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I kept my eyes fixed on one spot on the ceiling to help me 

concentrate as I strained my abdominal muscles. My father’s weight 

was concentrated on my feet, his hands on my knees, steadying me as I 

did fifty sit-ups according to his count. Chale, this workout regime dier, 

he was trying to kill me. I’d never signed up for this. 

I wanted to complain, but couldn’t, partially because I was 

panting so heavily, and also because I knew that if I opened my mouth 

to speak or took my eyes off the ceiling for even a second, I would lose 

concentration and collapse. 

“…forty-eight, forty-nine, fifty.” 

My father released my knees, and I flopped to the ground like I 

would never rise again. The physical aspect of training hadn’t yet 

stopped being shocking. When I’d found out I had to go through 

training at all, I hadn’t known that intense physical workouts would be 

part of the package. For months, I’d been going through several strands 

of training – the kinds that didn’t leave me drenched in sweat and 

breathless. They’d involved community service, lessons in spider 

biology, and learning the secrets of the trades of my father and 

grandfather. But this P.E. strand had been as surprising as the method 

by which it was introduced to me. 

It had happened a few weeks ago. During our lesson times, my 

father and I usually made our way to his workshop – our repurposed 

second garage – or sometimes, my grandfather’s “office” – the 

repurposed Boys’ Quarters that had been my grandfather’s makeshift 

chemistry lab for several years. This time, however, when he led me 

outside, we passed the garage right by and continued to our backyard, 
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where, instead of explaining right away, he swung himself, surprisingly 

nimbly, onto a branch of our mango tree. 

“What the hell!” I exclaimed, beyond shocked. 

He ignored my surprise entirely, asking me instead, “Do you 

remember the story of Kwaku Ananse and the Pot of Wisdom?” 

How was I supposed to be thinking about some stupid Kwaku 

Ananse story when I couldn’t even barb how my father was perched in 

a mango tree? I didn’t give a flying pesewa about Kwaku Ananse stories; 

they bored me to death, and I usually put more energy into trying to 

erase them from my memory than recalling them and their stupid 

morals. 

“Daddy, how did you get onto the tree? Why are you on a tree?” 

“Kuukua, focus! Do you remember the story of the Pot of 

Wisdom or not? Your mother and I read it to you before bed several 

times when you were younger.” 

I was almost certain the baby Kuukua had tried her best to fall 

asleep quickly so she wouldn’t have to be put through the agony. 

“I don’t remember.” 

“Then I shall refresh your memory. One day, the spider-man, 

Kwaku Ananse…” 

“You seriously cannot be trying to tell me a Kwaku Ananse story 

right now,” I said in disbelief. 

“Kuukua, can’t you see I’m trying to teach you something? Just 

close your mouth for two minutes and listen, la!” 

I sighed and pursed my lips shut. Maybe if I kept quiet, it would 

be over sooner. 
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My father launched into the story: 

“One day, the spider-man, Kwaku Ananse, collected all the 

wisdom in the world and put it into a pot. He was greedy and wanted to 

keep all the world’s wisdom for himself so that he could use it when he 

wished and be the World’s Wisest Man.” 

Well, in my opinion, it wasn’t very wise to believe that all the 

world’s wisdom could fit in a single pot. The story here had ended badly 

before it had begun. 

“Kwaku Ananse wanted to hide the pot of wisdom where no one 

would find it. And so he decided to hide it at the top of a very tall tree. 

He strapped the pot to his front, against his belly, and proceeded to 

climb, but never got much higher than the ground before he slipped 

back down.” 

Hoh. Common sense would tell you that climbing a tree with 

something strapped to your belly was a mark of true idiocy. 

“But Kwaku Ananse’s son, Ntikuma, happened to be passing by, 

and saw his father struggling with the pot. So Ntikuma suggested to his 

father that perhaps it would be easier to climb with the pot strapped to 

his back instead. Ashamed, Kwaku Ananse realized that of course, 

Ntikuma was right. Once he put the pot on his back, climbing became 

very easy. But when he reached the top, he realized that it was all 

useless; for one thing, now that Ntikuma knew where the world’s 

wisdom was being kept, it was no longer Kwaku’s secret. For another 

thing, Kwaku realized he had scammed himself – for if he really had 

gathered all the wisdom in his pot, how come Ntikuma, on the ground, 

had wisely solved a problem he himself had been unable to get around? 
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When he realized this, he was so shocked that he dropped the pot, and 

wisdom was once again distributed throughout the earth. And that is 

the end of the story as it’s commonly told.” 

“And so the moral is what, that Kwaku Ananse is an imbecile 

who rarely realizes it until it’s too late?” 

“Well, the traditionally accepted moral of the story is that no 

one man – or spider, or spider-man, or woman – can have all the 

wisdom in the world. But the conclusion that you just came to is what 

Ntikuma wants you to think.” 

“Ehn?” 

“Have you ever heard the saying that until the lion learns to 

speak, the tale will always glorify the hunter?” 

“Yes. What does that have to do with anything?” 

“Much more than you yet realize. You see, until Kwaku Ananse 

himself is the one to tell his own stories – which may indeed never 

happen, due to the nature of things – the tales will always glorify 

Ntikuma. Now, let me tell you what really happened: one of our ancient 

ancestors, an Ananse from several generations back, started out as a 

talented trickster, just like the rest of us. He was clever, the best in the 

village at cracking puzzles, solving riddles and interpreting and 

inventing proverbs. Every trick he ever played, he played with his mind. 

But as he grew, he realized that it wasn’t only nyansa that could get you 

far in life, although it had done well for him and his ancestors so far. As 

the tale goes, he sought out all the animals of the kingdom and learnt 

the wisdom of their ways – in both mind and body – with patience and 

diligence, until he had wholesomely educated himself with everything 
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wise he could pick up from every creature around him. One of these 

creatures, of course, was the Monkey, and the Monkey’s lesson was 

agility. Although this Ananse was patient as he tried to learn how to 

climb a tree just like the Monkey did, he failed often. And I imagine 

more than one person witnessed his numerous failed attempts to climb 

the tree – any one of whom could have recreated the story the way they 

wanted his falls and failures to be perceived. I assure you, our ancestor 

learnt agility successfully in the end, though unfortunately – and this is 

the case with most of our ancestors – he failed to prevent the spread of 

the… what do we call it these days? Err… ‘fake news,’ is it? Anyhow, 

since his generation, physical training has always been part of the 

wholesome Ananse training program.” 

I frowned. “You aren’t joking at all, are you?” 

“Absolutely not,” he said cheerfully, as he hopped off the 

branch and landed gracefully, like a cat. “Now, I want to see you try to 

climb this tree.” 

Of course, I had failed – and that, he said, was all part of the 

lesson. 

 

Since that day, physical exercise had been part and parcel of 

Ananse training, and today’s session was one of the last we would have 

before I got sent off to boarding school. 

“Kuukua, get up,” my father admonished. As if getting up was 

easy for me, after what he’d just put me through. “Don’t forget we have 

a lot of school shopping to do today. Hurry up and bath before Yaw gets 

here.” 
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“Don’t forget Kess is coming too,” I reminded him – but I knew 

he knew that already. He’d deliberately mentioned only Yaw’s name, 

and even now, I was suppressing my smile, trying not to grant my father 

the satisfaction of my visible pleasure. 

Yaw Connor had been my best friend for close to forever, and 

now he was my boyfriend. It was a bit hard to believe; so much so that 

I hadn’t completely digested the idea yet, although a smile crept onto 

my face each time I remembered it. I didn’t completely even know what 

it meant yet. He was still my best friend now. Aside a lot more physical 

contact, nothing much had changed within our relationship.  

“Yes, of course,” my father replied me. “Either way, hurry up, 

so that we can make the most of the day. I’m going to take my shower 

as well.” 

I showered quickly. When I came back downstairs, I could hear 

voices in conversation, coming from the verandah, the loudest of which 

belonged to my grandfather. Oh no. 

Grandpa must have been enjoying some fresh air out there 

right before my friends had shown up. There’d been no one to unlock 

the front door of our side of the compound house, since my mother and 

brother were out, and my father and I had been in our respective 

bathrooms. They’d been forced to remain outside with Grandpa. I 

hoped they hadn’t been there too long. 

Even as I rushed to open the door for them, I heard Grandpa 

saying, “Hmm. So you people are finally going to experience boarding 

school, eh? How old are you? Fifteen? My generation, we were going to 

boarding school at ten. At least, those of use whose parents could afford 
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the fees. Ten years old, being sent to live with all of the older boys… 

Hmm. Those boys… By the time they were in Form 4, the way they were 

acting towards us, it was as if they’d completely forgotten that they used 

to be in Form 1 too. And they hadn’t liked what their seniors had done 

to them. But they did it anyway. Nobody bold enough to reject the status 

quo…” 

As for Yaw, he’d been around my family long enough to know 

that it was best when engaged with my loquacious grandfather to 

remain silent so that he could trail off peaceably. Kess, on the other 

hand, was a little more ignorant on how to conduct affairs in the Annan 

household. 

Right as I was opening the front door, Kess said, probably 

trying to contribute intelligently to a conversation that had so far been 

Grandpa talking at them, “It’s because people like to think that if 

something has been done to them, they have to do it to other people.” 

He probably couldn’t have said anything worse at that 

particular moment. I walked over to them as Grandpa launched into a 

signature Joseph Kweku Annan rant: 

“And this is the thing I’ve been saying! We are never going to 

get anywhere as a society if people keep operating with this mentality, 

that if something has been done to them, they must do it to other 

people. How does real change happen, then? How? They don’t want to 

concern themselves with justification. Because there’s none! All these 

people are ruled by their egos, do you get me? It’s this culture that keeps 

making people believe they are entitled to service because of age or what 

class they’re in. That’s what their egos will tell them. When they are 
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young, they realize how stupid it is when it’s being done to them. Then 

they grow up to be the very same things they hated. This is why our 

broken systems stay broken, you see? The people in charge, the people 

you think are smart enough to know better, they too, they’re thinking 

that ‘this is what people before me have done, so whether or not it’s fair, 

I’ll do it too, because that’s how life is.’ Mtchew. So if this is what our 

boarding schools are teaching children, it’s no wonder Ghana is where 

it is right now. And you people, your generation, you’ll be looking at us 

like you’ve evolved from us, but it’s the same things you people are 

doing that we were doing in my days. Just different ways. You people 

now have gadgets…” 

“Oh, Daddy’s here!” I exclaimed, cutting Grandpa short. “You 

guys can start getting in the car while I open the gate.” 

The boys jumped at the avenue for escape, Kess bashful from 

realizing belatedly what he’d gotten us into. 

 

 

On the first day of school, Yaw met my family and I at the girls’ 

car park. He’d come way earlier than me and had already had time to 

transport his suitcases and begin unpacking.  

“Kwamz, why don’t you help your mother start carrying 

Kuukua’s suitcases to her room while I go with her to sign in and pay 

the fees?” Daddy said. “Yaw, come with us and show us where to go.” 

I knew this was at least partially a scheme just to talk to Yaw 

and I alone together.  
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As we walked, Daddy said to us, “Remember, Ananse training 

is nowhere close to ending. You need to continue regular exercise and 

practicing all the skills I’ve taught you. I’ll be sending you your 

responsibilities every weekend via email to both of you, and I’ll be 

expecting updates on how Kuukua is faring from you, Yaw.” 

“From me?” Yaw inquired. 

My father gave him an intense, long look. “Yaw Connor, I don’t 

think you yet recognize your significance, but I believe you will soon – 

and when you do, I’ll be there to explain what I can to you. For now, I’m 

charging you with the responsibilities of both being part of and 

supervising Kuukua’s training – under me, of course. Just make sure 

you don’t run out of credit when we need to communicate.” 

“You know what I keep wondering?” I asked. “If my training is 

so important, why not just keep me at home? Why send me off to 

boarding school, so far away from you and Grandpa?” 

“Believe me, at this point in your life, this very school is the 

place you belong.” 

“How do you know, though?” 

“I know.” 

“Kuukua, have you ever considered that your dad may be a kind 

of prophet?” Yaw asked me. I thought it sounded like a joke, but his face 

was so serious that I began to consider it properly as well. 

Daddy laughed. “Me? I’m an Ananse. The range of my powers 

is probably endless. But prophecy, you know, is a gift of above-average 

wisdom.” 
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I knew he’d just lifted a phrase off the definition of the Ananse, 

because I’d had it memorized for several months now: 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. 

I wished I could find prophecy impossible to accept, but 

honestly, over the past seven months, I’d seen stranger things.  

“As if owning pet spiders and hereditary birthmarks isn’t 

enough, we want to come and add divination to the mix too,” I 

complained. 

“You’ll both be discovering new things about yourselves in your 

own time. Right now, it’s getting late. I’ll have to leave soon, and 

Kuukua, you have things to unpack. Yaw, we’ll talk later. My regards to 

Keshawn.” 

 

As I ascended the stairs to my new room alone, the all the 

anxieties about having to live in a new place with another person for the 

first time since I’d shared a room with Kwamz as a baby took center 

stage in my mind.  

For me, the most agitating part would be how to live with – or 

without – my thread. I couldn’t even imagine the latter. For several 

years, my room at home had resembled an extremely messy collection 

of webs – but with far less intentionality of aesthetic design – with 

various systems of white yarn and thread strung up in all directions 
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from wall to wall in my room, with each system having a distinct, 

practical function; pull one string to open the door, another to turn on 

the TV and so on. My mother was not a fan of any of it. I suspected she 

would try to take the first chance to dismantle everything, if my father 

didn’t stop her.  

Apart from the loss of my precious thread system, I would no 

longer have complete privacy to work on designing and constructing my 

mechanical inventions, and I had no idea how I would explain that or 

the presence of my pet silk orb weaver spider, Charlotte, to another 

human being – that is, if Charlotte decided to show herself at all. She 

was very picky about who she revealed herself to. Aside myself, my 

father and my grandfather, she only ever showed herself to Yaw. 

Finally, I reached a door that had my name, “KUUKUA” in big, 

block letters on the door, right below the name “NANA KONAMAH.” 

Upon opening the door, all my anxiety about how I’d logistically live 

with a roommate were temporarily driven out of my mind when I saw 

her for the first time. Her face wasn’t even the first thing I noticed; what 

was most striking about her was her legs. 

She was mounted on her bed, stretching upwards to reach the 

highest compartment of her wardrobe – and I could have sworn hers 

were the longest, thinnest, yet most well-defined, muscular legs I had 

ever seen, extending from the ends of her sports shorts and seeming to 

go on forever. I was so mesmerized by the sight of them that I almost 

missed her first-ever remarks to me: “I just want you to know that I 

consider it a distinct honor to have a witch for a roommate.” 
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I blinked for a few seconds, still staring at her legs before I fully 

registered what she’d just said. Shocked, I raised my eyes to her smiling 

face.  

“To have a what?” 

“Wow, you don’t know? There’s another girl in our class going 

around telling people you’re a witch, oo.” 

I figured it out in a split second. Oh hoh. Ntiwaa, that nonsense 

human being of a cousin was already trying to sabotage me, and I had 

barely even spent one hour in this school. Time and time again, this girl 

had me wondering how someone so reputably intelligent could act so 

foolishly. I knew she believed I was a witch – she believed everything 

Kumawood movies had taught her – but there were probably smarter 

ways to diffuse her jealousy than to begin rumors that I was a witch. Of 

course it was done out of pettiness and jealousy. Since her long-time 

crush had become my boyfriend, the animosity she displayed towards 

me had at least doubled. Personally, I wasn’t interested in making 

enemies. If she thought me dating Yaw was a deliberate move against 

her, she clearly had an ego problem. I’d go and deal with her later. Right 

now, I had a new roommate to get acquainted with. 

“Let’s forget about the witch claims for a moment,” I said. “Are 

you, like, an athlete or something?” 

Nana Konamah closed her upper wardrobe compartment and 

lithely jumped down to the floor. She was even more intimidating from 

the ground, where it was obvious she was at least half a head taller than 

me – and I wasn’t exactly what you’d call short. 
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“Yep,” she answered. “Usually marathon and long jump, but I 

also do four hundred and eight hundred meter races sometimes.” 

“I’m not even surprised. If I had legs like yours, I’d probably 

never stand still.” 

“A lot of people say they envy my legs, but it gets boring having 

to spend your whole life being called Daddy Long Legs as often as you’re 

called by your own name. Or Mommy Long Legs, because people like to 

think they’re witty for thinking of it.” 

“Pholcidae…” I muttered to myself. 

“Pardon?” 

“What? Oh, I was just remembering that Pholcidae is the 

official name of the spider commonly referred to as Daddy Long Legs.” 

“Interesting. You know spiders’ Latin names?” 

“And many more spider facts I’ll probably never have to use.” 

“Are you trying to become an entomologist?” 

“Even if I knew what that meant, probably not. I’m in the 

process of becoming a mechanical engineer. You?” 

“Olympian.” 

“Ei! Nice!” 

“By the way, an entomologist is someone who studies bugs.” 

“Yeah, that’s definitely not my area of interest.” 

 

As the semester began to take off, seniors – prefects in 

particular – started trying to flex their power. It was fascinating for me 

to watch the dynamics unravel. Once upon a time, corporal assertions 

of dominance were commonplace in this school. Eventually, the 
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authorities had explicitly outlawed it. But even now, the seniors seemed 

to be constantly looking for ways to assert themselves in ways that 

didn’t involve crude actions like lashing people with belts and other 

reputed methods; in ways they’d be able to pass off as unpunishable or 

inoffensive. 

Personally, I was discovering that there was a lot more merit in 

being rumored to be a witch than I’d have thought. Seniors were a little 

less likely to touch me than others. It was fascinating how, despite all 

the sensibilities we developed in “sophisticated” education, the power 

of superstition still ran deep.  

Near the end of the first week, a particularly scary senior in my 

dorm, Charice, summoned me to her single bedroom when she saw me 

outside, tending to the weeds in my assigned portion of our dorm’s 

garden. I lingered at the door, my hand hesitating upon her handle, 

waiting for explicit permission to come in. 

Charice sat on her bed and scrutinized me until I felt 

uncomfortable. She was physically large, wore an expensive-looking 

weave, and whenever she wasn’t in her school uniform or pyjamas, 

tended to dress like she was on her way to a rendezvous. Also, I’d never 

seen her smile. She was the kind of person that would make me 

deliberately change courses as early as possible if I saw her walking in 

my direction. 

“Kuukua, is it? Come closer eh. Why, are you afraid of me?” 

“No, not really,” I responded – although it was kind of a lie – 

and her face darkened, like I’d given the wrong answer. I probably had. 

“I heard you’re a witch, is it true?” she probed. 
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“No.” 

“Oh, saa? Very disappointing. Anka I’d have wanted you to 

show me some of your magic powers.” She paused for a second and 

resumed scrutinizing. “Kuukua, do you know how to wash?” 

“Yes.” 

“Good. So you’ll be washing my uniforms for me every 

weekend.” 

I frowned, and the question slipped out of me faster than I 

could control it: “Will I?” 

Charice’s voice took on a subtly threatening tone. “Are you 

saying you won’t do it?”  

“No, I’m saying you never asked me to.” I was trying to be 

careful and polite but such virtues didn’t come very naturally to me even 

in moments when I was frightened, and I could see that this 

conversation was doomed to go south. 

“Ah-ah! What are you trying to say? Can’t you speak proper 

Brɔfo?” 

I took a deep breath. “What I’m trying to say is that when 

people ask things, they usually do it in the form of questions that also 

tend to have the word ‘please’ inside.” 

Charice straightened herself in her sitting position, a stance 

more implicitly threatening than her comfortable slump. “Are you being 

sassy to your senior?” she asked. The way she said the word “senior” 

made it sound like a synonym for “god.” 

“Absolutely not. I’m just saying that my father is my senior too, 

and he says ‘please’ when he asks me to do things.” 
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I was irrevocably in the danger zone now, and completely 

terrified, because the words coming out of my mouth seemed to have 

their own separate emotions. My hands, which were clasped behind my 

back, were trembling, and I thought I felt a sheen of sweat beginning to 

form on my forehead, even though the cool evening air was still wafting 

in through the open door. 

This time, when Charice spoke, she was on the verge of 

shouting. The look in her eyes suggested that she’d have loved to slap 

me well-well that very moment. “Your father says ‘please’ to you and so 

what?” 

“And so,” I answered, trying to conceal my vocal tremor, “I 

doubt you have more authority over me than my father.” 

With burning rage, Charice leaped off the bed. “Akwaa wei!” 

I switched quickly to Plan B.  

“Hold on, hold on!” I held up my right palm in defense. “Let’s 

not do anything wild. I mean, crazy things tend to happen when I’m 

around, but I’d rather not invoke any spirits if I don’t have to.”  

“What kind of nonfa…” 

“But if I have to, I know how to make sure no one sees…” 

My left hand was still behind my back, out of sight. I jerked it 

roughly, and though I was considerably far away from the door, it 

slammed violently shut with a loud, frightening bang. 

“Awurade Nyankopɔn!” Cherice yelled. Her fury and 

confusion transformed completely into an intense fear. “Abonsam! 

Abonsam! Get out! Ah, I said get out of my room!” 
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She was undeniably screaming by then. I hurried out the door, 

snapping the strand of invisible spider-silk thread I’d tied to the handle 

of her door on the way out, before anyone else came in to see what was 

happening. At the moment, I had no more magic tricks up my sleeve to 

defend myself against more people. 

Spontaneity had never been my forte. I was a person of 

premeditation and dedicated planning. This was one of the very few 

moments I’d managed to think almost on my feet. 

Back in my room, I chastised myself. I was going to have to 

learn how to better control what I said and how I said it. All this was 

new to me: the people, the environment, this culture of boarding school 

hierarchy… I needed to get used to it and stop throwing myself into fire. 

I did notice, though, that as rumors became even stranger and 

louder, even more people started to leave me alone. 

 

 

It quickly became clear that Nana Konamah – whom we had 

officially nicknamed NK – was being integrated into the little squad 

composed of myself, Yaw and Kess. She fit so well among us that the 

lack of awkwardness was, ironically, almost uncomfortable. Maybe I 

was imagining a supernatural quality to it, but near the very beginning 

of our friendship, it felt like we’d always been friends. Charlotte liked 

her too, I could tell. My pet spider had not only decided to show herself 

to NK, but had once even constructed a web on her side of the room, 

and that was as powerful a token of friendship as I thought a silk orb-

weaver spider could offer to anyone. 
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One informal dinner – which meant that people weren’t 

required to show up to and leave the dining hall at the same time, as 

was the case with formal meals – I sat at a table with NK and Yaw. Kess 

was still in the line, and we expected him to join us soon, so we saved a 

seat for him. I was watching his progress through the food line. After he 

finally got his food, with his plate in one hand and cutlery in another, 

he began making his way towards us, trying to keep his slightly 

disproportionately large head low and his eyes downcast. 

Unfortunately, his attempt to turn invisible and swiftly pass by the 

prefects’ table unnoticed failed.  

One of the particularly entitled senior boys whose name I had 

forgotten yelled, “Herh, Ti Kɛseɛ. Come here!” 

I saw the resignation in Kess’ posture as he turned slowly to the 

table and walked over to the prefects. The seniors spoke briefly to him, 

he nodded, and then resumed his journey to our table. Wordlessly and 

quickly, he placed his plate down, and hurried off to the water fountain. 

Yaw sighed. “Chale, what are they doing to our boy?” 

“I can’t believe this is happening all over again,” I said. 

“What’s happening all over again?” Nana Konamah wanted to 

know. 

“In our primary school,” I answered, “When Kess was new, 

people used to tease him a lot. Especially about the size of his head, and 

people thinking he was of…erm… less than average intelligence. That’s 

even where the nickname Ti Kɛseɛ came from. People used to say ‘Ti 

Kɛseɛ nanso wonni nyansa.’ But then he was, like, getting used to it. I 

think he even learnt to ignore it saf. He was becoming bolder. But now 
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he’s shrinking again because they’ve restarted the whole stupid cycle 

and… Ah?” I trailed off, distracted by what I was seeing. “But how many 

cups is he filling?” 

Across the dining hall, Kess was standing at the water fountain 

with four already-filled cups between the fingers of his left hand, trying 

and practically failing to keep them upright enough for the water not to 

spill. But at the same time, he was struggling to reach for a fifth cup to 

fill, further irritating all the people waiting to fetch their own cups of 

water behind him. 

“Okay, guys, let’s get over there before something disastrous 

happens,” commanded Yaw. 

The three of us promptly stood up and went to attend to Kess, 

ignoring all the complaints by the others in the line that we were 

crossing. Mtchew. If they were so thirsty, why couldn’t they just help 

Kess so they could get to the front of the line faster? They should be 

quiet over there. 

All four of us set to work like a team used to carrying things out 

together. Yaw picked up cups and put them under the faucet, I pressed 

the button for cold water, and Kess and Nana Konamah held on to the 

full cups when we were done.  

“Kess, how many cups did these guys ask you to fill?” I inquired.  

“Twelve.” 

“Twelve? Just you alone?” 

“They said one for everyone at the table, and that I shouldn’t 

waste their time doing baako-baako trips.”  

“And you just said yes?” I was incredulous. 
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Yaw laughed. “Kuukua would have said something like, ‘Does it 

look like I have six hands?’ And then they’d have tried to intimidate her. 

Then she’d have threatened to invoke spirits.” 

“Ah, shut up.”  

“It’s true, mmom,” said NK. “People are still talking about how 

you summoned a masquerade in Charice’s room.” 

“You know that’s not what happened.” 

“But it’s what people say happened that carries the most weight 

in this school.” 

“See, that’s not the point right now,” I said. “Kess, next time 

anyone asks you to fill anything more than three cups, say no. They have 

functional legs. And if they must be waited on like they’re in a first-class 

restaurant, there are other human beings besides you to send. Mtchew.” 

“I can’t just say no!” Kess looked petrified even at the 

suggestion. 

“But if you don’t, they’re just going to keep doing this to you.” 

“And if I do, they’re going to make sure I don’t sleep well at 

night. Kuukua, you can’t protect me in the boys’ dorms.” 

“Let them try touching you and see what I’ll…” 

“Kuukua, please. It’s okay. I’m fine. Don’t do any of your tricks, 

I beg.” 

“I don’t know what you’re so afraid of,” I grumbled. But I 

remained silent, deliberately ignoring NK’s quiet question of “What 

tricks?” as we took the water back to the seniors who didn’t even look at 

us, much less say ‘thank you.’ I was infuriated.  
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For the remainder of our meal, I was more meditative than 

participative. Only Yaw, when he caught my eye, knew that my silence 

during a meal could only mean one thing. 

 

 

The next couple of weeks were intense for me. Between 

acclimating to the new environment, schedules, people and classes, 

going running three times a week with Yaw and NK at dawn before 

breakfast, following my dad’s weekly instructions for Ananse training 

and physical exercise supervised by Yaw, I was already swamped. Still, 

I added the task of cooking up a multifaceted scheme to avenge Kess to 

my plate, which, strangely enough, Yaw voluntarily helped me with. 

“I’m surprised,” I said to him when he offered his assistance. 

“Aren’t you going to tell me that my moral compass is off or 

something?” 

Yaw thought for a moment. “It’s either you’ve corrupted me 

beyond repair, or I’m actually concerned with how this scheme might 

effectively improve Kess’ quality of life after its execution.” 

“Why not both?” 

“Excellent point. Although I’d prefer the latter to be truer.” 

Our biggest struggle was keeping Kess completely oblivious. If 

he found out, he’d be either too angry or too frightened to let us 

continue, even though he continued to be put under more pressure to 

serve the seniors than anyone else in our class, other than Kennedy. 

Kennedy – who was apparently going exclusively by “Ken” now 

– was a kid that had come from our primary school as well. The name 
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change may have been an attempt to rebrand himself or something, but 

things hadn’t been going well for him here. It seemed that the only kind 

of person that got singled out as much as the timid or physically peculiar 

was the kind that thought their dadabee status and money should 

exempt them from the hierarchical war, and were consequently 

humbled by force. 

“So,” Yaw continued. “Tell me what you’re thinking and let’s see 

if we can find a way to make it work.” 

I had recently begun to think there were subtle transformations 

occurring within Yaw. Some things about him had begun to seem 

different. I thought he was becoming incrementally bolder and more 

daring. Lately, it seemed obvious how much of a natural leader he was, 

how he didn’t feel afraid to take charge of a situation. I could even see 

it in the way our classmates tended to look to him whenever a leader for 

an activity or class project was being sought. And now that he was 

partially filling my father’s shoes in supervising my training, I was 

seeing sides of him I wasn’t entirely used to: a commander, an 

organizer, somebody capable of making things happen – not to mention 

he too had a stroke of design genius in him. Maybe these changes were 

related to his affiliation with the Ananse tradition, maybe they weren’t. 

Maybe they’d always been there, and I’d just never noticed until now. 

A few months ago, for the first time, he’d been the mastermind 

behind a successful scheme at a summer camp to distract everyone from 

the “public school vs. international school” war that had been going on 

for days. Poor Kennedy had been a victim of that one. But now that I 

knew what Yaw was capable of, I saw how the two of us coming together 
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had the potential to release more genius and chaos than either one of 

us could have done on our own. It was an exciting but unfamiliar 

prospect. Usually, when I needed help for my experimental tricks, I 

would simply tell Yaw and Kess what to do for me or bring to me. 

Communicating my ideas, however, was uncharted territory. I had no 

idea how to begin explaining the rough ideas in my mind.  

“Okay so…” I faltered. “Erm… when I was younger, my parents 

took Kwamz and I to an amusement park and there was this ride where 

it was kind of like a zipline but, like, less secure, and the zipline distin 

was across this huge pool. And so it’s like when you’re on the ride, you’re 

hanging by your hands for most of the time, and then the thing you’re 

holding on to collides with a big foam-like block thing, and your hands 

slip by force, then you fall into the pool…” 

Yaw took out an exercise book, sketched something and showed 

it to me. “Kind of like this?” 

“Oooh, yes! 

Almost! This thing is 

bigger, and it’s like it 

has handles… aha, that’s it. And you know how in those TV shows, 

there’s an arcade game where you have to use some claw distin to pick 

up a toy? But like, imagine it with a hook, and instead of electrical, it’s 

just mechanical.” 

Yaw thought for a moment. “And how would you make it just 

mechanical?” 

“If you have a crisscrossing system of strings with a common 

center…” 
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Yaw resumed his drawing, and the idea began to take on 

substantial flesh… 

 

 

“May we rise for the opening grace,” said Abeiku, the male 

dining hall prefect. 

All students rose. 

Thrice a week, we had formal meals where everyone came to 

the dining halls at the same time, ate at once and left after the closing 

grace. Everyone sat at designated tables for the entire semester, and 

mine was nearly in the very middle of the room. Yaw’s was at the edge. 

This was helpful in avoiding the suspicion that would have arisen if we’d 

been sitting closer together.  

A formal dinner was a perfect opportunity for a spectacle, and 

people were certainly going to get one today. 

At least half the meal passed without incident. Unless you could 

count the fact that Kess went back and forth between the prefects’ table 

and the water fountain at least three times waiting on people with 

water, so that by the time I’d finished my food, he’d only just started 

eating his. 

Eventually, Abeiku found his way back from his prefect’s table 

to the single podium and microphone in the room, to give 

announcements. 

“Shhh,” he hushed loudly into the microphone. “Quiet down for 

the announcements.” 



Kuukua and the Cavorting Cups 
 

25 
 

The roaring of voices and cutlery in the room faded first to a 

buzz and then to silence. 

“Thank you,” Abeiku said, straightening up with an air of self-

importance. He proceeded to read all the relevant announcements – 

club meetings, housekeeping issues, messages from teachers, upcoming 

school competitions and events – and finally, those were done. It was 

time to move onto the concluding item, a school tradition I’d found 

ridiculous until this very day, when I’d actually found something to use 

it for, with the help of a little correction fluid: The Quote of the Day. It 

was supposed to be inspirational or something, but most of the quotes 

were, I thought, empty-worded or overrated BS. Today’s would 

probably be the most relevant one this school community would ever 

hear. 

“Today’s quote of the day is, ‘If you’re thirsty, you too you have 

legs to walk.’ – A Kwaku Ananse proverb…Ah, wait…A Kwaku…Herh, 

who wrote this?” 

The whole school had started to collapse into giggles by the 

word “walk” and most people didn’t even hear him ask the question. 

Good. Now, while people were distracted, was the time to begin. 

Under the table, my fingers began to work – and where Yaw sat, 

his did in tandem. 

Because eyes were still on Abeiku, very few people noticed the 

cups beginning to rise by their handles for a few centimeters off the 

table, then stop, then start moving sideways. Then came a bump, and 

another bump; one cup fell to the ground, and so did the other. Then 

people started watching what was happening on the prefects’ table. 
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This trick was taking me all ten fingers to operate both the 

systems we’d set up. The former system was a simulation of the crane 

technology, which allowed the “cranes” – which were actually just 

bedroom curtain hooks I’d painted the same color as the walls – to move 

up and down. There were long stretches of wire between the ceilings 

above mine and Yaw’s tables and the ceiling above the prefects’ table 

that allowed us to manipulate motion from where we were. The latter 

system allowed the “cranes” to pick up cups by their handles and move 

them sideways in several directions via a complex system of threads 

whose common center was right above the prefects’ table, until they hit 

an impassable knot of thread and wobbled enough for the cups to fall. 

It had been tedious to set up, and we probably wouldn’t have been able 

to do it without Charlotte’s help. She was an efficient vehicle and 

obedient to my instructions – the most intelligent spider I’d ever met in 

my life. She was better than I could ever have trained a dog to be. 

As Yaw and I kept repeating the process, the prefects began 

running away from the table where the “juju” was happening, many 

students began screaming loudly and several more simply ran out of the 

dining halls. I was enjoying the chaos immensely. It was a bonus feature 

that some of the prefects hadn’t finished drinking their water, and so 

upon the tilting or bumping of the cups, there was also a bit of spillage. 

After the final cup, I was among those who ran out of the room – though 

not before snapping the invisible spider-silk thread and letting all the 

systems unravel in the process.  

I decided not to think too much about what Daddy would do 

when he eventually and inevitably heard about this – but for now, I was 
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comfortable with the knowledge that Kess wouldn’t be bothered by 

anyone to fetch water for a very long time; the prefects had gotten the 

message well enough. 

  



 

 

About the Author 

 

Ivana Akotowaa Ofori prefers the mononym Akotowaa, likes and uses the 

shortened form Akotz, and is frenemies with all who insist on calling her 

Akotoweezy/Weezy. She’s 19, Akan and Ewe, and the only thing she likes more 

than the color purple is Jon Bellion, who unfortunately has yet to propose to 

her. 

At this moment, several things are stressing her out at once, including 

annoyance about why she thought it was a good idea to have a constantly 

changing bio for these short stories. As if writing seven thousand-word stories 

monthly wasn’t work enough, she added the task of consistently re-creating a 

bio on top. Nonsense. 

She’d love for you to share this story and this series if you like it, complain 

about it to your friends if you hate it, and wants you to know that her Twitter 

DMs are usually open, so feel free to rain praises and insults alike on her in 

your free time. And, of course, stay tuned for the next few stories. (Or abandon 

it because you have better things to do. She won’t love you any less.) 

Photo credit: Taken by Corina Oroz and edited by Henry DeSouza Nelson 

  



 

 

 


