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 It sounded like somebody was trying to pound fufu on the 

ceiling. Awurade, what were these kids up to now? It had only been 

about forty-five minutes since the adults had driven off together to their 

jazz bar, and already, the children were practically bouncing off the 

walls. Babysitting was not what I’d intended to spend any part of my 

mid-semester break doing, but here I was, in a house full of twenty kids, 

the oldest of whom was ten, and not a single parent – and whoever was 

jumping around on the corridor upstairs was making it seem like the 

kitchen ceiling was about to cave. 

“Kuukua, what have you been doing all day?” Yaw wanted to 

know. “I’ve been calling and texting saa.” 

“Mostly catch-up training,” I responded. “But also, my parents 

were running around because of tonight’s distin, and I got dragged into 

their mess.” 

With a twinge of stress in his voice, he began, “I really need to 

talk to y—” 

 “YAW AND KUUKUA! SITTING IN A TREE! K-I-S-S-I-N-G!” 

came a yell from just outside the kitchen, interrupting whatever Yaw 

had been about to say. Of course it was William, that too-loud, too-

known seven-year-old kid who couldn’t seem to sit still if his life 

depended on it. I’d been tired of him ten minutes after meeting him. 

Yaw and I weren’t even touching. He was all the way on the 

other side of the kitchen, trying to get out paper plates, forks and cups, 

while I was at the stove, turning the fire off on the jollof. But a second 

later, my brother Kwamz shouted from the top of the staircase, “Herh, 

Yaw, what are you doing with my sister?” 
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“Ah, Kwamz, kindly mind your own business, wai,” I retorted 

immediately. “If you want to be useful, come and help us carry the 

food!” 

“I would, but I promise you if I leave these children alone for 

two seconds, one of these vases will get smashed!” 

“What are they even doing?” 

“Playing catcher!” 

BOOM! 

I started. “What was that?” 

“Just a picture frame,” I heard Kess answer from somewhere 

else in the house. “Don’t worry, nothing broke!” 

“Yeah, but I might break soon,” I muttered, so softly that only 

Yaw could hear me.  

The noisemaking was endless, and I felt like every thirty 

seconds, something new was demanding my attention. I discovered I 

had newfound respect for every kindergarten teacher in the world, 

because as for me, I was ready to tie all of these children up and send 

them off to a different planet. Instead, here I was, preparing their 

dinner. 

My father had deliberately waited until I came home from the 

boarding house for the mid-semester break to throw one of his many 

fundraisers, the gains of which would go towards his service projects 

like the volunteer carpentry he did for the disabled students of Hope 

Angel Special School. This time, he’d rented out a whole jazz bar to 

throw a private concert, and while the adults danced, drank beer and 

listened to Adomaa, M.anifest, Okyeame Kwame and everyone else 
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perform until two a.m., Kwamz and I got stuck at home with everyone’s 

children. He considered this extra hospitality part of his duty as the 

Ananse. 

Speaking of which, he’d made me repeat the definition to him 

as soon as I came back home, as if I could have possibly forgotten it in 

the time that I’d been at school: 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. 

“You know what’s great about using a concert to generate funds 

for service?” he’d asked me. “It’s fostering creativity and wisdom 

through the means and the ends, in interpersonal and systemic ways. 

That’s an Ananse lesson. Write that down.” 

But for someone who was supposed to be endowed with above-

average wisdom, it seemed a rather stupid move to offer to host twenty 

children in your house all night with no adults present.  

Kwamz had protested as loud as I had that there was no way 

the two of us would be able to handle so many children on our own, but 

Daddy had refused to revoke the offer he’d made to his friends and 

invitees. So we’d reached a compromise: I could invite some of my 

friends over to help – and all their parents would receive 

complimentary tickets to the concert too. Kwamz had also tried to invite 

his friends, but every single one of them made up excuses, which all 

boiled down to the fact that they’d rather be nearly anywhere else on a 
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Saturday night than babysitting in the Annan household. Now that I 

was in the midst of it, I could especially see why. 

So, that was how I’d ended up here with Yaw, Kess, NK and 

Kwamz, trying and partially failing to manage all these children. Oh, 

and Ntiwaa, of course, because her parents had forced her to come. 

“The night will be over soon,” Yaw tried to console me. 

“It will not,” I countered sharply. “It’s not even six p.m., and 

you know these parents are not going to come back before one. And it’s 

like they all made their children drink two cans of Coke before they 

brought them to the house!” 

“Okay, yeah, you’re right,” Yaw conceded. 

A fight must have broken out in the TV room because there was 

suddenly very loud yelling. “Ahhh, stoppp, you’ll pull all of the hair off 

the Barbie!” 

It took another fifteen whole minutes to get all the children in 

one place for dinner – and no sooner had we begun dishing out jollof 

and chicken to them did the protests begin: some of them didn’t want 

to be in the dining room; they wanted to eat while watching TV. So that 

was more time wasted making sure the kids cleaned up the TV room 

just enough so that it wasn’t as much of a safety hazard, then migrating 

with most of them. Kwamz and Ntiwaa stayed in the dining room with 

some of the less rowdy children. 

“I want to watch Ben Ten!” William protested. 

“No!” said a girl whose name I’d already forgotten. “I like the 

Phineas and Ferb!” 
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“It’s boring!” William insisted. “Let’s watch Ben Ten!” Then he 

lunged for the remote, but thanks to my trained Ananse reflexes, I got 

to it before him. He grasped at the air. 

“Nah, bro,” I told him. “We’re watching Phineas and Ferb. 

Anyway, Ben Ten isn’t even showing right now, so why don’t you just sit 

down quietly and enjoy your food, eh?” 

William sulked. “In my house, we have the CD. We can watch 

Ben Ten any time,” he boasted. 

“That’s great,” I replied. “Sadly for you, this is my house, not 

yours, and tonight, this DSTv is all you’re getting.” 

My conversation with the boisterous child was cut short by my 

roommate from school, Nana Konamah, who brought me a little girl – 

perhaps the youngest of all the kids, called Daisy, whose eyes were 

brimming with tears. 

“Aunty Kuukua, I want to wee-wee,” Daisy said demurely. 

“I’m not your aunty oh, I’m just Kuukua. Why, you won’t let 

Nana Konamah take you to the bathroom? NK, abi you know where it 

is?” 

NK responded, “Ehn, and she does too. That’s not the problem 

though…” 

“A kari-katcha,” Daisy chocked out, almost sobbing. “There’s a 

kari-katcha in front of the toilet.” 

 “Daisy won’t come with me unless it goes away,” NK explained.  

“Ah, what are you people talking about? A caricature from 

where?” 
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NK put her hand on her mouth and whispered into my ear, and 

I finally understood. I tried not to laugh out loud in case it embarrassed 

Daisy. In any case, I used to be the same way. Aside from spanking me, 

that was one of the main ways my mother had tried to teach me 

discipline as a baby. No matter how many times she told me not to go 

into her room to steal some of her thread, I would always find a way to 

get it, discovering her hiding places every time she picked a new one. 

Eventually, she had stopped hiding it altogether and had instead 

employed an inanimate bodyguard that worked more effectively than 

anyone would have thought, because every time I saw it, I would cry and 

run away. But then eventually, I’d figured out that it couldn’t actually 

do anything, and I’d reverted back to my fearlessly mischievous self. 

NK and I walked past the dining room, toward the bathroom, 

and Daisy followed slow and scared behind us. When we got close to the 

decorations on the wall to the right of the bathroom door, Daisy hung 

back and crouched behind a sofa, peering over it at us in wonder and 

fear, as if we were about to accomplish a Herculean feat. 

NK pointed up, and at last, I saw Daisy’s “kari-katcha.” The 

brown, wooden African mask was round, and always looked like it was 

severely unimpressed with you, looking out from its strange half-lids, 

its eyes mere semi-circular, empty slits. It seemed like whoever had 

carved it had invested lots of time and care in creating tiny dots around 

the eyes and mouth, like three-dimensional pointillism. This mask, and 

many others like it, had been in the house probably since before I was 

born. Over the years, I’d walked past it so many times that I’d all but 

forgotten it was there. But now, looking at it again, I recognized once 
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more how creepy it was, almost like it could come alive any second, and 

remembered how much it had terrorized me as a kid. 

Because NK was the tallest girl in the world, I didn’t have to 

stack furniture to reach the shelf it sat on, high on the wall, near the 

ceiling. I just sat on NK’s shoulders as she stood on one of the living 

room coffee tables, and we both nearly lost our balance from the shock 

of Daisy’s shriek the second I lifted the traditional mask. I looked 

behind me, and Daisy was gone. She had run away as fast as she could, 

probably all the way back to the TV room. 

“You can’t be serious,” I laughed as I got down from NK’s 

shoulders. “I’ll take this to my room. You can tell Daisy that the 

caricature is gone, and she can go and wee-wee now.” 

“Got it.” 

When I got back, several more crises seemed to have sprung up, 

even though I could have sworn I’d only been gone for like three 

minutes. In the TV room, Kess was now trying to sweep up some spilled 

jollof from the carpet and Yaw was trying to dissolve yet another quarrel 

for the remote control between William and someone else. I was on my 

way to help when I accidentally stepped barefoot on a random Lego 

brick.  

“Adjei!” I yelled. This was too much. I was losing my mind. “Ah, 

you people, why are you fighting again?” 

“They’re showing the Halloween one of Phineas and Ferb, and 

William is trying to change the channel,” whined the girl that William 

had been wrestling with. “I like the Halloween one! It’s my favorite!” 
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“Mtchew,” William scoffed. “The Halloween cartoons are not 

even nice. It’s not even scary.” 

“Did I say it’s scary?” the girl retorted. 

“If you want to be scared, let’s watch a horror movie, eh? Unless 

you dier, you’re a cry-baby. Me, I won’t be scared. In my house, we 

watch horror movies and my mother will be screaming, and she’ll be 

asking me how come I’m not afraid.” 

“Hey, hey, hey!” I interrupted. “That’s enough! William, how 

many times have I told you to sit down and be quiet? It’s the end of 

October, every channel is showing Halloween stuff right now, so there’s 

no point in changing it. If you keep worrying everyone else, I’ll isolate 

you, okay?” 

“What’s isolate?” he asked, puckering his lips in an insolent 

sneer. 

“It means time-out, and you’ll be alone. In the cupboard with 

the cockroaches. Now be quiet and eat your food.” 

Not even a minute later, he piped up again, asking no one in 

particular, “Why don’t we have Halloween in Ghana?” 

“Oooh, we’re trying to listen to the TV,” one of the kids 

complained. 

Ignoring them, William continued, “Anka if I went to a haunted 

house, like I won’t cry even one tear. I won’t even scream.” 

“W’anim tesɛ kakamotobi, the ghosts will rather be screaming 

at you,” retorted a different girl that had already gotten into a fight with 

William earlier that day. The room erupted into laughter and jeers. I 
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barely heard it, because suddenly I had a great idea. Something that just 

might make the rest of the night easier to bear. 

I turned to Yaw, and he was already looking at me. Either we’d 

just read each other’s minds, or the same idea had occurred to both of 

us almost simultaneously. 

“My room,” I mouthed to him, and we both surreptitiously left 

the TV room, leaving Kess and NK to calm the children down. They both 

eyed us but didn’t say anything. Kess knew that we were by all means 

up to something, and NK was starting to learn how to pick up cues too. 

 

 

It felt good to be back in my room. I’d missed it and its unique 

set-up, with my years’ worth of white thread and yarn pulley systems, 

and the fun challenge of having to meander one’s way through the webs 

to get anywhere. My room at school with NK didn’t even come close, 

although it did have some simple, invisible systems to help us operate 

the lights and fan. Evidently, Charlotte, my pet spider, had missed the 

room too, because ever since we’d gotten back, she’d been scurrying 

everywhere, crawling on everything she could find, whereas before, 

she’d mostly just stayed on one corner of the ceiling with her single web. 

She’d gone rogue with the spinning since she’d been back, and now 

there were real spider webs in every corner of the room. Right now, she 

seemed to be meticulously and rapidly inspecting the African mask I’d 

placed on my desk a few minutes ago. 

I went to pick it up, and before I even opened my mouth to 

explain what I was thinking, Yaw said, “Ah, I see.” 
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“I haven’t even told you what we’re doing yet.” 

“We’re suspending the masks from the ceiling, aren’t we? I like 

it. Who needs real men with painted faces when you can have woodmen 

with disembodied faces? I’m just glad we’re not throwing white 

bedsheets over ourselves and masquerading as ghosts, because that 

would have been really wack.”  

“Are you reading my mind now?” 

“Are you becoming predictable now?” 

“God forbid. I refuse it in the name of the Ananses.” 

“Whatever, oo. So, how long do you think we have until it gets 

really dark?” 

“Maybe forty-five minutes? That should be enough to cover…” 

“Downstairs plus the stairs,” we finished in unison. I must have 

looked very stunned, because Yaw started laughing at me. 

“In the words of someone I know,” he said, ““Close your mouth, 

w’anim tesɛ goldfish.”  

“Ha-ha, hilarious.” 

I went to my drawer and as I took out several spools of spider-

silk thread, I told him, “My mother always told me that if I whistled in 

the night, I would attract ghosts, and I was terrified…” 

“Mine told me that I was calling snakes into the house.” 

“Ha! No matter how you twist it, that taboo is so ingrained in 

me that to this day, if I hear someone whistling in the night, I freak out.” 

“I see where this is going.” 

I grinned. “I think our moral compasses point in the same 

direction now.” 
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“Nah. I promise I’m not that far gone yet. I’m only going along 

with this because it’s going to be fun. Wo dier, w’asɛi kraa. Also, what’s 

up with Charlotte?” 

Charlotte was scuttling around the mask, making a fool of 

herself like she was trying to get our attention. Looking at her, I could 

tell that she understood everything Yaw and I had been saying, and she 

was excited by it. 

“I think she wants to help!” I realized. “You want to do some, 

Char? Not a problem. A haunted house isn’t complete without webs 

anyway. Go wild!”  

“I can’t believe my girlfriend is a spider whisperer,” Yaw 

murmured to himself. I laughed. 

“Yaw, gather the squad and collect every African mask in the 

house. Bring them all to my room. I’m going to get Kwamz to take the 

children outside to play ampe or something.” 

“Yes ma’am. But wait, oo! What are we going to do with the 

really small kids? I don’t want any parents to come and accost us that 

we’ve traumatized their children.” 

“Oh, yes, you’re right! Hmm. I’ll figure something out.” 

 

 

Kwamz obliged to watch the kids and make sure Ntiwaaa didn’t 

interfere as my friends, my spider and I worked. He was, however, was 

not very happy with the rest of my proposed plan. 

“Ah, Kukie, you figga sey my room be daycare or something?” 

he asked, annoyed. 
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“Please, Kwamz, there’s nowhere else to put them!” 

“What’s wrong with your room?” 

I rolled my eyes at him. “Are you serious? My room is a freaking 

death trap. Even you can’t last thirty seconds without accidentally 

knocking something over. I’m not trying to have to untangle suspended 

kids from my room at the end of the night. And you know Nti-

Kumawood thinks my room is a devil shrine, right?” 

Kwamz snorted. “She what?” 

I slapped my leg, reacting to a pinch. “That’s not important. Can 

we use your room or not? We need to hurry up oh, the mosquitoes! Do 

you really want to spend the rest of the night like we’ve spent the 

beginning? Because as for me, m’abrɛ, I don’t know about you.” I 

slapped my arm. Stupid mosquitoes! 

Kwamz grunted unhappily. “Fine. But how am I going to 

convince Ntiwaa to be locked up in my room, telling stories to 

children?” 

“Easy. Praise her saa. Tell her that she’s more than 

Chimamanda, Ama Ata Aidoo and Poetra Asantewa combined, that her 

voice can calm a tempest and a bunch of nonsense. At the end of the 

day, she’ll even think it was her idea.” 

“W’agyimie oo,” Kwamz insulted me, but somehow, he 

managed to do it, and even followed her – not because he wanted to 

help, but he was paranoid about what would happen to his room if he 

wasn’t present to supervise. 

Managing kids outdoors turned out to be way easier than 

managing them indoors. They knew how to amuse themselves, and the 
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only thing you really had to be worried about was keeping the football 

far enough away from my mother’s car’s windshield. The best part 

about it was that at the end of all the running around, the youngest kids 

especially were significantly worn out. That was good, because we 

needed them to be docile and quiet with Ntiwaa as we messed with the 

rest.  

When we were done, it was finally completely dark, and Ntiwaa 

and Kwamz were all safely closed off in his room. I opened the front 

door and yelled, “Everybody come inside fast, before I leave you out 

there to get malaria!” 

The children started running inside, all grimy and sweaty, and 

after I counted all of them to the last kid, I closed and locked the door. 

They were all still making lots of noise, but then I hushed loudly, 

“Shhhh! Can you hear that?” 

And, as expected, William asked audaciously, “Hear what?” 

Then the lights went off. The exclamations of “Ei!” and the 

various yelps started at once. When the lights came back on, I was gone, 

away to my post in the dining room, behind a cupboard. NK was in the 

living room, behind a piano, Yaw in the TV room behind a sofa, and 

Kess at the top of the stairs, behind a wall. All of us had a set of strings 

at our disposal, our tools to help us put on a great show. 

The lights flickered on and off suddenly, and there was more 

murmuring. 

Then the whistling began. 

“Whoo-who-who, who-who-whoooo, whoo-who-who.”  
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And again: “Whoo-who-who, who-who-whoooo, whoo-who-

who.” 

In my head, I sang along to NK’s lead, Pɛtɛ, pɛtɛ…, as her notes 

resounded: “Whoo-who, whoo-who.” 

Then, in unison, Yaw, Kess and I responded with the whistled 

tune, “Whoo-who-who, who-who-whoooo, whoo-who-who.” Senyiwa 

Dedendee, Senyiwa, 

“Who-whoo-who-whoo-who…” NK continued.  

Wo maame frɛ wo, I sang along in my head, and again 

responded by whistling the refrain with Yaw and Kess: Senyiwa 

Dedendee, Senyiwa. 

The popular folk tune definitely wasn’t the most appropriate for 

a haunted house, but we’d needed something that we all knew, and a 

non-African song simply couldn’t have done our makeshift masquerade 

justice. Besides, we hadn’t had time to learn any Naija movie 

soundtracks. So, Senyiwa Dedendee had had to do. In any case, when 

we sang it slowly enough, without all the clapping and drumming that 

usually accompanied it, it sounded sufficiently creepy. 

When the screaming became loud and continuous and people 

started running helter-skelter, I knew that the first African mask had 

dropped in the living room, illuminated by the LED pen flashlight 

suspended by spider-silk thread above it. And, of course, since the living 

room and dining room were adjoined, the kids running away from the 

mask ran right into my domain. 
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If I laughed, I’d break the flow of the song and spoil the game, 

so I sobered myself and continued to sing along to NK’s whistles: Ɔse 

menyɛ dɛn? Senyiwa Dedendee, Senyiwa. 

Slowly, even as I tried to maintain the tune, I lowered my first 

mask from the ceiling and pulled another string that turned on the pen 

flashlight above it. The kids who’d thought the dining room would be 

assured escape from the “kari-katcha” were in for a disappointing 

surprise. In fact, the masks I was in charge of were longer, and looked 

even fiercer than the ones NK was controlling. They were the kind that 

looked like they were perpetually angry, with their diagonal eye slits and 

mean slashes for mouths, ready to pronounce curses on you at any 

moment. For extra effect, I even jiggled the strings so that my masks 

swayed extra violently. I felt like a puppet-master performing at a 

theater. 

Some kids were going to try to escape into the kitchen, but all 

of a sudden, the kitchen door dramatically slammed itself shut. Now, to 

run away from NK’s domain and mine, the only places they could try 

were the TV room and the stairs. But alas, Yaw and Kess had their 

domains in check, too, and the terrified screams of the children nearly 

completely drowned out the whistling, but we all drew bigger breaths 

and blew louder so we could hear each other and stay in concordance. 

Now, at the chorus, we dragged the tune out in unison, so slowly that 

the usually upbeat folk song sounded like a dirge. There was nowhere 

for the kids to run. They were crashing into each other haphazardly, 

some were calling their parents, some were screaming for us, some were 



Kuukua and the Whistling Woodmen 
 

16 
 

crying, and I could have sworn I heard somebody reciting Psalm 

twenty-three. 

The four of us stepped it up a bit and started switching the 

various flashlights on and off arrhythmically. I could barely see the dim 

lights flickering in the other rooms when I peeked from behind my 

cupboard, but I knew that to the children, the whole house must have 

looked like a terrifying freak-show. Whenever the flashlights flickered 

on, Charlotte’s many, well-distributed spider webs glittered for a 

moment, a wonderful “special effects” addition to the set-up. Then, 

after the last chorus, we fell silent, and lowered our masks to where we 

could reach them. The downstairs lights came on, one after the other, 

then all members of the squad emerged from our hiding places and 

collected our masks and flashlights before we recongregated in the 

dining room with the children, us laughing and them not yet recovered.  

The kids were a mess, some teary-eyed with snot running down 

their noses, clutching each other for comfort and solidarity. Many of 

them were trying to brush spider-webs off themselves. But by far, the 

biggest mess was William. He was on the floor in a fetal position, still 

sobbing for his mama, with eyes squeezed tightly shut. The whole 

evening, ɔyɛ ne ho tesɛ hard guy, but look at how he’d broken down. 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” I announced with a flourish and a 

bow, “We hope you enjoyed this Ghanaian Halloween special, 

generously hosted by the Annan household, brought to you by Kuukua 

Annan Productions and organized by myself, Yaw, Kess and NK. This 

concludes today’s show. We shall now return to regular programming.” 

“You scared us!” someone accused. 
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“Let’s do it again!” someone else said. 

“Is this spider-web real?” 

“Ah, so it was just a mask?” 

“How did you do that?” 

“So it was you people whistling?” 

“It’s bad to whistle in the night!” 

“Okay, okay, quiet!” I broke in. “That’s enough excitement for 

one day. For the rest of the night, we’re going to have a movie marathon, 

so which movies do you want to watch? Should we pick a horror movie?” 

I teased. 

Their antagonistic screams were priceless, and my friends and 

I cracked up. 

“Let’s watch Barbie,” someone said, and she was met with 

groans even I was tempted to take part in. Who in this day was still 

watching Barbie? 

“Moana!” 

“Camp Rock!” 

“Frozen!” 

“Batman vs. Superman!” 

“Zootopia!” 

I had to hush them, or they’d have kept on yelling movie titles 

forever. So, I made them vote. Moana and How to Train Your Dragon 

won. When voting was done, I asked if there were any objections. There 

weren’t. Not even from William, who still apparently had not recovered 

the ability to speak. All his bravado had completely left him, and he 
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might as well have been a completely different human being from the 

William of two hours ago. 

The kids were so shook and finally so worn out that I knew that 

for the rest of the night, we wouldn’t have even half as much trouble 

with them as we’d had before. It would be a relatively peaceful night 

until everyone’s parents came back. Majority even refused to watch the 

movie if the TV room was completely dark, so we had to turn on a lamp. 

I gave my friends my laptop, told them to find a good site to 

stream the pirated movies from and then hook it up to the TV, while I 

went into the kitchen to prepare numerous bags of popcorn. While I was 

sitting bored, staring at the microwave, Ntiwaa walked in, eyeing me 

suspiciously, as usual. She’d been angry with me most of last week, and 

it didn’t look like she’d completely recovered, although some of the 

standard fear was starting to return.  

“What’s up, Nti-baby? You dey hia something?” 

Ignoring me, she asked, “What was all that screaming about?” 

“Oh, that? Some kakamotobi came out to play and the children 

got scared for a minute.” 

“Kakamotobi?” 

“Yeah, you know. Like the Christmas masquerade?” 

“I know what kakamotobi is, ah! But what you’re saying doesn’t 

make sense to me.” 

“It’s not everything that has to make sense to everybody 

mmom.” 

“I wanted to see what was happening, but Kwamz didn’t want 

to let me leave the room. The children got scared.” 
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“Believe me, it would have been way worse if they’d been 

outside.” 

“Because of the kakamotobi,” she said dubiously. 

“Exactly. Now you’re getting it.” 

She frowned, like she thought I was the ridiculous one between 

the two of us. She’d believe in Kumawood movies, but when I told her 

that there had been a masquerade in the house, she thought I was silly? 

Ntiwaa stared at me like she couldn’t quite decide if she wanted 

to voice her thoughts or not. Finally, she gathered up the courage: 

“Kuukua, tell me the truth. Are you a witch?” 

“Yes, of course. Why do you ask?” 

“Be serious!” 

“Ebei. So when I say I’m not a witch, you think I’m lying, and 

you tell the whole school that I am. And when I confirm it too, asɛm. 

What again do you want to hear?” She was quiet and shifty for a 

moment, and so I told her, “You look like you have a lot on your mind. 

If you want to say something, say it, eh?” 

The microwave pinged. As I was occupied with retrieving the 

hot bag of popcorn, I heard her ask, quickly, as if the words were trying 

to run out of her mouth at the same time, “Is he part of your cult now?” 

“He who? Are you talking about Yaw? You’re afraid that I’ve 

transformed him into a devil worshipper?’ 

“Have you?” 

“Ntiwaa! There is no cult! Yaw, NK and Kess are my friends. 

How can friendship be so impossible to understand?” 
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“Then how come all of them now know how to do some of your 

juju? I saw all of you on Thursday, doing it together.” 

Of course, she was talking about the trick we’d played with the 

doors of all the math classrooms, trying to stall long enough for our 

designated math test to have to be postponed. It had worked, but the 

principal, Mr. Dotse, had gotten involved. I was sure he knew I was 

behind whatever had happened, and I’d been paranoid since I came 

home, waiting for my parents to receive a condemning phone call from 

the school and for my mother to nearly bring the roof down with her 

signature “KUUKUA ANNAN!” yell. But between Friday and today, no 

call had come, and so now, I comfortably assumed it was never going to 

arrive. 

“I swear there was no juju involved.” 

“Aha! So it was you that did it!” 

I sighed. “Is this conversation going anywhere at all? Because 

some people are waiting for their popcorn so…” But there was clearly 

more on her mind. 

“Why did you stop the test even though you knew you’d blow?” 

she blurted. 

“Because literally everyone else would have bombed. How 

much longer is this interrogation going to last?” 

I took a step towards her – only because she was in the doorway 

and I wanted to leave – and she instinctively took a step back. Still 

scared I was going to hex her. Then Yaw emerged from the next room, 

saying, “Ah, Kuukua, where the popcorn dey? The kiddies dey wedge… 

Ei, please, am I interrupting something?” 
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Ntiwaa looked mortified to suddenly be caught between the two 

of us. Wordlessly, she shifted her eyes rapidly between me and Yaw, and 

like a scared animal, she chose flight, dashing past him and running up 

the stairs, right back to Kwamz’ room. I’d held back so much laughter 

today that I just couldn’t do it anymore. I let all my amusement out at 

once. 

“What’s wrong with her?” Yaw asked. 

“Worried that I’ve turned you into a devil worshipper, among 

other things.” 

“Yie.” 

“I know, isn’t it hilarious?” 

“Erm, yeah, sure. But Kuukua, I need to talk to you. I’ve been 

waiting to tell you something all day.” 

I sobered up quickly, because Yaw looked genuinely worried, 

and that scared me slightly. I promised him my full, undivided attention 

as soon as the children received their popcorn. 

 

 

Yaw and I stood in front of several family pictures on the living 

room wall, arranged in chronological order. There were no pictures 

prior to the lifetime of my great-grandfather, Joshua Kweku Annan. 

Then there were those with my grandfather, Joseph Kweku Annan, the 

previous Ananse. And right before the pictures of my nuclear family – 

my parents, Kwamz and me – were pictures of the early life of my father, 

Jonathan Kweku Annan, the current Ananse. Yaw was studying all of 

them intensely, like he was trying to crack a code. 
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“Kuukua, what’s your mother’s full name?” 

“Sophia Margaret Abena Annan.” 

“Hmm. And maiden name?” 

“Koomson.” 

“Hmm. And your grandmother’s full maiden name?” 

“Grace Ekua Quaye.” 

“Great-grandma?’ 

“I only know her as Maame Esi. I’m not sure what her maiden 

name was. Why is this information necessary?” 

Yaw was barely listening to me. He was getting visibly 

frustrated. “Ah, this doesn’t make any sense,” he complained. 

“You aren’t making any sense.” Again, he ignored me. 

“Kuukua, do you know if you’re the only ever female Ananse?” 

“I’m not sure. The way my father has talked about it, he 

suggested that the Ananse could be female, but as far as mentioning my 

ancestors goes, we’ve only ever spoken about the males. Why are you so 

stressed?” 

“I’m stressed because so far, it looks like not a single Ananse’s 

wife has ever been a Yaa.” 

I finally got what he was driving at, and it made me so dizzy, I 

had to sit down. “Oh shit. Oh my God, Yaw! Wait, wait.” I paused to 

rationalize, to not get carried away on mythological speculations. “Let’s 

analyze this. So, in most of the stories, Kwaku Ananse’s wife is Okonore 

Yaa. And so if we want to match it to reality, then the Ananse who is 

always born on a Wednesday should be married to Okonore Yaa, who is 

always born on a Thursday. But in the stories, there’s only one Ananse, 
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and in real life, Ananse doesn’t give birth to Ntikuma, Ananse gives 

birth to Ananse…” 

“Pause right there. That’s the catch. Ananse gives birth to 

Ananse. So in real life, the relationships between characters are not 

necessarily the same as the relationships in the folktales.” 

“Ehehn, and?” 

“And so maybe Ntikuma doesn’t need to be Ananse’s son. 

Maybe he could be Ananse’s distant cousin.” 

“Oh my God!” 

“Wait oo, we’re not done. How many sons did Kwaku Ananse 

have?” 

“The only one I remember is Ntikuma. You know I don’t pay 

attention to Ananse stories.”  

“Start paying attention, la! Haven’t you realized by now that the 

clues are there?” Yaw was more agitated than I’d nearly ever seen him, 

waving his hands wildly as he talked. 

“Wow, cool down small. If you really want to know details, I 

suggest you talk to Ntiwaa. She seems to have all the stories memorized. 

Or, wait! Actually, NK knows a lot of them too. She said her mother used 

to tell her and her siblings stories often.” 

“Let’s go!” 

Before I realized what was happening, he grabbed my wrist and 

dragged me back towards the TV room, opened the door a crack and 

whispered for NK to come out. 

“NK,” Yaw said excitedly, talking very fast, “This is very 

important. How many sons did Kwaku Ananse have?” 
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“It varies, I guess,” she responded uncertainly. “Some stories 

only name one. Some say he had as many as seven. But I’ve only ever 

heard of four being called by name.” 

“And what were their names?” Yaw pressed urgently. 

Instead of answering immediately, NK smiled. “So you’ve 

realized it too. Isn’t it funny?” 

But judging by the expression on Yaw’s face, he found it far 

from amusing. “NK, the names. And translations.” 

“Okay. So there’s Ntikuma, the one nearly everybody knows. 

The one who’s basically smarter than Ananse. Then the rest are 

Tikelenkele, which means ‘big head.’ Nankonwheaa, which means ‘long, 

skinny legs.’ And then Afudowhedohwe, which means ‘huge stomach.’” 

“That’s it!” Yaw exclaimed, with eyes wide. “Yes! I need to talk 

to Kuukua alone. Thanks for your help, NK.” 

“Erm… Glad to be of service? Are you okay? You look a little bit 

insane.” 

“What? No, no, I’m fine.”  

 

 

When we were alone again, Yaw said, “What I’ve wanted to tell 

you all day is that last night, I had a dream. A dream full of spiders.” 

“Ei. That’s weird. But also not. I mean, like, you’re around 

Charlotte very often. Maybe she’s entered your subconscious.” 

“I’d have thought that too, right? But for one, they weren’t all 

Charlotte’s species. And secondly, I’ve never had a lucid dream even 

once in my life until last night. This is not normal.” 
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“I think you’re overreacting, oo. Sakeof one lucid dream, you 

want to jump to supernatural conclusions?” 

“Kuukua! Your ancestry literally has some sort of Wednesday-

born juju woven into it, and you communicate telepathically with a 

freaking spider. You really think supernatural conclusions are 

illogical?” 

“Yaw, I really need you to chill right now. I’m sorry your dream 

freaked you out. But anyway, what does a spider dream have to do with 

my ancestry?” 

“That’s where it gets crazy. In the dream, one of the spiders kept 

repeating, ‘Find Yaa with the Ananses.’” 

“Ei.” I was speechless for a second. “Okay, now that’s actually 

disturbing. So you think there’s something to this dream? But what the 

hell does it mean?” 

“Personally, I have no idea,” Yaw confessed. 

But… maybe my dad would. 
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