
Zum Goldenen Hahn | Oranienstr. 14a | Berlin-Kreuzberg 

 
 

Location & Hours: Mon | Tue | Wed | Thu | Fri | 12:00 PM - 12:00 AM (Next day) 
Sun 4:00 PM - 12:00 AM 

Accepts Debit Cards | Good for Groups | TV | No Pool Table 

Recommended Reviews: 

Stefan E. | Be careful not to confuse it with the posh Italian restaurant of the same name on 
Pücklerstraße. This golden tap is more of a tap and for what feels like 1200 years, the old 
Schultheiss has been coming out of this tap, which is clearly one of the worst beers of all 
time. The regulars drink the stuff anyway and you should be careful not to ask for Becks, 
Bionade or Latte Cappuchella with a straw. They don't really like strangers here either and 
you feel a bit like Clint Eastwood in "For a Fistful of Dollars". 

Nothing has changed for a long time and probably nothing is allowed to change in the 
meantime. The authors Bernd Kramer and Erik Steffen, who also wrote the book about the 
pub, "Geschichte & Geschichten Zum Goldenen Hahn" (History & Stories about the Golden 
Rooster), have applied to the UNESCO Commission "for the ZUM GOLDENEN HAHN 
restaurant in Berlin Kreuzberg, Heinrichplatz to be included in the list of German monuments 
as a cultural heritage site of the world." This was found funny at first, but when the media 
became aware of it, some funky TV editors regularly showed up. 

For a long time, the Golden Rooster had been closed and no one knew exactly why. At the 
end of May it was suddenly open again and the mandolin orchestra played for the dance. 
The regulars have grown a little older and their tattoos have seen better days, but UNESCO 
still hasn't responded... 



Tim E. c Pinner, United Kingdom | 9/29/2015 | Old-fashioned corner kneipe that still 
retains the bohemian feel of Kreuzberg. The night we went in we were attracted of the sight 
through the door of a toothless pensioner getting his locks chopped by gloriously camp 
hairdresser. It was almost midnight and nobody turned a hair. Very warm welcome as well - 
doesn't matter what you wear or even how old. A real find. 

Quelle: https://www.yelp.com/biz/zum-goldenen-hahn-kreuzberger-weltkulturerbe-berlin?hrid=xYTIyu2D_q211zyI2ZtldQ 

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 

Obituary of Klausdieter Zawieja (born 1957):  

The freak in his gray zone 

What he left behind: some small change, a small car.  
And the rotten but legendary "Golden Cockerel"  

at Heinrichplatz, Kreuzberg 
By Erik Steffen 

in: Tagesspiegel, Berlin on January  24, 2019 

 

Kreuzberg, Heinrichplatz, the inn "Zum Goldenen Hahn": depending on your point of view, 
a world heritage site, a literary rest stop or a crash pub, in any case known far beyond the 
borders of the neighborhood. Klaus is the innkeeper. Something has been wrong with him 
since the fall. He hardly drinks anymore, is quiet, the cigarette rolling with the Black Krauser 
fails. He's lost weight, and when he's sober, he seems even more peaked than when he's 
got one in his crown. 

Then Klaus doesn't come to the "Hahn" anymore, doesn't report. His ex-girlfriend Toni has 
his apartment door opened, he is still alive. For the first time she sees the chaos in which he 
lives. He never let anyone into his apartment. In the Urban Hospital, finally, the end of a 
legend without health insurance. Lung cancer and brain tumor. It's good that he's given 
drugs. It's a pity that, so sedated, he no longer notices how many people visit him to say 
goodbye. His sister Margrit, an architect in Braunschweig, arrives and stays by his side, 
although it has not been easy with him. For 30 years they had only sporadic contact, in 
Braunschweig the bourgeois comfort zone, in Berlin the freak in his gray zone.Sein 
Risikoerbe sind 1000 Euro in Kleingeld, ein Kleinwagen, der mühsam gesucht werden muss, 
eine runtergerockte Wohnung, ein paar Edelsteine. Und die marode Kneipe. 

Whether he dreamed of becoming a landlord, of course, no one knows. Klaus taking over 
his favorite pub was a surprise. Inge, his legendary predecessor, simply ran out of steam in 
2006. Self-protection after almost 20 years behind the bar. She was not dependent on the 
income anyway, the parents had provided for the only child as landlords. The opening hours 
were based on how fit she was, the selection of guests was determined more by sympathy 
than by solvency. The lids with the inscriptions were ceremoniously burned in the courtyard 
at the end of the year. A small inheritance, some savings from Klaus and his promise to take 
over the interior, literary events and regular guests completely, then allowed the handover. 

 

„Der Goldene Hahn“ as home and vision 

And Klaus gave away everything that others consider important: Strength, health, love, 
hobbies, money. Object of exchange: "The Golden Rooster" as home and vision. Friends 
and enemies gathered and, supported by alcohol, searched for meaning in nonsense, art 
on the walls of Jim Avignon, Klaus Theuerkauf, Centrifuga, stories, more and more stories, 
half-solved Sudoku puzzles, the staff, the sometimes empathetic, sometimes rage-filled 
interaction with each other. 



Many of his guests had their backs to the wall; in the gentrified Kreuzberg, the "Hahn" was 
their lifeline. Rescue by crash. The place was also disrespectfully called "Golden Shot" and 
"Ghost Train". In came the punk icons Ratten-Jenny and Jäckie, squatters, homeowners, 
the jobless, the unemployed, and then the tourists and newcomers who kept the place going 
in recent years. "No photo here" was written on the wall, ignored by the smartphone idiots 
who also scribbled all over the walls and wantonly clogged the toilets. The shit literally flew 
out of Klaus's ears. The neighbors in the cooperative house had long been annoyed by the 
stench and noise. Klaus greeted everyone and knew little of the reservations. He rarely 
showed up for the house meetings, although he had gotten himself extra dentures for the 
occasion. 

He came into the world at Christmas, but the dreariness of the industrial town of 
Peterborough north of London was not the nicest welcome. Cramped quarters, two older 
sisters, his father a factory oaf who boxed in his spare time. A German who had stayed in 
England after being a prisoner of war and wandered after work. The mother was also 
German. She had found a job as a domestic helper in England after the war. Klaus was 
always in tow with the sisters, they played in the street, the park was far away. The move to 
Germany in 1962 did not make things much better. In the metropolitan areas where the work 
was, there were hardly any apartments. Again and again there were moves, again and again 
there were breaks, again and again new beginnings. 

 

Crossing borders included 

Then West Berlin in the 80s. Continuing education with and without a degree. Klaus 
commutes between Frankfurt and Berlin, converts a bus, sometimes works and sometimes 
travels. Encounters are more important to him than life plans. 

At work, he falls off a ladder, suffering a compound fracture, occupational disability and a 
small pension. Contact with his sisters remains erratic, Klaus lives in Wagenburgen. His 
address is a squatted condemned house in Mitte. He has never lived there. For Margrit, it is 
a detective's game to find him in Berlin. It is unclear what he does for a living. He deals in 
mistletoe and precious stones, and probably also in dope. And he gets together with Toni, 
a Neukölln snout, whom he helps out of the drug swamp. Others can still remember his 
helpfulness. Money doesn't play a big role, money comes, money goes. He often visits the 
"Hahn" and generously gives the guests free drinks and Spanish ham. Then he becomes a 
landlord, and things take their course. 

 

Wo hat er nur das Auto geparkt? Daily Terror 

"You are welcome," he greets even the foreign guests that Inge prefers to drive out. But it's 
the mix of neighborhood and tourists that makes it. Plus the colorful staff, whose selection 
depends more on biography and attitude than on talent for service. In recent years, it's 
mostly young anarchists from Barcelona and Latin America. Concerts, films, readings, all 
for free. The literary magazines presented are called "DreckSack" or "Saufen aktuell", the 
house band "Golden Cocks". Klaus pays for the artists' drinks, cab fares and yells "Geil, 
gell!" at the performances. 

Maybe this is his dream here after all, even if he burns it. At some point, as it must come, 
he loses the overview. Sometimes he spends the night in the pub, talking to himself, 
gesticulating wildly when all the guests have long since fled. The staff that comes in at noon 
can often tick off the shift. He doesn't pack the small purchases, frustrated with himself and 
the world. And where did he park the car? Daily Terror. One of them calls him a howler 
monkey.  



More than 100 people come to the funeral, the "Oberkreuzberger Nasenflötenorchester" 
plays "Je ne regrette rien". Many cry. 

The "Golden Rooster" has reopened. It now officially belongs to Klaus' sister in 
Braunschweig and is run by the staff, first until March and then, hopefully, for all eternity. 

Source: https://www.tagesspiegel.de/berlin/der-freak-in-seiner-grauz 

 


