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There were invisible threads on the ceiling now. My roommate 

Nana Konamah and I had gotten fed up. The architects of this hostel 

must have had some sort of sense impairment when they were 

designing, because this nonsense of the light switch being on one side 

of the room and the fan switch being on the opposite wall had been 

making our lives unnecessarily difficult. If the room was too hot or too 

cold during the night, NK would have to walk all the way to my side to 

regulate the fan speed. If she fell asleep with the light on, I would have 

to walk all the way to her side to turn it off. I’d never liked sitting down 

and doing nothing about problems that could so easily be solved with 

thread, so now our room had a very small-scale version of the complex 

thread system I had built in my room back home. It proved immensely 

helpful in instances just like this one… 

“Felicia is coming!” NK whispered urgently. The next second, I 

pulled a string from my bed and the light went off. NK hadn’t even had 

to sit up. 

“Don’t say anything,” I warned Princess, who was beside me in 

the dark now. 

It was way past lights-out, and I was exhausted, but I’d 

promised Princess I’d help her with her physics homework when I had 

time. It turned out 11 p.m. was the earliest I’d been free enough to help 

anyone on a Monday night, and Princess wasn’t even the first person I 

was helping tonight. I was not, however, ready to get in trouble for it 

with Felicia, my hostel prefect. I already did enough weeding and 

gardening throughout the normal week; I wasn’t about to add gutter 
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scrubbing to my schedule just because I’d decided to be a nice, helpful 

classmate. 

I heard Felicia’s footsteps as she did a brief walk-through, 

passing in front of all the rooms in the building. If she didn’t see lights 

or hear voices, she just moved past each door after a few seconds. I 

listened keenly, made sure she was way out of sight and hearing before 

I pulled another string and the lights switched back on. 

“Ahahn, so which question were we on?” I asked Princess, 

suppressing a yawn. But Princess’ mind was far from Newton’s laws of 

motion at that moment. 

“How did you do that, with the light?” she asked with a mixture 

of curiosity and fear.  

“Magic, anaa?” I replied, bored, irritable, and tired. 

“Kuukua, be serious.” 

“I thought everyone knew I’m a witch by now. See eh, let’s 

continue with the distin. It’s due tomorrow morning, and frankly, 

m’abrɛ.” 

“So you won’t explain?” 

“Ei, Princess. Do you want to finish this homework or not?”  

Her facial expression reflected the struggle she was going 

through, trying to rationalize what had just happened, but then she gave 

up, clearly also weary and looking forward to sleeping. “Fine. Let’s 

continue.” 

“Great. So, we know that force is equal to mass times 

acceleration….” 
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I could have explained – at least about the spider-silk thread – 

but that would have led to even more questions. How did I know how 

to build this switch-flipping system? Why was the thread invisible? 

Where did one acquire spider-silk thread? Why did I have my very own 

pet spider?  

I wasn’t ashamed of the strangeness that came with being the 

future Ananse, but truthful explanations were long. Claiming the rumor 

my cousin had started – that I was a witch – was much easier. So was 

evasion. 

I turned the lights off again when Princess went back to her 

room. I hoped she wouldn’t get caught breaking curfew.  

I thought NK was already asleep, so I was surprised when I 

heard her say, “Wo dwen sɛ wo yɛ Kwaku Ananse.”  

When I heard that, I sat up briskly, my heart hammering loudly 

in my chest.  

“What did you just say?” 

“You think you’re Kwaku Ananse. It’s something my mother 

says a lot to me and my siblings whenever we try to get away with 

messing with someone. Because, you know, Kwaku Ananse was a 

trickster.” 

“Interesting.” I let the silence breathe and tried to process. 

“You remind me of him, though. Kwaku Ananse. Except you’re 

cleverer. From the stories Mummy told me, the way Kwaku is always 

getting outsmarted, he doesn’t seem particularly intelligent to me.” 
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“That’s what Ntikuma wants you to think,” I muttered, 

repeating my father’s words after the last time he’d told me an Ananse 

story. 

“Pardon?” 

“Erm. Nothing.” 

NK didn’t know about me being the future Ananse – but she 

knew almost as much about my quirks as my grandpa, my father and 

my boyfriend. I’d only known her for about three months, but it was a 

consequence of living together. My room was the only place I could do 

some of the weirder assignments my father set for me.  

The previous week, for example, I’d spent hours on end at my 

desk trying to master the process of extracting only the sticky kind of 

silk from my orb weaver spider, Charlotte, and turning it into spider 

glue. My grandfather, who used to be a chemist, would videocall me 

sometimes to teach me how to make varying kinds of spider glue, from 

mildly sticky to stuff stronger than wood glue. After she’d witnessed 

everything I’d messed around with at my desk, keeping the Ananse 

definition and its relation to my family from my roommate felt 

incredibly stupid. 

 

NK had helped me construct the web. It would have been a 

struggle otherwise, because I didn’t have access to ladders, and the only 

movable furniture in the room were our desk chairs, and they simply 

weren’t tall enough. But I’d had to get on the ceiling somehow. As I’d 

struggled to think of how to manage it, NK had looked at me and said, 

“Kuukua, don’t you ever think of the body as a tool?” 
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“The body as a tool?” I’d repeated. 

“Yeah. Same as a ladder or a hammer or something.” 

“I use my hands and fingers a lot.” 

“You use them to manipulate things you consider tools. But 

you’re always looking for things. Machines. Sometimes, the thing you 

need the most is a functional human body.” 

“Sista, why are you speaking in parables?” 

She’d laughed, then extracted her chair from under her desk. 

She’d knelt down in front of it, and at first, I was on edge because I 

thought she was bowing down to me or something, but then she 

instructed, “Get on my shoulders.” 

I did. Then she got on the chair and stood upright, and when I 

raised my hands, I could reach the ceiling with ease.  

Installation had taken more time than it would have if I’d had 

a ladder, because Nana Konamah needed to take breaks from holding 

me up. It was altogether a precarious situation, but I was used to 

precariousness. Yaw would have said, “A week that passes where 

Kuukua doesn’t put herself in danger of breaking her neck at least once, 

is that one too a week?” 

 

 

NK had, like, the longest legs in the whole world. She was a 

sprinter and long-jumper. She was also one of the strongest people I’d 

ever met in my life – it figured, given how much she trained herself. If 

she never attained her goal of eventually becoming an Olympian, I 

would be very surprised.  
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Meanwhile, I was getting stronger too, thanks to all the physical 

exercise my father demanded of me as part of Ananse training – and 

every day I trained physically, Yaw Connor did too. It had begun with 

my dad making him responsible for making sure I kept up with my 

schedule, but Yaw said he would be an idiot to pass up an opportunity 

to make himself buff too. So, Mondays, Fridays and Saturdays, we went 

jogging in the morning before daybreak. Then on Tuesdays and 

Thursdays after school, we spent an hour or two in the small school 

gym. Sunday was a regular rest day, but Yaw and my father had declared 

Wednesday also a no-training day, just to have a mid-week resting 

point. Yaw, ever creative, had christened it “The Sacred Day of the 

Ananse” because all Ananses were born on Wednesday – hence my 

name, Kuukua, and my father and grandfather both being Kweku.  

Some time, out of curiosity, NK had asked me, “Why do you 

exercise so religiously? What are you training for?” 

I’d replied, “For the day I’ll eventually have to save the 

country.” 

“Save it from what?” 

“I don’t know. Maybe itself.” 

Because how was I going to tell her that I was training because 

my great-to-whatever-degree grandfather had decided that physical 

competence was an Ananse requirement that he’d learnt from a 

monkey? 
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NK and I were five minutes later to the track on Tuesday 

morning than we usually were – because she’d spent five more minutes 

than she usually did trying to wake me up. Yaw had already stretched 

and run one lap by the time we arrived. 

“Hey babe,” he said, greeting me with a one-armed hug and a 

peck on the cheek. On the track, in the darkness of 5 a.m. was the only 

time he dared to do that on school premises. 

“Ew, Yaw, get off! You’re already sweaty,” I complained. He 

ignored me. 

“Why are you late?” 

“Because physics teachers can’t seem to do a good job of 

making their students barb the topics they teach.” 

“I won’t even bother to argue. But chale, do your laps so that 

your father doesn’t come and beat me during mid-sem.” 

My father wouldn’t dream of beating Yaw. He loved Yaw like 

his own son. Sometimes, I believed Daddy was closer to Yaw than he 

even was to my real older brother, Kwamz.  

I was looking forward to mid-sem break this Thursday 

afternoon, though. The rigor of the school schedule plus the physical 

conditioning regime was wearing me out fast, and I needed a break. 

Spending my nights helping my classmates do homework when I could 

have been sleeping wasn’t helping my exhausted situation either. And 

this week was more or less a hell week: all the teachers wanted to 

conduct mid-term tests before we broke off this weekend, and most of 

us felt like there were a million things to study for at once. 
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A couple of hours later, Yaw, Kess, NK and I were walking to 

the academic campus with the rest of the school, and I noticed 

something strange. Usually, the four of us stayed very close to the front 

of the procession because we were naturally relatively fast walkers. But 

today, groups of people were fast-walking, just short of jogging to 

school, as if there was something chasing them. 

“Ei, where is everyone running to?” I asked. 

“There are just some struggles that Kuukua will never know,” 

remarked Kess cryptically. 

“Eh?” 

“Can’t you see it’s the physics students rushing to get to school 

early so they can finish their homework? Some people spent the whole 

prep yesterday just trying to solve number one.” 

“Are you serious?” I asked in disbelief. Yaw and I were physics 

students too. And I had finished question one in less than ten minutes, 

which was convenient because I’d had an essay to complete and send to 

my father, a written summary of the different textures and uses of 

various types of spider glue. 

“As I said, some struggles that Kuukua will never know.” 

“Ei. Wow.” I’d been helping many girls with their homework in 

my room, but I’d been doing this sort of thing kyɛɛ, since JSS, so I hadn’t 

realized it was that deep.  

“I’m surprised you haven’t noticed,” Yaw said. “Every time I 

look up from my sketchbook at prep, someone else looks like their 

homework is giving them constipation.” 
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Kess kissed his teeth. “But how do you expect Kuukua to notice 

anything when you’ve monopolized all her attention with your new six-

pack?” 

“Keshawn!” I yelled. I’d never even seen Yaw’s alleged new six-

pack. 

NK cleared her throat. “Can we all calm down, please? It’s a 

beautiful day. Look at the sun shining nicely on the leaves. Look at the 

elegant vultures in the corner over there feasting on the rubbish. How 

can you quarrel on such a fine morning?” 

“I’ve stopped,” Kess said.  

“You’ve paused,” NK corrected. True, mmom. He’d resume in 

an hour. 

 

No sooner had we reached the school gates than a group of 

fellow Form 4 students approached us and one of them whose name 

was Samuel asked, “Yaw, chale, we fit borrow your girlfriend?” 

Yaw responded, “Why you no fit biz am yourself?” 

I bristled. “Hello? I have a name, and I’m standing right here.” 

“Kuukua,” Samuel said. “Can you come and explain number 

four of the homework to us?” 

At the snack area, clusters of people were urgently trying to 

finish their work last-minute. Samuel was leading me to one of them, 

when someone from a different one saw me and exclaimed, “Ahahn, 

Kuukua is here!”  
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A whole group of people detached themselves from that cluster 

and came towards Samuel’s, where I was. When they moved, I noticed 

that the person they’d been previously gathered around was Ntiwaa. 

She saw me and her eyes narrowed. Then her gaze shifted to 

Yaw, not far behind me, and by the time they came back to me, they 

were glaring so hard, I was surprised lasers weren’t shooting out. Oh-

hoh. After all this time, she was still salty about Yaw? 

“Kuukua, is the answer two or four?” 

“Isn’t this force going in the opposite direction?” 

“Don’t you have to factor acceleration due to gravity in this 

equation?” 

I set my bag on the table and said, “Guys, five people asking me 

questions at once isn’t going to get us anywhere. Chill. Let’s start from 

the beginning. Write down the values the question has already given us. 

Now, write down the formula for…” 

I’d nearly memorized the solutions, after all the times I’d had 

to explain them the previous night, and everyone’s homework was done 

– rushed, but done – by the time the first school bell rang.  

But then, after solving the problem of physics, there was a new 

problem of maths. 

Mr. Darkwa was an austere maths teacher. I wasn’t sure if his 

facial features were even equipped to facilitate smiling. He constantly 

talked at the class, never to it, and taught like he was explaining things 

to robots instead of people. Maybe he was a robot himself – I wouldn’t 

have been surprised – a color-hating robot; his wardrobe seemed to be 

at least ninety percent gray. Nobody in any of the school’s four grades 
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enjoyed his classes. I knew how to get by, though, because maths was 

just generally intuitive for me. Even if you gave me the crappiest 

explanations ever, my mind could put pieces together and understand 

how problems demanded to be solved. 

Unfortunately, not everyone in the class had a brain that 

worked like mine. Yaw was a visual thinker; he could scarcely do any 

mental calculation, so if you wanted him to solve a problem, you had 

better give him a pen and a pad. Ntiwaa was far better with words than 

with figures, which sucked for her because Mr. Darkwa didn’t use words 

too well. Kennedy’s only mental talent I was sure of was his ability to 

come up with crude jokes and witty comebacks, not very useful in 

mathematics. 

There were three separate Form 4 maths classes to 

accommodate for all seventy of us, and the subject was compulsory, a 

part of our core requirements. Of the other two, NK was in one and Kess 

was in the other. We all did our homework together sometimes, though, 

because even when assignments weren’t the same, the topics always 

were. 

“I have your papers,” Mr. Darkwa said in his classically 

deadpan tone once we were all seated. 

The atmosphere in the room suddenly got quiet and tense. That 

wasn’t news most people wanted to hear. Last week Thursday, we’d 

done an “exercise” on the topic we’d just studied, but everyone knew 

that for Mr. Darkwa, what he called “exercises” were basically class 

tests, and class tests were basically examinations.  
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There was something about Mr. Darkwa that he never admitted 

but everyone still knew: he nearly always arranged his class’ papers in 

descending order of score. Nobody knew why. It wasn’t like we did the 

whole class positions thing anymore, the way we’d done in JSS. 

Thankfully, he never actually called out the marks and we were under 

no obligations to publicize what we got on our work. But we’d figured 

out his system because there was always a pattern – and it wasn’t 

alphabetical. When he was handing the papers back to us, he nearly 

always stopped by mine, Yaw’s and Ntiwaa’s desks early on, and 

Kennedy’s, Princess’ and Eli’s tables near the end. We weren’t stupid; 

we realized there was something odd about that by, like, the second 

week of school. 

I tried not to appear self-conscious about being the first to 

receive my marked paper yet again, not looking at anyone and 

pretending I didn’t know that people were looking at me. I kept my eyes 

down, but my ears were alert enough to catch someone whisper in 

dismay, “Herh, I bomb forken.” 

Someone else responded, “No be you alone, chale.” 

Mr. Darkwa heard none of it. Oblivious, he continued, “Today, 

we will be introducing a new topic…” 

“Another one?” Princess complained, clearly distressed. 

“Quiet and listen,” Mr. Darkwa snapped. 

“But sir, don’t we have a class test on Thursday?” she pressed. 

“If I haven’t told you to make any changes on your syllabus, you 

must follow the syllabus. Does the syllabus say class test? Then we are 

having a class test.” 
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“But sir…you said the test will be on everything we’ve done so 

far. Shouldn’t we do revision today?” 

“We must introduce this new topic in preparation for 

Thursday’s test…” 

The class erupted into frustrated protests. How could he 

introduce a topic on Tuesday, for us to master everything we’d done the 

whole semester plus this on top before Thursday? 

“Quiet and listen!” Mr. Darkwa interrupted, and that was the 

highest and sternest his voice ever got. That tone meant the 

conversation was over, and that if any more questions came, he would 

fully act like he hadn’t heard them at all.  

He continued with the lesson like he usually did, ignoring how 

angry and dispirited everyone in the classroom was. When Mr. 

Darkwa’s back was facing us, Yaw, who sat beside me in every class we 

had together, turned to me and mouthed, “This is BS.” 

“I know,” I mouthed back. I was thinking of how many people 

had already started making plans to come to my room after prep tonight 

– not only from my maths class, but from any of the other two as well, 

and became tired in advance. 

 

Later that day, I was sitting at a lunch table with the usual 

squad, and Yaw was complaining. 

“Do I look like your manager? I don’t understand why people 

keep coming to me when they want to get to you, like I can manufacture 

you in the boys’ dorms at ten p.m. to explain maths problems to them. 

The next time someone asks me when Kuukua is available, I’m going to 
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tell them I’ll refer to your schedule and see when I can fit them in for an 

appointment,” he ranted. 

“I think it’s obvious that the boys in our class are afraid of 

Kuukua,” NK said. 

“But they all want her help.” 

“Hwɛ, Kuukua is a hot commodity right now. Our room is like 

some office bi. I’ve been considering turning it into a business. I’ll start 

collecting five cedis at the door. Everyone who wants maths and physics 

help from Professor Annan should be ready to pay for it. The rate at 

which people have been coming in and out dier, I could be rich by 

April.” 

“You people,” I protested. “I don’t want to be a business 

opportunity.” 

“Are you mad?” Kess asked. “Who doesn’t want to be a business 

opportunity? If I had your head, I’d have started generating income 

kyɛɛ.” 

“Oh, Kess,” I said in feigned surprise. “You that you get head 

pass everybody, you want to add my own on top?” 

“Looooooowwww!” chorused Yaw and NK. 

If that joke had been made by anyone other than the people at 

this table, it would have been a wicked move. Kess knew he had an 

oversized head, and having the nickname “Ti Kɛseɛ” for the majority of 

his life meant he’d never been allowed to forget it. But despite the 

teasing, he knew that I always had his back; mess with Kess, and your 

cups would suddenly start levitating in front of you in the dining hall. 
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In any case, it was all banter: he made jokes about me and Yaw, I made 

jokes about his head. 

Our laughter was interrupted by very loud, sudden yelling from 

the table next to us. I ordinarily wouldn’t have paid minded it, but then 

I heard my name, so I snapped to attention.  

“Ah, it’s obviously Kuukua,” somebody said. I thought it 

sounded like Kennedy. 

“You people, it’s Ntiwaa,” someone else argued. 

“Ntiwaa isn’t smarter than Kuukua. Kuukua passes her all the 

time.” 

“Only in maths. That’s what I’ve been saying. Kuukua is only 

good at certain things. Ntiwaa is good at everything.” 

“But she’s not the best.” 

“Who said? She’s the best at literature.” 

Several people laughed at that. 

“Kwasia!” someone derided. “Who the fuck cares about 

literature? Just because you know big brɔfo doesn’t mean you’re smart. 

Kuukua knows logic and science.” 

“And who said Ntiwaa doesn’t?” 

The whole conversation was loud, distasteful and destined to 

end inconclusively. I was astounded that it was happening at all. Stupid 

and unnecessary. I began considering going over there to tell people to 

find something useful to do with their lives, but Yaw read my mind. 

“Babe,” he said sharply. “Ignore.” 

“But…” 
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“Nah, Kuuks, this is moronic, and not worth anyone’s 

attention,” Yaw said. “Don’t feed the monster.” 

In the end, I decided to take Yaw’s advice, because me telling 

people that they should shut up would probably make them talk even 

more. I looked around the cafeteria for Ntiwaa to see if she’d reacted to 

the debate, but couldn’t find her anywhere. 

Right after eating, I went to the library to print something from 

one of its computers. It was still lunch time, so there weren’t many 

people there; most were still eating. But then I started hearing sniveling 

sounds and got alarmed, because I thought there might be a rodent 

behind one of the bookshelves. Trying to be as quiet as possible, I made 

my way towards the sound and discovered none other than my cousin, 

on the floor, hugging her knees to her chest, her eyes red from crying. I 

was dumbfounded for a second, because I didn’t think I’d seen Ntiwaa 

cry for about four years. 

Before I even had a chance to say a word, she spat at me, “Go 

away!” 

“I’m not going anywhere.” I lowered myself to the ground 

beside her. 

As forcefully as she could with sad, teary eyes, she glared at me. 

“I said go away!” 

This was the first time in a very long time I had seen Ntiwaa’s 

anger towards me be greater than her fear of me. Most of the time, she 

was worried that I was about to cast some spell on her, like some village 

witch out of the Kumawood movies she’d digested for most of her 

childhood. 
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“Nti-baby, I’m trying to be nice. Why are you looking at me like 

I’ve done something to you?” 

“Mtchew. You think you haven’t? Don’t act like you don’t know 

what the rest of the Form 4s are saying. You just like to take everything. 

Everything I have or want, you like to take it.” 

“Ebei. What have I taken? Are you talking about the dogshit 

conversation that was happening at lunch? Were you there?” 

“Where again would I be? Am I not a human being that needs 

food to survive?” 

“Chill oh, I was just asking because I hadn’t seen you.” 

“Did you expect me to sit down there and listen to everyone 

proving how you’re smarter than me?” 

“Ah, don’t worry about those people kraa. Me saf, I nearly bore, 

but Yaw just told me not to take any of it seriously…” 

“I don’t care what Yaw says!” she nearly yelled. If this 

conversation kept going the way it was going, the librarians were going 

to come after us. 

“Ei, relax small. I’m sorry.” That Yaw comment had been 

unintentionally indiscreet on my part. “But all I’m trying to say is that 

people talking isn’t going to affect how smart you are. It won’t change 

the fact that you were top of the class every term in JSS.” 

“Mtchew. And now that I’m bombing maths, what?” 

“You’re bombing maths?” I was shocked. If she was, honestly, I 

wouldn’t know. I’d been keeping my head down so much after receiving 

my paper, I’d lost track of what the rest of Mr. Darkwa’s sequence was 
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like lately. I had just assumed that Ntiwaa was still normally one of the 

first to receive her papers. 

“Ɛfa wo ho? Is it your business?” 

“Why are you being like this? You know I can help you if you 

just…” 

“I don’t want your help. I don’t even want to talk to you! Adɛn 

nti na wo haw m’adwen saa? Di wo fie asɛm! Mtchew!” 

Hastily, she gathered herself and her books off the floor and 

stormed away, vigorously wiping her face of her drying tears. 

 

 

There were never many people in the gym at once, but everyone 

else who was had their ears blocked with music and headphones, so Yaw 

and I could talk to each other freely. I told Yaw what had happened with 

Ntiwaa earlier. 

“Imagine,” Yaw said, then paused to grunt and do a pull up. 

“Being on top.” Grunt. “All your life.” Grunt. “And suddenly.” Grunt. 

“You’re in the middle.” Grunt. “It would feel like.” Grunt. “Being 

freaking.” Grunt. “Underground.” 

He hopped off the tower, his biceps glistening with sweat and 

his tank top being ill-equipped to adequately hide them from view. 

Seeing Yaw like this was very disconcerting. Six months ago, he’d had 

almost no muscle. And now he looked like this in a tank top. This 

puberty distin was dangerous, oh. 

“Kuukua!” he interrupted my train of thought, waving his 

hands in front of my face. “Are you listening to anything I’m saying?” 
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“Yes. Of course.” 

“What was the last thing I said?” 

“The last thing you said was obviously, ‘What was the last thing 

I said?’ Ah.” 

Yaw rolled his eyes. “At least now I know the plan is effective.” 

“What plan?” 

“The plan to become distractingly sexy.” 

I laughed out loud. “You’re not even fine, though!” 

“That lie was so obvious, I can’t even pretend to be hurt. Now 

look at my face – my face, oh – and listen to me. Kuukua, you’re 

probably the only one in the whole class that’s going to be ready for that 

test. Not even Ntiwaa is. Not even I am. You pɛ. The rest of us are just 

on our way to bombing. We no go fit stroff maths today saf, because the 

physics test be tomorrow. This whole week, everyone really make hye.” 

“And if we don’t write the test on Thursday, we’re not going to 

have it until like two weeks from now.” 

“Exactly. So the maths teachers are never going to postpone it.” 

“Stress.” 

“I mean, at least we’re all bombing together. Except you, of 

course.” 

I was quiet for a few seconds. Then I said, “Okay. I’ve decided.” 

“Decided that what?” 

“That the test is not coming on.” 

Yaw raised an eyebrow. “For the whole of Form Four? For all 

three classes? How?” 
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“With the help of all my beautiful best friends, duh. You wait. 

By the end of prep, I’ll have it figured out.” 

 

The next day, “The Sacred Day of the Ananse,” Yaw and I had 

no training duties. After school had ended, we hung out in the art room 

alone, for almost two hours.  

The school’s closing bell rang every day at 3:15. According to 

school rules, all students were supposed to have left the premises by 4 

p.m., or they would be punished. Yaw and I stayed in the art building 

with all the doors closed until five. The art building was so often ignored 

– there were very few visual arts students, and Yaw was one of them – 

that none of the security guards ever really bothered to check it. They 

just came, locked the doors from outside, and left. When Yaw and I 

emerged – through the windows, of course – all was quiet. Then we 

walked across the quad, through the school cameras’ blind spots, to the 

maths building and began our work. 

“This is by far the most illegal thing I have ever done. I don’t 

know why I allow you to tempt me into evil. If we get caught…” 

“That’s why we won’t get caught, la,” I cut him off. But my heart 

was hammering in my chest too. It would only take one false move or 

one pair of eyes spotting to get us suspended, and about half a second 

for my parents to kill me, grind my body into powder with a tapoli, and 

use me for soup. 

We finished our work in the classrooms soon enough and 

without incident. By then, it was already twilight. We skirted through 
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the blind spot of the only security camera at the back of the school…and 

met an obstacle. 

“The gate is locked,” I observed in dismay. 

“Shit, Kuukua!” 

I started to panic. Someone was either going to catch us, or we’d 

sleep here and they’d find us in the morning. 

“Don’t panic,” I said. 

“You’re panicking!” 

“Shh! I’m thinking!” 

The gate was unclimbable; it was one of those perfectly smooth 

ones, so there were no ridges to hold our feet. And there were 

protruding spikes at the top. Even if I did know how to pick locks, the 

huge iron padlock was on the outer side of the gate. And I had no 

mechanical tools on me. 

I saw a small creature scaling the gate. In the dim light, it took 

me a moment longer to realize it was Charlotte. 

“Spiders are so lucky,” Yaw said. “They can climb vertically.” 

“Oh!” I said, excited. “That’s it! Of course! Spider-silk can hold 

our weight if we can get our feet sticky. Sticky soles. We’ve done this 

before. Yes, ahahn, that’s it!” 

“Can you take that again? In coherent English this time?” I 

could tell he was tense, frightened and irritated. 

I decided to focus on getting us out of here instead of him being 

angry with me, because I felt bad enough.  

I extracted a spool of spider-silk thread from my pocket, took a 

loose end, and gave it to Charlotte. I’d done it so often that I no longer 
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felt like a complete lunatic for communicating with an orb weaver 

spider like it was intelligent. She was intelligent. 

“Charlotte! Can you go up and tie this to one of the spikes at the 

top there?” 

She held the thread with her two front legs and scurried up with 

the other six. I let the thread in my hands unravel until she was done, 

then I wrapped some from the same strand around my hand several 

times. Then I spread spider glue on my school shoes’ soles, and began 

to climb. The string attached to the top of the gate held, but I was fairly 

certain I was going to have serious thread burns on my wrists by 

tomorrow. Every time I took one more step up, I wrapped more of the 

thread around my wrists to shorten it according to my ascent. It was a 

tall gate, which meant crazy exercise for my core and application of 

upper body strength. A month ago, I probably wouldn’t have been able 

to do this. 

When I reached the top of the gate, I told Yaw, “And then we 

use the same process to get down on the other side. Give Charlotte an 

end of your thread.” 

“I am never going to get used to you blowing my mind,” he 

muttered. 

In a few minutes, both of us were on the ground at the other 

side of the gate, and Charlotte crawled back onto my shoulder. 

“Thanks, Charlotte,” I said. “I love you!” 

We started walking back to school, and it was nearly dark. It 

was taking a while for the tension and adrenaline to wear off, but soon 
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enough, Yaw became relaxed enough to start laughing in genuine 

amusement. 

“I seriously cannot believe we just did that!” he exclaimed. 

“Most rebels. Most badass. Ei, chale, we’re going to have such great 

stories to tell our children.” 

I stopped in my tracks and turned to him sharply. “Our 

children?” 

Understanding dawned on Yaw’s face, and then alarm. “Wait, 

no! I didn’t mean…” 

I interrupted, “Eugene Yaw Connor. Offing pant saf has not 

crossed my mind even once, but you’re already here thinking about 

having babies?” 

“Ah, Kuukua, I was talking about our children in general, not 

like your egg plus my sperm kind of…” 

“You dey explain.” 

“You dey bore. You dey bore pass.” 

I laughed saa, and he just watched me. When I stopped and 

caught my breath again, he looked irritated. And still slightly 

uncomfortable. It was cute. 

I took him by the shoulders and kissed him fully on the lips. I’d 

never done that before, and he looked absolutely astonished when I 

pulled away. 

“Close your mouth, w’anim tesɛ goldfish,” I told him. “Oya, let’s 

go. We’ll be late for prep.” 
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It was silent between us most of the remaining walk back. Then, 

when the hostel gates were in sight, Yaw asked, “So for real, for real, it 

hasn’t crossed your mind even once?” 

I was confused for a second, trying to figure out what the hell 

this boy was talking about. When it finally clicked, the only response I 

bothered to give him was: “Kwasia.” 

 

I made everyone disband, leave my room by 1 a.m. People were 

still panicking, but they were clearly exhausted, and frankly, so was I. 

And I didn’t teach very well when I was tired. I kept telling people to 

relax, that the test wouldn’t come on, but they just thought I was talking 

nonsense, and begged me for six questions straight that I should just 

explain the solution for one more practice question... 

In the morning, people from all three maths classes were 

huddled with each other on the corridors, many of them refusing to go 

into the classrooms, because the earlier everyone was settled, the 

sooner the test would begin. Even Ntiwaa looked stressed, poring over 

her notebook and frantically tapping on her calculator, not looking at 

or talking to anyone. The only people who weren’t panicking were me, 

Yaw, Kess and NK – although Kess looked as nervous as he always did 

when I made him help me pull engineering tricks. All these years 

together, and he still didn’t have enough faith that my schemes would 

work. And today was NK’s first time being part of one of my schemes, 

but even she looked more natural than Kess. 

Mr. Darkwa appeared, holding a brown folder no doubt filled 

with question papers. 
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“Get inside,” he instructed, “So we can start.” 

There were a few people already inside all of the classrooms, 

but they too were trying to do some last-minute cramming. The other 

two teachers appeared and made their ways to their desks. Perfect. 

Some people started reluctantly filing in, while others 

deliberately moved extra slowly in putting their notebooks and 

textbooks away. The four of us didn’t move. 

Each classroom had two doors. All six of them were open. 

Slam! Slam! Slam! 

One door of each classroom abruptly slammed shut. Heads 

turned towards them. My classroom was my focus; I didn’t know what 

exactly was going on in Kess’ or NK’s, but in mine, Mr. Darkwa’s head 

snapped up. He didn’t look concerned with what had just happened 

with the back door, but his teacher’s table was right across from the 

front door and through it, he looked out at the rest of us who were 

outside. 

The front door was open all the way inwards. There was no one 

very close to it, and the wind outside wasn’t at all strong. But as he 

stared through the doorway, the door began, centimeter by centimeter, 

to shut. 

“Come in,” Mr. Darkwa stressed. 

Slam! 

Slam! Slam! 

All six classroom doors were now shut, and nobody had 

touched them. 
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Ntiwaa, by this time, was watching me. I caught her eye and 

winked at her. She only glared back. Then a really fun game of Tug of 

War began. 

Someone got up to try opening the back door of my classroom. 

He succeeded. But then it slammed shut again suddenly, and he was 

caught so off guard that I heard his body bang against the door when it 

closed, dragged by the palm that had still been on the handle. 

I looked over to my left. Doors were being opened and slammed 

by-heart there too. Kess and NK were leaning against the banisters, one 

foot placed slightly in front of the other for balance like I’d taught them. 

Almost any time somebody tried to open the doors, we pulled hard on 

the spider-silk in the opposite direction. 

Then Mr. Darkwa was outside, angry – the most emotional I’d 

ever seen him. 

“Stop playing games and come inside!” he said.  

Bang! 

The front door shut behind him. He too was stuck outside with 

us. At that point, the classmates who weren’t totally occupied being 

confused as hell were laughing. Mr. Darkwa hated that. He was pushing 

and pushing on the door, and I was pulling and pulling on the thread, 

straining my biceps against Mr. Darkwa’s greater strength. I would have 

fallen over if I hadn’t been leaning against the banister. 

Then I released, and Mr. Darkwa was still pushing hard. When 

the door gave in to his force without warning, he stumbled inside and 

almost fell. I bit my lower lip so I wouldn’t laugh. 
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Mr Darkwa stood right in the middle of the doorway and 

glowered at all of us. “By the time I count to ten,” he said, “Everybody 

should be seated and…” 

The door banged against his back and pushed him outside 

again in an undignified manner. The other teachers were also stuck 

outside by this time, wondering what was happening with the 

bewitched doors and looking as baffled as I’d ever seen them. 

Then, someone from inside did exactly what I’d expected 

someone to do: tried opening the sliding window. But as hard as he 

pushed, the window wouldn’t budge. Of course it wouldn’t. Yesterday, 

after Yaw and I had climbed back out of the windows, we’d jammed 

them with spider glue. The windows wouldn’t unjam for a long time, 

until we dissolved the glue with some of my grandfather’s acid. The 

doors were the only ways in and out of the classrooms, and they were 

being difficult. 

“Herh!” said a teacher from one of the other classes, looking 

over all of us who were still outside. “What is going on here?” 

“We don’t know, oh,” said a classmate. 

“If everyone doesn’t get inside right now, the whole class is 

getting punished.” 

Uh-oh. 

“But it’s not fair!” my classmates protested. “It’s not our fault! 

We’re not doing anything!” 

“Inside!” he boomed. 
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People started scrambling into the classes, and the four of us let 

a few of them get in. But before more than two people from each class 

could make it into the classroom, the doors slammed shut again. 

“Okay,” said the teacher. “I’m going to call Mr. Dotse.” 

Uproar began, louder protests than ever from my fellow Form 

4s. And then, in the middle of it all, two more doors slammed. 

By now, we had already wasted like fifteen minutes of the test 

time, and the teachers had had it. 

“All of you, stay right here,” said one. “We are going to call Mr. 

Dotse right now.” 

And then, ignoring all our complaints and begging, all three 

teachers began marching towards the principal’s office. Suddenly 

wonderfully obedient, everyone including the squad of four ran into our 

respectable classrooms. But the teachers didn’t turn back. 

Under the guise of going to check if the teachers really had 

gone, I made my way to the window and while there, discreetly dropped 

some acid on the sill before I returned to my seat. 

It took a whole fifteen more minutes of anxiety and tension 

before the teachers reappeared, this time in the company of the school 

principal, Mr. Dotse. Wow, so they’d actually gone to call him. I was in 

trouble now. 

They walked back and forth, looking through the windows into 

each of the three classrooms. I was thinking hard about how to get out 

of this mess. They couldn’t really punish the entire form, could they? 

Seventy people? Especially if no one could prove anything? 

Well…Maybe they could. 
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Mr. Dotse spent time in each of the other two classrooms before 

he finally entered ours with Mr. Darkwa. The doors behaved exactly as 

doors were meant to behave, no matter how many suspicious looks Mr. 

Darkwa gave them. I held my breath as Mr. Dotse walked slowly over to 

the window and slid it open with ease.  

Mr. Dotse was relatively new at the school. This was only his 

third year as principal. People said he was relatively young, and to be 

fair, he looked it – in his face, at least. But his stomach was legendary, 

years ahead of him. He had the potbelly of a sexagenarian who had 

spent the past three decades drinking beer and eating fufu three times 

a week without exercise. He turned back around and I knew I should 

have been looking at his face, but for a while, I couldn’t stop staring at 

that huge stomach. 

“I thought you said the window wasn’t opening,” Mr. Dotse said 

to Mr. Darkwa. 

“It wasn’t, sir,” Mr. Darkwa responded.  

“And the doors you said were doing what?” 

“The students, sir. They refused to let the doors stay open.” 

“And how did they do that?” 

“I don’t know, sir.” 

“So how do you know it was the students? Did you see anyone 

closing the doors?” 

“No sir.” 

“So the doors closed themselves. In all three classrooms. 

Multiple times. At once.” 

“Yes. Yes, sir.” 
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Mr. Dotse sighed. “I have things to do, oh. I have left my office 

to come and attend to this. And nobody is making sense.” He turned to 

address the students. “Do any of you want to explain what was going on 

before I came?” 

Silence.  

I was afraid that if nobody spoke soon, they really were going 

to punish the whole class. So, I finally decided to speak up. 

“We don’t know, sir,” I said. “The teachers told us to come 

inside for the test, but the doors were just being difficult.” 

“Difficult how?” 

“They were just closing by-heart, and when you pushed them 

they refused to open unless you tried very, very hard.” 

“In all three classrooms.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

Mr Dotse stepped outside, and opened and closed the door 

three times without incident or difficulty. When he came back inside, 

he looked at me closely, like he was trying to read my mind or 

something. No – he was trying to place my face. He succeeded 

eventually. “You are Jonathan Annan’s daughter, right?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Kuukua Annan.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“I went to school with your father, you know. We were 

roommates for two years.” 

“Oh, I didn’t know that.” But I was grateful for the temporary 

change of subject. All too soon, though, the subject changed right back. 
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Mr. Dotse turned to Mr. Darkwa again. “So what am I supposed 

to do here? All I’m hearing are Ananse stories about doors closing 

themselves, and you say the students closed them, but you never saw 

students closing them. What do you expect me to do?” 

“I don’t know, sir.” 

Mr. Dotse sighed. “I don’t have time for this,” he said. “The 

students will have their test after the break. For the rest of the class 

time, do revision with them so that we don’t waste any more time.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

Before Mr. Dotse left the classroom, he caught my eye again 

and gave me a very long look. I tried to keep a poker face, but his gaze 

made me nervous. When he finally left, I let out a breath. We weren’t in 

trouble. At least, it didn’t look like we were. 

Mr. Darkwa left the class, presumably to tell the other teachers 

what Mr. Dotse had just ordered. 

Yaw turned to me, looking contemplative. “Kuukua, something 

very strange just happened.” 

“I know. That man is not a typical principal.” 

Mr. Dotse had looked at me like he knew I’d had something to 

do with all this drama. But he hadn’t called me out, and he hadn’t 

punished anyone. And somehow, I felt that it had a lot to do with him 

knowing my father. When he’d said we were telling him “Ananse 

stories,” I’d tensed up and had barely been able to breathe until he’d left 

the room. 

“Yeah, there’s something curious about him. But Kuukua?” 

“Yes?” 
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“Never again. We are never doing reckless things like that 

again. That could have easily turned into compulsory Friday prep for all 

Form Fours for two weeks.” 

“But it didn’t.” 

“Kuukua!” 

I sighed. He was perfectly right. “I’ve heard.”  
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