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‘Our days on earth are like a shadow.’

                                                                                     -I Chronicles 29:15

 

 

“Ultra was decisive.”

-General Dwight D. Eisenhower

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

-Preface-

 

On 20 March 1943 a Junkers 290 aircraft took off from a German airfield in the Crimea carrying six highly trained commandos.  Avoiding Soviet antiaircraft units in northern Iran, the plane safely reached ground two hours later near a salt lake northeast of Qum.

Operating under direct orders of SS Brigadefuhrer Walter Schellenberg, head of Section V of the RSHA (espionage and subversive warfare), this special unit’s objective was to make its way to Tehran and meet up with German intelligence officers awaiting their arrival.  They took with them transmitters, weapons, ammunition, explosives and two hundred pounds sterling.

Once in the city, these selected soldiers were to set up radio contact with Berlin and commence Operation Long Jump—a secret plan personally approved by Adolf Hitler to assassinate the Big Three attending the Tehran Conference.  Winston Churchill.  Franklin Roosevelt.  Joseph Stalin.

And change the course of the Second World War.

----

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

NOVEMBER 22 1943. MONDAY

-One-

 

Shahr-e Rey.
  Ten kilometers south of Tehran, Iran.  7:35 p.m.

Leni Boland stood at the arcade-like balcony staring out across the vast desert.  The lights of the ancient Iranian city glistened against the blackness of the Ashkan Mountains as a rare night rain floated like a mist beneath the dull streetlamp below, and water drops fell on the clay balcony tiles at her feet. 

Her heart pounded against the inside of her chest.

Living among the enemy for all these months, finally an opportunity had been handed to her tonight, and for the first time she honestly felt the sacrifice might be worth it.

Leni had begun the affair with Major Benjamin Fields of British Intelligence just over two months ago when he arrived in Tehran.  A dashing, powerful man, Fields had strutted around the embassy like some proud peacock making certain all the ladies knew he was available.  Within the first week the major had made several advances toward Leni, a matter that she had encouraged.  After all she was lonely and what was there not to like about him?  But it hadn’t taken her long to realize that her romantic liaison afforded her, besides Fields offering her much more in the bedroom than her husband ever could, access to information.

Turning from the street below, Leni stepped inside through the wide doors and sat at a writing table and began copying Winston Churchill’s itinerary for the next month from a single typed page taken from the major’s briefcase dated 12 November. 
‘Depart London by special night train.  Arrive in Cairo seven days later.’
  From that she had calculated that the Prime Minister would arrive in Tehran by November twenty-seventh or twenty-eighth at the latest.  His purpose was obvious to Leni because it was her husband who headed the security detail at the British Embassy concerning the upcoming conference in Tehran.  A meeting of the allied leaders.  Churchill.  Roosevelt.  And Stalin.

She finished copying the schedule in short order, and that gave her time to pause and wonder about notes someone—most likely Fields—had penciled in the margins . . . ‘SLU’ . . . what could it possibly mean? 
A code?  Perhaps the initials of someone important?  A second reference to ‘SLU’ was jotted halfway down the page, a line extending from the note into the text ending in an arrow with Churchill’s name circled.  Had Fields scheduled time to discuss this with the English leader?  There were other puzzling marks throughout the text appearing to her to be some sort of editing. 

Whatever the reason, Leni was certain she should do everything in her power to understand the details written on this paper.  If it was significant to Fields—and Churchill—it was important to her.

A noise snapped behind her.  Startled, Leni spun around.

“What the hell are you doing?”

Fields loomed menacingly at the bedroom door.  He had slipped on his trousers and was bare-chested.  His dark hair was tossed across his forehead, his large face frowning owlishly at her.

Leni slowly stood, pushing the chair beneath the desk, an effort to shield the briefcase from his view as she slipped the papers into the middle drawer.  Her mind instinctively clicked through the approaching possibilities, but she prepared for the worst.

He took several steps toward her.  “I woke up and you weren’t there.”

“I didn’t want to wake you once I had noticed you had dozed off.”

“Is that so?” 

Leni felt for the derringer in her robe pocket as Fields drew closer and at the same time let the robe slip from her shoulder.  “I was reading,” she smiled seductively.  “But now that you’re awake I’ve thought of a better way to spend our time until I have to go.”

Fields drew in a long breath.  When he pressed his body against her, Leni leaned back against the desk—and his briefcase fell from the chair.  He swung around with one rapid motion, shoving her hard back onto the couch, then straddled her, his eyes wide, pinning her arms above her head.  His breath was hot and angry on her face.  “Now—why were you meddling in my papers?”

Her mind clicked.  Act frightened.  “Benjamin, if this is a joke please let me up.  You’re scaring me.”

Fields tightened his grip on her wrists.  “It’s not a joke, darling, trust me.”  He stood and pulled her up to him until she was sitting on the edge of the couch.  He went to the desk, opened the drawer, and held up the papers.  “What could you possibly want with these?”  His eyes blazed.  “Unless . . . unless!”

Stay frightened, Leni thought.  “It’s not at all what it appears.  Really, it isn’t, I promise.” 

“Oh, it isn’t?”  Fields waved the papers in her face.  “Reading these . . . my . . . personal papers?”  Then his face slackened as the conclusion struck him.  “Why, you know about Churchill . . .  the meetings  . . . everything.”

“Let me explain, Benjamin.”

“Don’t waste your time,” he hissed.  “I’ll see that you spend the rest of your days in prison for this act of mistrust—or in front of a firing squad.”

Leni was closer now.

“You . . . you . . .” Fields trembled with anger.

Leni was beside him.  “You’re right, of course,” she said quietly this time, a seductive whisper.

“Damn it all,” he whispered.

Leni pressed her body tightly against him and felt him relax just for an instant as she cleared the derringer from her robe pocket.  She pressed the weapon forward until she felt the barrel jam against stomach muscles, and pulled the trigger.

A loud pop echoed.

Fields spun against the sudden shocking pain, falling heavily across a chair, and then landed on the floor with a heavy thud.

Leni moved quickly, grabbing a pillow from the couch.  She knelt over him.  Blood bubbled at the corner of his lips, his eyes rolling in fear.  “Mistake . . . mistake . . .,” he mumbled.

“Yes, Benjamin, I’m afraid you’ve made a terrible mistake,” she told him.  “Poor, Benjamin.  But if it’s any consolation at all, you were a great lover.”  She folded the pillow around the derringer, covered his face and pulled the trigger.  The smell of cordite burned her throat as the room fell silent.

Suddenly chilled, she wrapped the robe tightly around her and crossed her arms.  She went to the desk, her hands shaking badly as she finished off a glass of red wine and lit a cigarette.  Gradually the night wind stirring through the door and the nicotine in her lungs calmed her.  Her heart slowed and Leni felt more like herself again. One of Germany’s best agents.  Calculated.  Methodical.  Always working out the details.  And that was exactly what she would do with this Churchill matter in Tehran.

 

Later, Leni dressed and stood in front of the bath mirror and straightened her makeup.  In the next room, she took the papers from Fields’s briefcase, folded them and placed them in her purse.

Walking to the door, Leni glanced back at the body on the floor. 
How terribly sad.  A man of great secrets, conquered by the simple seduction of the flesh.  Men were such fools.  She locked the door behind her after stepping into the hallway, and took the lift to the ground floor.  Out into the street, her excited breath became small, white clouds in front of her face.

Leni walked across the street to her Chevrolet coupe parked at the curb.  She started the motor and glanced at her watch beneath the dim
dashlight.

She would be late.

----

Tehran.

The Palace Hotel entrance was a flurry of activity.  Polished sedans pulled up to the front door depositing women dressed in their lavish dresses and men looking stunningly brave in gleaming military uniforms.  Leni drove up in the line of automobiles beneath the glistening lights, and an Iranian boy in a starched white uniform rushed and opened the door for her.  A doorman with a polite smile held open the hotel door. 

Leni—back in character—flittered through the doorway searching for her husband.

Colonel Robert Boland stood in a gathering of men off to the right in the lobby.  He was a large man whose frame and personality often towered over those around him.  He had a heavily tanned face, a clipped mustache, and wavy dark hair with the first hints of gray at the temples.  When they made eye contact, Leni waved and ran to him and she hooked her arm in his.  “Have I missed anything, darling, other than boring conversations about the war, or how poorly the Iranians live?”

The man standing next to her husband laughed boorishly, pulling a thick cigar from his mouth.  “I’d say you haven’t missed much at all,” he said.

Boland squeezed her arm.  “We’re contemplating where Hitler will place that dreadful Rommel now that he’s no longer a threat to Cairo, dear.  I would think you’d appreciate that we’re giving that detail some thought.”

Laughter from the men.

“Oh, that horrible Rommel,” she said.  “I absolutely dreaded every moment the man was in the desert.”

“He’ll reappear somewhere.  He is, after all, Hitler’s best military man.”

Several men agreed openly.

“Darling,” Leni drew close and whispered, “I’m really sorry I’m late.”

Boland kissed her lightly on the cheek, “An embassy officer’s wife should never be late, especially at an important function such as this one.  And—especially since I have such an early appointment tomorrow morning.  This week is a big affair for this city and I’m not nearly prepared.”

“Oh, you’re meeting, I forgot,” Leni said thinking of the papers hidden away in her coupe.

“You’ve forgotten about the most important meeting of the war and it takes place right here in Tehran?”  He smiled sympathetically.  “Sometimes I overlook these sorts of things don’t interest you in the least.”

“Politics absolutely bores me to tears.”

“Poor Leni.”

“Don’t feel too sorry for me, after all I have my own pleasures, Robert.”  She gave his arm a gentle squeeze.  “And—I’ll make it up to you later for being late to your little show.”

Boland smiled.  “Then I won’t be able to stay mad long, shall I?”
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