
HAVE GERMAN WILL TRAVEL KOLN 

Karneval in Koln 

AN AMERICAN'S FIRST CARNIVAL IN COLOGNE 
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A royal experience 

I had done a little research before arriving, so I knew that the Carnival has something like a royal court. Three local men are "crowned" as 

the leaders of the festivities, then they lead parades and get more Kolsch beers and kisses from strangers than they can possibly handle. 

These three even get the honor of opening up the street Carnival at p recisely n:11 a.m., in front of an impenetrable crowd of merrymakers. 

I was sure I gave up the right to see this tradition by following a parade and skipping out on finding a spot at the Alter Markt. But just as I 

was pondering this very thought, the royals themselves stepped on stage in front of everyone from the parade route and royally introduced 

themselves. 

With each introduction came a rollicking uproar of song - a different traditional Carnival song for each 

personality. I sang along the best I could, cracking a smile at the man dressed in women's clothes with 

two long pigtails spinning around to a rendition of "So schon!" and wondering how I had ended up in the 

middle of this clearly local tradition. In fact , I was a little proud of myself. My advice for you at the 

Carnival (and in life): Always follow the parade. 

Following this motto through the rest of my day at the street Carnival, I met so many lovely strangers in 

elaborate and hilarious costumes who were willing to put up with my beginner-level German, just to share 

a smile and a laugh. I felt completely welcomed and embraced into a tradition that was slowly filling the 

hole that was left from missing out on my beloved Halloween. 

Carnival is now my new favorite German holiday. 

Each lol'al Carni\·al duh \\Pars its m,n 

rolur, aml hol•b its hannl'r in thP 

Mrad(• 


