
 
 
Eye Pools 
 

Ben sat in his apartment watching the game. He mulled the situation over in his head. 
She was leaving in one week, and he loved her, though he kept his feelings out of sight.  
He imagined what her face would look like if he told her the story he’d so carefully 
constructed. He wondered what her eyes would look like glazed over with tears.  
He’d never seen her cry; he dreaded the possibility she wouldn’t. The roar of  
the crowd as his team scored brought Ben back to the present.  
She ran through his mind once more.  

  
What do you mean? Are you sure? Tom asked. 
Ben looked at Tom through his big glassy eyes, 
his round face left mysteriously unchanged as he 
delivered the next line.They said I have six months. 
Tom’s crystal blue eyes grew dark, the lines in his forehead 
deepened. He looked carefully at Ben, taking in his superhuman 
size. In this moment Tom’s eloquence was lost; he searched for words. 
He moved close, stretched out his arm, and rested his palm on the bearded 
man’s broad back. He fumbled, …sorry. 
 
Time and again Ben had taken Tom out on the town. 
Ben always took everyone out, and he always footed the bill. 
Tom saw these grand gestures as a shield Ben hid behind. 
She was the reason the two were in each other’s lives. 
  
She appeared to have everything going for her, but she was much more complicated than 
her friends or family knew. Tom saw past her exterior and challenged her in ways 
that most couldn’t. He made her talk about the things that made her throat get 
tight and the corners of her eyes well up with tears; she hated and loved him 
for it. Tom and she were more than best friends, but they never told each 
other such. She hoped he’d ask her to stay. 
  
What do you mean? Are you sure? Ben asked. 
She looked at Ben, failing to notice the pain 
pooling in his eyes. 
I have always loved him. 
Ben’s jaw muscles clenched 
down tight, the lump in his throat 
grew larger. His eyes darted back and forth 
across her face. Never much for words, Ben racked  
his brain for something to say. He moved in close and  
wrapped his large frame around hers. He stammered, …tell him. 
Her smile broke his heart.  

  
She sat in her apartment watching the hands on the clock 
move at what seemed like an accelerated pace. She mulled the 
situation over in her head. She loved Tom, and she was running out 
of time to tell him. She thought he loved her too, but the uncertainty 
paralyzed her. Her pillow was left wet with emotion. 
  
On the day of her departure, she called Tom. 
She told him she loved him. 
Ben’s sick. Tom replied. 
Her eyes glazed over with tears. 


