One morning in February 1952, in a holiday hideaway on the island
of Jamaica, a middle-aged British journalist sat down at his desk and
set about inventing a fictional secret agent, a character that would go
on to become one of the most successful, enduring and lucrative
creations in literature. Jan Fleming had never written a novel before,

- He had tried his hand at banking, stockbroking and working as a

newspaper correspondent. Only during the war, as an officer in naval
intelligence, had he found a task — dreaming up schemes to bamboozle
the enemy ~ worthy of his vivid imagination. By 1952, he had settled
into a job as a writer and manager on The Sunday Times, a role that
involved same enjoyable travel, a little work and a lot of golf; women
and lunch. Even his best friends would have snorted at the notion
that fan Fleming was destined for immortality.

This, then, was the man who, after a morning swim to sluice
out the hangover of the night before, hunched over the desk in his
Jamaican home, “Goldeneve”, and began to type, using six fingers,
on his elderly Royal portable typewriter. The opening line would
read: “The scent and smoke and sweat of a casino are nauseating at
three in the morning...” Fleming wrote fast, the words pouring out
at the rate of 2,000 a day. A month after he had started writing, he
tapped out the words “..‘the bitch is dead now"” Casino Royale was
complete, and James Bond was born.



