
Rosenmontag in Mainz

On a Sunday night in March circa 1975 in Frankfurt, Germany I checked
into a very nice motel near the railroad station. I was on a business trip for
Hewlett-Packard (HP). Hans, an HP sales person in Mainz, had invited me to
come a day early to join him and his family for the holiday of Rosenmontag
(Rose Monday) aka Carnival Monday. It was an easy one day round trip on
the train.

At about 8:00 Monday morning the train arrived in Mainz, and I rented a
car to drive to Hans's residence. He introduced me to his wife and lovely
three year old daughter, Vera. I have always been able to get along well
with the very young ladies, and Vera was no exception. I softly asked her,
"Wie heißt du" (what is your name)? Because I used the correct pronoun
and verb form for addressing a child, Hans concluded incorrectly that I was
fluent in German. By the time we were ready to depart for the festivities
Vera and I were best buddies. I hoisted her to my shoulders as we walked
toward the parade. My shoulders were to be her vantage point for several
hours.

Rosenmontag or Carnival Monday is just before the beginning of Lent; it is
the equivalent of Mardi Gras in other parts of the world. In Mainz it is a big
deal. During the preceding year a number of Carnival clubs had prepared
elaborate floats for the parade. Large numbers of bands and of brightly
costumed individuals participated. A popular theme was ridiculing the
government and politicians. People riding on the floats threw out various
snacks and children's toys; we saw to it that Vera got her quota.

We returned to the house for supper, and the adults went back to enjoy
some of the evening activities. It was a fantastic day except for one thing.
Upon returning to the house I discovered that I had missed the last train of
the day to Frankfurt. I spent the night on a pallet on the floor. On Tuesday
morning I caught the first train to Frankfurt and went to the motel to
retrieve my luggage.

The unused bed in that room looked very comfortable!


