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This is the first time I've attended a convention of collectors
of any kind. As a professional writer I wanted to find out, what
is the secret of being a successful paper money collector? So I
sat down and talked to some of your wiser men and it quickly
turned out the best way, really--I should have been born around
the turn of the century, my name should have been George H.
Blake, and I should have come from Jersey City. My job was to
be finding paper money for Colonel Green. If I couldn't do that,
the next best was to be a fellow by the name of Bill Philpott
from Dallas, Texas, and wean my way into the favor of Federal
Reserve officers and local bankers and have access to all the
rare issues I wanted. At face value, plus a bottle of liquor--or a
case of grapefruit. If I couldn't do that, the next thing was to be
a fellow named Amon Carter. And since all three are
unavailable now, I decided the only thing really is to
occasionally write about the subject-and not try to be a
collector. So I'm not going to get into the field. Actually, I once
did get into the field: I once collected counterfeiters. That's how
my first book, MONEY OF THEIR OWN, came about. I got
into it because life is very peculiar, and filled with strange
quirks.
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In 1952, I was a reasonably successful free-lance writer,
writing magazine pieces but I got very restless. So I tried to
dream up some foreign assignment. I sold two editors and my
wife and I took off to Mexico City. There was a crazy piece there
that brought me to the attention of the Bank of Mexico and a
man named Alfonso Quiroz, who was the head of the Division
of Special Investigations for the Bank of Mexico--which is their
Federal Reserve Bank, their central bank. And Quiroz' job
there was roughly like the chief of the U.S. Secret Service, only
he had nothing to do with protecting the President. When the
piece I was there for was nearly finished, Sr. Quiroz said, "I
wonder, Senor Bloom, if you'd be interested in a real crime?" I
said of course. "I have discovered the identity of the assassin of
Leon Trotsky." I said, "But everybody knows who he is, he's in
prison--you have him in prison, a Canadian by the name of
Monard, or something." "No, no, no, that's not his real name,
that's not his real identity. He is a Barcelona Communist, his
name is Ramon Mercader del Rio, and I can prove it."
Eventually it made an extraordinary piece, and I was very
fortunate and eventually there was a book and a movie.

Quiroz had a library on crime, counterfeiting. I was waiting
for him one morning and there was a thin little book in that
library, THE PORTUGUESE BANK NOTE CASE, by Sir
Cecil Kisch. I opened it, found mostly it was a lawyer talking to
other lawyers and jurists. Yet I could sense that something
really big had happened here, but I couldn't quite figure out
what it was. Kisch really wasn't interested in the plot but only
in the legal aftermath. Sr. Quiroz lent it to me. Eventually,
using researchers in Lisbon, I did a so-so magazine piece on it
about 1954. An editor at Scribner's saw it, and said, "Gee, if
there are any more cases like that, we might make a book." So I
began doing some more pieces-READER'S DIGEST, TRUE,
HARPER'S-and eventually the book MONEY OF THEIR
OWN resulted. At one time I asked some sociologists and
criminologists if there had been a study of counterfeiters. But
there wasn't. A rare breed, apparently. What it really came to
was that a counterfeiter counterfeits for a very logical reason:
the way to make money is to make money.

The first one I met was in Lecumberri penitentiary. And any
of you who collect 50 and 100 peso notes of Mexico of the 1940s
may have some of his products. He was a Frenchman named
Don adieu who came to Mexico in 1936 after a worldwide career
as a counterfeiter, drug smuggler, and ladies' man. When he
came to Mexico he turned out a bad counterfeit, was jailed, and
then freed by a group called the Cristeros. This was in 1936
when Cardenas had taken over church property, and there was
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a terrible conflict between the Catholics and the leftist
government of Cardenas. The Cristeros were an underground
movement who freed Donadieu from prison to make notes with
which they could help overthrow the government. They kept
hustling him from safe-house to safe-house. But in between he
turned out these 50 and 100 peso notes of 1944 and 1948. I've
seen some of them--they're a rather good job. But eventually he
was caught, he did his time, and is an old man now.

The man I got interested in next is a great rarity. Some of you
have wondered why I have been asking if you know of any
collectors who have any Emanuel Ninger notes. Many would
shake their heads and say, "Who he?". Ninger is our great
American rarity. He drew by hand $20s, $50s, and $100s. He
did this for 14 years undetected, and he passed roughly
between $40,000 and $60,000 worth. He made himself an
income from four to five times of what the average blue collar
man was making in those days. He lived rather well. Nothing
more than a pen and ink and a fair bond paper which he used to
soak in weak coffee. That's the only thing he had. He came to
the United States in 1882, and lived in Flagtown, New Jersey. I
once visited his house, and he didn't even have a north light for
his work. Ordinary east light, and he did five or six notes a
month by hand. Some of you may have seen them--the Secret
Service has several. I've always been hoping to find a
surreptitious collector. So far I haven't found any but if you
know of any, do please let me know.

My next character was not an American, and it's still a
question today whether what he did was really counterfeiting.
But whatever he did he made a lot of money at it--he made $2
million, and the British government, which considered itself
the victim, couldn't do a damn thing about it. His name is Jose
Beraha Zdravko, and he's a wealthy, respected distributor of
agricultural machinery in Vienna today. Originally he was a
Yugoslav with a Spanish passport, who counterfeited British
gold sovereigns, a remarkable combination, even for post-
World War II.

As you know, the British demonetized gold in the 30s, and
after the war, everyone wanted to get their hands on gold--they
didn't trust paper money the way you people do. They wanted
gold they could trust. So gold, right after World War II,
commanded an enormous premium. So much so, that the
ordinary gold sovereign, which originally was worth
presumably $4.86 in gold, was selling for $20 and $25 each.
Beraha at the time was in Milan, and he had an idea. The
British said the gold sovereign was no longer legal tender as
far as they were concerned, so he and a couple of compatriots
got an old stamping mill, bought gold, and they started turning
out gold sovereigns. The only difference between theirs and the
British is that theirs had a pinch more gold in them. They sold
very fast since everybody wanted British gold. There was no
way buyers could detect whether they were Beraha's or the
British. Both were gold. Beraha made a good deal of money--
close to $2 million, and eventually when the police started
getting hot, because the British had applied for extradition, he
moved to Switzerland. Finally the British put pressure on the
Swiss, and eventually after it went to the highest Swiss court,
the Swiss refused to extradite him, on the ground he had
committed no crime, he hadn't cheated anyone, so case
dismissed.

Another man got away with it. This one is a marvelous
mystery, and the British are still embarrassed by it. This is
really, I suppose, for the stamp crowd, rather than you people.
There was a British one shilling stamp, and to this day, you'll
find people in London who'll make guesses as to who the guy
was. Whoever he was, he started in 1870, and obviously worked
in the Stock Exchange post office. In those days when you sent

a telegram, most local telegrams were a shilling, you wrote it
out, the clerk took it, you gave him a shilling, and he put on an
ordinary one-shilling postage stamp--the Victorian. This clerk
saw the possibilities, and he started making his own one-
shilling stamps. And every time they gave him a shilling, he
put down one of his stamps; he didn't even bother putting a
watermark on it, 'cause who's going to look for a watermark.
Since he'd cancel it heavily, you really couldn't tell. He wasn't
greedy; if you had a longer telegram requiring two shilling
stamps, he'd only put one of his on, and one of the
government's. He kept it up for two years, and the best estimate
is that he made about $150,000. In 1872, $150,000 would be
really the equivalent today of $2 million. He retired on a
pension and bought a magnificent house. They're pretty sure
they know who it was. By the time they caught on, they
couldn't do anything about it-except interview him discreetly.
And of course he said, "I don't know what you are talking
about, gentlemen," and that was the end of it. But this is one of
those rare instances where the counterfeiter really defeated the
government, and got out in time. Most of them don't.

In our own country, of course, one of the great ones of the 19th
century, and I'm sure many of you have come across his work,
particularly those of you who have collected any of the 7.30
issues of the 19th century, was William E. Brockway--
sometimes known as Col. E. W. Spencer. What was remarkable
about Brockway, one of the great counterfeiters of the 19th
century, was that for six months he was actually a member of
the U.S. Secret Service. It wasn't too big a trick, though,
because after the Civil War the U.S. Secret Service was not
what it is today. In fact, there were a lot of crooks there, bribery
was not unknown, and for Brockway to be in it was not that
great a feat.

Brockway was the original man with two families. He had a
wife and family in Philadelphia nad another one in Brooklyn,
and he commuted between them--he had other problems. He
was very shrewd, very clever. He finally died at the age of 98.
He was totally unrepentent to the end. And he's buried, as it
happens, in a cemetery in New Haven, which has all the great
alumni of Yale University. A remarkable attribute of many of
these counterfeiters: they lived very long lives. I don't know
what the connection is.

The most extraordinary pair are the ones who pulled the hat
trick in America. The hat trick in counterfeiting is forcing the
government to call in an issue. They give up. The most recent-
three years ago--Colombia was forced to call in its 500-peso note
as a result of an extraordinary theft in one of their central
banks. A few million dollars worth of those notes were stolen,
and they had to call them all in. The British called in their
"black and white" notes, the pre-war, because of the Nazi
counterfeiting, and in 1898, the $100 note of 1891--the James
Monroe note--was called in by the federal government because
two cigar manufacturers of Lancaster, Pennsylvania--Jacobs
and Kendig--pulled the incredible operation--one of the most
startling in U.S. criminal history.

Ingenious men, rather successful manufacturers. They got
into the field because they were looking for a way to beat the
government on their Internal Revenue stamps, which you had
to put on cigars, then as now. How to find and persuade a
printer and engraver--they knew they couldn't tell him--
"Listen, we're out to save ourselves a few bucks." They started
a little home remedy--Indian Rheumatic Ulmer Syrup--and
they actually sold a few bottles. They went to this engraver and
then to the printer and said--"Listen, we have competitors
coming up, and we have to have a strong label, so we're going to
have these initials-I.R.U.S., I.R.U.S., running across the
pattern and the color." It didn't occur to the simple engraver
that I.R.U.S. run repeatedly could also be taken as U.S.I.R.,
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U.S.I.R., which is U.S. Internal Revenue. Eventually they got
their stamps. They did very well at it and they figured if they
could do so well on Bureau of Internal Revenue stamps, how
about $100 bills. They damn near got away with it.

Sometimes you think in a case like this that fates are pushing
them along. But after a while the gods got tired of it and at the
last moment someone pulled the plug on them, Incidentally,
their case led to one of the great typical situations in the movies
when the city editor of the paper knows more than the cops, the
detective, and the Secret Service. It really started when the
Secret Service was getting nowhere on the Jacobs-Kendig case,
so the Secretary of the Treasury pulled in the editor of the
CHICAGO TRIBUNE, a fellow by the name of John Wilkie,
and said, "Listen, these clowns are not getting anyplace--
you're smart, let's see what you can do." And he's the one who
broke the case. And from then on we have these many stories
and films of the great and wise city editors who know more
than the cops do.

By now most of you have heard the story of the Nazi counter-
feiting of the British pound notes. I had done a long piece on it
for HARPER'S back in the 50s. I had met Kruger, who was the
Nazi major in charge of the operation. He is still alive, by the
way, and lives in Hamburg. He's 75 and dying of cancer. Very
amiable guy, very nice guy. The original chapter of my book
was called Bernie & Solly. Bernie was Fredrich Walter
Bernhard Kruger, the Nazi major; and Solly was Soloman
Smolianoff, a Russian counterfeiter.

As in all cases, when nations resort to counterfeiting in
wartime, they do it very surreptitiously. Killing people is one
thing--that's the announced purpose of war--but counterfeiting
an enemy's currency is apparently always considered
shameful and always there are absolutely no written orders
here. There isn't a single written order in all the Nazi records
referring to Operation Bernhard. Similarly, when Napoleon
counterfeited British pound notes there wasn't a single written
reference in any of his correspondence or anything to it.
Apparently it's all right to kill people in wartime, but for God's
sake, don't counterfeit their currency.

Kruger fascinated me because when he came up for de-
nazification proceedings his trial lasted 11 minutes. Ten of the
prisoners testified for him: he had saved their lives. There were
140 Jewish prisoners pulled out of concentration camps. None
of them were criminals. They were bank tellers, photographers,
engravers, paper handlers, printers--anyone they thought they
could use. The only criminal who came aboard in 1944 was
Solly Smolianoff, the famous Russian counterfeiter.

Kruger had a major problem--he couldn't figure out the
numerical system on U.S. notes. I was thinking of this because
one of your members--George Killian of New York--in the
PAPER MONEY issue in the early 60s obviously went to a
great deal of work to determine all the numerical relationships.
He must have spent months on it. This is the same job that
Kruger had to do, only he didn't have lots of banknotes to try
and work out a system. He was licked until he got through the
Swedish office of the Nazi Secret Service a copy of LIFE
magazine for April, 1942. There it was--big as life--telling him
exactly what all the numerical sequences and plate numbers
were. From that he was able to work it out.

They never finished the U.S. $20 they were going to do. The
British pound notes, of course, I'm sure you've seen, probably a
lot of you have--I have a few copies of them. To this day when
people present these notes to the Bank of England there are two
possibilities: you'll be paid off in full of they'll seize the note.
And apparently whatever test they are using is a very quick
one, because it's done in about five seconds. The clerk takes it

behind the screen, and five seconds later says, "Fine, how do
you want it?" or "I'm sorry, we're confiscating it, here's a pink
slip for it."

Kruger's team turned out $640,000,000 worth of pound notes,
unquestionably the world's counterfeit record. A lot of them
were used to pay off spies and Quislings. Cicero—Five-
Fingers—was paid off this way. A good deal more was farmed
out to hotel keepers in neutral countries to get good currency,
gold, diamonds, whatever. There was an enormous network.
The notes still turn up in Lake Toplitz, where a lot of it was
dumped, just before the end of the war. Some of the prisoners
are still alive. I talked to several of them in Berlin a few years
ago. They agree that Kruger saved their lives. He'd been a
perfectly good Nazi, and his own purpose was not saving their
lives, but his, Because once they finished the British pound
note work, he would have been sent to the Russian front. He
wanted to stall, and the prisoners, of course, wanted to stall, so
it became a perfect marriage, and they got along very well, the
ultimate odd coupling.

My final, and my favorite: I suppose every collector has one
note he looks at and says, "Oh boy, don't ask me to sell that! I
can't." In a sense my final collector's item is an improbable
Portuguese named Artur Alves Reis. My original two
paragraphs in the book I did on the case in 1966 is slightly
overwritten, but really expresses exactly my feeling about the
man. Let me read it to you:

"Artur Alves Reis is my favorite. In this collection he is to me
what the British Guiana 1856 one-cent magenta is to a
philatelist, an 1822 U. S. gold half-eagle is to a numismatist, a
Button Gwinnett signature is to an autograph collector. Alves
Reis is the essence of all these great collector's items and more;
he is the first and last private citizen who carried the crime of
counterfeiting to its logical conclusion. He began, as all
ordinary counterfeiters do, by competing with the state in one
of its very important sovereign functions; he ended up nearly,
very nearly, becoming the state without the benefit of coup
d'etat or an army.

He accomplished much else too in a very short time. He gave
the government of Portugual its greatest shock since the
Lisbon earthquake of 1755, its greatest fright since the
Napoleonic wars. He paved the way for the most enduring
dictatorship of our time. He gave the British courts one of the
knottiest and most expensive legal tangles in history. And he
aged the world's bankers visibly when the full, terrifying
import of what he had been up to hit them. As I say, he is my
favorite."

I've talked to banknote people around the world about this
case. One of them expressed it very well. He said, "You know I
have a feeling that the gods were trifling up there on this one."
They had a bet-they wanted to see how far this nonsense could
go." And every time he made a silly mistake, and he made
many, the gods would cover for him: a letter mailed wouldn't
get delivered; somebody would not tell somebody else; a
telephone line would go dead. Everytime his crime was about to
be exposed, they stepped in and kept it going.

Really, there is no other way to explain the incredible
coincidences, the extraordinary stupidity, and the marvelous
way in which everything fitted together for a man who was a
total amateur—a bankrupt. He had done 60 days in prison, had
little money left, yet he dreamed up this marvelous scheme to
get control of not only a little bank, but the central Bank of
Portugal itself. And he came within two weeks of succeeding.
For counterfeiting this is the case. The difficulty is it makes all
the other cases seem miserably unimaginative.
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Reis was born in 1896, died in the early 50s. About five feet
six, broad shouldered, and like most Portuguese men, very vain
about his feet, so he always wore his shoes one size too small.
He had faked an Oxford diploma to show he was an Oxford
graduate, and on the basis of that got himself a job in Angola
as inspector of public works. He was the only Oxford graduate
in all of Angola in 1916. He had a lot of cunning, and obviously
some engineering ability. And he put together a business, and
was doing fairly well, moved back to Lisbon, and there got
wiped out in a little depression in 1923. He started a company to
exploit a mineral belt of Southern Angola. He attempted to
gain control of a railroad by investing money from the
company treasury. The stockholders caught up with him and
he was arrested July 5, 1924 in Lisbon. He spent a couple
months in jail, and he started giving a lot of thought to a new
scheme. The germ of the idea started forming, and by the time
he got out he had it in hand.

Counterfeiting is a very obvious crime. The government says
this piece of paper is worth $100. But you look at it and say,
"Not to me. I can make that; I can print that; I could offset this,
or I could draw this. You say it's worth $100. I could replicate it
for 10c, 15c, $1.00; I'm still ahead." The difficulty, of course, is
that every crook thinks along the same line. It's a crime the
government has to punish severely because it threatens the
state as no other crime except treason. So counterfeiters have to
be hunted down rigorously and punished severely. The second
problem of counterfeiters, of course, is passing the damn stuff.
It's one thing to offset print it and put loving touches on it, but
generally you have to employ the dregs of the underworld to
pass it to get it out very fast. You sell it at a tremendous
discount. 10c to 12c on the dollar. And eventually these
underworld types are going to trip you up in their anxiety to
pass the stuff in a hurry, and it will be traced back to you.
Finally, of course, you come against the basic obstacle: the
government can't fool around on this. You may get yourself off
with a little probation for many part-time offenses but not on
counterfeiting. The government can't fool around on that.

These are the basic obstacles, and what Reis did in prison
was to figure out how to get around all three of them. A
remarkable feat for a guy who really had at most, I'd say, a
couple of years of high school. How did he do it? 1. You don't try
to compete with the government—they obviously have the best
engravers, the best intaglio presses, the best paper. So why
not go to the government source for your paper, your notes? 2.
Why should you have to employ the dregs of the underworld?
The best way to pass money is through a bank. Your own bank.
Which he did. 3. What if you couldn't be prosecuted? In
Portugal, as in many European countries, up until World War
II, the central bank was owned jointly by the government of
Portugal and private citizens, just as you might own stock in
Chase Manhattan Bank today. Reis figured with his profits of
his private bank the wisest thing to do was to buy stock of the
Central Bank. And when you have majority control, why on
earth would the Central Bank think of prosecuting its chief
stockholder? He'd be home free and dry. He came within two
weeks of pulling this off.

This incredible scheme led to the ruination of Waterlow &
Sons, which had been a great banknote firm along with De La
Rue, Bradbury Wilkinson, and American Bank Note. It also led
to the longest, most expensive civil trial in British history. And
it led to my second Book, THE MAN WHO STOLE
PORTUGAL, which is unfortunately out of print. But I urge
you to get it at your library. It's a marvelous story.

One of the reasons I'm here, besides Larry Adams'
persuasion, is I'm at work on another book for Viking on the
banknote world. I'll have a long chapter on paper money
collectors. Basically the book will be about the world of the

public and private makers of the world's paper currency. It's a
very small group: 35 to 40 men. They're very secretive and
make the CIA look like blabbermouths. It's a small, tight world
that's been in existence not quite a hundred years, really.
Fiercely competitive. A very rough world where they play
hardball all the time, because there are very big stakes here.
Some buccaneers, some rough characters, and a few people
who are often a hair away from being outright criminal. So I
say a very peculiar business.

Among them are some incredible characters, including the
most successful banknote salesman of all time, whom I'm sure
you've never heard of: a Bulgarian named Albert Avramow,
who from 1933 to 1940 earned on personal commissions $41/2
million selling banknotes to China for De La Rue & Company.
China was then the money sink of the world. One little
company in Los Angeles, Jeffries, was running three shifts a
day, seven days a week just turning out Chinese money.
Several other companies were also just grinding out Chinese
money. I've been fortunate because most of the people in it—
Bank of England, De La Rue, American Bank Note—were
willing to talk to me. The only ones I haven't been able to talk to
are the Russians. Their outfit is called Gosnak. The man who is
now their equivalent of our head of their Bureau of Engraving
and Printing is the son of the man who turned out notes for the
Czar. The most colorful character of all, though, is a fellow
named Gualtiero Giori. He has a near monopoly on the world's
finest banknote intaglio printing machines. Some $21/2 million
per machine. It's a marvelous machine: intaglio printing, three
colors on one side, two on another, simultaneously, in perfect
register. You can't go into the banknote business without his
machine.

I hope to finish the book by Christmas and with a little luck
perhaps next fall it should be out, and I hope some of you will
find it, and enjoy it. The working title is "The Brotherhood of
Money."

BEP Workers' Souvenir Cards
Offered For Sale

The Bureau of Engraving and Printing workers'
souvenir card of 1979 illustrated and described in
PAPER MONEY No. 84 has now reached the general
market. Harry Forman of Philadelphia advertised it for
sale at $50 in Coin World of Nov. 28, 1979, while J. W.
Hacker of Horsham, Pa. had an ad in Stamp Collector
newspaper offering it at the same price up to Jan. 7,
1980, with a limit of five cards per order. Both
advertisers stressed the lowest printing ever for a BEP
card (2500) and the fact that the item is the only all-
intaglio souvenir card of its type. (However, the BEP
has printed through the years a wide variety of intaglio
"cards" with subjects varying from President's
portraits to inaugural ceremony invitations.)

BRM

"Counting Canada's Banks"
A booklet with the above title written by Dr. S.

Sarpkaya is available free from the Canadian Bankers
Association, Box 282, Toronto Dominion Centre,
Toronto, Ontario, Canada M5K 1K2. It lists all
chartered banks in Canada from 1818 to date, dates of
establishment, closing, merging, and with whom they
merged. It is of special use to check collectors for date
studies or establishing rarity factors.
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