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A gay “marriage” in Eftalou, Lesvos, Greece 

                                By Laura Tzelepoglou  © 22 May 2010 

A gay marriage in Greece? Last time I checked it was on the island of Telos that 
the mayor, two years ago, attempted to marry two gay couples and the Greek 
public attorney hastily ordered an administrative investigation. All aspects were 
examined - legal, moral and social - and a huge debate was carried out through 
newspapers and television. The two couples, as far as I remember, were ordinary 
people, two guys and two women. The marriage of course was never legally 
recognized. 

Now why did I remember this story? Yesterday, our local newspaper informed 
us that a gay “marriage” or “ceremony” was to take place on the beach of 
Eftalou, in Lesvos. Two guys, one German, the other of oriental origin, a mystery 
hanging on the exact identity of the two men. However, the newspaper duly 
informed its readership that “one was an influential figure in the world of 
fashion and the other a very successful businessman in the sector of worldwide 
spas and massage parlors”. Consequently, it was more than sure that celebrity 
guests would attend this event, “an excellent publicity for our island”. 

So , upon hearing that guests were, in general, welcome, on the sole condition 
that they were all dressed in white, we decided to attend, us Greeks, along with 
our group of American students, happening to spend a week end in Eftalou. I 
heard one of our American students asking somewhat anxiously: “Aren’t there 
going to be any protests from the local people / religious groups or whatever ?” 
Of course not my dear, we explained, this is not your average, run of the mill gay 
couple, we are talking about “foreigners”, “distinguished” and “influential” 
members of the international jet set (real or imagined by the local media people I 
cannot still say). And this, apparently, once again, changed everything. The local 
TV was there, anxious to record the arrival of the “celebrity” guests, but not the 
village mayor who was somehow hiding, too embarrassed to deal with the whole 
affair. There were some Greek guests, carefully selected – as it turned out - by 
the organizers. Quite interestingly, our usual Greek political incorrectedness, i.e. 
jokes and the usual irreverent bunter,  was hushed, upon the sight of the elegant, 
beautifully dressed guests starting to  flock to the Eftalou beach, the exquisite 
background for the “solemn and private ceremony” that was to take place in a 
few moments. Happily we tagged along, with our bunch of beautiful young 
American students, dressed in white, feeling generous, magnanimous, in 
harmony with nature, beauty and all the nice things in this life. Well, it wasn’t 
meant to be: A sour faced “priest” and ceremony organizer soon informed us 
that this is “a private do”, a “solemn ceremony” and would we please step aside. 
In other words, we were kicked out, as wedding crashers, from the – public – 
beach, because of the “private do”.  
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I’m sure various levels of frustration and anger were experienced by all the 
group, including us Greeks, trying to deal with the embarrassment of the 
rejection. Various explanations were forwarded: This was not like a Greek 
marriage, where anyone can easily invite him/herself and a happy chaos reigns 
throughout, this was a “closed”, cult like ceremony, since lots of the “yoga 
people” were attending and a native American ritual was to be followed for the 
ceremony. Strange thing, by the way, that unifying and encompassing faith 
systems such as Hinduism or Native American cults are used in such a way as to 
exclude people. But then, my dear, remember, it was “a private do”.  

Now, I realize that it is the third time I repeat this expression, but for me it is the 
“key” that gives me all the explanation I need for this incident. Why? Because it 
smacks of all the snobbery and haughtiness of a certain social class that I 
wouldn’t venture to define – upper, middle or just feeling definitely apart from 
the “hoi polloi”. No joyous generosity, no ‘oceanic’ feeling for these devout yoga- 
goers, narrow minded, snob, middle class representatives. In fact, exclusion was 
the order of the day: how else this “private do” would acquire its value as 
something out of reach of the common folk unless they impressed upon us the 
fact that they were yoga / spiritual special people or distinguished cosmopolitans. 
“Hands off, guys, this is exclusive territory and don’t be duped by the 
“openness” of our ideas and the “We are One” incantations. We are open, but 
only to our own and we trade in exclusivity – be it ideas, products, values etc. 
And, by the way, we don’t mind occupying your public place, i.e. this nice Greek 
beach!”. 

Call me old fashioned Marxist, but at this point I think that, once again, social 
class managed to rear its ugly head on the beautiful and serene beach of Eftalou.   

 


