
July 1, 2008 

 

Pride Weekend  
 

This weekend was the 38th Annual San Francisco LGBT Pride Celebration. Contrary to popular 

belief, "LGBT" does not stand for "Lettuce, Gay, Bacon and Tomato." Although bacon - nature's 

perfect food - is most definitely a cause for celebration. This was the Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual and 

Transgender Pride event, attracting an estimated 500,000 people to the city (which itself has a 

population of only 800,000).  

 

The first sign that Pride was coming were the rainbow flags unfurled on June 1 all along Market 

Street from the downtown business district to the Castro neighborhood. San Francisco is not shy 

in its support for the LGBT community, especially considering this is the biggest event in the 

city and one of the largest gay Pride celebrations in the world. During the week leading up to the 

parade, rainbow flags were erected all over town, store windows got prideful makeovers, and 

there was a exciting buzz in the air.  

 

 
 

When Pride weekend arrived, people were everywhere. Streetcars were packed. Sidewalks were 

crowded. Bars were overflowing. I was simultaneously proud to show off my beautiful city to all 

the visitors and annoyed with the hoard of invaders. I really just wanted a normal weekend 

(which are generally crazy enough).  

 



On Friday evening, I helped my friend Jayson set up for his party called "Pink Sabbath." He lives 

in the heart of the Castro and throws a huge house party every Pride Saturday to correspond with 

the "Pink Saturday" street fair in the neighborhood.  

 

I must admit that after helping out, I ended up going dancing that night. It was a Friday night, 

after all. The crowd was different than usual with all the visitors in town, but I still managed to 

have fun. To watch a video of me having a good time, click here.  

 

 
 

Did you actually try clicking the words "click here"? What kind of video would there be of me 

having a good time? Do you think I have my own reality TV show with camera crews recording 

my every move? Or were you expecting, perhaps, a more intimate video? Pervert!  

 

Pink Saturday  
 

Saturday evening began with my roommate and his crazy friends partying it up in the house. 

There were two guys in drag wearing hot-pink boas, a dominatrix slapping the ass of one of the 

guys until it was as pink as his boa, my roommate draped in nothing but a rainbow flag, a guy 

running around naked, another guy lip-synching with a cardboard wrapping paper tube, and a 



guy trying to pimp out one of his friends to me. It was total mayhem! All this while I was trying 

to cook and eat my dinner. Nearly a week later, there is still a line of hot-pink feathers from the 

front door all the way to the kitchen!  

 

I made my way to my friend Jayson's house. Just getting to his place in the Castro was a 

challenge, as the Pink Saturday street fair was in full swing. This huge street party engulfs the 

Castro every year on the day before the Pride parade. It's organized by The Sisters of Perpetual 

Indulgence, a community service organization consisting of very unorthodox nuns. I understand 

that a friend of a friend of mine, (Novice) Sister Eunice X, did most of the organizing this year.  

 

Jayson's party was a blast. The theme this year was "Caught in the Flash!" There was a doorman 

controlling entry with a red velvet rope. One had to be on the guest list to enter. A red carpet led 

up to the front door where camera flashes simulated the paparazzi. A DJ played music, and there 

was a full hosted bar in the backyard. An empty closet was transformed into a "make out room" 

featuring walls lined with condoms under the glow of black lights.  

 

The crowd was a lot of fun. I hung out with friends and had a great time. My favorite party 

people were 3 guys in hot-pink robes and terry-cloth skirts. When one of them lifted his skirt and 

showed me what he was wearing (i.e. wasn't wearing) underneath, I turned my head and covered 

my eyes, smacking the drink out of one of the guy's hand and onto the floor. I was so 

embarrassed! I got him a new drink, but left the party shortly afterwards.  

 

I went out dancing that night until 4:30 a.m. only because I bought a ticket in advance. The club 

was OK, but a little too crowded. I was having so much fun at Jayson's party that I would have 

preferred to stay there instead. I'll be at Pink Sabbath VII next year... perhaps in a hot-pink 

costume that will cause OTHERS to spill their drinks in surprise.  

 

Parade and Festival  
 

I slept-in Sunday morning and missed most of the Pride parade. With the exception of Dykes on 

Bikes that traditionally starts off the event, I'm not too fond of the parade. There are too many 

people simply walking or driving vehicles and not enough spectacular floats. It's hard to get a 

good view, and it goes on for over 4 hours!  

 

The festival, on the other hand, was tons of fun. The free event consisted of an enormous 

expanse of booths, dance stages, and vendors fanning out from City Hall. There were blocks and 

blocks of things to do and people to see (and probably people to do, too). It's the best picture-

taking day of the year, and I always bring my camera! I started off with a brief visit into City 

Hall for a picture out my workplace window.  

 



 
 

I spent quality festival time with my friend Carlos from San Diego as well as local friends Dalon, 

Evan, and Steve. I walked around and checked out the scene for over 5 hours.  

 

Among my favorite pictures this year were Evan as a Barbie doll, one of the Sisters of Perpetual 

Indulgence, and a scantily clad group of very drunk individuals dancing on a rickety stage. That 

last group was a wild bunch!  

 

My favorite picture of all was you-know-who posing with two Barbie doll drag queens. The 

pregnant one drinking a beer was grabbing my ass (not visible in the picture) while the other one 

grabbed me a little more visibly. The whole thing was kind of a blur. Is that a Barbie doll in my 

pants or am I just happy to be groped by two drag queens? You decide.  

 

All I'll say is that I was happy when Monday came and it was all over. The weekend was fun, 

but, heck, every weekend here is fun. I live in San Francisco!  

 



 
 

 



 
 

 


