“There Was a Man, There Was a Woman™ by
Sandra Cisneros

There was a man and there was a woman. Every
pavday, every other Friday, the man went to the Friendly
Spot Bar to drink and spend his money. Every payday,
every other Friday, the woman went to the Friendly Spot
Bar to drink and spend her money. The man was paid on
the second and fourth Friday of the month. The woman was
paid on the first and third Friday. Because of this the man
and the woman did not know each other.

The man drank and drank with his friends and believed if
he drank and drank, the words for what he was feeling
would slip out more readily, but usually he simply drank and
said nothing. The woman drank and drank with her friends
and believed if she drank and drank, the words for what she
was feeling would slip out more readily, but usually she
simply drank and said nothing. Every other Friday the man
drank his beer and laughed loudly. Ever Friday in between
the woman drank her beer and laughed loudly.

At home when the night came down and the moon
appeared, the woman raised her pale eves to the moon and
cried. The man in his bed contemplated the same moon, and
thought about the millions who had looked at the moon
before him, those who had worshiped or loved or died before
that same moon, mute and lovely. Now blue light streamed
inside his window and tangled itself with the glow of the
sheets. The moon, the same round 0. The man looked and
swallowed.



