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                                       Chapter 1

                                       Jura 1967

[bookmark: _Hlk4662700]Have you ever been to the island of Jura? Not many people have. If you are a whisky connoisseur you possibly toured the island’s distillery to taste Isle of Jura single malt. Perhaps you were a climber assaulting the famous Paps of Jura, or a sailor assessing the treacherous cauldron of the Corryvreckan whirlpool from the safety of land. Maybe you needed to imbibe the presence of George Orwell (aka Eric Blair) who completed Nineteen Eighty-Four at Barnhill on the north of the island. That’s about all you can do on Jura, which is why not many go there. That however may be its attraction.
I was there during the Cold War years and there my spying career took roots. I was on a family holiday in July 1967. In the third week my life changed forever. 


My name is Robert Harvie and on that holiday I turned sixteen years of age. My father was a Church of Scotland minister. Minister’s families were not rich, so the holidays were the only real perks we enjoyed. Dad would bring four sermons with him each summer and the pulpit exchange was complete when our manse in Glasgow was occupied by the minister whose manse we lived in for a month. We usually enjoyed somewhere with fresh sea air, while the other minister and his family explored the culture of the Gallus Glaswegians, their numerous parks and the animated city which ‘Smiles Better’ with its keen sense of humour.

	It was a wet morning. I remember that well. A real humdinger of a downpour, I heard my father say. I stood in the small north facing wooden porch while the salty air filled my lungs. The rain made the nearby coastline invisible. I cursed this four-week island holiday for being neither a summer, nor a holiday. I longed to be home in the city engaging in the many different interests I had.
	By lunchtime, the rain had retreated. A tiny patch of blue sky fought through the grey cloud, offering a ray of hope. The land in slow progress began to have a re-birth. Colours became vibrant once more and the single track road’s tarmac glistened. I focussed on a snail crossing the road. It was not risking a car’s approach; few cars were on the island, but I feared a seagull might be tempted to devour the slow-moving shelled creature. I ran towards it in haste. I picked up the snail and placed it on the grass verge. It felt good—a good deed accomplished on a boring day. The snail was insecure and unwilling to reappear from its shell at first. I waited in silence. It did too. Then I smiled as it continued its journey into grassy cover. 
	I turned around and saw the sun settle on a verdant hillock behind the manse. I decided to get to its summit and take the family Bush radio with me. My mother approved my plan and I set off. It was a steep climb and my route was circuitous—to avoid calf strain. I stopped and turned around. I saw a tanker in the distance. It moved slowly like that reluctant snail I helped cross the road. I imagined myself on the ship, going somewhere exotic. It was sailing down the Firth of Clyde after all and that meant perhaps an American trip, South America perhaps? There again it might just be going to Ireland. My thoughts came back to land.
	 The swirling wind dictated which way my blond hair would flow as I arrived breathless on the crest of the hill. My foot caught a heather clad mound. Then I saw I had caused a disturbance to the zigzag stripes of a venomous adder. It moved like a retracting hose away from me and I relaxed. I forgot to mention—Jura had a number of vipers lurking in the undergrowth in the hills. On warm sunny days they could be seen on any open land squirming around on the warm ground. I found a flat grassy bank and sat down.
	The Bush radio gave me the Home Service and the Light programme. I could not concentrate on their urban offerings so changed the button at the top to short wave and turned the dial. I caught some French programme and lingered to hear an excited high-pitched Parisian woman. It could advance my French studies, which would resume in two weeks’ time back at school. However, after I had heard a sentence or two of her rapid French fire I could not follow her line of thought. I turned the dial further on. This time I heard a farming report. I gave up re-tuning. I kept the station on and lay back to absorb some sun. I could have fallen asleep in a matter of moments but there was something odd about the programme. 
	The announcer spoke about English Ayrshire cows. What a howler. That was akin to saying Eccles cakes come from Aberdeen. There was more to confuse me. The reporter spoke about the 12 coal mines in Suffolk, the powerhouse of energy for the south of England. Suffolk coal? I knew these facts to be wrong and waited for the punch line. It never came. When the programme ended the announcer informed me that Farming Matters would broadcast at the same time next week, on Radio Moscow. 
	It was not a comedy after all, but an inaccurate description of British farming and land use. I felt indignation; an urge to respond, to clear up their misinformation. After all, I had little else to occupy my time. So that night in bed I wrote a letter explaining that Ayrshire cows were from Ayrshire, in Scotland, and Suffolk was farming land and did not have a coal seam—as I recalled from my school geography notes.
	 The following day I took my letter, addressed to Radio Moscow, Moscow, U.S.S.R. to the Craighouse post office, which was in a cottage. A red post box outside gave the clue that the postmistress lived inside. I entered setting off a bell clanger above my head. A woman came through from her lounge, closed the door behind her and sat down on a floor screeching wooden chair by her ink padded desk. She read the address. 
	‘Moscow? That’s foreign,’ she confirmed in a matter-of-fact voice and opened a book. Two fingers ran down the columns like sprinters. ‘Anything in the letter I should know about?’ she asked.
	I hesitated. My heart seemed to stop beating for a moment. I supposed I could share its contents with her. ‘I have written to them to show there were mistakes in one of their programmes.’
	She looked at me through horn-rimmed glasses. ‘I don’t need to know what you write. So, is it just paper inside?’
	I nodded somewhat embarrassed. She took her fingers from the list then snapped the book closed. 
	‘Then that’s nine pence postage. It might take a few days to get there.’
	Phew, I expected to pay more.  She returned the letter to me and I took it to the post box outside. As it dropped down into dark oblivion I wondered how soon she would retrieve it and have it sent seaward, landward and forward to Moscow.























Top of Form
                                  Chapter 2

		   Glasgow 1967 - 1973

After I got home from that miserable wet holiday with too many raw seaweed memories of Jura still lurking in my mind, a letter arrived. It was from London. It bore the embossed markings of the Russian Embassy on the back flap. I kept it hidden from my parents.
	As anticipated, the station appreciated my contact and was delighted to acknowledge the corrections to their farming programme, which I had supplied.  To show their gratitude, I would receive a package in the near future. And I did, about three weeks later. Inside a brown packet were three photographs. One of the Kremlin and two of Red Square at night and in the day. In addition were Radio Moscow UK listening times in a handy booklet, a personal letter and an ornament of Red Square in a glass hemisphere, on which snow fell every time it was shaken. The letter was from Olga Lagonov. She wished to be my pen friend.  	
Olga and I exchanged letters monthly for four years and my interest in the Russian language grew. We corresponded about football—her brother was a Spartak Moscow supporter like her. We rarely wrote about politics; more the things that interest teenagers. However, any romance was out of the question for obvious geographical and cultural reasons, although she was a very attractive girl, as her photo, which I kept in my wallet, showed. 
	 The relationship lasted this length of time because Olga was by now my Russian tutor. I had studied Russian in my final year at school, but with her support it led to me gaining excellent results in the language. Of course, nobody knew about Olga. I even kept her correspondence from my parents, sometimes with difficulty. I became somewhat furtive in gathering the mail. When they eventually learned of my pen-friend in Russia they decided it an impossible relationship which would wither in time. Fortunately, their suspicions were not raised any higher. 
	The Russian language was on offer as a subsidiary subject, after French and Spanish, on the modern languages degree course at Glasgow University I was going to take. Neither did this fact worry my parents. They felt, eventually after the cessation of the Cold War, rapprochement was necessary and that knowing the language would be a good way to join the Foreign Office, perhaps. I did not dissuade them. 

Before the start of my first term at Glasgow University, I received a letter from London. It was from the Russian Ambassador’s office once more. Inside was a cheque to cover my living expenses for the first year. 
I looked at the cheque. £2000. 
I had never held such an amount of money in my hands before. It would more than cover all my accommodation, books, meals, and I guessed several beers. Yet I had also been given, by the British government, the maximum student grant, as my father’s stipend was deemed insufficient to support me. 
I focussed on the passage in the letter where it stated ‘for the first year’. Did that mean similar amounts would arrive in time for each of my four years? What if I sent the cheque back to the embassy? Would they be offended? 
I held on to the cheque for four days before deciding to bank it. During that time I wondered why they were so generous. Surely my original letter was forgotten by now? It could hardly be a bribe to engage in work for them as I was now engaged in lengthy study. In the end I put it down to good fortune; to a moment of serendipity. After all, I had been corresponding with Olga for some considerable time and had not been compromised by her in any way. 
	When I told her I was applying to university to study modern languages Olga had ensured I was fluent in Russian and could write in their Cyrillic script with ease. This pleased my lecturers. 
	My new Glasgow address, a small flat in Gardner Street in the west end, was ideal in many ways. It was quite near the university and gave me the privacy my mail required. I arranged for it to be re-directed of course. Olga too was at university. She was already in her second year at the Lomonosov Moscow State University studying bio-chemistry. 
	Over the next four years her letters arrived sporadically and mine were sent at a similar rate. Their infrequency upset me at first. After all, she had given me a good grounding in their language, and I hoped to continue to write in Russian to her. 
Meanwhile, without fail the London embassy sent me radio listings. I did tune into Radio Moscow from time to time, naturally. Balalaika music was a change from Scottish country dancing tunes, but I’d give the wrong impression if you thought I returned from lectures and spent each night in the flat. I had a social life. I played rugby for the university and I joined the music society. I also attend meetings of the Russian club. 
	The club’s membership included a collection of leftist Marxist students in love with the 1917 revolution and sympathetic to the land and people who suffered so much, as allies, in World War Two. They knew Conservative governments were traditionally hostile to Russian communism, so the change from Labour’s Harold Wilson to high Tory Edward Heath strengthened the club’s membership. There was talk of a visit to Russia. Moscow and Leningrad were high on their agenda, but finances held them back. I wondered if my wealth could be put to the common good, but having what was then a considerable amount of money was likely to alienate me in their communist eyes. 
	Then I found a girlfriend. Or perhaps she found me. It was a sudden, mutual and powerful attraction. She was not from the Russian club. I met her at the music society’s weekly meetings. 
Morag Sutherland was a Lanarkshire girl from Motherwell. Lean and sporty, she had a smile which melted my heart. Medicine was her subject and I knew she’d still be studying after I graduated, which might end the relationship. But, what the heck? I had to start romancing sometime, somewhere. 	
	We drank coffee during the day; and at the weekends, in the evenings, she sipped gin in the pubs we visited while I drank cider, or more often beer. We spoke about our upbringings and found a few names we knew in common. She told me she was glad to meet someone who was not a medic. All her fellow students were, of course, but so too was her father, mother, brother and sister. No wonder she was pleased to encounter me, I thought. It wasn’t long before we held hands in public. It felt good to announce we had each other. 
	We visited each other’s flats. I stroked my hands through her lush black tresses, and it wasn’t long before more intimate strokes satisfied us both. It took us to another level and a commitment to one another, as many student affairs did likewise. After all, she was my first girlfriend, and I was her first boyfriend. It was new territory for us both and we were glad to progress our discoveries in harmony.
	I wrote to Olga informing her of my new acquaintance. I wondered how she would react, as our letters had the intimacy of a brother/sister relationship. I need not have worried. She congratulated me and told me she had a boyfriend. She had had him for more than a year. That saddened me. She had never told me about him. What else could she be keeping from me?

After four years of study, graduation called for a family gathering. My parents attended the Bute Hall, where the ceremony took place, and they met Morag for possibly the fourth or fifth time. Photos were taken of me in a black gown with a purple hood signifying that I was now a graduate Master of Arts. I clasped the rolled certificate in my hands. Then my father offloaded the qualification while my mother took photos of me and some with Morag clinging on to my arm. This ritual was replicated all over the university lawns, and a bright sunny day in June was appreciated by all—and a relief for so many Glaswegians.  
	The following morning I began to think what I would do with my qualification. I contemplated teaching languages in a secondary school. That meant a year of further study, of course. I’d better get my application in. But which college of education should I approach? One in Glasgow, Morag hoped, as I did too.
	 Then on Saturday morning, as I left the kitchen, I saw an envelope fly through the letter box and land like a plane as it taxied to a stop on the varnished wooden hall floor. It was a letter from the Russian Embassy containing a card congratulating me on my degree. 
In the accompanying pages I learned I was invited to the Russian Embassy, an invitation which came with a rail ticket. I could hardly refuse to attend—the golden goose had, after all, seen me comfortably through my student days.  It seemed appropriate that I go to show my appreciation.



 
                                             Chapter 3

		A visit to The Russian Embassy


When I told Morag I had an invitation to visit London she was curious. I suppose she feared I might get a job there and the distance would put our relationship under strain.
I came clean.
	‘The Russian Embassy?’ she said raising her voice.
	‘Yes, well you know I studied Russian, I speak and write the language?’ I said as if butter would not melt in my mouth. It was information she knew anyway. 
	‘Yes, but....’ she stuttered.
	‘Yes, I know. London seems far away, but there’s nothing definite. I can’t imagine they are going to offer me a job down there. After all, if it was a job offer, the letter would have said so. Wouldn’t it?’
	She nodded slowly, glum faced. I came close and wrapped my arms round her shoulders. ‘Perhaps I should have studied medicine,’ I whispered into her ear.
	She turned her face and kissed my cheek. ‘God no, we need someone who isn’t a doctor in the family.’
	Her words should have appeased me. Instead there was a hint in how she said ‘in the family’ which made me feel uneasy. She had arrived at that point before me. In truth I was very much unsure of what lay ahead for me, or if it would be with Morag. I hoped my confused feelings did not show.

The early train journey down south was uneventful. I passed the time trying to identify what different passengers did. Business diaries seemed ubiquitous but gave nothing away. Their newspaper choice did. 
	 I had lunch in the dining coach. As the waiter, in a white jacket, approached with the terrine of soup I noticed I was the youngest by far. He lodged his foot against the table leg with his thigh resting on the table as he served his ladle into my soup plate. My finances allowed for this luxury and I suppose it made me feel important. 
	Shortly after 2 p.m. the train arrived at Euston station. I took the district line to Bayswater and proceeded along the road of the same name. There bearing down on me was the red background of a flag, with the gold hammer and sickle beneath a gold star—the flag of the Union of Soviet Socialist Russia. 
I entered through the iron gates and saw the light coffee coloured stone building. I climbed twelve steps and entered the embassy. I approached the reception desk with a smiling blond woman eyeing my approach. 
	‘Good afternoon, can I help you?’ she asked in her guttural Muscovite voice. After I greeted her in Russian I told her I had a letter and took it from my jacket. I handed it to her. She seemed to speed read its contents.
 	‘One moment please,’ she said lifting the telephone. ‘Василий  Чазов.’
	I heard her ask for Vasily Chazov, the author of my letter. I looked forward to meeting him. She replaced the receiver and turned towards me. ‘Mr Chazov will be with you in a moment.’
	Pictures of Leonid Brezhnev adorned the wall opposite me. He had been the president since my original Jura letter to Radio Moscow, all those years ago. I did not have to wait long.
	‘Come this way please,’ she ordered and I followed her like a collie dog. We walked along a corridor filled with framed photographs before abruptly stopping as we turned the corner. She knocked on the dark wooden door. She waited a moment with her ear to the door then entered. 
	‘Mr Harvie, come,’ she said with an arm welcoming me.
	Vasily Chazov was a ruddy faced cherub of a man—almost too large for his light grey suit. He was strong and of good height, with the charm of a ladies’ man. 
	‘Delighted to meet you at last, Mr Harvie,’ he said rising from his seat and offering his hand.
	I shook it firmly. ‘More so I,’ I replied. ‘You secured my financial affairs when I was at university. That was very much appreciated.’
	‘Ah yes,’ he said smiling at me.  ‘Many congratulations on your degree. It is a significant milestone, Robert.’
	I smiled at him as I sat down. First name terms already. A bit premature for me to follow suit, I decided. 
	‘Modern languages. A great skill and much in demand these days,’ he continued.
	‘I was wondering whether I could be a school teacher, sharing my language skills with the next generation.’
	He nodded, stroking his chin. ‘An admirable thought,’ he said and then his face took on a more quizzical look. ‘I thought a young man like you might want to see a bit of the world first.’
	‘Naturally, but I haven’t thought about that. I have a girlfriend back in Scotland to consider.’
	‘Ah yes, Morag. Still a few years to go for her before she qualifies, not so?’
	I hesitated for a moment. ‘Yes, a few years to go yet, with a chance to work abroad,’ I said, knowing he saw me thinking how he knew about Morag. He smiled and opened a box of cigarettes. He offered me one, I shook my head. He lit his cigarette and sat back in his chair. He had two cushions behind him. The smoke rose to the ceiling.
	‘You wonder how I know about Morag?’ he asked with a slight smirk of a smile.
	I nodded, not finding the words to indicate my surprise, my intrigue and my interest.
	‘Olga told me. She is my niece.’
	‘Oh, I see,’ I said not really understanding how or why Olga’s letters had come his way. Nor why Olga had never told me about her uncle. But soon the conversation changed.
	‘I suppose you are still wondering why I thought we should meet?’
	Once more I nodded, but my senses were sharp and I paid even greater attention this time.
	‘I’d like to offer you a job.’
             ‘A job? Really?’
	‘Yes, a job in West Africa, Ghana to be precise.’
	Had I heard right? My eyes narrowed in disbelief. 	‘Africa! My goodness. But...but what would I do there?’
	‘Let me make it clear, this job had been cleared by Leonid Brezhnev, the President himself.’
	His eyes pierced mine. He wanted to see my response. But he did not wish to hear me yet. He gave me a history lesson.
	‘You remember October 1962? The American’s attempted to overthrow Fidel Castro at the Bay of Pigs? It was a disaster. So Castro asked us to help out as the so-called Cuban Missile crises ensued.’
	‘Yes I was 13 years old at the time. It was a frightening time,’ I recalled. For almost a fortnight it was felt the end of the world might come about as the giant political powers stood up to each other. 
	‘President Kennedy and Comrade Khrushchev played games. But Russia was far from Cuba. We needed a half-way refuelling base to aid Castro. Guess where we found it?’
	A picture of the world rotated in my mind and then I saw a possibility. ‘Was it Ghana?’ I asked
	‘Right first time, but not in its capital, Accra. We got permission to use the large airport at Tamale in the north of the country—the dry undeveloped north. It became a Russian base for our aircraft to refuel on their way to Cuba. Kwame Nkrumah was keen to get Russian aid and we gave him some agricultural machinery into the bargain. The British never supported him, so he became our friend.
‘Today, the airport is underused. It is mainly a domestic route, only a few planes land in a week. The locals are poor; they travel by road—no matter how dangerous that can be. Many travel south to eke out a living.’
	‘I still don’t see how I could work there,’ I said hoping I looked sufficiently interested and vacant at the same time.  
	‘We need to open the airport up, for our use. Make our presence felt. The north of Ghana has one crop that never fails. Monkey nuts. You know groundnuts, or perhaps you call them, peanuts—not so? They grow by the wayside as well as in scrub lands. They can produce groundnut oil, it has great potential.’
	‘When you say ‘potential,’ in which market and how much groundnut production is there?’
	He smiled at me. ‘Good questions. The health benefits of peanut oil include better skincare, lower cholesterol levels, improved heart rates and a stronger nervous system. It also boosts cognitive function, strengthens the immune system, and lowers blood pressure. Need I say more?’
	‘Wow, that’s amazing. But why don’t the Ghanaian people export it themselves?’
	He smirked. ‘They just roast the nuts and eat them. None of them see the potential. We provided the technology and production know-how. That’s where you come in. You, Robert, will be the manager of the Tamale Pioneer Groundnut Export Company.’
	I guffawed loudly. ‘But I know nothing about business, no idea how to get the groundnuts and have no financial or administrative skills.’ Sweat was beginning to congregate on my brow.
	‘I said you would be the manager. Not the General Manager. Igor Utechin is there already, he will show you the ropes. He is expecting you. His English is just adequate. That’s your role. To act for him when required. He is from Yekaterinburg. He needs an English speaker and someone who speaks Russian. Are you interested?’
	My mind could not work fast enough. ‘I think I can’t answer yet. I’d need to talk to Morag.’
	His smile did not disappear. It grew larger. ‘She could do her elective weeks at the Korle Bu Teaching hospital in Accra. We could fly you down each weekend. Now that would help out, not so?’  
	‘Well maybe. But what if I turn down this very kind opportunity?’ I asked with a lump of fear in my throat.
	His smile disappeared. ‘Come, come Robert. We did not fund your education for nothing. It’s time to pay back some, isn’t it?’ he said, his manner both threatening and paternal. ‘Our conditions are good. You’ll have annual leave of one month. We fly you back home after three years. A salary in cedis, the local currency, and £150 a month put into your account in Scotland.’ His smile seemed avuncular, yet his poise unsettled me.
	In fact, I felt trapped. I could not see a way out. I had landed myself a job, for which I was thankful, but his tone had changed and for the first time those student cheques came with conditions.
	He rose from his seat and went to a locked cabinet. He opened it. Two glasses appeared and then a bottle of vodka. He poured and offered me a drink. The glass was cut crystal. He stood in front of me and clicked my glass. ‘To your decision, by tomorrow.’ 
	‘By tomorrow?’ I said. ‘Then I must be on my way to find a place to stay overnight.’
	He shook his head. ‘We have a hotel for you. Send the bill to me.’
	I gulped the rest of the vodka down and returned the glass to his desk. I ought to be grateful, but I wondered if I was destined for darker things.

My stay was at the Chesterfield hotel in Mayfair. After a sumptuous meal served with panache I had an ice cream coated by warm chocolate sauce served over exotic fruit and then a coffee. Throughout this dinner, I tried hard to find the words I needed. Then I returned to my room, sat on the seersucker blue bed spread and telephoned Morag.
	‘Hi darling, Robert here.’
	‘Hi pet, where?’
	‘The Chesterfield hotel in Mayfair.’
	‘Mayfair wow. Why?’
	‘Well, I was offered a job.’
	‘In London?’ she fired back with smoking gun rapidity.
	‘London? No...’ I said twirling the telephone cord around my fingers
	‘That’s a relief. So where, Glasgow?’ she suggested with a charming lilt in her voice. The line went silent for a moment. The time had come to break the hard news. 
	‘I’ve been offered the appointment of manager at the Pioneer Groundnut factory in Tamale, northern Ghana.’
	‘What?’ she almost screamed. ‘You are joking, surely’ she said in a very slow tortured voice. ‘You’ve no idea what a manager does and in Africa. Good god.’
	‘I know but I’ll be shown the ropes. There is a man in overall charge.’ I sensed a frown was appearing on her forehead. ‘And the good news is that you can come out to the teaching hospital in Accra during your elective period.  Korle Bu Teaching Hospital, it’s called. That would be good.’
	‘Hang on. Groundnut factory in Ghana?  I just can’t believe this. Er....so how long would you be in Africa?’
	‘There’s one month’s home leave each year.’
	I untwisted the telephone cord, stood up and gazed unfocussed out of the window.
	 ‘So, if you take this job that means years without you?’
	 ‘I’ll write regularly,’ I pleaded. But the line went dead. I guessed she was upset and I ended the call. It would be a long night. 
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