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I had my eyes on the ceiling as if I believed it could save me 

from all the kwasiasɛm going on around me. Ghana’s school wars were 

so, so tiring. 

We were on day three of what had to be the longest five-day 

program in the history of the world. I didn’t know why parents thought 

sending their high school children to a university campus to be taught 

“leadership skills” right at the beginning of long vac. was a good idea. 

We’d had like two minutes to breathe after graduation last week, before 

we were told to pack our suitcases and go live on a campus in the middle 

of nowhere for five days, learning something I wasn’t even sure could 

be taught. 

The entire first day had been dedicated to team-building and 

mingling exercises, and you could tell exactly what the professors and 

uni student facilitators had been trying to do with and to us. However, 

it seemed that no force above the sky or below the ground could have 

prevented what was always bound to happen whenever high school 

students from a range of schools and backgrounds came together: 

division. And, as was the norm among us, the division wasn’t even over 

social class precisely; it was over perceived social class. The 

assumptions almost always stemmed from the same misconceptions 

and thus, were incredibly predictable. 

As usual, there were two factions: the public school kids and the 

international school kids. People assumed that everyone else assumed 

the international school kids were richer than the public school kids, 

that we thought we were superior to them in every way, that the public 
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school kids were generally more connected to Ghanaian culture than 

the international school kids, and the list could go on and on.  

It was a battle I wished I could say I was finally about to dodge, 

given that my class had finally graduated from JSS, and after passing a 

competitive entrance exam, was now going to be enrolled in what was 

rumored to be the best high school in Ghana. Unfortunately, I would be 

dodging no bullets, since though the school was a boarding school – 

unlike the one I’d just graduated from – it was still an international 

school. At least I wouldn’t have to endure it all alone. My closest friends, 

Yaw and Keshawn (called Kess for short), had also passed the exam, and 

in a few months, we’d still be together, which was quite a relief for me. 

Unfortunately, though, it also meant that I wouldn’t be able to escape 

from my drama queen of a cousin, Ntiwaa, who had also been accepted. 

It figured. She was the smartest girl in the class in terms of academics, 

and so there was no way in hell she could have failed that entrance 

exam. 

Personally, I knew for a fact that some of these public school 

kids’ parents could buy my parents’ businesses out if they wanted to. I 

mean, it wasn’t like my father worked from some prestigious 

international company or for the government. He was a carpenter, for 

goodness’ sake. Carpenters weren’t particularly known for being 

millionaires. 

This social class war was playing out in two parallel streams. 

The first was verbal: slurs, jokes and thinly veiled insults were flying 

back and forth between both camps, most of them by the partially 

naturally selected, partially self-appointed “spokesmen” of both camps. 
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For the IS camp, there was a boy, unfortunately from my school and 

grade, called Kennedy, whom I had never wanted anything much to do 

with. He was perhaps one of the only people who so perfectly fit all the 

assumptions people had of international school kids in the first place. 

He was yet another person I wouldn’t be able to get away from, since he 

too had passed the entrance exam we’d taken.  

On the public school side was a guy whom everyone simply 

called PK. I didn’t yet know what those initials stood for. All I knew was, 

with these two boys too close to each other in a single room, a civil war 

was nearly guaranteed to break out. 

The other stream of the war, the non-verbal one, was all in the 

attire. Everyone who wanted to impress seemed to be competing for the 

title of Best Dressed. It was a one-week leadership camp. Why were 

people trying to look like they were either on their way to church 

weddings, or modelling for an urban clothes magazine? Today was the 

third day, and when we’d woken up and filed into the classroom for our 

morning warm-up session, my eyes had been stressed out by the assault 

of colors, materials and range of styles. It all seemed way too disjointed, 

as if we all didn’t belong in the same place. People were trying to use 

their clothes to make statements, as if that would prove or disprove 

anything about their family’s money, or how connected they were to 

their roots. 

Far ahead of me, I spotted PK wearing baggy, sagged trousers, 

a sports jersey and a baseball cap turned backwards. “Street” was his 

style, and he tried to look as extra as possible within it, every single day. 

His aesthetic didn’t stop at his clothes; it went all the way down to the 
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way he talked. He spoke pidgin English at every opportunity, until he 

was threatened punishment if he didn’t speak English. He did it 

obviously and obnoxiously, as if he was trying to prove something by it, 

too.  

It didn’t take long after seeing PK before my eyes found 

Kennedy, dressed in a white button-down shirt, slightly crinkly to give 

him that formal-while-carefree look, and I sighed, prematurely 

exhausted of what was going to be a long day. All of this nonsense was 

even threatening to make me the tiniest bit self-conscious about what I 

wore each day. 

Out of the crowd, my best friend, Yaw, fell into step beside me. 

I was almost irrationally happy to see him; he made me feel at ease in 

this sea of strangers. 

“Hey babe,” I greeted. 

“We match,” he observed cheerfully. 

Indeed, we did. We were both wearing blue jeans, plain black 

tees and custom batik designed canvas sneakers. 

A second later, Kess, whom I’d call my other best friend but was 

more accurately described as a tag-along to Yaw and I, appeared at my 

other side. “You guys are so cute, you actually sicken me. Honestly, if 

you’re going to marry, just do it already. Tell the truth: did you two plan 

this?” he rambled instead of bothering with pleasantries. 

“Of course not,” I snapped, slightly offended at the idea that I’d 

participate in all the clothing nonsense, despite what I’d been feeling 

mere seconds ago. 
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“I’m just saying,” Kess said. “I’ve heard people talking at 

lunchtime, trying to decide what they’re going to wear the next 

day…and the day after that.” 

I knew that. In fact, it was so deep that in the dead of the night, 

there were people moving back and forth between each other’s rooms, 

borrowing clothes to wear the next day, since of course, they only had 

what they’d packed, and if that didn’t suffice, they still had to make 

things work. 

“That’s none of my concern, oo. Let them worry themselves if 

they want. As for me, I’m staying out of it.” 

“That’s a very un-Kuukua-like thing to say,” Kess said, 

surprised. “What’s been happening to you lately? You haven’t tried 

anything serious in ages.” 

“Maybe I’ve retired.” 

Yaw laughed out loud. “Kuukua Annan, retired? Unless the sky 

falls and crashes first.” 

It was true, I was pretty infamous – at least among the people 

who actually knew I was behind several strange occurrences – for all 

the stunts I pulled on people I didn’t like, my “engineering tricks,” as 

Yaw would say. They always involved thread, usually invisible spider-

silk thread, of which there was a significant quantity in my home.  

Spider-silk thread wasn’t a common commodity at all, but the 

reason there was so much of it at my house was rather wild: my 

grandfather, my father and I extracted it from our very own silk orb 

weaver spiders. Yes, real live spiders (and mine was called Charlotte. I 

used to be afraid of her, but now I was as comfortable with her as I was 
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with my clothes). My grandfather in particular was an expert in treating 

the extracted thread, a skill which he’d passed on to my father, and 

which both of them were passing on to me. It was one of the many skills 

and secrets wielded by the Ananses, the not-so-legendary holders of a 

title meant for one who was “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 whoever 

community one finds oneself, be it interpersonal or systemic.” That was 

the official definition, which I could now say without a hitch. Ananse 

was a title that would eventually be held by me, was currently held by 

my father, Jonathan Kweku Annan, used to be held by my grandfather, 

Joseph Kweku Annan, and his father before him, and his father before 

him, and so on. The only person other than the three of us who knew 

about any of this was Yaw. My mother certainly didn’t know, and 

neither had my deceased paternal grandmother. As for why Yaw was 

the first non-Ananse I knew to be let in on the secret, I had no idea. My 

father had pushed me to tell him, but had never told me why. 

I sighed again. The last time I’d pulled off anything impressive, 

it was for revenge against some hairdressers who’d been insulting me 

in Twi right beside me, assuming I didn’t understand the language. So, 

the next time I’d gone there, I’d made a few wigs on plastic busts levitate 

and consequently harmed their business big-time. I’d thought it was no 

big deal as I was doing it, but there had been more people talking about 

the event of the “haunted hair” than any other trick I’d ever executed in 

my life. The buzz about it had only recently begun to die down. It had 
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alarmed me so much that I’d decided to take an indefinite break from 

being a practical joker, but if all the stupidity of this war kept up, I’d 

probably lose it.  

We’d had several options for breakfast today, including bofrot, 

bread and Milo, and somebody from the public school camp had loudly 

and sarcastically yelled, “Oh, so there’s no Earl Grey Tea being served 

today?”  

And then later, when facilitators were trying to get us all to calm 

down so they could start the session, one of them had said, “All eyes on 

the SmartBoard, please.” And then somebody from the IS camp had 

yelled, “Sir, you’ll have to describe what that is oo, some people here 

have never seen some before.” 

Now, we were sitting with a panel of career representatives in 

front of us, made up of Ghanaian adults from a variety of professions. 

They had all talked a bit about themselves initially, and had 

subsequently opened the floor for questions. This was supposed to be 

helpful for our personal career development but most of what could 

have been useful about it was simply getting drowned in the absurd 

school war questions being thrown at the panelists. So far, the only 

person who’d asked anything sensible was Ntiwaa, who was clearly 

fawning over one of the panelists – an author I’d never heard of – 

because she wanted to be a writer or something one day. 

There was some supposedly well-known actor among the 

panelists. I’d never seen any of his movies, but my fellow students 

seemed to regard him with awe. Presently, Kennedy raised his hand for 

permission to ask a question, and I braced myself as the mic was passed 
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to him. His question was directed to the actor. “Please, which school did 

you attend – was it syto or IS?” 

The man looked so baffled, I almost felt sorry for him as he 

responded, “What’s IS?” 

The room transformed from the semblance of a formal event 

into a loud, lawless mess, with an “Oooooh!” so loud it rivalled the kind 

I used to hear from around my neighborhood whenever the electricity 

went out in the area. Everyone was trying to make their own point about 

what it meant that the guy knew that syto was slang for public school, 

but didn’t know that IS was short for international school. It was all so 

idiotic, my head was beginning to ache. Could I go home, already? 

“I’m sick of this,” Yaw said beside me. 

“I know! Me too! And it’s only been three days!” 

“I wish there was an easy way to make it all stop, so that 

everyone can just kiss and make up, then we can go home in peace.” 

“What you’ve said is a fairytale. I doubt some of these kids 

would ever spend one minute with each other unless they were, like, 

tied together or something.” 

Yaw’s eyebrows lifted. “Okay, now there’s an idea.” 

I laughed before I could stop myself. “Oh no. You better not be 

thinking anything stupid over there. Haven’t I told you I’ve retired?” 

“Oh saa? Then why do you have at least three spools of spider-

silk thread in your pocket right now?” 

I rolled my eyes at him but said nothing in opposition. He was 

right, of course. I couldn’t be comfortable anywhere without my thread 
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somewhere about me. But just because it was available didn’t mean I 

was going to play clever tricks with it. 

Yaw was staring at me like he knew me better than I knew 

myself. “Once an Ananse, always a trickster,” he said with a devious 

wink. “Oh, but there’s something I’ve been thinking about that I need 

to bounce off you.” 

I looked at him curiously, but the facilitators had already began 

calming the chaos so that the room was beginning to get quiet again. 

“Tell me at break time.” 

 

 

During our break, I sat on some stairs with Yaw, eating a donut 

and drinking Kalyppo, with my pet spider, Charlotte, on my shoulder. 

She followed me nearly everywhere, randomly appearing whenever I 

found myself out of my house. No matter where I went, she showed up, 

and now I was so used to her that I tended to forget she was on me. I 

never worried about anyone other than Yaw seeing her; she had an 

uncanny ability to spontaneously disappear whenever there was a risk 

of being spotted. Charlotte was smart and knew how to take care of 

herself. 

It turned out that the thing Yaw had wanted to bounce off me 

had a lot to do with a name I was sick of hearing: Kwaku Ananse. In 

spite of my heritage, I was that mythical spider guy’s biggest hater.  

“Do you remember that story Ntiwaa told us in class? The 

Kwaku Ananse one?” 
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“Oh, you mean that over-told and over-hyped, sense-lacking 

legend that unoriginal people can’t seem to get enough of telling? Ah, 

Yaw, you know I don’t give a…” 

“Kuuks, I have a point I’m trying to make! So anyway, I’ve been 

thinking about that story and I’ve concluded, it couldn’t possibly be 

true.” 

It was like my best friend had gone mad. “But Yaw… Of course 

it can’t be true. It’s a folktale. An actual spider can’t go and rob a whole 

farmer and be dumb enough to get stuck to a gum statue…” 

“Listen. That’s exactly what I’m saying! See oh. That’s probably 

one of the most famous ways Kwaku Ananse has ever been caught – by 

getting him stuck to a statue, or scarecrow or whatever. But a spider, of 

all things? Being trapped by something sticky? It’s like saying that you 

caught on a fish by trapping it in water since it couldn’t swim. Stickiness 

is one of the spider’s greatest assets. It’s how she feeds herself, isn’t it?” 

He tenderly brushed my neck, and I froze because I didn’t know 

what he was doing. Then I realized he was just picking Charlotte up 

from my shoulder. She happily crawled into Yaw’s forearm, and 

although I never thought I’d use such a word to describe such an event, 

it was all very cute. 

“Whoever told that story first either deliberately twisted the 

tale, or just didn’t check their facts. That’s lazy storytelling.” 

“And your point is?” 

“And my point is, I’m going to need to know what shoes you 

plan on wearing tomorrow.” 

I groaned. “Oh no. Don’t tell me you’ve fallen into the trap.” 
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“Oh no, I’m trying to end this. You’ve been the mastermind of 

every Ananse plan to date. This time, it’s my turn to be the orchestrator, 

and you and your genius self are going to make it work.” 

I narrowed my eyes. “And you say I’m the one with a crooked 

moral compass?” 

“I don’t see anything particularly immoral about fostering 

togetherness. So, I’m going to leave you to figure out the thread and the 

math, and I’ll concentrate on making our feet stick to the ground.” 

“What the hell are you talking about?” 

“You’ll see.” 

He winked and I smiled in response, already getting curiously 

excited in spite of myself. 

 

 

The next day, we sat in the same circular arrangement we sat in 

every morning; it covered nearly the whole room, and the goal was for 

everyone to be able to see and communicate with each other; another 

unfortunately unsuccessful attempt by the facilitators erase the divide.  

Lots of people were not seated yet, and the biggest clumps of 

people were around either Kennedy or PK, on almost opposite sides of 

the circle, as was to be expected by now. The natural course of things 

was that the members of both camps would want to be among their 

people, thus, the circle was nearly cleanly split down the middle by 

school type. Today, Yaw and I sat nearly exactly opposite each other, 

making us both markers of quadrants, in addition to Kennedy and PK. 

Kess had not yet shown up.  
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I watched the door intently, eager for Kess to arrive, but before 

he showed up, Ntiwaa did. My annoying snoop of a cousin barely gave 

me a cursory glance to acknowledge my presence. Instead, she spent the 

longest bit of her stroll to her seat trying to catch Yaw’s attention. I 

glanced at Yaw to see if it was working at all, but he wasn’t looking at 

her; he was looking at me. I smirked and turned my gaze back to the 

door as Ntiwaa deliberately tried to position herself as close to Yaw in 

the circle as she could possibly get. It annoyed me when I registered that 

it meant she too would have a very clear view of me from across the 

circle. I didn’t have too much time to dwell on it, though, because just 

as people were settling down, Kess finally walked in, looking as nervous 

as if he’d just seen a ghost. 

I crossed my fingers, silently praying he didn’t chicken out. As 

much as he was frequently given an assisting role in my plans, he never 

approved of them, and nearly always doubted their capacity for success. 

Today, however, in order to avoid as much suspicion as I could, I had 

given him an instrumental role, and the effectiveness of all mine and 

Yaw’s calculations and designs rested on Kess’ ability to do what we’d 

asked, and do it well. 

I watched as he passed right by PK’s chair, mumbling a shy 

“excuse me,” then walking all the way across the center, and oddly 

enough, behind Kennedy’s chair before he arrived at an unoccupied one 

at the IS side, pulled it back and sat down, breathing a visible sigh of 

relief. I rolled my eyes. It wasn’t like we’d asked him to maneuver 

through a minefield, so why was he acting like it? Small stringing thread 

along the chairs pɛ, and look at how frightened he was. 
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Yaw and I sat in mirrored stances, with our feet planted firmly 

on the ground, one slightly in front of the other. Our feet wouldn’t move 

out of these positions for a while, thanks to the makeshift gum soles 

Yaw had made out of different glues and layers of paper, which we’d 

stuck to the bottoms of our shoes after sitting down. We could only hope 

that our chairs too would hold us and that we ourselves were strong 

enough not to topple over. 

We were prepared – let today’s high school class games begin. 

 

No sooner had the session started than PK declared, “Chale, we 

fit on the aircon? Some of us here are allergic to natural air pollution, 

abeg. For the sake of our IS brothers and sisters, ehn.”  

Titters broke out but didn’t last long until Kennedy broke in 

with, “I don’t think we should worry too much about that. I’m sure we 

can afford all our medical bills if any of us end up having to go to the 

hospital.” 

An “eish!” spread through the room. PK snarled and opened his 

mouth, but whatever he was about to say got lost in a surprised gasp. 

“Anything the matter?” our weary facilitator asked. 

“Ah, e be like say my chair… you, it’s okay. E no be anything.” 

“Fine. And no, we are not turning on the AC in the morning, so 

I would appreciate it if we could get through our warm-up session 

without further interrup…” 

There was a surprised squeak from Kennedy, 

uncharacteristically high-pitched, coming from him. Heads turned 

towards him, but before he even had time to explain, he lunged forward, 
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his chair screeching along the tiled floor. I shifted my weight as my left 

hand jerked back. 

Everything happened in what seemed like a flash. From across 

the circle, PK’s and Kennedy’s chairs seemed to develop some kind of 

attraction and had moved towards each other as if suddenly possessed. 

The boys’ reflexes kicked in and they quickly sprung off their chairs to 

keep from falling, but their feet couldn’t seem to find balance. They 

continued to slide towards each other as though their sneakers were on 

wheels, and they would have both fallen over if Yaw and I didn’t have a 

second system of threads tightening around them to keep their torsos 

upright. The boys crashed into each other, reflexively throwing their 

hands around one another for steadiness – and it was the most 

romantic scene in the world. I wish someone had taken a picture. 

Although most people were dazed and confused about what the 

hell had just happened, the comedy of the scene of our ringleaders 

entwined in embrace in front of us all soon had humor taking over the 

room’s atmosphere. 

Someone I could not identify softly began to chant, “Kiss! Kiss! 

Kiss!” and it was soon taken up by the majority of the folks in the room. 

I burst into laughter, releasing all the spider-silk strands in my hands 

as Yaw did same, while the boys finally untangled themselves from their 

invisible web. Livid and humiliated, they both tried to turn away from 

each other and storm back to their seats, but Kess had done a really 

good job with spraying the floor slippery with soapy water, and they 

both promptly fell onto their buttocks. Even Yaw and I burst into fits of 

laughter at that one. 
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The only person in the room who didn’t seem to be laughing 

was Ntiwaa. She was glaring at me with suspicious, narrowed eyes and 

an expression that seemed to say, “I know you did this.” Of course. She 

thought I was a witch and chalked every unexplainable occurrence up 

to my “superpowers.” I didn’t mind too much; let her think what she 

wanted. 

 

For the rest of the day, PK and Kennedy said almost nothing 

derogatory to each other – or at all, and seemed to isolate themselves a 

lot more. It was the most peaceful day we’d had all camp. It even seemed 

like some, if not all, of the hostility between the students had melted. A 

girl from a public school sitting next to me in one of the sessions had 

actually been bold enough to compliment my sneakers. They were the 

same ones I’d been wearing yesterday, canvas sneakers decorated with 

a custom tie-and-die design. 

“I really like your shoes,” she’d said almost shyly. 

“Thank you. A guy called Eli makes them. I can give you his 

number if you want some.” 

 

Later that day also, someone dug up the information that 

although the K in PK’s name did stand for Kofi, the P didn’t stand for a 

variant of Papa like we’d thought. Instead, it stood for Presley. Presley. 

When Yaw heard it, he couldn’t stop laughing. It slightly abated his own 

insecurity about his last name, Connor, which didn’t sound Ghanaian 

at all. But, as he commented, “Even a last name like Connor isn’t as bad 

as a first name like Presley.” Sadly, I had to agree. PK could consider his 
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“borga” reputation significantly tarnished by this fantastic revelation. 

His name was more dadabee than most of us IS people’s. 

 

On the fifth day of the leadership camp, one of the last things 

on our schedule was to conclude the week by going to see a movie at the 

mall. Spider-Man: Homecoming had premiered while we’d all been at 

camp and the vote on what movie we wanted to see had been 

unanimous. 

I was on my way to the room Yaw was staying in so that we 

could make our way to the bus together. His door was ajar – the custom 

signaling that its occupants were decent enough to welcome entry – but 

it seemed Kess had gotten here before me. I could hear him and Yaw 

having what sounded like an argument, and I hesitated at the door, not 

wanting to intrude but not sure whether I should leave, now that I was 

already here. 

“Okay, honestly? The two of you are making me sick. Especially 

you,” I heard Kess say. 

“I really don’t see how this is affecting you.” 

“Oh, it’s affecting me a lot. But I’m not the problem here. You 

are. I’m so tired of seeing you silently agonize…” 

“I do not silently agonize. What do you know about silent 

agony?” 

Kess laughed. “Yaw. I know everyone thinks there’s no sense in 

my big head…” True, it was the reason he’d earned the nickname “Ti 

Kɛseɛ” – Big Head, which his nickname was really short for, and the 
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accompanying joke, “Ti Kɛseɛ nanso wonni nyansa” – “Big head, but 

you still don’t possess wisdom.”  

Kess continued, “…But I swear I’m not that stupid. I’m giving 

you a deadline. Before Spider-Man. That’s all I’m giving you. Start 

work.” 

Then I heard him get up and ready to walk out. I didn’t bother 

trying to hide. There was nowhere I could have gone fast enough 

anyway. I just decided to wear my shameless face. 

Kess saw me on his way out and made a face at me, yet didn’t 

look particularly surprised. 

“Don’t make it hard for him,” he warned. 

“I assure you, I have no clue what you’re talking about,” I 

replied, blank faced. 

“Mmm, sure.” 

Kess left, and I walked into the room. Yaw was sitting at the 

edge of the bed, looking like he was just about to get down. He looked 

frightened as a mouse to see me. 

“Oh! Kuukua!” 

“Please, you see me every day, so I don’t know what you’re 

doing ‘oh’ for.” 

The ice broke, and he chuckled – but in a second, his face had 

gone serious again. 

“Kuukua, we need to talk. I’m not coming to tell you another 

Kwaku Ananse story, I promise. This one is important.” 

“Stop,” I interrupted. “You know I don’t like awkward things, 

right?” 
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“Yeah?” 

“So, try and make this as far from awkward as you can.” 

He threw up his hands. “Ah! So you already know what I’m 

coming to say.” 

“The whole world already knows what you’re coming to say. So 

just do it.” 

“Okay.” He began to ease up, getting a mischievous glint in his 

eye. He lithely jumped off the high bed and walked over until he was 

like a foot away from me. “Since you wanted the least awkward 

option…” 

Slowly and dramatically, he began to lower himself onto one 

knee, then looked up at me from his kneeling position, solemnly 

drawling, “Jenica Kuukua Annan, future holder of the title of the 

Ananse…” 

I was chuckling so much, I didn’t even know how I managed to 

insult him through it all. “Kwasia boy, if you don’t get up from the floor 

right now…” 

“Ah, I thought you said… Okay, well if you want the awkward 

version…” He stood up and immediately he did, I quit laughing. 

“Kuukua, will you please be my girlfriend?” he asked, cool and 

collected. 

I pretended to be very contemplative. “Hmm. Yaw, you know 

something?” 

“What?” A bit of uncertainty began creeping into his posture. 

“You really kyɛɛ with the asking, you know.”  
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He crossed his arms. “Can’t you just say yes and just stop the 

drama?” 

“Hmm,” I said, pretending to think again. “I don’t think I feel 

like saying yes now. Maybe later.” 

“You’re the most difficult girl in the whole world,” Yaw said, but 

he was smiling. In fact, he was smiling so hard, I thought his face was 

in danger of tearing. “You know what I’m thinking right now?” 

“What?” 

“What have I gotten myself into?” 

I guffawed. “That one, it’s your own wahala, oo. I’ve been in my 

lane and it’s you who decided to like me. Ei. Wow. I can’t wait for Nti-

baby to find out what her crush is doing behind her back.” 

Yaw rolled his eyes. “Find out that what? You haven’t said yes 

yet.” 

“Aahn. Hmm. You’re right.” 

 

Way later, when we were shrouded in the darkness of the 

cinema, with all the camp participants engrossed in Spider-Man: 

Homecoming, I leaned over to my right and whispered softly in Yaw’s 

ear, “Yes.” 
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