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THE STREETS OF NADUR ARE USUALLY LIKE ALL OTHER GOZO STREETS, WITH CARS PARKED AT AWKWARD 
ANGLES AND THE BUZZ OF MOTORBIKES FILLING THE AIR. BUT TODAY, THEY ARE PACKED WITH FOOD 

STALLS, EXCITED RESIDENTS, AND MORE FOLD-OUT CHAIRS THAN YOU CAN COUNT. IT CAN ONLY MEAN 
ONE THING; THE FAMOUS CARNIVAL HAS COME TO TOWN. 

AS THE MALTESE ISLANDS DIVE HEAD-FIRST INTO LENT, THE GOZO VILLAGE OF NADUR PLAYS HOST TO TWO DECADENT PARTIES.

Here in Nadur, the locals love carnival so much that there are two 
separate parties – the family-friendly ‘Organised’ carnival, and the 
mischievous ‘Spontaneous’ carnival later in the week. We are about 
to kick off the festivities with the first event, and there’s a feeling 
of anticipation in the air.

On the side-lines, children are doing last-minute dance rehearsals, 
led by a teacher desperately trying to be taken seriously in glittery 
face paint. Their parents stand back, beaming from ear to ear, 
snapping shots of their sons and daughters in vibrant feathery 
costumes. In another corner of the square, a queue for prinjolatas 
is forming – our favourite nutty, sumptuous carnival cake. 

Villagers and tourists alike find their seats, but the sound of 
chatter is soon silenced by a beating drum. It is time. The 
children take up their positions in the square. Some can’t stand 
still, eager to enjoy their moment in the spotlight. Others look a 
little shy, but perk up when they see their families. They’ve been 
practising since last summer, so when the music starts, each child 
moves in perfect formation.

We cheer as the kids take a bow, their outrageous sparkly outfits 
catching the sunlight. There’s plenty more in store for us today – 
from cheerleaders to comedy sketches, and gaudy floats to goofy 
competitions, Nadur provides a day of entertainment as lively as 
the Maltese themselves. 

In fact, the day’s final offering couldn’t be any more Maltese. 
Nadur’s Sunday carnival always finishes with a climb up the kukkanja, 
quite literally a greasy pole. The challenge is to reach a prize (maybe 
meat, maybe money) at the top. Finders keepers. Men, women and 
children are all giving it a go, the confetti raining down around them, 
failing to distract them from their target.

The crowd disperses, and Nadur returns to its usual self – but only 
for a few days. For when the ‘spontaneous’ carnival comes, just 

like werewolves, the locals go wild when the sun goes down. It’s an 
entirely different affair to the age-appropriate Sunday carnival, so 
expect the unexpected. Think of your favourite comedians, local 
jokers, satirists and papier mache artists getting together for a 
night on the town – this is the unique Nadur carnival. There is no 
top-down organisation, and the only ‘rule’ is that your costume 
should disguise who you are.

With the confidence anonymity brings, the people of Nadur 
use the carnival to poke fun at public (and occasionally private) 
figures, marching with placards that have cheeky jibes scrawled 
on them. But it’s not quite as ‘spontaneous’ as you might think. 
Groups of friends get together well in advance to coordinate their 
costumes and floats, spending hours in their homes creating 
something that will get a big reaction on the night.

When night falls on this frigid February evening (the first of the 
weekend’s parties), St Peter and St Paul square slowly come to 
life. Tentatively, Gozitans edge out of their houses, and the sound 
of crumpling costumes and friends stumbling in the darkness 
becomes quite audible. The rest of us, decked out in puffer jackets 
and woolly hats, clasp our hands around a drink and watch the 
spectacle unfold. 

More strange creatures appear from the side streets – there’s a 
man dressed as Joseph Muscat taking selfies with revellers, and 
a group of pals who have somehow managed to personify Brexit. 
In less political costumes, a man is pulling a life-sized cardboard 
plane along, using glow-sticks to direct it safely through the crowd. 

As the party heats up our cold bodies, prolific Maltese DJs play 
the latest pop music. Heads start bopping, and the mood gets 
livelier still. One by one, masked partygoers shed their inhibitions, 
suddenly unafraid to be seen dancing or belting out a song so the 
whole neighbourhood can hear. Pieces begin to fall off lovingly 
(albeit shoddily) made costumes, which some pick up to fix later, 
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while others are too caught up in the atmosphere to notice. This is 
already turning out to be a night to remember.

After an impromptu parade, with floats of little more than 
carts and car trailers, the party winds down. The costumed folk 
walk home, leaving a trail of sequins, inflammatory placards, 
and various accessories in their wake. But today is only Friday, 
so Nadur’s chaotic carnival has only just begun. We part with 
the unspoken acknowledgement that we will meet again the 
next night. Not until we’ve had a much-needed rest and gorged 
ourselves on soon-to-be forbidden foods, though. 

Organised Carnival
Sunday 16th February
12:30p.m. onwards
St Peter & St Paul Square
If you’re planning on staying a while, bring a cushion and an umbrella.

Spontaneous Carnival
Friday 21st February – Tuesday 25th February
7:30p.m. onwards
St Peter & St Paul Square
Be prepared for all eventualities. This event is not for the faint-hearted.




