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Chapter 1

‘Take it Easy', Mr Bond’

For James Bond?, it was one of these days when
nothing went right®.

To begin with*, he was ashamed of himself. That
was an unusual feeling. He had had too many drinks
the night before, and now he had a headache—a bad
one. And his legs ached. When he coughed (he had
been smoking too much, too)i/small black spots swam
across his eyes. -

And that last game of bridge® had been a big
mistake. He had played foolishly, because he was so
drunk, and in the end he had lost £100.

Now he was shéving, and he had cut himself, He
stared at his tired face as he tried to stop the blood.
Stupid fool® It was all because he had nothing to do.
For more than a month now, he’d been working at
Headquarters. He'd been sitting at a desk, doing ne-
thing but paperwork’. That always made him impa
tient. Then his secretary had become ill. The new
one was silly—and ugiy too; that was worse’. Sha

called him ‘Sir’, and spoke to him as if her mouth
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was full of fruit stones. And now it was another
Monday morning. Another week was beginning. His
head felt worse.

The telephone in his bedroom rang. It was the loud
ring of the direct line with Headquarters.

James Bond pulled out the chair and sat down. His
heart was beating faster than it should have done.®
He had raced across London, but his heart was still
beating too fast. He looked across the table into the
calm, clear grey eyes he knew so well. What could
he read in them'® A

‘Good morning, James. Sorry to bring you in so
early. D’ve got a very full day ahead. [ wanted to
fit you in before the rush,!’.

Bond felt less excited. It was never a good sign
when M called him ‘James’ instead of ‘007’. (That
was his number in the Secret Service'?) So this
wouldn’t be a job after all.

‘I haven’t seen much of you lately, James. How
have you been? How’s your health, [ mean?’ M picked
up a paper from his desk.

Trying to guess what the paper said, Bond said
slowly, ‘I'm all right, sir.’

M said gently, ‘That’s not what the doctor thinks,
James. He’s just examined you, hasn’t he? I think

you ought to hear his report,’
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Bond looked angrily at the back of the paper.
Now what.'® He controlled himself,** and said, ‘Very
well, sir.’

M gave Bond a careful glance. He held the paper
closer to his eyes. ‘“This officer,”’ he read, ‘“remains
very healthy, Unfortunately his way of life will not
keep him in this condition for long.,”> The docctor
had listed all the bad points.” Bond smoked sixty
strong cigarettes a day, and he drank half a bottle a
day of whisky. Then came the results of the doctor’s
examination. Bond was still strong and healthy, but
he often had headaches, and he sometimes had pains
in his muscles. ‘“l suggest that No 007 should take
it easy for two. or three weeks,!®”’ the report ended.
‘“He should smoke and drink much less. I believe
he would then make a complete return to his earlier
very fit condition.}””’

- M put the report down. He said, ‘Not very good,
is it, James?’

Bond tried not to sound impatient.'® He said, ‘I'm
completely fit, sir. Everyone has headaches now and
again Lots of people have painsin the muscles, too.
A few Aspirins soon get rid of them.! There’s really
no problem, sir.’

M said firmly, ‘That's just where you're makinga

big mistake,’ James. Medicine doesn’t get rid of the
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real trouble—it just hides it.?!” His face was serious.
‘Most drugs harm the body, because they aren’t
natural. And we don’t eat natural food: we eat
white bread and sugar, and all the goodness has
been removed from them. Qur milk is boiled until all
the useful parts are boiled away. Everything we eat
is cooked so much that it's no longer natural.” He
looked directly at Bond. ‘How much natural food do
you eat? Uncooked vegetablest Fresh fruit?

Bond smiled. ‘Almost none at all,*® sir.’

‘You shouldn’t laugh about it. I’m serious. There
is no way to health except the natural way.” All
your troubles’—Bond opened his mouth to speak, but
M stopped him—‘come from your unnatural way of
life. Have you ever heard of Bircher-Brenner, for
example? Or Kneipp, Preissnitz, Rikli, Schroth, Gos-
smann, Bilz?'%

This was too mysterious for Bond. He couldn’t
understand M; he dida’t usually talk like this. ‘No,
sir,” he said simply.

*Just so. Well, those are the men you should
study. They are the great teachers of natural ways
to health We have foolishly not studied their tea
ching. Fortunately, it is not too late. Some of their
students are working in England. We can still find
the way to natural health’ M’s voice was cager as
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he finished.

Bond looked curiously at M. What the hell was
the matter with the old man?® Was he growing too
old? But M looked fitter than he ever had before. So
what did this silliness mean?

M looked happily at Bond. ‘Well, that’s all, James.
Miss Moneypenny has got everything ready. Two
weeks will put you right’®, You won't know yourself
when you come out. You'll be a new man.’

Bond looked across at M in horror. He said in a
tight voice,?” ‘Out of where,*® sir?’

‘It’s a place called “Shrublands®.” A man called
Wain—Joshua Wain—is in charge of it.?® He’s quite
a famous man in this kind of work. He’s remarkable.
He’s sixty-five, but he doesn’t look a day over
forty.® He'll take good care of you. And don’t
worry about your work here—009 can look after
things for you.’

Bond couldn’t believe his ears. He said, ‘But, sir,
I'm all right! Are you sure about this? Do I really
have to go?’

‘No,” M smiled coldly, ‘you don’t have to go.*
But if you want to stay in the 00 section of the
Service, it's necessary. | can’t keep anyone in that
section if he isn’t completely fit. That’s all, 007.’

Bond got to his feet. He said nothing. He walked
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across the raom, and opened and closed the door very
softly.

Outside, Miss Moneypenny looked sweetly up at
him,

Boand hit her desk hard. He said angrily, ‘Now
what the hell®®, Penny? What the hell is the matter
with the old man? What does all this nonsense mean?

/I’m not going. It’s completely stupid.’

Miss Moneypenny smiled happily. ‘Mr Wain’s been
very kind. He says he can give you the Myrtle room3,
He says it’s a lovely room-—you can see right
over the herb garden. They've got their own herb
garden, you know.’

‘They can keep their herb garden!®® Bond shouted.
‘Now look here, Penny,’” he said more gently, ‘be a
good girl. Tell me what it’s all about., What’s the
matter with him?’

Miss Moneypenny often dreamed hopelessly about
Bond and love. She suddenly felt sorry for him. She
lowered her voice. ‘As a matter of fact, I don’t
think it will last long. But it ¢s bad luck that you've
been caught®®. You know he gets these strange ideas
pow and again—new ways of keeping the “Service in
good order. Though you're usually away®, of course,

‘Well,” she went on, ‘last month M’s back was

burting. He was at his club, talking to one of his
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friends. One of the fat, drinking ones®, | suppose.’
Miss Moneypenny turned down her lovely mouth®,
‘He told M-about this place. He said it was great*’.
He told M that we’re all like motor cars: now and
again, we have to go to the garage. The dirt has to
be cleaned out of the engine. This man goes there
every year, He said it only cost £20 a week. That
was less than he spends in the club in one day. And
it makes him feel wonderful. Well, you know that
M always likes to try new things. He went there for
ten days.

*And he really thinks it works!*' He gave me a
long talk about food only yesterday. Anyway,” she
finished, ‘that’s what happened*’. And [ must say,
I've never seen him so fit before. He’s a new man.’

‘OK, so it worked for him*’. But why did he
choose me to go to this crazy place?’

Miss Moneypenny gave a secret smile. ‘You know
he admires you a lot—or perhaps you don’t*. Any-
way, as soon as he saw the doctor’s report, he told
me to get you in there.” Miss Moneypenny screwed
up her nose*®. ‘But, James, do you really drink and
smoke as much as that? [t can’t be good for you,
you know.’ She looked up at him with motherly
eyesi®,

Bond coantrolled himself, He tried to sound light-
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hearted?’. ‘It’s just that I’d rather die of drink than
of thirst*®*. And the cigarettes—well, I really don’t
know what to do with my hands.’ He heard the
heavy words through his headache. Stop that! he
thought. Don’t talk nonsense!*® What you need is a
good drink,

Miss Moneypenny looked coldly at him. ‘About
the hands—that’s not what I’ve heard?’

‘Now don’t you start on me®, Penny.” Bond walked
angrily towards the door. He turned round. ‘Or,
when [ get out of that place, I'll spank you so hard
that you’ll have to put a cushion on your chair®t’

Miss Moneypenny smiled sweetly at him., ‘I dosn’t
think you’ll be able to spank very bhard, James. Not
after living for two weeks on nuts and iemon juice.’

Bond made an angry noise and left.
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Chapter 2

Shrublands

Shrublands was a big old house, built of rather ugly
red brick. Bond paid the taxi driver and carried his
suitcase up the steps to the door. Outside, there was
a container with a sign' saying: No smoking inside,
Cigarettes here, please.

Inside, it was very warm and quiet. A pretty girl
welcomed him, without smiling. He signed the book
and she led him to his room. As promised, it was
the Myrtle room

It was quite a pleasant room, and it did look over
the garden.? Bond began to unpack his suitcase.

Soon the telephone rang, and a girl’s voice said
that Mr Wain would be glad to see him in Room A

Mr Joshua Wain had a firm, dry handshake and a
deep, encouraging voice. He had a lot of grey hair
above clear eyes, and a quiet smile. He seemed to be
pleased to see Bond ‘

Mr Wain asked Bond to remove all his clothes
except his shorts ¥ When he saw all the scars, he
said politely, ‘Dear me—you do seem to have been

in plenty of trouble.* Mr Bond.” Bond said carelessly,
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*Oh, those scars come from the war. Someone was
trying to kill me, but he missed in the end!’® In fact,
the scars were reminders of some of the times when
the secret agent® had fought for his life.

Mr Wain listened at Bond’s back and chest, and
did all the other things a doctor does while the
agent dressed again, Mr Wain wrote busily at his
desk ‘Well, Mr Bond,” he said, ‘there’s nothing much
to worry about.” I think we can take care of you.
But one of the bones in your back is a little out of
place.® That was caused by a fall, no doubt?’

Bond said, ‘Perhaps.’ But he remembered when he
had had to jump from the Arlberg Express,’ when
Heinkel!® and his friends caught up with him in Hun
gary in 1956.

Mr Wain finished his writing and gave Bond the
paper. It was a printed list, with various items
marked.!' It was the treatment that Bond would have
at Shrublands.

Bond glanced through it. He stopped at one mark.!?
‘What’s “traction”!3?’ he asked.

‘It’s treatment on a special machine that pulls your
backbone.” Mr Wain told him He smiled gently.
‘Don’t worry about it. [t doesn’t hurt, and it will
help to put that bone straight, But you won’'t have
that for a day or two. You can start your ireatmcat
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