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Having broken from his bonds and dodged 
the inevitably slow, shark-related deathtrap, 
roger moore’s 007 tussles big bad Kananga 
(Yaphet Kotto) into the water, where he 
shoves a compressed-gas pellet into the 
villain’s mouth. swallowing said device, 
Kananga then inflates into a human helium 
balloon, rockets fartily upwards, hits the roof 
of his underground lair and explodes into 

surprisingly unbloody shreds. “He always  
did have an inflated opinion of himself,” 
quips bond, having just delivered the most 
entertainingly ludicrous method of bad-guy 
elimination seen in the entire franchise.
see also: Goldfinger’s quick plane exit 
(Goldfinger), Trevelyan being crushed by  
a falling satellite dish (Goldeneye), drax 
being sucked into a vacuum (moonraker).

››

The 21 scenes that made Bond great

It’s all about... His inventive methods of villain-destruction!

17. pop goes kananga
Live And Let Die (1973)

of all the opening-credits songs, shirley 
bassey’s gutsy rendition for the third 007 
movie remains the classic. Like all the best 
ones, it’s actually about the baddie rather 
than bond himself, and shirl’s throaty delivery 
of those delicious lines (“A midas touch/A 
spider’s touch”) is peerless. The real hero 
here, though, is one of the most important 
contributors to the entire bond ethos: John 

barry. His music, a sexy fusion of classical 
and jazz, with its own silky ’60s vibe, is among 
the most iconic ever written for film. The 
soundtrack album for Goldfinger beat even 
the beatles in 1965, appropriately going ‘gold’.  
Hear also: From russia with Love (matt 
monro), You only Live Twice (Nancy sinatra), 
on Her majesty’s secret service soundtrack 
(John barry), A View To A Kill (duran duran).

It’s all about... His songs!

16. “he only loves gold...”
Goldfinger (1964)

only
sore eyes
for

Three Empire writers, 20 Bond films, minimal loo-breaks.  
They said it couldn’t be done. Actually, they said why 
bother, but there was no opting out of the Bondathon...

I
t’s a mIssIon so fraught wIth pErIl, pItfalls 
and potEntIal InsanIty that 007 hImsElf would 
baulk. but thEn agaIn, thEy don’t comE much morE 
brave (stupid) and fearless (really, really 
stupid) than Empire writers — and so, on 
Saturday, September 30, Sam Toy, Nick de 

Semlyen and Chris Hewitt watched all 20 official 
Bond films (so far) in a row. Without sleep. And, 
to make sure they didn’t bunk off, HQ devised a 
set of tricky observational questions to answer. 
Here follw excerpts from the debrief...
 
saturday, 12 noon: We’ve planned this like  
a military operation — Die Another Day will 
finish at 6.37am on Monday morning. In just 42 
hours’ time. We’re pretty psyched — after all, we 
wouldn’t have done this if  we didn’t love every 
gun, every gadget, every girl, every gag of the 
Bond flicks (well, nearly). Even the lesser 
Moores have a certain nostalgic appeal — but 
the schedule is unforgiving. Bond after Bond 
after Bond, we could come out of this hating 
007. Nonetheless, we must persevere. 
Not just for Queen and country, but 
for ‘Empire’. And if  you think the 
gags can’t get any worse, you 
haven’t seen a Roger Moore 
Bond film. Anyway, it’s Dr. No 
first. Monty Norman’s iconic 
theme draws cheers from all  
three of us... We’re off!
13.45: Dr. No is over. The questions 
were piss-easy — the name of the 
British agent killed in the opening is 
Strangways: who doesn’t know that?  
To celebrate, we have lunch. Nick called a 
nutritionist to ask what we should eat and drink 

to get through this with health intact. She 
suggested lots of fresh fruit and veg, low carbs, 
and not to bother (she can’t stand Bond films). 
I’m pretty certain she didn’t say, “And make sure 

to get yourselves a big bucket of KFC.”
15.40: Everyone talks about the 

Robert Shaw-Sean Connery fist-
fight in From Russia With Love, 
but what made us go ‘ooh’ was 
noticing, for the first time, the 
only recurring Bond girl, the lazy-
eyed Sylvia Trench, who was 

Bond’s first conquest in Dr. No. 
HQ want to know how Bond takes 

his coffee — he says, “medium sweet” in 
one scene and then, “very black” in another. 

Sadly, he doesn’t then add, “like my men”.
17.40: Goldfinger is arguably the truly great 
Bond movie. Yet, having watched three films 

already, we’re discovering a disturbing pattern 
about Bond: he’s a bit useless. In From Russia 
With Love, he’s utterly clueless until Red Grant 
fills in the plot for him. He blunders through the 
first two-thirds of Goldfinger getting everything 
wrong, getting people needlessly killed 

shaken? stirred?

what makes a vodka martini special?
elegance, for one — there are not many things 
sexier than a chilled martini in a cool bar. It’s 
also appreciated by the quality of its parts. The 
premium products on the market today means 
martinis can now have amazing flavour profiles.

How many people come into your bar 
and ask for it “shaken, not stirred”?
It’s very rare — these days people are very 
conscious of not wanting to look silly. I have 
occasionally suggested it to female guests  
who would not ordinarily have a martini.

what’s the difference?
The difference is in its dilution — shaking  
dilutes the drink further, masking its pure 
alcohol taste. when a martini is shaken, a lot  
of ice will break up and inevitably melt due to 
the surrounding volume, which means there  
is more chilled water in the finished cocktail.  
It’s a very ‘wet’ drink when shaken a lot.

why do you think it’s James  
bond’s favourite drink?
He’s a cool guy, and there’s no cooler drink  
than a martini. He really wouldn’t be James 
bond if he walked into the Grand casino in 
monaco and asked for a cosmo!

sAm ToY

Adam Janesse, barman at London’s 
prestigious Blue Bar, explains the mysteries  
of Bond’s favourite beverage…

russia — somerset
twice — Fisher

Majesty’s — Bray
Diamonds — Franks

View — st. John smythe 
tomorrow — Bondov

Die — Van Bierk
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Our intrepid (loony) trio begin: 
(l-r) Sam Toy, Chris Hewitt 

and Nick de Semlyen.

Are they paying 
attention?



Dr. No
From Russia With Love
Goldfinger
Thunderball
You Only Live Twice
On Her Majesty’s Secret Service
Diamonds Are Forever
Live And Let Die
The Man With The Golden Gun
The Spy Who Loved Me
Moonraker
For Your Eyes Only
Octopussy
A View To A Kill
The Living Daylights
Licence To Kill
GoldenEye
Tomorrow Never Dies
The World Is Not Enough
Die Another Day 
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bond by numbers
As part of their mission, 
our intrepid heroes were 
required to tot up the totty, 
as it were. Here, then, are 
007’s vital statistics...
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The 21 scenes that made Bond great

It’s as essential to the 
bond constitution as 
gadgets and girls: a 
sense of the outlandish, 
the wildly imaginative, 
reality taken ten 
degrees off-kilter. 
occasionally it can go 
unchecked — see 
moonraker — but 
when judged just right, it takes the movie version of 
bond to places Fleming can’t reach. our pick of the 
bunch is the pre-credits sequence from octopussy, 
in which bond destroys a military complex using  
a jet that is hidden in a fake... horse’s arse. Purists 
will argue that it debases Fleming/the seriousness 
of bond as a character/the whole of civilisation, but 
it gives the series a soupçon of flamboyant fun  
and extravagance that, especially for those of us 
raised in the moore era, is quintessentially 007.
see also: Goldfinger’s ludicrous operation Grand 
slam plan (Goldfinger), a giant magnet lifting  
a car off the road (You only Live Twice).

It’s all about... His daftness!

15. the horse’s arse
Octopussy (1983)

After the excitement of the pre-credits sequence, 
there’s something reassuring about the interplay 
between bond and m’s long-suffering secretary, 
miss moneypenny. she’s played with a doe-eyed 
longing by caroline bliss (The dalton Years) and  
a ballsy togetherness by samantha bond (The 
brosnan Years), but the incarnation you remember 
is Lois maxwell’s. A neat mixture of gentle flirting 
and light comedy, the best moneypenny moment 
comes in Goldfinger — not only do you get terrific 
banter, but also a stinging rebuke from m (“Kindly 
omit the customary byplay with 007. He’s dining 
with me and I don’t want him to be late!”).
see also: You only Live Twice (the first time she’s  
seen out of the office), Tomorrow Never dies  
(“You always were a cunning linguist, James”).

It’s all about... His flirtations  
with Moneypenny!

14. “the customary 
byplay” Goldfinger (1964)

(including two sisters!), and generally being  
the worst spy ever — he doesn’t even know  
how to defuse the bomb at the end!
21.37: Oh God, what have we done? Ten minutes 
into You Only Live Twice — the bonkers one 
where Connery disguises himself  as a Japanese 
man by combing his hair forward — Sam and  
I have decided that it would be a great idea to 
plunder the remains of the KFC, the irresistible 
highlight of a floor that, in just nine hours,  
has become cluttered with empty cans of Coke 
Zero, banana skins and other detritus. Can 
George Lazenby save us? Probably not.
sunday, 00.15: Exhaustion is already setting in. 
In such a state, it probably wasn’t a good idea  
to watch On Her Majesty’s Secret Service — for 
the first 90 minutes slow-moving and simply 
godawful, as Bond first falls for Diana Rigg’s 
enigmatic Countess Tracy and then heads to a 
Swiss clinic and shags two girls — in one night 
(actually a Bond record).Thankfully, it then 
goes absolutely mental with an extended chase 
that begins on skis, moves onto four wheels, and 
then into a toboggan as 007 goes toe-to-toe with 
Telly Savalas’ Blofeld. Then comes the first 
genuine bit of emotion in the saga as Bond and 
Tracy — remember her? — get married, only for 
her to be instantly Swiss-cheesed. It’s a cracking 
ending, and if  the first hour had been anything 
like this, and you add Connery, OHMSS would 
have been a stone-cold classic. 
02.15: Okay, audiences got to see the movies  
two years apart, but we plunge into Diamonds 
Are Forever about five minutes after Lazenby 
cradles his dead missus, and the change in tone 
is, to quote the returning Shean, positively 
shocking. OTT Batman-TV-show fights, groan-
worthy one-liners, rampant flippancy, Blofeld  

in a dress: this is quite embarrassing. It’s also  
the first time we nearly miss a question, with 
only a visiting M (aka Ian Freer)’s loud coughing 
alerting us to the fact that Bond professes to be 
an expert in sherry. This prototype Moore-flick 
has Nick, Sam and I craving the real thing —  
oh, for a raised eyebrow, a leering grin, a wry 
one-liner, a safari suit! Oh, for Roger!
08.30: I blame Steve Coogan and Alan 
Partridge’s Spy Who Loved Me obsession for 
the mocking derision that now greets Roger 
Moore’s stab at Bond. Sure, it’s true that we’re 
not looking forward to the last couple, when the 
self-parody kicks in, but Moore’s first three 
Bond films — Live And Let Die, The Man With 
The Golden Gun and The Spy Who Loved Me 
— are all pretty darned good and keep us well 
awake. Moore raised the bar on stunts and 
gadgets, and his Bond is certainly more sexually 
confident than even Connery’s was, often hitting 
on girls immediately after meeting them. I’m not 
sure whether that’s a good thing or not — one 
man’s playboy is another man’s sex criminal — 
but after almost a full day, I’m in awe of Moore’s 
technique. In just three films he’s slept with more 
women than I have in my entire life.
13.00: We’ve passed the 24 hour mark with the 
pleasant surprise that is For Your Eyes Only. 
Tougher than your average Moore (not difficult: 
Moore’s fighting style can be summed up as 
‘kicking like a girl’), it’s a slow-paced character 
piece with an actual plot. Also notable for being 
the only movie in which Bond turns down a shag 
— but then again, the girl in question is about 
17. Even Rog, it seems, has standards. Ours, 
though, are dropping — this is the first film  
on which we miss a question. If  you know what 
Q’s witty response in the confessional booth  
is, readers, do write in and let us know.
17.20: Chris Walken has just fallen (although, 
given the quality of the movie, he may have 
jumped) to his death and A View To A Kill is 
over — and so is the Moore era. Thank God. 
Our early optimism and warm reception for Sir 
Rog has diminished via prolonged exposure to 
what is essentially — For Your Eyes Only apart 
— the same bloody film over and over again for 
14 bloody hours. The only thing that changes is 
Moore himself, who has aged so horrendously 
by the end that he can check himself  in at 
airports as his own hand luggage. When Patrick 
Macnee joins him in A View To A Kill, it’s like 
watching a big-budget version of Last Of The 
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Checking blood  
pressure.
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The 21 scenes that made Bond great

Summer Wine. I never thought I’d hear myself  
say this — bring on Dalton.
22.05: And I never thought I’d say this either, but 
Dalton rocks. What a shame he only did two 
movies, for his Bond has an intensity and 
integrity lacking from the Eyebrow Era. 
Both Dalton films — the underrated 
The Living Daylights and the 
excellent Licence To Kill (the one 
where Q poses as Bond’s uncle, 
and Wayne Newton plays 
Professor Joe Butcher, thank you, 
HQ) — have really energised us. 
Although that may be down to the 
pizza. God bless you, Tim Dalton — 
with extra pepperoni. We’re going to need 
that energy, here comes the home stretch — the 
last four films. The Brosnan Years. We all admire 
what Brosnan did with the role, but not even he 
can halt an existential funk. What are we doing 
here? Nick has taken to walking out periodically 
throughout the movies for a fag break. Even 
Sam — who’s built like Jaws — is flagging. My 
bones feel like cement. Focusing on the films is 
tough... it’s not a question of taking it film by 
film anymore. It’s hour by hour. Maybe even 
minute by minute.
monday, 00.15: GoldenEye is over... 
and we’ve crested the 36-hour mark. 
So far we’ve been watching Bond 
movies for one and a half  days, 
without sleep. I feel like Jack 
Nicholson at the end of One Flew 
Over The Cuckoo’s Nest. I’m an 
empty vessel. Why did we do this? 
What did we possibly hope to gain? 
Whose bloody idea was this?
04.25: Ouch. Who put that wall there? 
Tomorrow Never Dies was fine, but 
during The World Is Not Enough 
my... eyes... begin... to... close... by... 
themselves. Same for Sam and Nick 
— we all hit the wall together. I don’t 
care about the stupid bloody 
questions anymore and Sam, who’s 
meant to be logging Bond’s kills/
shags etc. has resorted to writing 
“lots”. We’re onto the last one,  
Die Another Day, now. It’s only  
two hours long. What’s the worst  
that can happen?
05.40: Oh. My. God. The worst that 
can happen, it would seem, is coming 
down with a stomach bug at the 11th 
(41st) hour and spending the first half  

of Diarrhea Another Day — sorry, Die Another 
Day — glued to the toilet. By the time I return, 
my compatriots are pacing around the room, 
desperately trying to stay on their feet. Truth  
be told, we’re watching the clock more than the 
film. And when that film involves that CG-
surfing scene, pointless car chases and gutter-
level double entendres, who can blame us?
06.50: We’ve done it. I should feel jubilant. 
Instead, I just want to sleep. I wonder how the 
fish in the tank behind us feel —  I’m pretty sure 
a couple of them started slamming suicidally 
into the glass walls halfway through Moonraker.
     Still, we’ve learned much about Bond. He’s 
deaf (he gets attacked from behind at least once 
a movie). He has a somewhat colonial attitude 
(Octopussy is so racist it could have been written 
by Prince Philip). He’s slightly rapey (the 

promise at the end of each movie should 
read, “James Bond Will Strike 

Again...”). Dalton may actually be 
the best Bond. Watching all 20 in  
a row is a fascinating experience. 
It’s like no other franchise, in that 
virtually every episode is self-
contained (Diana Rigg’s death is 

mentioned occasionally), but it’s 
been fun spotting the stylistic quirks of 

the series (for example, clunky editing, sped-
up fights and car chases throughout the ’60s and 
’70s). You’d think that after a diet of nothing 
but Bond (and Coke Zero) for the last two days, 
we’d come out hating the franchise, but 
amazingly our affection for the old rogue remains 
— we still got a buzz every time that theme tune 
came on. It’s about a month until Casino 
Royale, and that sounds like a decent break. 
Though, if  you ever hear me planning to do  
a Bondathon again, do me a favour: drop me 
into a tank filled with piranhas and let nature 
take its course. Don’t forget the quip, though!

Appearing in 17 bond films, desmond Llewelyn’s 
inventor Q was the franchise’s mainstay, giving it  
a sense of continuity and history while growing old 
with grace, spirit and grumpy warmth. His last 
appearance is low-key, introducing Q’s replacement 
John cleese. The octogenarian Llewelyn descends 
through the floor with the words, “Always have an 
escape plan,” looking into bond’s eyes with the 
weight of decades. The scene was meant to be 
open-ended; Llewelyn’s shocking death in a road 
accident in december 1999 made it his epitaph. 
see also: Q making the Las Vegas slot machines 
pay out (diamonds Are Forever), “don’t touch  
that, it’s my lunch!” (Goldeneye).

12. “always have an 
escape plan“  

The World Is Not Enough (1999)

It’s all about... His loveable  
sparring with Q!

No action hero delivers a post-kill zinger like bond, 
and no bond does it quite like sean connery. Here 
we see him reclining on the beach with domino 
(claudine Auger), while Vargas (Philip Locke) stealths 
up behind him, silenced pistol in hand. domino 
alerts 007 and he swivels around with a harpoon-
gun, pins Vargas to a palm tree, then quips, “I think 
he got the point.” That he can make jokes about 
death only proves how familiar he is with it.
see also: “Positively shocking!” (Goldfinger),  
“All those feathers and he still can’t fly!”  
(The spy who Loved me).

13. “i think he got the 
point“ Thunderball (1965)

It’s all about... His cheesy zingers!

Goldfinger — Aston
spy — Lotus 

Daylights — Aston
world — BMw

The cars he 
writes off
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Less is Moore.

They’re still Living  
at Daylight! 


