The Magic Eight Ball: An exercise in tone and mood.

1. There was an eerie reflection of his image seen through the glare of the sleek black exterior of the ball. The image he looked into was so altered and stretched, it almost seemed unreal. He stood staring, losing his thoughts as the image slowly blurred, and he willed it, that loss of focus in mind and body, as he let each new moment pass. How much of time could be lost by the allure and magnetism of the object that sat there at his desk? What alternate universe could he lapse into through his loss of focus and awareness to his own world? His lips relaxed with his breathing as he let himself go, this trance he was falling into, from the pull of the Magic Eight Ball, until his thoughts compiled together in a moment of panic; who had set it there, his mind raced? Where did it come from?


2. She was so wound up, waiting as they went around the circle to open their gifts one by one. She wanted more than anything to see his reaction when he peeled back the wrapping and she could see the reaction of his face as his hand dug into the shallow box to find the precious item. What would he think? Would he know as soon as his hand touched that smooth, round surface? Would he pull it out and look straight to her knowing it was her gift and smile at how perfect it was to receive? The next girl in the circle had opened her gift and seemed a little disappointed to find a package of gum in that huge and brightly colored container. He wouldn’t be disappointed, she knew it! She had heard him talk about that Magic Eight Ball that sat on the counter of that local store. He’d wanted it for so long and she was the only one who knew him well enough to get it. Wait, is he grinning because he knows he’s next? Here it is! He’ll be so excited soon enough! He’s reaching, they’re laughing, and it’s time!

3. I had known it wasn’t going to be a good day. As soon as I woke up just before my alarm went off, I had to shrug knowing it just wouldn’t be my day. Why, why does it always seem to happen, that I will wake up just before that stupid alarm is supposed to go off. Why can’t I just get that extra minute’s sleep? But no! It seemed that was the way the whole week had been going. One thing after another of problems I was finding myself in. I wasn’t even meaning to do things wrong but there I was just the same, in a crappy situation. So here I sat beside Jeremy and my teacher. She thought she heard me say something I shouldn’t to him. He deserved it really. If she’d have walked in a few minutes earlier, she’d have heard him say way worse so why was I the one in trouble?! But she had a weird calm look on her face. I thought she was going to get mad and yell at me like that other teacher did Tuesday. And what’s with that Magic Eight Ball sitting in her lap? What would she be doing with that when I thought we were going to talk about how ‘in trouble’ I am? Gee, I wish when that alarm had gone off that I hadn’t even gotten out of bed. Some days, it just doesn’t even seem worth the trouble!

