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To her.

The one from Jodel.

If you ever read this... you’ll know.

Let me tell you a story. About a girl I swore I couldn’t stand, and how everything changed.

Omg, okay. So SHS. There was this girl—I swear we hated each other. Let’s call her L. Well, I don’t know if “hated” is the right word, but from the moment we met, we just didn’t see eye to eye. We fought every chance we got.
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Honestly? I don’t even remember exactly what started the fighting. But I think it had something to do with this whole house inspection drama back at our girls’ boarding school.

You see, in our school, house inspections happened every week. And if your house failed, everyone paid for it. Well, our house—Red House—came dead last one week, and our house prefect (we called our seniors Sister, by the way), Sister Beatrice, was mad mad.

So she’s dividing us into punishment groups to sweep the entire classroom block, and she looks straight at me and says, “You, you’ll do classroom 5 by yourself.”

By myself! I was already feeling sick. Probably getting malaria but didn’t know it yet. So I told her, “I can’t do it by myself. I’m not feeling well.”

She didn’t want to hear it. “You’ll do it or you’ll face the consequences.” Then she left. I’m guessing someone went to report that I wasn’t doing what she told me to, because next thing I know, she sends her school daughter to come deal with me. And guess who that was?

L.

L comes to find me during siesta, standing by my bed with her hands on her hips like she owns the place. “Sister Beatrice says you need to come sweep classroom 5 now.”

I looked at her like she was crazy. “And who are you to tell me what to do?”

That look on her face, like she was already over me. “I’m just delivering the message.”

“Well, message delivered. I’m not doing it.”

And that’s how the whole thing started. Every time house mother needed someone to boss people around, she’d send L. And L seemed to enjoy it a little too much, you know? Like she liked being the favorite. Liked having that power.

So yeah. We started beefing over some stupid classroom sweeping 😭
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I guess I wasn’t just being dramatic that day.

Turns out, I really was sick—malaria. A few days after that whole scene, I ended up going home and stayed out for two weeks.

When I came back, I was in English class, casually flipping through my notebook—then I stopped. Someone had been taking notes for me the whole time I was gone.

First person that came to mind? My nemesis.

Because even though we didn’t vibe at all, I knew her handwriting anywhere. It was so neat, so beautiful 😅  But I was like, nah, can’t be her. Because why will she do that?

So I asked my friends and the small group I usually studied with if any of them had written the notes. Everyone said no. One of my friends took the book, looked at the handwriting, and said, “Isn’t this L’s handwriting?”

That’s when I was like... damn. Maybe I’m not crazy—it really was her.
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I wanted to ask her. I really did. But I chickened out. Two whole days passed and I still didn’t say anything. And she didn’t approach me either. We just kept ignoring each other like we always did.
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The theme was I Rep My School, so basically girls would wear their boyfriend’s school uniforms to show who they were dating 😅. I wasn’t interested. Noise gives me a headache and I’ve always been an introvert. While my loud, fun friends were outside vibing, I snuck into one of the empty classrooms to read. I love reading.

I was so deep into the story that I didn’t even hear anyone come in. But suddenly, I felt someone watching me. Don’t ask me how—I just did. I looked up and screamed. I thought it was our housemistress 😫

She got startled by my scream and screamed too 😂

And guess who it was?

Yep. L.

We both burst out laughing once we came to our senses. But then came the awkward silence.

She walked over, sat down beside me, and my heart? POUNDING. Because why was she here? L lives for entertainment—like she’s that girl. The one everyone wants to be around. So what was she doing in a quiet class with me?

I wanted to ask about the notes again. So bad.

But I chickened out. Again 😫

The bell rang for dinner. We still hadn’t said a word.
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A few days later, the school’s culture group went for a program. L is part of that group. And I had this random idea to write her notes for the subjects she’d miss. So I went to her desk, took her notebook, and did it.

Later in the day—maybe 4 or 5pm during siesta—I heard the bus return. I knew it was them because they were singing, obviously 🙄😃. My heart started pounding again. I was thinking, what’s she going to do? Will she ask who wrote the notes? Will she figure it out?

That evening during prep, I felt a shadow next to my desk. I turned—and it was her. Meyɛm shime . She just said, “Thank you.”

I was shocked. I asked her how she knew it was me. And that pest said she could tell by my messy handwriting 😭😂. I was like, “idiot.” We both laughed.

That was kind of the beginning of us actually talking. From then on, during break, she’d always buy popcorn from this one stand and just come put it on my desk—no words. Just drop it and go. So annoying. But I secretly loved it.

I started doing the same thing. If I bought something, I’d always get two and leave one under her desk. I don’t know what we were doing—maybe we were friends? I don’t even know.

As time went on, we got more comfortable around each other. We could talk freely, but there was still this weirdness between us. I couldn’t put my finger on it. Like... she couldn’t look me in the eye when she talked to me. And this was L we’re talking about. That girl isn’t shy about anything. So what was that?

Somehow, our two little circles merged. There were five of us total. We started doing everything together. But L and I? We got close close. Best friends. We ate together, studied together. She introduced me to her parents, and I introduced her to mine.

Fast forward—we vacated. I think we were in SHS 4 at the time. (Yeah, we were the first and last batch to do the full 4 years of SHS.) Oh, and did I tell you? She ran for entertainment prefect and won. Of course she did 😅

So during our final vacation, I decided to go to Tema with her. My mum was okay with it, and her parents were cool too.
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