puitt.
Now Bond was only one down.

They halved the dog-leg twelfth in inglorious fivasd the longish thirteenth also in
fives, Goldfinger having to hole a good putt tosio

Now a tiny cleft of concentration had appeared @hd@inger's massive, unlined
forehead. He took a drink of water from the tapdeeghe fourteenth tee. Bond waited
for him. He didn't want a sharp clang from thatdip when it was out-of-bounds
over the fence to the right and the drive intoliheeze favouring a slice! Bond
brought his left hand over to increase his drawslodled down his swing. The drive,



wel to the left, was only just adequate, but asti@shad stayed in bounds, Goldfinger,
apparently unmoved by the out-of-bounds hazardyikistandard shot. They both
negotiated the transverse canal without damaget avas another half in five. Stil

one down and now only four to play.

The four hundred and sixty yards fifteenth is ppehthe only hole where the long
hitter may hope to gain one clear shot. Two smaswmoods wil just get you over the
line of bunkers that lie right up against the gre@aldfinger had to play short of them
with his second. He could hardly improve on a fwel it was up to Bond to hit a real
y godlike second shot from a barely adequate drive.

The sun was on its way down and the shadows dbtiranen were beginning to
lengthen. Bond had taken up his stance. It waod ge. He had kept his driver.
There was dead silence as he gave his two incisggles. This was going to be a
vital stroke. Remember to pause at the top ofwhegs come down slow and whip
the club head through at the last second. Bondrbegike the club back. Something
moved at the corner of his'right eye. From nowlileeeshadow of Goldfinger's huge
head approached the bal on the ground, engulfattitmoved on. Bond let his swing
take itself to pieces in sections. Then he stooayawom his bal and looked up.
Goldfinger's feet were stil moving. He was lookoagyeful y up at the sky.

‘Shades please, Goldfinger.' Bond's voice wastistjocontrol ed.

Goldfinger stopped and looked slowly at Bond. Thebeows were raised a fraction
in inquiry. He moved back and stood stil , sayioghmg.

Bond went back to his bal . Now then, relax! Toweh Goldfinger. Slam that bal on
to the green. Just stand stil and hit it. There avasoment when the world stood stil ,
then... then somehow Bond did hit it - on a lowetttory that mounted graceful y to
carry the distant surf of the bunkers. The bathetbank below the green, bounced
high with the impact and rol ed out of sight inte saucer round the pin.

Hawker came up and took the driver out of Bondtedhd@hey walked on together.
Hawker said seriously, 'That's one of the finestshive seen in thirty years.' He
lowered his voice. 'l thought he'd fixed you thein,

'He damned nearly did, Hawker. It was Alfred Blakihat hit that bal , not me."
Bond took out his cigarettes, gave one to Hawkerlimis own. He said quietly, ‘Al
square and three to play. We've got to watch thesethree holes. Know what |
mean?'

'‘Don't you worry, sir. I'l keep my eye on him.’

They came up with the green. Goldfinger had pitabre@nd had a long putt for a
four, but Bond's bal was only two inches away fiitv hole.

Goldfinger picked up his bal and walked off theegreThey halved the short
sixteenth in good threes. Now there were the twg lleoles home.



Fours would win them. Bond hit a fine drive dowe ttentre. Goldfinger pushed his
far out to the right into deep rough. Bond walkézhg trying not to be too jubilant,
trying not to count his chickens. A win for himthats hole and he would only need a
half at the eighteenth for the match. He prayet @wdfinger's bal would be
unplayable or, better stil , lost

Hawker had gone on ahead. He had already laid ddsvbag and was busily - far tod
busily to Bond's way of thinking - searching forl@&mger's bal when they came up.

It was bad stuff - jungle country, deep thick luant grass whose roots stil held last
night's dew. Unless they were very lucky, they dalilhope to find the bal . After a
few minutes' search Goldfinger and his caddie ettitiway stil wider to where the
rough thinned out into isolated tufts. That's gabdught Bond. That wasn't anything
like the line. Suddenly he trod on something. Hal damnation. Should he stamp it
in? He shrugged his shoulders, bent down and gantgvered the bal so as not to
improve the lie. Yes it was a Dunlop 65. 'Here woe,' he cal ed grudgingly. 'Oh no,
sorry. You play with a Number One, don't you?'

'Yes,' came back Goldfinger's voice impatiently.
'Wel , this is a Number Seven.' Bond picked h upp\&alked over to Goldfinger.

Goldfinger gave the bal a cursory glance. He shliot, mine,' and went on poking
among the tufts with the head of his driver.

It was a good bal , unmarked and almost new. Band i his pocket and went back
to his search. He glanced at his watch. The statitce minutes was almost up.
Another half-minute and by God he was going tonalthe hole. Strict rules of golf,
Goldfinger had stipulated. Al right my friend, yshal have them!

Goldfinger was casting back towards Bond, diligeptiodding and shuffling through
the grass.

Bond said, 'Nearly time, I'm afraid.’

Goldfinger grunted. He started to say somethingnathere came a cry from his
caddie, 'Here you are, sir. Number One Dunlop.’

Bond fol owed Goldfinger over to where the cadda®md on a smal plateau of higher
ground. He was pointing down. Bond bent and inggktite bal . Yes, an almost new
Dun-lop One and in an astonishingly good lie. Iswi@giraculous -more than
miraculous. Bond stared hard from Goldfinger todaddie. 'Must have had the hel of
a lucky kick," he said mildly.

The caddie shrugged his shoulders. Goldfinger's exe calm, untroubled. 'So it
would seem.' He turned to his caddie. 'l think &g get a spoon to that one, Foulks.'



Bond walked thoughtful y away and then turned técivéhe shot. It was one of
Goldfinger's best. It soared over a far shouldepafh towards the green. Might just
have caught the bunker on the right.

Bond walked on to where Hawker, a long blade o$g@angling from his wry lips,
was standing on the fairway watching the shot finBond smiled bitterly at him. He
said in a control ed voice, 'Is my good friendhe bunker, or is the bastard on the
green?'

'Green, sir," said Hawker unemotional y.

Bond went up to his bal . Now things had got toaghin. Once more he was fighting
for a half after having a certain win in his pockeé glanced towards the pin,
gauging the distance. This was a tricky one. He. skive or six?'

"The six should do it, sir. Nice firm shot.' Hawkemded him the club.

Now then, clear your mind. Keep it slow and delgter It's an easy shot. Just punch it
so that it's got plenty of zip to get up the ban# an to the green. Stand stil and head
down. Click! The bal , hit with a slightly closedde, went off on just the medium
trajectory Bond had wanted. It pitched below thekodt was perfect! No, damn it. It
had hit the bank with its second bounce, stopped deesitated and then rol ed back
and down again.

Hel 's bel s! Was it Hagen who had said, "You dfereshow, but you putt for dough'?
Getting dead from below that bank was one of thetrdifficult putts on the course.
Bond reached for his cigarettes and lit one, alrgadparing his mind for the next
crucial shot to save the hole - so long as thatb&$sold-finger didn't hole his from
thirty feet!

Hawker walked along by his side. Bond said, 'Miedahding that bal .’
‘It wasn't his bal , sir." Hawker was stating a.fac
'What do you mean?' Bond's voice was tense.

'Money passed, sir. White, probably a fiver. Foutksst have dropped that bal down
his trouser leg."'

'Hawker!" Bond stopped in his tracks. He lookednchuGoldfinger and his caddie
were fifty yards away, walking slowly towards theegn. Bond said fiercely, 'Do you
swear to that? How can you be sure?’

Hawker gave a half-ashamed, lop-sided grin. Buietheas a crafty bel igerence in his
eye. 'Because his bal was lying under my bag dfs;lsir."' When he saw Bond's
open-mouthed expression he added apologeticabyry,ir. Had to do it after what
he's been doing to you. Wouldn't have mentiondabit,| had to let you know he's
fixed you again.'



Bond had to laugh. He said admiringly, "Wel , yoe a card, Hawker. So you were
going to win the match for me al on your own!" Hieled bitterly, '‘But, by God, that
man's the flaming limit. I've got to get him. I'senply got to. Now let's think!" They
walked slowly on.

Bond's left hand was in his trousers pocket, absentedly fingering the bal he had
picked up in the rough. Suddenly the message wedmistbrain. Got it! He came close
to Hawker. He glanced across at the others. Gadfihad stopped. His back was to
Bond and he was taking the putter out of his bagndhudged Hawker. 'Here, take
this.' He slipped the bal into the gnarled hanchdsaid softly, urgently, 'Be certain
you take the flag. When you pick up the bal s ftbengreen, whichever way the hole
has gone, give Goldfinger this one. Right?'

Hawker walked stolidly forward. His face was expgienless. 'Got it, sir," he said in
his normal voice. 'Wil you take the putter for tbise?'

'Yes.' Bond walked up to his bal . 'Give me a lweuld you?"'

Hawker walked up on to the green. He stood sidewaitse line of the putt and then
stalked round to behind the flag and crouched. dtaup.

'Inch outside the right lip, sir. Firm putt. Flasy;?"

‘No. Leave it in, would you.'

Hawker stood away. Goldfinger was standing by hison the right of the green. His
caddie had stopped at the bottom of the slope. Bendto the putt. Come on,
Calamity Jane! This one has got to go dead out'lypu across my knee. Stand stil .
Club head straight back on the line and fol ow tigfotowards the hole. Give it a
chance. Now! The bal , hit firmly in the middletbi club, had run up the bank and
was on its way to the hole.

But too hard, damn it! Hit the stick! Obedientlyethal curved in, rapped the stick
hard and bounced back three inches - dead as aailbor

Bond let out a deep sigh and picked up his dischcitgarette. He looked over at
Goldfinger. Now then, you bastard. Sweat that amte And by God if you hole it!
But Goldfinger couldn't afford to try. He stoppedbtfeet short. ‘Al right, al right,’
said Bond generously. 'Al square and one to gwa# vital that Hawker should pick
up the bal s. If he had made Goldfinger hole thetgbutt it would have been
Goldfinger who would have picked the bal out of fimde. Anyway, Bond didn't want
Goldfinger to miss that putt. That wasn't partrad plan.

Hawker bent down and picked up the bal s. He raregitowards Bond and handed
the other to Goldfinger. They walked off the gre@o]dfinger leading as usual. Bond
noticed Hawker's hand go to his pocket. Now, sg las Goldfinger didn't notice
anything on the tee!



But, with al square and one to go, you don't soizei your bal . Your motions are
more or less automatic. You are thinking of howlice your drive, of whether to go
for the green with the second or play to the apodthe strength of the wind - of the
vital figure four that must somehow be achievediio or at least to halve.

Considering that Bond could hardly wait for Goldjar to fol ow him and hit, just
once, that treacherous Dunlop Number Seven thaetbeo very like a Number One,

Bond's own drive down the four hundred and fiftydyaighteenth was praiseworthy.
If he wanted to, he could now reach the greerheitvanted to!

Now Goldfinger was on the tee. Now he had bent dovae bal was on the peg, its
lying face turned up at him. But Goldfinger hadagghtened, had stood back, was
taking his two deliberate practice swings. He ségppp to the bal , cautiously,
deliberately. Stood over it, waggled, focusing laé minutely. Surely he would see!
Surely he would stop and bend down at the last taitainspect the bal ! Would the
waggle never end? But now the club head was gacl,lcoming down, the left
knee bent correctly in towards the bal , the laft atraight as a ramrod. Crack! The
bal sailed off, a beautiful drive, as good as Golgir had hit, straight down the
fairway.

Bond's heart sang. Got you, you bastard! Got ydith&y Bond stepped down from
the tee and strol ed off down the fairway planrtimg next steps which could now be
as eccentric, as fiendish as he wished. Goldfinger beaten already - hoist with his
own petard! Now to roast him, slowly, exquisitely.

Bond had no compunction. Goldfinger had cheatedthilce and got away with it.
But for his cheats at the Virgin and the seventeemit to mention his improved lie at
the third and the various times he had tried toBautd off, Goldfinger would have
been beaten by now. If it needed one cheat by Bonekctify the score-sheet that was
only poetic justice. And besides, there was mot@igthan a game of golf. It was
Bond's duty to win. By his reading of Goldfingerliad to win. If he was beaten, the
score between the two men would have been equalizeel won the match, as he
now had, he would be two up on Goldfinger - anlarable state of affairs, Bond
guessed, to a man who saw himself as al powerhis man Bond, Goldfinger would
say to himself, has something. He has qualitiemluse. He is a tough adventurer
with plenty of tricks up his sleeve. This is thetsdf man | need for - for what? Bond
didn't know. Perhaps there would be nothing for.H@rhaps his reading of Gold-
finger was wrong, but there was certainly no otliay of creeping up on the man.

Goldfinger cautiously took out his spoon for thadsh second over cross-bunkers to
the narrow entrance to the green. He made one pnactice swing than usual and
then hit exactly the right, control ed shot uphe apron. A certain five, probably a
four. Much good would it do him!

Bond, after a great show of taking pains, broughtiands down wel ahead of the
club and smothered his number three iron so tleatapped bal barely scrambled over
the cross-bunkers. He then wedged the bal on tgréen twenty feet past the pin. He
was where he wanted to be -



enough of a threat to make Goldfinger savour theeswmel of victory, enough to
make Goldfinger real y sweat to get his four.

And now Goldfinger real y was sweating. There waawage grin of concentration
and greed as he bent to the long putt up the batklawn to the hole. Not too hard,
not too soft. Bond could read every anxious thoulgat would be running through

the man's mind. Goldfinger straightened up agaaiked deliberately across the
green to behind the flag to verify his line. He kel slowly back beside his line,
brushing away - careful y, with the back of his ¢hara wisp or two of grass, a speck
of top-dressing. He bent again and made one optactice swings and then stood to
the putt, the veins standing out on his templesgctbft of concentration deep between
his eyes.

Goldfinger hit the putt and fol owed through on line. It was a beautiful putt that
stopped six inches past the pin. Now Goldfinger idoe sure that unless Bond sank
his difficult twenty-footer, the match was his!

Bond went through a long rigmarole of sizing upust. He took his time, letting the
suspense gather like a thunder cloud round thesbagows on the livid, fateful
green.

'Flag out, please. I'm going to sink this one.' charged the words with a deadly
certitude, while debating whether to miss the liolthe right or the left or leave it
short. He bent to the putt and missed the holeowehe right.

'Missed it, by God!" Bond put bitterness and rage his voice. He walked over to the
hole and picked up the two bal s, keeping thenuliview.

Goldfinger came up. His face was glistening withrtiph. 'Wel , thanks for the game.
Seems | was just too good for you after al .’

"You're a good nine handicap,’ said Bond with gusticient sourness. He glanced at
the bal s in his hand to pick out Goldfinger's aadd it to him. He gave a start of
surprise. 'Hul o!" He looked sharply at Goldfing&ou play a Number One Dunlop,
don't you?'

'Yes, of course.' A sixth sense of disaster wipedttiumph off Goldfinger's face.
'What is it? What's the matter?’

'Wel ," said Bond apologetical y.' "Fraid you'vebelaying with the wrong bal .
Here's my Penfold Hearts and this is a Number Sexamop.'

He handed both bal s to Gold-finger. Goldfingeettirem off his palm and examined
them feverishly.

Slowly the colour flooded over Goldfinger's facee stood, his mouth working,
looking from the bal s to Bond and back to thedal

Bond said softly, 'Too bad we were playing to thies. Afraid that means you lose
the hole. And, of course, the match.' Bond's eyseiwved Goldfinger impassively.



'But, but...'

This was what Bond had been looking forward toe-¢bp dashed from the lips. He
stood and waited, saying nothing.

Rage suddenly burst Goldfinger's usual y relaxed fike a bomb. 'It was a Dunlop
Seven you found in the rough. It was your cadda ¢fave me this bal . On the
seventeenth green. He gave me the wrong bal orogeyrthe damned che-'

'Here, steady on,' said Bond mildly. "You'l getander action on your hands if you
aren't careful. Hawker, did you give Mr Goldfingee wrong bal by mistake or
anything?'

'No, sir.' Hawker's face was stolid. He said irefiéintly, 'If you want my opinion, sir,
the mistake may have been made at the seventeéethtive gentleman found his bal
pretty far off the line we'd al marked it on. A $eMooks very much like a One. I'd
say that's what happened, sir. It would have beairacle for the gentleman's bal to
have ended up as wide as where it was found.'

‘Tommy rot!" Goldfinger gave a snort of disgust. tdeed angrily on Bond. 'You saw
that was a Number One my caddie found.'

Bond shook his head doubtful y. 'l didn't real gkalosely, I'm afraid. However,'
Bond's voice became brisk, businesslike, 'it's yehk job of the player to make
certain he's using the right bal , isn't it? | taeé that anyone else can be blamed if
you tee the wrong bal up and play three shots Wvithnyway," he started walking off
the green, 'many thanks for the match. We must lagain one day.’'

Goldfinger, lit with glory by the setting sun, bwith a long black shadow tied to his
heels, fol owed Bond slowly, his eyes fixed thodgihy on Bond's back.

Bond 7 - Goldfinger

CHAPTER TEN

UP AT THE GRANGE

THERE ARE some rich men who use their riches likkuéd. Bond, luxuriating in his
bath, thought that Goldfinger was one of them. H the kind of man who thought
he could flatten the world with his money, bludgegnaside annoyances and

opposition with his heavy wad. He had thought &akrBond's nerve by playing him



for ten thousand dol ars -a flea-bite to him butiobsly a smal fortune to Bond. In
most circumstances he might have succeeded. Israenion nerve to 'wait for it' on
your swing, to keep your head down on the shotsputhen big money hangs on
every shot, over eighteen long holes. The proyimigfor their own bread and butter
and for their families’, know the cold breath o fhoor-house on the back of their
necks as they come to the eighteenth tee al sqliaa¢is why they lead careful lives,
not smoking or drinking, and why the one that waasual y the one with the least
imagination.

But, in Bond's case, Goldfinger could not have kndkat high tension was Bond's
natural way of life and that pressure and dandaxee him.

And he could not have known that Bond wanted tg @aldfinger for the highest
possible stakes and that he would have the funteedbecret Service behind him if
he lost. Goldfinger, so used to manipulating othleasl been blind to the
manipulation for once being practised upon himself.

Or had he been? Thoughtful y Bond got out of thté bad dried himself. That
powerful dynamo inside the big round head wouldhis&aming at this very moment,
wondering about Bond, knowing he had been out-eldeatsking itself how it came
about that twice Bond had appeared out of the &haetwice queered his pitch. Had
Bond played his cards right? Had he made hims@kapan interesting chal enge, or
would Goldfinger's sensitive nose smel a threathénatter case there would be no
fol ow-up by Goldfinger and Bond would have to bow of the case and leave it to
M to devise a new approach. How soon would he kidle big fish was hooked?
This one would take plenty of time sniffing the tb#tiwould be good to have just one
smal bite to tel him he had chosen the right lure.

There was a knock on the door of his bedroom. Baragpped the towel round him
and walked through. He opened the door. It wah#h@orter. 'Yes?'

‘Telephone message from a Mr Goldfinger, sir. limpliments and would you care
to come to his house for dinner tonight. It's thar@ge over at Reculver, sir. Six-thirty
for drinks beforehand and not to bother to dress.'

'Please thank Mr Goldfinger and say | shal be dédid.' Bond shut the door and
walked across to the open window and stood lookirtgacross the quiet evening sea.
'Wel , wel ! Talk of the devil!" Bond smiled to hgalf, 'And then go and sup with

him! What was that about a long spoon?'

At six o'clock Bond went down to the bar and hddrge vodka and tonic with a slice
of lemon peel. The bar was empty save for a grédumeerican Air Force officers
from Mansion. They were drinking whisky and wated @alking basebal . Bond
wondered if they had spent the day toting a hydndgemb round the skies over Kent,
over the four little dots in the dunes that hadnbleis match with Goldfinger. He
thought wryly, Not too much of that whisky, cousipaid for his drink, and left.

He motored slowly over to Reculver, savouring theneng and the drink inside him
and the quiet bubble of the twin exhausts. This ggasg to be an interesting dinner-
party. Now was the moment to sel himself to Golgéin If he put a foot wrong he



was out, and the pitch would have been badly qdeerehis successor. He was
unarmed - it would be fatal for Goldfinger to srttedt kind of rat. He felt a moment's
gualm. But that was going too fast. No state of e been declared - the opposite if
anything. When they had parted at the golf clubd@uer had been cordial in a
rather forced, oily fashion. He had inquired whieeeshould send Bond's winnings
and Bond had given him the address of UniversabExple had asked where Bond
was staying and Bond had told him and added thatdugd only be at Ramsgate a
few days while he made up his mind about his futG@dfinger hoped that they
would one day have a return match but, alas, hdeeaig for France tomorrow and
wasn't certain when he would be back. Flying? Yadsng the Air Ferry from Lydd.
Wel , thanks for the match. And thank you, Mr Bommte eyes had given Bond one
last X-ray treatment, as if fixing him for a lashe in Gold-finger's filing system, and
then the big yel ow car had sighed away.

Bond had had a good look at the chauffeur. He wawsiaky flat-faced Japanese, or
more probably Korean, with a wild, almost mad glardramatical y slanting eyes
that belonged in a Japanese film rather than inlasRoyce on a sunny afternoon in
Kent. He had the snout-like upper lip that sometigees with a cleft palate, but he
said nothing and Bond had no opportunity of knowardgether his guess was right. In
his tight, almost bursting black suit and farcicaivler hat he looked rather like a
Japanese wrestler on his day off. But he was figuge to make one smile. If one
had been inclined to smile, a touch of the sinjgtex unexplained, in the tight shining
patent-leather black shoes that were almost dameingps, and in the heavy black
leather driving gloves, would have changed onefglniihere was something vaguely
familiar to Bond in the man's silhouette.

It was when the car drove away and Bond had a gkngb the head from the rear that
he remembered. Those were the head and shouldewher hat of the driver of

the sky-blue Ford Popular that had so obstinateggkd the crown of the Herne Bay
road at about twelve o'clock that morning. Where ha been coming from? What
errand had he been on? Bond remembered somethingeL&mithers had said.
Could this have been the Korean who now travehectbuntry col ecting the old

gold from the chain of Goldfinger jewel ery shoptid the boot of the innocent,
scurrying little saloon been stuffed with the wedkkings of presentation watches,
signet rings, lockets, gold crosses? As he watthediigh, primrose-yel ow

silhouette of the Silver

Ghost disappearing towards Sandwich, Bond thoughahswer was yes.

Bond turned off the main road into the drive anldofeed it down between high
Victorian evergreens to the gravel sweep in frdnust the sort of house that would
be cal ed The Grange - a heavy, ugly, turn-of-threary mansion with a glass-
enclosed portico and sun parlour whose smel op&dsunshine, rubber plants and
dead flies came to Bond in his imagination befardnad switched off the engine.
Bond got slowly out of the car and stood lookingh&t house. Its blank, wel -washed
eyes stared back at him. The house had a backgrmisel, a heavy rhythmic pant
like a huge animal with a rather quick pulse. Basdumed it came from the factory
whose plumed chimney reared up like a giant caatipfinger from the high conifers
to the right where the stabling and garages woatdal y be. The quiet watchful
facade of the house seemed to be waiting for Bortibtsomething, make some



offensive move to which there would be a quick yeplond shrugged his shoulders
to lighten his thoughts and went up the stepsemitaque glass-panel ed door and
pressed the bel . There was no noise of it ringdg the door slowly opened. The
Korean chauffeur stil had his bowler hat on. Hekkxbwithout interest at Bond. He
stood motionless, his left hand on the inside doobkand his outstretched right
pointing like a signpost into the dark hal of tleuke.

Bond walked past him, vanquishing a desire eithetamp on his neat black feet or
hit him very hard indeed in the centre of his tigluttoned black stomach. This
Korean matched up with what he had always heardtabareans, and anyway Bond
wanted to do something violent to the heavy, eleeatimosphere of the house.

The gloomy hal was also the main living-room. A gresfire flickered behind the
fire-irons in the wide hearth and two club chainsl @ Knole sofa stood impassively
watching the flames. Between them on a low set&eawvel -stocked drink tray. The
wide spaces surrounding this spark of life werevded with massive Rothschildian
pieces of furniture of the Second Empire, and ountartoiseshel , brass and mother-
of-pearl winked back richly at the smal fire. Bethithis orderly museum, dark panel
ing ran up to a first-floor gal ery which was readtby a heavy curved stairway to the
left of the hal . The ceiling was laced with therwe woodcarving of the period.

Bond was standing taking al this in when the Koresame silently up. He flung out
his signpost of an arm towards the drink tray dreddhairs.

Bond nodded and stayed where he was. The Koredeavphst him and disappeared
through a door into what Bond assumed were theag&sV

guarters. The silence, helped by the slow iron ¢ick massively decorated
grandfather clock, gathered and crept nearer.

Bond walked over and stood with his back to therpime. He stared offensively back
at the room. What a dump! What a bloody awful deggthace to live in. How did

one, could one, live in this rich heavy morgue agithre conifers and evergreens
when a hundred yards away there was light andhadimade horizons? Bond took out
a cigarette and lit it. What did Goldfinger do @mjoyment, for fun, for sex? Perhaps
he didn't need these things. Perhaps the pursgitldfsiaked al his thirsts.

Somewhere in the distance a telephone rang. Thehbékd twice and stopped.

There was the murmur of a voice, then steps ectioeth a passage and a door under
the stairway opened. Goldfinger came through anetlgiclosed the door behind

him. He was wearing a plum-coloured velvet dinaekgt. He came slowly across

the polished wood floor. He didn't hold out his laHe said, smiling with his mouth,
'It was kind of you to come at such short notice,Bdnd. You were alone and so was
| and it occurred to me that we might discuss theepof corn.’

It was the sort of remark that rich men make tdhe@tber. Bond was amused at being
made a temporary member of the club. He said,sladedighted to get the invitation. |
was already bored with worrying over my problemanf3gate hasn't much to offer.'



'‘No. And now | have an apology to make. | have haéelephone cal . One of my staff
- | employ Koreans, by the way - has had some miaible with the Margate police
and | must go over and straighten it out. Someded at the fun fair, | understand.
These people get easily overexcited. My chauffaudive me and we should not be
more than half an hour. Meanwhile | fear | must/éegou to your own devices.
Please help yourself to drinks. There are magazme=sad. Wil you forgive me? Not
more than half an hour | assure you.'

‘That's quite al right.' Bond felt there was sonmggHishy in this. He couldn't put his
finger on what it was.

'Wel then, au revoir.' Goldfinger went to the fraloior. 'But | must give you some
light. It's real y very dark in here.' Goldfingeubhed his hand down a wal -plate of
switches and suddenly lights blazed al over the fraim standard lamps, wal
brackets, and four clusters in the ceiling. Nowrih@m was as bright as a film studio.
It was an extraordinary transformation. Bond, ldlaifzled, watched Goldfinger open
the front door and stride out.

In a minute he heard the sound of a car, but r@oRibI s, rev up noisily, change gear
and go off fast down the drive.

On an instinct, Bond walked over to the front dand opened it. The drive was
empty. In the distance he saw the lights of thewar left-handed on the main road
and make off in the direction of Margate. He turbegdk into the house and closed
the door. He stood stil , listening. The silenceept for the heavy clock-tick, was
complete. He walked across to the service doomoaeded it. A long dark passage
disappeared towards the back of the house. Bondidaevard, al his senses alert.
Silence, dead silence. Bond shut the door and tbtk@ughtful y round the bril iantly
lit hal . He had been left alone in Goldfinger'sibe, alone with its secrets. Why?

Bond walked over to the drink tray and poured hifrsstrong gin and tonic. There
certainly had been a telephone cal , but it coakllg have been an arranged cal from
the factory. The story of the servant was plausile it was reasonable that
Goldfinger should go himself to bail the man outl &ake his chauffeur with him.
Goldfinger had twice mentioned that Bond would lmma for half an hour during
which he ‘would be left to his own devices'. Thisild be innocent, or it could be an
invitation for Bond to show his hand, commit someiscretion. Was somebody
watching him? How many of these Koreans were thatewhat were they doing?
Bond glanced at his watch. Five minutes had goeemidde up his mind.

Trap or no trap, this was too good a chance to.rhissvould have a quick look
round-but an innocent one, with some sort of a cetay to explain why he had left
the hal . Where should he begin? A

look at the factory. His story? That his car hadegitrouble on the way over - choked
petrol feed probably - and that he had gone tafgbere was a mechanic who could
give him a hand. Flimsy, but it would do. Bond daarhis drink and went purposeful
y to the service door and walked through.



There was a light switch. He turned on the lighd aalked swiftly down a long
passage. It ended with a blank wal and two doorghd and left.

He listened for an instant at the left-hand onela®ld muffled kitchen noises. He
opened the right-hand door and found himself inpiéneed garage yard he might have
expected. The only odd thing about it was thatasril iantly lit by arc lights. The
long wal of the factory occupied the far side and the rhythmic engine thump was
very loud. There was a plain wooden door low dowthe wal opposite. Bond

walked across the yard to it, looking around hirthvgiasual interest. The door was
unlocked. He opened it with discretion and walkewugh, leaving the door ajar. He
found himself in a smal empty office lit by one edkbulb hanging from the ceiling.
There was a desk with papers on it, a time-clodquple of filing cabinets and a
telephone. Another door led from the office inte thain factory space and there was
a window beside the door for keeping an eye omthi&kmen. It would be the
foreman's office. Bond walked to the window andkiea through.

Bond didn't know what he had expected, but theeengel to be the usual
accoutrements of a smal metal-working businessngdgm were the open mouths

of two blast furnaces, their fires now drawn. Bedidese stood a row of kilns for the
molten metal, of which sheets of different sized aolours stood against the wal near
by. There was the polished steel table of a circsAav, a diamond saw presumably,
for cutting the sheets, and to the left in the shgla big oil engine connected to a
generator pounding away making power. To the rightler arc lights, a group of five
men in overal s, four of them Koreans, were at work of al things - Goldfinger's

Rol s Royce. It stood there gleaming under theadiginmaculate save for the right-
hand door which had been taken off its hinges avdlay across two nearby benches
minus its door panel. As Bond watched, two mengauickp the new door panel, a
heavy, discoloured sheet of aluminium-coloured matad placed it on the door
frame. There were two hand riveters on the floa swon, Bond thought, the men
would rivet the panel into place and paint it tatchahe rest of the car. Al perfectly
innocent and above-board. Goldfinger had dentegdinel that afternoon and had
had a quick repair job done in preparation forthstomorrow. Bond gave a quick,
sour look round, withdrew from the window and weut by the factory door and
closed it softly behind him. Nothing there, damrAid now what was his story? That
he had not wanted to disturb the men at their warrhaps after dinner, if one of
them had a moment.

Bond walked unhurriedly back the way he had conteragained the hal without
misadventure.

Bond looked at his watch. Ten minutes to go. Nomthe first floor. The secrets of a
house are in the bedrooms and bathrooms. Thosbepeivate places where the
medicine cabinets, the dressing-table, the bedbmeers, reveal the intimate things,
the frailties. Bond had a bad headache. He had goloek for an aspirin. He acted
the part for an invisible audience, massaged ples, glanced up at the gal ery,
walked decisively across the floor and climbeddtagérs. The gal ery gave on to a
brightly lit passage. Bond walked down it openihg tloors and glancing in. But they
were spare bedrooms” the beds not made up. Théalshel of must and shut
windows. A large ginger cat appeared from nowheckfal owed him, mewing and



rubbing itself against his trouser legs. The ermhravas the one. Bond went in and
closed the door to a crack.

Al the lights were on. Perhaps one of the servamatsin the bathroom. Bond walked
boldly across to the communicating door and opeted

More lights, but no one. It was a big bathroombataly a spare room converted into
a bathroom and, in addition to the bath and layaibheld various fithess machines-a
rowing machine, a fixed bicycle wheel, Indian clapsl a Ral i Health Belt. The
medicine cabinet contained nothing except a graaety of purges - senna pods,
cascara, Calsalettes, Enos and various apparattieefeame purpose. There were no
other drugs and no aspirin. Bond went back intdosdroom and again drew a blank.
It was a typical man's room, comfortable, livedviith plenty of fitted cupboards. It
even smel ed neutral. There was a smal bookcag#elibe bed in which al the books
were history or biography, al in English. The drawkthe bedside table yielded a
solitary indiscretion, a yel ow-backed copy of THidden Sight of Love, Pal adium
Publications, Paris.

Bond glanced at his watch. Five more minutes. K time to go. He took a last look
round the room and moved to the door. Suddenlydppsd. What was it he had
noticed almost subconsciously ever since he haddnta the room? He sharpened
his senses. There was an incongruity somewheret Wa®it? A colour? An object?
A smel ? A sound? That was it! From where he stoodould hear the faintest,
mosquito-shril whine. It was almost extra-sensarits pitch. Where did it come
from? What was making it? Now there was somethisg & the room, something
that Bond knew al too wel , the smel of danger.

Tensely Bond stepped closer to the fitted cupbbasilde the door, softly opened it.
Yes, it came from inside the cupboard, from belandnge of sports coats that
reached down to the top of three banks of drav&drarply Bond swept the coats
aside. His jaws clenched at what,was behind them.

From three slots near the top of the cupboardesixmil imetre film was inching
down in three separate strips into a deep bin loethia false front of the drawers. The
bin was almost half ful of the slimy snakes of stgff. Bond's eyes narrowed tensely
as he watched the damning evidence coil slowly dowto the pile. So that was it -
cine-cameras, three of them, their lenses concé&ateldknows where - in the hal , in
the garage courtyard, in this room - had been viagdhis every move from the
moment Goldfinger had left the house, switchinglecameras, and, of course, the
dazzling lights, as he went out of the door. WhgrtiaBond seen the significance of
those lights? Why hadn't he had the elementaryimaéign to see the trap as wel as
smel it? Cover stories, indeed! What use were tioey when he had spent half an
hour snooping round and finding nothing for hiss&i That too! He had discovered
nothing - unearthed no secret. It had al beeniatigdvaste of time. And now
Goldfinger had him. Now he was finished, hopelesébyvn. Was there any way of
saving something from the wreckage? Bond stoodeatestaring at the slow
cataracts of film.

Let's see now! Bond's mind raced, thinking of wayt excuses, discarding them al .
Wel , at least by opening the cupboard door hegxpdsed some of the film. Then



why not expose it al ? Why not, but how? How cahlel open cupboard door be
explained except by his doing?

There came a miaow from the open slit of the bedrdoor. The cat! Why shouldn't
the cat have done it? Pretty thin, but at leasts the shadow of an alibi. Bond
opened the door. He picked the cat up in his aHesvent back with it to the
cupboard, stroking it brusquely. It purred. Bonanieover the bin of film, picking it
up in handfuls so that it would al get the lighheh, when he was satisfied that it
must be ruined, he tossed it back and droppedati@ on top of it. The cat would
not be able to get out easily. With any luck it \ebsettle down and go to sleep. Bond
left the cupboard door three inches ajar to sp@ildontinuing film and the bedroom
door the same amount and ran down the passagee Aap of the stairs he slowed
and sauntered down. The empty hal yawned at hysgding. He walked across to
the fireplace, dashed more drink into his glass@okied up The Field. He turned to
the golf commentary by Bernard Darwin, ran his égen it to see what it was about,
and then settled into one of the club chairs aral digarette.

What had he found out? What was there on the pd@® $°recious little except that
Goldfinger suffered from constipation and a dirtyndhand that he had wanted to put
Bond through an elementary test. He had certaiohedt expertly. This was no
amateur. The technique was ful y up to SMERSH stats] and it was surely the
technique of somebody with a very great deal te hhd now what would happen?
For the cat alibi to stand up, Goldfinger would @&w have left two doors, one of
them vital, ajar, and the cat had got into the r@m been intrigued by the whine of
the cameras. Most unlikely, almost incredible. Galger would be ninety per cent
certain it was Bond -but only ninety. There woulitllse that ten per cent of
uncertainty. Would Goldfinger have learnt much mibw@n he knew before - that
Bond was a tricky, resourceful customer and thatdBead been inquisitive, might be
a thief? He would guess Bond had been to the bedrbat Bond's other movements,
for whatever they were worth, would remain a secrethe exposed film.

Bond got up and took a handful of other magazimestarew them down beside his
chair. The only thing for him to do was brazenut and make a note for the future, if
there was to be a future, that he had better wekieléas up and not make any more
mistakes. There wouldn't be enough ginger catisernwiorld to help him out of one
more tight spot like the one he was in.

There had been no noise of a car coming down fkie,drot a sound from the door,
but Bond felt the evening breeze on his neck ankhlegy that Goldfinger had come
back into the room.

Bond 7 - Goldfinger

CHAPTER ELEVEN



THE ODD-JOB MAN

BOND THREW down The Field and stood up. The frombrdclosed noisily. Bond
turned. 'Hul 0." His face registered polite sugari®idn't hear you arrive. How did it
go?'

Goldfinger's expression was equal y bland. Theyhirtiigve been old friends,
neighbours in the country who were accustomeddp dr on each other for a drink.
'Oh, it sorted itself out. My chap had had a rova ipub with some American Air
Force men who had cal ed him a bloody Jap. | exethto the police that Koreans
don't like being cal ed Japs. They let him off watbaution. Terribly sorry to have
been so long. Hope you weren't bored. Do have anditnk.'

‘Thanks. But it's hardly seemed five minutes siyme left. Been reading what Darwin
has to say about the fourteen club rule. Interggimint of view..' Bond launched into
a detailed review of the article, adding his owmatents on the rule.

Goldfinger stood patiently until it was over. HedsaYes, it's a complicated business.
Of course you play rather a different game from mete workmanlike. With my

kind of swing, | find | need al the clubs I'm al et Wel , I'l just go up and wash and
then we'l have dinner. Shan't be a moment.'

Bond busied himself noisily with pouring anotheinér sat down and picked up
Country Life. He watched Gold finger climb the staand disappear down the
corridor. He could visualize every step. He fourdaas reading the periodical upside
down. He turned it round and stared blindly ain@ fphotograph of Blenheim Palace.

There was dead silence upstairs. Then a distaatdewchain was pul ed and a door
clicked shut. Bond reached for his drink, took emlswal ow and put the glass down
beside his chair. Goldfinger was coming down tlagrst Bond turned the pages of
Country Life and flicked ash off his cigarette inb@ grate.

Now Goldfinger was crossing the floor towards hBond lowered his paper and
looked up. Goldfinger was carrying the ginger caked carelessly under one arm.
He reached the fireplace, bent forward and pretsedel .

He turned towards Bond. 'Do you like cats?' Hisegaas flat, incurious.
‘Sufficiently.'

The service door opened. The chauffeur stood irfirtimee. He stil wore his bowler
hat and his shiny black gloves. He gazed impassateGoldfinger. Goldfinger

crooked a finger. The chauffeur approached andissetiin the circle by the fire.

Goldfinger turned to Bond. He said conversationarl'kis is my handy man.' He
smiled thinly. "That is something of a joke. Oddjshow Mr Bond your hands.' He



smiled again at Bond. 'l cal him Oddjob becauséedkacribes his functions on my
staff.'

The Korean slowly pul ed off his gloves and came stood at arm's length from
Bond and held out his hands palm upwards. Bondig@ind looked at them. They
were big and fat with muscle. The fingers al seetodak the same length. They were
very blunt at the tips and the tips glinted anéyt were made of yel ow bone.

"Turn them over and show Mr Bond the sides.'

There were no fingernails. Instead there was #imses yel owish carapace. The man
turned the hands sideways. Down each edge of tidshaas a hard ridge of the same
bony substance.

Bond raised his eyebrows at Goldfinger.

Goldfinger said, 'We wil have a demonstration.'géeted at the thick oak banisters
that ran up the stairs. The rail was a massivénsixes by four thick. The Korean
obediently walked over to the stairs and climbdéevasteps. He stood with his hands
at his sides, gazing across at Goldfinger like @adgetriever. Goldfinger gave a quick
nod. Impassively the Korean lifted his right hamghhand straight above his head and
brought the side of it down like an axe acrosshiavy polished rail. There was a
splintering crash and the rail sagged, broken tjindhe centre. Again the hand went
up and flashed down. This time it swept right tlgiothe rail leaving a jagged gap.
Splinters clattered down on to the floor of the h@he Korean straightened himself
and stood to attention, waiting for further orddrsere was no flush of effort in his
face and no hint of pride in his achievement.

Goldfinger beckoned. The man came back acrossdbe f5oldfinger said, 'His feet
are the same, the outside edges of them. Oddjelmémtelpiece.’ Goldfinger pointed
at the heavy shelf of carved wood above the fi@pl#t was about seven feet off the
ground-six inches higher than the top of the Korsehowler hat.

'‘Garch a har?'

'Yes, take off your coat and hat." Goldfinger turte Bond. 'Poor chap's got a cleft
palate. | shouldn't think there are many people whderstand him beside me.’

Bond reflected how useful that would be, a slave wbuld only communicate with
the world through his interpreter - better evemttiee deaf mutes of the harems, more
tightly bound to his master, more secure.

Oddjob had taken off his coat and hat and placeohtheatly on the floor. Now he rol
ed his trouser legs up to the knee and stood Imattleiwide wel -planted stance of the
judo expert. He looked as if a charging elephanildi@t put him off balance.

'‘Better stand back, Mr Bond.' The teeth glitterethie wide mouth. "This blow snaps
a man's neck like a daffodil." Goldfinger drew a&sitle low settee with the drink tray.
Now the Korean had a clear run. But he was onlgelong steps away. How could
he possibly reach the high mantelpiece?



Bond watched, fascinated. Now the slanting eyekarflat yel ow mask were glinting
with a fierce intentness. Faced by such a mangthtoBond, one could only go down
on one's knees and wait for death.

Goldfinger lifted his hand. The bunched toes inpibbshed soft leather shoes seemed
to grip the ground. The Korean took one long cranglistride with knees wel bent

and then whirled off the ground. In mid-air histfelapped together like a bal et
dancer's, but higher than a bal et dancer's haaereached, and then the body bent
sideways and downwards and the right foot shotikeita piston. There came a
crashing thud. Graceful y the body settled backrdowthe hands, now splayed on
the floor, the elbows bent to take the weight drehtstraightened sharply to throw

the man up and back on his feet.

Oddjob stood to attention. This time there waseagl of triumph in his flat eyes as
he looked at the three-inch jagged bite the eddesafoot had taken out of the
mantelpiece.

Bond looked at the man in deep awe. And only tvghts ago, he, Bond, had been
working on his manual of unarmed combat! There m@hing, absolutely nothing, in
al his reading, al his experience, to approach \whdtad just witnessed. This was not
a man of flesh and blood. This was a living cluérhaps the most dangerous animal
on the face of the earth. Bond had to do it, hagite homage to this uniquely
dreadful person. He held out his hand.

'Softly, Oddjob." Goldfinger's voice was the cradla whip.

The Korean bowed his head and took Bond's handirHe kept his fingers straight
and merely bent his thumb in a light clasp. It Wee holding a piece of board. He
released Bond's hand and went to his neat piléoties.

'Forgive me, Mr Bond, and | appreciate your gest@eldfinger's face showed his
approval. '‘But Oddjob doesn't know his own strength

particularly when he is keyed up. And those hamddike machine-tools. He could
have crushed your hand to pulp without meaningNtw then,’

Oddjob had dressed and was standing respectfuhtyestion, 'you did wel , Oddjob.
I'm glad to see you are in training. Here' - Galdér took the cat from under his arm
and tossed it to the Korean who caught it eagedyn'tired of seeing this animal
around. You may have it for dinner.' The Koreagtssegleamed. 'And tel them in the
kitchen that we wil have our own dinner at once."’

The Korean inclined his head sharply and turnedyawa

Bond hid his disgust. He realized that al this biluin was simply a message to him,
a warning, a light rap on the knuckles. It saidyu¥see my power, Mr Bond. | could
easily have kil ed you or maimed you. Oddjob wasngj an exhibition and you got



in the way. | would certainly be innocent, and Qubdyvould get off with a light
sentence. Instead, the cat wil be punished in gtage. Bad luck on the cat, of
course.'

Bond said casual y, 'Why does the man always wWedbiowler hat?'

'‘Oddjob!" The Korean had reached the service débe hat.' Goldfinger pointed at a
panel in the woodwork near the fireplace.

Stil holding the cat under his left arm, Oddjobntenl and walked stolidly back
towards them. When he was half way across the,farad without pausing or taking
aim, he reached up to his hat, took it by the nd #iung it sideways with al his
force. There was a loud clang. For an instantitheof the bowler hat stuck an inch
deep in the panel Gold-finger had indicated, thdel iand clattered on the floor.

Goldfinger smiled politely at Bond. 'A light butyestrong al oy, Mr Bond. | fear that
wil have damaged the felt covering, but Oddjobput on another. He's surprisingly
quick with a needle and thread. As you can imagime, blow would have smashed a
man's skul or half severed his neck.

A homely and a most ingeniously concealed weaponsuire you'l agree.’
'Yes, indeed.' Bond smiled with equal politenddseful chap to have around.”

Oddjob had picked up his hat and disappeared. Tdaame the boom of a gong. 'Ah,
dinner! Shal we go in?' Goldfinger led the way toar concealed in the panel ing to
the right of the fireplace. He pressed a hidderhlaind they walked through.

The smal dining-room matched the heavy wealth el . It was bril iantly lit from
a central chandelier and by candles on a roune taht glittered with silver and
glass. They sat down opposite each other. Twowdhged servants in white mess-
jackets brought dishes from a loaded serving-taliie. first course was some curried
mess with rice. Goldfinger noticed Bond's hesitatide gave a dry chuckle. 'It's al
right, Mr Bond.

Shrimp, not the cat.'
'‘Ah.' Bond's expression was non-committal.

'Please try the Mosel e. | hope it wil be to yaste. It is a Piesporter Goldtropfchen
'53. Help yourself. These people are as likelydorpt into your plate as your glass.'

There was a slim bottle in an ice bucket in fronBond. He poured some of the wine
and tasted it. It was nectar and ice cold. Bondycatmlated his host. Goldfinger gave
a curt nod.

'l don't myself drink or smoke, Mr Bond. Smokindind the most ridiculous of al the
varieties of human behaviour and practical y thig one that is entirely against
nature. Can you imagine a cow or any animal takingouthful of smouldering straw
then breathing in the smoke and blowing it out tigioits nostrils? Pah!" Goldfinger



showed a rare trace of emotion. 'It is a/vile pcactAs for drinking, | am something
of a chemist and | have yet to find a liquor tisafree from traces of a number of
poisons, some of them deadly, such as fusel @lj@aacid, ethylacetate, acetal-
dehyde and furfurol. A quantity of some of thesespos taken neat would kil you. In
the smal amounts you find in a bottle of liquontipeoduce various il effects most of
which are lightly written off as “a hangover”.' Gfihger paused with a forkful of
curried shrimp half way to his mouth. 'Since yoe ardrinker, Mr Bond, | wil give
you one word of good advice. Never drink so-caNagholeon brandy, particularly

when it is described as

“aged in the wood”. That particular potion contameare of the poisons | have
mentioned than any other liquor | have analysed.®@urbon comes next.'
Goldfinger closed his animadversions with a moutbfishrimp.

‘Thank you. I' remember. Perhaps for those reakbase recently taken to vodka.
They tel me its filtration through activated chakis a help.’ Bond, dredging this
piece of expertise out of dim recol ections of stimmg he had read, was rather proud
of having been able to return Goldfinger's poweskiive.

Goldfinger glanced at him sharply. 'You seem toarsthnd something of these
matters. Have you studied chemistry?’

'Only dabbled in it." It was time to move on. 'lswaery impressed by that chauffeur
of yours. Where did he learn that fantastic consiaft?

Where did it come from? Is that what the Koreare?us

Goldfinger patted his mouth with his napkin. Hepgeed his fingers. The two men
cleared away the plates and brought roast duchinta bottle of Mouton Rothschild
1947 for Bond. When they had withdrawn into immibpiat each end of the serving-
table, Goldfinger said, 'Have you ever heard ofék&? No? Wel that man is one of
the three in the world who have achieved the BBek in Karate. Karate is a branch
of judo, but it is to judo what a Spandau is tatapult.’

'l could see that.'

‘The demonstration was an elementary one. Mr B@waldfinger held up the
drumstick he had been gnawing - 'l can tel you ith@tldjob had used the
appropriate single blow on any one of seven spotgaor body, you would,now be
dead.' Goldfinger bit at the side of the drumstigth relish.

Bond said seriously, 'That's interesting. | onlpwrfive ways of kil ing Oddjob with
one blow.’

Goldfinger seemed not to hear the comment. He parhchis drumstick and took a
deep draught of water. He sat back and spoke \Bloifel went on eating the excel ent
food. 'Karate, Mr Bond, is based on the theory thathuman body possesses five
striking surfaces and thirty-seven vulnerable spetdnerable, that is, to an expert in
Karate whose finger-tips, the side of the handsthadeet are hardened into layers of
corn, which is far stronger and more flexible thame. Every day of his life, Mr



Bond, Oddjob spends one hour hitting either satkspolished rice or a strong post
whose top is wound many times round with thick rde then spends another hour
at physical training which is more that of a basetool than of a gymnasium.’

'When does he practise tossing the bowler hat Bad no intention of succumbing
to this psychological warfare.

Goldfinger frowned at the interruption. 'l have aeinquired," he said without
humour. 'But | think you can take it that Oddjolegeéhis eye in at al his skil s.
However, you were asking where Karate originatedriginated in China where
wandering Buddhist priests became an easy prepdtpads and bandits. Their
religion did not al ow them to carry weapons, seytteveloped their own form of
unarmed combat. The inhabitants of Okinawa refihedart to its present form when
the Japanese forbade them to carry weapons. Thvejoped the five striking
surfaces of the human body - the fist, the edgeehand, the fingertips, the bal of
the foot and the elbows - and toughened them t&yl were enveloped in layers of
corn. There is no fol ow-through in a Karate bl@le entire body is stiffened at the
moment of impact, with the emphasis on the hipd,taen instantly relaxed so that
balance is never lost. It is astonishing what Olddjan do. | have seen him hit a brick
wal with his entire force and not hurt his hand.dde split three half-inch thick
boards, piled one upon the other, with one blowhefhand. You have seen what he
can do with his foot.’

Bond took a deep draught of the delicious clafdttHis must be rather hard on your
furniture.’'

Goldfinger shrugged. 'l have no more use for tioigde. | thought a demonstration
would amuse you. | hope you agree that Oddjob édnisecat.' The X-ray eyes
blazed briefly across the table.

'Does he train on cats?"

'He regards them as a great delicacy. He acquieethste during a famine in his
country when he was young.'

Bond thought it was time to delve rather more dge@hy do you need such a man?
He can't be very good company.'

'Mr Bond' - Goldfinger snapped his fingers for th® servants - ‘it happens that | am
a rich man, a very rich man, and the richer the tharmore he needs protection. The
ordinary bodyguard or detective is usual y a rdtpeliceman. Such men are
valueless. Their reactions are slow, their mettaddgashioned, and they are open to
bribery. Moreover, they have a respect for humfan Tihat is no good if | wish to

stay alive. The Koreans have no such feelings. iBhahy the Japanese employed
them as guards for their prison camps during the Waey are the cruel est, most
ruthless people in the world. My own staff are harmaked for these qualities. They
have served me wel . | have no complaints. Nor liaeg.

They are wel paid and wel fed and housed. Whenwat women, street women are
brought down from London, wel remunerated for tiseirvices and sent back. The



women are not much to look at, but they are whiig that is al the Koreans ask - to
submit the white race to the grossest indigniflégere are sometimes accidents but' -
the pale eyes gazed blankly down the table - ‘'manan effective winding-sheet.’

Bond smiled.
You like the aphorism? It is my own.'

An excel ent cheese souffle came and was fol owembfiee. They ate in silence,
both apparently comfortable and relaxed by theséidences. Bond certainly was.
Goldfinger, obviously by design, was letting hisritlown - not far, not farther than
his shoulders, but he was showing Bond one of tivaie faces, presumably the one
to which he thought Bond would respond - the rg$ligefficient, cold-blooded
tycoon.

Perhaps, after al , Bond's spying in the houseghvBioldfinger must at least
presume, had revealed something about Bond thaki@gér was pleased to know -
that Bond had a crooked side to him, that he wasgé&ntleman' in more than
appearance. Now there should be more probing am tth luck, the proposition
would fol ow.

Bond sat back and lit a cigarette. He said, Tteabisautiful car you've got. Must be
about the last of the series. About 1925, wasn'twio blocks of three cylinders with
two plugs for each cylinder, one set fired from tha&g. and the other from the coil?'
"You are correct. But in other respects. | havetbadtroduce some modifications. |
have added five leaves to the springs and fitted bliiakes to the rear wheels to
increase the braking power. The Servo-operated-fmbieel brakes were not
sufficient.’

'Oh. Why not? The top speed wouldn't be more tifgn The body can't be al that
heavy.'

Goldfinger raised his eyebrows. "You think not? @meof armour plating and
armour-plated glass make a big difference.’

Bond smiled. 'Ah! | see. You certainly do take g@ade of yourself. But how does
that work flying the Channel? Doesn't the car goulh the floor of the plane?'

T take a plane to myself. The Silver City compangws the car. It is a regular
routine, twice a year.'

‘Just touring round Europe?'
‘A golfing holiday.'
'Great fun. Always wanted to do it myself.'

Goldfinger didn't take the bait. "You can afforchiow.’



Bond smiled. 'Oh, that extra ten thousand dolBws$.| may need that if | decide to
move to Canada.'

"You think you could make money there? Do you wamhake a lot of money?"
Bond's voice was eager. 'Very much. There's na gbiat in working.'

‘Unfortunately most ways of making big money takergy time. By the time one has
made the money one is too old to enjoy it.'

‘That's the trouble. I'm always on the lookoutdbortcuts. You won't find them here.
Taxation's too heavy.'

'‘Quite. And the laws are strict.'
"Yes. | found that out.’
'Indeed?’

‘Got on the fringe of the heroin racket. Only jgst out without burning my fingers.
Of course this'l go no further?'

Goldfinger shrugged his shoulders. 'Mr Bond, someexaid that “law is the crystal
ized prejudices of the community”. | agree withttafinition.

It happens to apply most strongly to the trafficmgs. Even if it didn't, | am not
concerned with assisting the police.'

'Wel , it was like this..." Bond launched into #tery of the Mexican traffic, swapping
roles with Blackwel . He ended up, 'l was luckytd away with it, but it didn't make
me particularly popular with Universal Export.'

'l daresay not. An interesting story. You seemawehshown resource. You are not
tempted to continue in the same line of business?’

Bond shrugged his shoulders. 'A bit too tricky.jlidge by this Mexican, the big men
in the business aren't quite big enough when itesota the pinch. When things got
tough he didn't fight back - except with his mouth.

'Wel , Mr Bond," Goldfinger got up from the tabledaBond fol owed suit. 'It's been
an interesting evening. | don't know that | woutdlgack into heroin. There are safer
ways of making big money. You want to be certamt the odds are right and then
you should hazard everything. Doubling one's masey easy and the chances don't
occur frequently. You would like to hear anothernof aphorisms?"

'Yes.'

'Wel , Mr Bond," Goldfinger gave the rich man'sitemile. 'The safest way to double
your money is fold it twice and put it in your p@tk



Bond, the bank clerk barkening to the bank manageiled dutiful y but made no
comment. This just wasn't good enough. He wasnggettowhere. But instinct told
him not to put his foot down on the accelerator.

They went back into the hal . Bond held out hischaWel , many thanks for the excel
ent dinner. Time | went and got some sleep. Perhvapshal run into each other again
some day.'

Goldfinger pressed Bond's hand briefly and pushadiay from him. It was another
mannerism of the mil ionaire subconsciously afcdithe touch'. He looked hard at
Bond. He said enigmatical y, 'l shouldn't be awaprised, Mr Bond.'

On his way across the Isle of Thanet in the mobnliBond turned the phrase over
and over in his mind. He undressed and got intotbieding of it, unable to guess its
significance. It could mean that Goldfinger intedde get in touch with Bond, or it
could mean that Bond must try and keep in touch @ivldfinger. Heads the former,
tails the latter. Bond got out of bed and took im ¢mm the dressing-table and tossed
it. It came down tails.

So it was up to him to keep close to Goldfinger!

So be it. But his cover would have to be prettyndgood the next time they 'ran into’
each other. Bond got back into bed and was instasteep.

Bond 7 - Goldfinger

CHAPTER TWELVE

LONG TAIL ON A GHOST

PUNCTUALLY AT nine the next morning Bond got onttee Chief of Staff: 'James
here. I've had a look at the property. Been al dvétad dinner last night with the
owner. | can say pretty wel for certain that thenagaing director's view is right.
Something definitely wrong about the property. Bobugh facts to send you a
surveyor's report.

Owner's going abroad tomorrow, flying from FerridiewWish | knew his departure
time. Like to have another sight of his Rol s. Tgloul'd make him a present of a
portable wireless set. I'l be going over a bitlatehe day. Could you get Miss
Ponsonby to book me? Destination unknown for tlesegmt. I'l be keeping in touch.
Anything your end?'



'How did the game of golf go?’
' won.'

There was a chuckle at the other end. 'Thoughthgol Pretty big stakes, weren't
they?'

'How did you know?"

'Had Mr Scotland on last night. Said he'd had atighe telephone that someone of
your name was in possession of a large amountaeéalared dol ars. Had we got
such a person and was it true? Chap wasn't vergrsamd didn't know about
Universal. Told him to have a word with the Comnuasr and we got an apology
this morning about the same time as your secrébairyd an envelope containing ten
thousand dol ars in your mail! Pretty sly of yousmwasn't it?"

Bond smiled. Typical of Goldfinger to have thought way of getting him into
trouble over the dol ars. Probably made the c8ldmtland Yard directly after the
game. He had wanted to show Bond that if you gasldftager a knock you'd get at
least a thorn in your hand. But the Universal Exporer seemed to have stuck.
Bond said, 'That's pretty hot! The twister! You ttigel the managing director that
this time it goes to the White Cross. Can you lig other things?'

'Of course. Cal you back in a few minutes. But \Wwatour step abroad and cal us at
once if you get bored and need company. So long.’

"Bye.' Bond put down the receiver. He got up artchbeut packing his bag. He could
see the scene in the Chief of Staff's office actrerersation was played back off the
tape while the Chief of Staff translated the cdlfiss Money-penny. 'Says he agrees
that Goldfinger is up to something big but he cardke out what. G. is flying this
morning with his Rol s from Ferryfield. 007 wangsfol ow. (Let's say two hours

later to let G. get wel away on the other side.th&xreservation, would you?) He
wants us to have a word with Customs so that heatana good look at the Rol s and
plant a Homer in the boot. (Fix that too, pleask) keep in touch through stations in
case he needs help...'

And so forth. It was an efficient machine. Bonddhred packing and, when the
London cal came giving him his various clearanbesyent downstairs, paid his bil
and got quickly out of Ramsgate on to the Cantgrbosd.

London had said that Goldfinger was booked on aiapftight leaving at twelve.
Bond got to Ferryfield by eleven, made himself kndw the Chief Passport Control
and the Customs officers who were expecting hird,a car taken out of sight into
an empty hangar and sat and smoked and talked stioprwith the passport men.
They thought he was from Scotland Yard. He let tigenon thinking it. No, he said,
Goldfinger was al right. It was possible that ofidis servants was trying to smuggle
something out of the country. Rather confidentfadBond could just be left alone

with the car for ten minutes? He wanted to haweo& ht the tool kit. Would the
Customs give the rest of the Rol s their Grade i@over for hidden compartments?
They'd be glad to do so.



At eleven-forty-five one of the Customs men puthesad round the door. He winked
at Bond. 'Coming in now. Chauffeur on board. Gdmgsk both to board the plane
before the car. Tel them it's something to do withweight distribution. Not so
phoney as it sounds. We know this old crate.

She's armour-plated. Weighs about three tons. @ailshen we're ready.'

‘Thanks.' The room emptied. Bond took the fragiteelparcel out of his pocket. It
contained a dry-cel battery wired to a smal vactuipe. He ran his eye over the
wiring and put the apparatus back in his coat poakd waited.

At eleven-fifty-five the door opened. The officezdikoned. 'No trouble. They're on
the plane.’

The huge gleaming Silver Ghost stood in the Custoaysout of sight of the plane.
The only other car was a dove-grey Triumph TR3 eotilvle with its hood down.
Bond went to the back of the Rol s. The Customs haghunscrewed the plate of the
spare tool compartment. Bond pul ed out the trapaols and made a show of
minutely examining them and the tray. He knelt downder cover of rummaging at
the sides of the compartment, he slipped the lyadted tube into the back of it. He
replaced the tool tray. It fitted al right. He stio@p and brushed his hands together.
'‘Negative," he said to the Customs officer.

The officer fitted the plate on and screwed it domth the square key. He stood up.
‘Nothing funny about the chassis or the bodywol&n® of room in the frame and
upholstery but we couldn't get at them without dognmajor job. Al right to go?'

'Yes, and thanks.' Bond walked back into the offi¢ée heard the quick solid whine of
the old self-starter. A minute later, the car cameof the bay and idled superbly over
to the loading ramp. Bond stood at the back obfffiee and watched it being eased
up the ramp. The big jaws of the Bristol Freigltianged shut. The chocks were
jerked away and the dispatcher raised a thumbitwbengines coughed heavily and
fired and the great silver dragonfly trundled affvards the runway.

When the plane was on the runway, Bond walked raarnis car and climbed into
the driver's seat. He pressed a switch under thle. ddnere was a moment's silence,
then a loud harsh howl came from the hidden lowghker. Bond turned a knob. The
how! diminished to a deep drone.

Bond waited until he heard the Bristol take off.tAs plane rose and made for the
coast the drone diminished. In five minutes it gade. Bond tuned the set and picked
it up again. He fol owed it for five minutes as fflane made off across the Channel
and then switched the set off. He motored rourttiécCustoms bay, told the AA that
he would be back at one-thirty for the two o'cléledht, and drove slowly off towards
a pub he knew in Rye. From now on, so long as péWw#hin about a hundred miles
of the Rol s, the Homer, the rough radio transmhgehad slipped into its tool
compartment, would keep contact with Bond's regei&khe had to do was watch

the decibels and not al ow the noise to fade. # avaimple form of direction finding
which al owed one car to put a 'long tail' on aeotind keep in touch without any



danger of being spotted. On the other side of th@n@el, Bond would have to
discover the road Goldfinger had taken out of Ledueet, get wel within range and
close up near big towns or wherever there was ami@k or crossroads. Sometimes
Bond would make a wrong decision and have to doesfaist motoring to catch up
again. The DB Il would look after that. It was ggito be fun playing hare and
hounds across Europe. The sun was shining outlefa sky. Bond felt a moment's
sharp thril down his spine. He smiled to himselaad, cold, cruel smile. Goldfinger,
he thought, for the first time in your life youiretrouble - bad trouble.

There is always an agent cycliste at the dangemmssroads where Le Touquet's
guiet N38 meets the oily turbulence of the majar¥és, certainly he had seen the
Rol s. One could not fail to remark it. A real &risrat of a car. To the right,
monsieur, towards Abbevil e. He wil be an hour ahéat with that bolide of
yours...!

As soon as Bond had cleared his papers at thergitpe Homer had picked up the
drone of the Rol s. But it was impossible to teboldfinger was heading north - for
the Low Countries or Austria or Germany - or ifvaas off to the south. For that sort
of fix you needed two radio cars to get a beariBand raised a hand to the agent and
gave his engine the gun. He would have to closkstp Goldfinger would be through
Abbevil e and would already have taken the majdc ém to NI for Paris or N28 for
Rouen. A lot of time and distance would be wast&bnd made the wrong guess.

Bond swept along the badly cambered road. He toathances but covered the
forty-three kilometres to Abbevil e in a quarteraof hour. The drone of the Homer
was loud. Goldfinger couldn't be more than twentlesnahead. But which way at the
fork? On a guess Bond took the Paris road.

He beat the car along. For a time there was ttiknge in the voice of the Homer.
Bond could be right or wrong. Then, imperceptilthe drone began to fade. Blast!
Turn back or press on fast and take one of thenskeey roads across to Rouen and
catch up with him there? Bond hated turning ba@n Kilometres short of Beauvais
he turned right. For a time it was bad going betthe was on to the fast N30 and
could afford to drift into Rouen, led on by the kewing voice of his pick-up. He
stopped on the outskirts of the town and listen#ld ane ear while consulting his
Michelin. By the waxing drone he could tel thathsel got ahead of Goldfinger. But
now there was another vital fork, not quite so dasgtrieve if Bond guessed wrong
again. Either Goldfinger would take the AlengonNlans-Tours route to the south,
or he meant to move south-east, missing Paris,dyyolEvreux, Chartres and
Orleans. Bond couldn't afford to get closer todhetre of Rouen and perhaps catch a
glimpse of the Rol s and of the way it would tale.would have to wait until the
Homer went on the wane and then make his own guess.

It was a quarter of an hour later before Bond cdnécure that the Rol s was wel past.
This time he again took the left leg of the forle thrust the pedal into the floor and
hurried. Yes. This time the drone was merging antowl. Bond was on the track. He
slowed to forty, tuned down his receiver to a whispnd idled along, wondering
where Goldfinger was heading for.



Five o'clock, six, seven. The sun set in Bond'gilgi mirror and stil the Rol s sped
on. They were through Dreux and Chartres and dhetdong straight fifty-mile
stretch into Orleans. If that was to be the nigbp $he Rol s ' wouldn't have done
badly at al - over two hundred and fifty miles ongething over six hours. Goldfinger
was certainly no slouch when it came to motoring.rilst be keeping the old Silver
Ghost at maximum outside the towns. Bond begatoseaip.

There were rear-lights ahead - dim ones. Bond etby lights on. He switched on
the Marchals. It was some little sports car. Boloded up.

MG? Triumph? Austin Healey? It was a pale grey mph two-seater with the hood
up. Bond blinked his lights and swept past. Nowdheas the glare of another car
ahead. Bond dowsed his headlamps and drove oongkseThe other car was a mile
down the road. Bond crept up on it. At a quartea afile, he flashed the Marchals on
and off for a quick look. Yes, it was the Rol s.ni8iadropped back to a mile and
stayed there, vaguely noticing the dim lights & TR3 in his mirror. On the outskirts
of Orleans, Bond pul ed into the side of the rddte Triumph growled casual y past.

Bond had never cared for Orleans. It was a priedtnayth ridden town without

charm or gaiety. It was content to live off JoarAot and give the visitor a hard, holy
glare while it took his money. Bond consulted high#lin. Gold-finger would stop at
five-star hotels and eat fil ets of sole and raastken. It would be the Arcades for
him - perhaps the Moderne. Bond would have likest&y outside the town and sleep
on the banks of the Loire in the excel ent Aubatgdéa Montespan, his bel y ful of
guenel es de brocket. He would have to stick cltsérs fox. He decided on the
Hotel de la Gare and dinner at the station buffet.

When in doubt, Bond always chose the station holélsy were adequate, there was
plenty of room to park the car and it was bettantbven chances that the Buffet de la
Gare would be excel ent. And at the station onédcloear the heartbeat of the town.
The night-sounds of the trains were ful of its #dgand romance.

The drone on the receiver had stayed constanéfominutes. Bond noted his way to
the three hotels and cautiously crept into the tddsnwent down to the river and
along the lighted guais. He had been right. ThesReés outside the Arcades. Bond
turned back into the town and made for the station.

The Hotel de la Gare was al he had expected - ¢cloddybashioned, solidly
comfortable. Bond had a hot bath, went back tacaigo make sure the Rol s hadn't
moved, and walked into the station restaurant amame of his favourite meals - two
aeufs cocotte a la creme, a large sole meunieted@ was close enough to the sea.
The fish of the Loire are inclined to be muddy) amdadequate Camembert. He drank
a wel -iced pint of Rose d'Anjou and had a HenriesSByree Star with his coffee. At
ten-thirty he left the restaurant, checked on tbesRand walked the virtuous streets
for an hour. One more check on the Rol s and bed.

At six o'clock the next morning the Rol s hadn'tva. Bond paid his bil , had a cafe
complet- with a double ration of coffee - at thatisin, motored down to the quais and
backed his car up a side street. This time he cooticfford to make a mistake.
Goldfinger would either cross the river and heaatlsd®o join N7 for the Riviera, or



he would fol ow the north bank of the Loire, alsohmps for the Riviera, but also on
the route for Switzerland and Italy. Bond got olitre car and lounged against the
parapet of the river wal , watching between thaksuof the plane trees. At eight-
thirty, two smal figures came out of the Arcaddse Rol s moved off. Bond watched
it fol ow the quais until it was out of sight, thea got behind the wheel of the Aston
Martin and set off in pursuit.

Bond motored comfortably along the Loire in thelygaummer sunshine. This was
one of his favourite corners of the world. In Mayth the fruit trees burning white
and the soft wide river stil big with the winterrs, the val ey was green and young
and dressed for love. He was thinking this whefprieeChateauneuf, there was a
shril scream from twin Bosch horns and the littteufnph tore past. The hood was
down. There was the blur of a pretty face hiddemvhite motoring goggles with dark
blue lenses. Although Bond only saw the edge abéle - a slash of red mouth and
the fluttering edge of black hair under a pink Heerdhief with white spots, he knew
she was pretty from the way she held her head.ellwas the authority of someone
who is used to being admired, combined with thes®misciousness of a girl driving
alone and passing a man in a smart car.

Bond thought: That would happen today! The Loirdrisssed for just that - chasing
that girl until you run her to ground at lunch-tintiee contact at the empty restaurant
by the river, out in the garden under the vineigeT he friture and the ice-cold
Vouvray, the cautious sniffing at each other arhttihe two cars motoring on in
convoy until that evening, wel down to the soukteré would be the place they had
agreed on at lunch - olive trees, crickets singmidpe indigo dusk, the discovery that
they liked each other and that their destinatiandctwait. Then, next day (‘No, not
tonight. | don't know you wel enough, and besidestired') they would leave her car
in the hotel garage and go off in his at a tangdotyly, knowing there was no hurry
for anything, driving to the west, away from thg boads. What was that place he had
always wanted to go to, simply because of the naYes? Entre Deux Seins, a vil age
near Les Baux. Perhaps there wasn't even an ina &l , then they would go on to
Les Baux itself, at the Bouches du Rhone on the efithe Camargue. There they
would take adjoining rooms (not a double room, o be too early for that) in the
fabulous Baumaniere, the only hotel-restaurantran€e with Michelin's supreme
accolade. They would eat the gratin de langousieparhaps, because it was
traditional on such a night, drink champagne. Amnght.

Bond smiled at his story and at the dots that enmdé&tbt today. Today you're
working. Today is for Goldfinger, not for love. Taglthe only scent you may smel is
Goldfinger's expensive after-shave lotion, nothatwvould she use? English girls
made mistakes about scent. He hoped it would bettng slight and clean.
Balmain's Vent Vert perhaps, or Caron's Muguet.dBmmed up his receiver for
reassurance, then hushed it and motored on, relpiedng with his thoughts of the
girl, fil ing in the details. Of course he might eteip with her again. They seemed to
be keeping pretty close company. She must have gpenight in Orleans. Where?
What a waste. But wait a minute! Suddenly Bond warérom his daydreaming. The
open hood reminded him. He'd seen that Triumphrbefohad been at Ferryfield,
must have taken the flight after Goldfinger. It vimge he hadn't seen the girl or noted
the registration number, but surely it was the sdfreo, for her to be stil on



Goldfinger's tail after three hundred miles was entbian coincidence. And she had
been driving with dimmed lights the night beforedrid, what's going on?

Bond stepped on the accelerator. He was approadlengrs. He'd anyway have to
close up for the next big turning. He would kil tliwds with one stone and also see
what the girl was up to. If she was keeping statiomewhere between him and
Goldfinger there would have to be some furiouskimg. And it would be a blasted
nuisance. It was hard enough keeping up with Guodgfi. With another tail
sandwiched between them, it would become hel iicalt.

She was stil there, perhaps two miles behind tHesRaeping wel back. As soon as
he caught sight of her little glittering rump (asdescribed it to himself) Bond
slowed. Wel , wel ! Who was she? What the hel walsisabout? Bond motored on,
his face morose and thoughtful.

The little convoy kept on, stil fol owing the witidack sheen of N7 that runs like a
thick, dangerous nerve down through the heart ahée. But at Moulins Bond nearly
lost the scent. He had to double back quickly agtdog to N73. Goldfinger had
turned at right angles and was now making for Lyamd Italy, or for Macon and
Geneva. Bond had to do some fast motoring, andwiesnonly just in time to avoid
running into trouble. He had not worried much altbetpitch of the Homer. He had
counted on a sight of the Triumph to slow him do®addenly he realized that the
drone was becoming a howl. If he hadn't braked dawi from the ninety he was
doing, he would have been on top of. the Rol sit Ass, he was barely creeping
along when he came over a rise and saw the bigwelar stopped by the wayside a
mile ahead. There was a blessed cart-track. Boedved into it and stopped under
cover of a low hedge. He took a smal pair of binaxsuout of the glove compartment,
got out of the car and walked back. Yes, damn aldénger was sitting below a smal
bridge on the bank of a stream. He was wearingitewist coat and white linen
driving helmet in the style of German tourists. \M&s eating, having a picnic. The
sight made Bond hungry. What about his own lunceZkamined the Rol s. Through
the rear window he could see part of the Koredaskishape in the front seat. There
was no sign of the Triumph. If the girl had stielmeon Goldfinger's tail she would
have had no warning. She would have just kept bad ldown and stepped on the gas.
Now she would be somewhere ahead, waiting in amfmighe Rol s to come by. Or
would she? Perhaps Bond's imagination had run awithyhim. She was probably on
her way to the Italian lakes to join an aunt, sénends, a lover.

Now Goldfinger was on his feet. Tidy man. Thatghtj pick up the scraps of paper
and tuck them away careful y under the bridge. \Wbtythrow them in the stream?
Suddenly Bond's jaw tightened. What did those astf Gold-finger remind him of?
Was Bond romancing again, or was the bridge alpms? Had Goldfinger been
instructed to leave something, one of his barsotd,gunder this particular bridge?
France, Switzerland, Italy. It was convenient foofahem - the Communist cel in
Lyons for instance, one of the strongest in FraAoel this was a good place to use
with a clear field of view up and down the road.

Goldfinger scrambled up the bank. Bond drew baadeuwcover. He heard the distant
grind of the old self-starter. He cautiously watthlee Rol s until it had disappeared.



It was a pretty bridge over a pretty stream. It Aadirvey number set in the arch -
79/6 - the sixth bridge from some town on N79. Basfnd.

Bond got quickly out of the car and slid down thalsow bank. It was dark and cool
under the arch. There were the shadows of fisharstow, clear, pebbled water.
Bond searched the edge of the masonry near the geage. Exactly in the centre,
below the road, there was a patch of thick graasagthe wal . Bond parted the
grass. There was a sprinkling of freshly turnedre@ond dug with his fingers.

There was only one. It was smooth to the touchkaiui-shaped. It needed some
strength to lift it. Bond brushed the earth off the yel ow metal and wrapped the
heavy bar in his handkerchief. He held the bar uhdecoat and climbed back up the
bank on to the empty road.

Bond 7 - Goldfinger

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

'IF YOU TOUCH ME THERE...!

BOND FELT pleased with himself. A whole lot of péepvere going to get very
angry with Goldfinger. You can do a lot of dirty wkowith twenty thousand pounds.
Now plans would have to be altered, conspiraciesgomed, perhaps even lives
saved. And, if it ever got to an inquiry by SMERS#hich was unlikely as they were
the sort of realistic people who cut their lossiespuld only be assumed that some
sheltering tramp had found the gold bar.

Bond lifted the secret flap under the passengedrasehslipped the bar inside.
Dangerous stuff. He would have to contact the s&ation of the Service and hand it
over to them. They would get it back to Londonhia Embassy bag. Bond would
have to report this quickly. It confirmed a lot. M

might even want to warn the Deuxieme and have tiggé watched to see who came.
But Bond hoped that would not happen. He didn'ttveascare started just when he
was getting close to Goldfinger. He wanted theskier Gold-finger to be blue and
clear.

Bond got moving. Now there were other things takrabout. He must catch up with
the Rol s before Macon and get the next fork, togva or Lyons, right. He must
solve the problem of the girl and if possible get bff the road. Pretty or not, she was
confusing the issue. And he must stop and buy Hiresmething to eat and drink. It



was one o'clock and the sight of Goldfinger eatind made him hungry. And it was
time to fil up and check the water and oil.

The drone of the Homer grew louder. He was in thislarts of Macon. He must
close up and take the risk of being spotted. Trsy raffic would hide his low-slung
car. It was vital to know if the Rol s crossed Saone for the Bourg road or if it
turned right at the bridge and joined the N6

for Lyons. Far down the Rue Rambuteau there waisrgpge of yel ow. Over the
railway bridge and through the little square. Thghhyel ow box kept on towards the
river. Bond watched the passers-by turn their héadsl ow the gleaming Rol s. The
river. Would Goldfinger turn right or keep on acsdke bridge? The Rol s kept
straight on. So it was Switzerland! Bond fol oweeointo the suburb of St Laurent.
Now for a butcher and a baker and a wine shop.dred yards ahead the golden
head of a calf hung over the pavement. Bond glancld driving mirror. Wel , wel

I The little Triumph was only feet away from hislt&low long had she been there?
Bond had been so intent on fol owing the Rol s kiealhadn't glanced back since
entering the town. She must have been hiding ugeastreet. So! Now coincidence
was certainly out. Something must be done. Sowggegheart. I've got to mess you
up. I'l be as gentle as | can. Hold tight. Bongptx abruptly in front of the butcher's
shop. He banged the gears into reverse. There siakening scrunch and tinkle.
Bond switched off his engine and got out.

He walked round to the back of the car. The ggat, face tense with anger, had one
beautiful silken leg on the road. There was ansicidiet glimpse' of white thigh. The
girl stripped off her goggles and stood, legs bdamed arms akimbo. The beautiful
mouth was taut with anger.

The Aston Martin's rear bumper was locked intovtineckage of the Triumph's lamps
and radiator gril e. Bond said amiably, 'If you¢bune there again you'l have to
marry me.'

The words were hardly out of his mouth before theropalm cracked across his face.
Bond put up a hand and rubbed his cheek. Now thasequite a crowd. There was a
murmur of approval and ribaldry. 'Al ez y la gosktin-tenant le knock-out!

The girl's rage had not dissipated with the blateu’ bloody fool! What the hel do
you think you're doing?'

Bond thought: If only pretty girls were always aypginey would be beautiful. He said,
"Your brakes can't be up to much.'

'My brakes! What the hel do you mean? You revensedme.'

'‘Gears slipped. I didn't know you were so clogevds time to calm her down. 'I'm
most frightful y sorry. I'l pay for al the repamsd everything. It real y is bad luck.
Let's see what the damage is. Try and back awagsiolook as if our bumpers have
over-ridden.' Bond put a foot on the Triumph's bemspand rocked.



'Don't you dare touch my car! Leave it alone." Alyghe girl climbed back into the
driver's seat. She pressed the self-starter. Thiaefired.

Metal clanged under the bonnet. She switched affleant out. 'There you are, you
idiot! You've smashed the fan.'

Bond had hoped he had. He got into his own careasdd it away from the Triumph.
Bits of the Triumph, released by Bond's bumpekl¢id on to the road. He got out
again. The crowd had thinned. There was a marmmechanic's overal s. He
volunteered to cal a breakdown van and went offcc@o. Bond walked over to the
Triumph. The girl had got out and was waiting fanhHer expression had changed.
Now she was more composed. Bond noticed that e, @yhich were dark blue,
watched his face careful y.

Bond said, 'lt real y won't be too bad. Probablgdied the fan out of alignment.
They'l put temporary headlamps in the sockets &magybten up the chrome. You'l be
off again by tomorrow morning. Now,' Bond reachetbihis pocket for his
notecase,'this is maddening for you and I'l celydake al the blame. Here's a
hundred thousand francs to cover the damage andeypenses for the night and
telephoning your friends and so on. Please takedtcal it quits. I'd love to stay here
and see you get on the road al right tomorrow nmgrriBut I've got an appointment
this evening and I've simply got to make it.’

'No." The one word was cool, definite. The girl pat hands behind her back and
waited.

'‘But..." What was it she wanted, the police? Hawetharged with dangerous
driving?

'I've got an appointment this evening too. I'vetganake it. I've got to get to Geneva.
Wil you please take me there? It's not far. Onlgudla hundred miles. We could do it
in two hours in that.' She gestured at the DBNII you? Please?"

There was a desperate urgency in the voice. Ndecgjmo threats, only a blazing
need.

For the first time Bond examined her as more thpretty girl who perhaps - they
were the only explanations Bond had found to #t fidcts -

wanted to be picked up by Goldfinger or had a biaaik on him. But she didn't look
capable of either of these things. There was toohneharacter in the face, too much
candour. And she wasn't wearing the uniform ofduseess. She wore a white, rather
masculine cut, heavy silk shirt. It was open atrtbek, but it would button up to a
narrow military col ar. The shirt had long wideestes gathered at the wrists. The
girl's nails were unpainted and her only pieceswfgl ery was a gold ring on her
engagement finger (true or false?). She wore awatyg black stitched leather belt
with double brass buckles. It rose at the backvwe gome of the support of a racing
driver's corset belt. Her short skirt was charagpaly and pleated. Her shoes were
expensive-looking black sandals which would be artable and cool for driving.
The only touch of colour was the pink handkerckibich she had taken off her head



and now held by her side with the white goggleal lboked very attractive. But the
get-up reminded Bond more of an equipment thanuagairl's dress. There was
something faintly mannish and open-air about thele/bf her behaviour and
appearance. She might, thought Bond, be a memlike @&nglish women's ski team,
or spend a lot of her time in England hunting avghumping.

Although she was a very beautiful girl she waskinel who leaves her beauty alone.
She had made no attempt to pat her hair into pkl€ea. result, it looked as a girl's
hair should look - untidy, with bits that strayettaa rather crooked parting. It
provided the contrast of an uneven, jagged darkdréor the pale symmetry of the
face, the main features of which were blue eye®uddrk brows, a desirable mouth,
and an air of determination and independence #matdrom the high cheek-bones
and the fine line of the jaw. There was the samefaelf-reliance in her figure. She
held her body proudly - her fine breasts out-thr@amd unashamed under the taut
silk. Her stance, with feet slightly parted and d&behind her back, was a mixture of
provocation and chal enge.

The whole picture seemed to say, 'Now then, you$ame bastard, don't think you
can “little woman” me. You've got me into this messl, by God, you're going to get
me out! You may be attractive, but I've got my tiberun, and | know where I'm

going.’

Bond weighed her request. How much of a nuisanaddvshe be? How soon could

he get rid of her and get on with his business? iMa® any security risk? Against

the disadvantages, there was his curiosity abauain what she was up to, the
memory of the fable he had spun round her and wiachnow taken its first step
towards realization, and, final y, the damsel-istiss business - any woman's appeal
for help.

Bond said curtly, 'I'l be glad to take you to GemeNMow then,' he opened up the back
of the Aston Martin, ‘let's get your things in. Wi fix up about the garage here's
some money. Please buy us lunch - anything youdikgourself. For me, six inches
of Lyon sausage, a loaf of bread, butter, anddétfe of Macon with the cork pul

ed.’

Their eyes met and exchanged a flurry of mascuénahine master/slave signals.
The girl took the money. 'Thank you. I'l get thengathings for myself." She went to
the boot of the Triumph and unlocked it. 'No, dwther. | can manage these.' She
hauled out a bag of golf clubs with a cover zippkdt and a smal , expensive looking
suitcase. She brought them over to the Aston Marioh rejecting Bond's offer of
help, fitted them in alongside Bond's suitcase. \B&kehed him lock the back of the
car and went back to the Triumph. She took outdewblack-stitched leather
shoulder bag.

Bond said, 'What name and address shal | give?"

'What?'



Bond repeated his question, wondering if she wbaldbout the name or the address,
or both.

She said, 'l shal be moving about. Better say #rges at Geneva. The name's
Soames. Miss Til y Soames.' There was no hesiteiiba went into the butcher's
shop.

A quarter of an hour later they were on their way.

The girl sat upright and kept her eyes on the rd&aeé.drone on the Homer was faint.
The Rol s must have gained fifty miles. Bond hutri€hey flashed through Bourg

and over the river at Pont d'Ain. Now they weré¢ha foothil s of the Jura and there
were the S-bends of N84. Bond went at them as wdmecompeting in the Alpine
Trials. After the girl had swayed against him twate kept her hand on the handle on
the dash and rode with the car as if she werepaigesdriver. Once, after a

particularly sharp dry skid that almost took theverathe side, Bond glanced at her
profile.

Her lips were parted and her nostrils slightlydlarThe eyes were alight. She was
enjoying herself.

They came to the top of the pass and there wasithéown towards the Swiss
frontier. Now the Homer was sending out a steadylhBond thought, | must take it
easy or we shal be running into them at the Custélegput his hand under the dash
and tuned the noise down. He pul ed in to the gidke road. They sat in the car and
ate a polite but almost silent picnic, neither mgkany attempt at conversation, both,
it seemed, with other things on their minds. Afesr minutes, Bond got going again.
He sat relaxed, motoring easily down the curvirgdrthrough the young whispering
pines.

The girl said, 'What's that noise?’

'Magneto whine. Gets worse when | hurry. Starte@ré¢ans. Have to get it fixed
tonight.'

She seemed satisfied with this mumbo-jumbo. Sheditfidently, 'Where are you
heading for? I hope | haven't taken you very faradyour way.'

Bond said in a friendly voice, 'Not at al . As atterof fact, I'm going to Geneva too.
But | may not stop there tonight. May have to get o

Depends on my meeting. How long wil you be there?’
'l don't know. I'm playing golf. There's the Swis®men's Open Championship at
Divonne. I'm not real y that class, but | thoughwould be good for me to try. Then |

was going to play on some of the other courses.’

Fair enough. No reason why it shouldn't be trug.Band was certain it wasn't the
whole truth. He said, 'Do you play a lot of golf’h&¥'s your home course?"



'Quite a lot. Temple.’

It had been an obvious question. Was the answey anjust the first golf course she
had thought of? 'Do you live near there?'

''ve got an aunt who lives at Henley. What are goung in Switzerland. Holiday?'
'‘Business. Import and Export.’
'Oh.

Bond smiled to himself. It was a stage conversafltne voices were polite stage
voices. He could see the scene, beloved of theidinieatre - the drawing-room,
sunshine on hol yhocks outside french windowsctheple sitting on the sofa, on the
edge of it, she pouring out the tea.

'Do you take sugar?"

They came out into the foothil s. There was a Isingight stretch of road and in the
distance the smal group of buildings of the FreGaktoms.

The girl gave him no chance to get a glimpse ofgassport. As soon as the car
stopped she said something about tidying up arapdesared into the 'Dames'. Bond
had gone through the Controle and was dealing tvéfriptyque when she
reappeared, her passport stamped.

At the Swiss Customs she chose the excuse of gettimething out of her suitcase.
Bond hadn't got time to hang about and cal herf.bluf

Bond hurried on into Geneva and pul ed up at th@osing entrance of the Bergues.
The baggagiste took her suitcase and golf clubsy Btood together on the steps. She
held out her hand. '‘Goodbye.' There was no mettfrige candid blue eyes. '‘And
thank you. You drive beautiful y.'

Her mouth smiled. 'I'm surprised you got into themg gear at Macon.’

Bond shrugged. 'It doesn't often happen. I'm glddl.| If | can get my business
finished, perhaps we could meet again.'

‘That would be nice.' The tone of voice said it Wdolt be. The girl turned and went in
through the swingdoors.

Bond ran down to his car. To hel with her! Now tokpup Goldfinger. Then to the
little office on the Quai Wilson. He tuned the Hanaed waited a couple of minutes.
Gold-finger was close, but moving away. He couttiesi be fol owing the right or the
left bank of the lake. From the pitch of the Hontex was at least a mile outside the
town. Which way? To the left towards Lausanne?hioright towards Evian? The
DB Il was already on the left-hand road. Bond deditb fol ow its nose. He got
moving.



Bond caught up with the high yel ow silhouette jostore

Coppet, the tiny lakeside hamlet made famous byavieedde Stael. He hid behind a
lorry. At his next reconnaissance the Rol s hadppeared. Bond motored on,
watching to the left. At the entrance to the viéaig solid iron gates were closing in
a high wal . Dust hung in the air. Above the wabvaamodest placard. It said, in
faded yel ow on blue, ENTREPRISES AURIC A.G. The fiad gone to earth!

Bond went on until he found a turning to the léfe fol owed this until there was a
lane which led back through the vineyards to thedsdbehind Coppet and to the
chateau of Madame de Stael. Bond stopped amortgedt® Now he should be
directly above the Entreprises Auric. He took hisbulars, got out and fol owed a
foot-path down towards the vil age. Soon, on lgktriwas a spiked iron railing.
There was rol ed barbed wire along its top. A haddrards lower down the hil the
railing merged into a high stone wal . Bond walkémlvly back up the path looking
for the secret entrance the children of Coppet dbave made to get at the chestnut
trees. He found it - two bars of the railing widdnie al ow a smal body through.
Bond stood on the lower railing with al his weighidened the gap by another couple
of inches and wormed his way through.

Bond walked warily through the trees, watching estelp for dead branches. The
trees thinned. There were glimpses of a huddlewfduildings behind a smal
manoir. Bond picked the thick trunk of a fir tragdagot behind it. Now he was
looking down on the buildings. The nearest was abdwndred yards away. There
was an open courtyard. In the middle of the coudyhood the dusty Silver Ghost.

Bond took out the binoculars and examined evergthamutely.

The house was a wel -proportioned square blochkdofeal brick with a slate roof. It
consisted of two storeys and an attic floor. It \Wqoerobably contain four bedrooms
and two principal rooms. The wal s were partly cedeby a very old wistaria in ful
bloom. It was an attractive house. In his minds Bgnd could see the white-painted
panel ing inside. He smel ed the sweet musty saopsgmel of the rooms. The back
door gave on to the wide paved courtyard in whiolod the Rol s. The courtyard was
open on Bond's side but closed on the other twesdiy single-storey corrugated iron
workshops. A tal zinc chimney rose from the andléhe two workshops. The
chimney was topped by a zinc cowl. On top of thme Ziowl was the revolving square
mouth of what looked to Bond like a Decca radansea you see on the bridges of
most ships. The apparatus whirled steadily rourmhdBcouldn't imagine what
purpose it served on the roof of this little fagtamong the trees.

Suddenly the silence and immobility of the peacef@ine were broken. It was as if
Bond had put a penny in the slot of a diorama dagtBon pier. Somewhere a tinny
clock struck five. At the signal, the back doottlodé house opened and Goldfinger
came out, stil dressed in his white linen motokogt, but without the helmet. He was
fol owed by a nondescript, obsequious little mathwi toothbrush moustache and
horn-rimmed spectacles. Goldfinger looked pleabkdwent up to the Rol s and
patted its bonnet. The other man laughed politéé/took a whistle out of his
waistcoat pocket and blew it. A door in the riglaiad workshop opened and four
workmen in blue overal s filed out and walked owethe car. From the open door



they had left there came a whirring noise and ayeagine started up and settled
into the rhythmic pant Bond remembered from Reaulve

The four men disposed themselves round the caa.vwidrd from the little man, who
was presumably the foreman, they began to takeahto pieces.

By the time they had lifted the four doors off thieinges, removed the bonnet cover
from the engine and had set about the rivets orobtitee mudguards, it was clear that
they were methodical y stripping the car of its aamplating.

Almost as soon as Bond had come to this conclughenblack, bowler-hatted figure
of Oddjob appeared at the back door of the houderade some sort of a noise at
Gold-finger. With a word to the foreman, Goldfingeent indoors and left the
workmen to it.

It was time for Bond to get going. He took a laateful look round to fix the
geography in his mind and edged back among the.tree

'l am from Universal Export.’

'Oh yes?' Behind the desk there was a reproduacfitme Annigoni portrait of the
Queen. On the other wal s were advertisementsdayuson tractors and other
agricultural machinery. From outside the wide wiwdmame the hum of traffic along
the Quai Wilson. A steamer hooted. Bond glancedbtlie window and watched it
ride across the middle distance. It left an enadmtake across the flawless evening
mirror of the lake.

Bond looked back into the politely inquiring eyeghe bland, neutral, businessman's
face.

'"We were hoping to do business with you."

'What sort of business?’

'Important business.’

The man's face broke into a smile. He said chegrfitf's 007, isn't it? Thought |
recognized you. Wel now, what can | do for you? Vhice became cautious. 'Only
one thing, better make it quick and get along. &lsdveen the hel of a heat on since
the Dumont business. They've got me taped -théderal Redland. Al very peaceful
of course, but you won't want them sniffing rourcaiy

'l thought it might be like that. It's only routindere.' Bond unbuttoned his shirt and
took out the heavy chunk of gold. 'Get that bacyld you?

And transmit this when you have a chance.' The pudied a pad towards him and
wrote in shorthand to Bond's dictation.

When the man had finished he put the pad in higkgto8/Vel , wel ! Pretty hot stuff.
Wilco. My routine's at midnight. This' - he indiedtthe gold -



‘can go to Berne for the bag. Anything else?'
'Ever heard of the “Entreprises Auric” at Coppetidit what they do?'

'l know what every engineering business in the das. Have to. Tried to sel them
some hand riveters last year. They make metaltfunei

Pretty good stuff. The Swiss railways take somi, @ind the airlines.’
'Know which airlines?'

The man shrugged. 'l heard they did al the workMecca, the big charter line to
India. Their terminus is Geneva. They're quitegadmmpetitor with Al -India.
Mecca's privately owned. Matter of fact, | did hd@at « Auric & Co. had some
money in it. No wonder they've got the contracttfa seating.'

A slow, grim smile spread across Bond's face. Haigand held out his hand. 'You
don't know it, but you've just done a whole jiggauezzle in under a minute. Many
thanks.

Best of luck with the tractor business. Hope wesktragain one day.'

Out in the street, Bond got quickly into his cadahmove along the quai to the
Bergues. So that was the picture! For two days Iesoh trailing a Silver Ghost across
Europe. It was an armour-plated Silver Ghost. Meltthed the last bit of plating
being riveted on in Kent, and the whole lot beitrgpped off at Coppet. Those sheets
would already be in the furnaces at Coppet, readyetmodel ed into seventy chairs
for a Mecca Constel ation. In a few days' time ¢hcisairs would be stripped off the
plane in India and replaced with aluminium onesd &voldfinger would have made
what? Half a mil ion pounds? A mil ion?

For the Silver Ghost wasn't silver at al . It wasaden Ghost - al the two tons of its
bodywork. Solid, eighteen-carat, white gold.

Bond 7 - Goldfinger

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

THINGS THAT GO THUMP IN THE NIGHT



JAMES BOND booked in at the Hotel des Bergues, toblath and shower and
changed his clothes. He weighed the Walther PRi{sifnand and wondered whether
he should take it or leave it behind. He decidelé&wve it. He had no intention of
being seen when he went back to the Entreprises Afyrby dreadful luck, he was
seen, it would spoil everything to get into a figde had his story, a poor one, but at
least one that would not break his cover. He wdalde to rely on that. But Bond did
choose a particular pair of shoes that were rdtbavier than one could expect from
their casual build.

At the desk he asked if Miss Soames was in. Henwasurprised when the
receptionist said they had no Miss Soames stawitiga hotel.

The only question was whether she had left thel dten Bond was out of sight or
had registered under another name.

Bond motored across the beautiful Pont du Mont 8md along the brightly lit quai
to the Bavaria, a modest Alsatian brasserie thatlen the rendezvous of the great
in the days of the League of Nations. He sat byntimelow and drank Enzian washed
down with pale Lowenbrau. He thought first aboutdiiager. There was now no
doubt what he was up to. He financed a spy netwodbably SMERSH, and he
made fortunes smuggling gold to India, the countingre he could get the biggest
premium. After the loss of his Brixham trawler, reed thought out this new way.

He first made it known that he had an armoured™aat would only be considered
eccentric. Many English bodybuilders exported th&hey used to go to Indian
rajahs; now they went to oil sheiks and South Acasripresidents. Goldfinger had
chosen a Silver Ghost because, with his modifioatithe chassis was strong enough,
the riveting was already a feature of the bodywarld there was the largest possible
area of metal sheeting. Perhaps Gold-finger hadt raitroad once or twice to get
Ferryfield used to it. Then, on the next trip, bek off the armour plating in his
works at Reculver. He substituted eighteen-caratevgold. Its al oy of nickel and
silver would be strong enough. The colour of thealwould not betray him if he got
in a smash or if the bodywork were scratched. Tofeéto Switzerland and to the little
factory. The workmen would have been as carefutkau as the ones at Reculver.
They would take off the plates and mould them aitoraft seats which would then
be upholstered and instal ed in Mecca Airlines+presumably by some stooge of
Goldfinger's who got a cut on each 'gold run'. Bese runs -once, twice, three times
a year? - the plane would accept only light freigd a few passengers. At Bombay
or Calcutta the plane would need an overhaul, fssugpped. It would go to the
Mecca hangar and have new seats fitted. The olgl, tine gold ones, would go to the
bul ion brokers. Goldfinger would get his sterlicrgdit in Nassau or wherever he
chose. He would have made his hundred, or two leahgrer cent profit and could
start the cycle al over again, from the 'We Buy Gluld' shops in Britain to Reculver
- Geneva -Bombay.

Yes, thought Bond, gazing out across the glisterstaylit lake, that's how it would

be - a top-notch smuggling circuit with a minimuiskrand maximum profit. How
Goldfinger must smile as he pressed the bulb obltidoa-constrictor horn and
swept past the admiring policemen of three cousitite certainly seemed to have the
answer - the philosopher's stone, the finger afilgblhe hadn't been such an



unpleasant man, if he wasn't doing al this to smskee trigger finger of SMERSH,
Bond would have felt admiration for this monumenitiakster whose operations were
so big that they worried even the Bank of Englakslit was, Bond only wanted to
destroy Goldnnger, seize his gold, get him behend .bGoldfinger's gold-lust was too
strong, too ruthless, too dangerous to be al owedun of the world.

It was eight o'clock. The Enzian, the firewatetitled from gentian that is
responsible for Switzerland's chronic alcoholismasweginning to warm Bond's
stomach and melt his tensions. He ordered anothéyld and with it a chouc-route
and a carafe of Fondant.

And what about the girl, this pretty, authoritarjaker that had suddenly been faced
in the deal? What in hel was she about? What ahaugolf story? Bond got up and
went to the telephone booth at the back of the rdéengot on to the Journal de
Geneve and through to the sports editor.

The man was helpful, but surprised at Bond's qolesiNo. The various
championships were of course played in the sumrhenvthe other national
programmes were finished and it was possible ®dugood foreign entry to
Switzerland. It was the same with al other Europgamtries. They liked to bring in
as many British and American players as possiblacteased the gates. 'Pas de quoi,
monsieur.'

Bond went back to his table and ate his dinnem8oh for that. Whoever she was,
she was an amateur. No professional would use er tbat could be broken down by
one telephone cal . It had been in the back of Bamehd -reluctantly, because he
liked the girl and was excited by her

- that she could, she just could have been an a&GNMERSH sent to keep an eye on
Goldfinger, or Bond or both. She had some of thaities of a secret agent, the
independence, the strength of character, the yabolitvalk alone. But that idea was
out. She hadn't got the training.

Bond ordered a slice of gruyere, pumpernickel asftee. No, she was an enigma.
Bond only prayed that she hadn't got some priviateipvolving either him or
Goldfinger that was going to mess up his own opamat

And his own job was so nearly finished! Al he nedas the evidence of his own
eyes that the story he had woven round Goldfingdrthe Rol s was the truth. One
look into the works at Coppet - one grain of wiytdd dust - and he could be off to
Berne that very night and be on to the duty offweer the Embassy scrambler. Then,
quietly, discreetly, the Bank of England would freésoldfinger's accounts al over
the world and perhaps, already tomorrow, the Sp8canch of the Swiss police
would be knocking on the door of Entreprises Augxtradition would fol ow,
Goldfinger would go to Brixton, there would be dequrather complicated case in
one of the smuggling courts like Maidstone or Lewe&sldfinger would get a few
years, his naturalization would be revoked andybld hoard, il egal y exported,
would trickle back into the vaults below the Barikemgland. And SMERSH would
gnash its blood-stained teeth and add anothertpagend's bulging zapiska.



Time to go for the last lap. Bond paid his bil ameht out and got into his car. He
crossed the Rhone and motored slowly along theegh quai through the evening
traffic. It was an average night for his purposker® was a blazing three-quarter
moon to see by, but not a breath of wind to higeapproach through the woods to
the factory. Wel , there was no hurry. They wouldbably be workirig through the
night. He would have to take it very easily anceéalry. The geography of the place
and the route he had plotted for himself ran beBwed's eyes like a film while the
automatic pilot that is in al good drivers took tiae along the wide white highway
beside the sleeping lake.

Bond fol owed his route of the afternoon. When aé turned off the main road he
drove on his sidelights. He nosed the car off #amelinto a clearing in the woods and
switched off the engine. He sat and listened. énhbavy silence there was only a soft
ticking from the hot metal under the bonnet andhhsty trip of the dashboard clock.
Bond got out, eased the door shut and walked saftiyn the little path through the
trees.

Now he could hear the soft heavy pant of the geoeemgine... thumpah...
thumpabh... thumpah. It seemed a watchful, rathreatkning noise.

Bond reached the gap in the iron bars, slippedutiirand stood, straining his senses
forward through the moon-dappled trees.

THUMPAH... THUMPAH... THUMPAH. The great iron pufisere on top of him,
inside his brain. Bond felt the skin-crawling tieldt the groin that dates from one's
first game of hide and seek in the dark. He sntibekimself at the animal danger
signal. What primeval chord had been struck byitimecent noise coming out of the
tal zinc chimney? The breath of a dinosaur indge® Bond tightened his muscles
and crept forward foot by foot, moving smal brarechareful y out of his way,
placing each step as cautiously as if he was gbirayigh a minefield.

The trees were thinning. Soon he would be up viighitig sheltering trunk he had
used before. He looked for it and then stood frohenpulse racing. Below the trunk
of his tree, spreadeagled on the ground, was a.body

Bond opened his mouth wide and breathed slowlynthaut to release the tension.
Softly he wiped his sweating palms down his trosiskele dropped slowly to his
hands and knees and stared forward, his eyes vddieecamera lenses.

The body under the tree moved, shifted cautiously mew position. A breath of wind
whispered in the tops of the trees. The moonbeamsedl quickly across the body
and then were stil . There was a glimpse of thiekkhair, black sweater, narrow
black slacks. And something else

- a straight gleam of metal along the ground. garebeneath the clump of black hair
and ran past the trunk of the trees into the grass.

Bond slowly, wearily bent his head and looked atdhound between his spread
hands. It was the girl, Til y. She was watchingbbéddings below. She had a rifle - a



rifle that must have been among the innocent dobisc- ready to fire on them. Damn
and blast the sil y bitch!

Bond slowly relaxed. It didn't matter who she wasvbat she was up to. He
measured the distance, planned each stride -ajeetiory of the final spring, left hand
to her neck, right to the gun. Now!

Bond's chest skidded over the hump of the buttackkthudded into the smal of the
girl's back. The impact emptied the breath outesfikith a soft grunt. The fingers of
Bond's left hand flew to the throat and found theotd artery. His right hand was on
the waist of the rifle's stock. He prised the firsgaway, felt that the safety catch was
on and reached the rifle far to one side.

Bond eased the weight of his chest off the gidiskband moved his fingers away
from her neck. He closed them softly over her moB#meath him, he felt the body
heave, the lungs labouring for breath. She wastilCareful y Bond gathered the
two hands behind the girl's back and held them wighright. Beneath him the
buttocks began to squirm. The legs jerked. Bondearthe legs to the ground with
his stomach and thighs, noting the strong musaleshed under him. Now the breath
was rasping through his fingers. Teeth gnawedsabhaind. Bond inched careful y
forwards along the girl. He got his mouth througin hair to her ear. He whispered
urgently, 'Til y, for Christ's sake. Stay stil ! i§hs me, Bond. I'm a friend. This is
vital. Something you don't know about. Wil you sty and listen?’

The teeth stopped reaching for his fingers. Theylvethxed and lay soft under his.
After a time, the head nodded once.

Bond slid off her. He lay beside her, stil holdimgy hands prisoned behind her back.
He whispered, 'Get your breath. But tel me, wene aiter Goldfinger?’

The pale face glanced sideways and away. The fidpered fiercely into the
ground, 'l was going to kil him.'

Some girl Goldfinger had put in the family way. Biolet go her hands. She brought
them up and rested her head on them. Her whole §lmalydered with exhaustion and
released nerves. The shoulders began to shake. ®x1tid reached out a hand and
smoothed her hair, quietly, rhythmical y. His egageful y went over the peaceful,
unchanged scene below. Unchanged? There was sagethie radar thing on the
cowl of the chimney. It wasn't going round any mdtréad stopped with its oblong
mouth pointing in their direction. The fact hadsignificance for Bond.

Now the girl wasn't crying any more. Bond nuzzlésirhouth close to her ear. Her
hair smel ed of jasmine. He whispered, TJon't wdhny after him too. And I'm going
to damage him far worse than you could have dovebkeen sent after him by
London. They want him. What did he do to you?'

She whispered, almost to herself, 'He kil ed miesis¥ou knew her - Jil Masterton.'

.Bond said fiercely, 'What happened?’



'He has a woman once a month. Jil told me this vetexfirst took the job. He
hypnotizes them. Then he - he paints them gold.’

'Christ! Why?"

'l don't know. Jil told me he's mad about goldupgose he sort of thinks he's - that
he's sort of possessing gold. You know - marryingié gets some Korean servant to
paint them. The man has to leave their backbonpainted. Jil couldn't explain that.

| found out it's so they wouldn't die. If their besl were completely covered with gold
paint, the pores of the skin wouldn't be able walite. Then they'd die. Afterwards,
they're washed down by the Korean with resin oretbimg. Goldfinger gives them a
thousand dol ars and sends them away.

Bond saw the dreadful Oddjob with his pot of godinp, Goldfinger's eyes gloating
over the glistening statue, the fierce possessféhat happened to Jil ?'

'She cabled me to come. She was in an emergendcyimvarhospital in Miami.
Goldfinger had thrown her out. She was dying. Toetars didn't know what was the
matter. She told me what had happened to her - mhbatd done to her. She died the
same night.' The girl's voice was dry

- matter of fact. 'When | got back to England | wenTrain, the skin specialist. He
told me this business about the pores of the $kirad happened to some cabaret girl
who had to pose as a silver statue. He showed taésdef the case and the autopsy.
Then | knew what had happened to Jil .

Gold-finger had had her painted al over. He haddenad her. It must have been out
of revenge for - for going with you.' There wasaage. The girl said dul y, 'She told
me about you. She - she liked you. She told meaf €met you | was to give you
this ring.'

Bond closed his eyes tight, fighting with a waver@ntal nausea. More death! More
blood on his hands. This time, as the result cdraless gesture, a piece of bravado
that had led to twenty-four hours of ecstasy witkeautiful girl who had taken his
fancy and, in the end, rather more than his faAoyl this petty sideswipe at
Goldfinger's ego had been returned by Goldfinggoasand, a mil ionfold. 'She left
my employ' - the flat words in the sunshine at $aok two days before. How
Goldfinger must have enjoyed saying that! Bondaigdrnails dug into the palms of
his hands. By God, he'd pin this murder on Goldmgit was the last act of his life.
As for himself...? Bond knew the answer. This ddethvould not be able to excuse
as being part of his job. This death he would haJere with.

The girl was pul ing at her finger - at the Claddaigg, the entwined hands round the
gold heart. She put her knuckle to her mouth. Ting came off. She held it up for
Bond to take. The tiny gold circle, silhouettediagathe trunk of the tree, glittered in
the moonlight.

The noise in Bond's ear was something betweensaahis a shril whistle. There was a
dry, twanging thud. The aluminium feathers of tteekarrow trembled like a



humming bird's wings in front of Bond's eyes. Thafsof the arrow straightened.
The gold ring tinkled down the shaft until it reachthe bark of the tree.

Slowly, almost incuriously, Bond turned his head.

Ten yards away - half in moonlight, half in shadotlve black melon-headed figure
crouched, its legs widely straddled in the judmsga The left arm, thrust forward
against the glinting semicircle of the bow, wasigfint as a duel ist's. The right hand,
holding the feathers of the second arrow, was against the right cheek. Behind the
head, the taut right elbow lanced back in frozespsuse. The silver tip of the second
arrow pointed exactly between the two pale raigedilps.

Bond breathed the words, 'Don't move an inch.' dlbe said, 'Hul o, Oddjob.
Damned good shot.'

Oddjob jerked the tip of the arrow upwards.

Bond got to his feet, shielding the girl. He saodtly, out of the corner of his mouth,
'He mustn't see the rifle." He said to Oddjob, kpepcasual y, peaceably, 'Nice place
Mr Goldfinger has here. Want to have a word wittm lsiometime. Perhaps it's a bit
late tonight. You might tel him I'l be along tomaw.' Bond said to the girl, 'Come
on, darling. We've had our walk in the woods. Timget back to the hotel." He took
a step away from Oddjob towards the fence.

Oddjob stamped his forward foot. The point of teead arrow swung to the centre
of Bond's stomach.

‘Oargn.’ Oddjob jerked his head sideways and dowasmawards the house.

'Oh, you think he'd like to see us now? Al rightivdon't think we'l be disturbing
him? Come on, darling.'

Bond led the way to the left of the tree, away fribva rifle that lay in the shadowed
grass.

As they went slowly down the hil , Bond talked $pfo the girl, briefing her. "You're
my girl friend. | brought you out from England. $esurprised and interested by our
little adventure. We're in a tough spot. Don'tany tricks.' Bond jerked back his
head. 'This man's a kil er.'

The girl said angrily, 'If only you hadn't interést.’

'‘Same to you,' said Bond shortly. He took it baki sorry, Til y. Didn't mean that.
But | don't think you could have got away with it.'

'l had my plans. I'd have been over the frontientgnight.’
Bond didn't answer. Something had caught his epetof of the tal chimney, the

oblong mouth of the radar-thing was revolving ag#iiwas that that had spotted
them -heard them. It must be some kind of sonieaet. What a bag of tricks this



man was! Bond hadn't meant to underestimate Ga@efirHad he managed to do so -
decisively? Perhaps, if he had had his gun...”Bdad knew that even his split-
second draw wouldn't have beaten the Korean - viudd so now. There was a total
deadliness about this man. Whether Bond had beeadeor unarmed, it would have
been a man fighting a tank.

They reached the courtyard. As they did so, th& ldaor of the house opened. Two
more Koreans, who might have been the servants Reaulver, ran out towards
them through the warm splash of electric light. ybarried ugly-looking polished
sticks. 'Stop!" Both men wore the savage, empty tipat men from Station J, who had
been in Japanese prison camps, had described th Bde search. No trouble or...
The man who had spoken, cut the air with a whigtlash of his stick. 'Hands up!

Bond put his hands slowly up. He said to the giin't react... whatever they do.’

Odd job came forward and stood, menacingly, watgtie search. The search was
expert. Bond coldly watched the hands on the tnd,grinning faces.

'‘Okay. Come!’

They were herded through the open door and al@tgree-flagged passage to the
narrow entrance hal at the front of the house.ithese smel ed as Bond had
imagined it would musty and fragrant and summeher€ were white-panel ed
doors. Oddjob knocked on one of them.

‘Yes?'
Oddjob opened the door. They were prodded through.

Goldfinger sat at a big desk. It was neatly encuetbavith important-looking papers.
The desk was flanked by grey metal filing cabinets.

Beside the desk, within reach of Gold-finger's hatdod a short-wave wireless set
on a low table. There was an operator's keyboaddhanachine that ticked busily and
looked like a barograph. Bond guessed that thissbatething to do with the detector
that had intercepted them.

Goldfinger wore his purple velvet smoking-jackeepan open-necked white silk
shirt. The open neck showed a tuft of orange chast-He sat very erect in a high-
backed chair. He hardly glanced at the girl. Tlgedhiina-blue eyes were fixed on
Bond. They showed no surprise. They held no exjmegscept a piercing hardness.

Bond blustered, 'Look here, Goldfinger. What the'hal this about? You put the
police on to me over that ten thousand dol arslgad on your tracks with my girl
friend here, Miss Soames. I've come to find outtvihe@ hel you mean by it. We
climbed the fence - | know it's trespassing, baihted to catch you before you
moved on somewhere else. Then this ape of yours eéong and damned near kil ed
one of us with his bow and arrow. Two more of yblarody Koreans held us up and



searched us. What the hel 's going on? If you garetme a civil answer and ful
apologies I'l put the police on you.'

Goldfinger's flat, hard stare didn't flicker. Heghi not have heard Bond's angry-
gentleman's outburst. The finely chisel ed lipggrhrHe said,

'Mr Bond, they have a saying in Chicago: “Onceapgenstance. Twice is
coincidence. The third time it's enemy action.” MiaSandwich and now Geneva. |
propose to wring the truth out of you.' Gold-fingezyes slid slowly past Bond's head.
'‘Oddjob. The Pressure Room.’

Bond 7 - Goldfinger

PART THREE: ENEMY ACTION

Bond 7 - Goldfinger

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

THE PRESSURE ROOM

BOND'S REACTION was automatic. There was no redsdnnd it. He took one
quick step forward and hurled himself across thek@ Goldfinger. His body,
launched in a shal ow dive, hit the top of the dms#t ploughed through the litter of
papers. There was a heavy thud as the top of his ¢rashed into Goldfinger's
breastbone. The momentum of the blow rocked Gadéfirn his chair. Bond kicked
back at the edge of the desk, got a purchase amtied forward again. As the chair
toppled backwards and the two bodies went dowhersplintering woodwork,

Bond's fingers got to the throat and his thumbstwen its base and downwards with
every ounce of his force.

Then the whole house fel on Bond, a baulk of tinfbehim at the base of the neck
and he rol ed sluggishly off Goldfinger on to theof and lay stil .

The vortex of light through which Bond was whirlialpwly flattened into a disc, a
yel ow moon, and then into a burning Cyclops eyan&hing was written round the
fiery eyebal . It was a message, an important ngesta him. He must read it.



Careful y, one by one, Bond spel ed out the titiets. The message said: SOCIETE
ANONYME MAZDA. What was its significance? A hard Ibof water hit Bond in

the face. The water stung his eyes and fil ed lwatm He retched desperately and
tried to move. He couldn't. His eyes cleared, asdhain. There was a throbbing pain
at the back of his neck. He was staring up intaehamel ed light bowl with one
powerful bulb. He was on some sort of a table aadvnists and ankles were bound
to its edges. He felt with his fingers. He feltisbked metal.

A voice, Goldfinger's voice, flat, uninteresteddsédNow we can begin.'

Bond turned his head towards the voice. His eyas dazzled by the light. He
squeezed them hard and opened them. Goldfingesittiag) in a canvas chair. He
had taken off his jacket and was in his shirt sésewhere were red marks round the
base of his throat. On a folding table beside hieneavarious tools and metal
instruments and a control panel. On the otheraidie table Til y Masterton sat in
another chair. She was strapped to it by her waistsankles. She sat bolt upright as
if she was in school. She looked incredibly bealtliut shocked, remote. Her eyes
gazed vacantly at Bond. She was either druggegmrditized.

Bond turned his head to the right. A few feet awtnpd the Korean. He stil wore his
bowler hat but now he was stripped to the waise y&l ow skin of his huge torso
glinted with sweat. There was no hair on it. Tta flectoral muscles were as broad as
dinner plates and the stomach was concave belogréa arch of the ribs. The

biceps and forearms, also hairless, were as tlsitkighs. The ten-minutes-to-two oil
slicks of the eyes looked pleased, greedy. The Infisudf blackish teeth formed an
oblong grin of anticipation.

Bond raised his head. The quick look round hureylWere in one of the factory
workrooms. White light blazed round the iron doof$wo electric furnaces. There
were bluish sheets of metal stacked in wooden fsafi®m somewhere came the
whir of a generator. There was a distant, muffil@ansl of hammering, and, behind
the sound, the faraway iron pant of the power plant

Bond glanced down the table on which he lay spessgled. He let his head fal back
with a sigh. There was a narrow slit down the eenfrthe polished steel table. At the
far end of the slit, like a foresight framed in thee of his parted feet, were the
glinting teeth of a circular saw.

Bond lay and stared up at the little message otathg bulb. Goldfinger began to
speak in a relaxed conversational voice. Bond @guhe curtains tight across the
ghastly peep-show of his imagination and listened.

'Mr Bond, the word “pain” comes from the Latin paemeaning “penalty” - that
which must be paid. You must now pay for the injwisness which your attack
upon me proves, as | suspected, to be inimicalioSity, as they say, kil ed the cat.
This time it wil have to kil two cats, for | feamust also count this girl an enemy.
She tel s me she is staying at the Bergues. Oaghtehe cal proved that to be false.
Oddjob was sent to where you were both hidden ecalvered her rifle and also a
ring which it happens that | recognize. Under hymmo the rest came out. This girl
came here to kil me. Perhaps you did too. You Hweik failed. Now must come the



poena. Mr Bond' - the voice was weary, bored aléhhad many enemies in my time.
| am very successful and immensely rich, and ricliésnay inflict another of my
aphorisms upon you, may not make you friends byt treatly increase the class and
variety of your enemies.’

‘That's very neatly put.'

Goldfinger ignored the interruption. 'If you werér@e man, with your talent for
inquiry, you would be able to find round the wotlh relics of those who have
wished me il , or who have tried to thwart me. Ehleave, as | said, been many of
these people and you would find, Mr Bond, thatrtherinains resemble those of
hedgehogs squashed upon the roads in summertime.’

'Very poetic simile.'

'‘By chance, Mr Bond. | am a poet in deeds - narofh words. | am Concerned to
arrange my actions in appropriate and effectiveepad. But that is by the way. | wish
to convey to you that it was a most evil day fou yehen you first crossed my path
and, admittedly in a very minor fashion, thwartemiauscule project upon which |
was engaged. On that occasion it was someone alssuwifered the poena that
should have been meted out to you. An eye was tlakeéhe eye, but it was not
yours. You were lucky and, if you had then foundearcle to consult, the oracle
would have said to you, “Mr Bond, you have beenuioate. Keep away from Mr
Auric Goldfinger. He is a most powerful man. If Koldfinger wanted to crush you,
he would only have to turn over in his sleep tesdd"

"You express yourself most vividly.' Bond turned head. The great brown and
orange footbal of a head was bent slightly forwaite round moon-face was bland,
indifferent. Casual y, one hand reached out tatmrol panel and pressed down a
switch. There came a slow metal ic growl from thd ef the table on which Bond
lay. It curved quickly up to a harsh whine and theea shril high whistle that was
barely audible. Bond turned his head wearily avithgwv soon could he manage to
die? Was there any way he could hasten death2Adfof his had survived the
Gestapo. He had described to Bond how he hadttyiedmmit suicide by holding his
breath. By superhuman wil -power, after a few nmesuvithout breathing,
unconsciousness had come. But, with the blackotiteo§enses, wil and intention had
also left the body. At once reason was forgottdre ody's instinct to live manned
the pumps and got breath back into the body againBond could try it. There was
nothing else to help him through the pain barrefiole the blessing of death. For
death was the only exit. He knew he could neveeabio Goldfinger and live with
himself again - even in the unlikely event that @ioiger could be bought off with the
truth. No, he must stick to his thin story and hipa the others who would now fol
ow him on Gold-finger's trail would have betterkutvho would M choose?
Probably 008, the second kil er in the smal seaticthree. He was a good man, more
careful than Bond. M would know that Goldfinger Halded Bond and he would give
008 licence to kil in return. 258 in Geneva would pim on to the scent that would
end with Bond's inquiry about the Entre-prises Au¥ies, fate would catch up with
Goldfinger if Bond could only keep his mouth sHiihe gave the least clue away,
Goldfinger would escape. That was unthinkable.



'‘Now then, Mr Bond,' Goldfinger's voice was briskaough of these amiabilities.

Sing, as my Chicago friends put it, and you wil glieckly and painlessly. The girl
also. Sing not, and your death wil be one longaurerhe girl | shal then give to

Oddjob, as I did that cat, for supper. Which i®ibe?"

Bond said, 'Don't be a fool, Goldfinger. | told rimggnds at Universal where | was
going and why. The girl's parents know that shetweth me. | made inquiries about
this factory of yours before we came here. We bkedtaced here very easily.
Universal is powerful. You wil have the police aft@u within days of our
disappearance. | wil make a deal with you. Letasugd nothing more wil be heard
of the matter. | wil vouch for the girl.

You are making a stupid mistake. We are two pdsféichocent people.'

Goldfinger said in a bored voice, 'I'm afraid yaand understand, Mr Bond. Whatever
you have managed to find out about me, which | actsig very little, can only be a
grain of the truth. | am engaged upon gigantic imiges. To take the gamble of
letting either of you leave here alive would betguuidicrous. It is out of the question.
As for my being bothered by the police, | shal béghted to receive them if they
come. Those of my Koreans who can speak won't doneowil the mouths of my
electric furnaces which wil have vaporized you bantial al your belongings at two
thousand degrees Centigrade. No, Mr Bond, make gloaice. Perhaps | can
encourage you' - there came the noise of a levemgacross iron teeth. "The saw is
now approaching your body at about an inch evenuiei Meanwhile,’ he glanced at
Odd job and held up one finger, 'a little massagmfOddjob. To begin with, only
grade one. Grades two and three are stil more asiks’

Bond closed his eyes. The sickly zoo-smel of Od@joteloped him. Big, rasping
fingers set to work on him careful y, delicatelypfessure here, combined with a
pressure there, a sudden squeeze, a pause, araldghak, sharp blow. Always the
hard hands were surgical y accurate.

Bond ground his teeth until he thought they wouleblt. The sweat of pain began to
form pools in the sockets of his closed eyes. g whine of the saw was getting
louder. It reminded Bond of the sawdust-scentesi@swf long ago summer evenings
at home in England. Home? This was his home, this@n of danger he had chosen
to live in. And here he would be buried 'in someneo of a foreign blast furnace that
is for ever two thousand degrees Centigrade'. @sidye merry gentlemen of the
Secret Service! What should he give himself aspatagh? What should be his

‘famous last words'? That you have no choice aypout birth, but you can choose the
way you die? Yes, it would look wel on a tombstemet Savoir vivre but Savoir
mourir.

'Mr Bond." Goldfinger's voice held an ounce of urgpe 'Is this real y necessary? Just
tel me the truth. Who are you? Who sent you herbatwlo you know? Then it wil be
so easy. You shal both have a pil . There wil beaa. It wil be like taking a

sleeping draught. Otherwise it wil be so messymgsgsy and distressing. And are
you being fair to the girl? Is this the behaviotian English gentleman?’



Oddjob's torment had stopped. Bond turned his Beady towards the voice and
opened his eyes. He said, 'Goldfinger, there isingtmore to tel because there is
nothing. If you wil not accept my first bargain llvinake you another. The girl and |
wil work for you. How about that? We are capablepde. You could put us to good
use.'

'‘And get a knife, two knives in my back? Thank ymy Mr Bond.'

Bond decided it was time to stop talking. It wasdito start winding up the
mainspring of wil -power that must not run downiagantil he was dead. Bond said
politely, 'Then you can go and -- yourself." He @xgd al the breath from his lungs
and closed his eyes.

'Even | am not capable of that, Mr Bond," said @olger with good humour. ‘And
now, since you have chosen the stony path instetie @mooth, | must extract what
interest | can from your predicament by makingghth as stony as possible. Oddjob,
grade two.'

The lever on the table moved across iron teeth. Bonad could feel the wind of the
saw between his knees. The hands came back.

Bond counted the slowly pounding pulse that uttpdgsessed his body. It was like
the huge panting power plant in the other parheffactory but, in his case, it was
slowly decelerating. If only it would slow down gkier. What was this ridiculous wil
to live that refused to listen to the brain?

Who was making the engine run on although the veadkdry of fuel? But he must
empty his mind of thought, as wel as his body ofgen. He must become a vacuum,
a deep hole of unconsciousness.

Stil the light burned red through his eyelids. 8élcould feel the bursting pressure in
his temples. Stil the slow drum of life beat in b&'s.

A scream tried to force its way through the clamfesh.

Die damn you die die damn you die damn you die dgoendie damn you die...

Bond 7 - Goldfinger

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

THE LAST AND THE BIGGEST



THE WINGS of a dove, the heavenly choir, Hark thexddd Angels Sing - what else
ought he to remember about Paradise? It was aladlg like what he had been told
in the nursery - this sensation of flying, the daegs, the drone of the mil ion harps.
He real y must try and remember the dope aboytldee. Let's see now, one got to
the Pearly Gates...

A deep fatherly voice said, almost in his ear, sTikiyour captain speaking.' (Wel ,
wel . Who was this. Saint Peter?) 'We are comirng iand now. Wil you please
fasten your seat belts and extinguish your cigasefhank you.'

There must be a whole lot of them, going up togetWeuld Til y be on the same
trip? Bond squirmed with embarrassment. How wo@dntroduce her to the others,
to Vesper for instance? And when it came to thatperhich would he like the best?
But perhaps it would be a big place with countaad towns. There was probably no
more reason why he should run into one of his forgm friends here than there had
been on earth.

But stil there were a lot of people he'd betteri@wmtil he got settled in and found
out the form. Perhaps, with so much love abousehbings wouldn't matter. Perhaps
one just loved al the girls one met. Hm. Trickyibess With these unworthy
thoughts in his mind, Bond relapsed into unconsness.

The next tiling he knew was a gentle sensatiowafying. He opened his eyes. The
sun blinded them. He closed them again. A voiceralamd behind his head said,
'Watch it, bud. That ramp's steeper than it lookisriost immediately there was a
heavy jolt. A surly voice in front said,

'‘Cheesus, you're tel ing me. Why in hel can't ihetydown rubber.'

Bond thought angrily, that's a fine way to talkhgye. Just because I'm new and they
think no one's listening.

There was the bang of a swing door. Something dtcBsharply on a protruding
elbow. He shouted 'Hey!" and tried to reach hiswlland rub it, but his hands
wouldn't move.

'Whaddya know. Hey, Sam, better cal the doc. Thessocome round.'

'Sure! Here, put him alongside the other.' BontdHehself being lowered. It was
cooler now. He opened his eyes. A big round Brookiace was bent over his. The
eyes met his and smiled. The metal supports oftileécher touched the ground. The
man said, 'How ya feelin', mister?'

'Where am 1?' Now there was panic in Bond's vditeetried to rise but couldn't. He
felt the sweat break out on his body. God! Wasdtilgart of the old life? At the
thought of it, a wave of grief poured through higll. Tears burned his eyes and
trickled down his cheeks.



'Hey, hey! Take it easy, mister. You're okay. Tikigllewild, New York. You're in
America now. No more troubles, see." The man gitaiged up.

He thought Bond was a refugee from somewhere. '§atmovin'. This guy's in
shock.’

'‘Okay, okay.' The two voices receded, mumbling eunsily.

Bond found he could move his head. He looked rotiedwas in a white-painted
ward - presumably something to do with the headthadtment of the airport. There
was a row of tidy beds. Sun poured down from higiews, but it was cool, air-
conditioned. He was on a stretcher on the floor.

There was another one next to it. He strained éésllsideways. It was Til y. She was
unconscious. Her pale face, framed in black hainted at the ceiling.

The door at the end of the ward sighed open. Aatacta white coat stood and held
it. Goldfinger, looking brisk, cheerful, walked gty down between the beds. He was
fol owed by Oddjob. Bond wearily closed his eyelri§t! So that was the score.

Feet gathered round his stretcher. Goldfinger lseedzily, 'Wel , they certainly look
in good shape, eh, Doctor? That's one of the bigsf having enough money.
When one's friends or one's staff are il one carhgen the very best medical
attention. Nervous breakdowns, both of them.

And in the same week! Would you believe it? Buldnbe myself for working them
both too hard. Now it's my duty to get them backloeir feet again. Dr Foch - he's
the best man in Geneva, by the way - was quiterilefiHe said, “They need rest, Mr
Goldfinger. Rest, rest and again rest.” He gaventeedatives and now they're on
their way to the Harkness Pavilion at the PresianerGoldfinger chuckled fatly.
'Sow and you shal reap, eh, Doctor? When | gavéldrgness a mil ion dol ars'
worth of X-ray equipment, | certainly never expecéaything back. But now? | only
had to put through a cal and they've got two fomms waiting for them. Now then' -
there was a rustle of notes -'thank you for al ywlp with Immigration.

Fortunately they both had valid visas and | thimkrigration was satisfied that Mr
Auric Goldfinger was a sufficient guarantee thathes of them wants to overthrow
the United States Government by force, what?'

'Yes indeed, and thank you Mr Goldfinger. Anythlrgan do... | understand you have
a private ambulance waiting outside.'

Bond opened his eyes and looked at where the doeotuce came from. He saw a
pleasant, serious young man with rimless glasseé®anew-cut. Bond said quietly
and with desperate sincerity, 'Doctor, there i®hlisly nothing wrong with me or
this girl. We have been drugged and brought heaghagour wil . Neither of us
works or has ever worked for Goldfinger. | am wagyou that we have been
kidnapped. | demand to see the Chief of Immigratidrave friends in Washington
and New York. They wil vouch for me. | beg of yaultelieve me.' Bond held the
man's eyes in his, wil ing him to believe;



The doctor looked worried. He turned to Goldfinggoldfinger shook his head -
discreetly so that Bond would not be insulted. Aeptitious hand went up and
tapped the side of his head away from Bond. Gojgfimaised helpless eyebrows.
"You see what | mean, Doctor? It's been like tbrsdfays. Total nervous prostration
combined with persecution mania. Dr Foch said tfégn go together. It may need
weeks at the Harkness.

But I'm going to pul him round if it's the lastnigi | do. It's the shock of these
unfamiliar surroundings. Perhaps a shot of intraealium...’

The doctor bent to his black bag. 'l guess yougtet,rMr Goldfinger. So long as
Harkness is looking after the case.' There caménkie of instruments.

Goldfinger said, 'It's terribly sad to see a masakrdown so utterly, a man who has
been one of my best assistants.’ He bent a svetle¢rfy smile on Bond. There was a
catch in his voice. 'You'l be al right, James. Jaktx and have a nice sleep. | was
afraid the flight might be too much for you. Justax and leave everything to me." .

Bond felt the swab on his arm. He heaved. Agaiissivil , a shower of curses poured
from his lips. Then he felt the needle and opensadrouth and screamed and
screamed while the doctor knelt beside him anddtlly, patiently, wiped away the
sweat from his forehead.

Now it was a grey painted box of a room. There weravindows. Light came from a
single lamp inset in the centre of the ceiling. Ribthe lamp were concentric slits in
the plaster and there was the neutral smel antdifam of air-conditioning. Bond
found he could sit up. He did so. He felt drowsyWwal . He suddenly realized that he
was ravenously hungry and thirsty. When had hehadta meal? Two, three days
ago? He put his feet down on the floor. He was dakie examined his body. Oddjob
had been careful. There was no sign of damagefeatiee group of needle-

.marks on his right forearm. He got up, conquedizginess, and took a few steps in
the room. He had been lying on a ship's type buittk dvawers under it. The only
other furniture in the room was a plain deal tabid an upright wooden chair.
Everything was clean, functional, Spartan. Bondtkioedie drawers under the bunk
and opened them. They contained al the contertis &uitcase except his watch and
the gun. Even the rather heavy shoes he had besmmg®n his expedition to
Entreprises Auric were there. He twisted one ofttbels and pul ed. The broad
double-sided knife slid smoothly out of its scalsbarthe sole. With the fingers
wrapped round the locked heel it made a workmarsikbbing dagger. Bond verified
that the other shoe held its knife and clickedhéels back into position. He pul ed
ouj: some clothes and put them on. He found hiareite case and lighter and lit a
cigarette. There were two doors of which one hhdralle. He opened this one. It led
into a smal , wel -appointed bathroom and lavatdHig.washing and shaving things
were neatly laid out. There were a girl's thingsite them. Bond softly opened the
other door into the bathroom. It was a similar raonhis own. Til y Masterton's

black hair showed on the pil ow of the bunk. Boiptbied over and looked down. She
was sleeping peace ful y, a half-smile on the bauouth. Bond went back into
the bathroom, softly closed the door and went ¢ontlirror over the basin and looked



at himself. The black stubble looked more like ¢hdays than two. He set to work to
clean himself up.

Half an hour later. Bond was sitting on the edghisfounk thinking, when the door
without a handle opened abruptly. Oddjob stoodhenentrance. He looked
incuriously at Bond. His eyes nickered careful yrrd the room. Bond said sharply,
'‘Oddjob, | want a lot of food, quickly. And a betthf bourbon, soda and ice. Also a
carton of Chesterfields, king-size, and either mwravatch or another one as good as
mine. Quick march!

Chop-chop! And tel Goldfinger | want to see himt bat until I've had something to
eat. Come on! Jump to it! Don't stand there lookirsgrutable.

I'm hungry.'

Oddjob looked redly at Bond as if wondering whiétge to break. He opened his
mouth, uttered a noise between an angry bark ddich, spat drily on the floor at his
feet and stepped back, whirling the door shut. Wtherslam should have come, the
door decelerated abruptly and closed with a seftisive, double click.

The encounter put Bond in good humour. For somsore&oldfinger had decided
against kil ing him. He wanted them alive. Soon @@rould know why he wanted
them alive but, so long as he did, Bond intendestay alive on his own terms. Those
terms included putting Oddjob and any other Korganly in his place, which, in
Bond's estimation, was rather lower than apesamthmmalian hierarchy.

By the time an excel ent meal together with evengflelse, including his watch,
Bond had asked for, had been brought by one dfkthean servants, Bond had
learned nothing more about his circumstances exbaptis room was close to water
and not far from a railway bridge.

Assuming his room was in New York, it was eithertib@ Hudson or the East River.
The railway was electric and sounded like a subwayBond's New York geography
was not good enough to place it. His watch hadpdpWhen he asked the time he
got no answer.

Bond had eaten al the food on the tray and was sm@id sipping a solid bourbon
and soda when the door opened. Goldfinger camieneaHe was wearing a
regulation businessman's clothes and looked relarddccheerful. He closed the door
behind him and stood with his back to it. He lookedrchingly at Bond. Bond
smoked and looked politely back.

Goldfinger said, 'Good morning, Mr Bond. | see yaa yourself again. | hope you
prefer being here to being dead. So as to savéhgotrouble of asking a lot of
conventional questions, | wil tel you where you anel what has happened to you. |
wil then put to you a proposition to which | requan unequivocal reply. You are a
more reasonable man than most, so | need onlyygivene brief warning. Do not
attempt any dramatics.



Do not attack me with a knife or a fork or thatthetlf you do, | shal shoot you with
this." A smal -calibre pistol grew like a black thin out of Goldfinger's right fist. He
put the hand with the gun back in his pocket. H\aeldom use these things. When |
have had to, | have never needed more than onealltise bul et to kil . | shoot at the
right eye, Mr Bond. And | never miss.'

Bond said, T)on't worry, I'm not as accurate aswhth a bourbon bottle.' He hitched
up the knee of his trousers and put one leg athessther. He sat relaxed. 'Go ahead.’

'Mr Bond," Goldfinger's voice was amiable. 'l amexipert in many other materials
beside metals and | have a keen appreciation ofweg that is one thousand fine,
as we say of the purest gold. In comparison with tegree of purity, of value,
human material is of a very low grade indeed. Bxtiagional y one comes across a
piece of this stuff that can at least be put toldleer forms of use. Oddjob is an
example of what | mean - simple, unrefined clapatde of limited exploitation. At
the last, moment my hand hesitated to destroyresiiteith the durability | observed
in yourself. | may have made a mistake in stayiyghand. In any case | shal take the
ful est steps to protect myself from the conseqgegmdé my impulse. It was something
you said that saved your life. You suggested tbatagnd Miss Masterton would work
for me. Normal y | would have no use for eitheyoil, but it just happens that | am
on the brink of a certain enterprise in which thevies of both of you could be of a
certain minimal assistance. So | took the gambdgvie you both the necessary
sedatives. Your bil s were paid and your thingshetl from the Bergues where Miss
Masterton turned out to be registered under hémagae. | sent a cable in your name
to Universal Export. You had been offered employmeiCanada. You were flying
over to explore the prospects. You were taking NMssterton as your secretary. You
would write further details. A clumsy cable, butvil serve for the short period |
require your services. (It won't, thought Bond,assl you included in the text one of
the innocent phrases that would tel M that theealds authentic. By now, the
Service would know he was working under enemy abniheels would be turning
very fast indeed.) And in case you think, Mr Botidht my precautions were
inadequate, that you wil be traced, let me tely@i | am no longer in the least
interested about your true identity nor the streragtd resources of your employers.
You and Miss Masterton have utterly disappearedBbhd. So have I, so have al my
staff. The airport wil refer inquiries to the Hadss Pavilion at the Presbyterian
Hospital. The hospital wil never have heard of Mil@inger nor of his patients. The
FBI and the CIA have no record of me, for | havecriminal history. No doubt the
immigration authorities wil have details of my cangs and goings over the years, but
these wil not be helpful. As for my present wheradb, and yours, Mr Bond, we are
now in the warehouse of the Hi-speed Trucking Cafion, a formerly respectable
concern which | own through nominees and whichdees equipped, most
thoroughly, as the secret headquarters for themige of which | spoke. You and
Miss Masterton wil be confined to these quarters.ed/ou wil live and work and
possibly, though personal y | have doubts abousNasterton's inclinations in that
respect, make love.’

'And what wil our work consist of?"'

'Mr Bond-' For the first time since Bond had kno@aldfinger, the big, bland face,
always empty of expression, showed a trace of Afmok almost of rapture il



uminated the eyes. The finely chisel ed lips purstala thin, beatic curve. 'Mr Bond,
al my life | have been in love. | have been in lowith gold. | love its colour, its bril
iance, its divine heaviness. | love the texturgafl, that soft sliminess that | have
learnt to gauge so accurately by touch that | climate the fineness of a bar to
within one carat. And | love the warm tang it exsigéhen | melt it down into a true
golden syrup.

But, above al , Mr Bond, | love the power that galdne gives to its owner - the
magic of control ing energy, exacting labour, iutig one's every wish and whim
and, when need be, purchasing bodies, minds, exds. ¥es, Mr Bond, | have
worked al my life for gold and, in return, gold hasrked for me and for those
enterprises that | have espoused. | ask you,' (dgielf gazed earnestly at Bond, 'is
there any other substance on earth that so rewardaner?"

'Many people have become rich and powerful withpmgsessing an ounce of the
stuff. But | see your point. How much have you ngethto col ect and what do you
do with it?'

'l own about twenty mil ion pounds' worth, abouthasch as a smal country. It is now
al in New York. | keep it where | need it. My treas of gold is like a compost heap. |
move it here and there over the face of the eanth &herever | choose to spread it,
that corner blossoms and blooms. | reap the haargsmove on. At this moment |
am proposing to encourage, to force, a certain Araerenterprise with my golden
compost.

Therefore the gold bars are in New York.'
'How do you choose these enterprises? What atyaatto them?"

'l espouse any enterprise that wil increase myksdbgold. | invest, | smuggle, |
steal.' Goldfinger made a smal gesture of the hayening the palms persuasively.
'If you wil fol ow the simile, regard history adrain speeding along through time.
Birds and animals are disturbed by the noise amlikiuof the train's passage, they fly
away from it or run fearful y or cower, thinkingehhide. | am like the hawk that fol
ows the train - you have no doubt seen them ddiisg ih Greece for instance - ready
to pounce on anything that may be flushed by thi@'t passage, by the passage of
history. To give you a simple example: the progddsstory produces a man who
invents penicil in. At die same time, history cessaf world war. Many people are
dying or afraid of dying. Penicil in wil save theifhrough bribery at certain military
establishments on the Continent, | obtain stockseaoicil in. | water these down with
some harmless powder or liquid and sel them at ins@@rofit to those who crave
the stuff. You see what | mean, Mr Bond? You haveait for the prey, watch it
careful y and then pounce. But, as | say, | doseatrch out such enterprises. | afiow
the train of history to flush them towards me."

'What's the latest one? What have Miss Mastertdn got to do with it?"
‘The latest oney Mr Bond, is the last one. It sbdhe biggest.' Goldfinger's eyes were

now blank, focused inwards. His voice became Idmpat reverential at what he
saw. 'Man has climbed Everest and he has scrapeatkfiths of the ocean. He has



fired rockets into outer space and split the atdmhas invented, devised, created in
every realm of human endeavour, and everywherabdériumphed, broken records,
achieved miracles. | said in every realm, but thene that has been neglected, Mr
Bond. That one is the human activity loosely kn@srcrime. The socal ed criminal
exploits committed by individual humans - | do wbtourse refer to their idiotic

wars, their clumsy destruction of each other -admmiserable dimensions: little bank
robberies, tiny swindles, picayune forgeries. Aetl yeady to hand, a few hundred
miles from here, opportunity for the greatest crimbistory stands waiting. The

stage is set, the gigantic prize is offered. Ohb/dctors are missing. But the producer
is at last here, Mr Bond' - Goldfinger raised ayénand tapped his chest - ‘and he has
chosen his cast. This very afternoon the scripbeitead to the leading actors. Then
rehearsals wil begin and, in one week, the custaligo up for the single, the unique
performance. And then wil come the applause, tideage for the greatest extra-
legal coup of al time. And, Mr Bond, the world walck with that applause for
centuries.'

Now a dul fire burned in Goldfinger's big pale eg@sl there was a touch of extra
colour in his red-brown cheeks. But it was stilnsatelaxed, profoundly convinced.
There's no trace here, reflected Bond, of the mactha visionary. Goldfinger had
some fantastic exploit in mind, but he had gaupedodds and knew they were right.
Bond said, 'Wel , come on. What is it, and whatvéohave to do about it?'

'It is a robbery, Mr Bond. A robbery against no ogiion, but one that wil need
detailed execution. There wil be much paper-worinynadministrative details to
supervise. | was going to do this myself until ygtered your services. Now you wil
do it, with Miss Masterton as your secretary. Yawdalready been partly
remunerated for this work with your life. When thygeration is successful y
completed you wil receive one mil ion pounds indydlliss Masterton wil receive
half a mil ion.’

Bond said enthusiastical y, 'Now you're talking.aWare we going to do? Rob the
end of the rainbow?’

'Yes," Goldfinger nodded. 'That is exactly whatawe going to do. We are going to
burgle fifteen bil ion dol ars' worth of gold bwln, approximately half the supply of
mined gold in the world. We are going, Mr Bondja&e Fort Rnox.'

Bond 7 - Goldfinger

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

HOODS' CONGRESS



'FORT KNOX.' Bond shook his head seriously. "It rather a tal order for two
men and a girl?"'

Goldfinger shrugged impatiently. 'Please put awayrysense of humour for one
week, Mr Bond. Then laugh as much as you pleasi®allhave under my command
approximately one hundred men and women. Thesdg®aalde hand picked from
the six most powerful gangster groups in the UnB&ates. This force wil amount to
the toughest and most compact fighting unit thatdneer been assembled in peace
time.’

‘Al right. How many men guard the vault at Fort IiKRbGoldfinger slowly shook his

head. He knocked once on the door behind him. Ble fticked open. Oddjob stood
on the threshold, crouching, alert. When he sawthieameeting was stil peaceful he
straightened himself and waited.

Goldfinger said, 'You wil have many questions tk, &dr Bond. They wil al be
answered this afternoon. Beginning at two-thirtys Inow exactly twelve o'clock.’
Bond glanced at his watch and adjusted it. "YoulMrs$ Masterton wil attend the
meeting at which the proposition wil be put to bieads of the six organizations |
have mentioned. No doubt these people wil askdheegjuestions as occur to you.
Everything wil be explained.

Afterwards you wil settle down to detailed work wiVliss Masterton. Ask for what
you want. Oddjob wil see to your welfare and alsamh permanent guard. Do not be
obstreperous or you wil in stantly be kil ed. Ararbt waste time trying to escape or
to contact the outside world. | have hired youvses and | shal require every ounce
of them. Is that a bargain?'

Bond said drily, 'I've always wanted to be a milaoe.'

Goldfinger didn't look at him. He looked at hisdgernails. Then he gave Bond one
last hard glance and went out and shut the doantdtim.

Bond sat and gazed at the closed door. He brusgarlgoth hands through his hair
and down over his face. He said 'Wel , wel ' altuthe empty room, got up and
walked through the bathroom to the girl's bedroble knocked on the door.

'Who is it?'

'Me. Are you visible?'

'Yes.' The voice was unenthusiastic. 'Come in.’'

She was sitting on the edge of the bed, pul ing shoe. She was wearing the things
Bond had first seen her in. She looked cool angctdd and unsurprised by her
surroundings. She looked up at Bond. Her eyes alexd, disdainful. She said
coldly, precisely, 'You've got us into this. Getaud.'

Bond said amiably, 'I may be able to. | got usafutur graves.'



‘After getting us into them.’

Bond looked thoughtful y at the girl. He decidedauld be ungal ant to spank her,
SO to speak, on an empty stomach. He said, 'Thi&t et us anywhere. We're in this
together, whether we like it or not. What do yountar breakfast or lunch? It's a
guarter past twelve. I've eaten. I'l order yourd tien come back and tel you the
score. There's only one way out of here and Oddiat,Korean ape, is guarding it.
Now then, breakfast or lunch?'

She unbent an inch. "Thank you. Scrambled eggs@ifee, please. And toast and
marmalade.’

‘Cigarettes?’

‘No, thank you. | don't smoke.’

Bond went back to his room and knocked on the dbopened an inch.
Bond said, 'Al right, Oddjob. I'm not going to kibu yet.'

The door opened farther. Oddjob's face was impasBiond gave the order. The door
closed. Bond poured himself a bourbon and sodaatien the edge of the bed and
wondered how he was going to get the girl on lds.dFrom the beginning she had
resented him. Was that only because of her si8#r?had Goldfinger made that
cryptic remark about her ‘inclinations'? What war¢ about her that he himself felt -

something withdrawn, inimical. She was beautifphysical y desirable. But there
was a cold, hard centre to her that Bond couldrdetstand or define. Oh wel , the
main thing was to get her to go along. Otherwifgeifi prison would be intolerable.

Bond went back into her room. He left both doorsropo that he could hear. She was
stil sitting on the bed wrapped in a coiled immiail

She watched Bond careful y. Bond leaned againgathb of the door. He took a
long pul at his whisky. He said, looking her in #ee, 'You'd better know that I'm
from Scotland Yard' - the euphemism would servee'fé/after this man Goldfinger.
He doesn't mind. He thinks no one can find us fdeast a week. He's probably right.
He saved our lives because he wants us to workifiolon a crime. It's big business.
Pretty scatter-brained. But there's a lot of plagrand paperwork. We've got to look
after that side. Can you do shorthand and typing?'

'Yes."' Her eyes were alight. 'What's the crime?’

Bond told her. He said, 'Of course it al soundguldus and | daresay a few
guestions and answers wil show these gangstaigyifdon't show Goldfinger, that

the whole thing's impossible. But | don't know. @&olger's an extraordinary man.
From what | know about him, he never moves unlestlds are right. And | don't
think he's mad - at least not madder than othetskof geniuses - scientists and so on.
And there's no doubt he's a genius in his partididél.’



'So what are you going to do about it?'

Bond lowered his voice. He said, 'What are we goindo about it, you mean. We are
going to play along. And to the hilt. No shirkingdano funny business. We're going
to be greedy for the money and we're going to giweabsolutely top-notch service.
Apart from saving our lives, which mean less thathimg to him, it's the only hope
we, or rather | because that's my line of courdayy have of a chance to queer his
pitch.’

“How are you going to do that?”

'l haven't the faintest idea. Something may turh up

'‘And you expect me to go along with you?'

'Why not? Any other suggestions?'

She pursed her lips obstinately. 'Why should | da@atyou say?'

Bond sighed. 'There's no point in being a suffri@gaibout this. It's either that or get
yourself kil ed after breakfast. It's up to you.'

The mouth turned down with distaste. She shruggedimoulders. She said
ungraciously, 'Oh, al right then." Suddenly hersefj@red. 'Only don't ever touch me
or | shal kil you.'

There came the click of Bond's bedroom door. Boaatéd mildly down at Til y
Masterton. 'The chal enge is attractive. But deoitry. | won't take it up.' He turned
and strol ed out of the room.

One of the Koreans passed him carrying the giréakfast. In his room another
Korean had brought in a typist's desk and chaireaRe&mington portable. He
arranged them in the corner away from the bed. @xddjas standing in the doorway.
He held out a sheet of paper. Bond went up to mdteok it.

It was a foolscap memo sheet. The writing, wittabdwint, was neat, careful, legible,
undistinguished. It said: Prepare ten copies af éigienda.

Meeting held under the chairmanship of Mr Gold
Secretaries: J. Bond

Miss Til y Masterton

Present

Helmut M. Springer The Purple Gang. Detroit

Jed Midnight Shadow Syndicate. Miami and Havana



Bil y (The Grinner) Ring The Machine. Chicago J&tkap The Spangled Mob. Las
Vegas Mr Solo Unione Siciliano

Miss Pussy Galore The Cement Mixers. Har lem. Nerk\City Agenda
A project with the code name OPERATION GRAND SLAM.
(Refreshments.)

At the end of this was written, "You and Miss Maste wil be fetched at 2.20. Both
wil be prepared to take notes. Formal dress, plgase

Bond smiled. The Koreans left the room. He sat datwhe desk, slipped paper and
carbons into the typewriter and set to. At leasivbald show the girl that he was
prepared to do his stint. Gosh, what a crew! EherMafia had come in. How had
Goldfinger persuaded them al to come?

And who in heaven's name was Miss Pussy Galore?

Bond had the copies finished by two o'clock. He tweto the girl's room and gave
them to her together with a shorthand notebookpamdils.

He also read her Goldfinger's note. He said, 'Ybettker get these names in your
head. They probably won't be hard to identify. Ve ask if we get stuck. I' go and
get into my formal dress.” He smiled at her. "Tweaninutes to go.'

She nodded.

Walking down the corridor behind Oddjob, Bond colé&hr the sounds of the river -
the slapping of water on the piles below the wanskeothe long mournful hoot of a
ferry clearing her way, the distant thump of diss@lomewhere beneath his feet a
truck started up, revved and then growled awayymnebly towards the West Side
Highway. They must be on the top tier of the lowg-tiered building. The grey paint
in the corridor smel ed new. There were no sidesidaght came from bowls in the
ceiling. They reached the end. Oddjob knocked. d aexs the sound of a Yale key
being turned and two lots of bolts being pul ed &y walked through and into a
large bright sunlit room. The room was over the ehthe warehouse and a wide
picture window, fil ing most of the facing wal afned the river and the distant brown
muddle of Jersey City. The room had been dresgetidaconference. Goldfinger sat
with his back to the window at a large round takith a green baize cloth, carafes of
water, yel ow scratch-pads and pencils. There were comfortable armchairs and
on the scratch-pads in front of six of them werealsoblong white parcels sealed with
red wax. To the right, against the wal , was a lbuffet table gleaming with silver
and cut glass. Champagne stood in silver coolatslare was a row of other bottles.
Among the various foods Bond noticed two round-fpeeind tins of Beluga caviar
and several terrines of foie gras.



On the wal opposite the buffet hung a blackboamlala table on which there were
papers and one large oblong carton.

Goldfinger watched them come towards him acrosshic& wine-red carpet. He
gestured to the chair on his left for Til y Masteriand to the one on the right for
Bond. They sat down.

'The agenda?' Goldfinger took the copies, readajp®ne and handed them back to
the girl. He gave a circular wave of the hand amsgot up and distributed the copies
round the table. He put his hand beneath the tafilepressed a hidden bel . The door
at the back of the room opened. One of the Koreams in and stood waiting. 'Is
everything ready?' The man nodded. 'You underdtaaicho one is to come into this
room but the people on your list? Good. Some ahtheerhaps al , wil bring a
companion. The companions wil remain in the anterd®ee that they have
everything they wish. The cards are there and ite?dOddjob." Gold-finger glanced
up at the Korean who had remained behind Bondis.¢68a and take up your
position. What is the signal?' Oddjob held up timgérs. 'Right. Two rings on the bel
. You may go. See that al the staff carry out ttatres to perfection.'

Bond said casual y, 'How many staff have you got?’

‘Twenty. Ten Koreans and ten Germans. They arecal ent men, hand picked.
Much goes on in this building. It is like below-d#sdn a man-of-war.' Goldfinger laid
his hands flat on the table in front of him. 'Anal\) your duties. Miss Masterton, you
wil take notes of any practical points that aragything that is likely to require action
by me. Do not bother with the argument and chaRght?"

Bond was glad to see that Til y Masterton now labkeght and businesslike. She
nodded briskly, 'Certainly.’

'‘And, Mr Bond, | shal be interested in any reacigou may have to the speakers. |
know a great deal about al these people. In tiveir territories they are paramount
chiefs. They are only here because | have bribexh tio come. They know nothing of
me and | need to persuade them that | know whatt ta¢king about and wil lead
them to success. Greed wil do the rest. But thexglme one or more who wish to
back out. They wil probably reveal themselveshkirtcases | have made special
arrangements. But there may be doubtful ones. Quhe talk, you wil scribble with
your pencil on this agenda. Casual y you wil noiti & plus or a minus sign opposite
the names whether you consider each one for onsigiie project. | shal be able to
see what sign you have made. Your views may beiuggid do not forget, Mr

Bond, that one traitor among them, one backsligled, we could quickly find
ourselves either dead or in prison for life.'

"Who is this Pussy Galore from Harlem?'

'She is the only woman who runs a gang in Ameitda.a gang of women. | shal
need some women for this operation. She is entredigble.

She was a trapeze artiste. She had a team. Itakasl C(Pussy Galore and her

Abrocats”.' Gold-finger did not smile. "Die teanasvunsuccessful, so she trained



them as burglars, cat burglars. It grew into a gafngutstanding ruthlessness. It is a
Lesbian organization which now cal s itself "Ther@at Mixers'. Even the big
American gangs respect them. She is a remarkabieawo

A buzzer sounded very softly beneath the tabledfBaer straightened himself. The
door at the end of the room opened briskly andiinem came in. Goldfinger rose in
his chair and ducked his head in welcome. He ddiginame is Gold. Wil you please
be seated.

There was a careful murmur. Silently the men clasedid the table, pul ed out chairs
and sat down. Five pairs of eyes looked coldly,iat Goldfinger. Goldfinger sat
down. He said quietly, ‘Gentlemen, in the parcelote you you wil find one twenty-
four-carat gold bar, value fifteen thousand dol Atisank you for the courtesy of your
attendance. The agenda is self-explanatory. Pertdgile we wait for Miss Galore, |
could run through your names for the informatiomyf secretaries, Mr Bond here,
and Miss Masterton. No notes wil be made of thigting, except on action you may
wish me to take, and | can assure you there amiomphones. Now then, Mr Bond,
on your right is Mr Jed Midnight of the Shadow Sigade operating out of Miami

and Havana.'

Mr Midnight was a big, good-living man with a joVface but slow careful eyes. He
wore a light blue tropical suit over a white silkirs ornamented with smal green palm
trees. The complicated gold watch on his wrist nhaste weighed nearly half a
pound. He smiled tautly at Bond and said, ‘Howdo."'

‘Then we have Mr Bil y Ring who controls the famd@itscago “Machine”.

Bond thought he had never seen anyone who wasfles8il y'. It was a face out of

a nightmare and, as the face turned towards Bokdew it was, and watched Bond
for his reactions. It was a pale, pear-shaped, bed®/with downy skin and a soft
thatch of straw-coloured hair, but the eyes, wisicbuld have been pale blue, were a
tawny brown. The whites showed al round the pugild gave a mesmeric quality to
the hard thoughtful stare, unsoftened by a tiberight eyelid which made the right
eye wink with the heartbeat. At some early stagdiirRing's career someone had cut
off Mr Ring's lower lip - perhaps he had talked toach - and this had given him a
permanent false smile like the grin of a Hal owgdampkin. He was about forty
years old. Bond summed him up as a merciless kB@nd smiled cheerful y into the
hard stare of Mr Ring's left eye and looked past &i the man Goldfinger introduced
as Mr Helmut Springer of the Detroit Purple Gang.

Mr Springer had the glazed eyes of someone whibhisrevery rich or very dead. The
eyes were pale blue opaque glass marbles whicthyneeognized Bond and then
turned inwards again in complete absorption with 3&e rest of Mr Springer was a
'man of distinction’ - casual y pin-striped, Hatlagvshirted, Aqua-Velva'd. He gave
the impression of someone who found himself inviheng company - a first-class
ticket holder in a third-class compartment, a nramfthe stal s who has been shown
by mistake to a seat in the pit.

Mr Midnight put his hand up to his mouth and santtlg for Bond's benefit, 'Don't be
taken in by the Duke. My friend Helmut was the madro put the piqued shirt on the



hood. Daughter goes to Vassar, but it's protectioney that pays for her hockey-
sticks.' Bond nodded his thanks.

'And Mr Solo of the Unione Siciliano.'

Mr Solo had a dark heavy face, gloomy with the kisalge of much guilt and many
sins. His thick hom-rimmed spectacles helioed byief Bond's direction and then
bent again to the business of cleaning Mr Soldls math a pocket knife. He was a
big, chunky man, half boxer, half head waiter, @mvdas quite impossible to tel what
was on his mind or where his strength lay. Butéhsronly one head of the Mafia in
America and,.if Mr Solo had the job, thought

Bond, he had got it by strength out of terror. ¢ttuld be by the exercise of both that
he kept it.

'Howdy." Mr Jack Strap of the Spangled Mob hadsyr@éhetic charm of a front man
for the Las Vegas casinos, but Bond guessed henhadted from the late lamented
brothers Spang thanks to other qualities. He wasxpansive, showily dressed man
of about fifty. He was coming to the end of a cidde smoked it as if he was eating
it, munching hungrily. From time to time he turn@d head sideways and discreetly
spat a scrap of it out on to the carpet behind Biehind this compulsive smoking
there would be a lot of tension. Mr Strap had quickjuror's eyes. He seemed to
know that his eyes frightened people because nmgumably not wanting to
frighten Bond, he gave them charm by crinkling thedrthe corners.

The door at the back of the room opened. A womanhtack masculine-cut suit with
a high coffee-coloured lace jabot stood in the dagr

She walked slowly, unselfconsciously down the raond stood behind the empty
chair. Goldfinger had got to his feet. She examimied careful y and then ran her
eyes round the table. She said a col ective, betiednd sat down. Mr Strap said 'Hi
Pussy,' and the others, except Mr Springer who Imbmved, made careful sounds
of welcome.

Goldfinger said, 'Good afternoon, Miss Galore. Vdeéehjust been through the
formality of introductions. The agenda is beforelytmgether with the fifteen-
thousand-dol ar gold bar | asked you to acceptdetrthe expense and inconvenience
of attending this meeting."'

Miss Galore reached for her parcel and openedhé.\eighed the gleaming yel ow
brick in her hand. She gave Goldfinger a direcspstious look. 'Al the way through?’

‘Al the way through.'

Miss Galore held his eyes. She said 'Pardon mygskith the curt tone of a hard
woman shopper at the sales.



Bond liked the look of her. He felt the sexual chade al beautiful Lesbians have for
men. He was amused by the uncompromising attituatesaid to Goldfinger and to
the room, 'Al men are bastards and cheats. Deréinly masculine hocus on me. |
don't go for it. I'm in a separate league.’

Bond thought she would be in her early thirtiese §ad pale, Rupert Brooke good
looks with high cheekbones and a beautiful jawlBiee had the only violet eyes
Bond had ever seen. They were the true deep abkepansy and they looked
candidly out at the world from beneath straightklarows. Her hair, which was as
black as Til y Masterton's, was worn in an untidghin cut. The mouth was a
decisive slash of deep vermilion. Bond thoughtwhe superb and so, he noticed, did
Til y Masterton who was gazing at Miss Galore withrshipping eyes and lips that
yearned. Bond decided that al was now clear todbout Til y Masterton.

Goldfinger said, 'And now | must introduce myse&ftfy name is not Gold. My
credentials are as fol ows. By various operatiomsst of them il egitimate, | have
made a large sum of money in twenty years. Thatsonmstands at sixty mil ion dol
ars.' (A respectful hm-ing went round the tabMy bperations have, for the most
part, been confined to Europe, but you may beeasted to know that | founded and
subsequently disposed of the “Golden Poppy Distoitsti who operated out of
Hongkong.' (Mr Jack Strap whistled softly.) "Thedjppy Landings Travel Agency”,
which some of you may have employed in emergeneg, avganized and owned by
me until | disbanded it." (Mr Helmut Springer sceslha rimless monocle into one
glazed eye so that he could examine Goldfinger ralasely.) 'l mention these minor
concerns to show you that, although you may nowkme, | have, in the past, acted
at many removes on, | believe, al your behalfa/e(’, whaddya know!" muttered Mr
Jed Midnight with something like awe in his voic@hat, gentlemen and - er -
madam, is how | knew of you and how | came to m¥iere tonight what | have
learned through my own experience to be the argtycif | may so describe it, of
American crime.’

Bond was impressed. Goldfinger had, in three mmfil&, got the meeting on his
side. Now everyone was looking towards Goldfingeghwrofound attention. Even
Miss Pussy Galore's eyes were rapt. Bond knew mgp#ibout the Golden Poppy
Distributors or the Happy Landings Agency, but thayst have run like clockwork
from the expressions on their former customergdablow everyone was hanging on
Goldfinger's words as if he was Einstein.

Goldfinger's face showed no emotion. He made awfaway gesture of his right
hand. He said flatly, 'l have mentioned two prggesitmine that were successful.
They were smal . There have been many others gfh&thcalibre. Not one of them
has failed, and, so far as | know, my name is erptiiice files of no country. | say
this to show you that | thoroughly understand noyr - profession. And now,
gentlemen and madam, | propose to offer you pastiyetin an undertaking that wil
assuredly place in each of your treasuries, wibme week, the sum of one bil ion dol
ars.' Mr Goldfinger held up his hand. *We haveatiént views in Europe and
America as to what constitutes the arithmeticakresgion “a bil ion”. | use the word
in the sense of one thousand mil ion. Do | makeathiysear?'
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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

CRIME DE LA CRIME

A TUG hooted on the river. Another answered. Arfjusf engine noises receded.

Mr Jed Midnight, on Bond's right, cleared his thrd4e said emphatical y, 'Mister
Gold, or whatever your name is, don't you worrywhaefinitions. A bil ion dol ars is
a lot of money whichever way you say it. Keep tadki

Mr Solo raised slow black eyes and looked acrossahle at Goldfinger. He said, ‘Is
very moch money, yess. But how moch your cut, m?ste

'Five bil ion."

Jack Strap from Las Vegas gave a short boisteeughl ‘Listen fel ers, what's a few
bil ion between friends. If Mister - er - Whoosendead me to a bil ion dol ars I'l be
glad to slip him a fin or even maybe a mega-finHsrtrouble. Don't let's be smal -
minded about this, huh?"

Mr Helmut Springer tapped his monocle on the gaidkan front of him. Everyone
looked towards him. 'Mister - ah -Gold." It was trave voice of the family lawyer.
‘These are big figures you mention. As | undersigraltotal of some eleven bil ion
dol ars is involved.'

Mr Goldfinger said with precision, "The exact figuwvil be nearer fifteen bil ion. For
convenience | referred only to the amounts | thoutghould be possible for us to
carry away.'

A sharp excited giggle came from Mr Bil y Ring.

'Quite, quite, Mr Gold." Mr Springer screwed hismaole back into his eye to observe
Goldfinger's reactions. 'But quantities of bul mmcurrency to that amount are to be
found gathered together in only three depositaondble United States. They are the
Federal Mint in Washington, the Federal ReservekBaiNew York City, and Fort
Knox in Kentucky. Do you intend that we should - &knock off' one of these? And

if so which?'

'Fort Knox.'



Amidst the chorus of groans, Mr Midnight said residly, 'Mister, | never met any
guy outside Hol ywood that had what you've got.réhgscal ed “vision”. And
vision, mister, is a talent for mistaking spotsdrefthe eyes for fabulous projects.
You should have a talk with your head-shrinker eirypurself Miltownized.' Mr
Midnight shook his head sorrowful y. "'Too bad. Thihion sure felt good while | had
it.'

Miss Pussy Galore said in a deep, bored voicerySwister, none of my set of bent
pins could take that kind of piggy-bank.' She midget up.

Goldfinger said amiably, 'Now hear me through, gmeéen and - er - madam. Your
reaction was not unexpected. Let me put it this:Wayt Knox is a bank like any
other bank. But it is a much bigger bank and it#gutive devices are
correspondingly stronger and more ingenious. Te@fate them wil require
corresponding strength and ingenuity. That is thlg novelty in my project - that it is
a big one. Nothing else. Fort Knox is no more ingpible than other fortresses. No
doubt we al thought the Brink organization was watélele until half a dozen
determined men robbed a Brink-armoured car of aanibdol ars back in 1950. It is
impossible to escape from Sing Sing and yet mee fawnd ways of escaping from
it.

No, no, gentlemen. Fort Knox is a myth like otheytins. Shal | proceed to the plan?’

Bil y Ring hissed through his teeth, like a Japanaden he talked. He said harshly,
'Listen, shamus, mebbe ya didn't know it, but thedTArmoured is located at Fort
Knox. If that's a myth, why don't the Russkis caane take the United States the next
time they have a team over here playing ice-hockey?

Goldfinger smiled thinly. 'If | may correct you \widut weakening your case, Mr
Ring, the fol owing is the order of battle of thditary units presently quartered at
Fort Knox. Of the Third Armoured Division, thereasly the Spearhead, but there are
also the 6th Armoured Cavalry Regiment, the 15tméur Group, the 160th Engineer
Group and approximately half a division from altarof the United States Army
currently going through the Armoured Replacemeaining Centre and Military
Human Research Unit No 1. There is also a condtetzody of men associated with
Continental Armoured Command Board No 2, the Armgifenance Board and
various activities connected with the Armoured @enin addition there is a police
force consisting of twenty officers and some foundired enlisted men. In short, out
of a total population of some sixty thousand, agpnately twenty thousand are
combat troops of one sort or another."

'‘And who's going to say boo to them?' jeered Mk Btcap through his cigar. Without
waiting for an answer he disgustedly tore the tattestump out of his mouth and
mashed it to fragments in the ash-tray.

Next to him Miss Pussy Galore sucked her teethpbharith the incisiveness of a
parrot spitting. She said, 'Go buy yourself sontéebsmokes, Jacko. That thing smel
s like burning wrestlers' trunks.’

'Shove it, Puss,' said Mr Strap inelegantly.



Miss Galore was determined to have the last wané.said sweetly, 'Know what,
Jacko? | could go for a he-man like you. Mattefaat | wrote a song about you the
other day. Care to hear its title? It's cal ed Hfd to do it al over again, I'd do it al
over you”.'

A bray of laughter came from Mr Midnight, a higlggie from Mr Ring. Goldfinger
tapped lightly for order. He said patiently, ‘'Noean me through, please, gentlemen.’
He got up and walked to the blackboard and pul exd map down over it. It was a
detailed town map of Fort Knox including the Godramy Airfield and the roads
and railway tracks leading into the town. The cotteei members on the right of the
table swivel ed their chairs. Goldfinger pointedtie Bul ion Depository. It was

down on the left-hand corner en closed in a triafigimed by the Dixie Highway,

Bul ion Boulevard and Vine Grove Road. Goldfingaids 'l wil show you a detailed
plan of the depository in just a moment.' He paused

'Now, gentlemen, al ow me to point out the mainuess of this fairly straightforward
township. Here' - he ran his finger from the toptoe of the map down through the
town and out beyond the Bul ion Depository - 'rtmesline of the Il inois Central
Railroad from Louisvil e, thirty-five miles to theorth, through the town and on to
Elizabeth-town eighteen miles to the south. Wenateconcerned with Brandenburg
Station in the centre of the town, but with thisngdex of sidings adjoining the Bul
ion Vault. That is one of the loading and unloadwagys for the bul ion from the Mint
in Washington.

Other methods of transport to the vault, whichwaneed in no particular rotation for
security reasons, are by truck convoy down theéliighway or by freight plane to
Godman Airfield. As you can see, the vault is issdiesfrom these routes and stands
alone without any natural cover whatsoever in #&re of approximately fifty acres
of grassland. Only one road leads to the vauiftyayard driveway through heavily
armed gates on Bul ion Boulevard. Once inside thwared stockade, the trucks
proceed on to this circular road which runs rour@\tault to the rear entrance where
the bul ion is unloaded. That circular road, gen#le, is manufactured out of steel
plates or flaps. These plates are on hinges aad @amergency the entire steel surface
of the road can be raised hydraulical y to createcand internal stockade of steel.
Not so obvious to the eye, but known to me, is #matinderground delivery tunnel
runs below the plain between Bul ion Boulevard itk Grove Road. This serves as
an additional means of access to the vault thrateg doors that lead from the wal
of the tunnel to the first sub-ground floor of thepository.’

Goldfinger paused and stood away from the map.odiedd round the table. 'Al right,
gentlemen. There is the vault and those are tha agproaches to it with the
exception of its front door which is purely an amice to the reception hal and offices.
Any questions?’

There were none. Al eyes were on Goldfinger, wgitdnce again the authority of
his words had gripped them. This man seemed to knore about the secrets of Fort
Knox than had ever been released to the outsidielwor



Goldfinger turned back to the blackboard and pull@dn a second map over the
first. This was the detailed plan of the Gold Va@oldfinger said, 'Wel , gentlemen,
you can see that this is an immensely solid twoestbuilding somewhat like a
square, two-layered cake. You wil notice that thaf has been stepped for bomb
protection, and you wil observe the four pil bowesthe ground at the four corners.
These are of steel and are connected with thdontafrthe building. The exterior
dimensions of the vault are a hundred and five byradred and twenty-one feet. The
height from ground level is forty-two feet. The stmiction is of Tennessee granite,
steel-lined. The exact constituents are: sixteengand cubic feet of granite, four
thousand cubic yards of concrete, seven hundredifayntbns of reinforcing steel and
seven hundred and sixty tons of structural steel.

Right? Now, within the building, there is a two1stg steel and concrete vault divided
into compartments. The vault door weighs more tiagmty tons and the casing of
the vault is of steel plates, steel I-beams anel sidinders laced with hoopbands and
encased in concrete. The roof is of similar corsion and is independent of the roof
of the building. A corridor encircles the vaultlatth levels and gives access both to
the vault and to the offices and storerooms thahaused in the outer wal of the
building. No one person is entrusted with the caoration to the door of the vault.
Various senior members of the depository staff nseptrately dial combinations
known only to each of them. Natural y the-buildiagquipped with the latest and
finest protective devices. There is a strong guastipvithin the building and
immensely powerful reinforcements are at al timeslable from the Armoured
Centre less than a mile distant. Do you fol ow iNe®, as to the actual content of
the vault - these amount, as | said earlier, toesbfteen bil ion dol ars' worth of
standard mint bars one thousand fine. Each barubld the size of the one before
you and contains four hundred Troy ounces, therdupbis weight being some
twenty-seven and a half pounds. These are stotddutiwrappings in the
compartments of the vault.' Goldfinger glanced wbthre table. 'And that, gentlemen
and madam,' he concluded flatly, 'is al | can tal,yand al | think we need to know,
about the nature and contents of Fort Knox Depositdnless there are any questions
at this stage, | wil proceed to a brief explanatéhow this depository may be
penetrated and its contents seized.'

There was siknce. The eyes round the table weteindgnt. Nervously, Mr Jack
Strap took a medium-sized cigar out of his veskpband stuffed it in the corner of
his mouth.

Pussy Galore said sternly, 'If you set fire to thatg | swear I'l kayo you with my
gold brick.' She took a threatening hold of the bar

‘Take it easy, kid," said Mr Strap out of the corofehis mouth.

Mr Jed Midnight commented decisively, ‘Mister, duycan heist that joint, you got
yourself a summum cum laude. Go ahead and tek. i$hither a bust or the Crime
de la Crime.’

Goldfinger said indifferently, 'Very wel , gentlemeYou shal hear the plan.' He
paused and looked careful y round the table amddath pair of eyes in turn. 'But |
hope you understand that total security must navat. What | have said so far, if



repeated, would be taken for the maunderings ohatic. What | am about to say wil
involve al of us in the greatest peace-time comaspiin the history of the United
States. May | take it that we are al bound by &h o&absolute secrecy?'

Almost instinctively, Bond watched the eyes of Meliut Springer from Detroit.
While affirmatives in various tones of voice camani the others, Mr Springer veiled
his eyes. His portentous '"You have my solemn wardj hol ow. To Bond, the
candour was as false as a second-hand motor salss@asual y he drew a short
straight minus line beside Mr Springer's name @ndtpenda.

'Very wel then." Goldfinger returned to his seahattable. He sat down, picked up
his pencil and began talking to it in a thought@dnversational voice. 'First, and in
some ways most difficult, is the question of disgggo®ne bil ion dol ars of gold bul
ion weighs approximately one thousand tons. Tcspart this amount would require
one hundred ten-ton trucks or some twenty six-whealy industry road
transporters. | recommend the latter vehiclesveralist of the charter companies
who hire out this type of vehicle and | recommemat tif we are to be partners, you
should proceed immediately after this meeting toti@ting with the relevant
companies in your territories. For obvious reasanswil al wish to engage your
own drivers and this | must leave in your hands.ddobt' - Mr Goldfinger al owed
himself the ghost of a smile -'the Teamsters' Umidrprove a fruitful source for
reliable men and you wil perhaps consider recrgi@r-drivers from the Negro Red
Bal Express that served the American armies duhagvar. However, these are
details requiring exact planning and co-ordinatibmere wil also be a traffic control
problem and no doubt you wil make arrangements gmyonrselves for sharing out
the available roads. Transport aircraft wil be lassdiary source of mobility and
arrangements wil be made to keep open the norttirsaoway on the Godman
Airfield. Your subsequent disposal of the bul ioih yof course, be your own affair.
For my part' - Goldfinger looked cool y round tlable - 'l shal initial y be using the
railroad and, since | have a bulkier transport @b | trust you wil al ow me to
reserve this means of egress for my own.' Goldfiniggk not wait for comment. He
continued in an even tone: 'Compared with this gmlof transport, the other
arrangements wil be relatively simple. To beginwidn D-1,1 propose to put the
entire population, military and civilian, of Forniéix temporarily out of action. Exact
arrangements have been made and only await myl simefly, the town is supplied
with al drinking and other water-supplies by twd wend two filter plants yielding
just under seven mil ion gal ons per day. Theseiader the control of the Post
Engineer. This gentleman has been pleased to aaacegit from the Superintendent
and Deputy Superintendent of the Tokyo Municipaltt®aorks who wish to study
the workings of a plant of this size for instabatin a new suburb planned for the
environs of Tokyo. The Post Engineer has been iattered by this request and the
Japanese gentlemen wil be accorded al facilitiees& two gentlemen, who are, of
course, members of my staff, wil be carrying onrthersons relatively smal
guantities of a highly concentrated' opiate devizgthe German chemical warfare
experts for just this purpose during the last Wwaiis substance disseminates rapidly
through a volume of water of this magnitude, andts consequent highly diluted
form, has the effect of instant but temporary nsixof any person drink ing half a
tumbler of the infected water. The symptoms areepdand instant sleep from which
the victim awakens much refreshed in approximéatailge days. Gentlemen' -



Gold-finger held out one hand palm upwards - 'Bartionth of June in Kentucky |
consider it out of the question that a single resids able to go through twenty-four
hours without consuming half a glass of water. €aay perhaps be a handful of
confirmed alcoholics on their feet on D-Day, banticipate that we shal enter a town
in which virtual y the entire population has faliato a deep sleep where they stand.’

'What was that fairytale?' Miss Galore's eyes vg@raing with the vision.

'Puss in Boots,' said Mr Jack Strap in a surly@oiGo ahead, mister. This is good.
How do we get into the town?'

'We come in,' said Goldfinger, 'on a special ttaet wil have left New York City on
the night of D-I. There wil be approximately onendeed of us and we shal be attired
as Red Cross workers. Miss Galore wil , | hopeyipi®the necessary contingent of
nurses. It is to fil this minor but important raleat she has been invited to this
meeting.'

Miss Galore said enthusiastical y, 'Wilco, Rogeeraand out! My girls'l look sweet
in starch. Whaddya say, Jacko?' She leant sidearaysudged Mr Strap in the ribs.

'l say they'd look better in cement overcoatsd 84 Strap impatiently. 'Whaddya
have to keep on butting in for? Keep going, mister.

‘At Louisvil e, thirty-five miles from Fort Knox, inyself and an assistant wil ask to
be al owed to ride in the leading diesel. We shakhdelicate instruments. We shal
say that it wil be necessary for us to sample thasawe approach Fort Knox for, by
this time, news of the mysterious affliction thaststruck down the inhabitants wil
have reached the outer world and there is likelyg@ome panic in the surrounding
area, and indeed in the country as a whole. Rqdenes may be expected to
approach shortly after our arrival at dawn and antyg¢ask wil be to man the control
tower at Godman Airfield, declare the base closetira-route al planes to Louisvil e.
But, to go back for a moment, shortly after leaviimgiisvil e, my assistant and | wil
dispose of the driver and fireman by as humane odstlas are possible' (I bet,
thought Bond) 'and | shal personal y bring thentrdimay say that | have the
requisite knowledge of these locomotives - throkght Knox to the bul ion sidings
alongside the depository.’

Goldfinger paused. He looked wijh slow, grave eyemd the circle. Satisfied with
what he saw, he continued in the same even tog¢hi8time, gentlemen and
madam, your transport convoys should be arrivirgg fraffic control er wil dispose
them in the neighbourhood of the depository acogytio a pre-arranged plan, the
airport staff wil proceed by truck to Godman Aitfleand take over, and we shal enter
the depository, paying no heed to the sleepingdsodith which the landscape wil be
- er - decorated. Right?'

Mr Solo's dark eyes burned across the table. Hessdily, 'Sure, is right so far. Now
mebbe you' - he blew out his cheeks and gave & tpaic puff towards Goldfinger -
'like this and the twenty-ton door he fal down. Yes



'Yes,' said Goldfinger equably. 'Almost exactlyelithat.' He rose and went to the
table under the blackboard, lifted up the big unlyatarton and carried it careful y
back and placed it on the table in front of hinsdemed to be very heavy.

He sat down and continued, 'While ten of my traiassistants are making
preparations for the vault to be opened, stretdans wil enter the depository and
remove to safety as many of the inmates as candageld.’ Bond thought he noticed a
treacherous purr underlying Goldfinger's next wolidsm sure you wil al agree,
gentlemen and madam, that al unnecessary lose ahlould be avoided. Thus far, |
hope you notice that there have been no casualtibghe exception of two
employees of the Il inois Central Railroad who heaeeived sore heads.' Goldfinger
didn't wait for comment but went on. 'Now,' he tead out and placed his hand on the
carton, 'when you, gentlemen, and your associaes heeded weapons, other than
the conventional smal arms, where have you fouaththAt military establishments,
gentlemen. You have purchased submachine gunsthedheavy equipment from
guartermaster storekeepers at nearby military b&seshave achieved this by the
use of pressure, blackmail or money. | have doaes#ime. Only one weapon would
be powerful enough to blast open the Bul ion VatlEort Knox and | obtained one,
after much seeking, from a certain al ied militaase in Germany. It cost me exactly
one mil ion dol ars. This, gentlemen, is an atowachead designed for use with the
Corporal Intermediate Range Guided Missile.'

'‘Cheesus Kerist." Jed Midnight's hands reachethéoedge of the table beside Bond
and gripped it.

Al the faces round the table were pale. Bond céegtlthe skin taut over his own
tensed jaw. To break his tension he reached imsgleoat pocket for the
Chesterfields and lit one. He slowly blew out tteerfe and put the lighter back in his
pocket. God Almighty! What had he got himself in&hd looked back down the
vista of his knowledge of Gold-finger. The first etiag with the naked brown body
on the roof of the Floridiana Cabana Club. The abaay he had rapped Goldfinger's
knuckles. The interview with M. The meeting at bank at which it.had been a
guestion of tracking down a gold smuggler - adrdlitex big one and one who
worked for the Russians - but stil only a man-sizechinal, someone Bond had taken
trouble to beat at golf and then had pursued cpefficiently, but stil as only one
more quarry like so many others. And now! Now iswet a rabbit in the rabbit hole,
not even a fox, it was a king cobra -the biggeststnaeadly inhabitant of the world!
Bond sighed wearily. Once more into the breacht fiends! This time it real y was
St George and the dragon. And St George had lggiter move on and do something
before the dragon hatched the little dragon'’s eggdis now nesting so confidently.
Bond smiled tautly. Do what? What in God's name thase he could do?

Goldfinger held up his hand. 'Gentlemen and madbteve me, this object is an
entirely harmless lump of machinery. It is not admi¢ | hit it with a hammer it
would not explode. Nothing can make it explodelunis armed and that wil not
happen until The Day.'

Mr Bil y Ring's pale face was shiny with sweat. Mmards trembled slightly as they
hissed out through the false grin. '‘Mister, whathat about this thing they cal - er -
fal -out?’



'Fal -out wil be minimal, Mr Ring, and extremelychdized. This is the latest model -
the so-cal ed “clean” atomic bomb. But protectiaitsswil be issued to the squad that
first enters the ruins of the building. They witido the first in the human chain that
wil remove the gold and pass it to the waiting kit

'Flying debris, Mister? Chunks of concrete andlsaad so forth?' Mr Midnight's
voice came from somewhere in his stomach.

'We shal take shelter behind the outer steel stickfthe depository, Mr Midnight.
Al personnel wil wear earplugs. There may be madwnage to some of the trucks,
but that hazard must be accepted.’

'Da sleeping guys?' Mr Solo's eyes were greedyblideley jess sleeps a liddle
longer?' Mr Solo obviously didn't worry too muchoabthe sleeping guys.

'We shal move as many as possible to safety. We, inars afraid, accept minor
damage to the town. | estimate that casualties grttepopulation wil
approximately equal three days' tol on the roadsoof Knox. Our operation wil
merely serve to keep road accident statisticssédady level.'

'‘Damn nice of us." Mr Midnight's nerves had noworered.

'‘Any more questions?' Goldfinger's voice was blatelhad read out the figures,
estimated the prospects for the business. Nowsttimze to put the meeting to the
vote. 'Details remain to be worked out exactlythat, my staff here' - he turned first
to Bond and then to Miss Masterton -'wil be assgsthe. This room wil be our
operations room to which you wil al have accessgdoyor by night. The code word
for the project is “Operation Grand Slam”, whicH always be used in referring to
the project. May | suggest that those of you whehwo participate should brief one,
and only one, of your most trusted lieutenants eDgiaff can be trained for their
functions as if this were a run-of-the-mil banklbeby. On D-| a slightly wider
briefing of staff wil be necessary. | know | catyren you, gentlemen and madam, if
you decide to participate, to treat this whole @cbps an operation of war.
Inefficiency or insecurity wil of course have to tbealt with decisively. And now,
gentlemen and madam, | wil ask yOu to reply on batigiour respective
organizations. Which of you wishes to enter thiefaThe prize is gigantic. The risks
are minimal. Mr Midnight?' Goldfinger turned hisduean inch to die right. Bond saw
the wide open X-ray gaze devour his neighbour.?Y€&kere was a pause. 'Or no?'

Bond 7 - Goldfinger
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SECRET APPENDIX

'MR GOLD," Jed Midnight pronounced sonorously, "va undoubtedly the greatest
thing in crime since Cain invented murder and used Abel." He paused and added
emphatical y, 'l shal count it an honour to be asded with you in this enterprise.’

"Thank you, Mr Midnight. And you, Mr Ring?' Bond waoubtful about Mr Bil y
Ring. He had scrawled plusses against al the naxtept Ring and Helmut Springer.
To Mr Ring he had al otted a nought, to Springeriaus sign. He had come to his
conclusions by watching eyes, mouths, hands, bhimgphad been betrayed by The
Grinner's unwavering false smile. The wink in hght eye had been as steady on the
pulse-beat as a metronome and he had kept his batws the table.

Now Bil y Ring brought his hands up from below thble and formed a cat's cradle
with them on the green baize in front of him. Feneament he watched the two
thumbs twirling, then he raised his nightmare fiac&oldfinger's. The tic in his right
eye had stopped. The two rows of teeth began taatgpkke a ventriloquist's dummy.
'Misterl - he found difficulty with his b's, m's@p’'s and produced them by bringing
his upper lip down over his teeth like a horse delken it takes sugar out of your
hand - 'long time now my friends and | been badegal. What | mean, the old days
of leaving corpses strewn al over the landscapéd aanwith the ‘forties. Me and my
associates, we do al right with the girls, the heamal the racetrack, and when we're
short there's our good friends the Union to sliphesodd fin. Ya see, mister' - The
Grinner opened his hands and then put them backhetcradle - ‘we figger the old
days are gone. Big Jim Colossimo, Johnny TorrienBD'Bannion, Al Capone -
where are those guys today, huh? Mister, they'shipg up the morning glory by the
fence. Mebbe you weren't around in the days whensee to hide up between fights
in Little Bohemia up behind Milwaukee? Wel , sirgethose days, people were
shooting at each other so fast you'd often needgrgmme to tel the act from the
spectators. So al right, people got tired of liode that hadn't already got tired to
death, if you get my meaning -and when the 'fifteme along and | take over the
team, it's unanimous that we get out of the firdwdyusiness. And now what, mister?
Now you come along and put it to me that me andriagpds assist you to let off the
biggest fizzbang in history! So what do | figgerstmy to your proposition, Mister-er -
Whoosis?

Wel , | tel you, mister. Everybody's got his priseg? - and for a bil ion dol ars it's a
deal. We'l put away the marbles and bring out limg-shots.

We're in.'

‘Grinner, you sure take one hel of a long timeap yes,' commented Mr Midnight
sourly.

Goldfinger said cordial y, "Thank you for your mageresting statement, Mr Ring. |
am very happy to welcome you and your associate Sib?'



Mr Solo prefaced his reply by reaching into histquacket and taking out a battery
shaver. He switched it on. The room fil ed with tioése of angry bees. Mr Solo leant
his head back and began running the machine thiighaip the right side of his face
while his uptilted eyes sought decision in theingil Suddenly he switched the razor
off, put it down on the table in front of him aretked his head down and forward like
a snake striking. The black gun-muzzles of his ggested threateningly across the
table at Goldfinger and moved slowly from featwddature of the big moon-face.
Half Mr Solo's own face now looked naked. The otiaf was dark with the Italian
swarthiness that comes from an uncontrol able bgandth. Bond guessed that he
probably had to shave every three or four hoursv Niw Solo decided to speak. He
spoke in a voice that brought chil into" the rodthe. said softly, '‘Mister, | been
watching you. You are a very relaxed man for soreasho speaks such big things.
Last man | knew was so much relaxed he got hintstf y relaxed by a quick burst
of the chopper. Okay, okay.' Mr Solo sat back. plead open palms in reluctant
surrender. 'So | come in, yes. But mister' - tivess a pause for emphasis - 'either we
get that bil ion or you get dead. Is okay with you?

Goldfinger's lips bent ironical y. 'Thank you, MolS. Your conditions are quite
acceptable. | have every wish to stay alive. Mmilgl Springer?'

Mr Springer's eyes looked deader than ever. Hegaitpously, 'l am stil giving the
matter my ful consideration. Pray consult my cajuess while | deliberate.’

Mr Midnight commented impatiently, ‘Same old H&Vaits for what he cal s
inspiration. He's guided - messages from the Altyigim the angels' wavelength. |
guess he hasn't heard a human voice in twenty.years

'‘And Mr Strap?’

Mr Jack Strap crinkled his eyes at Goldfinger. Hiel smoothly, 'Mister, | figure you
know the odds and you surely pay the best sinceobaar machines at Vegas got the
trots and gave continuous jackpots. | guess if m@ige the muscles and the guns
this caper'l pay off. You can count me in." Mr $ttarned off the charm. His eyes,
now frightening again, turned, with Goldfingers Miss Pussy Galore.

Miss Galore veiled her violet eyes so as not teeltavook at either of them. She said
indifferently to the room at large, 'Business dn@en so brisk in my corner of the
woods.' She tapped with long, silver-painted fingails on the gold bar before her.
'Mind you, | won't say I'm overdrawn at the bankt's put it I'm just a shade under-
deposited. Yup. Sure I'l come in. Me and my galstgeat.'

Goldfinger al owed himself a half-smile of sympathyhat is excel ent news, Miss
Galore. And now,' he turned to face across thefdldlr Springer, might we ask if
you have made up your mind?"

Slowly Mr Springer rose to his feet. He gave thetoad ed yawn of an opera goer. He
fol owed the yawn with a smal belch. He took otihe linen handkerchief and patted
his lips. His glazed eyes moved round the tablefenadly rested on Goldfinger.
Slowly his head moved from side to side as if he Wging to exercise fibrositis in

his neck muscles. He said gravely, like a bank maneefusing a loan, 'Mr Gold, |



fear your proposal would not find favour with myl eagues in Detroit.' He gave a
little bow which included everyone. ‘It only remsifor me to thank you for a most
interesting occasion. Good afternoon, gentlememaadam.' In the chil y silence, Mr
Springer tucked his handkerchief careful y intol#fehand cuff of his immaculate
pin-stripe, turned and walked softly to the dood &t himself out.

The door closed with a sharp click. Bond noticedd3imger's hand slip casual y
below the table. He guessed that Oddjob was gdtimgignal. Signal for what?

Mr Midnight said nastily, 'Glad he's out. He'sdtyi a four-ulcer man. Now then' - he
got up briskly and turned to Bond - 'how abouttelidrink?’

They al rose and gathered round the buffet. Bondddimself between Miss Pussy
Galore and Til y Masterton. He offered them chamgag

Miss Galore looked at him coldly and said, 'Move\WHandsome. Us girls want to
talk secrets. Don't we, yummy?' Miss Masterton edalsand then turned very pale.
She whispered adoringly, 'Oh yes please, Miss @alor

Bond smiled sourly at Til y Masterton and moved ddhe room.

Jed Midnight had witnessed the snub. He got clo®ohd and said earnestly,
‘Mister, if that's your dol , you better watch heussy gets the girls she wants. She
consumes them in bunches - like grapes, if yo@dome." Mr Midnight sighed
wearily. 'Cheesus how they bore me, the lizzies!

You'l see, she'l soon have that frail parting reer three ways in front of the mirror.'

Bond said cheerful y, 'I'l watch out. There's noghmuch | can do. She's an
independent sort of a girl.’

‘That so?' said Mr Midnight with a spark of inteéré@/el mebbe | can help to break it
up.' He straightened his tie. 'l could go for thtatsterton.

She's sure got natural resources. See you arodedytinned at Bond and moved off
down the room.

Bond was having a quiet square meal off caviardranpagne and thinking how wel
Goldfinger had handled the meeting when the dotreaend of the room opened and
one of the Koreans hurried in and went up to Go@gr. Goldfinger bent his head to
the whispered words. His face became grave. Hesthpgork on his glass of
Saratoga Vichy.

'‘Gentlemen and madam.' He looked sadly round thepgrl have received bad news.
Our friend Mr Helmut Springer has met with an aead

He fel down the stairs. Death was instantaneous.'

'Ho, ho!" Mr Ring's laugh was not a laugh. It wasoée in the face. 'And what does
that Slappy Hapgood, his torpedo, have to say abdut



Goldfinger said gravely, 'Alas, Mr Hapgood alsodeivn the stairs and has
succumbed to his injuries.’

Mr Solo looked at Goldfinger with new respect. l@ssoftly, '‘Mister, you better get
those stairs fixed before me and my friend Giubme.to use them.’

Goldfinger said seriously, 'The fault has beentiedaRepairs wil be put in hand at
once.' His face grew thoughtful. 'l fear these @ects may be misconstrued in
Detroit.’

Jed Midnight said cheerful y, 'Don't give it a tigbty mister. They love funerals up
there. And it'l take a load off their minds. OldIMeuldn't have lasted much longer.
They been stoking the fires under him these tweleaths.' He appealed to Mr Strap
who stood next to him. 'Am | right, Jacko?"

'Sure, Jed,' said Mr Strap sagely. 'You got theesddr Helmut M. Springer had to be
hit.'

'Hit' - mobese for murder. When Bond at last gdied that night, he couldn't wipe
the word out of his mind. Oddjob had got the sigaalouble ring,-and Springer and
his guard had got hit. There had been nothing Banudid have done about it - even if
he had wanted to, and Mr Helmut Springer meantingtto him, probably richly
deserved to be hit anyway - but now some 59,998rqtbople were going to get hit
unless he, and only he, could do something about it

When the meeting of paramount hoods had broken gp &bout their various duties,
Goldfinger had dismissed the girl and kept Bonthenroom. He told Bond to take
notes and then for more than two hours went owepgieration down to the smal est
detail. When they came to the doping of the twemeasirs (Bond had to work out an
exact timetable to ensure that the people of Fadxwould al be 'under” in good
time) Bond had asked for details of the drug asdjiteed of action.

"You won't have to worry about that.'

'Why not? Everything depends on it.'

'Mr Bond." Goldfinger's eyes had a faraway, withardook. 'l wil tel you the truth
because you wil have no opportunity of passingpitfrom now, Oddjob wil not be
more than a yard from your side and his orderswistrict and exact. So | can tel you
that the entire population of Fort Knox wil be deadncapacitated by midnight on
D-I. The substance that wil be inserted in the wsitgply, outside the filter plant, wil
be a highly concentrated form of GB."

‘You're mad! You don't real y mean you're goingitsixty thousand people!

'Why not? American motorists do it every two years.

Bond stared into Goldfinger's face in fascinateddro It couldn't be true! He couldn't
mean it! He said tensely, What's this GB?"



'GB is the most powerful of the Trilone group ofveepoisons. It was perfected by
the Wehrmacht in 1943, but never used for feaepfisals. In fact, it is a more
effective instrument of destruction than the hy@m@omb. Its disadvantage lies in
the difficulty of applying it to the populace. TRaissians captured the entire German
stocks at Dyhern-furth on the Polish frontier. Rde of mine were able to supply me
with the necessary quantities. Introduction throtighwater supply is an ideal
method of applying it to a densely populated area.’

Bond said, 'Goldfinger, you're a lousy,---bastard.’
'Don't be childish. We have work to do.'

Later, when they had got to the problem of transpgthe tons of gold out of the
town, Bond had had one last try. He said, 'Goldmgou're not going to get this
stuff away. Nobody's going to get their hundredstohgold out of. the place - let
alone five hundred. You'l find yourself tearing dothe Dixie Highway in a truck
with a few gold bars loaded with gamma rays andAimerican Army on your tail.
And you'l have kil ed sixty thousand people fortth@he thing's farcical. Even if you
do get a ton or two away, where the hel do youktlgmu're going to hide it?'

'Mr Bond." Goldfinger's patience was infinite.just happens that a Soviet cruiser of
the Sverdlovsk class wil be visiting Norfolk, Virga, on a goodwil cruise at that
time. It sails from Norfolk on D+1. Initial y bydm and then by transport convoy, my
gold wil arrive on board the cruiser by midnight@fDay. | shal sail in the cruiser
for Kronstadt. Everything has been careful y plahmery possible hitch has been
foreseen. | have lived with this operation for fixears. Now the time has come for
the performance. | have tidied up my activitie€mgland and Europe. Such smal
debris as remains of my former life can go to ttevengers who wil shortly be
sniffing on my trail. | shal be gone. | shal haweigrated and, Mr Bond, | shal have
taken the golden heart of America with me. NatyralGoldfinger was indulgent -
'this unique performance wil not be immaculate.

There has not been enough time for rehearsaled teese clumsy gangsters with
their guns and their men, but | could not bringrtthato the plan until the last
moment. They wil make mistakes. Conceivably thelyhave much trouble getting
their own loot away. Some wil be caught, otherHil I couldn't care less. These
men are amateurs who were needed, so to spedhkgeforowd scenes. They are
extras, Mr Bond, brought in off the streets. Whappens to them after the play is of
no interest to me whatsoever. And now, on withwioek. | shal need seven copies of
al this by nightfal . Where were we...?"

So in fact, reflected Bond feverishly, this was aoly a Goldfinger operation with
SMERSH in the background. SMERSH had even got iga Rraesidium to play.
This was Russia versus America with Goldfingerhasdpearhead! Was it an act of
war to steal something from another country? Bub wiould know that Russia had
the gold? No one, if the plan went off as Goldfinggended. None of the gangsters
had an inkling. To them Goldfinger was just anotbfethem, another gangster,
slightly larger than life-size. And Goldfinger's#t his drivers for the golden convoy
to the coast? Bond himself, and Til y Mastertonfh&8avould be kil ed, including him



and the girl. Some, the Koreans for instance, wooldioubt sail in the cruiser. Not a
trace would be left, not a witness. It was moderaqy with al the old-time
trimmings. Goldfinger was sacking Fort Knox as Rlgdorgan had saked Panama.
There .was no difference except that the weapodshentechniques had been
brought up to date.

And there was only one man in the whole world wbold stop it. But how?

The next day was an unending blizzard of paper-wieviery half-hour a note would
come in from Goldfinger's operations room askingsithedules of this, copies of
that, estimates, timetables, lists of stores. Aaotipewriter was brought in, maps,
reference books - anything that Bond re quisitiorigad not once did Oddjob relax
the extreme care with which he opened the doowtadB knock, not once did his
watchful eyes wander from Bond's eyes, handswbleh he came into the room to
bring meals or notes or supplies. There was notquesf Bond and the girl being
part of the team. They were dangerous slaves atiihgecelse.

Til y Masterton was equal y reserved. She workieel & machine - quick, wil ing,
accurate, but uncommunicative. She responded withpoliteness to Bond's early
attempts to make friends, share his thoughts vath By the evening, he had learnt
nothing about her except that she had been a sfatamateur ice-skater in between
secretarial work for Unilevers. Then she had stiagitting star parts in ice-shows.
Her hobby had been indoor pistol and rifle shootind she had belonged to two
marksman clubs. She had few friends. She had h&esr in love or engaged.

She lived by herself in two rooms in Earls Coukte Svas twenty-four. Yes, she
realized that they were in a bad fix. But somethirmyld turn up. This Fort Knox
business was nonsense. It would certainly go wr8hg.thought Miss Pussy Galore
was 'divine'. She somehow seemed to count on hgattber out of this mess.
Women, with a sniff, were rather good at thingg tieeded finesse. Instinct told them
what to do. Bond was not to worry about her. Shald/be al right.

Bond came to the conclusion that Til y Mastertors wae of those girls whose
hormones had got mixed up. He knew the type weltlhodght they and their male
counterparts were a direct consequence of givingsvio women and 'sex equality'.
As a result of fifty years of emancipation, femmmigualities were dying out or being
transferred to the males. Pansies of both sexes ewarywhere, not yet completely
homosexual, but confused, not knowing what theyewé&he result was a herd of
unhappy sexual misfits - barren and ful of frustrag, the women wanting to
dominate and the men to be nannied. He was sarthéo, but he had no time for
them. Bond smiled sourly to himself as he remembare fantasies about this girl as
they sped along the val ey of the Loire. Entre D8ains indeed!

At the end of the day, there was a final note f@atd-finger:

Five principals and myself wil leave La Guardiagrt tomorrow at 11 am in
chartered plane flown by my pilots for aerial syre¢ Grand Slam.

You wil accompany. Masterton wil remain. G.



Bond sat on the edge of his bed and looked at #ie When he got up and went to the
typewriter. He worked for an hour, typing, singfgased, on both sides of the sheet,
exact details of the operation. He folded the shreéed it to a smal cylinder about
the size of his little finger and sealed it cargfwbith gum. Next he typed on a slip of
paper:

URGENT AND VITAL. REWARD OF FIVE THOUSAND DOLLARS$
GUARANTEED WITH NO QUESTIONS ASKED TO THE FINDER W®

DELIVERS THIS MESSAGE UNOPENED TO FELIX LEITER CARE
PINKERTON'S DETECTIVE AGENCY, 154 NASSAU STREET, MEYORK

CITY. IMMEDIATE CASH ON DELIVERY.

Bond rol ed this message round the cylinder, w§s@00 REWARD in red ink on the
outside, and stuck the little package down thereesitthree inches of Scotch tape.
Then he sat down again on the edge of the bedaefuty strapped the free ends of
the Scotch tape down the inside of his thigh.

Bond 7 - Goldfinger

CHAPTER TWENTY

JOURNEY INTO HOLOCAUST

'MISTER, Flying Control is buzzing us. Wants to knwho we are. They say this is
restricted air.’

Goldfinger got up from his seat and went forwartw ithe cockpit. Bond watched him
pick up the hand microphone. His voice came bagéarb} over the quiet hum of the
ten-seater Executive Beechcraft. 'Good mornings Mr Gold of Paramount
Pictures Corporation. We are carrying out an augkdrsurvey of the territory for a
forthcoming “A” picture of the famous Confederagédrof 1861 which resulted in the
capture of General Sherman at Muldraugh

Hil . Yes, that's right. Gary Grant and Elizabetylbr in the lead. What's that?
Clearance? Sure we've got clearance. Let me se'e now

(Goldfinger consulted nothing)' - yes, here it3ggned by Chief of Special Services
at the Pentagon. 'Sure, the Commanding OfficéreArmoured Centre wil have a
copy. Okay and thanks. Hope you'l enjoy the pictiBge.’



Goldfinger wiped the breezy expression off his fd@nded over the microphone and
came back into the cabin. He braced his legs aratidboking down at his
passengers. 'Wel , gentlemen and madam, do ydkiybirive seen enough? | think
you'l agree it's al pretty clear and conforms wiblir copies of the town plan. | don't
want to go much lower than six thousand. Perhapsoutl make one more circuit
and be off. Oddjob, get out the refreshments.’

There was a mumble of comment and questions whattfi@ger dealt with one by
one. Oddjob got up from Bond's side and walked dtmwthe rear. Bond fol owed
him and, under his hard, suspicious stare, weatthr little lavatory and locked the
door.

He sat down calmly and thought. There hadn't begdraace on the way down to La
Guardia. He had sat with Oddjob in the back of mobirusive Buick saloon. The
doors had been locked on them by the driver anevthdows tightly closed.
Goldfinger had ridden in front, the partition cldgeehind him. Oddjob had sat
slightly sideways, his horn-ridged hands held reaalyis thighs like heavy tools. He
had not taken his eyes off Bond until the car haed round the boundary to the
charter hangars and come up alongside the privabe pSandwiched between
Goldfinger and Oddjob, Bond had had no alterndtivieto climb up the steps into the
plane and take his seat with Oddjob beside him.rfigmtes later, the others had
arrived. There was no communication with them ekeepexchange of curt greetings.
They were al different now - no smart remarks, nnacessary .talk. These were men
who had gone to war. Even Pussy Galore, in a dagkon macintosh with a black
leather belt, looked like some young S.S. guardsi@aice or twice in the plane she
had turned and looked at Bond rather thoughtfidut. she hadn't answered his smile.
Perhaps she just couldn't understand where Baed fh, who he was. When they
got back to La Guardia there would be the samereult was now or never. But
where? Among the leaves of lavatory paper? But thigit be disturbed too soon or
not for weeks. Would the ash-tray be emptied? Bhyssbt. But one thing would.

There was a rattle at the door-handle. Oddjob we#ting restless. Perhaps Bond was
setting fire to the plane. Bond cal ed, 'Comings.ade got up and lifted the seat. He
tore the little package off the inside of his thaytd transferred it to the underside of
the fore-edge of the seat. The seat would have tdted to get at the Elsan and that
would certainly be looked to as soon as the plaridack to the hangar. The $5000
REWARD

stared back at him boldly. Not even the most halggner could miss it. So long as
no one preceded the cleaner. But Bond didn't tamkof the passengers would lift
the seat. The little compartment was too crampedaiod comfortably in. He softly
put the seat down, ran some water in the basimeehiis face and smoothed his hair
and walked out.

Oddjob was waiting angrily. He pushed past Bondkéal careful y round the
lavatory and came out again, shutting the door.dBmealked back to his seat. Now
the SOS was in the bottle and the bottle had beemutted to the waves. Who
would be the finder? How soon?



Everyone, down to the pilot and co-pilot, wenthe blasted little lavatory before they
got back on the ground. As each one came out, Bapdcted to feel the cold nose of
a gun in his neck, the harsh suspicious wordsgtthekle of the paper being unfolded.
But at last they were back in the Buick and spegdier the Triborough into uptown
Manhattan and then down the river on the parkwalyianhrough the wel -guarded
doors of the warehouse and back to work.

Now it was a race - a race between Goldfingerismicahhurried, efficient machine
and the tiny gunpowder trail Bond had lit. What wgasng on outside? During every
hour of the next three days Bond's imaginatiorofeéd what might be happening -
Leiter tel ing his chief, the conference, the quiaht down to Washington, the FBI
and Hoover, the Army, the President. Leiter insggthat Bond's conditions be
adhered to, that no suspicious moves be made quirigs started, that no one moved
an inch except according to some master plan tbatdoperate on the day and get
the whole gang into the bag so that not one of tascaped.

Would they accept Bond's conditions or would theydeare take the chance? Had
they talked across the Atlantic with M? Had M itsgsthat Bond should be somehow
pul ed out? No, M would see the point. He wouldeaghat Bond's life must be
disregarded. That nothing must jeopardize the leigreup. They would have to get
the two 'Japanese’, of course, somehow beat dhewof the code message Gold-
finger would be waiting for on D-1.

Was that how it was going, or was it al a shamblester away on another
assignment. 'Who is this 007? What does it starRi$Some crazy loon. Hi, Smith,
check on this, could you? Get down to the warehansktake a look. Sorry, mister,
no five grand for you. Here's car fare back to Laf@ia. Afraid you've been hoaxed.'

Or, worse stil , had none of these things happeMéal® the plane stil standing in a
corner of the field, unserviced?

Night and day, the torment of thoughts went throBghd's head while the work got
cleared and the hours ticked by and the deadly maaethirred quietly on. D-1 came
and flashed by in a last fever of activity. Thenthe evening, came the note from
Goldfinger.

First phase of operation successful. Entrain asngd at midnight. Bring copies of al
maps, schedules, operation orders. G.

In close formation, with Bond and Til y Mastertohe in a white surgeon's coat, she
dressed as a nurse - wedged in the middle, thefiGgéd contingent marched swiftly
through the almost empty Concourse of Pennsylvstaizon and down to the waiting
Special. Everyone, including Goldfinger, was wegtime conventional white garb
and armbands of a medical field force and the datfgrm was crowded with the
ghostly waiting figures of the posses from the gafddne silence and tension was
appropriate for an emergency force hurrying tositene of a disaster, and the
stretcher and decontamination suits being loadidtive compartments added drama
to the scene. The Superintendent was talking quigth the senior physicians in the
shape of Midnight, Strap, Solo and Ring. Nearbpdtbliss Galore with a dozen
pale-faced nurses who waited with eyes bent d&if stood beside an open grave.



Without makeup, their exotic hair-do's tucked ideok blue Red Cross caps, they had
been wel rehearsed. They were giving an excel@mbmnance - dutiful, merciful,
dedicated to the relief of human suffering.

When the Superintendent saw Goldfinger and his/@gproaching he hurried up.
T>r Gold?" his face was grave. 'I'm afraid the nearsiing through isn't too good.
Guess it'l al be in the papers tonight. Al traietdhat Louisvil e, no reply from the
depot at Fort Knox. But we'l get you through ahtigcod Almighty, Doctor! What's
going on down there? People coming through fromidwle are talking about the
Russians spraying something from the air. Of cdurdee Superintendent looked
keenly at Goldfinger -'I'm not believing that kinfistuff. But what is it? Food
poisoning?'

Goldfinger's face was solemn. He said in a kindlicg, 'My friend, that's what we've
got to find out. That's why we're being rushed dolivgou want me to make a guess,
but mark you it's only a guess, it's a form of gieg sickness - trypanosomiasis we
cal it.'

‘That so0?' the Superintendent was impressed bgotined of the malady. 'Wel ,
believe you me, Doctor, we're al mighty proud ofiyand your folks of the
Emergency Force.' He held out his hand, Goldfitgek it. '‘Best of luck, Doc; and
now, if you'l get your men and the nurses on bolrdave this train on its way just
as quick as may be.'

"Thank you, Superintendent. My col eagues and hwafilforget your services.'
Goldfinger gave a short bow. His contingent moved o

'‘Board!'

Bond found himself in a Pul man with Til y Mastertacross the aisle and the
Koreans and Germans al around them. Goldfingernvtee front of the car talking
cheerful y with his satraps. Miss Pussy Galord siiidoy. She ignored the upturned
face of Til y Masterton but gave Bond the usuatd@ag glance. There was a
banging of doors being closed. Pussy Galore stoppddested an arm on the back of
the seat in front of Bond.

She looked down at him. 'Hul o, Handsome. Long teee. Uncle doesn't seem to
let you off the lead much.’

Bond said, 'Hul o, Beautiful. That outfit suits yfme. I'm feeling rather faint. How
about doing a bit of nursing?"

The deep violet eyes examined him careful y. Sktess#tly, "You know what, Mister
Bond? | got a feeling there's something phoney apaow. | got instincts, see? Just
what are you and that dol ' - she jerked her hea#t Bdoing in this outfit?"'

'We do al the work.'



The train began to move. Pussy Galore straightbeesklf. She said, 'Mebbe you do.
But if any little thing goes wrong with this cap&r my money it'l be Handsome who
knows why. Get me?’

She didn't wait for Bond's answer, but moved onmawd joined the Chiefs of Staff
meeting.

It was a confused, busy night. Appearances hae t@pt up before the inquisitive,
sympathetic eyes of the conductors. Last-minutéerences up and down the train
had to wear the appearance of serious medical@ggx} no cigar smoking, no
swearing, no spitting.

Jealousies and competition between the gangs Haelkept under rigid control. The
cold superiority of the Mafia, particularly vis-aswWlack Strap and his soft, easy living
crowd from the West, might have led to gunplayé thiefs hadn't been ready for
trouble and constantly on the lookout for it.

Al these minor psychological factors had been feeasby Goldfinger and prepared
for. The women from the Cement Mixers were cargfskegregated, there was no
drinking and the gang chiefs kept their men ocalipiéh further exact briefings,
dummy exercises with maps and lengthy discussibastaheir escape plans with the
gold. There was casual spying on each other's plathi$Goldfinger was often cal ed
in to judge who should have which routes to the ix border, to the desert, to
Canada. To Bond it was amazing that a hundredeofiainghest crooks in America, on
edge with excitement and greed, could be kept e g8 they were. It was
Goldfinger who had achieved the miracle. Apart friiv@ calm, dangerous .quality of
the man, it was the minuteness of the planningtheaonfidence he exuded that
calmed the battle nerves and created some sotteaina-spirit among the rival mobs.

As the iron gal op of the train stretched itself ttwough the flat lands of
Pennsylvania, gradual y the passengers fel intnaasy, troubled sleep. But not
Goldfinger or Oddjob. They remained awake and wiat@nd soon Bond gave up
any idea he might have had of using one of hisdnddives on Odd job and making
a bid for freedom when the train slowed throughasi@an or on an up-gradient.

Bond dozed fitful y, wondering, imagining, puzzlinger the Superintendent's words.
The Superintendent had certainly thought they weedruth, knew that Fort Knox
was in emergency. Was his news from Louisvil etthth or part of the giant cover
plan that would be necessary to get every membireofonspiracy in the bag? If it
was a cover plan, how meticulously had it been ameql? Would someone slip up?
Would there be some ghastly bungle that would v@otdfinger in time? Or if the
news was true, if the poison had been successhalt did there remain for Bond to
do?

Bond had made up his mind on one score. Somehaeiaxcitement of H-Hour, he
would get close to Goldfinger and cut his throatwvane of his hidden knives. How
much would that achieve apart from an act of pawsngeance? Would Goldfinger's
squad accept another man's order to arm the wadrnehfire it? Who would be
strong enough, cool enough to take over? Mr S&odbably. The operation would
perhaps be half successful, they would get awaly plénty of gold - except



Goldfinger's men who would be lost without him ¢éadl them. And in the meantirne,
whatever else Bond could not do, had sixty thougsewgple already died? Was there
anything he could have done to prevent that? Hagktbver been a chance to Kil
Goldfinger? Would it have done any good to makeeme at Pennsylvania Station?
Bond stared at his dark reflection in the windasteined to the sweet ting of the
grade-crossing bel s and the howl of the windhd¢earang their way, and shredded
his nerves with doubts, questions, reproaches.

Bond 7 - Goldfinger

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

THE RICHEST MAN IN HISTORY

SLOWLY THE red dawn broke over the endless plaiblatk grass that gradual y
turned to the famous Kentucky blue as the sun dang the shadows. At six o'clock
the train began to slacken speed and soon theyglidneg gently through the waking
suburbs of Louisvil e to come to rest with a siginygdraulics in the echoing, almost
deserted station.

A smal , respectful group was awaiting them. Gaoilgir, his eyes black-ringed with
lack of sleep, beckoned to one of the Germansgplicip his authoritative little black
bag and stepped down on to the platform. Thereansd®rt, serious conclave, the
Louisvil e Superintendent doing the talking and dlioger interjecting a few
guestions and nodding gravely at the answers. (dglelf turned wearily back to the
train. Mr Solo had been deputed to take his reptetstood at the open door at the
end of the Pul man. Bond heard Goldfinger say sduby, 'l am afraid, Doctor, the
situation is as bad as we feared. | wil now go mdito the leading diesel with this,’
he held up the black bag, 'and we wil proceed slomib the infected area. Would
you please tel al personnel to be prepared to ptih@r masks? | have masks for the
driver and fireman. Al other railway personnel igihve the train here.’

Mr Solo nodded solemnly. 'Right, Professor.' Hesetbhis door. Goldfinger walked
off down.the platform fol owed by his German straargh man and the respectful,
head-shaking group.

There was a short pause and then silently, alnsostently, the long train whispered
its way out of the station leaving the little groaipofficials, now reinforced by four
rather shamefaced conductors, with hands raisbdnediction.

Thirty-five miles, half an hour, to go! Coffee addughnuts were brought round by
the nurses, and (Goldfinger thought of everythiiegthose whose nerves needed it,



two grains of dexedrine. The nurses were palentsilehere were no jokes, no smart
remarks. The train was electric with tension.

After ten minutes there was a sudden slackenirspeéd and a sharp hiss from the
brakes. Coffee was spil ed. The train almost stdppken there was a jerk and it
gathered speed again. A new hand had taken ovitlearead man's handle.

A few minutes later, Mr Strap came hurrying throtilgé train. ‘'Ten minutes to go!
On your toes, folks! Squads A, B and C get theungaent on. Everything's going
fine. Stay calm. Remember your duties.' He hurtiedugh to the next compartment
and Bond heard the voice repeating its message.

Bond turned to Oddjob. 'Listen, you ape, I'm gdimghe lavatory and probably Miss
Masterton wil too." He turned to the girl. What abi, Til y?"

'Yes,' she said indifferently, 'l suppose I'd bette
Bond said, 'Wel , go ahead.'
The Korean beside the girl looked inquiringly atdjadb. Oddjob shook his head.

Bond said, "Unless you leave her alone I'm goingtént a fight. Goldfinger won't
like that." He turned to the girl. 'Go ahead, Til'lysee to these apes.’

Oddjob uttered a series of barks and snarls wihielother Korean seemed to
understand. The guard got up and said, '‘Okay, diuboking the door.' He fol owed
the girl down the Pul man and stood and waitedhé&rto come out.

Oddjob carried out the same routine with Bond. Gns&le, Bond took off his right
shoe, slid out the knife and slipped it down ingitke waist-band of his trousers. One
shoe would now have no heel, but no one was goimgtice that this morning. Bond
washed himself. The face in the mirror was paletaedlue-grey eyes dark with
tension. He went out and back to his seat.

Now there was a distant shimmer away to the rightahint of low buildings rising
like a mirage in the early morning ground mist. ¥eewly defined themselves as
hangars with a squat control tower. Godman Fielt# $oft pounding howl of the
train slackened. Some trim modern vil as, part oéa housing development, slid by.
They seemed to be unoccupied. Now, on the leftethas the black ribbon of
Brandenburg Station Road. Bond craned. The gleamdern sprawl of Fort Knox
looked almost soft in the light mist. Above its gegl outline the air was dear as
crystal -not a trace of smoke, no breakfasts capkiine train slowed to a canter. On
Station Road there had been a bad motor accidest.cérs seemed to have met head
on. The body of a man sprawled half out of a sméslo®r. The other car lay on its
back like a dead beetle. Bond's heart poundednidie signal box came and went.
Over the levers something white was draped. Itavasn's shirt.

Inside the shirt the body hung down, its head belmevel of the window. A row of
modern bungalows. A body clad in singlet and trosiflat on its face in the middle
of a trim lawn. The lines of mown grass were bdalyi exact until, near the man, the



mower had written an ugly flourish and had then edorest on its side in the newly
turned earth of, the border. A line of washing thad broken when the woman had
grasped it. The woman lay in a white pile at one einthe sagging string of family
underclothes, cloths and towels. And now the tveais moving at walking pace into
the town and everywhere, down every street, onyesidewalk, there were the
sprawling figures - singly, in clumps, in rockinbairs on the porches, in the middle
of intersections where the traffic lights stil unhedly ticked off their coloured
signals, in cars that had managed to pul up aothiers that had smashed into shop
windows. Death! Dead people everywhere. No movepmnsound save the click of
the murderer's iron feet as his train slid throtighgraveyard.

Now there was bustle in the carriages. Bil y Riage through grinning hugely. He
stopped by Bond's chair. 'Oh boy!" he said delidligtéold Goldie certainly slipped
them the Micky Finn! Too bad some people were ougfride when they got hit. But
you know what they say about omelettes: can't nfexkewithout you break some
eggs, right?’

Bond smiled tightly. 'That's right.'
Bil y Ring made his silent O of a laugh and wenthiway.

The train trundled through Brandenburg Station. Nlo@re were scores of bodies -
men, women, children, soldiers. The platform wagbted with them, faces upwards
to the roof, down in the dust, cradled sidewaysiBsearched for movement, for an
inquisitive eye, for a twitching hand.

Nothing! Wait! What was that? Thinly through thestd window there came a soft,
mewing wail. Three perambulators stood againstitket office, the mothers col
apsed beside them. Of course! The babies in theimrators would have drunk
milk, not the deadly water.

Oddjob got to his feet. So did the whole of Goldéns team. The faces of the
Koreans were indifferent, unchanged, only theirseffiekered constantly like nervous
animals. The

Germans were pale, grim. Nobody looked at anyose Silently they filed towards
the exit and lined up, waiting.

Til y Masterton touched Bond's sleeve. Her voieeoled. 'Are you sure they're only
asleep? | thought | saw some sort of... sort dhfom some of the lips.’

Bond had seen the same thing. The froth had beén lde said, '| expect some of
them were eating sweets or something when thegstekp.

You know what these Americans are - always chewomgething.' He softly mouthed
the next words. 'Stay away from me. There may betstg.'

He looked hard at her to see she understood.



She nodded dumbly, not looking at him. She whigperd of the corner of her
mouth, 'I'm going to get near Pussy. She'l lookratte.’

Bond gave her a smile and said 'Good’, encouraging|

The train clicked slowly over some points and &hidest. There came one blast of the
diesel's windhorn. The doors swung open and tHerdift groups piled out on to the
platform of the Bul ion Depository siding.

Now everything went with military precision. Therias squads formed up in their
battle order-first an assault group widi sub-maelgans, then the stretcher-bearers to
get the guard and other personnel out of the autely an unnecessary refinement
now, thought Bond) then Goldfinger's demolitionnteaten men with their bulky
tarpaulin-covered package - then a mixed groupafesdrivers and traffic-control
men, then the group of nurses, now al armed wgto[s, who were to stay in the
background with a heavily armed reserve groupwzet to deal with any unexpected
interference from anybody who, as Goldfinger hadifptmight wake up'.

Bond and the girl had been included in the Comn@ralip which consisted of
Goldfinger, Oddjob and the five gang leaders. Tieye to be stationed on the flat
roofs of the two diesel locomotives which now stoasl planned, beyond the siding
buildings and in ful view of <the objective and @égproaches. Bond and the girl were
to handle the maps, the timetables and the stophwand Bond was to watch out for
fumbles and delays and bring them at once to Gujéfi's attention to be rectified by
walkie-talkie with die squad leaders. When the bawals due to be fired, they would
take shelter behind the diesels.

There came a double blast from the windhorn an&oasl and the girl climbed to
their position on the roof of the first diesel, #sault squad, fol owed by the other
sections, doubled across the twenty yards of opaumngl between the railway and Bul
ion Boulevard. Bond edged as close as he couldtdfidger. Goldfinger had
binoculars to his eyes. His mouth was close tarlwophone strapped to his chest.
But Oddjob stood between them, a solid mountaiftesh, and his eyes, uninterested
in the drama of the assault, never flickered froomé@and the girl.

Bond, under cover of scanning his plastic map-easkkeeping an eye on the stop-
watch, measured inches and angles. He glanced aett-door group of the four
men and the woman. They were gazing, in frozemtdte, at the scene before them.
Now Jack Strap said excitedly,

‘They're through the first gates.' Bond, puttinf hss mind to work on his own plans,
took a quick look at the battlefield.

It was an extraordinary scene. In the centre stbedhuge squat mausoleum, the sun
glinting off the polished granite of its wal s. Guate the big open field in which it
stood, the roads - the Dixie Highway, Vine Grove &ul ion Boulevard - were lined
with trucks and transporters two deep with the gaedmn flags of the gangs flying
from the first and last vehicle of each convoy. ifldeivers lay piled up outside the
shelter of the surrounding guard wal of the vauitley through the main gate, poured
the tidy disciplined squads from the train. Outditie world of movement there was



absolute stil ness and silence as if the rest oéiga was holding its breath at the
committal of this gigantic crime. And outside ldetbodies of the soldiers, sprawling
where they had fal en - the sentries by their p{ds, stil clutching their automatic
pistols, and, inside the protecting wal , two ratjgquads of soldiers in battledress.
They lay in vague, untidy heaps, some bodies athevam top of their neighbours.
Outside, between Bul ion Boulevard and the maie,gato armoured cars had
crashed into each other and now stood locked, keivy machine guns pointing, one
at the ground and the other at the sky. A drivesdy sprawled out of the turret of
one of the vehicles.

Desperately Bond looked for a sign of life, a sigmovement, a hint that al this was
a careful ambush. Nothing! Not a cat moved, naiund came out of the crowded
buildings that formed a backdrop to the scene. @dysquads hurried about their
tasks or now stood waiting in their planned disposss.

Goldfinger spoke quietly into his microphone. 'Lasetcher out. Bomb squad ready.
Prepare to take over.'

Now the covering troops and the stretcher-bearers Wwurrying for the exit, getting
down under cover of the guard wal . There wouldil@eminutes' delay to clear the
area before the bomb squad, now waiting bunchéteanain gate, would go in.

Bond said efficiently, 'They're a minute aheadioiet’

Goldfinger looked past Oddjob's shoulder. The pates were aflame. They stared
into Bond's. Goldfinger's mouth twisted into a hesgarl.

He said through his teeth, "You see, Mr Bond. Yaunemvrong and | was right. Ten
more minutes and | shal be the richest man in thiédwthe richest man in history!
What do you say to that?' His mouth spat out thedg.o

Bond said equably, 'I'l tel you after those tenumes are up.'

'Wil you?' said Goldfinger. 'Maybe.' He looked & tvatch and spoke rapidly into his
microphone. The Goldfinger squad loped slowly tigtothe main gate, their heavy
burden slung from four shoulders in a cradle of ved.

Goldfinger looked past Bond at the group on thé ocddhe second diesel. He cal ed
out triumphantly, 'Another five minutes, gentlemand then we must take cover.' He
turned his eyes on Bond and added softly, 'And themvil say goodbye, Mr Bond.
And thank you for the assistance you and the gwvkehgiven me.’

Out of the corner of his eye, Bond saw somethingingp- moving in the sky. It was
a black, whirling speck. It reached the top otiiggectory, paused and then came the
ear-splitting crack of a maroon signal.

Bond's heart leapt. A quick glance showed him #émés of dead soldiers springing to
life, the machine guns on the locked armoured saisging to cover the gates. A
loudspeaker roared from nowhere, 'Stand where y@u_ay down your arms.' But



there came a futile crackle of fire from one of tharguard covering party and then al
hel broke loose.

Bond seized the girl round the waist and jumpedh \vér.

It was a tenfoot drop to the platform. Bond brokefhl with his left hand and hoisted
the girl to her feet with a jerk of his hip. As began to run, close to the train for
cover, he heard Goldfinger shout, '‘Get them anthkin." A splatter of lead from
Goldfinger's automatic whipped at the cement tddfts But Goldfinger would have
to shoot left handed. It was Oddjob that Bond féaiow, as Bond tore down the
platform with the girl's hand in his, he heard liigatning scuffle of the running feet.

The girl's hand tugged at him. She screamed angxit; No. Stop! | want to stay
close to Pussy. I'l be safe with her.’

Bond shouted back, 'Shut up, you little fool! Rikelhel !' But now she was dragging
at him, checking his speed. Suddenly she tore &ed but of his and made to dart
into an open Pul man door. Christ, thought Bondt'sttorn it! He whipped the knife
out of his belt and swirled to meet Oddjob.

Ten yards away Oddjob hardly paused in his rusle i@md whipped off his
ridiculous, deadly hat, a glance to take aim aeddllack steel half-moon sang
through the air. Its edge caught the girl exactihe nape of the neck. Without a
sound she fel backwards on to the platform in Odldjpath. The hurdle was just
enough to put Oddjob off the flying high kick hednstarted to launch at Bond's head.
He turned the kick into a leap, his left hand cgttihe air towards Bond like a sword.
Bond ducked and struck upwards and sideways withkihnfe. It got home somewhere
near the ribs but the momentum of the flying bodgdked the knife out of his hand.
There was a tinkle on the platform. Now Oddjob wasiing back at him, apparently
unharmed, his hands outstretched and his feeayaglback ready for another leap or
a kick. His blood was up. The eyes were red ancktivas a fleck of saliva at the
open, panting mouth.

Above the boom and rattle of the guns outside thigos, three blasts sounded on the
diesel's windhorn. Oddjob snarled angrily and leapt

Bond dived at ful length sideways. Something hm lai gigantic blow on the shoulder
and sent him sprawling. Now, he thought as hehleitground, now the death stroke!
He scrambled clumsily to his feet, his neck hunanéal his shoulders to break the
impact. But no blow came and Bond's dazed eyesitotile figure of Oddjob flying
away from him up the platform.

Already the leading diesel was on the move. Oddmtto it and leapt for the
footplate. For a moment he hung, his legs scraglibna foothold. Then he had
disappeared into the cabin and the huge streaméingishe gathered speed.

Behind Bond the door of the quartermaster's offieest open. There was the hammer
of running feet and a yel 'Santiago!" - St Jantes pattle-cry of Cortez that Leiter had
once jokingly al otted to Bond.



Bond swivel ed. The straw-haired Texan, clad inWastime Marine Corps
battledress, was pounding up the platform fol ole@d dozen men in khaki. He
carried a one-man bazooka by the steel hook hefasadright hand. Bond ran to
meet him. He said, 'Don't shoot my fox, you bastard

Give over.' He snatched the bazooka out of Leitertsd and threw himself down on
the platform, splaying out his legs. Now the diesat two hundred yards away and
about to cross the bridge over the Dixie Highwagn® shouted, 'Stand clear!" to get
the men out of line of the recoil flash, clickedthe safe and took careful aim. The
bazooka shuddered slightly and the ten-pound anpigucing rocket was on its way.
There was a flash and a puff of blue smoke. Soitsedbimetal flew off the rear of the
flying engine. But then it had crossed the bridge &aken the curve and was away.

'‘Not bad for a rookie," commented Leiter. 'May {hé rear diesel out, but those jobs
are twins and he can make it on the forward engine.

Bond got to his feet. He smiled warmly into the kdike, slate-grey eyes. 'You
bungling oaf,' he said sarcastical y, ‘why in hidhtt you block that line?’

‘Listen, shamus. If you've got any complaints alibatstage management you can tel
them to the President. He took personal commaiki®bperation and it's a honey.
There's a spotter plane overhead now. They'l gictha diesel and we'l have old
Goldilocks in the hoosegow by midday.

How were we to know he was going to stay aboardrthe?' He broke off and
thumped Bond between the shoulderblades. 'Hel glaa to see you.

These men and | were detailed off to give you mtode. We've been dodging around
looking for you and getting shot at by both sidesdur pains.’

He turned to the soldiers. 'Ain't that right, men?’
They laughed. 'Sure is, Cap'n.’

Bond looked affectionately at the Texan with whoenhiad shared so many
adventures. He said seriously, 'Bless you, FelouYe always been good at saving
my life. It was darn nearly too late this time. &fraid Til y Masterton's had it.' He
walked off up the train with Felix at his heels €Tlitle figure stil lay sprawled where
she had fal en. Bond knelt beside her. The brola#muagle of the head was enough.
He felt for her pulse. He got up. He said soffRqdr little bitch. She didn't think
much of men.' He looked defensively at Leiter.i¥gdlcould have got her away if
she'd only fol owed me."

Leiter didn't understand. He put his hand on Boadis and said, 'Sure kid. Take it
easy.' He turned to his men. "Two of you carrygikeinto the QM's office over there.
O'Brien, you go for the ambulance. When you've dbiag stop over at the Command
post and give 'em the facts. Say we've got Commadoied and I'l bring him right
over.'



Bond stood and looked down at the little empty tamd limbs and clothes. He saw
the bright, proud girl with the spotted handker€haeind her hair in the flying TR3.
Now she had gone.

High up over his head a whirling speck soared ih#osky. It reached the top of its
flight and paused. There came the sharp crackeofidwroon. It was the cease-fire.

Bond 7 - Goldfinger

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

THE LAST TRICK

IT WAS two days later. Felix Leiter was weaving tilack Studil ac fast through the
lanes of dawdling traffic on the Triborough bridgéere was plenty of time to catch
Bond's plane, the evening BOAC Monarch to Londan,Ueiter enjoyed shaking up
Bond's low opinion of American cars.

Now the steel hook that he used for a right hantybd the gear lever into second and
the low black car leapt for a narrow space betwaegrant refrigerator truck and a
mooning Oldsmobile whose rear window was almostotesi by holiday stickers.

Bond's body jerked back with the kick of the 300.jp. and his teeth snapped shut.
When the manoeuvre was completed, and the angtinydead vanished behind
them, Bond said mildly, 'It's time you graduated ofuthe Kiddi-car class and bought
yourself an express carriage. You want to get engcK his pedal ing along ages one.
One of these days you'l stop moving altogethervameh you stop moving is when
you start to die.'

Leiter laughed. He said, 'See that green light @hé&et | can make it before it goes
red.' The car leapt forward as if it had been kickeEnere was a brief hiatus in Bond's
life, an impression of snipe-like flight and ofteal wal of cars that someone parted
before the whiplash of Leiter's triple klaxons,umtired yards when the speedometer
touched ninety and they were across the lightscamding genteel y along in the
centre lane.

Bond said calmly, "You meet the wrong traffic cojlahat Pinkerton card of yours
won't be good enough. It isn't so much that youedsiowly, it's holding back the cars
behind they'l book you for. The sort of car youchesea nice elderly Rol s Royce
Silver Ghost with big plate-glass windows so yoo eajoy the beauties of nature' -
Bond gestured towards a huge automobile junk heapeir right. '"Maximum fifty



and it can stop and even go backwards if you warBalb horn. Suit your sedate
style. Matter of fact there should be one on theketasoon - Goldfinger's. And by the
same token, what the hel 's happened to Goldfinga¥2n't they caught up with him
yet?'

Leiter glanced at his watch and edged into theideiiane. He brought the car down
to forty. He said seriously, 'Tel you the truth,'n@el a bit worried. The papers are
needling us, or rather Edgar Hoover's crowd, ligk.lrirst they had a gripe at the
security clamp-down on you. We couldn't tel themtt thhasn't our fault and that
someone in London, an old limey cal ed M, had tesgi®n it. So they're getting their
own back. Say we're dragging our feet and so féutial I'm tel ing you, James' -
Leiter's voice was glum, apologetic - ‘we just h@lva clue. They caught up with the
diesel. Goldfinger had fixed the controls at thatyd had let it run on down the line.
Somewhere he and the Korean had got off and prglbaisi Galore girl and the four
hoods as wel because they've vanished too. We foigrtduck con voy, of course,
waiting on the east-bound highway out of ElizabgtbvBut never a driver, most
probably scattered, but somewhere there's Goldfiage a pretty tough team hiding
up. They didn't get to the Sverdlovsk cruiser atfdle. We had a plain-clothes guard
scattered round the docks and they report thasaited to schedule without any
strangers going aboard. Not a cat's been neawtrahouse on East River and no
one's shown at Idlewild or the frontiers - Mexicwl&Canada.

For my money, that Jed Midnight has somehow gantbat to Cuba. If they'd taken
two or three trucks from the convoy and driven kiet they could have got down to
Florida, somewhere like Daytona Beach, by the daoly's of D + |. And Midnight's
darn wel organized down there. The Coast Guardshendir Force have put out al
they've got, but nothing's shown yet. But they ddwdve hidden up during the day
and got over to Cuba during the night. It's gotrglvedy worried as hel and it's no
help that the President's hopping mad.’

Bond had spent the previous day in Washington imgatie thickest, richest red
carpet. There had been speeches at the Bureae bfiti, a big brass lunch at the
Pentagon, an embarrassing quarter of an hour hatPtesident, and the rest of the
day had been hard work with a team of stenographétdgar Hoover's suite of
offices with a col eague of Bond's from Stationi#irsy in. At the end of that, there
had been a brisk quarter of an hour's talk withriMhe Embassy transatlantic
scrambler. M had told him what had been happenmthe European end of the case.

As Bond had expected, Goldfinger's cable to UnaldExport had been treated as
emergency. The factories at Reculver and Coppebblad searched and extra
evidence of the gold smuggling racket had beendotihe Indian Government had
been warned about the Mecca plane that was aleradyute for Bombay and that
end of the operation was on the way to being cl@ape The Swiss Special Brigade
had quickly found Bond's car and had got on tarthiee by which Bond and the girl
had been taken to America, but there, at Idlewfid,FBI had lost the scent. M

seemed pleased with the way Bond had handled Gueatand Slam, but he said
the Bank of England were worrying him about Goldéris twenty mil ion pounds in
gold. Goldfinger had assembled al this at the Rar&nfe Deposit Co in New York
but had withdrawn it on D-l. He and his men hadehiit away in a covered truck.



The Bank of England had ready an Order in Coundiinpound the gold when it was
found and there would then be a case to provdtthat been smuggled out of
England, or at least that it was original y smudgeld whose value had been
increased by various doubtful means. But this wag being handled by the US
Treasury and the FBI and, since M had no jurisoictn America, Bond had better
come home at once and help tidy things up. Oh wshe end of the conversation
M's voice had sounded gruff - there had been a kie/request to the PM that Bond
should be al owed to accept the American Medal efitvOf course M had had to
explain via the PM that the Service didn't go intfise sort of things-particularly
from foreign countries, however friendly they wefeo bad, but M knew that this
was what Bond would have expected. He knew ther@end had said yes of course
and thank you very much and he'd take the nexeghame.

Now,, as they motored quietly down the Van Wyck ieggway, Bond was feeling
vaguely dissatisfied. He didn't like leaving raggeudis to a case. None of the big
gangsters had been put in the bag and he had faited two tasks he had been
given, to get Goldfinger and get Goldfinger's lorl.ilt was nothing but a miracle that
Operation Grand Slam had been broken. It had heeilays before the Beechcraft
had been serviced and the cleaner who found tleehaat got to Pinkerton's only half
an hour before Leiter was due to go off to the €oasa big racing scandal. But then
Leiter had real y got cracking - to his chief, therthe FBI and the Pentagon. The
FBI's knowledge of Bond's record, plus contact Witthrough the Central Intel
igence Agency, had been enough to get the whokewgaso the President within an
hour. After that it had just been a case of buddiip the gigantic bluff in which al the
inhabitants of Fort Knox had participated in ong/waanother. The two 'Japanese’
had been taken easily enough and it was confirrgedhi@mical Warfare that the
three pints of GB carried as gin in their briefecag®uld have been enough to slay the
entire population of Fort Knox. The two men hadrbgeickly and forcibly gril ed

into explaining the form of the al clear cable tol@inger. The cable had been sent.
Then the Army had declared emergency. Road andmdikir blocks had turned back
al traffic to the Fort Knox area with the exceptmfrthe gangster convoys which had
not been hindered. The rest was play-acting rightrdto the pink froth and the squal
ing babies which it was thought would add nice tmscof verisimilitude.

Yes, it had al been very satisfactory so far ashvigson was concerned, but what
about the English end? Who in America cared aldmuBank of England's gold?
Who cared that two English girls had been murderede course of this business?
Who real y minded that Goldfinger was stil at ldgyemow that America's bul ion was
safe again?

They idled across the drab plain of Idlewild, past ten-mil ion-dol ar steel and
cement skeletons that would one day be an adpib@jrand pul ed up outside the
makeshift huddle of concrete boxes that Bond knewel . Already the wel
mannered iron voices were reaching out to them.

'Pan American World Airways announces the depaudtiies President Flight PA
100, "Transworld Airways cal ing Captain Murphyagfain Murphy, please.' And the
pear-shaped vowels and fluted diction of BOAC, 'BD&nnounces the arrival of its
Bermudan Flight BA 491. Passengers wil be disembgrat gate number neyne.'



Bond took his bag and said goodbye to Leiter. Hi& 8&/el , thanks for everything,
Felix. Write to me every day.'

Leiter gripped his hand hard. He said, 'Sure thkidy, And take it easy. Tel that old
bastard M to send you back over soon. Next visit take some time off from the
razzmatazz. Time you cal ed in on my home states to have you meet my oil-wel .
‘Bye now.'

Leiter got into his car and accelerated away frbendrrival bay. Bond raised his
hand. The Studil ac dry-skidded out on to the apginadoad.

There was an answering glint from Leiter's steekhout of the window and he was
gone.

Bond sighed. He picked up his bag and walked incuaad to the BOAC ticket
counter.

Bond didn't mind airports so long as he was aloneém. He had half an hour to
wait and he was quite content to wander throughrtihéng crowds, have a bourbon
and soda at the restaurant and spend some timsing@mmething to read at the
bookstore. He bought Ben Hogan's Modern Fundanseatabolf and the latest
Raymond Chandler and

"sauntered along to the Souvenir Shop to see ébldd find an amusing gimmick to
take back to his secretary.

Now there was a man's voice on the BOAC annoursystem. It cal ed out a long

list of Monarch passengers who were required atitket counter. Ten minutes later
Bond was paying for one of the latest and most esipe bal point pens when he
heard his own name being cal ed. 'Wil Mr James Bpadsenger on BOAC Monarch
flight No 510 to Gander and London, please contbeédBOAC ticket counter. Mr
James Bond, please.’ It was obviously that infetaraform to show how much he
had earned during his stay in America. On princid&d never went to the Internal
Revenue Office in New York to get clearance antid only once had to argue it out
at Idlewild. He went out of the shop and acrosth®oBOAC counter. The official

said politely, 'May | see your health certificgigase, Mr Bond?'

Bond took the form out of his passport and hanteser.

The man looked at it careful y. He said, 'I'm veoyry, sir, but there's "been a typhoid
case at Gander and they're insisting that al tr@asisengers who haven't had their
shots in the last six months should be toppedtlgomiost annoying, sir, but Gander's
very touchy about these things. Too bad we couldve managed a direct flight, but
there's a strong head-wind.'

Bond hated inoculations. He said irritably, 'Butkdhere, I'm stuffed with shots of
one kind or another. Been having them for twentgrgdor one damned thing or
another!" He looked round. The area near the BO&@adure gate seemed curiously
deserted. He said, 'What about the other passéhgénsre are they?'



‘They've al agreed, sir. Just having their shots. ibwon't take a minute, sir, if you'l
come this way.'

'Oh wel ." Bond shrugged his shoulders impatieidly.fol owed the man behind the
counter and through a door to the BOAC station rgaris office. There was the usual
white-clothed doctor, a mask over the bottom offace, the needle held ready. 'Last
one?' he asked of the BOAC

official.
‘Yes, Doctor.'
'‘Okay. Coat off and left sleeve up, please. Toothag're so sensitive up at Gander.'

'Damned sight too bad," said Bond. 'What are theydaof? Spreading the black
death?’

There came the sharp smel of the alcohol and thefjthe needle.

‘Thanks,' said Bond gruffly. He pul ed down hiseske and made to pick his coat up
from the back of the chair. His hand went downifomissed it, went on down, down
towards the floor. His body dived after the hanalyd, down, down...

Al the lights were on in the plane. There seemdaktplenty of spare places. Why did
he have to get stuck with a passenger whose arnhegggng the central arm-rest.
Bond made to get up and change his seat. A wakausgea swept over him. He
closed his eyes and waited. How extraordinary! lde never air-sick. He felt the

cold sweat on his face. Handkerchief. Wipe it bl opened his eyes again and
looked down at his arms. The wrists were boundhéoarms of his chair. What had
happened? He had had his shot and then passedsmrhething. Had he got violent?
What the hel was al this about? He glanced toitig and then stared, aghast.
Oddjob was sitting there. Oddjob! Odd job in BO AC

uniform!

Oddjob glanced incuriously at him and reachedHterdteward's bel . Bond heard the
pretty ding-dong back in the pantry. There wasrtistle of a skirt beside him. He
looked up. It was Pussy Galore, trim and fresthantilue uniform of a stewardess!
She said, 'Hi, Handsome.' She gave him the dee;lseg look he remembered so
wel from when? From centuries ago, in another life.

Bond said desperately, 'For Christ's sake, whatisggon? Where did you come
from?'

The girl smiled cheerful y, 'Eating caviar and &mg champagne. You Britishers
sure live the life of Reil y when you get up twetitpusand feet.

Not a sign of a Brussels sprout and if there'd teeven't got around to it yet. Now,
you take it easy. Uncle wants to talk to you.' Shentered up the aisle, swinging her
hips, and disappeared through the cockpit door.



Now nothing could surprise Bond. Goldfinger, in@MC captain's uniform that was
rather too large for him, the cap squarely on #h&re of his head, closed the cockpit
door behind him and came down the aisle.

He stood and looked grimly down at Bond. 'Wel ,B&nd. So Fate wished us to play
the game out. But this time, Mr Bond, there carpustsibly be a card up your sleeve.
Ha!' The sharp bark was a mixture of anger, stoi@sd respect. 'You certainly
turned out to be a snake in my pastures.’' The gesat shook slowly. 'Why | kept

you alive! Why | didn't crush you like a beetle! tyand the girl were useful to me.
Yes, | was right about that. But | was mad to hiaken the chance. Yes, mad.' The
voice dropped and went slow. 'And now tel me, Mn&oHow did you do it?

How did you communicate?'

Bond said equably, 'We wil have a talk, Goldfingemd | wil tel you certain things.
But not until you have taken off these straps amaigpht me a bottle of bourbon, ice,
soda water and a packet of Chesterfields. Thennwbe have told me what | wish to
know, | wil decide what to tel you. As you say, situation is not favourable, or at
least it doesn't appear to be. So | have nothings and if you want to get
something out of me it wil be on my own terms.’

Goldfinger looked gravely down. 'l have no objestto your conditions. Out of
respect for your abilities as an opponent, you spahd your last journey in comfort.
Oddjob’ - the voice was sharp. 'Ring the bel fosdMalore and undo those straps.
Get into the seat in front. There is no harm hedmmat the rear of the plane but he is
not to approach the cockpit door. If need be, kil Bt once, but | prefer to get him to
our destination alive.

Understand?'
‘Arrgh.’

Five minutes later Bond had what he wanted. Theitrdront of him was down and
on it were his whisky and cigarettes. He pouredseiira stiff bourbon. Goldfinger
was seated in the chair across the aisle, waiingd picked up his drink and sipped
it. He was about to take a deeper drink when hessamething. He put the glass
careful y down without disturbing the little roupdper coaster that had stuck to the
bottom of his glass. He lit a cigarette, pickedhigodrink again and removed the ice-
cubes and put them back in the ice bucket. He ditamkvhisky down ahnost to the
end. Now he could read the words through the botibthe glass. He careful y put
the glass down without disturbing the coaster. Miessage had read, 'I'm with you.
XXX. P.

Bond turned and made himself comfortable. He sl then, Goldfinger. First of
al , what's going on, how did you get this plankere are we heading?'

Goldfinger crossed one leg over the other. He garex from Bond, up the aisle. He
said in a relaxed, conversational tone, 'l tookehrucks and drove across country to
the vicinity of Cape Hatteras. One of the truckstamed my personal hoard of gold



bul ion. The other two contained my drivers, sgaesonnel and those gangsters. |
required none of them except Miss Galore. | kepaceus of the staff | would need,
paid off the others with huge sums and dispersechtpradual y along the route. At
the coast | held a meeting with the four gang leadea deserted place, having left
Miss Galore under some pretext with the truck&ot $he four men in my usual
fashion - one bul et for each. | went back to tlieks and explained that the four men
had chosen money and independent action. | wadefowith six men, the girl and
the bul ion. | hired a plane and flew to NewarkwN#ersey, the crates of gold being
passed off as lead for X-ray plates. From then®t@eded alone to a certain address
in New York from which | talked with Moscow by radand explained the mishap to
Operation Grand Slam. In the course of the tallehtioned your name. My friends,
whom | believe you know,' Goldfinger looked hardBaind, '‘pass under the generic
name of SMERSH. They recognized the name of Bodd@d me who you were. |

at once understood a great deal of what had prskidxeen hidden from me.
SMERSH said they would greatly like to interviewuyd pondered the matter. In due
course | conceived the plan which you now see erafpn. Posing as a friend of
yours, | had no difficulty in finding out the fliglon which you were booked. Three of
my men were formerly of the Luftwaffe. They assuneel there would be no

difficulty in flying this plane. The rest was meatetail. By cool bluffing,
impersonation and the use of a certain amountroéfal the BOAC personnel at
Idlewild, the crew of this plane and the passengen® given the necessary injections
from which they wil now be recovering. We changéathes with the unconscious
crew, the bul ion was loaded on the plane, you wlesdt with and carried out on a
stretcher and in due course the new BOAC

crew, with their stewardess, boarded the planenantbok to the air.’

Goldfinger paused. He lifted a hand resignedly.cQfrse there were smal hitches.
We were told to “fol ow taxiway Alpha to runway fiduand it was only by fol owing
a KLM plane that we were successful. The Idlewddtme was not easy to master
and we must have seemed somewhat clumsy and inexped, but, Mr Bond, with
assurance, strong nerves and a gruff, intimidatiagner it is never difficult to
override the Civil Service mentality of what, aftdr, are minor employees. |
understand from the wireless operator that a sdardhis plane is under way. They
were already questioning us before we were outH® Vange at Nan-tucket. Then
the Distant Early Warning system queried us on frighuency. That did not disturb
me. We have enough fuel. We have already had cleafaom Moscow for East
Berlin, Kiev or Murmansk. We shal take whicheventeothe weather dictates. There
should be no trouble. If there is, | shal talk mgywout of it on the radio. No one is
going to shoot down a valuable BOAC plane. The srysand confusion wil protect
us until we are wel within Soviet territory and mhef course, we shal have
disappeared without trace.’

To Bond there had been nothing fantastic, nothimgoissible about Goldfinger since
he had heard the details of Operation Grand Sldra.tfeft of a Stratocruiser, as
Goldfinger had explained it, was preposterous noutnore so than his methods of
smuggling gold, his purchase of an atomic warh@#uen one examined these things,
while they had a touch of magic, of genius eveay tvere logical exercises. They
were bizarre only in their magnitude. Even the tilgnoeuvre of cheating Mr Du



Pont had been quite bril iantly contrived. Thereswa doubt about it, Gold-finger
was an artist - a scientist in crime as great &fieid as Cel ini or Einstein in theirs.

'‘And now, Mr Bond of the British Secret Service, made a bargain. What have you
to tel me? Who put you on to me? What did they sctsp

How did you manage to interfere with my plans?'dinober sat back, placed his
hands across his stomach and looked at the ceiling.

Bond gave Goldfinger a censored version of théntide mentioned nothing about
SMERSH or the location of the postbox and he sattling about the secrets of the
Homer, a device that might be new to the Russidasoncluded, 'So you see,
Goldfinger, you only just got away. But for Til yadterton's intervention at Geneva,
you'd have been in the bag by now. You'd be siicging your teeth in a Swiss
prison waiting to be sent to England. You undeneste the English. They may be
slow, but they get there. You think you'l be pretye in Russia? | wouldn't be too
sure. We've got people even out of there before tibgive you one last aphorism
for your book, Goldfinger: “Never go a bear of Ezgd.™

Bond 7 - Goldfinger

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

T.L.C. TREATMENT

THE PLANE throbbed on, high above the weather, tlwvergreat moonlit landscape.
The lights had been turned out. Bond sat quietthédarkness and sweated with fear
at what he was going to do.

An hour before, the girl had brought him dinnerefidhwas a pencil hidden in the
napkin. She had made some tough remarks for thefibehOddjob and gone away.
Bond had eaten some scraps of food and drunk a dgalcbf bourbon while his
imagination hunted round the plane wondering wieatduld conceivably do to force
an emergency landing at Gander or somewhere eNeva Scotia. As a last resort,
could he set fire to the plane? He toyed with tieaj and with the possibility of
forcing the entrance hatch open. Both ideas, seem@chcticable and suicidal.

To save him the trouble of pondering over them ntla@ whom Bond had seen before
at the BO AC ticket counter, one of the Germans)ecthrough and stopped by
Bond's chair.



He grinned down at Bond. 'BOAC takes good careoof, ysn't it? Mister Goldfinger
thinks you might have foolish notions. | am to keepeye on the rear of the plane. So
just sit back and enjoy the ride, isn't it?'

When Bond didn't answer, the man went on backdaoehr section.

Something was nagging at Bond's mind, somethingected with his previous
thoughts. That business about forcing the hatchv Wbat was it that had happened
to that plane, flying over Persia back in '57? Beatlfor a while and stared with
wide, unseeing eyes at the back of the seat irt @ohim. It might work! It just
conceivably might!

Bond wrote on the inside of the napkin, 'I'l do best. Fasten your seat belt. XXX. J.’

When the girl came to take his tray Bond droppednidpkin and then picked it up

and handed it to her. He held her hand and smpeadto the searching eyes. She bent
to pick up the tray. She kissed him quickly on¢heek. She straightened herself. She
said toughly, 'I'l see you in my dreams, Handsoare]'went off to the gal ey.

And now Bond's mind was made up. He had workedwrattly what had to be done.
The inches had been measured, the knife from felsviees under his coat and he had
twisted the longest end of his seat belt rounddfisvrist. Al he needed was one sign
that Oddjob's body was turned away from the windowould be too much to
expect Oddjob to go to sleep, but at least he cadkie himself comfortable. Bond's
eyes never left the dim profile he could see rédléen the Perspex oblong of the
window of the seat in front, but Oddjob sat stglidhder the reading light he had
prudently kept burning, his eyes staring at thérnggihis mouth slightly open and his
hands held ready and relaxed on the arms of his.cha

One hour, two hours. Bond began to snore, rhytimiadrowsily, he hoped
hypnotical y. Now Oddjob's hands had moved to d&ys The head nodded once and
pul ed itself up, shifted to get more comfortallened away from the piercing eye of
light in the wal , rested on its left cheek awaynfrthe window!

Bond kept his snores exactly even. Getting undekKitrean's guard would be as
difficult as getting past a hungry mastiff. Slowilgch by inch, he crouched forward
on the bal s of his feet and reached with his kinged between the wal and Oddjob's
seat. Now his hand was there. Now the needle-slpagbh the dagger was aimed at
the centre of the square inch of Perspex he hasech®ond grasped the end of his
seat belt tightly in his hand, drew the knife bagk inches and lunged.

Bond had had no idea what would happen when héhouigh the window. Al he
knew from the Press reports of the Persian casehaaghe suction out of the
pressurized cabin had whirled the passenger naRketwindow out through the
window and into space. Now, as he whipped backl&gger, there was a fantastic
howl, almost a scream of air, and Bond was suckaéntly against the back of
Oddjob's seat with a force that tore the end okt belt from his hand. Over the
back of the seat he witnessed a miracle. Oddjauly beemed to elongate towards
the howling black aperture. There was a crashsakdad went through and his
shoulders hit the frame. Then, as if the Koreaotyylwas toothpaste, it was slowly,



foot by foot, sucked with a terrible whistling neithrough the aperture. Now Oddjob
was out to his waist. Now the huge buttocks stuaktae human paste moved only
inch by inch. Then, with a loud boom, the buttogks through and the legs
disappeared as if shot from a gun.

After that came the end of the world. With an appglcrash of crockery from the gal
ey, the huge plane stood on its nose and divedlagh¢hing Bond knew before he
blacked out was the high scream of the enginesigfirthe open window and a
fleeting vision of pil ows and rugs whipping outarspace past his eyes. Then, with a
final desperate embrace of the seat in front, Booxygen-starved body col apsed in
a sear of lung pain.

The next thing Bond felt was a hard kick in thesrilbhere was a taste of blood in his
mouth. He groaned. Again the foot smashed intdodsy.

Painful y he dragged himself to his knees betwlerseats and looked up through a
red film. Al the lights were on. There was a thirstin the cabin. The sharp
depressurization had brought the air in the cabimrdbelow the dew-point. The roar
of the engines through the open window was gigaAticicy wind seared him.
Goldfinger stood over him, his face fiendish unther yel ow light. There was a smal
automatic dead steady in his hand. Goldfinger redddack his foot and kicked again.
Bond lit with a blast of hot rage. He caught thetfand twisted it sharply, almost
breaking the ankle. There came a scream from Gujdfiand a crash that shook the
plane. Bond leapt for the aisle and threw himsdéways and down on to the heap of
body. There was an explosion that burned the ditiesdace. But then his knee
thudded into Goldfinger's groin and his left harasvover the gun.

For the first time in his life, Bond went berseWith his fists and knees he pounded
the struggling body while again and again he cras$h® forehead down on to the
glistening face. The gun came quavering towardsdgain. Almost indifferently
Bond slashed sideways with the edge of his hanchaadd the clatter of metal among
the seats. Now Goldfinger's hands were at his tlaod Bond's at Gold-finger's.
Down, down went Bond's thumbs into the arteriesthtlew al his weight forward,
gasping for breath. Would he black out before tieloman died? Would he? Could
he stand the pressure of Goldfinger's strong hahldelistening moon-face was
changing. Deep purple showed through the tan. Yas lkegan to nicker up. The
pressure of the hands on Bond's throat slackerteslhd@nds fel away. Now the
tongue came out and lol ed from the open mouthtlagrd came a terrible gargling
from deep in the lungs. Bond sat astride the sttt and slowly, one by one,
unhinged his rigid fingers.

Bond gave a deep sigh and knelt and then stoodysigw Dazedly he looked up and
down the lighted plane. By the gal ey, Pussy Gdbyestrapped in her seat like a
heap of washing. Farther down, in the middle ofdisée, the guard lay spreadeagled,
one arm and the head at ridiculous angles. Withdelt to hold him when the plane
dived, he must have been tossed at the roof lieg aol .

Bond brushed his hands over his face. Now helielburns on his palm and cheeks.
Wearily he went down on his knees again and sedridrehe little gun. It was a Colt
-25 automatic. He flicked out the magazine. Thoaends left and one in the chamber.



Bond half walked, half felt his way down the aigdevhere the girl lay. He
unbuttoned her jacket and put his hand againsivaen breast. The heart fluttered
like a pigeon under his palm. He undid the sedtdred got the girl face down on the
floor and knelt astride her. For five minutes henped rhythmical y at her lungs.
When she began to moan, he got up and left hewantion down the aisle and took
a ful y loaded Luger out of the dead guard's sheruhdlster. On the way back past
the shambles of the gal ey he saw an unbrokerelbafttbourbon rol ing gently to and
fro among the wreckage. He picked it up and puhedcork and tilted it into his open
mouth. The liquor burned like disinfectant. He the cork back and went forward.
He stopped for a minute outside the cockpit ddonking. Then, with a gun in each
hand, he knocked the lever down and went through.

The five faces, blue in the instrument lights, adriowards him. The mouths made
black holes and the eyes glinted white. Here tlae obthe engines was less. There
was a smel of fright-sweat and cigarette smoke dB&staod with his legs braced, the
guns held unwavering. He said,

‘Goldfinger's dead. If anyone moves or disobeysrder | shal kil him. Pilot, what's
your position, course, height and speed?’

The pilot swal owed. He had to gather saliva bef@areould speak. He said, 'Sir, we
are about five hundred miles east of Goose BayGbldfinger said we would ditch
the* plane as near the coast north of there asowkl get. We were to reassemble at

Montreal and Mr Goldfinger said we would come baokl salvage the gold. Our
ground speed is two hundred and fifty miles pertamd our height two thousand.'

'How much flying can you do at that altitude? Youshbe using up fuel pretty fast.'
'Yes, sir. | estimate that we have about two héeftsat this height and speed.’
'‘Get me a time signal.’

The navigator answered quickly, 'Just had one Wdashington, sir. Five minutes to
five am. Dawn at this level wil be in about an hbur

'‘Where is Weathership Charlie?’

'‘About three hundred miles to the north-east, sir.'

'Pilot, do you think you can make Goose Bay?'

'No, sir, by about a hundred miles. We can only enthle coast north of there."

'Right. Alter course for Weathership Charlie. Operacal them up and give me the
mike.'

'Yes, sir.'



While the plane executed a wide curve, Bond liddeinethe static and broken
snatches of voice that sounded from the ampliti@va his head.

The operator's voice came softly to him, '‘Oceati@ta

Charlie. This is Speedbird 510. G-ALGY cal ing € €@harlie, G-ALGY cal ing
Charlie, G-ALGY...'

A sharp voice broke in. 'G-ALGY give your positida-ALGY give your position.
This is Gander Control. Emergency. G-ALGY...'

London came over faintly. An excited voice begaattdring. Now voices were
coming at them from al directions. Bond could inmagihe fix being quickly co-
ordinated at al flying control stations, the bussmunder the arcs working on the big
plot, telephones being lifted, urgent voices tajkio each other across the world. The
strong signal of Gander Control smothered al difsgrsmissions. 'We've located G-
ALGY. We've got them at about 50 N by 70 E. Al sta$ stop transmitting. Priority.

| repeat, we have a fix on G-ALGY...'

Suddenly the quiet voice of C for Charlie cam€This is Ocean Station Charlie cal
ing Speedbird 510. Charlie cal ing G-ALGY. Can ymar me? Come in Speedbird
510.

Bond slipped the smal gun into his pocket and thekoffered microphone. He
pressed the transmitter switch and talked quietky it, watching the crew over the
oblong of plastic.

'C for Charlie this is G-ALGY Speedbird hi-jackexst evening at Idlewild. | have kil
ed the man responsible and partly disabled theegbgrdepressurizing the cabin. |
have the crew at gunpoint. Not enough fuel to nfakese so propose to ditch as
close to you as possible. Please put put lineaoéd.'

A new voice, a voice of authority, perhaps the asyd, came over the air. 'Speedbird
this is C for Charlie. Your message heard and wstded. Identify the speaker. |
repeat identify the speaker over.'

Bond said and smiled at the sensation his wordddvaause, 'Speedbird to C for
Charlie. This is British Secret Service agent Nuntf,1

repeat Number 007. Whitehal Radio wil confirm. peat check with Whitehal Radio
over.'

There was a stunned pause. Voices from round thiel weed to break in. Some
control, presumably Gander, cleared them off theGafor Charlie came back,
'‘Speedbird this is C for Charlie alias the Angebfa speaking okay I'l check with
Whitehal and Wilco the flares but London and Garvdant more details...'

Bond broke in, 'Sorry C for Charlie but | can'tdhdiive men in my sights and make
polite conversation just give me the sea conditiwasld you and then I'm going off
the air til we come in to ditch over.'



'‘Okay Speedbird | see the point wind here force se@ conditions long smooth swel
no broken crests you should make it okay I'l soavehyou on the radar and we'l keep
constant watch on your wavelength have whisky fa and iroas for five waiting
good luck over.'

Bond said, 'Thanks C for Charlie add a cup of ¢ethat order would you I've got a
pretty girl on board this is Speed-bird saying cxed out.'

Bond released the switch and handed the microptwotinee radio officer. He said,
'Pilot, they're putting down flares and keepingstant watch on our wavelength.
Wind force two, long smooth swel with no brokenstse Now take it easy and let's
try and get out of this alive. As soon as we hitwater I'l get the hatch open. Until
then if anyone comes through the cockpit door he gfeot. Right?’

The girl's voice sounded from the door behind Bdnaas just coming to join the
party but | won't now. Getting shot doesn't agréé wie. But you might cal that man
back and make it two whiskies. Tea makes me hitcup.

Bond said, 'Pussy, get back to your basket.' He gdast glance round the cockpit
and backed out of the door.

Two hours, two years, later Bond was lying in trenw cabin in Weathership Charlie
listening dreamily to an early morning radio pragrae from Canada. Various parts
of his body ached. He had got to the tail of trenpland made the girl kneel down
with her head cradled in her arms on the seatcbfa. Then he had wedged himself
in behind and over her and had held her life-jaattdtody tightly in his arms and
braced his back against the back of the seat béiwind

She had been nervously making facetious remarkst @be indelicacy of this

position when the bel y of the Strato-cruiser Hadltled into the first mountain of
swel at a hundred miles an hour. The huge planmgekionce and then crashed nose
first into a wal of water. The impact had brokea Hack of the plane. The leaden
weight of the bul ion in the baggage compartmenttban the plane in half, spewing
Bond and the girl out into the icy swel , lit red the line of flares. There they had
floated, half stunned, in their yel ow life-jackeistil the lifeboat got to them. By then
there were only a few chunks of wreckage on th&asarand the crew, with three tons
of gold round their necks, were on their way dowthie bed of the Atlantic. The boat
hunted for ten minutes but when no bodies camkdatirface they gave up the
search and chugged back up the searchlight be#me tdessed wal of iron of the old
frigate.

They had been treated like a mixture of royal y padple from Mars. Bond had
answered the first, most urgent questions andithead al suddenly seemed to be too
much for his tired mind to cope with. Now he wasdyluxuriating in the peace and
the heat of the whisky and wondering about Pusdgr&éand why she had chosen
shelter under his wing rather than under Goldfilsger

The connecting door with the next cabin openedthadjirl came in. She was
wearing nothing but a grey fisherman's jersey Wed decent by half an inch. The



sleeves were rol ed up. She looked like a pairtinyertes. She said, '‘People keep on
asking if I'd like an alcohol rub and | keep onisgythat if anyone's going to rub me
it's you, and if I'm going to be rubbed with anyiit's you I'd like to be rubbed

with." She ended lamely, 'So here | am.’

Bond said firmly, 'Lock that door, Pussy, taketbit sweater and come into bed.
You'l catch cold.'

She did as she was told, like an obedient child.

She lay in the crook of Bond's arm and looked upirat She said, not in a gangster's
voice, or a Lesbian's, but in a girl's voice, Walywrite to me in Sing Sing?"'

Bond looked down into the deep blue-violet eyes$ wWexre no longer hard, imperious.
He bent and kissed them lightly. He said, 'Theg tak you only liked women.'

She said, 'l never met a man before.' The toughraaes back into her voice. 'l come
from the South. You know the definition of a virgiown there? Wel , it's a girl who
can run faster than her brother. In my case | gdutdn as fast as my uncle. | was
twelve. That's not so good, James. You ought tabbe to guess that.'

Bond smiled down into the pale, beautiful face.ddl, 'Al you need is a course of
TLC.

'What's TLC?'

‘Short for Tender Loving Care treatment. It's wihaty write on most papers when a
waif gets brought in to a children’s clinic.’

'I'd like that.' She looked at the passionate amatiuel mouth waiting above hers. She
reached up and brushed back the comma of blackHaihad fal en over his right
eyebrow. She looked into the fiercely slitted geges. 'When's it going to start?'

Bond's right hand ,, came slowly up the firm, musdieighs, over the flat soft plain
of the stomach to the right breast. Its point wasllwith desire. He said softly, 'Now.'
His mouth came ruthlessly down on hers.

The End



