
July 27, 2008 

 

Birthday Bash  
 

Several years ago, it was discovered that me and three friends here in San Francisco celebrated 

birthdays one after another on July 22, 23, 24, and 25. Our friend Jayson threw a huge birthday 

party for us, which has since developed into an annual tradition.  

 

This year, in the interest making life a little easier, we decided to have the celebration at a local 

bar. We'd have plenty of space, music, bartenders, and a fully stocked bar that we didn't have to 

pay for. What could be better?  

 

 
 

The party would be on a Thursday night (July 24) when bars would have fewer patrons... or so 

we thought. It turns out that Thursday is the new Friday in the Castro, and finding the perfect 

place was rife with drama.  

 

Our first choice was The Lookout, a fun local bar on the second story with a wrap-around 

outdoor patio overlooking Market Street. Unfortunately, they just began a Lesbian night on 

Thursdays, which has proven to be very popular with the ladies. Aside from issues with the bar 

being too crowded, we joked about our friends getting beaten up in a huge lesbian bar fight!  

 

Our second choice was Mix, a neighborhood bar in the heart of the Castro featuring a large, 

comfortable outdoor patio. A crowded beer bust and drag show on Thursdays was coming to an 

end the week before our party, leaving plenty of room for us. We could even have food on their 

barbecue outside. It was perfect! We talked to the owner, planned the event details, and were 

about to send out the invitation when we received word that the drag show would continue 

through the 24th. Our plans were foiled by drag queens! I hate when that happens.  

 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_htmODEz5KY


Less than two weeks before our party, we were scrambling to find a location. This bar was too 

small. That one was too clubby. The bar over there was too dirty (and not in the good way). We 

finally settled on Pilsner Inn, a quaint bar with a large outdoor patio conveniently located at 

Church and Market streets, stumbling distance from my apartment.  

 

 
 

On The Cusp  
 

Our July 23 friend Scott had moved from San Francisco, leaving one Cancer and two Leos and a 

hole in our line of birthdays. My birthday is July 25, farthest from the Cancer/Leo cusp (July 

22/23), which makes me the most "Leo-esque" of the group. I'd say that's accurate!  

 

The invitation featured Evan, Jessica, and I as a three-headed lion with crab claws. It was 

simultaneously amusing and disturbing! I'm not quite sure what it is we're doing to that lioness 

beneath us, although it looks like she's enjoying it. I suppose that would be the "XXX" in the title 

"XXX Leo/Cancer Birthday Safari!"  

 

We found out later that my friend Kai had a birthday on July 23, so he joined us for the 

celebration. We were back in business with a quadruple birthday party.  

 

http://www.pilsnerinn.com/


 
 

Party People  
 

The party was a blast. Pilsner Inn let us bring our own food, so we set up shop outside in the 

back. We had cheese and fruit and FOUR birthday cakes. Mine was a chocolate mousse cake, 

which was quite delicious. Jessica's had a lot of fruit on top and Evan's was a "princess cake" 

with marzipan frosting. The fourth cake was the lucky one that got all the candles. We all turned 

30 (and we're sticking to that story).  

 

 
 

I hung out with my friends Hugo and Aaron. We chatted for a while outside. My friend Rick and 

Michael and their friend Jose stopped by later. Then another friend Michael joined us. A party 

can never have too many Ricks and Michaels. And there were about three or four Ja(y)sons!  

 

I also met a woman (below right) who is new to Bombshell Betty's Burlesqueteers, a burlesque 

group here in San Francisco. She is going to do her first solo performance this Wednesday. 

Count me in... I'm a big fan of the art form. Her stage name is "Milkshake," and I heard that her 

milkshake brings all the boys to the yard.  

 

http://www.bombshellbetty.net/


 
 

 
 

 



 

 
 

Last One Home Gets to Keep All The Cake  
 

At midnight, I celebrated with my friends the arrival of my birthday with a glass of champagne 

and a curse word or two about the relentless passing of the years. One of the great things about 

being the last person to leave was that I got to keep three of the cakes! Another great thing was 

that there was nobody around to witness all the fun stuff at the tail end of the party. Things are 

always craziest later in the night! If you want to read about the dirt and see pictures, too, click 

here. 


