
 



 

Once upon a time, long ago, there was a Christmas when 
poor folk could still be seen roaming the streets. In those 
days it was no shame to be poor, so bedraggled drifters 

and lost souls had no need to hide themselves away but could stroll 
freely about.

  When this particular Christmas was approaching, the one this 
story is all about, there was the usual cake-baking and list-making, 
tidying and polishing, sausage-stuffing and candle-dipping, 
purchasing and present wrapping, and an insane surge in trade 
that made rich tycoons even richer and the poor devils who were 
their customers even poorer.  
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   While Karl-Bertil Jonsson was working in 
the Fragile Goods Department, 
slinging parcels with labels reading: 
“Handle with Care! Glass!” 
onto the stone floor, his thoughts 
turned to Robin Hood. Robin Hood 
was Karl-Bertil Jonsson’s idol, for this was 
in the days when a fourteen-year-old’s idol 
worship was not necessarily of a sexual 
nature.  Heroic deeds, comradeship, 
fat monks piously fighting with staffs for a just cause, a healthy 
outdoor life, helping chaste virgins ford brooks and streams, 
reverence for the rightful king and grilled haunch of venison for 
supper – to Karl-Bertil Jonsson these were some of the greatest 
things life had to offer.

Not to mention the outlaws’ approach to justice: take from the 
rich and give to the poor. 

   At four o’clock in the morning and with a sigh of relief, Karl-Bertil 
Jonsson smashed the last cardboard-encased crystal vase against 
the post office’s cement wall and set off home through the empty 
streets. His footsteps echoed between the buildings, a steady beat 
that hammered in his weary ears. Take from the rich and give to 
the poor, went the rhythmic hammering.

In one of the post offices in the country’s capital city, Karl-Bertil 
Jonsson was sorting incoming parcels. Karl-Bertil Jonsson was 
fourteen years old and still at school, but for the time being he was, 
as we already know, sorting incoming parcels. At this time of year, 
just before Christmas, the Royal Mail Service employed schoolkids 
to work the night shift, since the regular workers clocked off at 5 pm. 

   Now, you might be feeling sorry for Karl-Bertil Jonsson because 
he had to stand there all night, sorting incoming parcels, but let 
me tell you, there was no reason at all to feel sorry for Karl-Bertil 
Jonsson. He came from a wealthy home. His father owned a large 
department store and grew richer by the day selling table runners 
and party sparklers. But even so, Karl-Bertil liked the idea of earning 
his own money, because this took place in the days 
when people did sometimes think like that.


