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As related elsewhere in this issue (page 95), Bernard M. Goldowsky
had been engaged clandestinely in intelligence work during World
War I. Prior to the United States entry into the war this activity
had been under the aegis of John R. Ralhom, editor of the Providence Journal-Bulletin
papers. T h e work was carried out in close
cooperation with an underground organization of Czech-American
patriots headed by a brilliant young counter-intelligence operator
named Emmanuel V. Voska (later, after our entry into the war, a
captain in Army Intelligence). T h e two episodes quoted at length
here were contained in a series of articles by Voska and the late Will
Irwin, American journalist, which appeared in the Saturday
Evening
Post in 1940.
Irwin wrote later that the sensational exposes of the German plots
in The Providence
Journal and much of the work of our Federal
police in convicting plotters could be credited to the work of the
counter-espionage network organized by Voska among the American
Czechs and Slovaks.
Bernard M. Goldowsky had himself revealed that his intelligence
alias was "Mr. Brown", the exploits of whom are here described.
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"Once we had decided [wrote Voska] we could effectively attack
Germany and Austria-Hungary through an organization of counterespionage in this country, we moved in very swiftly. By the middle
of October, 1914, we had begun to perfect the setup which we carried through until February, 1917.
"Our entire organization really functioned as a triangle. Capt.
Guy Gaunt, who was a naval attache of the British Embassy at
Washington, was in one corner. T h e group of Czech and Slovak
revolutionists was in another. And John R. Rathorn, a noted American editor, was in the third.
"Rathom was an extraordinary man. I first came to know him,
and to work with him, through Gaunt. They were both Australians
by birth. . . .
"Intelligence work is mostly drudgery. It consists largely in taking one fact, unimportant in itself, and fitting it into another fact,
and then another, until they make a pattern—like a picure puzzle.
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"I can illustrate this best, I think, by the case of Werner Horn,
the dynamiter—the first of our operations which broke into print.
"Long before the Germans began planting dynamite, we knew
their intentions. How? From gossip and vague hints picked up
[by our operatives] . . . .
"Comparison of sentences from intercepted letters showed that
. . . [Werner] Horn, a German officer, had orders to pull a dynamiting job. He was living in New York under an assumed name. A
letter addressed to him under that name, but plainly revealing
his identity, fell into our hands. That gave us his location. Our
men tailed him while he bought dynamite and an old cheap outfit
of workmen's clothes at a second hand store. Then we intercepted
a letter to him, enclosing a ticket and a reservation for a lower
berth to Vanceboro, Maine, on the Canadian border. T o guard
against identification by station agents, the German always followed
that plan when they sent a man on a big job. The reservation, of
course, carried the date of the journey. At Vanceboro, a long railroad bridge runs over the St. Croix River into Canada. When other
intercepted letters referred to a Canadian operation', we had the
whole picture. They were sending Horn to dynamite the international bridge on the Canadian side. If he wrecked the bridge on
the American side and our foreknowledge of the affair came out,
we might stand guilty under American law as accessories before the
fact. But Rathom knew the German dynamiters were not yet endangering human life, and he felt—as probably did Gaunt—that
such an exposure as we planned was worth a little damaged property
to the British.
"At this point Rathom took over. He had an agent named Brown,
an American of the old stock [sic!]. I don't remember whether this
man was a reporter, or a detective by regular occupation, but he did
good work then and thereafter. He picked up the trail of Horn,
and our men dropped out. The dynamiter boarded the train disguished as a workman in reduced circumstances and carrying the
dynamite, fuse and caps in an old carpet bag. Brown got the upper
berth in the same section. Another of Rathom's agents traveled in
the same train. It was winter, and the car was overheated, as usual.
All night Brown lay panting and perspiring and worrying for fear
a hot pipe would set off the stuff beneath him.
"Horn, with Brown still trailing him, put up next morning at a
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small hotel in Vanceboro. That evening he went to the station,
made an inquiry about trains crossing the bridge, and checked the
bag containing his excess dynamite. Then, interrupted twice by passing trains, he walked out on the bridge, crossed the international
line and hooked his charge to the guard rail. He had instructions
to avoid wrecking a train, so he put his ear to the rails and assured
himself that nothing was coming before he lit the fuse from his
cigar and ran back toward the United States.
" T h e explosion did not really wreck the bridge. The piers remained intact, and it was easily repaired. Brown, who had kept
a discreet distance, picked him up on the American side and continued to tail him while Rathom's other agent laid information with
the local police. They caught him in his room, rubbing his hands
with snow from the window still to prevent frostbite, for it was a
bitterly cold night and he and Brown had nearly frozen. Rathom
saw that all this got a big play in the newspapers. He arranged it so
that Brown figured either as a reporter for the Journal, a Federal
agent or some kind of policeman. And no one, not even the Germans, suspected that our people had a hand in the affair.
"I remember this job especially because of two episodes that threw
light on the psychology with which we were dealing. When Horn
made a first lying confession, designed to guard the men behind the
act, the police asked him why, wearing that soiled and tattered disguise, he rode to the scene of action in a luxury train. He answered
proudly: 'I am a German officer. We always travel first class.' The
police typed out his statement. He swore to it it in the name of God
and had started to sign it, when Brown snatched the pen out of his
hand and wrote at the foot of the document:
" 'I affirm on the sacred honor of a German officer that the above
statement is true.' Horn read the addition and refused to sign."
Before Brown and the rest were through with him, however, he
had made a true confession of the facts; and the Department of Justice secured a conviction.
Voska later wrote: "In his 'beat' on this story . . . [Rathom, in accordance with his policy of pardonable deception] attributed the
job to the Secret Service and 'other agencies.' In private conversation he gave the credit lo his own force and even introduced me to
a 'Mr. Brown' who, he said, deserved the first prize."
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PORTFOLIO

Dr. Heinrich Albert, a mild-mannered and cautious German, was
the chief commercial attache of the German embassy in the United
States. He maintained two offices in downtown New York operating
under the names Central Purchasing Company and American Import
and Export Company, whose primary mission was to beat the British
blockade by exporting vital raw materials to neutral countries from
which were transshipped to Germany.
Will Irwin wrote: "According to a story often published [an] agent
Burke of the United States Secret Service, lifted Doctor Albert's
portfolio on the New York elevated railway on July 24, 1915. The
operation . . . [described here by] Voska occurred on July 31, 1915.
What the Secret Service got, no outsider knows to this day. What
Rathom's men got were the documents published in the New York
World beginning on August fifteenth of that year."
Voska and his group had gotten word that a Help Wanted advertisement was to appear in the Fatherland, George Sylvester Viereck's
German propaganda organ, reading about like this:
WANTED: Woman stenographer, One of German or Austrian
descent preferred. Apply at American Import and Export
Co., 1 Broadway.
Forewarned, Voska had his bright daughter, Villa, then seventeen,
apply for the job. "Villa was a good stenographer", wrote Voska.
She appeared at the office promptly at nine o'clock. She claimed that
her parents were Austrian and that she had studied German in high
school. "It was easy", Villa later related, "The copy of Fatherland
in my hand made a beautiful impression." Villa made herself indispensable about the office and gained the confidence and affection of
her employers. She studied Albert's habits, rummaged in his files,
and picked up tips from office gossip. On leaving the office for the
evening, she would carry the mail for posting. She brought it straight
home, unstamped, where it was steamed open and photostated before
mailing.
Voska continues the story: "I askecl Villa to study his [Doctor
Albert's] habits . . . . Villa learned that when he entered or left the
office, he always carried an old leather brief case fastened with a
clasp and straps. When he was in the office, he kept it beside him
on his desk.
"We put shadows on Albert. His routine never varied. He left

The Mysterious

Mr.

Brown

121

the office carrying the brief case, took the Sixth Avenue elevated,
walked home from the station. In the morning he reversed the
route and never for an instant did he remove his hand from the
case. . . ."
Rathom 'then took over the case: "Rathom's men studied the portfolio until they knew its pattern and make. Buying one like it,
they aged it artificially and padded it with newspapers to match.
Day after day, one or another of Rathom's men followed Doctor
Albert, hoping for a moment when he would take his hands off
from his portfolio, giving them a chance to make a fast substitution.
T h e moment never came. He hung on to it as to his life. As it grew
fatter and fatter with accumulated papers, so did the one which the
agent carried. Finally, they both bulged until they seemed ready to
burst.
"One clay Doctor Albert varied his routine. Instead of going
straight to die office, he left the elevated at the 23rd Street station
—this time without his portfolio. His shadow followed him to a
fashionable leather store. Doctor Albert asked for a large portfolio.
He ordered his initials engraved on the brass plate which covered
the lock.
" 'I want them in the form of a monogram', he said. 'Like this',
and he took a piece of paper and drew a combined H and A. He
paid a deposit. T h e clerk put Albert's design for a monogram inside
the portfolio.
"All that time Rathom's man had been standing by, idly looking
over the goods in the showcase.
"When Albert left, he said to the clerk: 'I like the looks of the
portfolio that gentleman just ordered. I think perhaps I'll get one
of them myself. May I see it?'
"The clerk, eager to make a sale, handed it over. The agent opened it. On a pretense of examining the inside, he got Albert's drawing of the monogram into the eye of his mind.
" 'I'll take one just like it', 'he said. He paid cash and carried his
purchase straight to an engraver, who put Doctor Albert's monogram on the lock plate.
"Three or four days later, Rathom's men brought off the big job.
T h e cars on the New York elevated lines have die same interior
plan. In the middle and on either side of the aisle are two seats,
accommodating two passengers each and facing each other. From
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their backs, long seats—virtually benches—run parallel wi-th the
walls of the car. A man seated on one of diese benches and at a
point where it meets a cross seat, can very hiandily pick up anything lying on its cushion. We had observed a useful fact about Albert's habits. He left his office rather early, so as to avoid the 5:15
rush. If he could, he always occupied the same place on one of
those cross seats—next to the window and facing forward. By way
of concealment, he would stand up the portfolio between his body
and the wall, and ride with his hand on it.
"On the afternoon of July 31, 1915, Brown, die same agent who
trapped Horn, the dyamiter, followed Albert into a Sixth Avenue
train at the South Ferry. Albert took his pet seat. Brown, carrying the duplicate of the new portfolio, slipped into that spot on
the lengthwise seat where it joins the cross seat.
Another of Rathom's agents—his name escapes me [possibly my
father's superintendent, George P. Dixon]—entered the car at the
same time. He was a husky fellow with a talent for impersonating
a plug-ugly. Fie stationed himself at the front entrance. A guard,
who opened the doors at the stations and kept order when necessary, always stood at this point.
"So they rode for two or three stations, until the car filled up.
Then the agent at the front door lit a cigarette.
" 'Hey! Don't you know you can't smoke here?' said the guard.
" 'Who's going to stop me?' roared the tough-looking agent.
" 'I'll stop you!' said the guard.
"Whereupon the agent, roaring like a bull, laid hands on the
guard. They tussled down the aisle. People began to get out of
the way. Everyone sprang to his feet, either in fear or in curiosity.
Albert, too, rose. For the first time, his hand left the portfolio. It
took only a second for Brown to grab it and slip his own into its
place. Suddenly Albert glanced downward. The portfolio was still
there, apparently. He sat down and put his hand on it.
"Our plug-ugly had been squabbling with one eye on Albert.
When he saw his man sit clown, his own attitude changed. His simulated rage turned to amiability. He apologized to the passengers.
He was very sorry—he'd had one too many.
"At the next station, Brown left the train with the portfolio and
hurried to Rathom's offce. Agent No. 2 remained in place for two

