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Audrey Gadzepko on Nanaôs death: 

ñI have always appreciated and ad-

mired him for his contributions to 

Achimota School and those who were 

fortunate enough to pass through the 

School while he was in charge.  

As a young teacher who had just ar-

rived in Ghana, he gave my father 

(1950 year group) a unique opportu-

nity to finish Achimota by loaning him 

money for his school fees and being a 

friend to him. Dad never forgot what 

Alan did for him and I remember that 

he invited him to our house for dinner 

before he left Ghana.  

As a teacher myself, I find it inspira-

tional to read about those who give of 

themselves and instil excellence in 

their institutions and the students 

they teach. May his soul rest in peace.ò                                                             

   

   

Nana Alan Patrick Rudwick, beloved former headmaster of Achimota 
School from 1965 to 1977, has died. An announcement of Rudwickôs 
passing on Friday December 18 was posted on the AC2010 forum, 
the 1,341 -member -strong online community of Achimota School 
alumni, early that Friday morning.  

Rudwick was born in 1927, the year the school was founded, arriv-
ing there from Britain as a teacher just before its silver jubilee in 
1952, and retiring just after Achimota's golden jubilee in 1977.  

So popular was Rudwick during his tenure at Achimota that two 
years after being appointed headmaster, the Akora community in-
stalled him Nana (chief or traditional head) of Achimota. This sym-
bolic gesture was a mark of acceptance, respect and love that he 
never took lightly.  

In his biography, which was forwarded with the news of his death, 
Rudwick stated that his vision while headmaster was to ñraise aca-
demic standards, modernize the school é and spur a revival of the 
Achimota spirit.ò He and his wife, Dr. Ann Rudwick, have remained 
active in Akora affairs as trustees of the Achimota Trust UK.  

Although ailing in recent years, Rudwick still made time to be as 
involved as he could in Akora efforts to maintain the stature of the 
school. In response to an invitation to join the Achimota Capital 
Campaign, he said in a June 2006 email:  

ñI am afraid I could not accept an invitation to serve on the AC2010 

Committee. I can no longer travel far, due to severe arthritis. But if I 

can help with more 'historical knowledge' I will be glad to answer 

any particular questions the Committee may have by E mail." 

And he made good on this promise. In keeping with his belief that it 
was the responsibility of the Ghana government to maintain the 
infrastructure of the school, Nana proffered the following pragmatic 
solution to the sewage crisis that has plagued the school for many 
years now:  

ñIn my time I not infrequently had requests from the Ministry of 

Education to receive and show around parties of African-Americans 

who were visiting Ghana to pay tribute to the memory of Dr. Kwame 

Nkrumah, and to see the famous school where he had been educated. 

I would imagine there are still such visitors today. Would it not be 

possible for some eminent Akoraé to be charged with the responsi-

bility of delicately putting to the Government the need to continue to 

promote Achimota as a national tourist venue - and therefore the 

need to solve the sewage situation for us? Invite the Queen to come 

for another visit. Or the Prince of Wales with his Duchess.ò 

Rudwickôs death now coincides with the ending of the Achimota 
School 2010 Capital Campaign, an effort launched by Akoras in the 
diaspora to collect funds for the school and set up a lasting legacy 
for the benefit of future students.  

May Rudwickôs legacy remain forever alive in Achimotaôs future.                  

Our Elder Kinsman is DeadOur Elder Kinsman is DeadOur Elder Kinsman is Dead                
Nana Alan Patrick Rudwick:  1927Nana Alan Patrick Rudwick:  1927Nana Alan Patrick Rudwick:  1927 ---200920092009    

Read more reactions 

to Nana Alan Rudwickôs 

death on Page 5  

Nana Alan Rudwick during the Golden Jubilee in 1977Nana Alan Rudwick during the Golden Jubilee in 1977Nana Alan Rudwick during the Golden Jubilee in 1977    
Picture courtesy of Akora Samuel K. Otoo (1975)  
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Living WatersLiving Waters  
Spotlight on Akoras who changed the World around them... 

Akora E.B.K. Mensah  

With as distinctive a set of initials as E.B.K., my Achimota School 
friend was easily identifiable anywhere and at anytime, without 
bothering to add the surname Mensah. We were not only Akoras in 
the same 1949 year group, but also fellow sojourners in the Gyamfi 
House with other 1949 boys like George Swaniker, R.J. Ghartey, 
E.K. Datsa, Edwin Amable, Henry Richter, E.O. Appiah, and the 
Asafo -Adjeis, Adonten and H.B., (who was buried at the beginning 
of this year).  

Our housemasters in Gyamfi House were Mr. P.D. Quartey and Mr. 
A.B. Attafuah. A happier and more cohesive bunch was difficult to 

find anywhere on the Achimota School compound.  

We all got on extremely well, with E.B.K. manifesting what I can 
only describe as ógravitasô. For years I did not know whether he was 
Ga or Fante, for he spoke either language perfectly as far as I could 
judge. In sports, he was very good at cricket and hockey, bowling 
the ball in the former with a slow effective spin, and dribbling the 
ball in the latter almost as well as E.O. Appiah, who was just per-
fect. At cross -country, E.B.K. almost always managed to outrun me 
but neither of us came miles of our senior óOsegyaô Owusu. 

I recall E.B.K. to have 
been a real gentleman 
with a winsome smile and 
a generous heart, for he 
often dispensed more 
gifts than he ever re-
ceived. He and I referred 
to each other by slogan 
names, which were 
quickly picked up by his 
younger sister Lucy and 
mine, Edna. But my most 
vivid memory of him in 
Achimota was about four 
of us rotating on Sundays 
to play the piano for 
church service: Reginald 
Amonoo, K. Mallet, E.B.K. 
Mensah and Myself.  

Reggie Amonoo was eas-
ily the best among us so 
while he was given the 
responsibility to play for 
the large evening service 

held in the dining hall, the rest of us took turns to cover the morn-
ing service in the School Chapel. It is to EBKôs great credit that after 
he left Achimota School he continued to play in church with the re-
sult that he became for many years, the Accra Ridge Church organ-
ist, combining digital dexterity with the pedal finesse required for 
the organ.  

Interestingly, it so happened that the pianists who immediately fol-
lowed us playing in church at Achimota School were Dinah Quashie -
Idun, later Reindorf (the previous resourceful Music Director of the 
Ridge Church Choir), Fred Nii -Lomote Engmann, for many years a 
sonorous bass singer in the same Ridge Church Choir, and my sister 
Edna Konotey -Ahulu (now Soyannwo).  

(Cont on P4)  

Dr. Felix KonoteyDr. Felix KonoteyDr. Felix Konotey ---Ahulu Ahulu Ahulu Remembers Two of His 1949 ClassmatesRemembers Two of His 1949 ClassmatesRemembers Two of His 1949 Classmates    

Akora Kwame Safo - Adu  

My good friend, Dr. Kwame Safo -Adu, was many things in one. He was clini-

cian, pharmacologist, parliamentarian (Right Honourable Front Bench Minister 

in the Dr. K.A. Busia Government), scholar and Christian.  

I first met Kwame in 1947 at Achimota School when we were placed together 

in the Additional Science group. Ours was the memorable Cambridge School 

Certificate 1949 -year group that in later years produced many, many achiev-

ers, male and female. Kwame was rather special because he excelled at the 

non -science subjects as well as in science. His English, spoken and written, 

was superb. I was good at Latin but Richard, as we then called him, was 

rather better.  

He collected not a few of the Form prizes, and for such performance, credit 

must go not only to him personally, but also to our remarkable teachers ï 

Alex Kwapong, H.C. Neil, C.P. Woodhouse, B.A. Brown, Ataa Ephraim Amu, 

P.G. Rendall, Colin Wise, Father Perry, Andrew Fraser, Miguel Ribeiro, John 

Norfolk, K.B. Asante, Fred Sai, G.D. Oddoye, Mr. Joseph, K. Mills, Harry Allen, 

Irene Anderson, Father Wild, Robert Kwami, Phillip Gbeho, Miss Boyce, P.D. 

Quartey, A.B. Attafuah, Augustus A. Armar, John Fry, and magnificent others.  

After Achimota, Kwame Safo -Adu continued to exercise his brilliance at Legon. 

He was one of the few Ghanaians who, before they walked the wards of any 

Teaching Hospital, were in possession of two B.Sc. degrees. He shone both at 

the University of Ghana, Legon, where he got one B.Sc., and in London Uni-

versityôs Kings College Teaching Hospital where he got the other B.Sc. with 

honours. After qualifying as a doctor in London Kwame went on to teach phar-

macology at the Medical College, University of Ibadan.  

While reading Medicine in London Kwame played an active part in the Chris-

tian Union. I well remember him giving a testimony at the Alliance Club, 2 

Bedford Place, London WC1, along with some of us when we said in public 

what the Lord Jesus Christ meant to us.  

Kwame bore personal and national tribulation with fortitude. At the height of 

his productive life as Minister of State in the Second Republic of President 

Edward Akufo -Addo, having won his seat in the general election that brought 

Dr. Busia to power with the largest margin of votes in the country, he not only 

found himself and his party illegally thrown out of office in under three years, 

but also experienced such unspeakable deprivation from incarceration as 

could break the toughest of men. I suspect he never recovered from this ex-

perience.  

The last time I saw Kwame, his vision was fast deteriorating, yet his spirit 

remained encouragingly high. Dignified in his demeanor as ever, he was de-

termined not to make those around him depressed. He was to the very end 

surrounded by a loving and lovable family to whom my wife and I extend our 

deepest condolences. We shall all miss him.  

What would have grieved Kwame Safo -Adu most as vision failed was his in-

ability to read for himself precious words in the Bible like what the Lord Jesus 

Christ said to Martha at Bethany (John 11 verses 25 & 26):  

ñI am the resurrection and the life, he who believes on me, though he were 

dead yet shall he live. And whosoever lives and believes on me shall never 

die. Do you believe this?ò 

Having defeated his last enemy, death, Kwame has been translated into a 

new realm where gone are the tears, the pains, gone are change and decay. 

One day we too, through what our Blessed Lord Jesus Christ has done for us, 

shall triumphantly defeat our last enemy. And that, dear relatives and friends 

of Dr. Kwame Safo -Adu will be GLORY! Yes, that will be GLORY!  
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STORY SO FAR:   

It is the dawn of the eighties and after a break of 

almost two years, Pop Chain, the annual battle of 

the bands, resumes in Achimota School.  In an era 

of economic depression and widespread short-

ages, Kofi, the leader of one of the Form Four 

bands, SPIRIT, kindly makes available his re-

spectable personal musical equipment for use by 

all the bands. He however holds back on one little 

detail,  the Wa-wa pedal which he produces only 

when it is the turn of his own band to play. There 

are unreasonable and over-the-top protests by the 

other bands led by BARRACUDA, the Form Five 

band, and SILK CUT, the rival Form Four band.  

Kofi responds by declaring he wonôt play in the 

competition without his pedal.  When order is 

restored, the hotheads calm down, cooler heads 

prevail and SPIRIT is allowed to take their turn 

on the stage with the pedal in tow. 

 

The Wawa Pedal ï cont.  

We had a decision to make. We had to 

choose whether we were here for a true 

competition or simply to enjoy good music. 

Were we going to allow Kofi to take his ball 

and go home, thereby denying us an oppor-

tunity to once again savor his already recog-

nized talent? Slowly, the protests died down 

and the rest of the SPIRIT  band took the 

stage and their trio of backing girls picked 

up their microphones.  

The opening bars of ñYesu Nkoaaò came 

across and Kofi, probably realizing that 

young George, a classically trained pianist, 

would never abuse an acoustic piano the 

way it needed to be on this particular day, 

took control, stepped on the wa -wa pedal, 

and let his guitar put the whole controversy 

to rest.  

ñWoooooò, the audience cooed and I looked 

over to the side of the hall where the Barra-

cuda guys stood together, arms folded, pos-

tures and expressions of deep attitude on 

display, each of them leaning back slightly 

with the weight of their bodies on one or 

other foot.  They had ñkacked ò, as we used 

to say, but before long the change begun. I 

saw their faces slowly break into reluctant 

smiles, as they turned to each other and 

nodded. I knew what they were thinking be-

cause I was thinking the same too. It wasnôt 

the wa -wa pedal; it was the foot on the 

pedal and the boy with the guitar in his 

hands.  These guys may have been equal 

rights activists but they were no Philistines; 

they recognized genius and appreciated good 

music, even if the source was the archen-

emy.  

It would have been a great loss not to have 

heard Kofi play that day, and in retrospect, it 

was probably an act of kindness on his part 

not to make the pedal available to the un-

schooled.  After all, a wa -wa pedal in the 

company of an untrained guitarist would be 

like putting the space shuttle in the hands of 

a two -bit Cessna pilot. We relaxed, all our 

emotions and tempers calmed by the boy on 

the guitar.   And after the compulsory piece, 

SPIRIT  launched into a magical rendition of 

the Earth Wind & Fire  hit, ñBoogie Wonder-

land,ò thus bringing the curtain down on an-

other memorable night of music and drama.  

 

The Boy with Two Left Feet.  

In the time between the Eliminations and 

Finals, the bands usually polished their rep-

ertoires and stagecraft, sometimes introduc-

ing or adding new acts.  This was the year I 

nearly got co -opted into a band and, in a fit 

of vanity, almost fell for the lure of fame and 

stardom. However, a sober, self -critical as-

sessment of my abilities spared me from 

taking the plunge.  In a large school like 

Achimota, most people spend their five or 

seven years in relative obscurity but there 

was always a chance that a single event 

could catapult one into the limelight, if only 

you seized your moment. There exists, how-

ever, a very thin line between fame, embar-

rassment and notoriety.  

Joyce, a form -mate who acted as road man-

ager for SPIRIT  accosted me late one morn-

ing on the southern veranda of the Form 4 

block and told me she had something to dis-

cuss with me.  Today, when the oldest fe-

male living in my house says she has some-

thing to discuss with me or uses the phrase 

ñwe need to talk, ñ I am immediately filled 

with dread and foreboding, but at the age of 

13, when a girl says she needs to talk to 

you, your sinoatrial node, the electrical cen-

ter in your heart, usually starts discharging 

kind, pleasant and positive pulse rhythms.  

However, I quickly dismissed any possibility 

of a óscholarshipô in the offing; I was young 

and impressionable, but I was realistic. Joyce 

was classy and completely out of my league.  

As it turned out, the SPIRIT band was plan-

ning to introduce a dance act in the Finals 

and they were looking for ñtwo cute danc-

ers,ò her very words, and she wanted me to 

audition for the part.  For the briefest of mo-

ments, fifteen nanoseconds at the most, I 

saw strobe lights, flashing neons, and a 

spotlight focused on me while I performed a 

pre -Jackson moonwalk, I could even hear 

tens of House 17 girls screaming in apprecia-

tion. But my reverie was brief. The reality is, 

Iôm one of those unfortunate humans born 

and blessed with two left feet, and in my 

case, two stiff left arms as well. It was clear 

to me that if I went along for this audition, I 

would only add another episode to my cata-

logue of embarrassments.   

Later that afternoon, I accosted Kojo (aka 

Bombay), my mate in House 18 who was a 

well reputed dancer, and pleaded with him to 

show me a few of the more spectacular 

moves of the ñWalking Stick, ñ which was the 

dance style in vogue at the time. Maybe, I 

reasoned, I had it in me, hidden somewhere  

(Cont. on P5)  

POP CHAIN 1979 - 80: The Conclusion -by Raymond Akwayena  
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Long before I went to Achimota School Iôd heard of some of the 
teachers. My older siblings would come back with tales of Mr. Bar-
hamôs wonderful voice, Mr. Sherwoodôs keen ear for faulty grammar 
and absolute devotion to lush green lawns, Mr. Cobbsonôs Philadel-
phian accent even when speaking Ga, and Mr. Affortôs exhortations 
to Mr. Holt to grip him the ógroundnut jam.ô  

I was fascinated by the colourful nicknames students bestowed on 
the teachers, my favourite being ñAmanlinze the Catò for the chap-
lain who stealthily prowled the corridors after ólights outô in search of 
ócampaigners.ô  

And then there were the tales of a strict master, with a reputation 
for being perpetually impermeable to any known student pranks. 
Even from the safety of home in Koforidua, my older siblings spoke 
in whispers and looked over their shoulders respectfully when they 
mentioned his name: Mr. Tony Boafor, aka Zorz!  
  
The first time I saw Zorz, he was standing in front of the dining hall 
observing the proceedings. He looked and sounded nothing like I 
had imagined; Iôd rather expected a large individual with bushy eye-
brows, a thick moustache, deep scowl, severe spectacles and a 
loud, scary voice. Alas, he was clean -shaven -  except for a well -
trimmed goatee.  

His voice, when he responded to the greetings of passing students, 

was soft. But his authority and the fear of God that he had instilled 
in the students was apparent.  

At the mere sight of him, students who were late suddenly in-
creased their pace, conversations became hushed, pidgin English 
was rapidly swapped for the Queenôs English, people checked their 
pockets for 'non -school' uniform chits -  even the ócoppersô aban-
doned their usual swagger, and girls forsook their óshakingô in favour 
of more scholarly gaits. For the few who dared to carry on, a pierc-
ing look from Zorz set them on the straight and narrow path.  
  
The legends about Zorz -  passed along by oral tradition with more 
colourful details added by successive generations -  are many. For 
one thing, he and Mr. Larry Cobbson (Larry -C) were engaged in a 
perpetual competition to outdo each other in various ways. That 
neither teacher knew about the 
competition ï and wouldn't have 
cared if they did ï was, quite natu-
rally, of no relevance to those who 
conjured the facts.  

One morning (the legend goes), 
Zorz had appeared at the Biology 
Lab in old -fashioned ótu-naabuò 
trousers. Larry -C, himself fashiona-
bly dressed in bell -bottomed trou-
sers, a óslim-fit shirtô and platform 
shoes, loudly rebuked Zorz from 
the top floor of the science lab, 
taunting him to go home and return 
suitably attired with the times. The 
eyewitnesses -  comprising about 
half the school -  were  
remarkably consistent in their ac-
counts.  

Another moniker, Agent GX51, was bestowed upon Mr. Boafor when 
he acquired a car ï a sky blue Renault 4 -  with a similar registration  

number. This acquisition put him in the lead over his rival who was 
determined to drive the life out of a VW Beetle (registration number 
UR 96). It is only fair to state for the record that Mr. Cobbson later 
evened the score with his acquisition of a Datsun 120Y (registration 
number CR 9696).  

Anyway, according to pundits, Zorz loved his car so much that at 
night he would tuck it into his bed and spend the night in his garage. 
Another story was that he sometimes forgot he owned a car and 
would drive it to town, park somewhere and, following a habit of 
many years, take a tro - tro back home only to be sent back by Mrs. 
Boafor on a vehicle - retrieval mission. Of course, the student pundits 
could explain quite glibly how a man who loved his car so much 
would forget it in town.  

Anyway, one night Mr. Boafor, allegedly ï for one remains mindful of 
the laws on libel and slander -  dropped in unannounced on some 
students studying in the classroom long beyond the óprep overô bell. 
There was pandemonium as the students tried to escape through the 
windows; whereupon Mr. Boafor, in his trademark clipped tones ut-
tered the improbable words ñFreeze! Donôt try to run away. Iôve seen 
all of you and Iôm faster than you. Iôm Agent GX51; Codename Zorz!ò 
One can safely infer from the number of sworn eyewitness testimo-
nies that there must have been only standing room in the classroom 
that night!  

  
When Mr. Boafor became Assistant Headmaster, he assumed shared 
responsibility for administering lashes of the cane for prescribed of-
fences. A trend emerged where hardened ócoppersô would enter the 
confines of the Assistant Headmasterôs office to receive their lashes 
and emerge painfully impressed with the manôs skill with a cane. One 
friend of mine, a hardened Ga boy known to be miserly with his  
compliments, summed up his impressions thus: ñKwee! Chaa, de 
paddy dey  
lash!ò 
  
There were great debates as to why Mr. Boaforôs larger co-lash -
administrator, an elderly gentleman and senior housemaster by the 
name of Mr. Offei -Aboagye (aka Zuzu) lacked the lashing skills of his 
smaller counterpart. The prevailing school of thought was that Zorz, 

being a biology master, applied a 
more scientific technique.  

Keeping his arm movements eco-
nomical, he channeled his energy 
into the follow - through of each 
stroke, which, aided by a flick of his 
supple wrists, achieved the caning 
equivalent of a topspin in profes-
sional tennis. Also ambidextrous, he 
administered one -half of the pre-
scribed number of lashes with each 
hand thereby maintaining constant 
power throughout the delivery.  

By comparison, Pop Zuzu, an artist, 
in spite of his larger pectoral mus-
cles, tended to get emotionally in-
volved and could be distracted to 

the point of delivering softer strokes by peripheral activity, such as a 
seemingly repentant prospective recipient.   

(cont. on P5)  

Close Encounters With Agent GX - 51 -  by Ben Owusu - Firempong  
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Two 1949 Classmates  

Akora E.B.K. Mensah  -  cont.  

Interestingly, because they all had on them the fingerprints 
of Ataa Ephraim Amu, Mr. Phillip Gbeho, and Mr. Robert 
Kwame, musicians of no mean standing. E.B.K.ôs dedication 
to playing in church was remarkable.  

As the years came and went what we had learnt in Sunday 
School before we went to Achimota School became more 
precious to us. Namely, not what we did to please God 
would win us favour with Him but what The Lord Jesus 
Christ did to please His Father would be put to our account 
and enable sinners like E.B.K. and I to be justified in His 
sight.  

Our debt to the Lord Jesus is enormous. Rogues like us are 
acknowledged as saints, purely and solely because in our 
place the Lord Jesus Christ stood, and sealed our pardon 
with His blood. What some clever people scoff at ï this 
substitutionary atonement through His blood at Golgotha -  
is what makes us approach the throne of Grace with bold-
ness.   
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Roll Call Roll Call OF DEPARTED AKORASOF DEPARTED AKORAS   

Vera Bampoe  
Clark House, Class of 1977  

 
Dr. Bernice Glover  

Slessor House, Class of 1980  
 

E.B.K. Mensah  
Gyamfi House, Class of 1949  

 
Nana Alan Patrick Rudwick  

Headmaster 1965 ð1977  
Class of 1951  

 
Dr. Kwame Safo - Adu  

Class of 1949  
 

Lenrie Sowah nee Edoo  
House 11, Class of 1975   

The Wawa Pedal:  Conclusion  

waiting to be liberated. It was futile.  After a few pro bono lessons, we 

both sadly realized it was not going to happen so I did the honorable 

thing. I avoided Joyce for the next couple of weeks and made sure our 

paths did not cross again until after the Finals.  

After all the drama of the Eliminations contest, the Finals were routine.  

BARRACUDA  softened their menacing posture by playing a ballad and 

BSB failed to justify the buy they received into the finals by virtue of 

their seniority.  

The two Form Four bands confirmed their status as the leading outfits of 

the year; SPIRIT  covered with distinction three songs originally by the 

Bee Gees  in a preview of the disco music festival that occurred the fol-

lowing year, and SILK CUT , in keeping with their unorthodox aura, for-

ayed into what was then considered to be weapons -grade reggae music 

with a superb rendition of the U- Roy  hit ñIôm a Rebel.ò   

In Memory of Yaw B, OAA 1981 

 Rhythm/Lead Guitarist in Muiôs Band   

Band/Part  Silk Cut  Spirit  

Lead Vocals  

Backing Vocals  

Drums  

Bass Guitar  

Rhythm Guitar  

Lead Guitar  

Percussion  

Keyboards  

D. Darfoor (Saga)  

S. Aidoo, E. Kankam  

S. Acquaye  

H. Bulley  

V. Dzokoto  

R. Tackie  

T. Adama (Jasper)  

M. Kumi (Bandito)  

 

ðð 

N. Pianim, J. Mensah, C. Swaniker  

E. Wilmot  

E. Quartey (Consti)  

ðð 

K. Wilmot  

F. Ampah  

G. Francois  

©Raymond K. Akwayena.  

 

In the next and final installment:   

ñPOP CHAIN 1980-81, Oh Disco, Where Art Thou?ò  

Kofi saves the best for last and, southwest of the village of Anumle,       

disco music makes one of its memorable last stands.  

Mr. and Mrs. E.B.K. Mensah with the Rudwicks  

Close Encounters...  (cont.)  

As the school timetables and luck would have it, Mr. Boafor never taught me 

and was never my housemaster. I was also well practiced in the art of giving 

his favourite ambush spots a wide berth. In my first close encounter with him 

I was late for supper; he let me go with a stern warning, having sniffed my 

fingers to satisfy himself that I hadnôt been smoking. The man was thorough. 

  

The second close encounter occurred when I was in sixth form. One night I 

decided to go TDB in the new Form One block in order to become acquainted 

with the subject of economics. Like a lot of people my age, I had selected the 

subject without really knowing what I was getting into, except that it 

sounded good to say, ñIôm doing econs.ò For me the subject represented a 

rather long -winded way of explaining how people and nations made and 

spent their money. The downward and upward slopes of the demand and 

supply curves could have been caused by gravity for all I cared.  

(cont. on P7)  



        Tsoo Bwei !Tsoo Bwei !  -- Updates on Projects & Initiatives  
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Hedwig Larkai:  
I am grateful for Rudwick's devotion to Achimota and glad he lived 
to see the beginning of our efforts to restore Achimota to its former 
glory.  
 
Betty Nartey:  
May his soul rest in perfect peace!  
 
Lawrence Krofah:  
May his soul rest in perfect peace. Jubilee headmaster.  
 
Felix Duku:  
May his soul rest in peace!!  
 
Mercedes Mensah:  
May his soul find eternal rest.  
 
Paul Acheampong:  
May he rest in peace.  
 
Akosua Addo:  
May he rest in peace.  
 
Kwaku Ampomah  
We celebrate himé 
RIP -  thanks for your contribution.  
 
Roddy Barnor:  
Sad to hear of his death. May his soul rest in perfect peace.  
 
Juliana Akosua Mansah Amparbeng:  
Awww so sad. Rest in Godôs perfect peace. Thank you for all you did 
in so many lives, you will be missed.  
 

Anders Elaine Kappel Ovre:  
The end of an eraé 
 
Isaac Quist:  
Nii Mantse, shidaa kple dientse ji ono; bo hu obafee eko! Yaawo 
ojogbann ye Nuntso le kpokoi amlin.  
 
John Duker  
May he rest in perfect peace.  
 
Saratu Atta:  
Oh no!! RIP Nana Rudwick.  
 
Evelyn Sampare:  
May his soul indeed rest in peace and his legacy live on! We (and 
I'm sure generations of Motowners to come) thank him for his 
'footprint.'  
 
Ishmael Laryea:  
OMG! RIP Nana Rudwick.  
 
OAA Class of 1979:  
Celebrated the life of NANA ALAN RUDWICK on December 19, at the 
Achimota School Senior Staff Clubhouse.  
 
ñIn 1977, we were in form three and Achimota was 50. In 2009, we 
are 30 and a mighty tree has fallenéò 

Esi Gadegbeku:  
May he rest in peace. He was my headmaster for all of my primary 
& secondary education. Wow!  
 
Adwoa Badoe:  
Nana Alan Rudwick, dammirifa due, due, due. W'ay3 bi ama y3n. 
Due ne amane hunu. Da br3w wc Awurade mu.  
May you rest in peace and be embraced into glory.  
 
Amarlai Amar:  
Achimota has lost a wonderful person! May Alan Rudwick rest in 
Perfect Peace.  
 
Doreen Watson:  
Nana Rudwick, rest in peace.  
 
Jasper Cudjoe Adamah:  
I second Amarlai Armar, REST IN PERFECT PEACE.  
 
Ian Quartey:  
Nana Alan Rudwick, may you Rest in Perfect Peace.  
 
George Tettey:  
May he rest in perfect peace.  
 
Joan Adadevoh:  
What a shame.  For some of us it just feels like a huge piece 
of  our  Achimota relationship is gone.  I guess having him as head-
master for a great part of my Achimota years makes me feel that 
way.  
 
Franklyn Ayensu:  
A great chapter comes to a close. For some reason, last night Dec. 

17, I spent a long time thinking about him. R.I.P.  
 
Nana Hawa Mohammed:  
May his soul rest in perfect peace. Amen.  
 
Nii Bonney Andrews:  
Simply, very simply, I SALUTE HIM -  as an Achimotan and as a Past 

Master of the venerable Achimota Lodge (of which he was also a 

Past Master) -  I salute him; may the Great Architect of Heaven and 

Earth grant his soul eternal rest.  

Akoras React to News of Alan Rudwickôs DeathAkoras React to News of Alan Rudwickôs DeathAkoras React to News of Alan Rudwickôs Death   

FUNERAL DETAILS: Service to be followed by cremation.  

Place: All Saints Church, Ryde, Isle of Wight.  
Date: Monday January 11, 2010  
Time: 12.30pm  

Akoras wishing to attend should please inform Akora Ken Agra 

(k.agra@sky.com ) or Akora Malcolm Redding                              
(malcolm@redding.eclipse.co.uk )  

Dr. Ann Rudwick does not want any flowers.                            
Please send donations to:     

          The Achimota Trust UK  
          4 Cranfield Drive,  
          London NW9 5WH  
          United Kingdom   

mailto:k.agra@sky.com
mailto:malcolm@redding.eclipse.co.uk

