
 

 

Three Little Dots 

 

The three familiar dots rippled across the bottom of the screen; the three dots that got 

my heart racing every time. The three little dots which mean that, somewhere out there, 

he was writing a reply. It felt like I was standing on a platform waiting for a train that 

would take me somewhere magical. I wasn’t sure which train I would be getting on, but 

I hoped it would be here soon. Placing my phone on the bedside table, I forced myself to 

look away convinced that he could feel my longing for those tiny, electronic whispers to 

creep onto the screen.  

Click. 
 
As my heart climbed up into my mouth, the phosphorescent glow drew me in. I placed 
my finger on the screen and slid it across the cool glass, releasing the promise within.  
 
As I read the message, sudden realisation flooded over me - my train had been derailed. 
It was not the reply I wanted - needed. As the glow died and the room was returned to 
darkness, the rumble in my chest continued.  
 
 

Social Pleasantries 
 
An army of tiny blood cell soldiers marched up my cheeks; they settled and set up camp 
covering the area between the dimple in my chin and the tiny, blonde hairs at the tips of 
my eyebrows. My face was on fire! Breathe. I strained my ears in an attempt to 
comprehend what had just been said. I was listening but I could not hear.  
 
My fingers began to quiver and moisture pushed its way out onto the palms of my 
hands. The ripple of quivers cascaded down my body and I felt my knees begin to 
buckle. Just stand still! My eyes ranged around his perfect portrait in an attempt to read 
the shape of his words as they left his mouth. I tried again but became distracted by the 
herd of elephants which danced inside my chest. Focus! 
 
“Morning, Jen. How are you?” 
 
“Smashing, thanks.” 
 
SMASHING? Nice one, Jen. As much as I begged, the ground refused to swallow me whole. 
With the mass of blood in my cheeks returning slowly to the rest of my body, I walked 
into the classroom.  
 
 
 


