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“What’s that over there?” 

“Over where?” 

“On the ceiling.” 

It was one of my least favorite voices from one of my least 

favorite humans in the whole world: Uncle Vincent. I wished I could 

have been surprised that my first encounter with him this year was 

beginning with me walking right into one of his frequently-occurring 

complaining sessions. Today, it seemed the subject of his complaint was 

something on the ceiling, and my mother was the unfortunate victim of 

his probably unnecessary frustration. She was the one who had picked 

him up for the airport; my brother Kwamz was out, and my dad and I 

had barely gotten back home. 

“Oh,” I heard my mother reply to him. “It’s just a cobweb.” 

“Ei!” Uncle Vincent exclaimed. “You people allow cobwebs to 

form in your house? Back home, my wife and daughters clean every 

centimeter of my house every Saturday morning. You will never see any 

spider deciding to live there without it being killed in a matter of 

minutes. In fact, there are no insects in my house at all. They all know 

better. Even the ants, eh? Even the ants! You can leave a jar of 

granulated sugar open in the kitchen, then leave my house and come 

back. The sugar will still be there, untouched. Even so, my eldest, eh? 

She can’t stand anything that will even give insects an invitation inside. 

If she saw such a thing on anyone’s ceiling, eh…” 

“Yes, yes, we’ll clean the ceiling. Today noor, don’t worry,” my 

mother cut in, clearly trying, but expecting to fail at not seeming rude. 

I always wondered why she put so much effort into trying to avoid 
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offending someone who never seemed to give a flying pesewa about the 

rudeness he exuded by virtue of his very existence. Uncle Vincent 

always made her flustered, and my normally composed mother tended 

to lose her social balance when dealing with him, resulting in increased 

fumbling and decreased patience. I was already seeing the effects, 

though Uncle Vincent had probably only been here for a maximum of 

five minutes before my dad and I had gotten home. 

I, personally, was not in a very good state myself, having had 

just experienced one of the longest days ever with my father and 

grandfather, doing service things, and then having my ear talked all the 

way off by the latter the entire way home. It was all, as Daddy and 

Grandpa told me, “part of my training to be the next Ananse.” 

Speaking of being an Ananse…when you find out something 

really cool, for example, that you are the direct heiress of a title so 

legendary and ingrained in cultures and childhoods like “Ananse,” you 

expect your life to suddenly get way cooler. Instead, you end up doing 

boring things like community service. It doesn’t make a lot of sense. I 

mean I personally don’t have a very good relationship with Kwaku 

Ananse stories, though a lot of people consider it just about inextricable 

from Ghanaian Akan culture. I, however, have been exhausted for years 

by Kwaku Ananse’s overuse. Whenever I hear someone begin a Kwaku 

Ananse story, I feel like hitting something. If he was real, he’d probably 

even be tired of hearing his own name. The thing is that, he kind of is 

real, and soon, I will be him…or her. 

You see, I found out a few weeks ago that my father is “Kwaku 

Ananse.” That sounds absurd, because of course, Kwaku Ananse is a 
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fictional character, and my father’s name is technically Jonathan 

Kweku Annan. “The Ananse,” however, is a title passed down from 

generation to generation, so like from the first Ananse to his/her kid, to 

the kid’s kid and so on, all the way down to me. My ancestry is more 

significant than I had known it was just weeks ago, and certain things I 

thought were traditions and coincidences turned out to be full of 

intentionality. For example, in the Annan family, every first-born child 

is typically born on a Wednesday, thus called a variant of Ananse’s first 

name, “Kwaku.” That was why it had been a stunning shock when my 

older brother, Jonathan Kwame Annan (AKA “Kwamz”) had been born 

on a Saturday. My father had suffered a terrible shock from Kwamz’ 

birth, fearing that the Ananse lineage had come to a strange and abrupt 

end…but then, two years after Kwamz’ birth, I came out, thankfully, on 

a Wednesday, hence my name, Kuukua. My father had watched me 

closely from birth, to see if I was endowed with any Ananse-like quirks: 

cleverness, wit, resourcefulness, creativity, and of course, a tendency 

towards trickery. According to him, I had all of the above. I’d shown a 

strange affinity for stringy things nearly from birth, whether spaghetti, 

bra straps or shoelaces, but they had all been mere shadows of my 

greater love: thread. 

Thread was my secret weapon, and the manipulation of it was 

my superpower. It wasn’t like I was interested in becoming a seamstress 

or something; I was on the track to becoming an engineer. I used thread 

in clever ways, coming up with unlikely contraptions, most of which 

were designed to cause the unfortunate demise of people I didn’t like 

very much. According to my father, I was “a clever villain, but not a very 



Kuukua and the Twisting Tablecloth 
 

4 
 

good Ananse.” But doesn’t anyone besides me ever wonder why we keep 

trying to burden everyone with any above-average skill with the task of 

saving the world? Why do we all have to be heroes, anyway? This, at 

least, is one thing that the legendary Ananse and I have in common: we 

aren’t riddled with Superman-like moral complexes; we just want to 

play tricks, get what we want and go. But every time I tried bringing this 

up with my father, he would keep going on and on about how my morals 

were crooked and needed to get fixed up. Whatever. 

What, you may be wondering, is an “Ananse,” then? Well, 

according to the definition my grandfather and father had both made 

me recite until I could say it flawlessly: The Ananse is a person endowed 

with above-average wisdom and creativity, who must use his or her 

role to defend those that need defending, and build up, wherever 

necessary, any aspect of society that would facilitate the cultivation of 

wisdom and creativity, in whichever community one finds oneself, be 

it interpersonal or systemic. As for whatever the hell all that means, it’s 

not like I even really know; I just memorized it because the older 

Annans made me do it, also as part of my Ananse training, which had 

kicked off in a rather intense way since I’d turned fifteen. 

My training was a lot more active than memorization and 

classroom-like lessons, and it was being handled primarily by my 

father, though he occasionally asked for my Grandfather’s help. Today, 

for example, Daddy had taken advantage of my one-week-long Easter 

break from school. Today was Thursday, and the two of us and my 

grandfather had spent the entire day, from morning to evening, at Hope 

Angel Special School. The point of the “field trip,” my dad had said, was 
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to familiarize me with what kind of service an Ananse could do. Hope 

Angel Special School was one of the many places my father poured his 

talents into, and one of the things about life he was most invested in. 

Daddy was a carpenter by profession, and he’d been somewhat involved 

with the school nearly as long as he’d been making money through 

carpentry. His work at the school in particular didn’t exactly bring him 

much income, but he put so much time and energy into it that you 

would think it was the most lucrative thing in the world. 

Daddy was not an ordinary carpenter, though. He liked to do 

his job in a way that catered for people with very special needs. Hope 

Angel was a school for kids in need of special education because they 

were either physically or intellectually disabled, or both. A good 

percentage of its students had Down Syndrome, and many others also 

suffered from cerebral palsy. Hope Angel was undoubtedly one of the 

places where I felt most uncomfortable, just from looking at other 

people. There were so many kids and even adults who couldn’t stand or 

sit straight, several more who were physically incapable of looking you 

in the eye while you were talking to them or closing their mouths while 

they listened to you; there were several things about them that never let 

you forget that they weren’t normal, that they were special. And 

although this didn’t seem to be a thing that too many people were 

concerned with, it bothered my father to such great extents that there 

were far too many students in the school for whom traditional furniture 

was simply impractical and highly uncomfortable. 

Earlier today, he had described to me what he called his 

“human-centered” approach to his craft, as he’d taken me on a tour 



Kuukua and the Twisting Tablecloth 
 

6 
 

from classroom to classroom, familiarizing me with the school’s 

systems, departments and schedules, and introducing me to special 

students: “There’s so much sitting still and concentrating in traditional 

school. Lots of these kids can’t handle it. Have you seen what cerebral 

palsy does to some of their bodies? Each person is different. Some lean 

to one side, some may need neck braces, some have one side of their 

faces or bodies more functional than the other. This is a place where a 

one-size-fits-all approach to such a simple thing as furniture will never 

work. So instead, I use human-centered design. I come here often, sit 

through classes, talk to the kids, and watch them individually. It’s easy 

to discover quirks when you pay even a little bit of attention. And when 

you know one person’s habits, what they like and dislike, what they can 

do and what they can’t, it becomes easier to make things for them that 

makes their education far more efficient, whether it’s the adjustment of 

a back-brace, a shorter desk, or even the construction of a walking 

stick.” 

“That sounds like a lot of work,” I said unenthusiastically. 

“But who else is going to do it?” Grandpa asked. He had a point, 

though. 

My grandfather, Joseph Kweku Annan, was only slightly less 

involved with the Special School than my dad. Grandpa had, of course, 

retired now, but in his prime, he had been the head of a very successful 

dye-manufacturing company. He had also worked with several 

international clothes and textiles companies, being mostly involved 

with research into materials, non-harmful chemicals and 

environmentally-friendly disposal strategies. In between all that, 
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though, his true craft had always been basket-weaving. Grandpa had 

grown up around other basket-weavers, and through exposure to the 

culture and practice, had also learnt the art of coloring the cane he wove 

with, using natural resources like the plants around him. After that, his 

academic fascination with chemistry had sent him down the path that 

landed him in the textile industry. However, before and now, during his 

retirement, he had continued to engage in basket-weaving; less often, 

now that his old age was making his grip less firm and his fingers 

shakier. The most use he put his skill to now was in the workshops held 

especially for the adults enrolled in the Special School, where different 

groups were taught different traditional artisan skills almost the same 

way the younger ones were taught things like science or geography. 

My dad had explained the reasons for these workshops to me 

also: “In the twenty-first century, who in Ghana is going to hire adults 

with Down Syndrome to sit behind a desk and send emails from nine to 

five? But these people want and need their own lives; some come from 

families that need as many people as possible to contribute to the 

household income. For a lot of them, being an artisan is one of the most 

feasible income-generating career options. There are some arts that 

simply are not allowed to die when several people still need the products 

of the skills to survive. So, we teach them. You know by now, the 

Ananses have classically been artisans ourselves throughout the 

generations.” 

“But I’m not an artisan,” I objected. My dad was a carpenter 

and my grandfather was a basket-weaver, but I was a mechanical 

engineer. I didn’t count as an artisan, did I? 
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“Do you or do you not construct things with your hands?” Dad 

had retaliated. What an unnecessary question! Of course I did. I was 

literally always building things. If my father and grandfather had the 

most rough and calloused fingers I’d ever seen, I probably had the most 

thread-burned and dexterous. I supposed, then, that apparently, this 

counted as being an artisan, because with that question, my father had 

closed that conversation. 

Most of what I’d done today had been more or less apprentice 

stuff, assisting my father with doing things like getting his tape measure 

for him and noting the values he dictated to me in a notebook to help 

him with the construction of new, special furniture, and helping both 

him and Grandpa facilitate some of the artisan workshops with 

carpentry and basket-weaving. I’d been the errand-girl of the day, been 

on my feet nearly throughout, had been bored, overworked and 

exhausted. 

To top it all off, Grandpa had talked our ears off in the car as 

Dad had driven us back home. The thing about Grandpa was that he 

was prone to ranting, and most of the time, although he was talking 

sense, he seemed not to realize that the people to whom he was ranting 

had usually heard him give the same speeches about twenty-eight times 

before already. But there was no polite way that I knew of in Ghana to 

tell your older relatives to please, please be quiet, and so I had to deal 

with it for the duration of the trip, which, thankfully, was not too long: 

“…And this is the thing I’ve been saying,” Grandpa was saying 

angrily over Worlasi rapping through the car radio’s speakers, “All these 

donors are not concerned with the institution they are donating to. It’s 
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all about the recognition these days, and they know that if they donate 

to the popular international schools, everyone will know. All their 

mates, all the people they want to impress. They just want dormitories 

and auditoriums named after them, and to see their name printed on 

some school program. And then” – his voice rose higher and his vocal 

cords began to sound more strained as he grew even more passionate – 

“they donate money to special schools just so that they can say that they 

are doing ‘charity work,’ so that it looks good for their reputations. But 

do they engage to even find out what they should be donating for? Do 

they find out what the individuals they’re giving money to need most in 

their lives? Do they find out why previous donations haven’t made 

much difference? Everyday ‘I.T. is the future, I.T. is the future,’ but if 

you buy three computers for a school of five hundred students, where 

most of them can’t even read a sentence, much less create a secure 

password, what have you even spent your money on? And most of the 

time, they don’t even bother about following up on how well their 

donations are doing. Have you seen the problems with you people, your 

generations? So concerned with reputations that…” 

Dad blew his horn extra-loud and extra-long as we pulled up to 

our gate, cutting Grandpa off. I let out a breath I’d been secretly holding 

for a while, thanking Odomankoma that we had reached home right 

before Grandpa’s rant had deteriorated, as it nearly always did 

somehow, into complaints about all the generations below his own. Old 

people are so strange. They seem to consistently and maybe 

intentionally forget that the rest of us are just living in the world they 

left for us. 
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Once we’d parked, Grandpa had gone over to his side of our 

compound house, while Daddy and I had walked into ours, right into 

the scene of Mummy struggling with Uncle Vincent, and I was tired of 

it all before I’d been there for a minute. 

 

“You should get that your daughter to do it,” Uncle Vincent was 

saying. “Does she even do anything around the house? Such children, 

when you raise them spoilt, they become rude and…” 

“Good evening, Uncle Vincent,” I said with theatrical loudness, 

choosing that exact moment to make my entrance. After hearing him 

say that, I had suddenly had my energy replenished, my exhaustion 

spontaneously replaced by a righteous anger. My mother and I had 

never been the best of friends, but Uncle Vincent was simply not 

allowed to criticize how she was raising me. In any case, if I was a rude 

child, it wasn’t because my parents didn’t consistently task me with 

cobweb removal. When I greeted him, I didn’t smile, didn’t reach for a 

handshake and would not even have considered going in for a hug. 

Impressively enough, once Uncle Vincent turned around and saw that 

I’d heard him badmouthing me, there was actually a flash of shame 

across his face before it was quickly replaced with cocky self-

assuredness. 

Uncle Vincent was certainly my least favorite relative. Needless 

to say, he wasn’t from the Annan side of the family. He was my mother’s 

half-brother, one of many half-siblings. My maternal grandfather had 

had kids with at least four different women, and so that side of the 

family was a little bit of a mess. Uncle Vincent had moved to England 
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the second he could find the means to, and found a Ghanaian girl there 

to marry. I knew for a fact that for a very long time, he had struggled 

financially, because I had memories of when I was younger and used to 

run errands with my mother to the bank and supermarket, and she 

would always be complaining about how she was on a strict budget 

because she had to send money to Uncle Vincent. Lowkey, I didn’t think 

small Fan-Pop would have made much of a difference to what Uncle 

Vincent received from her. Anyway, eventually, he had managed to land 

a job as a banker and was now, at the very least, self-sufficient. Since 

his new job, he appeared to be suffering from a sudden affliction of 

selective amnesia. He would tolerate no references to his life before 

becoming an income-earning banker, and since landing that job, he had 

made it a point to return to Ghana annually, not, from my perspective, 

for any reason other than to show off to the people he had “left behind.” 

He showed off in extremely tiresome ways, too. For instance, he never 

wore T-shirts; button-downs or Polos only, no matter how hot it got; he 

called everyone by their non-Ghanaian names whenever possible, 

whether they liked it or not, and he spoke in a very strange, affected 

way; it was an imitated British accent that perhaps could have been 

considered at least halfway-legitimate, if only the colloquialisms in his 

speech weren’t as Ghanaian as they’d ever been. Now, his speech just 

sounded like an awkward variety of LAFA – the disease of the Locally 

Acquired Foreign Accent. I liked to complain about how he had to stay 

with, of all people, us whenever he came to Ghana, but I could see why; 

he was undoubtedly unpopular here, had few to no friends, and besides, 

he was still cheap enough not to want to spend money on a hotel. My 
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parents – my mother with her sufferable respectability and my father 

with his insistent, Ananse-obligated hospitality – were just about the 

only people willing to take him on during his visits. 

Uncle Vincent was not very blessed in the height department, 

and it seemed like he was doing the best he could to draw himself even 

closer to the ground than he already was, the majority of his weight 

concentrated, as far as I could surmise, in this potbelly of his that had 

developed nearly as soon as he had landed his banking job in London. 

If he kept this up, I feared it might soon be necessary to consistently 

have a quick-repair kit of thread and plastic buttons on hand, to replace 

those that would be popping off his shirts left-right-center. 

“Ah, Jenica,” he addressed me. “How are you doing?” 

“It’s Kuukua…please,” I added as an afterthought, mostly for 

the sake of my parents’ presence. 

He ignored me. “Take my bag upstairs to the guest room for me, 

eh?” 

I really wanted to decline, but couldn’t, not in front of my 

parents. I decided to avoid trouble and just take the suitcase upstairs 

before I did or said anything I’d regret. With him, the more time I spent 

out of his presence, the better. 

Once I was upstairs, I decided to just change prɛko, wriggling 

out of the jeans and sneakers I’d worn to the school, into the loose, short 

and comfortable sports I wore only at home because my mother said 

they were just a bit inappropriate for outside. The second I got 

downstairs, my mother instructed me to take care of the cobwebs on the 

ceiling that had so distressed Uncle Vincent, and then to head over to 
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the kitchen to continue cooking the dinner she’d begun. In the 

meantime, she had to make quick dash to get a few things from the 

supermarket. 

Reaching the living room ceiling was nearly effortlessly easy for 

me. I just piled furniture objects on top of each other until I could 

balance on the highest piece and use my ceiling brush to take down the 

inconsequential web. Yes, we had a ladder somewhere in our store 

room, but it was heavy to carry, and I was lazy. The furniture was 

lighter, and to be honest, the little coffee tables and benches more than 

sufficed to construct a makeshift ladder for me. 

As I swept the ceiling, trying to get every little piece of the 

damned web off, Uncle Vincent showed up in the doorway and said, 

“Aha, good job, Jenica. If you allow spiders to make their home in your 

house, who knows what other creatures…” 

As he spoke, he kept walking curiously closer to me, though I 

had no clue how proximity would in any way enhance our extremely 

one-sided conversation; but even when he was in the middle of the 

room, he didn’t stop. He started coming even nearer, with an awkwardly 

upturned and perverse gaze, and for a while, I wondered what he was 

trying to see. But then it clicked, and the warning lights in my mind 

began flashing so wildly, I nearly jumped off the furniture-ladder and 

would probably have broken my wrist as a result. But, just at the right 

moment, Kwamz walked in, and even Uncle Vincent halted, looking 

almost as guilty as if he had been caught trying to steal something. Ew. 

Disgusting man. 
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“Ei, Jo-boy! Long time, no see. How have you been?” Uncle 

Vincent asked. 

“Fine, thank you,” Kwamz responded brusquely, his eyes 

narrowing as he glanced at Uncle Vincent, clearly trying to make sense 

of what he’d just seen. Then he shifted his gaze back to me. “Kukie, 

Mummy sent me a text that she went to the supermarket? I’ll just start 

in the kitchen and when you’re done, you can come and join.” 

Uncle Vincent made a noise that sounded like it would have 

been more appropriate coming out of a pig’s throat than a human’s. 

“You will be in the kitchen? Hoh! Why, are you one of the women in the 

house? Or, Jenica, you don’t know how to cook?” 

“Every single member of this family knows how to cook, Uncle,” 

said Kwamz. It was a good thing that he’d answered because my desire 

to hit something had temporarily arrested my ability to speak. “And we 

rotate responsibilities so that nobody always has to do everything in the 

house.”  

“But a whole man in the kitchen, when there are females 

around? I don’t know how you children, your parents are raising you.” 

Then, clearly uninterested in furthering the conversation, he took 

himself out of the room, still muttering to himself about what an awful 

job our parents were doing. 

Once he was certainly far enough away not to hear us, Kwamz 

complained, “I hate him so much. So, so much.”  

“Not more than me.” 

“Ah wait, Kukie, when I came, was he trying to...?” 
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“Looks like,” I said, as I descended, shivering in repulsion from 

the memory. 

“He better be careful, if he doesn’t want me to break his neck.” 

That was probably the sweetest thing Kwamz had ever 

threatened to do on my behalf. 

 

Uncle Vincent didn’t leave us completely alone even after the 

cobweb incident. As Kwamz and I were still in the process of making 

dinner, him chopping vegetables and me stirring the stew on the fire, 

Uncle Vincent wandered in with a greedy look and entitled swagger. 

After making a few more sexist comments about Kwamz’ presence in 

the kitchen, he walked over to me, stood uncomfortably close, so close 

that I could feel his heavy breaths on my neck, and said, “I hope you are 

going to reserve the biggest piece of meat for me.” 

“Erm…no,” I responded. 

For a second, he looked so shocked that I wanted to laugh. It 

was amazing, really, how unused he was to anyone being bluntly 

truthful to him. 

“You are refusing?” he wanted to confirm. 

“Not really. It’s just that, the way we eat in this house, all the 

food is on the table, and we serve ourselves by dishing portions onto our 

plates. I am literally unable to reserve anything for anyone.” But surely, 

he knew that by now; he had been visiting our home consistently for at 

least the past four years. 
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His wounded ego began to show signs of slow recovery. “Aahn, 

okay.” And then, having nothing else to say and evidently no reason for 

continued presence in the kitchen, he wandered out again. 

Once he left, I realized Kwamz was looking at me strangely. 

“What?” I asked. 

“Are you planning to try something?” he asked. 

“Ah. No.” But now that he’d mentioned it… 

“Okay.” He paused and returned to rhythmically chopping the 

carrots. “But just so you know, although I don’t usually approve of those 

your tricks, I really wouldn’t object to playing one on him. I’m not 

encouraging you, oo. I’m just saying that I wouldn’t object.” 

I smiled to myself. “Yoo, I hear you.” And my brain began to 

kick into action. 

 

Mummy got home before we began dinner, and she and Daddy 

helped lay the table, while Uncle Vincent watched BBC in the living 

room. 

In our house, we prayed before every meal if we were eating it 

together. Today, as Mummy prayed, Uncle Vincent never took his eyes 

off the pot of stew, rich with chunks of beef. I was watching his every 

move intently. It was all part of the process. My father had taught me 

there was such a thing as human-centered design, and I hadn’t known 

I’d have a chance to put it into practice so soon.  

The rest of us had barely finished echoing Mummy’s “Amen” as 

Uncle Vincent made a near-frantic grab for the bowl of stew, proceeding 

to ardently search for what looked like the juiciest chunk of meat. You 
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would think that his legendary wife and daughters starved him at home. 

Mummy looked slightly shocked at his actions; I merely rolled my eyes; 

Kwamz laughed quietly at our mother’s startled expression; my dad, I 

could see, was watching me. There was suspicion in his eyes. 

“So, Jonny!” Uncle Vincent said heartily once his plate was 

piled high with about four times as much food as mine, and he was 

already on his second glass of wine, “Are you still in, err…what is it, 

kraa? Carpentry, is it? Are you still doing that stuff?” 

“Yes, I am,” responded my father tersely. 

“But even now, you’re not too old. In this day and age, 

everything is possible. You are a smart man, eh? It’s not too late to 

switch professions. I have a coworker, hired about a year and a half after 

me. Fifty-year-old man. I have always been telling you, eh? Finance is 

where the money is. Economics, marketing, banking. In fact, if you like, 

I have some connections and I can put in a good word for you, eh?” 

“That will not be necessary. I am comfortable with my work, 

and as you can see, my family is very well-fed.” But when Daddy had 

said “very well-fed,” he hadn’t been gesturing to us, but looking rather 

pointedly at Uncle Vincent’s plate. The man, however, remained utterly 

oblivious. 

“Ah, well. Just know that if you change your mind, I have a few 

contacts that might be able to set you up with something good, even 

though you lack the qualifications and skills for any corporate jobs. If 

you tell them that I sent you, I suspect it will make everything easier for 

you.”  
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My father’s left fist clenched angrily, though his facial 

expression remained carefully controlled, and the next time he met my 

eyes, his look was not one of suspicion, it was one of encouragement. It 

hadn’t taken very long for Uncle Vincent to bring out one of the most 

dangerous Ananse tendencies, which would always be in him no matter 

how much he tried to dominate it with his own morality. 

During supper, as Uncle Vincent monopolized conversation, 

and everyone tried half-heartedly to humor him, I watched his every 

move with the scrutiny of a scientist observing live subjects of an 

experiment. I watched how fast he ate, how often he drank, how much 

he ate, made sure I stored all necessary information in the back of my 

brain. Tensions, I felt, were high. It seemed the rest of my family was 

watching me almost as intently as I was watching Uncle Vincent, like 

they expected – or even anticipated – something strange to happen at 

any moment. Breaths were being held. I admit, I probably looked and 

acted suspicious, noticeably quieter than usual at this meal, wary and 

attentive. But no forks levitated during dinner, perhaps to everyone 

else’s disappointment. I didn’t mind; something bigger was now 

forming in my mind. 

 

The next day, Good Friday, I woke up late, way after Uncle 

Vincent. I was scheduled to assist my mother with invitations and 

shopping, so I made my way to the bathroom to take my shower and 

brush my teeth. Before I could get a chance, I nearly threw up at the 

sight of the sink. There were blobs of blue toothpaste in various spots, 

and that wasn’t the least of it. Stuck in and around these toothpaste 
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splotches were tiny hairs, which I could only assume were a 

consequence of Uncle Vincent’s shaving routine. 

I sighed, and as I braced myself to begin the cleaning process, I 

took a picture of the sink and sent it to a group chat whose members 

consisted of me and my two closest friends and crime accomplices, Yaw 

and Kess. Yaw was my best friend and had been for several years. He 

was intelligent, and the kind of attractive that usually accompanied the 

curly hair that was a telltale sign of mixed ancestry. Kess, whose full 

name was Keshawn, was a bit of a tag-along that Yaw and I didn’t mind 

having around. He wasn’t the brightest bulb on the ceiling, but he had 

his moments. In reality, his nickname, “Kess” was the short form of a 

derogatory label that had been attached to him since Class 4: “Ti Kɛseɛ” 

– “Big Head,” an unfortunate result of his slightly bigger-than-average 

skull.  

Yaw responded nearly immediately.  
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One of my family’s annual traditions was the extended-family 

Easter lunch we hosted every year at this time. I disliked it for several 

reasons, one of them being that I wasn’t fond of an unfortunately large 

number of my relatives. Another was that it made me remember a little 

detail I managed, for the majority of each year, to deliberately forget: 

that Ntiwaa, the classmate who liked me least, of whom I was most 

tired, was my cousin, and that she would inevitably be present. But 

aside those family issues, my main issue was that it was a whole lot of 

work, from planning to cooking to catering to clearing up afterwards. I 

would be on my feet the whole weekend, because this year’s own was on 

Sunday. 

On the bright side, though Yaw and Kess were not technically 

family, I was granted the privilege of inviting them over as guests every 

year. My mother didn’t object to this arrangement particularly because 

all it meant to her was extra help with the required labor. 

Later on Friday, while I was making the shopping list with 

Mummy, she said to me, “So Kuukua, for the canopies, the people said 

they have another engagement tomorrow, so they would prefer to come 

and set up today. But I still have to go shopping, so can you stay and 

direct them with the setup? I’ll just take Kwame with me.”   

What? I raised my head suddenly, my mental gears spinning 

even faster. I was going to be in charge of the set-up? And my mother 

and Kwamz would both be absent? It didn’t get any better than this. 

“Yes, yes!” I responded too eagerly. “I’ll handle them when they come, 

don’t worry.” My mother didn’t even notice the excess enthusiasm; she 

just kept poring over her shopping list, and I didn’t mind in the least.  
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When the truck pulled up in front of our house, I spent the next 

two hours showing them where to place everything, setting up canopies, 

tables and chairs, and then gave them their money before they left. I 

unlocked my phone and checked the weather forecast. Then I sat 

outside with a notebook, sketching and analyzing, adding specific 

details to my design.  

 

Later that night, while everyone was in their respective rooms 

and Uncle Vincent had gone out to some bar or something, I had my 

conference video call with Yaw and Kess, outlining the plans to them. 

“Sis, this is too complicated to work,” Kess objected. 

“You say that about everything I think up. And you’re usually 

wrong,” I pointed out. 

“But you’ve never done an engineering trick outside before. 

Anything can flop. Maybe the guy will not even sit in the right place.” 

“Oh, he will.” 

“How do you know?” 

“Because I’m the one who arranged the tables, and I he always 

sits where he can reach food the easiest. Trust me, I know where he’ll 

sit.” 

“Ah, wait oo,” said Yaw suddenly. “It’s spider-silk noor that 

you’re going to use for the distin?” 

“Yeah, why?” 

“But the sunlight.” 

“Ehehn, what has it done?” 
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“Don’t spider webs reflect sunlight? Won’t you be able to see it 

if it’s outside?” 

Oh. Shit. I hadn’t thought about that at all. Ah. Mtchew. Well, 

I guess I’d just have to rely on everyone assuming my threads were 

ordinary spider-webs… Oh, but if someone swatted at any of them, that 

would be the end. Ugh. 

There was a sudden knock on my door. To be sure I wasn’t 

imagining it, I told Yaw and Kess to hold on for a moment. In the 

silence, I heard the knock again. 

From my bed, I pulled a string of thread dangling above me, 

and the door opened, as if by magic. My father came in, shutting the 

door behind him. Even though he was in my room, there was a near-

obstacle course of primarily white thread between him at the door and 

me on my bed. The thread made up a system I’d built over the years, 

consisting of several specific and unique pulleys designed for my 

laziness…I mean, convenience. From my bed or desk, I could pull a 

string of thread that could accomplish nearly anything within the 

confines of these four walls, whether it be turning on or off the light 

switch or grabbing a notebook from across the room. My father, 

through patience and experience, had just about mastered the art of 

maneuvering through the web-like system without screwing anything 

up accidentally. The only other person in the world who could do that 

was Yaw. 

“Are you busy?” my dad asked. 

“I’m just on the phone with my friends. I can mute them.” 

“Okay. This won’t take long.” 
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I told my friends I’d put them on hold for a couple of minutes 

and put my phone down. 

My father looked strange. I thought I knew him well, but I 

couldn’t tell what exactly this particular facial expression and gait 

meant. 

“You know that the Ananse must be morally upright, defense 

and not offense, building up and not tearing down, doing everything for 

the benefit of the society, right?” 

“Yes, I know all that. You and Grandpa made me memorize the 

definition, remember?” 

“Of course. But I just wanted to let you know – and listen very 

carefully to this – that sometimes, teaching some people a lesson once 

in a while does benefit society, when you know especially that nothing 

else is likely to work. Do you understand what I’m saying?” 

I wanted to laugh out loud, but I refrained. If we were 

pretending to be responsible, moral heroes, then pretend we would 

continue to do. 

“Yes,” I said solemnly. “I understand.” 

“Very good.” Then he brought out an object from within his 

pocket. It was, surprisingly enough, yet another spool of thread, 

although I had dozens of those already in my room. It didn’t look any 

different than the spider-silk spools I already had. “I found this on your 

grandpa’s side of the house. This is spider-silk that he treated himself, 

with a chemical dye that he developed on his own. It’s exactly like 

ordinary spider-silk, except that this one can be invisible both inside 

and outside. It’s not affected by sunlight.” 
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My eyes widened. The solution to my headache, presented mere 

seconds after I’d found out I had the headache at all! I squealed happily. 

“You’re the best daddy in the world!” I exclaimed, hugging him. 

“Oh, calm down. It’s just a normal gift. Now let me leave you to 

return to your friends. See you tomorrow. Goodnight.” 

I returned to the call with replenished excitement, then 

proceeded to ask the boys to punch every possible hole they could find 

in my plan, just to make sure I’d thought of nearly everything else. 

“You guys, you better not be late, oo,” I warned. “As for this one, 

it’s going to need even more collaboration than usual.” 

By the time we finally ended the call, we had just about 

everything laid out. Before I slept, I checked the weather forecast once 

more. 

 

Ntiwaa and the rest of her family were annoyingly early to the 

lunch. Everybody knew that if we said the thing started at one p.m., 

people should start showing up around two-thirty. It was, after all, the 

Ghanaian thing to do. But Ntiwaa’s family had shown up at, of all times, 

twelve-thirty, with the excuse that it would have been too much trouble 

to go home and return, since our house was closer to their church than 

theirs was. So here they were, in their celebratory all-white Sunday 

bests, and now, having nothing else to do, had offered to help set up. 

Yaw and Kess were here too, and had been for a while, but over-early 

guests, particularly these guests, were like the one thing that we hadn’t 

planned for. 
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Ntiwaa was a problem for two reasons. For one, she was the 

most kokonsa person I had ever met in my life. For another, she had a 

disturbingly obvious crush on Yaw, my best friend, and was always 

looking for an opportunity to (unsuccessfully) flirt with him, or, at the 

very least, maintain his attention for more than twenty seconds. 

The only advantage of their arrival was that now, with Kwamz, 

both my parents, both her parents and her herself running around, my 

squad’s brief disappearances weren’t as noticeable or suspicious as they 

could have been. Throughout the remainder of the setting up, at least 

one of us would always be in plain sight, to avoid any questions. 

Of all my tricks on others so far, this was perhaps the largest 

amount of space I’d ever had to use, and the amount of running around 

was both exhilarating and exhausting, especially because of how much 

I had to work blind. My father hadn’t been joking; this new spool of 

thread was truly invisible both inside and outside. I had to operate so 

strongly with my sense of touch, feeling, wrapping, tying and knotting 

threads so thin they were almost nonexistent, through banisters, 

around branches, around canopy poles, and even through cloth. This 

thread-trap was literally two stories high, beginning on the balcony 

outside my bedroom and ending on tables significantly farther away 

from it, on the ground below. Looping the invisible thread over trees by 

getting Yaw to throw them and trusting myself to catch the other ends, 

when neither of us could see what we were doing or communicate 

through anything other than mouthed words and mimed gestures was 

one of the most difficult things I’d ever done in my life, and there had 

been about sixteen failed attempts, all done in between us doing the 
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tasks we were actually required to do, and trusting Kess to keep Ntiwaa 

busy enough to ignore us for the most part. By the time we were done, 

I was panting like I’d run non-stop from Osu to Spintex, and when I 

entered the living room for the last time to catch my breath and cool 

down, my mother exclaimed, “Ei, Kuukua! But why are you sweating 

like that?” 

“Hmm, Mummy, it’s the ice chest, oo. That thing was so heavy, 

chale.” 

“Ah-ah? Next time, just task Kwame or Yaw to help you with 

it?” And then she disappeared into the kitchen as I reclined into my seat. 

A few seconds later, Yaw appeared by my side. 

“If every Kuukua stunt we’ve ever pulled was maximum a level 

three, this one is definitely a level five or something,” he said. 

“Hoh, setup pɛ na y’ayɛ,” I scoffed. “We haven’t even done the 

actual implementation.” 

“I won’t lie; if we pull this off, even I will be surprised.” 

“You better prepare to be astounded.” 

 

Eventually, all the preparatory work was done, and my friends 

and I got to take a break. We sat outside, under one of the canopies near 

the middle of the lawn, far enough from the target table as well as the 

back of the kitchen – a spot chosen to avoid suspicion – and enjoyed a 

few chilled soft drinks.  

In clearly premeditated timing, having figured that all the 

necessary work was done, Uncle Vincent sauntered out through the 

front door, making a beeline to the main food-and-drinks station to find 
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himself a beer and some ice. Then, after a very brief survey of the setup, 

he made his way to the nearest table, walked over to the side farthest 

from the main station so that he would be able to face it as he sat, and 

then perched at the table’s edge. I’d predicted everything, down to the 

very seat he would choose. 

“Incredible,” breathed Yaw. 

“What did I tell you?” I said smugly. 

“Nah, sis, you’ve really done something with this one,” said 

Kess. 

“It’s called having a human-centered approach to design. My 

father taught me.” 

From another table, Ntiwaa sat with her family, but couldn’t 

seem to keep her eyes from stealing glances at us – particularly Yaw. 

“Chale, tell your girlfriend to mind her own business, oo,” I 

warned Yaw. 

“My deɛn? Do I look like I’m responsible for her? Kess is the 

one who better make sure she doesn’t interfere.” 

“Kess, have you heard? The success of our plan depends on 

you.” 

Kess occasionally needed his ego buffered, to dispel all the 

doubts and moral question he invariably had whenever I had a trick I 

wanted help executing. 

“I’ve heard.” 

A cool breeze wafted through, making the tablecloth and the 

loose part of the canopy we sat under tremor slightly. That pleased me, 
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but just to be sure, I checked the weather on my phone once more. 

Everything was on course. 

 

More and more guests were arriving, and my family members 

and two friends were going up and down, trying to make sure each table 

had sufficient appetizers. Uncle Vincent’s table was only occasionally 

occupied by persons other than himself; as pretentious as several of my 

older relatives were, even they seemed to have a threshold, and so 

beyond showing a bit of decent respect, very few of them could stand 

extended amounts of time engaged in uninteresting conversation with 

Uncle Vincent. Even so, he seemed to be consuming the little bowls of 

peanuts and plantain chips as fast as five people would. 

“Jenica!” he called loudly. 

“Yes, Uncle?” I responded, trotting briskly to his side. 

Without even looking me in the eye, he instructed, “Go and 

bring me more plantain chips, eh? The first one was too small.” 

“Yes, Uncle. I’ll bring it right now.” 

I ran inside and upstairs to my room, where Yaw was standing, 

looking out of the window. 

“Test number one,” I declared, opening my room’s back door. I 

had to crouch, to make sure I couldn’t be seen clearly by anyone at the 

lunch party. Yaw was right behind me. I grasped around blindly for a 

few seconds, re-familiarizing myself with the system, and then, as Yaw 

peered through the balcony’s railing, I pulled a couple of invisible 

strings as soon as I felt a gust of wind. Down below, the tablecloth on 

one side of Uncle Vincent’s table flapped a bit too strongly compared to 
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the gentle fluttering of the ones on the tables around his. It was, 

nevertheless, too gentle for any object on the table to be shifted, and 

Uncle Vincent paid the tablecloth no mind. This was going to go fine. I 

gave Yaw a quick high-five and rushed back down to get the man his 

plantain chips. 

As I was sending the new bowl outside, I ran into my dad 

coming in the opposite direction. 

“Kuukua, bibiaa bɔkɔɔ?” he asked. 

“Yes, please, everything is fine.” 

He nodded absent-mindedly and moved on. What a great actor. 

 

Thankfully, labor was much less necessary once we finished 

carrying the actual food outside to the main tables. From then, it was a 

serve-yourself buffet. Naturally, Uncle Vincent was one of the first in 

line to get his food, and was thus seated with a plate piled as high as 

Afadjato while nearly everyone else was still in line. I disappeared 

upstairs with Yaw, and we snuck out onto the balcony again, leaving my 

front and back doors slightly open so that we would be able to be on our 

guard and hear anything that threatened to interrupt our execution. 

This task, unfortunately, was too big and too wide for me to handle 

alone so Kess was wandering around through the downstairs rooms, 

meant to be stationed as our security guard. 

It was the perfect time for implementation; with Uncle Vincent 

seated so close to the main station, anything that happened would turn 

the heads of the many family members still in the slow-moving queue. 

Now, the real games would begin. Follow the wind, I reminded myself. 
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“Ready?” I whispered to Yaw. 

“Hmm. You, let’s do it. If I fokop, I fokop.” 

“You no go fokop.”  

I sensed the direction of the wind. I was in control of strings 

one to four; Yaw had five to eight. 

“Two…five…six…two…four…five,” I muttered. With each 

number, either Yaw or I would pull the relevant string, and sure enough, 

below us, the tablecloth on Uncle Vincent’s table would begin twisting 

in tandem with the directions of the breeze. The flow was so easy, it 

looked natural. “Okay, now a little bit stronger this time. Pay more 

attention to the wind. Four…two…five…two…a hard six…two…one…I 

want to see the oil from the stew start shifting to the edge of the 

plate…hard five…three…five again. Yes…”  

A tiny bit of oil spilled over onto the white tablecloth, staining 

it reddish-orange in one spot. Uncle Vincent noticed, then turned the 

plate around, shifting it slightly so it would cover his mess. The stain on 

the tablecloth should have been the least of his worries. 

I got distracted for a second, my ears picking up voices from the 

bottom of the stairs. 

“Keshawn,” I heard Ntiwaa’s a-bit-too-loud appellation. Then, 

slightly quieter, “Where’s Yaw?” 

“I don’t know,” I heard Kess reply. 

“Is he with Kuukua?” 

“I said I don’t know!” 

“Are they upstairs? Are they in Kuukua’s room? What are they 

doing?” 
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“Ei, but me, how am I supposed to know?” 

“Are they not your friends? Or they don’t tell you their plans 

when they go off alone? I’m going to see what they’re doing upstairs.” 

My eyes widened in alarm. “Ooooooh, ah! Damn this girl!” I 

whisper-groaned. 

Yaw, whose hearing was clearly not as sensitive as mine, looked 

at me in confusion. “Kuuks, are you okay?” 

Below, I heard Kess say, “Ah, you can’t just go upstairs like 

that!” and Ntiwaa reply, “Ah, is it your house? Mtchew.”  

I let go of the strings and snatched at Yaw’s hands, trying to pull 

him away even as I warned him, “She’s coming, it only takes like ten 

seconds to climb the stairs…” 

But as I wrestled to drag the still slightly-confused Yaw back 

into my room and shut the balcony door, his chain-like watch got caught 

somewhere in the yarn of my white shirt, whose fancy design made it 

look woven on the front, on top of the ordinary cotton fabric beneath – 

and in my frantic attempt to get us as far away from the balcony door 

as possible, we pulled a string too hard and something I could not 

identify crashed to the floor as we topped sideways onto the bed, Yaw 

on top of me, his wrist stuck in the fabric near my chest, my shirt raised 

so high my midriffs were exposed. And that, with Yaw over me, his hand 

where it was, my shirt as it was, was how Ntiwaa found us when she 

stuck her head into my open doorframe. If ever there was a 

compromising position for a couple of fifteen-year-olds to be in… 

Everyone froze. 
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After a few seconds, I decided to take the lead with a little more 

theatrical cheekiness than was usual for me. 

“Yes?” I said expectantly. “Do you need something?” 

“What are you doing?” 

Yaw opened his mouth, but I intervened: “Absolutely none of 

your business.” 

I calmly unhooked Yaw’s watch from my shirt, pushed him off 

me and stood up straight. In those moments, Ntiwaa was able to 

properly survey the incomprehensible complexities of thread and yarn 

streaking from wall to wall in my unusual room. 

“Awurade, what’s all this?” she asked, her voice shaking with 

genuine fear. 

It was well-known that Ntiwaa was a private believer in all 

kinds of witchcraft, largely attributed to her juju-movie-filled 

upbringing in Kumasi, specifically movies out of Kumasi’s very own 

typically exaggerative and dramatic movie industry, “Kumawood,” 

hence Ntiwaa’s years-old nickname, “Nti-Kumawood.” And why not 

play right into the game? I asked myself. 

“This is my shrine,” I said solemnly, “Where I talk to my 

personal bonsam and occasionally a few of my ancestors.” 

“Ehn?” she shrieked. 

“Oooh, lower your voice, ah! There’s one here right now. If you 

make too much noise, you’ll scare him, and who knows what will 

happen if a spirit becomes frightened?” 
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“Shut up!” she said in an uncertain, shaky voice that was too 

loud with feigned confidence. “Do I look stupid to you? That’s 

nonsense.” 

Then I surreptitiously pulled one string behind me twice, and 

the lights in my room flickered on and off, and before I knew it, Ntiwaa 

was screaming and running down the stairs. 

There was no time to waste. 

“Quick, outside! Grand finale!” I yelled at Yaw, who was 

struggling to function while shaking with quiet, heaving laughter. 

Once we were outside, it barely took five seconds. At this point, 

I realized, subtlety no dey hia again. To hell with the wind. “A series of 

twos and sixes together. Ready? Go!” 

Ntiwaa burst through the front doors downstairs but went 

almost unnoticed since, at the same time, Uncle Vincent jumped up and 

began yelling a stream of obscenities, while nearly all heads turned 

towards him; his voice was so much louder than the music. We didn’t 

stay to watch; instead, we ran downstairs and outside, pretending, like 

all the others who had been indoors, to simply be curious about what 

all the new commotion was about. 

It was Easter Sunday, so naturally, nearly everyone was 

celebrating the resurrection of Jesus by wearing white almost from top 

to bottom, Uncle Vincent included. Unfortunately, the man at whom 

everyone was staring had a very glaring red wine stain on his otherwise 

apparently crisp, white trousers, which I’d ironed for him just a few 

hours ago; and this huge stain was situated very precisely in the crotch 

area, almost as if the mightily strong wind in conjunction with his 
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tablecloth had conspired against him and targeted the spot. It almost 

looked like he was bleeding severely from his… 

“Clap for Jesus!” I heard my father’s voice break into the noise. 

“We are reminded today that we have all been truly washed by the blood 

of Jesus, isn’t it? Happy Easter, everyone. Christ is risen!” 

Amidst the ripples of laughter from the guests, several voices 

responded, “He is risen indeed!” 
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