Boy Will Be Boys
by

Eyes Right

Pensacola Beach, FL – Memorial Day weekend is very special here – if you are gay.  Since the early 1980’s gay men and women have been congregating on Pensacola Beach over this weekend, with well over 100,000 visitors each year.  This year the weather was perfect, and estimates are that at least 150,000 came to the area.
The boon to the local economy is considerable.  Many local outfits rake in huge amounts of cash by sponsoring events targeting the gay crowd.  A fellow by the name of Johnny Chisholm, who owns a local nightclub named Emerald City, throws parties nightly from Thursday through Monday, each with named theme.  The names tell you pretty much what is going to take place. [warning: do not allow tender eyes to read!]   Thursday’s party is called Foreplay, Friday brings Stripdown, Saturday is Sweat, Sunday is called Friction, and, as you might guess, Monday is Climax.  These parties begin late, around 11 PM and often go until sunrise.  The largest party takes place on Sunday at the Pensacola Civic Center and is called Abbracadabra.  It is followed by an “after-party” called Spellbound which runs from 3-8 AM at another gay bar in town.

In addition to these structured parties, there are also countless beach parties, the largest of which is the “Monster Beach Party” staged by a promoter.  As you drive east further out Pensacola Beach, you will find an entire section with elaborate large white tents lavishly outfitted by promoters to attract customers who pay to enter. These “circuit tents” have elaborate sound systems, light shows, and music being played by nationally known (to the gay crowd) DJ’s.  It often costs nearly $100 to gain admission to some of these tents, although sometimes you can snag a package deal which allows you to go to and fro from tent to tent for a set price.  The circuit tents got their name because they are set up for profit by outfits which literally go from gay beach gathering to the next to make money. The entire beach seems to be bouncing when these tents are in full swing. Some even have Jacuzzis dug into the sand!
The casual visitor is likely to see anything at these parties, or on the beach, even early in the morning.  You may see fellows decked out in full leather, drag queens, muscle boys, and I assure you that you will definitely observe lots of public display of affection.  At the pool of a large condo where I was staying, I saw several fellows deep kissing each other in a hot tub.  What made this scene interesting was that there was no apparent couples involved; just random guys kissing other random guys.

One of the larger condos on the island, Portofino Island Resort, goes out of its way to attract this high-spending crowd by offering reduced room rates and even sponsoring an “Underwear Party” to kick off the long weekend on Thursday night.  It seems to work for them;  I was in an elevator in this place and when we reached the 4th floor, 2 guys holding hands and wearing only black leather thongs joined us for the ride upwards.   

There are also events for the lesbian crowd throughout the weekend, but I should add that I personally did not notice their presence, at least anywhere on Pensacola Beach.

I must add that throughout this entire weekend I witnessed no fights and heard no police sirens.  It appears that these fellows exhaust themselves dancing the night away in a relatively peaceful manner.  There are certainly plenty of local rednecks also on the beach, but the two groups seemed to co-exist in a surprisingly civil manner.  I am guessing that the fact that the gays take over only the remote sections of the beach has something to do with this unexpected peace, but maybe, as Rodney King put it, we can all just get along.

I thought you might like to know.
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