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I dedicate this book to the children and teenagers who listen when they are guided, and choose discipline when it is easier to ignore. May you give your parents quiet pride in their advanced age through the lives you build. To the youth who bury themselves in social media and never care to build their future. May you be fair to yourselves and your parents, and live a responsible life before it is too late.
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In this book, you will encounter Derrick’s voice. He draws experience from patterns that repeat across many lives. I write as an observer of something that rarely announces itself. There is no single moment where things clearly go wrong. Instead, there is a gradual shift that takes place within ordinary life. Daily habits form without resistance, and over time, they begin to direct outcomes. That is where this story lives.

The presence of phones, social media, and constant connectivity has become the norm. They are part of education, communication, and daily structure. This book does not argue against their existence. It does not present technology as a problem in itself. It examines something less visible: how these tools are used, and how repeated patterns quietly shape behaviour over time.

I have chosen a confessional form to allow it to unfold without interruption or defence. There are no exaggerated claims here, only sequences that once felt ordinary. Readers may recognise parts of themselves within these pages. That recognition develops gradually, in the same way that the patterns in this book were formed.

The Purpose of This Book

This book seeks to expose the subtle, often invisible patterns that shape how we think, feel, and behave on social media. It turns unconscious habits into something visible and questionable.

Objectives of the Book

	To reveal the small, repeated actions such as checking, refreshing, and scrolling that quietly form powerful habits over time.

	To help readers learn the difference between perceived connection and actual connection, between stimulation and satisfaction.

	To encourage readers to observe their own behaviour without denial, excuse, or distraction.


I wrote this book for you

	Teenagers. You, young people who open a third world war against your parents to give you smartphone devices as a symbol of freedom, connection, or status, only to find yourselves gradually pulled into an addiction. This book helps you recognise the shift from control to attachment.

	Students who sacrifice academic focus. You, learners who once had clarity and discipline but now struggle to concentrate. Phone notifications and feeds repeatedly divert your attention, eroding your brain. The book exposes the hidden trade-off between screen time and academic performance.

	Workers distracted during productive hours. Dear employees, you spent sleepless nights looking for that job. But now, you spend significant portions of your working time on aimless scrolling, often without realising the cumulative cost. This book highlights how small moments of distraction gradually translate into lost productivity, self-cheating, and compromised integrity.

	Users seeking growth and opportunity. Those who genuinely use social media for learning, networking, or building solutions for society. This book challenges you to remain intentional, disciplined, and aware of the platform’s subtle pull.

	Parents who outsource attention to screens. Some of you, parents or caregivers, knowingly or unknowingly, rely on social media to occupy your children, replacing presence with passive digital engagement. This book invites reflection on the long-term impact of that substitution.

	Schools and institutions lacking regulation. This book highlights the importance of implementing relevant policies, structures, and awareness to regulate the use of smart devices.


The confession begins on the next page. What you do with it is your business.

Dr. Everest Turyahikayo, PhD

May, 2026
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Chapter 1: The Gift I Blame

[image: ]


I thank my parents, Agatha and Gregory, for the phone they placed in my hand, and I hold them responsible for everything that followed.

I remember the exact weight of it resting on my palm. My mother turned it over once before giving it to me, as if checking it was still the same object she had decided to hand away. My father stood near the doorway with a folded cloth pressed between his hands, watching without speaking. Nobody made a speech. Nobody said, here, this is the beginning of something. It passed as something ordinary, the way the worst things always do.

I sat at the edge of the sofa and let the screen wake under my touch. The light settled on my face, and I did not look up again. That was the first small permission. My thumb slid across the glass, slower and slower, learning its geography. I nodded once at something inside the screen, though no one had asked me anything. My body was answering a question the room hadn’t asked.

Later, my father said my name from across the room. “Derrick?” I lifted my eyes for just long enough to show I had heard, then dropped them back down. He did not repeat himself. My mother placed a cup of tea beside my elbow. I let it sit until it went cold.

I told myself I was only learning the device. I would join them in a moment. I did not move. That night I held the phone against my chest as I lay in bed, the screen dimmed but still alive, my thumb moving even when there was nothing left to press. I already suffered from scrollnesia: that habit of scrolling without purpose, without memory, without end.

I see it clearly now, not as a mistake, but as a quiet agreement I entered without speaking. They gave me the phone. I accepted everything inside it.

I had Lived Uninterrupted Life

BEFORE THE PHONE, THE evenings had a shape I could rely on. I sat at the dining table at half-past six, books and pens spread in a careful line. My mother arrived first, placed her bag on the chair nearest the wall, and moved straight to the kitchen without pausing. I heard the knife strike the board in short, firm taps. The blender. The gas cooker wiped down with deliberate strokes. She moved through the kitchen the way she moved through most things: purposefully, leaving no loose ends.

My father came in by eight, loosening his tie as he crossed the sitting room, his shoes making a dull, steady sound on the tiles. He set his briefcase down, stood for a moment as if finishing a thought from his lecture hall, then sat. My mother carried in his cup without being asked. They spoke in low voices across rooms, then closer, settling into a rhythm I had come to expect without ever examining.

What I remember most is the exercise book. Without warning, my father would turn to me and ask for it. I would carry it to him and place it in his hand. He flipped through pages slowly, his thumb pressing the corners flat. Sometimes he nodded once and closed it. Sometimes he paused, turned back a page, then another. On those nights, he asked questions in a calm tone that left no room to move. I stood shifting my weight, answering in short pieces that never felt complete. My mother watched from the side. If a test had gone badly, she would step in, not to defend me exactly, but to redirect him, her voice flat and steady, the way she redirected water around a blocked pipe. He would sit back, adjust his glasses, and the moment would pass without resolution. Their words moved past each other without landing.

I returned to my seat and opened my book again, though I did not always read. Nothing in those evenings felt unusual. The hours held their shape. Each person moved within a line already drawn.

I did not need a phone then. That is what I tell myself. It stays with me longer than it should.

Brian Told Me About the Wonders of a Phone

BRIAN WAS NOT ONE OF the top ten students in any subject, though he used to say he would qualify as a pharmacist one day. I want to say that plainly because it matters. He was not the boy you would expect to change your thinking.

We were sitting on the wooden bench behind the classroom block during break, his back against the wall, his shoes still dusty from the playing field. He spoke about evenings with his father’s phone as if describing something mildly interesting, a shortcut he had found. Algebra, velocity, and respiration in plants. He moved between them the way you might flip channels, landing wherever something caught his attention.

I tapped my pen against my knee and said nothing. I watched his hands as he spoke, the way his fingers moved as if still holding the screen. He laughed once, a short sound, and said the videos made mathematics clearer than teachers did. Then the bell rang, and he walked back inside without looking for my reaction.

I stayed on the bench for a moment longer than necessary.

In class that afternoon, I turned pages without reading them. I kept picturing a screen instead of the chalkboard. Answers arriving quickly, effortlessly, without the weight of standing in front of my father while he pressed the corners of my exercise book flat. I pictured myself speaking the way Brian spoke: without hesitation, without checking notes.

The gap between what Brian had and what I had was not about wealth. His house was smaller than ours. His father shared a single device with him. That was precisely what unsettled me. It should have been simpler for me. It should have already been mine.

That evening I came home and sat at the table again, books in the same careful line, the same sounds from the kitchen. But something had shifted. I watched my mother use her phone at supper, her thumb moving in short, controlled motions, and I felt the absence of my screen like a specific kind of hunger. My father placed his phone beside him without thinking. Both of them disappeared into something I could not see or enter. The light from their screens touched their faces and left the rest of the room dim.

I held my pen and waited for something to include me. Nothing came.

I told myself I would use a phone better than Brian. I would go further, be disciplined, not waste time. I believed that completely. I find that the most difficult part to admit.

I Insisted I Must Have a Phone

IT BEGAN AS AN OBSERVATION: everyone has one. Then it tightened. I should have one. I wrote it once in the margin of my exercise book without noticing and scratched it out quickly, though no one was watching. By the end of that week, it had settled into something harder and quieter. I must have one. I did not say it aloud. 

I started arranging my reasons like furniture, finding the best position for each one. I thought about Brian’s smaller house, his shared device, and I looked around at what surrounded me: the routines, the order, my mother’s careful precision, my father’s briefcase placed in the same spot each evening. All of that, and still no phone. The comparison felt unjust in a way I could not fully explain, but felt certain about.

One Wednesday evening, I waited until my mother stood at the sink, rinsing the last glass. I stepped closer and placed my hand on the edge of the counter. “Mum, I need my own phone,” I said.

She placed the glass upside down, wiped her hands slowly, then faced me. “Derrick, you are still young,” she said.

I nodded as if I agreed. But I was sixteen, a Form Three student. I could not work out how that counted as young. I began choosing my moments carefully, the way you choose weather for a journey. My father, I avoided altogether. If he heard the word phone, he turned sharply and reached for my exercise book as if the two things were in direct competition. So, I waited for the softer hours, the pauses between tasks, the moments when my mother’s attention loosened. I spoke about learning faster and not being left behind. Other times I said nothing at all, only stood near her while she worked, close enough for the silence to carry the request.

She said we would discuss it later. I took that as a yes that hadn’t arrived yet.

I asked before school, standing near the door with my bag on my shoulder. I asked after supper when she already had her phone in her hand. I asked from different angles without ever quite repeating myself. I noticed how the space between her answers grew shorter. I noticed I stopped waiting as long before asking again. It felt like something already decided, waiting for her to catch up.

I had already taken a step she had not seen.

How I Became a Rebel

I BEGAN TO PLAN MY behaviour the way I planned my homework. I learned quickly which moments opened and which ones closed. I chose the pauses, the times when my mother’s focus softened after a long day. I repeated the same reasons with small variations, changing a word here, an angle there, never quite saying the same thing twice so she could not dismiss it as a repeated request. I framed it as education, fairness, and inevitability.

Sometimes I said nothing. I would stand close to her while she worked, answering her questions with half a sentence or not at all. Once, when she asked about my day, I let the silence stretch until she turned back to her tasks. I watched her expression, not anger, but something unsettled, and used it.

I did not think of it as manipulation. I thought of it as finding the right approach. I see now that I was testing how far I could go.

Then came the empty plate. One night, she placed my favourite meal in front of me. Smoked fish in groundnut sauce, thick and warm, served with mashed banana and mingled millet. The smell reached me before I sat down. I pulled out the chair, looked at the plate, and said I would not eat.

The words came out evenly, without strain. I kept my hands on my thighs. The aroma filled the room and pressed against every part of my restraint. I swallowed once, twice, kept my face unchanged. My father looked up briefly, then returned to his plate. My mother stood beside the table a moment longer, adjusted the serving spoon, then moved away.

I stayed until they finished. I carried my untouched plate to the kitchen, covered the food, and walked to my room. I sat on my bed with my stomach tight, tasting what I had refused.

After the house went quiet and the lights went off, I moved down the corridor in the dark, placing each foot carefully. The kitchen door creaked. I paused. Then I continued. I ate quickly, standing up, using my hands. I drank the pineapple and watermelon juice straight from the jug and wiped the rim before putting it back. Then I returned to my room the same way I had come.

I told myself it was necessary.

The next morning, I did not wash the plates as asked. I held one under the tap for a second, then placed it back and left. I stopped clearing the table after supper. I left my books where they fell. When my mother spoke to me, I answered less. When my father called my name, I delayed. Sometimes I did not respond at all.

I avoided the dining table when both of them were there, slipping instead into the garage to sit on the low stool near the wall, running my fingers along the rough surface of the door, waiting for the sound of plates and voices to fade. I watched how the house adjusted to my absence, how my silence filled spaces where my voice had been expected. They moved around it, stepping over it, as if it might pass on its own.

Looking back, I understand now what I was doing. I was making myself a problem that needed solving. I was making the phone the solution. That is the part I find hardest to sit with. Not that I was dishonest, but that it worked so completely, and I felt nothing but satisfaction. I had won something. I just did not know what I had lost.
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Chapter 2: My Mother’s Response
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I knew something had shifted the night my mother stopped answering me straight. It was a Friday evening. She stood at the kitchen counter with the cloth in her hand, wiping the top of the oven. Once, twice, a third time, though nothing had spilled. I leaned against the doorframe and watched her without speaking. The tap was off. The room held its own quiet, just the soft drag of fabric against metal. I waited until she looked up. Then I asked for the phone again, my voice steady, my hands still at my sides. No reasons this time. I let the request sit on its own.

She folded the cloth, unfolded it. Her eyes did not quite meet mine.

“If it were only me to decide,” she said, her voice low, “I would not have a problem. Your father cannot allow me to buy you the phone.”

She had not said no. She had only moved the door slightly out of line. I felt something shift inside me, small but certain.

I stepped closer to the counter and placed my hand near hers. She did not pull away. She kept wiping the oven, slower now, as if the action had become more complicated. I watched her face, the way she held her expression in place. Not firm, just soft. I let the silence do what words would have ruined.

I had heard my friends talk about this without naming it properly. Be consistent, they said. Show sadness without speaking too much. Withdraw. Let them feel your absence. Let them come to you. I had listened without asking questions, storing it all somewhere I did not know was there until now. Standing in that kitchen, watching my mother wipe an already clean surface, I recognised the pattern forming under my own hands.

I kept my answers short when she spoke. I let her questions fall without reply. I stayed near her without helping, just close enough that she could feel me. I watched how she adjusted around me: how she paused before moving, how her voice softened even when she tried to sound firm. Once, she turned sharply and told me to stop it, her tone rising for a second before she caught it and pulled it back down. But I had already seen it. That moment of losing control told me more than her steady voice ever did.

She was trying. That was the thing I had not expected to feel bad about.

Later that night, my mother sat at the table with her phone in her hand, staring at the screen without moving her thumb. My father spoke from the sitting room, unaware. She looked at me once more, then lowered her eyes. I understood something in that moment. I had not won anything yet. But she was no longer standing against me. She was standing beside herself, unsure of which way to fall.

The Day My Prayer Was Granted

THE NEXT MORNING, I followed her into the bedroom without saying a word. I closed the door behind me with care, making sure it did not click. My father was in the sitting room, a radio programme drifting in low and steady from under the gap in the door.

She stood beside the cupboard with the keys in her hand, turning one slowly between her fingers. She looked at the keys, then the floor, then finally at me. Her voice came out almost folded into itself.

“I will get you the phone,” she blurted, as if the words might harden if she held them too long. “But you must not tell your father.”

I felt it move through my chest before I could stop it. Something warm and fast. I nodded once, slow and measured, as if nothing extraordinary had just happened. I watched her press the keys into her palm and release them again, the small tension in her shoulders not settling, not yet.

My mother did not smile and did not repeat the promise. She moved past me and opened the cupboard, placing the keys inside with a careful motion, as if completing something that could not be undone. She rested her hand on the door for a second longer than needed.

She turned back and told me I had to be careful. She did not explain what that meant. I nodded again. But inside, my thoughts had already run ahead of her. I saw myself holding the phone at school, carrying it in my bag, keeping it out of sight when my father was near. I did not know the details yet. I told myself that those would come later.

My mother watched me, her eyes searching my face for something she could not seem to find. Then she shook her head, just slightly, in something that looked very much like grief. I did not thank her. I was not sure how to.

The radio in the other room grew louder for a moment, then settled. My father’s voice followed, speaking to no one in particular, continuing his evening without interruption.

On Friday Evening the Phone Arrived

I KNEW THE MOMENT I heard the hoot at the gate that something was different. My mother never hooted like that on a normal evening. I sat at the table with my chemistry book open in front of me, notes on sulphates I had been staring at without reading. I stood before the sound finished, pushed the chair back, and walked to the door.

Her Forester sat at the gate, engine running. It was a 2017 model she had bought the previous year in 2025, still carrying the shine of something newer than it was. Most cars in our area arrived already tired from years of use elsewhere, shipped in from Japan. Politicians had spoken about electric cars we would build ourselves, but nothing had arrived except speeches.

I pulled the gate open with both hands, the metal cold. She drove in and stopped near the veranda. I moved to her door before she switched off the engine. She reached across to the passenger seat and lifted a rectangular package, held it in her lap for just a second, then handed it to me. Her face stayed still. 

The box was lighter than I had imagined. The top carried a pink and blue cover, the colours soft and deliberate, shifting slightly under the porch light. I ran my thumb along the sealed edge without breaking it.

We walked into the house together. In the kitchen, she placed her bag on the chair and turned away from me, opened a cupboard, then closed it without taking anything out. She nodded once, not facing me. 

I broke the seal. The plastic peeled back with a faint sound. I lifted the lid slowly. Inside, the phone lay flat, dark and untouched, resting in its place as if it had been made for that exact space. I paused before touching it.

It settled into my palm with a quiet certainty. Lighter than the box suggested, smoother than anything I had held for that long. The surface felt like glass that had not yet been disturbed: clean, almost too perfect to belong to me. A Tecno. I turned it slightly, watching light move across it. My fingers traced the edges, the corners, the back, learning its shape without hurry. I pressed the side button, and the screen came alive, the brightness rising gently.

Behind me, my mother moved about the kitchen, her steps controlled, hands occupied with washing and chopping. She did not come close or ask to see the phone.

Then my father’s key turned in the front door. I slid the phone into my pocket and dropped the box into the bin. He walked straight to the sitting room.

“Derrick, take my computer bag to the study,” he said.

I took the bag and carried it through. Then I went to my bedroom and closed the door.

I Fasted That Night

I SAT ON MY BED WITH the phone in my hand. I turned it slowly, then faster, then stopped as if someone might notice the change in my grip. My thumb moved across the screen without purpose, opening nothing, only feeling the response. I pressed the power button again and watched the light appear and disappear, needing to confirm it would stay.

Something rose in me that I could not fully name. Sharp and warm, pushing against the calm I was trying to perform for no one. I walked across the room and back to the bed again, stood near the door, returned to the bed without deciding to move. I placed the phone against my palm and held it there.

I thought of Brian leaning against the classroom wall, talking about asking his father, about waiting his turn. I looked at what I held and felt something lift inside me, quiet but definite.

Then my mother came in. She looked at me properly for the first time since we had entered the house together. She smiled, but it did not spread fully. It stopped near her mouth, as if she had decided how far it should go. Her eyes moved from my face to the phone, then back.

“You should be careful,” she said, and closed the door behind her.

I nodded, but the movement felt slower this time. I lowered the phone slightly, then raised it again. Her face stayed with me after she left. The smile that did not reach her eyes. The way she had looked at me as if she were trying to recognise someone who had changed while she was not watching.

Something tightened inside me. I had known she was wavering. I had watched it happen. I had helped it happen. But standing there alone with the phone finally in my hand, I could not stop seeing her face in the kitchen the night before: the cloth going over the same patch of metal, her eyes not meeting mine, the way she had folded and unfolded the cloth because she did not know what else to do with her hands. She had been trying to hold herself steady while I stood close and did nothing to help her do it.

The house had gone quiet now. My father remained behind a closed door, his presence contained, unaware of what had shifted around him. My mother was somewhere on the other side of a wall, carrying what she had promised me and the weight of not having told him.

I turned the phone over in my hands. The screen came alive again at the slightest pressure.

I was not sure what I expected to feel. I had spent weeks imagining this: holding it, using it, carrying it to school, showing it to Brian without making a performance of it. I had expected something cleaner. Something that felt only like arrival.

Instead, I sat on my bed in the dark with the phone glowing in my hands, and what I felt most clearly was the size of the silence I had helped create. My mother had said yes. She had gone against my father for me. She had done it quietly, carrying it alone, and I had not even thanked her.

I pressed the button again. The screen lit up. Outside my window, the street was still. I told myself that the guilt would pass. I told myself I had not done anything wrong, only been patient, only been clever. I told myself a lot of things that night. But I kept the phone face down after a while, because looking at it too long made it harder to believe them.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3: Tecno’s Hidden Buttons
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I did not call anyone when I first held the phone, I built something instead. I sat on the edge of my bed with the door half closed, the evening light cutting a narrow line across the floor. The phone rested in my palm, and I felt a pull I could not name, something between excitement and unease, as if I had been handed an entrance ticket but no one had told me where the door was. I opened menus I did not need. I closed them again. I returned to the home screen and watched the icons settle into their familiar order. The repetition felt like purpose, even when it was not.

From the corridor, my mother’s footsteps slowed briefly outside my room, then continued. She did not enter. I kept my eyes on the phone. I was grateful for that, the small mercy of not being interrupted before I understood what I was beginning.

My Past Diaries

I PULLED A BUNDLE OF exercise books from the bottom drawer of my desk. They were tied with a thin elastic band that had lost its grip, and they slid against each other with a dry sound when I lifted them, their edges softened from years of handling. I placed them on the bed and sat beside them for a moment without moving.

I untied the bundle and let the elastic fall aside. The first notebook opened with resistance, its spine cracking slightly as I pressed it flat. The ink inside had faded in places, dark in others, uneven in a way that reminded me of different moods rather than different years. I ran my finger along a margin where I had once underlined a sentence too hard. The pressure had left an indentation I could still feel, though the meaning of the words had softened beyond reach.

Names appeared in the corners of pages, written quickly, sometimes repeated, sometimes crossed out without explanation. Some names had notes beside them that no longer meant anything. Others stood alone, context-free, as if I had placed them there and forgotten them immediately. I turned a page and paused at a diagram I had drawn carelessly. The lines were corrected more than once, then abandoned halfway through.

I did not try to pull meaning out of it. I only noticed the distance between myself and the person who had written these things. My phone lay beside me on the bed, screen occasionally lighting up with silent notifications I did not open. I kept one hand on the notebook and one hand near the phone, as if I needed both to confirm I was still in the same room, still the same person.

What struck me most was how many pages ended mid-thought. How many lines simply stopped. I did not feel sad about it. I felt curious in a removed way, the way you study something behind glass. I closed one notebook and opened another. Inside, I found a list of words repeated until they seemed to lose their shape. I traced them with my finger and felt nothing except a quiet certainty that I was different now, and that the phone beside me was part of why.

How My Contacts Grew

I SAT ON THE EDGE OF my bed with the Tecno resting on my thigh, its screen bright against the dim room. The two old notebooks lay pushed to one side, half open, forgotten. I did not close them. I shifted them away to make space for what I was about to do.

I opened a blank contact list and stared at it. The emptiness bothered me in a way I had not expected. A phone without contacts felt like a house without furniture, technically a structure, but not yet a home. So, I started filling it.

Brian came first. Then others from the class, then teachers, then people I nodded to in the corridor but had never properly spoken to. I typed slowly at first, then faster, then settled into a steady rhythm. Tap, type, save, return. Tap, type, save, return. My thumb learned the motion before my mind caught up. The phone accepted every name as if it had been waiting for them.

One hundred contacts felt ordinary. Three hundred felt like structure. I felt a small lift in my chest that I now recognise as pride, though I am not sure it deserved that name. Five hundred felt like something had widened inside me, like opening a window in a room that had been closed
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