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My Criminal Record 

(Meine Verbrecherlaufbahn – Mitt brottsregister)  

by Horst 

Dedicated to the good people of Fernie, B. C. 

When I now, after 75 years on this earth, look into a mirror I see an overweight, bald-headed, 

friendly old man. Friendly? Yes, I try to be that, - and trustworthy. That is at least the impression        

I make on children. It has happened that strange kids have offered me candies on a bus.                    

And when I take our dog for walks, little boys and girls frequently approach me and ask:                

“May we pat your dog?” and I nod. Shipka, the dog, then growls and barks: “NO!!! NO!!!”                         

So, alas, there is no patting.                                                                                                                                                              

I recall an incident when infusing that feeling of trust into children caused quite a tricky situation for 

me. In 1982, when Susanne was still sweet 16, the two of us travelled as backpackers by train 

through India. Indian trains are always very crowded and physical contact with fellow travelers is 

unavoidable. We had stowed away our backpacks under our seat and had settled down for the long 

journey to Varanasi. Opposite us was a mother with the sweetest of children: a chubby little brown 

girl with black curls and big dark eyes with long lashes. For some reason that kid decided to climb up 

on my lap, with an irresistible smile. Okay, I could see the lice moving on her head, but that’s life,  

we were not in a luxury lounge on the Orient-Express, were we? I didn’t mind and I cuddled her.   

The mother smiled at me, I smiled back at her.                                                                                                                                        

After a while the girl moved down from my lap again, and just as she touched the floor she did          

a big pee. A narrow escape for me! Urine was running down her legs and formed a large puddle      

on the floor. Never had I believed that so much piss could come out of such a little body!                               

As the train was rocking and cranking that yellow puddle started to move – and it moved right 

towards our backpacks! We didn’t want that, did we? Fortunately I had bought an English 

newspaper, so I folded it into a kind of “paper wall” and diverted the urine towards the aisle.         

Our luggage was dry and saved!                                                                                                               

However, this impression of friendliness that I may make, is just a mask hiding a criminal mind.  

There is a Mr. Hide inside Phil. Mag. Sturmhoefel! There is a wolf in the sheep-skin!                                          

After 75 years it is time to let the skeletons tumble out of the closet.                                                                                                                                                 

During that time I was held by the police, interrogated and suspected of the following crimes:                                                             

Smuggling in Austria                                                                                                                                         

Arson in Sweden                                                                                                                                         

Espionage in Israel                                                                                                                                               

Smuggling in Sweden                                                                                                                                       

Bank Robbery in Germany                                                                                                                                      

Quite an international criminal record, wouldn’t you say so?  So let me tell you about it.  
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Smuggling in Austria                                                                                                                                            

Actually, my criminal career started as early as 1945 in The Third Reich, towards the end of World 

War II. My father had been called to the last trenches of the West Front, my mother had a house full 

of traumatized refugees on her hands, my school had burned down after a bomb attack, I had seen 

mutilated dead bodies, I had been shot at by low-flying Allied aircraft. So I joined a gang of boys who 

looted ruined, deserted houses in my home-town Wiesbaden. We also searched for rifles that tired 

retreating German soldiers had thrown away, and for weapons that people had buried in the woods 

as the U.S. army drew nearer. We found quite a lot and traded them for American cigarettes,         

the only hard currency at the beginning of 1945. Everybody was trading everything for American 

fags, girls their bodies, Nazis their swastika medals, both being very much in demand with the 

American GIs. I was only ten and often got cheated by the older boys. Once I had found a beautiful 

gun in a ditch and was dumb enough to show it to an older boy. He said to me: “Horst! If an 

American Negro soldier finds you with that gun, he will cut your throat! So we had better hide it.“ 

Terrified, I let him have it. I was not a canny crook yet.                                                                                  

By the way, I was never trained to use fire-arms. The Federal Republic of Germany didn’t have an 

army yet when I emigrated, and in Sweden I was considered too old to be drafted. The King of 

Sweden never understood the military potential he had lost with me. I am not on speaking terms 

with Carl XVI. Gustaf anyway, I am a die-hard republican. And he is a wolf-hater!                                                                                                                                                                 

But let’s start with the crimes I committed after I had reached majority and had become                      

a responsible and intelligent person. When I was 21, I lived in Frankfurt, Germany, was skinny,        

had no spectacles, but a lot of hair, and I was not a particularly friendly guy. I owned a second-hand 

motor-bike, a 250 ccm DKW, nowadays only found in museums. On this bike I went to Yugoslavia 

(then still existing under Tito) together with Helmut, a friend of mine. We went there because we 

smuggled things into the country. Helmut knew a German engineer, who worked in Yugoslavia on 

some construction enterprise. In post-war Yugoslavia it was impossible to purchase technical 

equipment and instruments. So this engineer had asked us if we could bring certain instruments   

and tools that he needed into Yugoslavia, for a huge sum of dinars. And being penniless students, 

that was what we set out to do.                                                                                                                                                                            

In those days you didn’t wear helmets or boots or leather-overalls when riding a motor-bike.          

We were dressed in anoraks and woolen caps. The southbound ride to the border went through 

Austria across the mountains and valleys of the Alps, and then you had to make it over a pass on a 

very steep gravel road, only open from May on. (Today there is a tunnel and a wide winding tarmac 

road to take you over the Wurzenpass.) When we got to that pass the sun had gone down, my arms 

felt like rubber, I was dead tired (with Helmut on the back-seat), and the two-stroke engine of the 

DKW started to huff and cough right on the steepest part of the lonely pass. So we decided to stop 

and spend the night on the mountain-side. We pushed the bike past some fur-trees into an opening 

and pitched our little tent. In no time we had fallen asleep in our bags.                                                                                                    

We were brutally awakened by loud male voices and flashlights glaring into our faces. An armed 

Austrian border patrol had found us! They questioned us, not in the sweetest tone of voice, about 

what we were doing there so close to the border. Remember: Those were the days of the Iron 

Curtain and the Cold War.  We showed our passports, explained about the bike trouble and told 

them, we were going to visit friends in Yugoslavia. Suspiciously they searched our bags – but not our 

bodies, where we had hidden the delicate instruments -, and left after half an hour or so.                                   
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The next morning we brushed the frost off the tent, and lo and behold! The engine roared              

when I stepped on the kick-starter. Passing the Austrian customs was no trouble, but the Yugoslavs, 

kalashnikovs dangling from their shoulders, searched our bags, which were strapped to the bike, 

very thoroughly indeed. Feeling the cool steel-instruments on my body I was not exactly 

comfortable, but the guards never bothered about our clothes.                                                                                                                  

So off we rode to Ljubljana (today the capital of Slovenia) where our contact met us in a seedy   

back-street apartment and piled up dirty bundles of dinars on the table after we had handed over 

the goods.                                                                                                                                                                    

The pleasure of our reward was very limited, though, 

as there was nothing to spend money on in the poor 

country. We went to the Adriatic Sea, but couldn’t 

even find a decent hotel (where now the coast is 

overcrowded with high-rise holiday-establishments). 

So we rented a private room. And as you couldn’t 

change dinars in a Western country, we spent our 

cash on the spot - on booze - and lived through quite 

a hazy fortnight on the pebbly beaches of what is now 

Croatia. That was my first successful smuggling – 

there were many more to come. 

 

 

Arson in Sweden 

Yes, I have to admit it, I started a forest fire! From 1963 to 1970 Jeanne and I lived in the north of 

Sweden and worked as teachers in a village. Our children were born there, and we acquired a 

summer cabin right by the sea, i. e. the Gulf of Bothnia (an inlet of the Baltic Sea). It was primitive, 

but a kind of Paradise: a sandy beach right in front, boats and kayaks, the (ice-cold) sea with rocky 

islands on the horizon, the forest full of berries (and mosquitoes). So that was where we spent the 

never-ending summer days with our kids.                                                                                                                                                       

One day I had raked together a big pile of rubbish, mostly dry branches and cones from the fur-trees 

on our land, with the intention to burn it. Now, there is a law in Sweden that does not allow you to 

make a big fire out in the open wilderness - unless it is raining. There was a drizzle that night, so I 

went ahead and burned the lot.  A pile of ashes remained, which I shoveled into a wheel-barrow  

and carted  into the nearby forest (not ours!).                                                                                                                    

The next day was full of brilliant sun-shine, so we decided to make an excursion to a light-house, 

where we had a pick-nick. On our return we were stopped by a man, who told us that the fire-

brigade had been to our cabin and put out a forest fire. What???                                                             

When we got there I had a look at the spot where I had dumped the ashes. There were some singed 

blackened blueberry-bushes, still wet from the fire-brigade’s water. This is what had happened:                 

During the day a very strong wind had risen and blown life into some smoldering sparks that I had 

tipped with the ashes in the forest. Gradually a grey column of smoke developed. Somebody on the 

other side of the bay saw the smoke above the trees, drove to a phone and alarmed the fire-fighters 

Self-portrait with sheep-skull, Yugoslavia 1956 
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(no cell-phones in those days!). When they got there they just emptied a couple of buckets of water 

on the ashes (No flames! No hose!) and returned to base.     

                                                                                                                    

So that was it? Oh, no, not in Sweden! 

Whenever the fire-brigade is in action 

they have to file a report to the police. 

So a few days later a police car pulled 

up in front of our house in the village   

(big eyes behind neighbours’ 

windows!), and I was summoned to an 

interrogation. I told them what I had 

done, they had already checked the 

weather-report for that day, it was 

okay.  

 

They decided that I had been careless, but apparently not careless enough. A week later I received a 

letter from the provincial court telling me that “my case” had been closed. I was off the hook, again! 

On that very day I started to grow a beard in order to change my appearance from that of the 

ordinary criminal that I used to be. 

Espionage in Israel 

In the 1980s I lived in Hagfors, a small town in central Sweden, and was divorced. I was turning bald 

and my hair and beard were getting grey, but I was in fairly good shape, jogging and swimming in the 

summer, cross-country skiing in the winter. “The slow slide into fat”, as the poet (Durrell) put it, had 

not begun yet.                                                                                                                                                                    

In the winter of 1983 I decided to take Susanne, Peter and Martin to a kibbutz in Israel to spend the 

Christmas holiday there. I should never have done that.                                                                                                                  

The kibbutz, Ziqim, was fine, quite near the Mediterranean. Some of Jeanne’s relatives lived there 

and made us welcome. We were guests but also expected, though never explicitly asked, to share 

the work and duties of the kibbutzniks. Christmas is of course no holiday in Israel, so I worked from  

8  a.m. to 4 p.m. on both Christmas Eve and Christmas Day, picking oranges (but certainly not 

waiting for the true Messiah to come). My kids? They had left me and gone to the Gulf of Aqaba      

to snorkel in the Red Sea and join some hibernating hippies in a rough place called Dhahab                        

(now Egypt), where the hash clouds never lift from the palm-leaf huts.                                                                                                            

How do I know about the hash clouds? You are not thinking I am making 

it up, are you? Of course not. I went there myself a couple of years later, 

just with Peter. We hitchhiked down the coast of the Sinai Peninsula to 

the beautiful coral reefs at Sharm-el-Sheik, with an overnight-stop at 

Dhahab.             

 

 

Here I started the forest fire. 

Sharm-el-Sheik. Dangerous? 

Who cares? (Photo: Peter) 
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By the way, talking about drugs: All 

that I ever knew about them, I learned 

from my kids. I remember an evening 

when I was trekking with Susanne and 

Peter in Nepal. We were on our way to 

the Lang Tang National Park, 4.000 m 

high, on the Tibetan border. One night 

we stayed in a kind of hostel in a 

mountain village with some other 

backpackers. We were all sitting round 

an open fire (it was quite chilly up 

there), before we rolled out our  

sleeping-bags. A Danish guy sitting next to me passed me (quite a fat?) cigarette, which I refused 

saying “Thanks, I don’t smoke anymore.”, whereupon Susanne criticized me in a very reproachful 

tone: “But daddy, he is offering you a joint!” In my middle-aged parental innocence I was not aware 

of what was going on. The next day, as we hiked through a jungle, Peter suddenly stopped and 

pointed to a plant in the thicket: “Look, daddy!” – “Look what?” – “Don’t you see it?” –  “See what?” 

– “The cannabis!” I was pretty sure that that was the only plant which Peter could identify in the 

whole Himalayan flora, but again, I was the ignorant one. The older you grow, the more you learn 

from your children, don’t you? Where was I? Yes, in Israel.                                                                                                                       

So with the kids gone I decided to amuse myself on my own: I was going to cycle to Gaza! Gaza City 

was only 20 km south of the kibbutz, and I thought it would be an easy ride and I could come back 

on another road making a kind of round-trip (as I saw on a map). At that time the Gaza Strip had not 

got today’s autonomy under the Hamas, - Arafat and the PLO were still in charge, and Israel had full 

control.  I could borrow a bike from the kibbutz, but they told me: “I wouldn’t go there if I were 

you.” I can be quite stubborn when it comes to disregarding good advice (You don’t want to know 

about the rivers I paddled down, the mountains I climbed in blizzards, the pack-ice I skied through 

and the frozen, black lakes I skated on – always a loner on my way “Into the Wild”, - do you?)            

So I went anyway. “Never, ever leave the bike alone!” they shouted after me, and I got the feeling 

that somehow they were more worried about their bike than about me.                                                                                         

Everything went just fine, I passed an Israeli check-

point on the main-road without being stopped,  

and I rolled down the last couple of meters into  

the city. That caused about as much commotion as 

Lady Gaga riding on an elephant into Fernie.    

Arabs don’t cycle, what with the sandy roads or 

their unsuitable clothes, so everybody’s eyes were 

on that strange creature on the only bicycle in 

town.  I stopped to shoot my first photo and leaned 

the bike to a wall.  

 
My bicycle on the road to Gaza 

The Red Sea at Sharm-el-Sheik 
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There was a stall with a guy selling hot chestnuts - that would make a nice foreground, wouldn’t it?  

As I was looking through my viewer I saw this man rushing towards me yelling something in Arabic.   

I managed to snap the picture before he hit me hard with his fist on the chest and tore the camera 

out of my hands. In no time there was a crowd of young men surrounding me, all screaming at the 

top of their voices!        - “I am sorry, I did not know that you did not want to be photographed”,             

I said in English to the man, and the crowd yelled back: “Sorry! Sorry! Sorry!” He just turned round 

and marched off - with my camera! So I didn’t give a damn about the bike and rushed after him.         

I grabbed him by the shoulder, made him stop and after a short struggle I managed to wind the 

camera out of his hands. He then quickly disappeared behind a house.                                                                                    

Later, when I analyzed the situation and the photo, I guessed what lay behind it: The chestnut-

vendor must have been a terrorist and thought that I was a tourist spying for the Israelis.                                                                                 

 

Anyway, I cycled around a bit in Gaza, even through the huge refugee-camp, but I was very, very 

careful with photos. A man dressed like a beduin approached me in the camp and said In English:      

“Please, come to my house and have tea!” pointing into a small alley. Following him would have 

meant leaving the bike behind, apart from unexpected surprises, so I declined his offer and started 

to make my way back, this time on a narrow dirt track along the Mediterranean. After a couple of 

minutes an Israeli check-point emerged, with sand-bags, machine-guns and a radio-mast.                    

A soldier stepped out and called “Stop!” I was surprised that I was stopped l e a v i n g the Gaza Strip.      

He asked me, who I was and what I was doing here. Then he said: “Wait!” and pointed to a chair.    

He went to a telephone and spoke in Hebrew for a while. I wasn’t really worried, but time went by 

on that chair. At last a jeep appeared in a cloud of dust and an officer got out to interrogate me.         

I could show him my Swedish passport and give the names of people in the kibbutz, and I showed 

him the map pointing out my way back.  

This man attacked me in Gaza. 
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“This is a military zone,” he said, “nobody is allowed to pass here.” As I indicated that that meant a 

long way back to the main-road for me, he concluded that I was a harmless goy and let me go 

through, but I had to promise not to take any photographs. He even offered me a glass of lemonade, 

and we parted shaking hands. So half an hour later     

I cycled happily on – the only person on that road all 

the way to Ziqim. I pretended to take a pee behind a 

hedge and took a picture of the check-point anyway, 

-  as a kind of souvenir. They probably watched me 

through their binoculars, but must have decided:   

Let the crazy Swedish geezer go on!  - In the 

beginning they must have taken me for a tourist 

spying for the Arabs.  Again I got away unharmed, 

but not quite as cocky as I had been on the outset.  

Smuggling in Sweden 

A disastrous attempt at smuggling was undertaken on our return from the Israel holiday I told you 

about above. Our plane took us from Tel Aviv to Gothenburg, where I had parked the car. When we 

arrived at customs I could see a triumphant smile gleaming on the faces of the officials, who ordered 

us into a special room, although we had walked through the green gate saying “Nothing to declare”.                              

My children were dressed, shall we say  “casually”?, their long unkempt hair was hanging down onto 

their shoulders, their bags were heavy and tightly packed. If you had taken them for free-lancers     

of a Medellín cartel, nobody could have blamed you. The customs people immediately smelled a rat, 

so they started to search our luggage.                                                                                                               

In 1983 there was no EU, and Sweden had the strictest regulations in the world about the tax-free 

import of alcoholic beverages. A: You had to be 21 years old. B: You were only allowed one liter of 

strong liquor and two bottles of wine.  I was flabbergasted watching how the customs officers 

arrayed a long line of shining liquor bottles on the table! Their grin began to look more and more 

unpleasant with each bottle they un-dug from my kids’ baggage. Not only were my three children 

teenagers, they also had by far exceeded the limits that were allowed for adults!                               

Where had I had my eyes at Tel Aviv International Airport? On the shelves of the tax-free  store?           

Yes, I have to make a confession: I had too many bottles as well!           

 Finding the Swedish regulations and prices 

regarding liquor ridiculous, I had for years and 

years successfully smuggled spirits from Germany 

to Sweden in my car (for own consumption, mind 

you!), and I was never caught. Once when I had 

especially many bottles in my suitcases, little 

Martin accompanied me. He sat next to me in the 

front, and I let him play his recorder as we passed 

through customs: a nice grey-haired gentleman 

with a sweet little boy making music! They couldn’t 

possibly be smugglers, could they? No, no, and we 

were waved through - as usual.  
My kids in Israel, a couple of days before they were stopped  

by Swedish customs in Gothenburg. 

The Israeli check-point 
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You think, I am obsessed with Bacchus’ gifts? You are right. Wine is good for your health.             

Goethe used to drink three bottles of Rhenish every day, and he was the greatest German poet.       

Maybe I will catch up with him one of these days (I don’t mean the poetry).                                                                            

I must tell you about the wettest party I ever attended. That was when we (Kristina and I) celebrated 

New Year in Moscow in this huge hotel overlooking the Red Square and the Kremlin.                             

The feast was so wet for two reasons: 1. The Russians don’t fuss with wine or beer, full bottles of 

vodka (which means “little water”) and empty glasses are continually put on the tables and then: 

Help yourselves! 2. For our Swedish group there were three different time zones to remember.      

So, with snow-flakes dancing in the air and the chimes of the Saint Basil’s Cathedral, we toasted with 

“little water” at Moscow time and said “Nasdarovye!” to the Russians. Already then most people 

were standing on their chairs, cheering and shouting together with all the Natashas and Nikolayevs.                                                       

An hour later the Fins, who are the heaviest drinkers I know, at the hotel pledged to their New Year, 

Helsinki time, and everybody, that is those who were still able, joined them.                                                                        

Still another hour later, Stockholm time, we Swedes tried to clamber on the chairs again and hail the 

New Year with “Skål!”  But to be honest, there were not many left who could do it. On the contrary, 

some were under the tables and didn’t even know which year they were celebrating.  

And now, the first time I travelled together with all my teenage kids, we were caught and had to pay 

a hefty fine. Not we had to pay – I had to pay, and I had paid for their trip, too!                                                                                                                                                                      

It must have been a traumatic experience for them seeing their old man opening his wallet and with 

trembling hands count piles of Swedish bank-notes on the table, the fine for the booze they had 

hidden in their bags. (But not even that negative (?) incident made an impact on their later lives:                       

All three of them started their professional careers as bar-tenders! Couldn’t get close enough to the 

stuff, could they? What had I done wrong? Had I not set a good enough example? I still wonder … )       

Today Sweden is in the EU, the restrictions about importing alcohol are minimal, so there is no point 

in smuggling anymore. As a matter of fact, last year I brought some 50 bottles of demi-sec Moravian 

Veltliner from Marie’s home-town Znojmo in my car to Karlstad. Where are they now?                                      

Gone, all gone …                                                                                                                                                                   

Well, conversation between father and offspring had somehow died down when we gloomily 

entered the arrival hall of Landvetter Air Port with our half-empty bags. But my trials and tribulations 

on that day had far from come to an end. Now we had to find the car in the dark – and that was a big 

problem. When we had started out the weather was mild, it had rained. But now coming back at the 

beginning of January, it had changed radically, first it had been freezing cold, then it had snowed       

a lot. And that meant: One of those hundreds of piles of ice and snow in the airport car-park was my 

car – but which one? Peter followed me out into the cold.                                                                                                                                                             

After a long search we were able to identify my Volvo station-wagon. Next step: scrape off the ice 

and snow so that we could open the door, get inside and look out of the window. Shivering in our 

Israel beach clothes we did that with our bare hands. I turned the key – the engine was dead.           

Of course! So we had to find somebody in that arctic scenery who could and would help us with his 

cables. After a small infinity we found help. Yes, the engine started, but the car didn’t move!!                                                                                                        

There was a gas station at the far end of the parking lot, so we went there and asked the attendant 

to help us. He came with his pick-up and found that our wheels were frozen and wouldn’t turn 

round. All right, he started towing us, but firstly there was so much frost inside the cold car that         

I hardly saw anything looking out, except for the two glowing red dots of his rear-lights – and that   
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at full speed cavorting between narrow rows of parked vehicles. And secondly the bloody wheels 

wouldn’t turn anyway! We just skidded round and round! So, while I was on the point of break-

down, the man drove back to his garage and fetched a big wooden sledge-hammer. That he let go 

with all his muscle power on our wheels, Bang! Bang! Bang! And at last they got unstuck and we 

could move the car.                                                                                                                                                                    

By then Peter and I were so frozen that our whole bodies were shaking. I let the engine run warm in 

front of the arrival hall, where Susanne and Martin had been interested spectators of our troubles. 

The customs people had let us keep one bottle of whisky – mine, and legal! I took out that bottle 

and while passengers were staring at me with hostile eyes I emptied almost half of it to get some 

warmth back into my body. Naturally I exceeded the allowed blood alcohol-limit for drivers,            

0,2 pro-mille, very speedily. I knew, there were heavy fines and more for that offence, loss of license 

and even prison, but I couldn’t care less. So off we went, cruising out of the airport area, and then     

I put my foot on the accelerator. Home!!                                                                                                                                            

But what happened? Whoop! said the bonnet and was blown up against the wind-shield. It was not 

closed properly! We had forgotten it when we tried the cable-start! And now it wouldn’t shut!!        

So we tried to fasten it with bits of string and straps. And then, at last, we were on our way back to 

Hagfors, some 300 km away on dark, icy roads. Far beyond midnight I drove into the sleeping, snowy 

town - with all three kids snoozing soundly in the car.                                                                                                    

Just then I didn’t feel like recommending holiday trips with children. 

 

Bank Robbery in Germany 

Five years ago I lived with Marie in Karlstad, where we had moved after the turn of the century.             

I was fat (I like to blame my two hip-operations for that), bald-headed, quite friendly and retired.             

But I was still busy as a writer of German textbooks and video/ DVD 

series. A documentary about young German-speaking people was on 

the agenda. “Jung in Europa”, six video-portraits of teenagers from  

Germany, Austria, Switzerland, Liechtenstein, Luxemburg and 

(German-speaking) Northern Italy. Now the turn had come to 

Hamburg, where the camera crew had started to shoot footage for   

the portrait of Sandra, a student of medicine.                                                                                         

We had just filmed her trying on clothes in a crazy second-hand store 

and were having lunch in a pub. I was looking out of the window and 

noticed that there was a post-office opposite the pub. I remembered 

that I needed some stamps and marched across the street into the 

office. I always carry my camera with me, in case there is an interesting 

sign to photograph that I could use as an authentic illustration for a 

book. The place was very crowded, there were two queues in front of the two desks. And yes! I 

discovered an interesting sign as I was standing in the queue. It was hanging down from the ceiling 

and said “Please be patient. Our staff are doing their best to serve you quickly!” or words to that 

effect. You wouldn’t see that in Sweden, I thought, focused it with my camera and off went the flash.    

 Sandra in the second-hand store, 

 just before I robbed the bank 
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And that was the moment when disaster descended upon me! German post-offices also provide 

bank-services (“Postbank”). As soon as the flash had gone, a red-haired man (the branch-manager) 

rushed out of a glass cubicle like a mad Alsatian, grabbed my arm and screamed: “It is forbidden to 

take pictures in a post-office! Das ist verboten!!” -  “Sorry, I didn’t know that”, I replied, “I come 

from Sweden and there you can take as many pictures as you like in a post-office.” – “Oh, no, don’t 

try that on me!” he yelled pointing at a corner in the ceiling, where a camera was installed.          

“You were photographing our security installations!” He pulled me into his office and tried to take 

my (non-digital) camera, then ordered me to hand over the film. I refused of course, whereupon, 

going purple in the face, he locked the door and dialed the number of the nearest police-station.               

By then the queuing crowd was watching us with terrified eyes through the glass, whispering to each 

other. I guessed they were talking about poverty-stricken old-age pensioners forced to rob banks in 

broad daylight. That post-office closed for lunch, everybody had to leave, and I was left alone with 

the madman.  Not many words of small-talk were lost between us. I hadn’t got my passport with me, 

and my friends, who had come to the glass-door trying to inform the Alsatian about my identity, 

were making no impression whatsoever on him. At last a police-car arrived, two cops got out, talked 

to the manager and then with me. We had a friendly little chat, they smiled, apologized for my 

inconvenience, tried to calm down Mr. Insane and drove off again.                                                                                                                                                          

Back in Sweden I couldn’t refrain from sending a letter to the branch-manager’s superiors with a 

copy to him, where I asked him if he knew the Arab proverb: “The jackal howls, the caravan moves 

on.” He probably didn’t like Arabs anyway. - That was my last contact with the police.    

Just a few words about the other side of the coin: I have 

travelled to more than 40 countries on four continents,    

to many repeatedly, and was only robbed four times:        

in Calcutta (India), in Frankfurt (Germany), in Szczecin 

(Poland) and in San José (Costa Rica).                                                                                                                         

But on the whole the world has been kind to me when I 

went abroad. In my family I am well-known for keeping 

forgetting things. My camera was returned to me (or the 

police) after I had left it behind somewhere in India, 

Namibia, Nicaragua, Sweden and England. My passport 

was brought back to me in Namibia and my wallet in 

Norway and Sweden. Sometimes I get the feeling as if my 

guardian angels in heaven would call to each other:  

“Wake up, guys! Watch out!  Absent-minded Horst is on 

the move again with his camera!”  Do I get angelic support, 

undeserved help from above - in spite of all my problems 

with the law? Apparently…                                       

 

 

Hamburg: Where ever I go women keep 

falling all over me. (Photo: Sandra) 
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The Canadian police are so far not aware of my presence as I have kept a fairly low profile in Fernie.  

I did cycle without a helmet and I did cross the Highway against the red lights (there were no damn 

vehicles in sight!), but I believe that does not raise many eyebrows in Fernie.                                      

Are the Gods planning new exciting crimes for me?  If so – could it be that I haven’t consumed the 

minimum of the local Kotanee beer required by the traditions of this town (- instead of Heineken    

or Budweiser)?  In that case I think, I shall have to plead guilty, but I promise to do my very best                        

to catch up with the locals. Cheers! 

 

 

 

                                                                                                                                Party Moose in Fernie 


