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Charlotte was on the ceiling of Mr. Dotse’s office. I didn’t 

understand how she had become so brazen, risking being seen by 

someone random. She had already surprised me enough a few months 

ago by deciding to befriend my roommate, Nana Konamah, but that, at 

least, was understandable; it was only decent to make sure someone 

knew all their roommates, human and non-human alike. But as for my 

school principal dier, I had no idea why Charlotte was frolicking so 

freely in his presence. 

I was so tense about Charlotte being seen that I almost forgot 

the true reason for my anxiety: the fear that I was in some sort of 

trouble. There weren’t many other reasons I knew for students to get 

called into the principal’s office in the middle of the week. I almost felt 

like I did whenever I heard my mother yelling “KUUKUA ANNAN!”  

from downstairs, a surefire sign that I was in deep trouble. Now, I was 

trying to backtrack, see if I’d done anything worthy of being summoned 

by Mr. Dotse. The closest I had come to punishable trouble was 

yesterday’s skirmish with Ken, but as far as I knew, no teachers or staff 

had been around to witness that. 

Ken, my classmate formerly known as Kennedy, had been 

getting on my nerves lately. This semester, I’d realized something about 

being in boarding school: annoying people start feeling more annoying, 

not because they’re becoming worse, but because you can never really 

go home from them. It had been easier for me to ignore Kennedy during 

JSS. Now that he’d transformed into “Ken” and I had to see him in the 

hostels even after school had closed, my tolerance seemed to be 

withering. It was as if nothing could properly humble him, not the trick 
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Yaw and I had played on him during the long vac, nor the way our 

seniors treated him here. As soon as he got over anything, it was right 

back to the my-father-is-richer-than-yours attitude, and it irritated the 

hell out of me.  

The exams this semester had rocked him roff, and it was as if 

he didn’t know how to deal with it in any other way than complaining 

plenty. Yesterday, he’d been making strings of ridiculous jokes about 

how if he could have his way, he’d have left school long time, just that 

he was afraid of ending up career-wise something “wack” like a 

mechanic or a carpenter. 

Maybe it was the stress of exam week and sleep deprivation 

thanks to everyone who had been demanding my assistance with maths 

and physics over the past few weeks, or the fact that my Ananse training 

hadn’t been allowed to slack a bit even during the exam period. Or 

maybe it was the synchronized nightmares Yaw and I were having. 

Either way, the very second after Ken passed his comment, I was 

already getting ready to slap him. 

I stood up threateningly, and interjected very loudly with, “And 

what is so wrong with being a mechanic or a carpenter, ehn?” 

Ken had obviously been taken by surprise; he hadn’t even 

known I’d been listening, much less emotionally affected. To save face, 

he quickly recomposed his expression from shocked to haughty again 

and said something that made me even angrier. With his signature 

sneer, he asked, “Ah, where is Yaw Connor? He should come and collect 

his girlfriend before she comes to beat me, oo.” 
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When I lunged at him suddenly, people actually had to hold me 

back.  

In my defense, this wasn’t usual behavior; I was just too 

stressed not to ignore him. In any case, I hadn’t had the opportunity to 

lay a finger on him, so I didn’t think that was quite the reason for my 

having been called to Mr. Dotse’s office. 

I was still scanning through my possible grave offenses as I 

watched Charlotte carefully, even as I tried to pretend I wasn’t watching 

her. Drawing Mr. Dotse’s attention to whatever I was looking at was the 

last thing I wanted.  

“So,” Mr. Dotse said to me, “Kuukua Annan.” 

“Yes, sir?” 

Because he was sitting down, I could manage to look at his face 

as I responded to him. In other circumstances, I would probably have 

been severely distracted by the mystery of how such a young man could 

possess such a huge stomach. He was my dad’s age, so he was only in 

his forties, but Mr. Dotse’s stomach made him constantly look like he 

had just finished a meal consisting of about two whole horses, drowned 

down with some omotuo and light soup. 

Charlotte dropped a few inches without warning from a thread 

she had just spun. Although I was used to her doing this often in the 

confines of my bedroom, over here, my eyes shot back up to the ceiling 

in anxiety. 

“Surely the spider knows how to take care of itself?” Mr. Dotse 

asked. “They are usually far smarter than you Annans like to give them 

credit for, you know.”  
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I froze. After a few seconds, all I could come up with was, “P-p-

pardon?” 

“You shouldn’t worry about who your spider chooses to reveal 

itself to. In fact, you might find it useful as a detector of people who 

know the truth and to whom the truth can be safely revealed. Although, 

I must admit, it seems your spider is significantly more extroverted than 

your father’s. Sumase rarely ever showed his cephalothorax unless 

Jonathan really needed him. I don’t assume that has changed much.” 

He was right. It hadn’t. Sumase was my father’s pet spider, a 

huge trapdoor spider – species name ctenizidae – that rarely ever 

showed himself. My father called ctenizidae “carpenter spiders” 

because they lived underground, in burrows that they built and covered 

with trap doors. Sumase even literally meant “underground” in Twi 

(and nearly every time Daddy mentioned his name, I had to correct 

myself from thinking I heard him say “Kumasi”). 

“Ah, what is going on?” I asked bluntly, my confused shock 

making me forget to be polite to my principal. 

“No secrets are completely secret,” Mr. Dotse told me. 

“Especially when you spend a crucial part of your youth sharing 

intimate living quarters with a perceptive person.” 

I thought about it, and my roommate, NK, did seem to have 

started cracking many Ananse puzzles involving our lives entirely on 

her own and way before Yaw and I had even gotten close to noticing 

coincidences. She was several times more perceptive than Kess, whom 

we had kept in the dark for like, three-fourths of the year. My mother 
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and my older brother just thought my father and I were inexplicably 

strange, and that I was a serious daddy’s girl.  

“Ah!” I exclaimed. “I can’t believe you knew about the Ananse 

distin, and my father never told me!” 

“Don’t worry about that too much. Your father is the Ananse, at 

least for a little while longer. If one thing can be said about the Ananse, 

it is that he – excuse me, or she – operates wisely. And, I must confess, 

I consider it a great honor to have the future Ananse being partially 

educated and trained in an institution I am temporarily running. By the 

way, I would like to express my sincere gratitude that none of the Form 

Four examinations ended up having to be postponed as a result 

of…inexplicable phenomena.” 

He was, of course, referring to that trick and I my friends had 

played with the doors of the math classroom so that we wouldn’t have 

to have a test that day. 

“So, that time with the math test, you knew!” I realized. “And 

you still decided not to punish me?” 

“All traces were erased upon my arrival and no explanations for 

what had transpired were satisfactory. A trap that has been tripped is 

no good reason for a hunter to celebrate, when the animal itself has still 

gotten away. And, speaking of examinations, how were yours?” 

My head was still spinning slightly, so it took me a while to 

answer. “Fine, I guess. Same as usual.” 

“Good to hear.” He was silent for a moment, and then relaxed 

back into his chair, and the mighty stomach began trying to peek out 

above the desk. “You may have figured it out by now, but you are not in 
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trouble. I called you because, as a matter of fact, I would like to request 

your assistance. I have a project in mind that only a trickster would be 

able to help me with.” 

“Wait oo. You’re going to ask me to perform a trick?” Not 

punish me for all the tricks I’d played, but ask me to play another one? 

“Exactly. Allow me to present my position. I like to think of 

myself as an undercover agent of change. And change, in this country – 

and many other places, for that matter – does not come easily, and it 

certainly does not come through playing by the already problematic 

rules. Living in societies that are deeply rooted in things it thinks are 

traditions means constantly having to find a back door to go through to 

get what one wants. Change by trickery is far easier when you have an 

Ananse to assist you, and right now, changing this school is my latest 

project. It’s usually quite an uphill battle trying to inject the 

organization of this school with, well, sense.” 

“Erm…” 

I thought Mr. Dotse was the strangest adult I had ever met in 

my life.   

“Do you need time to process, or are you ready to hear my 

proposal?” 

I decided nothing I would hear could rock me any harder than 

what I’d already heard, so I let him go ahead and speak. 

 

 

“Yo, this makes so much sense!” Yaw exclaimed. “So that’s it. 

The last important character that we were trying to match.” 
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“What are you on about? Have you heard anything I said? Our 

principal wants me to ‘partially decolonize Christmas.’ Those were his 

words, oo. How can this be normal?” 

“I really don’t know why you keep talking about normal when 

your life is legit the most un-normal thing I’ve ever seen. But don’t you 

see this thing is important? We’ve figured out who corresponds to 

Afudohwedohwe. Ah, I hate saying that name. It feels so weird in my 

mouth. Anyway, what I don’t understand is why, instead of explaining 

things to us, your father is just there watching us struggle by ourselves. 

The pressure in my head is getting worse.” 

I knew exactly what he meant about the pressure. The two of us 

were constantly tense, always on edge, it almost felt like paranoia. Like 

something was about to jump on us any second, and it was definitely 

connected to our dreams. 

At least a month ago, we had consulted my dad about Yaw’s 

riddle of a dream, and the cryptic instructions it came with: to “Find 

Yaa with the Ananses.” But all my father told us at the time was that 

Yaw should start trying to keep a dream log if possible, and no other 

explanations were given. And when we’d asked him about how the 

relationships between Okonore Yaa, Kwaku Ananse, Ntikuma, 

Tikelenkele and Nankonwheaa and Afudohwedohwe applied to my 

family and my friends, he only said that we were on the right track and 

that we should keep diligently training, but focus also on passing our 

exams. 

But since Yaw’s first dream, there had been little to no clarity 

in anything that came next. Very soon, I’d started getting dreams too. 
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Every single night Yaw’s sleep was disturbed, mine was as well. The 

problem was that whenever we woke up, only the sensations remained, 

and detailed memories of what had actually transpired disappeared 

almost instantaneously. No matter how hard Yaw or I tried to recall, 

nothing new came back to us. 

“I think the pressure building means we’re almost at the end,” 

I said suddenly. I didn’t know why I was suddenly so certain of it, but 

there wasn’t a doubt in my mind.  

“The end of what?” Yaw asked. 

“Of the wondering how everything fits together. We’re going to 

find out very soon.” 

“How do you know that? Are you developing prophecy too? Is 

it something all Ananses are supposed to have?” 

“Ei, relax. I just know. Anyway, we have a more pressing matter 

on our hands right now. How the hell do you ‘partially decolonize 

Christmas’ at a school concert?”  

Yaw laughed. “Ah, Kuuks, this is not difficult.” 

On the contrary, it turned out to be very difficult. The school’s 

auditorium ceiling was probably the highest one we’d ever had to work 

with, and even NK’s height wouldn’t be able to help us. That day, after 

school, Yaw and I hung back in the auditorium as the choir and 

individual performers rehearsed, and we began calculating, measuring 

and sketching. It didn’t take even five minutes to realize that this was 

going to involve the squad’s collective effort, and involve a lot of rule-

breaking to get it done while going unnoticed. Once we filled Kess and 
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NK in on our plans, I emailed my father, and over the weekend, he came 

to visit with exactly what we needed. 

 

 

Daddy, Yaw and I sat under a tree, with all our requested ntoma 

folded neatly inside large plastic bags. My father hadn’t been an 

encouraging half-participant of any of my schemes since we’d played a 

trick on my uncle Vincent during Easter. But when I’d told him what 

we’d planned to do, he became more excited than I’d ever seen him 

about a practical joke. 

Daddy wasn’t a very big fan of Christmas. Whenever he was 

listening to the radio and anything about a “white Christmas” came up, 

he gave a loud “mtchew” and abruptly turned it off. And if he could 

shoot lasers out of his eyes, every white Santa Claus doll he’d ever come 

across would probably have been reduced to cinders on sight.  

One of the Ananse lessons he’d made me write down was: 

“Anything even mildly stupid is probably worth changing.” And, 

according to him, many things about how Ghanaians viewed and 

practiced Christmas “traditions” were a lot more than mildly stupid. 

Besides, he told us, what we planned to do was nothing more disruptive 

than some of the stuff he and Mr. Dotse had done during their time in 

school together. 

“This is a great opportunity to give you your history lesson of 

the week in person,” my father said gleefully, before he handed over the 

bags of ntoma.  
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I sighed. “And let me guess – it’s a history hidden in yet another 

Ananse story.” 

I abhorred Ananse stories a bit less since my training had 

begun. I used to think the folktales were all tired and useless – but then, 

small by small, their origins started to make sense, especially when 

interpreted by either my father or Yaw. Ananse stories turned out not 

to be the manifestations of kwasiasɛm that I used to think they were, 

and so now, I tolerated them for the few things they could apparently 

teach me about my life. 

“Yes,” my father answered, “But not one that is very often told 

as an Ananse story. It’s frequently regarded as legitimate history: the 

origin of Kente.”  

“Oh!” Yaw said. “I think I know this one. Isn’t it that some men 

travelled to Bonwire, and they saw a spider weaving, and the spider 

taught them how to create kente?” 

My father looked impressed. “Yes, the popular story goes 

something like that. There were indeed some men involved: two 

brothers, Kuragu and Ameyaw, who went out hunting with their friend, 

Otaa Kraba, when they came across a particular type of spider called the 

Ntikuma spider. Captured by the beautiful artistry and radiance of the 

Ntikuma spider’s web, they decided they would start to learn the 

spider’s craft of weaving, so there, at the dawn of the eighteenth 

century, in Bonwire, the art of weaving kente was born.” 

“That sounds as wack as any other Ananse story I’ve ever 

heard,” I told Daddy. “So now, what’s the real explanation?” 
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“Isn’t it obvious? Think carefully. What reason would be strong 

enough to make three hunters all get up and spontaneously decide to 

learn a skill like weaving? What kind of motivation would be that 

powerful?” 

Yaw snapped his fingers in understanding and proclaimed, 

“Had to be a girl!” 

Daddy smiled in affirmation. “Absolutely. A month ago, you 

two asked me if Kuukua was the first female Ananse. Well, she was not. 

The last one before her was Nana Akua of Bonwire, the woman who 

taught men how to weave.” 

“Now this is a story I’m excited to hear,” said Yaw. 

 “Nana Akua was what you might call a hotcake.” I stopped 

listening for a while to process the fact that my father had just used the 

word “hotcake,” then I tuned back in. “The aforementioned three men, 

Kuragu, Ameyaw and Otaa Kraba were simultaneously in love with her, 

and each one sought to impress her more than the others. As you 

already know, each Ananse is an artisan, and Nana Akua’s specialty 

was, of course, weaving. So, she taught the three men how to weave and 

then challenged them to a contest: whoever could come up with the 

most beautiful, meaningful motifs and patterns would supposedly win 

her heart. The men set to weaving, but very soon, Nana Akua realized 

she was pregnant. With another stroke of trickery, she elicited the help 

of her best friend, and disappeared from Bonwire before the men could 

find out and start fighting between themselves about whose child it was. 

With nothing left to do with their woven creations, they returned to 
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their villages and popularized kente culture, staunchly supported in 

their endeavors by the Asantehene.” 

“Wow. But wait oo, why does the known story say that the men 

learned kente weaving from an Ntikuma spider?” I asked. 

“I’ve told you before: until Kwaku Ananse himself is the one to 

tell his own stories, the tales will always glorify Ntikuma. Upon Nana 

Akua’s disappearance, her jealous sister was free to control the 

narrative. All the attention from the men that Akua’s sister wanted but 

couldn’t have, she gave to herself in the fictitious narrative.” 

“Fascinating,” marveled Yaw. “But that makes so much sense!” 

I scoffed. “Hm. Be there breaking people’s hearts and telling us 

that it makes so much sense.” It wasn’t hard at all to imagine my cousin 

Ntiwaa writing stories where Yaw ended up with her instead of me. 

As Yaw rolled his eyes at me, my father chuckled and told me, 

“You will probably be the first Ananse since Nana Akua to really use 

kente in a practical joke. It’s been quite a while since the Ananse’s spider 

was an orb weaver. I’ll leave you two to it, I need to set off. And 

remember, I’m bringing your grandfather along to watch the show, so 

it’s your responsibility to make sure he’s impressed.” 

 

 

Grandpa was ranting so loudly, I knew for sure that people were 

making conscious efforts to keep from staring. His complaints had 

started from the moment he had walked into the auditorium, and now 

his voice was threatening to rise even louder than all the music that had 

set him off in the first place.  
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Today was the last official day of the semester, marked by the 

school’s annual Christmas concert. The auditorium was all decorated 

with red-and-green, plastic bells, ribbons, Christmas trees, and little 

reindeer strung up along the four edges of the room. The decorations, 

especially those on the stage, seemed so elaborately done that I almost 

felt bad that my friends and I were about to completely disrespect it all. 

The auditorium was nowhere close to full yet, so whoever was 

in charge of sound was stalling by playing Christmas carols over the 

loudspeakers. Unfortunately, my grandfather hated Christmas carols 

even more than my father hated Santa Claus. 

“Jingle Bells?” Grandpa was saying. “Jingle what bells? Where 

is the snow you are dashing through? The only thing I am seeing on my 

windscreen is Harmattan dust. You people want to be playing songs 

about reindeer. Adowa na ɔtwe koraa, inhuu bi da. Nonsense. Do you 

even know what antelope looks like? And this is the thing I’ve been 

saying! Eh? How can we just go and collect all of this foolishness from 

Europe and America and refuse to ask any sensible questions about why 

we’ve swallowed it whole? Why? And you try going to Ghanaians to ask 

them why they are singing about winter nights when they are sweating 

in the thirty-three degrees weather, eh, they will tell you you are being 

a killjoy. Say that you don’t like allowing people to enjoy themselves. 

Mtchew. Killjoy where? If you are decorating your Ghanaian products 

and parties with some fat, bearded white man, is it not you that has 

killed your own joy? But you the youth of today, you don’t want to listen 

to anybody again...” 
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I tuned out of Grandpa’s rant when it degenerated into blaming 

the youth for all the sins of the country. He could make anything in the 

world teenagers’ fault if he ranted for long enough.  

My mother and Kwamz looked particularly uncomfortable with 

Grandpa’s speech, but they were staring at Daddy, evidently blaming 

him for insisting it was a good idea to bring Grandpa along to the 

concert. 

Eventually, the music playing stopped, and Grandpa shut up 

out of grudging courtesy. Then, the school choir opened the concert 

with “Yɛma mo afehyia pa oo!” and Grandpa was temporarily placated. 

 The choir sang a few non-Christmas songs, but the Christmas 

ones were all just the same old, boring songs. Yaw, NK, Kess and I were 

just biding our time. We’d been loitering around the auditorium, 

secretly measuring and setting up during rehearsals nearly every single 

night so that we nearly had the concert lineup memorized ourselves. 

There was one particular performance that I was eager to interrupt.   

Ken walked into the stage with his usual cocky swagger. Before 

he began his song, he cleared his throat into the mic and glanced back 

at the band, acting as if they were waiting for his command, when in 

fact, they’d rehearsed so many times, they knew the drill by heart. When 

he struck the first notes of “Let It Snow!” it was undoubtedly 

mesmerizing. Ken was the best male singer in our form, no contest. The 

rest of the boys could barely sing at all, and Ken knew this very well. He 

also fallaciously thought his ability to sing made him irresistible to girls, 

and the smolder he was trying to wear as he performed went very badly 

with his attempt to look bored, expert and blasé on the stage. I supposed 
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if you closed your eyes and just listened to Ken sing, it would have 

probably felt like the best performance of the night. Unfortunately, just 

when he was launching into his first chorus, the ntoma started to 

unravel from the ceilings. 

It almost looked as if the yards went on forever. They unrolled 

layers at a time, darkening the auditorium marginally by each 

unravelling by partially blocking the sunlight streaming in from 

outside, on both the left and the right of the room. NK was on the 

leftmost side of the auditorium, almost hidden behind the wall of 

ascending side seats, and she was controlling all the cloth falling down 

on the right. Yaw was mirroring her, standing on the right side, and 

directing all the cloth unrolling on the left. 

While the gasps and whispers started growing, I got up and 

made as if I was going to the bathroom at the back of the auditorium. 

People were too busy staring at the ntoma to notice me.  

The band had been startled and lost its synchronized flow. Ken 

himself spluttered and forgot his own words. Ken’s performance, 

whether he liked it or not, was finished. And our performance wasn’t 

even over. 

I reached my post at the back of the auditorium and felt around 

for my threads. And it was at that very moment that Ntiwaa decided to 

come out of the restroom right next to me, dressed primly in her choir 

attire. Predictably, she stopped and stared at me suspiciously. This 

whole dance was getting old, to be frank. There was no need to be 

suspicious about me being up to something, when I was so clearly up 

to something. 
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“What’s up, Nti-baby?” I asked her casually. 

“What are you doing?” She was so busy staring at me, she 

hadn’t even noticed all the cloth now surrounding the audience. 

“Some people call it ‘partially decolonizing Christmas.’ Anyway, 

you should probably go and join the rest of the choir. It looks like the 

performance before yours is prematurely over.” 

And even while speaking and maintaining eye contact with my 

cousin, I pulled the right strings, those connected to a system set up 

right above the stage. Then, the Christmas tree covered in fake snow 

that sat on the stage, perhaps the one decoration that the most work 

had gone into, was suddenly almost completely covered by the dark 

kente cloth now draped over it. We had specifically chosen this motif, 

Emaa Da, the pattern of creative ingenuity, to cover the whole 

unoriginal tree, just for irony’s sake. And then Kess, who was near the 

front of the room, pulled his own strings, and my view of Ntiwaa’s face 

was severed by the fabric that fell down between us. 

In my opinion, the auditorium looked so much better now, with 

all the mixed-and-matched fabrics hanging off from everywhere, and 

the whole room felt much more cozy and comfortable than it had with 

the boring, red-green-white color scheme it had had before. I returned 

to my seat satisfied, without bothering to terminate my conversation 

with Ntiwaa. 

Grandpa was grinning when I got back to my seat. “So! This is 

what Annans can do when they have the appropriate help, eh? If this 

had been all set up in my generation…” 
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The rest of the concert proceeded, with the general vibe being a 

mixture of amusement, delight and bewilderment. I was enjoying 

myself immensely.  

Most of the students were confused, especially those of Form 5 

and above, because they had attended Christmas concerts before and 

knew that they were always the same and never like this. The choir 

members, after the ntoma dropped on all the sides of the room, looked 

unfocused as they sang, eyes roving over nearly everything but the 

conductor himself, some completely forgot to synchronize their small 

step-touch-step-touch dancing on the stage. The ridiculous foreignness 

of their lyrics was only emphasized by the fact that the whole room was 

now shrouded in Ghanaian fabric designs.  

But most amusing of all were the school’s staff. The teachers 

and members of administration looked aghast, embarrassed and pissed 

off. They were all very slowly coming to the realization that they 

couldn’t do a thing about the cloth, though. It was out of their control 

because they’d certainly look stupid trying to tug all of these yards of 

down and would probably cause an avalanche disaster upon the 

audience – and besides, they couldn’t reach so high up to where we’d 

tucked the rolls, by the sides of the roof. So, they were stuck with these 

decorations until the concert was over. 

After the last song and the last round of applause for the 

performers, our MC introduced the principal to give the closing 

remarks, and everyone knew what was coming next, because it had been 

a school tradition even before Mr. Dotse had become principal.  
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This had been the primary reason he’d summoned me to his 

office. Mr. Dotse was not in favor of the “white Christmas foolishness,” 

as he’d called it, but perhaps could have at least tolerated it while 

tackling reform in more important areas of the school. However, this 

particular tradition had made the war personal. Apparently, people 

thought it was the best thing in the world to make whichever middle-

aged man was principal dress up as Santa Claus during the Christmas 

concert each year, and if Mr. Dotse had thought that tradition was easily 

changed, he’d only have been lying to himself. With the size of Mr. 

Dotse’s stomach, it was immediately obvious to the rest of the school 

that he was probably the best likeness of Santa Claus than any principal 

they had ever had before. He had hated every moment of being stuck 

inside that irrationally hot, red costume, wearing a cotton beard from 

Makola Market and a cheap Christmas hats from the streets of Osu for 

the past two years. This year, with the help of the future Ananse, he had 

decided to do something about it. 

When Mr. Dotse walked into the auditorium, the audience 

erupted into delighted laughter. As he solemnly made his way to the 

podium, he pretended not to notice it. 

“Afehyia pa,” he commenced his speech. “Ladies and 

gentlemen, on behalf of all the staff and students, I would like to thank 

you all for coming to celebrate the beginning of this festive season with 

us, listen to the voices of our talented…” 

I had designed this trick with the calculations of Mr. Dotse’s 

position on the ground in mind, but even so, it was going to take all four 

of us to pull the grand finale off. NK and I had sewn the Ewe kente like 
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a kaftan. It was designed to be draped over you, kind of like a batakari, 

with a hole just large enough for the head to pass through. 

Now, NK and Yaw were at the two corners of the front of the 

room, and Kess and I were at the two back ones. With each person 

controlling one corner of the garment, we could adjust until, at last, it 

fell in the right place. 

We all tugged on our strings, our communication almost 

flawless, as if the four of us had telepathic powers – and the cloth that 

we’d folded so well it had been almost invisible when suspended so high 

on the auditorium roof structure, began to unravel, like a dark cloud 

descending. 

People began to gasp, but Mr. Dotse didn’t even pause his 

deliberately unnecessarily long speech. It was just for show; he knew 

nobody would be listening by this time to a thing he was saying. He was 

still delivering his lines when the hole finally aligned with the top of his 

head – and simultaneously, the whole squad released our strings. The 

kente fell gracefully over Mr. Dotse, successfully covering most of the 

bright red costume. Now, he looked like some Togbui in a ridiculously 

mismatched Christmas hat. Calmly, he lifted the stupid hat off his head 

and continued with his speech.  

To my surprise, when he was done, there was thunderous 

applause. I wanted to break down laughing. People had convinced 

themselves that the school had put on a show for their entertainment. 

Well. Ayekoo to them. The semester was done, and I, personally, was 

ready to go home. 
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The next day, Yaw was lying on my bed at home, fidgeting with 

my threads and thinking out loud, while I sat at my dressing table, 

putting on final accessories before we went out. My father had decided 

to sponsor an end-of-semester dinner for my friends and I, and Yaw had 

arrived extra early. We were waiting for my father to get ready. He had 

booked a whole private room for me, him, Yaw, Kess and NK at a 

Chinese restaurant – and apparently, Grandpa would be there too. I had 

no clue why my father would offer to give us a dinner, then invite 

himself and invite Grandpa too, but at the end of the day, free Chinese 

food was part of the deal, so the questions and complaints would have 

to be minimal. 

“What does everything mean?” Yaw asked for about the third 

time since he’d gotten here. 

“Yaw, you’re stressing yourself out, oo. You need to chill.” 

“We all correspond to characters in a story. Maybe. Maybe I’m 

not even one of you. Maybe it’s this Yaa that I’m supposed to find with 

you guys that’s the real Okonore Yaa.” 

“It makes me feel very someway when you talk like this. As if 

I’m not flesh and blood, just some character in someone’s By the 

Fireside story. Stop.” 

“Okay, okay, I’m sorry.” 

At my desk, I clasped on my finishing touch: a cute, gold pair of 

spider earrings that my father had given me as a gift. My mother hated 

it when I wore them, because they felt too occult for her. Thankfully, 

she would not be with us tonight to give me eyes throughout the meal. 

Ready at last, I got up and turned around to face Yaw again. 
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As soon as he saw me, he frowned. “You know, your birthmark 

has been looking more prominent these days. Has it grown bigger?” 

“I don’t think so.”  

There was an Ananse Ntontan birthmark that all Ananses were 

born with. Mine was on top of my left eyebrow. It was so small that it 

had looked like a mere dot to me every day until right before my 

fifteenth birthday, when my father had shown me that it actually had 

seven outward-jutting lines and was actually an adinkra symbol. 

“Come closer, let me see,” he demanded. 

I was immediately suspicious that this was just a plot to get me 

close enough so he could kiss me, but first of all, his concerned frown 

was not dissolving, and secondly, I was distracted by a flicker of 

movement across the room, on the ground. It wasn’t Charlotte. 

Charlotte was playing on Yaw’s arm, and she hated the floor. She 

preferred walls and ceilings. 

“Herh, what’s that?” I asked sharply. 

“What’s what?” Yaw asked, lifting himself up and swiveling 

around to follow my gaze. 

And then the huge, hairy, multi-legged thing emerged from 

behind my wardrobe.  

And.  

I.  

Screamed.  

Loud enough for the whole neighborhood to hear. 

Yaw was completely frozen. Even I didn’t know what to do with 

myself. 
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There was a strangely colored, almost silver-looking tarantula 

in my room, and it was at least as big as both of my fists combined.  

“Aha,” said the voice of my father at the door, extraordinarily 

calm for someone whose daughter had a monster of a tarantula 

currently terrorizing her, invading her personal space. 

Daddy continued, “I appreciate that Yaa opted for the selective 

initial reveal. Your friends are going to be overwhelmed enough from 

meeting Sumase and Charlotte at once, and all the truth about 

Anansesɛm they are about to absorb tonight.” 

At the exact same time, Yaw exclaimed, “Did you just call that 

thing Yaa?” and I yelled, “My friends are going to what?” 

“We have a lot to get through tonight,” Daddy said, ignoring us 

both. “We better set off now.”  
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