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    When a disciplined naval officer slips into a neutral democracy to wage an undeclared war of sabotage, The Dark Invader reveals the perilous frontier where patriotism blurs into criminality, diplomacy is shadowed by clandestine deals, and the ethics of open combat dissolve amid aliases, covert funds, and night-bound piers, inviting readers to witness a protagonist who weighs duty, audacity, and restraint against the laws of a host nation not yet at war, even as its factories and shipping lanes feed an enemy alliance and the modern battlefield stretches from boardrooms to docks, from codebooks to crowded city streets.

Captain Franz von Rintelen’s The Dark Invader is a nonfiction espionage memoir narrated in the first person by a German naval intelligence officer operating during the First World War. Set largely in 1915, with scenes in New York and across transatlantic waypoints, it follows clandestine operations aimed at interrupting supplies bound for the Allies while the United States remained officially neutral. First published in English in the early 1930s, the book belongs to the interwar wave of insider accounts that sought to explain how the global conflict was fought beyond the trenches, in consulates, shipping offices, banks, and the shadowed corners of commercial ports.

In these pages, von Rintelen recounts his insertion under assumed identities, his patient cultivation of intermediaries, and his efforts to design schemes that could impede materiel without igniting diplomatic catastrophe. The voice is confessional yet controlled, a craftsman explaining methods and motives while withholding sensationalism. Scenes unfold briskly—hotel rooms, waterfront warehouses, discreet meetings in private offices—yet the prose reserves space for strategic reflection and the weighing of consequences. The tone remains taut, professional, and increasingly claustrophobic, as surveillance, countermeasures, and rumor converge, and as the narrator charts the narrow corridor between measurable effect and the invisible footprint he must leave behind.

At the book’s core lies a study of neutrality strained by commerce, and of law tested by wartime necessity. Von Rintelen presents the saboteur as a soldier without a front, bound by orders and constrained by an intricate respect for thresholds he believes should not be crossed. The narrative interrogates the ethics of targeting property rather than people, the uses and abuses of diplomatic privilege, and the psychological toll of living under continuous cover. It also traces the friction between individual agency and bureaucratic command, suggesting how mistakes, pride, and misread intentions can ripple outward in a war sustained by logistics and secrecy.

One of the book’s lasting fascinations is its granular account of tradecraft embedded within the machinery of global commerce. Passports, couriers, codes, and discreet bank transfers become instruments of strategy; steamship schedules and insurance policies matter as much as uniforms and guns. Through case studies and operational vignettes, von Rintelen shows how industrial capacity, finance, and shipping lanes constitute a battlefield, and how small technical devices or bureaucratic delays can tilt vast supply chains. The narrative thereby maps an early form of economic and infrastructural warfare, revealing the modern state’s dependence on private actors whose loyalties, incentives, and vulnerabilities can be cultivated or exploited.

Read today, The Dark Invader resonates with debates about hybrid warfare, sanctions, supply‑chain resilience, and the legal gray zones of extraterritorial policing. Its portrait of a neutral society courted, pressured, and infiltrated by belligerents illuminates 21st‑century contests fought through logistics, finance, lawfare, and information. The book encourages readers to think about how open economies invite both prosperity and exposure, and how intelligence services translate strategic aims into deniable, incremental acts. It also compels reflection on accountability: who decides what counts as legitimate warfare when battles are waged in warehouses and courtrooms, and where the boundary lies between patriotic operation and international crime.

As an introduction to a pivotal chapter of World War I espionage, von Rintelen’s memoir offers a seat at the planning table and a walk along the wharves, sustained by a steady, unsentimental narrative voice. Without resolving every ambiguity, it equips readers to test their intuitions about means and ends, rules and exceptions, courage and culpability. It matters now because it clarifies how strategy migrates into ordinary spaces and how individuals navigate competing legal and moral claims. To read The Dark Invader is to confront the uneasy continuity between wartime necessity and civil order, and to recognize how fragile that boundary remains.
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    The Dark Invader is Captain Franz von Rintelen’s first-person account of his clandestine mission for Imperial Germany during the First World War. Written in the interwar years, the memoir sets out the political and economic stakes driving Berlin’s effort to hinder transatlantic supplies reaching the Allies while the United States was officially neutral. Von Rintelen frames his narrative as both a personal journey into covert action and a window onto the improvisational world of wartime intelligence. From the outset he emphasizes the constraints of operating far from home, the necessity of deception, and the ambiguous boundaries between espionage, diplomacy, and sabotage.

He recounts his covert entry into the United States and the painstaking construction of a cover identity robust enough to withstand routine scrutiny. Early chapters describe the search for reliable intermediaries, discreet financial channels, and safe meeting places in a bustling, profit-driven port economy. Von Rintelen situates his work within a broader, sometimes fractious, German network that straddled official and unofficial spheres. He presents himself as a specialist tasked with obstructing materiel flows without provoking a rupture in relations, a tightrope that required constant attention to neutrality laws, public opinion, and the sensitivities of expatriate and diplomatic communities.

Once established, he details the toolkit he assembled for economic warfare at a distance: fronts and shell firms to mask funding, intermediaries to seed labor unrest, and technical means designed to damage cargoes without open confrontation. The memoir explains how incendiary devices with delayed action could compromise shipping and warehousing while leaving few traces, and why such methods suited an environment policed by law and press scrutiny. He also describes efforts to complicate procurement contracts and to jam supply chains through legal, financial, and logistical maneuvers, presenting each as a complementary strand in a broad campaign to increase cost, delay, and uncertainty.

Parallel to operational planning runs a steady thread of pressure from counterintelligence. Von Rintelen portrays American investigators as alert to irregular money flows and sudden industrial mishaps, while British services monitor transatlantic networks. The narrative lingers on the difficulties of communicating securely, the risk of informants, and the vulnerabilities created by travel, banking, and mail. Friction within his own circles—rival priorities, overlapping authorities, and differing appetites for risk—compounds exposure. He suggests that secrecy is eroded less by dramatic betrayals than by everyday logistics, small mistakes, and the cumulative noise of a conspicuous city attuned to wartime rumor.

As incidents at docks and factories draw headlines, von Rintelen registers the tightening of legal and political constraints. Heightened surveillance, grand jury inquiries, and deportations shrink the space for deniable action. The memoir presents this phase as a race between achieving meaningful disruption and avoiding a scandal that could galvanize intervention. He ruminates on the ethics of operating on neutral soil, the moral hazards of weaponizing commerce, and the personal costs exacted by sustained clandestinity. The stakes are framed not in spectacular strikes but in attrition: every delay or corrupted consignment set against the growing coordination of police and press.

The latter chapters track the collapse of his freedom of movement and the unraveling of his arrangements. Efforts to disengage, redirect, or exit the theater encounter mounting obstacles as investigations close in. Von Rintelen recounts detention, legal proceedings, and imprisonment in measured terms, focusing on process, interrogations, and the bureaucratic machinery that replaces covert improvisation with regulated confinement. He reflects on the tactical miscalculations and structural limits that shaped outcomes, while sidestepping exhaustive attribution of specific incidents. The memoir closes its personal arc by weighing intent against consequence, leaving judgments about success, culpability, and proportionality to the reader.

As a document, The Dark Invader endures less for sensational revelations than for its granular portrait of early twentieth‑century covert economic warfare. It illuminates how espionage, diplomacy, and domestic law collide when a neutral market becomes a battleground, and how fragile the boundary is between propaganda and provable fact. The book invites scrutiny of its author’s perspective while offering a rare primary-source view from the operational side. Its questions—about state responsibility, the invisibility of supply chain attacks, and the balance between security and liberty—remain pertinent, making the memoir a touchstone for historians of intelligence and students of modern conflict.
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    Captain Franz von Rintelen’s The Dark Invader arises from World War I’s early years, when the United States remained officially neutral (1914–1917) while New York became a key entrepôt for Allied purchasing. Britain’s naval blockade choked German trade, and the Central Powers sought indirect ways to impede materiel flowing from American factories to Entente armies. In 1915, German naval intelligence dispatched Rintelen to the United States under an assumed identity to disrupt munitions shipments and logistics. His narrative is rooted in this transatlantic setting of neutral ports, wartime finance, and shipping lanes, where diplomacy, commerce, and clandestine operations intertwined.

Germany’s official presence in Washington centered on Ambassador Count Johann Heinrich von Bernstorff, assisted by military attaché Franz von Papen and naval attaché Karl Boy-Ed. Their activities were scrutinized by American authorities, including the young Bureau of Investigation, the Office of Naval Intelligence, and Army Military Intelligence, and by New York’s police. British services—MI5, passport control, and Admiralty intelligence (Room 40)—monitored travel, cables, and mail, sharing leads that shaped transatlantic arrests. This framework of embassy coordination, attaché networks, and tightening security controls forms the institutional backdrop to Rintelen’s account, in which covert plans had to navigate surveillance, censorship, and neutral-country laws.

American industry supplied rifles, shells, explosives, and food to Britain and France, financed by large credits arranged by firms such as J. P. Morgan & Co. The transactions were legal under U.S. neutrality rules, provided goods were not contraband at the point of sale, but Germany viewed them as prolonging the war. Inside the United States, a vigorous debate pitted the Preparedness Movement and pro-Allied groups against non-interventionists and some German‑Americans. Public opinion shifted after maritime losses and British propaganda, yet neutrality held. This contested marketplace—lawful trade amid moral arguments—frames the motivations and obstacles that the book’s German protagonist describes encountering.

From 1915 onward, German agents in North America pursued sabotage against ships and factories supplying the Entente. Chemists such as Walter T. Scheele developed time-delay incendiary devices nicknamed “cigar” or “pencil” bombs for use in cargo holds. Others fomented strikes, financed front groups, or sought to corrupt freight and insurance chains. Several dramatic incidents, including the Black Tom explosion in New Jersey (1916) and the Kingsland munitions fire (1917), were later tied in courts and investigations to German-directed networks. While their authorship varied, these episodes illustrate the clandestine environment into which Rintelen stepped and the risks faced by neutral ports and railheads.

Maritime warfare shaped every decision. Britain’s blockade, enforced by the Royal Navy, restricted goods to Germany and produced diplomatic disputes over contraband and seizures. Germany’s submarine campaign, culminating in the sinking of the Lusitania on 7 May 1915, inflamed American opinion and forced Berlin to calibrate overt actions at sea. In this tense context, covert operations that targeted matériel before it reached Allied ships seemed, to German planners, a strategic complement to limited naval reach in the Western Hemisphere. The book’s setting thus reflects a global struggle shifting from open battle to economic pressure, intelligence contests, and deniable sabotage.

Rintelen operated within America’s legal and financial systems even as he violated them. He used a fraudulent passport and covert funds to build influence, recruit intermediaries, and acquire materials. Contemporary investigations linked him to schemes that created or bankrolled lobbying fronts—most notably the American Embargo Conference—designed to argue for halting munitions exports on “neutrality” grounds. He also sought to disrupt shipping logistics through time-fuse devices and manipulation of insurance or labor. These actions, reflected in the memoir, illustrate how wartime intelligence exploited open markets, press freedoms, and political pluralism to affect supply chains vital to Britain and France.

Counterintelligence tightened as 1915 progressed. British monitoring of travel and communications aided arrests and seizures, and U.S. authorities increased surveillance around docks and factories. Rintelen was detained by British officials while returning to Europe in August 1915 and interned; the United States later secured his extradition, and he was convicted during the war on charges including passport fraud and conspiracy. Diplomatic fallout included the recall of von Papen and Boy‑Ed in December 1915 after incriminating papers were found, and publicized cases like the Dumba affair. These developments shaped the legal and political terrain the memoir recounts from a participant’s vantage.

Published in 1933, The Dark Invader is an interwar memoir that presents Germany’s “secret war” in America from the viewpoint of a naval officer. Its episodes align with documented themes of the period—diplomatic cover, front organizations, sabotage technology, and Anglo‑American countermeasures—while offering a self‑justifying rationale rooted in blockade pressures and neutrality debates. The book reflects an era when total war blurred boundaries between battlefield and home front, and it implicitly critiques the vulnerabilities of open societies to foreign interference. As such, it serves as a period document of clandestine strategy rather than a neutral chronicle, engaging ongoing arguments about means and ends.
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Men engaged in Intelligence Services during a war divide their particular
opponents into two classes. One consists of neutrals who go out of their way to
help the enemy for the sake of gain; and for such men we have not much
compassion should they fall upon misfortune. They are interfering in great
matters with which they are not concerned, in order to make a little money. The
other class is made up of men who, abandoning the opportunities of their own
careers, go secretly away in the sacred service of their country, play a lone
hand, and run the gauntlet of foreign laws. For such we can have nothing but
respect while the fight is going on and friendship when it is over.

Captain Franz von Rintelen belongs to this latter class. A young naval
officer with every likelihood of reaching to high rank, he went abroad in 1915
and only saw his own country again after the lapse of six strenuous and, in
part, unhappy years. The history of those years is told in this book. The
conversations which he records depend, of course, upon his memory; the main
facts we are able to check, and we know them to be exact.

The book is written, as one would expect from his record, without the least
rancour, and I think I am not trenching upon the province of criticism when I
add—with admirable simplicity. It is a record which is more detailed
and concerned with endeavours on a vastly wider scale than is usual in such
accounts. One cannot, I think, read it without recognising, apart from the
magnitude of the things attempted and done, the terrific strain under which he
lived; and this gives a moving and human quality to the narrative which sets it
a little apart from any other which I have read. Those who are most saturated
in spy stories will find much to surprise them in this volume, and they will
not be likely to forget the poignant minutes which he spent on the top of an
omnibus in London and the way in which those minutes ended.

The book has other grounds for consideration. It throws a clear light upon
the efficiency of the English Intelligence Services, for one thing. For
another, it reveals that the jealousies of Department—which in other
countries did so much to hamper the full prosecution of the War—were
just as rife in Germany itself, and that the picture of German concentration
with which we were all terrifying ourselves in 1914 had no solid foundation in
fact. Finally, here is as good an argument against War as a man could find in
twenty volumes devoted to that subject alone.

A. E. W. Mason

Late Major, R. M. L. I.

G.S.O.(2)
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It is the afternoon of August the 4th, 1914. We junior officers of the
Admiralty Staff sit at our desks and wait and wait. War has been declared, and
every now and then the troops, who are being dispatched to the Western and the
Eastern Front, march past our windows. The music of a band bursts into our
quiet rooms, we tear open the windows for a moment, and wave to the comrades
whom the War is sweeping into action.

It is the afternoon of August the 4th, 1914. We sit in our offices at the
Admiralty, and our nerves can hardly stand the strain of waiting any longer.
From time to time a rumour runs through the building. Our Chiefs are said to
have indicated to the Government once more that, according to information
received from our Naval Attaché in London and from our secret agents,
England will certainly not remain neutral. We, the officers of the Admiralty
Staff, are convinced that soon the English warships will turn their bows
towards the south. At night, as we sit anxiously in our rooms and talk in
hushed voices, we wait for something to happen, for some news that will turn
our presentiment into fact. The war with France and Russia is a war to be
conducted by the Army, a military war, in which important tasks presumably will
not fall to the Navy. But if England...! We wait and wait.

It is the afternoon of August the 4th, 1914. The door of my room opens, and
an order comes from my Chief telling me to go immediately to the Foreign Office
to receive an important piece of news. The order directs me to bring this news
with the greatest expedition to the Admiralty in the Königin
Augusta-Strasse[1].

As my instructions are handed to me I rise from my chair. A few more
officers happen to be in the room, and they hold their breath as I read out the
order.

"Every minute counts[1q]"—so the instructions end.

We all have the feeling that something is about to happen that touches us
closely. We suppress our agitation before the orderly, but while I quickly get
ready to leave, one of my comrades takes up the telephone-receiver to inform
Police Headquarters that in a few minutes a service car of the Admiralty will
be racing through the Bendlerstrasse, the Tiergartenstrasse, and the
Voss-Strasse, and that the road has to be kept clear for it.

The car races away. I am soon standing on the steps of the Foreign Office.
An attendant throws open the door, and I pass through the hall, to find myself
suddenly in a large room.

On a red plush sofa sit two gentlemen—Sir Edward Goschen[2], the
Ambassador of His Britannic Majesty, and Mr. James W. Gerard[3], the Ambassador of
the United States. Sir Edward looks depressed and, half-turned towards Gerard,
is talking in a low voice.

It is the afternoon of August the 4th, 1914, and as I stand in the room,
with this scene before me, I at once realise its meaning. I now know the nature
of the news that I have to take back as quickly as possible to the Admiralty. I
know that Sir Edward Goschen has just handed over England's declaration of war,
and that the American Ambassador, Mr. Gerard, has come to the Foreign Office
with him to explain that he will take over the representation of British
interests in Germany.

For a moment my knees tremble as the whole significance in world-history of
this incident opens up before me. Then I remember that I am a naval officer,
and enthusiasm rises high in me. I see the Fleet setting out in a few minutes,
with the heavy smoke-streamers of the German torpedo-boat flotillas hanging in
the evening sky over the North Sea.

But suddenly I sober down. I notice the look of indifference on the face of
Gerard, sitting on the sofa in a brown lounge suit, not, like Goschen, in
top-hat and frock-coat. Goschen sits in a correct attitude and is visibly much
distressed, but Gerard is leaning over, half-turned towards him, resting
against the sofa cushions. He has one leg crossed over the other, and lounges
there, nonchalant and comfortable, turning his straw-hat on the handle of his
walking-stick with his fingers. With disconcerting coolness, his eyes fixed on
the ceiling, he quietly murmurs: "Yes, perhaps the only peaceful country in the
world will soon be Mexico."

Mexico! A country which was then distracted by civil war!

Herr von Jagow, the Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs, enters the room
and gives me a sealed envelope. I know what it contains. I bow, first to him,
and then to the two Ambassadors, and hardly know how I get down the steps. My
car starts, and rushes through the Voss-Strasse, the Tiergartenstrasse, and the
Bendlerstrasse, to the Admiralty. At the street corners, at the busy
crossing-places, stand policemen, who, the moment our car comes into view,
raise their hands high and stop the traffic so that we may not be held up.

Before the Admiralty building the driver jams on the brakes, so that the car
stops with a jerk. I run up the steps. Two senior staff officers are standing
at the door of the Chief, and make a dash at me. Captain von Bülow, head
of the Central Department, tears open the envelope.

He concentrates on the letter for a moment, then turns half left and calls
to the Commandant of the Nauen Wireless Station[4], standing behind him:

"Commandant! Get Nauen going!"

The Commandant runs to his room, and snatches up the receiver of the
telephone which communicates direct with Nauen.

Two seconds later the High Seas Fleet[5] knows, and in another second all the
torpedo-boat flotillas: "War with England[2q]!"

The stations in the Baltic and the North Sea, the cruisers in the Atlantic
and our squadrons are warned within a few minutes.



We had all expected that after the British declaration of war the High Seas
Fleet would immediately put to sea. We had thought that the Admiralty would
become a centre where the threads of great naval movements would be gathered
together; we had thought that the Navy too would intervene in the fight for
Germany's existence. But what we so confidently expected did not happen: the
High Seas Fleet remained where it was, and, instead of taking part in the
fighting, the Admiralty Staff became involved in passionate political
conflicts. Just when we expected that the Naval Command would give the order to
attack we were summoned to a conference of officers. We were informed:

"The Imperial Chancellor's view may be summarised as follows: We must not
provoke England! We are assured from authoritative British quarters that
England is only taking part in the War for appearances, and in fulfilment of
purely military agreements of which the Foreign Office has been kept in
ignorance. Energetic action on the part of the German Fleet would inevitably
bring about a change of feeling in England!"

That was the view of the Chancellor. It was not, however, the view of the
Admiralty; and it was certainly nothing new that differences should arise
between the politicians and the admirals on the question of the interpretation
of Britain's intentions prior to and at the outbreak of the War.

Even shortly before the War there yawned an abyss between the opinions of
the two parties as to whether England would participate or not. These opinions
were very sharply divided in the first days of August, when hostilities were
already in full swing on the Continent, but England was still maintaining her
attitude of reserve.

Whenever a telegram came from Lichnowsky, the Ambassador at the Court of St.
James, to say that England thought neither of breaking with her tradition of
not mixing in continental quarrels, nor of taking up arms against Germany,
regularly and simultaneously there came a telegram from the Naval
Attaché in London, Captain von Müller, to the effect that England,
to all appearances, was on the verge of opening hostilities at sea. This state
of things at last became grotesque. Dispatches, representing the two opposing
standpoints, were coming in every day, until at last war broke out and England
proclaimed that Germany was her enemy.

It was on the morning of August the 4th, the day when England was to declare
war on Germany through her Ambassador, Sir Edward Goschen, that a telegram
arrived from Captain von Müller, which ran as follows:

"Stand firm by the conviction, in spite of the Ambassador's different
opinion, that trouble is brewing for us here."

On the morning of August the 5th, twelve hours after the formal delivery of
the declaration of war, when nobody expected any further telegrams from the
German Embassy in London, there arrived a wire from Prince Lichnowsky. It
ran:

"The old gentleman [Asquith] has just declared to me, with tears in his
eyes, that a war between the two peoples, who are related by blood, is
impossible."

The Kaiser annotated it in his characteristic large handwriting. In the
margin of the Ambassador's message he wrote:

"What an awakening the man will have from his diplomatic dreams!"

So we were now no longer surprised at the view taken by the Imperial
Chancellor. It so happened that a few hours later I had to see Admiral von
Tirpitz. Owing to family friendship he had occasionally made me the recipient
of his confidences. I found him in a mood of utter despair. He sat in his
chair, looking years older, and told me repeatedly that he had not the
slightest desire to go with the "confounded General Head-quarters" to Coblenz.
He feared that there he would be checkmated; and as he said all this, as though
to himself, I suddenly perceived an abyss before me. At this tremendous hour,
at a time when everything had to be subordinated to the one purpose of saving
the Fatherland, which was threatened with enemies on every side, the situation
was dominated by intrigues, malice, and motives of a petty and personal kind.
When Tirpitz should have taken over the command of the High Seas Fleet and
concentrated its units in the North Sea against England, the Chief of the Naval
Cabinet, Admiral von Müller, and some of his immediate entourage, were
making efforts to frustrate him. The Chancellor had represented to the Kaiser
that Tirpitz was too old to discharge an important war-time function.

It goes without saying that in the war which had now broken out we younger
officers were not inclined to place political above purely military
considerations. That was all less to be expected since we had for years been
taught that our numerical inferiority to England at sea was only to be
compensated by the success of a quick attack which should take the enemy by
surprise. The tactics now employed against England, of merely waiting to deal
with whatever move the enemy made, were not at all to our liking. So we had,
however, to turn our longing for action into some channel, and we put all our
energies into furthering the activities of our cruisers abroad.

Our ships of the Mediterranean Squadron, the battle-cruiser Goeben[6]
and the light cruiser Breslau, had attracted unwelcome attention off the
coast of Algeria Rod had naturally drawn down strong English and French
fighting forces upon themselves. They shook off the pursuing ships by a bold
stroke: they ran into Messina, where they applied for coal from the Italian
Navy.

Admiral Souchon, the Commander of the German Squadron, at once saw the
Commander of the Diffesa Marittima[7] at Messina, to urge upon him the
absolute necessity that Germany's Ally should not leave her in the lurch. In
view, however, of the fact that a Royal Decree had just been issued forbidding
coal to leave Italy, he could only telegraph to the Admiralty in Rome for
instructions. It so happened that the Minister of Marine in Rome was Admiral
Mille, who during the recent Italo-Turkish War had been brusquely prevented
from taking his squadron into the Dardanelles by a stem protest from Whitehall.
Admiral Souchon's need proved Millo's opportunity; and, giving loyalty to
Italy's Ally as his motive, Admiral Millo at once ordered Admiral Souchon's
squadron to be supplied with "best quality Cardiff coal" in the Royal
Dockyards.

Having thus succeeded in replenishing their bunkers, the Goeben and
Breslau put out from Messina under cover of darkness and made for the
Eastern Mediterranean.

Meanwhile, a poor, unfortunate Italian steamer, about to enter the Adriatic,
was taken by the lynx-eyed British for a German warship and furiously
bombarded, though luckily without success.

The Nauen Wireless Station permitted us in Berlin to listen, to the exchange
of courtesies between the British and French Squadron Commanders—
cursing over the German Squadron having made its "get-away."

Admiral Souchon brought his two ships, twenty-four hours ahead of their
pursuers, into the Dardanelles. As the Dardanelles, however, since the Berlin
Congress of 1878[8], had been neutralised, and the passage of the Straits was
barred to warships of all nations, Turkey was threatened with international
complications and with the protests of Germany's enemies, if she allowed the
two ships to remain where they were. All these difficulties, however, had been
foreseen by Admiral Souchon, who had already wirelessed a pressing request to
the German Ambassador in Constantinople to prevent any such complications. The
Ambassador, Herr von Wangenheim, had a brilliant idea. When the two ships
reached Constantinople they were transferred immediately to Turkish ownership.
The Admiral put on a Turkish fez instead of his naval cap, and fired a salute
in honour of his new Sovereign. The British Ambassador in Constantinople raised
a furious protest, but the ships remained Turkish. They were in the Imperial
Ottoman service, which meant that, financially at any rate, they would very
soon be on the rocks.

On Saturday evening, the 15th of August, some days after hearing the welcome
news of their arrival, I was descending the staircase in the Admiralty building
at Berlin, when I met my departmental Chief, who took me into his room and
showed me a dispatch from Admiral Souchon, which had just been received. It ran
as follows:

"Turkish tradesmen and contractors refuse German paper money. Immediate
dispatch five million marks in minted gold absolutely necessary."

My departmental Chief looked at me and said:

"We can't leave Admiral Souchon in the lurch! But where are we going to get
the gold? Who's got gold? No more being issued. But something must be
done, and pretty quickly."

"The regulation should not, of course, apply to cases of this sort," I said.
"I'll try my luck with the Reichsbank."

"Good!" he replied. "Do what you like, but see to it that Admiral Souchon
gets his gold."

As I stood in the street and looked round for a taxi, a private car stopped
in front of me. The wife of the Spanish Ambassador beckoned to me.

"Good evening, Captain!' called the Marquesa. Can I give you a lift
anywhere?"

"To the Reichsbank!"

In front of the Reichsbank, on the Hausvogteiplatz, Landwehr reservists in
shakos had taken the place of the Infantry of the Guard in their spiked
helmets. They were marching up and down according to regulations and presented
arms to us. The gateway to the Nibelungs' Hoard was, however, locked and
barred, and Alberich, its keeper, disconcerted by the visit at so late an hour
of a representative of the armed forces, declared simply that it was after
business hours. Fortunately, however, Herr von Glasenapp, the Vice-President,
lived in the building. The porter took me to him, and His Excellency at once
realised that he must help and was prepared to hand over the required gold.

The strong room, however, was shut, and could only be opened by putting two
keys in the lock together—two keys which were in different hands.
Geheimrat von Lumm had one of them, and the Chief of the Trésor the
other. It appeared that Geheimrat von Lumm lived on the Kaiserdamm and the
Chief of the Trésor in the Schönhauser Allee, at the other end of
Berlin.

A Reichsbank attendant was immediately put into a taxi and given strict
orders to bring the latter, dead or alive, with his key to the Reichsbank, and
as quickly as possible. I myself got into another taxi and drove to the
Kaiserdamm, to the house of Herr von Lumm. At my first ring nobody answered. I
rang again in desperation, and at last an old housekeeper came shuffling to the
door and said:

"Yes, yes, but it's so late! The Herr Geheimrat? The Herr Geheimrat is out,
of course."

"Where has he gone?"

"Oh, he never tells me. But I expect he's taking his evening drink now."

Undeterred by the housekeeper's ignorance, I seized upon a ludicrous idea. I
decided, quite simply, to put the police on the trail of the Herr because, as I
said to myself, if the police could manage to find a man who had stolen silver
spoons, then they would certainly know how to lay hands on so well-known a
person as Herr Lumm.

So I rushed back to Police Headquarters.

"Where is the office of the C.I.D.?"

The Commissioner on duty was quite excited by such a late visit from a naval
officer.

"Whom are we to arrest, Captain?"

"Geheimrat von Lumm of the Reichsbank."

"Whom did you say, Captain? Geheimrat von Lumm of the Reichsbank?"

"It's not quite as bad as you think, my dear Commissioner, but Herr Lumm,
who is very probably at this moment in some wine-restaurant in Central Berlin,
must be found before midnight, whatever happens, and taken to the
Reichsbank."

"Very well," said the Commissioner; "I'll send a few C.I.D. men out
immediately."

There was no object in waiting at Police Headquarters till Herr Lumm was
found; so I drove back to the Admiralty and awaited events. At ten o'clock at
night I was rung up by the Commissioner on duty.

"The Herr von Lucian has just been found at Kempinski's and is being
delivered at the Reichsbank."

Now we could get to work. When I appeared at the Railways Department of the
Great General Staff on the Moltkestrasse and asked for a special train to
Constantinople, they showed blank amazement at my naive ideas of railway
management in war-time, but I harangued them for all I was worth, and finally
succeeded in convincing them that by the following morning we must have a train
to transport our millions in gold to Constantinople. I could not get the
through train to Constantinople that I wanted, but they told me that the train
could go as far as Bodenbach on the Austrian frontier.

"Farther than Bodenbach we cannot guarantee, and the Austrians will have to
arrange for the rest of the journey."

The Austrian Embassy was opposite the General Staff building, and the
Counsellor, Count Hoyos, promised that the War Office in Vienna would provide a
train from Bodenbach through the Balkans to Constantinople.

"I must, however, point out," added Count Hoyos, "that there are unlimited
possibilities of trouble in connection with the transport of gold right through
the Balkans."

I had no time to think of all these possibilities; I had to return to the
Admiralty. The Reichsbank explained over the telephone that all was going well;
the officials were already assembled to count the gold, and the boxes would be
packed in an hour's time.

The young lady at the Admiralty telephone exchange then proceeded to tumble
a number of important gentlemen of the postal service out of their beds, and
was able to announce half an hour later that six big postal vans would arrive
at eight o'clock next morning in front of the Reichsbank.

From now on the telephones worked incessantly. Telephone message from the
Reichsbank:

"The Admiralty must provide an escort for the gold through the streets of
Berlin!"

Telephone message from Police Headquarters:

"Our bicycle patrols will be before the Reichsbank at half-past seven."

Telephone message from the Railways Division of the General Staff:

"The train for Bodenbach will be waiting in the Anhalter Bahnhof at nine
o'clock."

Telephone message to the Deutsche Bank:

"The Admiralty would be obliged for the loan of an official familiar with
the conditions in the Balkans and in Turkey."

Telephone messages to the Turkish and Rumanian Legations for visas.

Telephone messages that the Bulgarian Minister, who also had to give a visa,
could not be found.

A call for help to the police!

"Herr Commissioner! You've done so splendidly in finding Geheimrat von Lumm,
will you be good enough now to find the Bulgarian Minister?"

The police found the Bulgarian Minister as well. He was much surprised when
he suddenly found detectives standing before him, being at the time in pyjamas.
The official, who had been impressed with the necessity of bringing the
Minister to the Legation as quickly as possible, helped him into a
dressing-gown, put him into a taxi, and took him home.



Having on previous occasions asked Dr. Helfferich the Director of the
Deutsche Bank, for his advice about monetary matters of a technical nature, I
now rang him up too. This transport of gold interested him keenly, and he
turned up early in the morning at the Admiralty to drive with me to the
Reichsbank. As we drew up we were filled with alarm. The bank premises were
surrounded with most suspicious-looking persons. Slowly it dawned upon us that
they were detectives in disguise doing their job.

The boxes were lifted into the vans, and the column moved off. We drove so
slowly in front, that Helfferich remarked:

"We look just like a funeral procession[3q]."

The same afternoon at four o'clock I was rung up from Bodenbach by Dr.
Weigelt of the Deutsche Bank who had been lent to me by Helfferich to take
charge of the transport.

He explained that the train promised by the Austrians to make the connection
was not there, and that, as it was Sunday, he was unable to dig out any
officials of the Austrian military administration, but that a solution had been
found. The Austrian Automobile Corps had declared its readiness to take the
boxes to Vienna.

As there was nothing else to be done, I told Dr. Weigelt that I agreed to
this course, and that I should be able to arrange for a train from Vienna
onwards.

On Monday, the 17th of August, a gentleman from the Austrian Embassy
appeared at the Admiralty in a state of great excitement. He waved a telegram
from Vienna in his hand, reading as follows:

"We have just succeeded in making an arrest in Vienna which has apparently
frustrated enemy plans. A number of motor-cars have reached Vienna, and the
unusual conduct of their occupants awakened the suspicions of the police. No
time was lost, and the occupants of the cars were arrested; in the cars were
large boxes, one of which was opened. It was filled to the top with gold, which
is apparently to-tended for Serbian propaganda in Austrian territory. The
astonishing thing is that the gold is in German currency. On examination, the
arrested men gave contradictory explanations, so that it is quite evident that
it is an affair of Serbian agents, who, strange to say, are provided with
German passports. They are all held in prison for inquiry and await sentence
"

When I had read the telegram, the gentleman from the Austrian Embassy was
astounded to see me start foaming at the mouth. Then I began to laugh, and
rushed to the telephone.

In the afternoon the Austrian Embassy telephoned:

"Your consignment of gold has been dispatched by special express train to
Budapest. With regard to the mistaken arrest of your men in charge, we ask a
thousand pardons for the misunderstanding that has arisen."

By Saturday, August the 22nd, a telegram from Constantinople lay on my
table:

"Gold consignment just arrived safely. Will be handed over to Mediterranean
Squadron to-day."



In the meantime Admiral Souchon's appeal for help had gradually worked its
way through official channels. By this path it eventually reached the
appropriate department in the course of the week. On Thursday, August the 10th,
Corvette-Captain Oldekop stepped into my office.

"I say—we have just received a wire from Admiral Souchon. He seems
to want a few millions in gold. Can one do that sort of thing? Who could put it
through?"

"It was sent off from the Anhalter Bahnhof last Sunday morning, sir, and we
have just been informed that it has already crossed the Rumanian-Bulgarian
frontier."

"Oh, really? Thanks most awfully!"



The consignment of gold had safely reached Constantinople and the enemy's
hunt for Admiral Souchon's squadron had ended unsuccessfully.



When war broke out, German cruisers were scattered all over the world, and
the news of mobilisation reached them in the most unlikely places. The most
important unit, apart from the Mediterranean Squadron, was the Cruiser Squadron
in the Far East, consisting of the Scharnhorst and the Gneisenau,
accompanied by the four light cruisers Leipzig, Dresden, Nurnberg, and
Emden. Even the Admiralty in Berlin was uncertain where Count Spee was
with his squadron at the outbreak of war. He had last been heard of in
Tsingtao.

Naturally Count Spee was not unaware of the storm brewing over Europe while
he cruised in distant seas. His wireless officers intercepted the messages of
cruisers which were soon to become hostile, and Admiral Spee was quite
conscious of the fact that the movements of his squadron were being followed
with particular interest by the Admiralties in London, Paris, and St.
Petersburg. When hostilities began, he succeeded for a long time in concealing
his aims and intentions, and in harassing the Allies and their Admiralties with
the weapon they had most to fear—uncertainty!

The German Admiralty, whose duty it was to work out the general lines of
active naval operations, and to transmit instructions to the squadron and
individual commanders, was compelled by the suddenness of the conflict and the
precipitate course of events to give carte blanche to all cruisers in
foreign waters, wherever they might be. They were left to make their own plans,
since they were completely isolated from headquarters. In some cases it was
impossible even to instruct the cruisers to act independently, as some of those
warships, sailing alone, had been veiling their movements for some days.

Count Spee still possessed one line of communication with Berlin
—through the Naval Attaché in Tokio, Captain von Knorr. Some days
before the outbreak of war, when hostilities appeared to be imminent, the
latter cabled that it was essential to send two million yen to Admiral Spee
immediately, so that his movements should not be restricted. This money had to
be sent to Tokio
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