
The Demise of a Cellular Telephone 

There are moments in life when time seems to slow down, when you wish you could hit 
rewind and change the course of events. This was one of those moments. 

It all started on our incredible trip to Underberg, an adventure that had already taken us off 
the beaten track, deep into the heart of breathtaking landscapes and unforgettable birding 
moments. We had spent the weekend immersed in nature, soaking in the crisp mountain air, 
the rolling hills, and the thrill of spotting some of our most sought-after birds. Every moment 
had felt like magic—until my phone took an unexpected dive into icy oblivion. 

On the second day of our trip, we decided to explore the area around Bushman’s Nek, where 
we stumbled upon a border post and a waterfall not far from our accommodation. The place 
was pure tranquility, untouched and peaceful, with the soft sound of cascading water filling 
the air. We wandered around, simply taking it all in. 

Not long after, however, a group of people arrived, carrying deck chairs, swimming towels, 
and cooler boxes, their loud laughter echoing through the valley. They wasted no time in 
diving straight into the water—a move that made me shiver just watching. It was freezing. In 
fact, in the shallower parts, thin layers of ice had formed overnight. I couldn’t believe they 
were voluntarily swimming in that. But they seemed to be having the time of their lives, 
completely unfazed by the near-freezing temperatures. 

After a while, Luca returned from his short adventure over the mountain, and we decided to 
call it a day. But before we left, we made a promise to return the following morning to 
capture the early morning light over the waterfall. 

The next morning, after packing up the vehicle and preparing for our journey home, we took 
the short detour back to the waterfall. The sun had just begun to rise, casting a golden glow 
over the landscape. It was breathtaking. And this, I thought, was the perfect time to test out 
my mom’s brand-new iPhone camera. 

Now, before I go any further, let me clarify—mom had just bought this phone a few days 
before. Her previous phone, which was barely used, had been passed down to me. To me, it 
was like receiving a brand new phone. And I, being excited about photography and capturing 
every moment, asked her if I could borrow her new phone to test out the camera. 

She hesitated for only a second before handing it over with the very distinct words, "Be 
careful." 

I assured her I would. I was always careful. 

With that, I made my way up to the top of the waterfall, phone in hand, ready to capture the 
beauty of the scene before me. My phone, tucked safely into my pocket. (Now we all know 
the hoodies with the pockets that extend all the way through, right? Keep that thought) It 
was the perfect setting—the mist rising from the water, the early morning light reflecting off 
the rocks. I was in my element, snapping away, trying different angles, completely absorbed 
in the moment. 



And then, I heard it. 

A soft plop. 

I barely registered it. I glanced over at my parents and saw my dad tossing small stones into 
the icy puddles, watching to see if they would break through the thin layers of ice. I thought 
nothing of it and continued taking photos. 

It wasn’t until I instinctively reached into my pocket to grab my own phone that my stomach 
dropped. My pocket was empty. 

What? Where had I put it? 

Panic surged through me as I frantically patted down my jacket. Then, suddenly, the 
realization hit me like a ton of bricks. 

The plop. 

It wasn’t my dad’s pebbles hitting the ice. It was my phone slipping from my pocket, tumbling 
into the freezing water below. 

My heart stopped. 

Without thinking, I took a step forward, fully prepared to dive in and rescue it. It was 
instinct—my mind screaming, I have to get it back! 

But before I could act, my parents reached me. My dad, ever the voice of reason, said firmly, 
"It's gone. There's nothing you can do." 

I looked at him in disbelief. No. That couldn’t be it. I could get it back. I just needed to try. 

But then he continued, his voice calm but certain. 

"The water is too cold. We have no idea how deep it is. It’s simply not worth the risk. It’s just a 
phone." 

Just a phone? I wanted to argue. I wanted to do something. But as I looked down at the still, 
dark pool beneath the waterfall, reality set in. There was no getting it back. My brand-new 
phone, the one I had barely had the chance to enjoy, was now lost to the depths of the 
freezing mountain water. 

I felt sick. 

The drive home was long and quiet. I couldn’t shake the feeling of disappointment. Losing a 
phone wasn’t the end of the world, I knew that. But the way it happened, so suddenly, so 
permanently—it stung. It felt like such an unfair way to end what had been such a perfect 
weekend. 



For a while, I wallowed in my frustration. I replayed the moment over and over in my head, 
wondering if there was anything I could have done differently. But then, somewhere along 
the drive, my dad spoke again. 

"You know, sometimes these things happen for a reason." 

I scoffed. What reason could there possibly be for losing my phone to a waterfall? 

But then he continued. 

"Maybe this trip was meant to remind us of something more important. We spent the 
weekend surrounded by nature, disconnected from the rest of the world. Maybe, in a way, 
that’s what matters more. Phones can be replaced. These moments we shared? They can’t." 

And slowly, I began to see his point. 

I thought back to the weekend—the breathtaking landscapes, the Ground Woodpeckers on 
Sani Pass, the endless laughter, the shared love for birding and adventure. None of that was 
lost. None of that could ever be taken away. 

Losing my phone was frustrating. But in the grand scheme of things, it wasn’t the tragedy it 
had first felt like. It was a reminder that sometimes, things don’t go the way we plan—but 
that doesn’t take away from the experiences that truly matter. 

So, as we finally pulled into our driveway and unpacked the car, I took one last deep breath 
and let it go. Because at the end of the day, this weekend wasn’t about the phone I lost. It 
was about the memories I gained. 

 


