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Ute Tfeasure
by BRENT H. HUGHES, SPMC 7

"RAG PICKERS", more formally known as paper money
collectors, enjoy the thrill of the chase. Want-list in hand, we
prowl coin shows and shops searching for that elusive note we
need to complete a prized collection. But sometimes the chase
turns out to be not quite so thrilling. Witness my latest adventure
in my search for rare Confederate notes.

It began with a telephone call in which a heavily-accented
voice said, "Mr. Hughes, my banker gave me your name as a
person who would know about a Confederate bill I have."

Here we go again, I thought. A non-collector with a common
1864 $10 note. But I owed the caller the courtesy of a reply.

"My name is Karakis. My son and I own a liquor store here.
The bill I have is for $1,000 and my banker thought it might be
valuable to a collector."

To readers not familiar with Confederate currency, the
denomination "$1,000" is crucial. The Confederacy issued only
one note of that amount, the rare and valuable "Montgomery
Note" issue of 1861; notes which were printed in New York
before hostilities began. Only 607 were issued, so the number
that exists today is probably no more than 100 in all grades.

"Mr. Karakis, it is a valuable note, depending upon its condi-
tion. But let's be sure it's genuine—there are lots of reproduc-
tions around, especially some made for a cereal company about
thirty years ago. Do you have the note in front of you?"
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"Are the edges tattered or torn? Is the paper all there? Any
corners missing?"

I was getting a little excited now. If it was a genuine
Montgomery note it sure was a long shot. But liquor store
owners get all sorts of things offered to them by alcoholics, so
perhaps that had happened here.

Mr. Karakis assured me that the entire note was there. "All
right," I told him, "I'll come over and take a look. But do you
want to sell it?"

"Yes, I'll sell it. For whatever you think it's worth."
That did it. It was about a twenty-mile round trip but I thought

it might be worth it. "O.K., I'll be there in a few minutes."
When I walked into the liquor store the young man at the

counter smiled, "May I help you?"
"Yes, my name is Hughes. Mr. Karakis called me about a

Confederate note he has."
"That's my father. He's back in the office. Go on back."
The gentleman smiled pleasantly and shook my hand. "The

bill's in the register. Come on behind the counter."
The son continued to wait on customers nearby and paid little

attention to us. His father lifted the tray from the register and
removed an old envelope, which he handed to me. I held my
breath as I opened it. Inside was the "Montgomery Note", a
typical modern reprint in bright red ink, all the same color,
signatures, serial number, portraits, everything. It was a simple
one-color offset job on cheap paper. I hid my disappointment as
best I could.

"I'm afraid it's just a modern reproduction, Mr. Karakis. Just a
souvenir and almost worthless." I handed the envelope back to
him.

The $1,000 "Montgomery
Note" of the Confederate
States of America was en-
graved and printed by the
National Bank Note Com-
pany of New York with a
total issue of only 607 notes.
The colors are green and
black on white bank note
paper. The note is very rare.

"Yes," he replied, "right here on my desk."
"Has it been folded, as if somebody had carried it around in

his wallet?"
"Yes, there are three fold marks."
I now knew that the crisp uncirculated treasure was not there,

but it could still be valuable. "Now, Mr. Karakis, I'm going to ask
you some questions about the bill before I drive over there.
Look at the bottom edge - are there two signatures there? Such
notes were signed by hand."

"Yes, yes," he said, "two signatures."
"This particular bill was printed in a beautiful shade of green

with black lettering and brown signatures. Is the green color
about like the back of the paper money we use now?"

"Yes, looks about the same. And two portraits, one on each
end."

"Well, it sounds good. Now turn the bill over. Is the back
blank, with maybe some writing on it?"

"Yes, it's blank."

As I started to leave I went back for a moment. "Tell me, Mr.
Karakis, when we talked on the phone this morning you said the
bill was green in color. It's actually red. Did you misunderstand

my question?"

The son had been listening to our conversation. Now he

spoke up.
"Ah, come on, Pop," he said, "you know you're color blind.

You shouldn't have told him it was green when you didn't know

it."
Now he turned to me. "I'm sorry you wasted your trip, Mr.

Hughes. All colors are just shades of gray to him, but he's too
proud to admit it. You know how some people are."

The father looked a little hurt and I knew there was no point
in staying longer. I smiled at the two men and walked out.
Sometimes the chase is not too thrilling but I suppose I'll keep

looking. That's the way "rag-pickers" are.
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