
 

 AND THEN THEY KISSED IN RESTAURANTS 

 

IT WAS AN EARLY SPRING EVENING IN 1969 IN AUSTIN, TEXAS 

The gun had a silencer on it 

but they heard it anyway. 

It moved across the dark alley 

past their faces in the thick Southern night. 

They moved on through the dark  

and the pickup truck drove away. 

All still alive they went through the door with no number 

into the dark basement bar that held their friends, 

that held their fragile freedom. 

They danced and kissed in the dark 

but they always watched the door 

always listened for violent voices in the street. 

 

You stay in those basements you queers. 

You can’t drink here. 

You can’t dance here.   

You keep touching each other 

you can’t even eat dinner here. 

God, you’re so disgusting, so ugly! 

Crawl on back into the ground now 

you mistakes, you misfits, you aberrations of nature, 

you deviations from the red, white, and blue 

wearing your mama’s dresses and your daddy’s boots. 

Girls ain’t no boys ain’t no girls ain’t no boys ain’t no girls. 



Oh, but there’s this Mafia owned bar in the Village. 

Drag queens 

Pretty young men with sugar in their blood 

Truck driving bull dykes 

Transgender folks 

Male prostitutes 

Homeless kids 

   

All somehow didn’t meet the societal standards of the 40s, 50s, 60s, 

didn’t look like the pictures in the fashion magazines. 

Fell between huge cracks. 

Tumbled to the bottom 

still laughing and dancing like it wasn’t really that bad. 

Come on in the bouncer said. 

You pay us enough we’ll tell you when the police get here. 

The dance floor is way in the back so you can normal yourselves up 

before the cops get back there. 

 

THEN IT WAS JUNE 28, 1969 AT THE STONEWALL INN IN GREENWICH VILLAGE 

But there was no warning 

and it was early morning 

and those misfits were 

tired and drunk and mad and happy all at once 

and slinking away was not on the table. 

They did not feel disgusting, shy, ugly, aberrant, or helpless. 

And they did not stop and they did not stop, and THEY DID NOT STOP! 

Honey, you can hit us but we’re gonna throw everything we have at you! 

And they threw the tables and they threw the chairs and they threw the bottles. 

And they threw a fabulous queer hissy fit. 

AND THEY DID NOT STOP!  



 

AND THEN IT WAS JUNE 29, 1969 IN THE STREETS OF AUSTIN, TEXAS 

And just like that everything was different. 

Just like that! 

In a sunset and a sunrise. 

In newspapers scattered across a breakfast table. 

In a voice on the radio telling a story in short sentences, 

a story of something seemingly small that happened  

a long way away. 

Then they ran yelling out into the streets looking for their friends, 

and walked several abreast crowding a busy sidewalk 

talkin too loud and singin freedom songs. 

Then they linked arms with men in beards and dresses 

and women in tight jeans and shaved heads. 

Then they bought lesbian novels  

and took them to their literature classes. 

And then they kissed in restaurants. 

 

 

 


