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I would like to thank my Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ for the gift of storytelling and all those who read my books. Thank you to my tutors and my PTU teachers for all the lessons. Thank you to all my Cubcake family for their support.

My name is Phoebe, I am nine years old and I will be 10 in 2 weeks. That means I have to remind my parents every day for the next two weeks that my birthday is coming up or they will forget. My mom turned 25 last month. My grandmother did not throw a party for her; she just said, “There’s nothing to celebrate, dear.” I love my grandmother; she’s always cracking jokes and warning me about the dangers of social media and smartphones. “I do not know why they call them smartphones, Phoebe, especially when they make people act stupid,” she complains then. She does not want me to have a phone. One day when I brought a phone my mom bought me, my grandmother hit it with a brick and said, “It’s evil,” imagine that. My parents met through social media, and my mother got pregnant at 14. From that day on, my grandmother wanted nothing to do with smartphones or social media. On weekdays, I live with my grandmother and on weekends, I visit my parents.

In my parents’ apartment, everything is different. I get to use a phone, I play games, I take pictures, and all the other fun stuff. When we sit at the dinner table, it gets difficult. We only talk by text message because everyone is on their phones. We never talk to each other. My parents had me when they were in high school, and when my grandmother found out, she took a stand and said, “Let me take care of the baby, you two get on with school.” Then when they went off to college, I was still little and they took turns watching me.

I remember when I was younger and my mother took me to the park, she was on the phone the whole time. Suddenly she got a call and started walking through the park, then went to the exit of the park and left me there.

A few hours later she came back and picked me up “Oh my baby! I am so sorry I left you, are you okay?” she asked, terrified. Luckily for her, no one noticed that I was alone the whole time. My father is no better. He left me at a grocery shop while he was busy texting and sending photos. As he picked up the groceries and walked out of the shop, the security guard said, “Sir, did not you forget something?”

“I do not think so, I paid for everything.” He replied “Sir, maybe something with two legs and a pink jacket?” the security guard said in irritation.

“Oh, sorry, I have been working long hours, you know how these things happen.” “No, I do not know what things you mean young man, you were so busy with your phone that you forgot about your child.”

My father looked at the security guard in irritation and said to me, “Let us go, Cupcake, and leave this judgmental fool here.”

This was not the first time he had forgotten me in a shop. I was lucky then because the owner of the shop knew my grandmother. She came running into the shop and when she saw me, she started crying.

“Why are they doing this to you, my baby?” When we got home we found my parents in the dining room on their phones. Grandmother got angry with them, “You irresponsible, ungrateful, selfish children,” she shouted.

On my 8th birthday, the country was under lockdown because of Covid-19, we could not go celebrate. But my parents told me we would bake a cake, all of us as a family, and we would have our own little celebration. I was so happy, because that was what I had always wanted. I laid out all the ingredients.

The baking started and we had so much fun doing it. While the cake was still in the oven, my mother told me to take a quick bath. I excitedly went for a bath because I already knew how I wanted the cake decorated. A few minutes later I was ready, then I came to check on my mother and the cake. Before I could go into the kitchen, it smelled
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