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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.

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"—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, the
Ambassador of His Britannic Majesty, and Mr. James W. Gerard, 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, 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 knows, and in another second all the
torpedo-boat flotillas: "War with England!"

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
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 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, 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."

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 by the quickest possible route, for if it did not arrive soon
the squadron would have to allow itself to be interned, as it could only pay
its way in foreign harbours in a wartime with cash. The telegram which Captain
von Knorr sent to Berlin arrived by the usual route, via New York and London. I
was ordered, on August the 2nd, to arrange that Count Spee should receive his
money as soon as possible, and I cabled to New York giving instructions that a
German bank in that city should wire two million yen to Captain von Knorr in
Tokio.
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