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The stories about Kweku Anansi the Spider-man are timeless. He is a small trickster and a hero who has used his brains to survive many adventures. He also has a family whose members are sometimes featured in his famous Anansi Stories, or "Anansesem," as the Asanti of Ghana, West Africa call them. Taken against his will to the Americas a long time ago, he has continued to go on many adventures. This story is about one of his sons, Intikuma Anansi, or Ticky-Ticky. 

Ticky-Ticky, a Jamaican schoolboy, becomes concerned when his father, Anansi, goes missing. This is the first part of a sequel that takes Ticky-Ticky on a long journey. On his quest he encounters some folkloric characters, their family members, and other spider characters in the Americas. Ticky-Ticky interacts with a vudoo or obiah-man, the Caribbean God of the Dead, travels with the Dog of the Afterlife, and visits the fabled Taíno "Indian" Island of Women called "Matinino" ("Without Fathers"). Matinino is the sister island Guanin, the Island of Gold, a story twice told to Christopher Columbus upon his arrival in the Caribbean. Each place reveals clues while on the search for Kweku Anansi. The question is: Did Anansi come by here?
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Ticky-Ticky's Cruel Fate
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Ticky-Ticky sat at his desk staring out of the window. Raindrops sounded like small pebbles as they rhythmically struck the glass. Although he could not hear it, he could sense when the wind picked up in short gusts. Watery pellets from the black sky smacked every object in their path, creating empty maraca shake-shake sounds, rat-a-tats on a discarded soda can, backed up by a dull reggae bass note from an empty cardboard box. The music from the rainfall lulled him deeper into thought and fired up his imagination. The dreary melody drifted him further away and created the sad feeling of the deep loss of a parent. He nervously folded the second pair of four legs under the oversized shirt that he had asked his mother to make. Ticky-Ticky was embarrassed by having extra legs, so in moments of self-doubt he chose to hide the fact that he was quarter-spider living in the world of full-blooded humans.
A sudden sharp crack of a twelve-inch wooden ruler against his desk jolted him back to reality. Ticky-Ticky jumped. As quickly as yellow lightning slashing a path across a black Boina-snake sky, he jerked his arm an inch away from where the teacher had slapped the desk.
"Wake up, Mr. Anansi!" Ms. Jellywoman shouted in an annoyed Scottish accent. The class roared with laughter.
"Be quiet!" the immigrant teacher commanded as she spun around to face the rest of the students. Laughter stopped abruptly. A few of Ticky-Ticky's friends found it hard to stop snickering.
"Iggi!" Ms. Jellywoman grunted sharply as her face turned the hue of her red hair. She focused her attention on Ignatius "Iggi" Iguana. Iggi, the class clown, was a locally born full-blooded iguana. He, however, did not appear to be lizard-like, since, in order to fit in, his mom made him drink a prickly pear potion each morning before school. The secret potion had to be made from a "turn" fruit of the wild cactus plant. In the island lingo, a green, tart "turn" fruit was the same as "fit," or just before turning ripe for eating. This potion only lasted eight hours and would make Iggi appear to be a Taíno boy. The potion had to be prepared by the village bohuti or shaman who also knew the secret to making bad people into zombies. Although the practice of zombie-ism was lost to the Jamaican islanders, the next-door island of Haiti was where this ancient Amerindian art had been discovered, still in use. 
Ticky-Ticky was being educated in a Jamaican high school for boys called "Coromanti." The school's British Baptist founders named the institution for a place in West Africa. Centuries earlier, Coromanti was a notorious slave port in West Africa's Gold Coast whose dominant nation became the Asanti or Ashanti Confederation. The Jamaican school was a typical British Colonial-style educational institution where the First Form had students who, on average, started high school education at ten years old. Before the island's independence from Britain, the school's classes went up to the sixth form, which was equivalent to the freshman year at an American university. The youngest student admitted to the school was the son of a local meat magnate who had introduced commercial chicken farming to the island. The young lad was one of Ticky-Ticky's first-form classmates who, at eight years old, had passed the entrance exam to Coromanti High School. Now in the second form, Ticky-Ticky had graduated to wearing long khaki pants, a sign of maturity. 
Most of the fellows in class at Coromanti had nicknames. "Ticky-Ticky" was the pet name for Intikuma Anansi, the youngest son of Kweku and Aso Anansi. His mother sometimes fondly called him "Ticky-Ticky" after the tiny mosquito-lava-eating, guppy-like fish that populated the irrigation canals on some of the island's sugarcane plantations. On his first day at Coromanti, when he had just turned ten, some other first-form boys had overheard his mother using the name when she had said goodbye. The nickname stuck.
Ticky-Ticky lived in an island world where nicknames were common. In Ticky-Ticky's class, there was also "Saddle," a shortened form of "Saddle-head." This was a description of the depression in the center of this boy's closely shaven, saddle-like head. There was also a skinny kid called "Maga Dawg." "Maga" was the patois word for meager or very skinny. "Picas" and "Roachie" were derivatives of surnames, while "Fat Cowboy" referred to a chubby kid who seemed to know a lot about the American West.
Jamaicans were also long accustomed to fables about animals who communicated verbally with human beings. After all, Americans had their Porky Pig and Bugs Bunny. Therefore, Jamaicans had "no problems, man" with both animals and human speaking. Some parrots, parakeets, crows, budgerigars, myna, and starlings spoke! Besides, many Jamaican ancestors came from Africa, where ancient folktales told of the time when humans and all animals, out of courtesy, actually spoke to each other. It was only after some humans called them "dumb" that most offended animals stopped talking to them. Notice how some animals just give a blank stare at human owners who persist in using baby talk?
Island legends about his spider-man father, Anansi, were common themes inherited by Africans in Jamaica. Ticky-Ticky was the only double-jointed child of his parents. He was in the habit of folding two of his four legs up against his body, as swimming sea and fleeing fiddler land crabs do with their claws. This meant that he could collapse two of his four legs under a long shirt when he felt self-conscious. His siblings and father did not have this insecurity. He often did this when he did not want to invite unwelcomed stares from nosy people. Besides, the island's population was notoriously inquisitive. They would sometimes rudely gawk at "abnormalities" or public arguments between strangers. At these encounters, a crowd would gather, eyes bugging and hands on their hips, the "akimbo" African style saying in a disapproving manner, "Hmph, hmph, hmph! Look at this poppy show."
Ticky-Ticky once heard a man ask an albino, "How come you so white? You must be a dundus." He had said using the patois for this perceived "affliction." The young spider-boy did not want to be embarrassed in public the same way.
Ticky-Ticky had also inherited nostrils in a very small nasal-like hump of a nose from his mom, who had once been a full-blooded woman. Sporting short, curly hair locks caused some disapproving strangers to refer to him as a "Rasta-boy." This didn't bother him, since Rastafarians wore dreadlocks as a sign of strength and their connection to the biblical Sampson, who had never cut his own hair. The family myth was that Ticky-Ticky's father was once a cunning man turned into a spider-man by his father N'yame the Great Sky God of the Asanti people of Ghana, West Africa. Ticky-Ticky's mother, Aso, was a young woman who fell in love with Anansi. After their marriage, she became more spiderlike with the birth of each of her children. The changes to her body was mostly internal, however; on occasions she could become a shape shifter and, like Iggi Iguana, take on another outward appearance.
Iggi, who was Ticky-Ticky's best friend, slapped his hand over his mouth. Tears streamed from Iggi's eyes. Snot, escaping from his nose, squeezed out from between his clenched fingers, followed by a weird gurgling noise.
"Oooohh! Nose-naught!" exclaimed some members of the Religious Knowledge class in unison at the oozing snot. The "RK" class now turned its full attention to Iggi Iguana.
"Wipe your nose and that silly expression off your face!"
Ms. Jellywoman commanded.
"But I dunn't 'ave uh a hankie!" Iggi complained nasally.
"Speak clearly!" What did you say?" Ms. Jellywoman shouted. A grave mistake, for it was obvious to the class that she was losing it.
"He said that he didn't have..." Ticky-Ticky began to explain when Ms. Jellywoman again slowly turned to focus her attention on Ticky-Ticky. "...a handkerchief." Ticky-Ticky's voice trailed off.
"Mister Anansi! If I wanted your help, I would have asked for it!" Ms. Jellywoman barked. Her face, which was once red-orange, was now crimson. Ticky-Ticky could almost feel the heat radiating from a once stern, but sweet countenance, now inches from his and unrecognizably mangled.
"I have a mind to send you both to the headmaster!" she said.
A dead silence fell over the class. Ms. Jellywoman did not have to add "for a caning." The outcome of a visit to the headmaster was an assured whipping on bent-over buttocks. For a minor violation, teachers would alternately spank the open palm of the right and left hands with a ruler or a leather strap. The headmaster reserved the right to use a cane to mete out punishment for serious infractions.
Their form, or homeroom, teacher, Ms. Jellywoman, had met her Jamaican husband at a college in London. They had settled in his tropical island home after she had sought a job as a first- and second-form teacher of Religious Knowledge. Ticky-Ticky's school had recently employed her to teach moral values. The school believed that Religious Knowledge was an effective tool for teaching decency. Ms. Jellywoman, an avowed naturalist, had come to this sun-bathed island paradise from England to educate a population that had now gained their independence from the "Mother Country." Tempted by an urge for retribution, she was weighing in her mind whether or not these slingshot-toting, bird-killing rascals in her classroom needed to learn a lesson from the sharp strokes of a cane on the bottom. Nobody wanted to be sent to the headmaster's office. There was, however, a rumor of the border from one of the country parishes, who foiled an attempted caning by headmaster Burry-Davis. 
The story was that another boy accused the boarder of stealing a sweet East Indian mango, lovingly sent to him by his mother. The principal scheduled the boarder for a caning the next morning. Later that night, the accused thief had gotten into the headmaster's office and had "jointed" the cane. The boarder used a penknife to make deep circular cuts around the joints of the cane. He then filled the cuts with brown shoe polish and replaced the whipping cane in its corner. The next morning when Mr. Burry-Davis attempted to carry out the punishment, the cane broke in four places as it connected with the culprit's bottom. Expelled from the school, the offender returned to his home in the countryside.
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