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Surgeon. Scholar. Scientist. Educational 

Administrator. Sportsman. Artist. States-

man – but above all a great humanitari-

an.... 

 

Those were the final words of the cita-

tion with which Salford University hon-

oured Dr. Emmanuel Evans-Anfom , 

then Chairman of the National Council 

for Higher Education in Ghana with the 

degree of Doctor of Science Honoris 

Causa.  

That sums up the life of a truly great 

individual- the boy from Jamestown who 

would go on to receive the nations’ 

highest national honour after a  long 

and distinguished career spanning 

many decades. 

 

Born on October 7, 1919 Daddy said 

his life really started when he was ad-

mitted at Osu Salem. He credits the pu-

ritanical Presbyterian discipline and 

Spartan existence for laying a solid 

foundation in the development of his 

character. He only had to   threaten to 

send us to Osu Salem and whatever 

mischief his sons were up to was 

nipped in the bud ! Daddy maintained 

a lifelong attachment to the school 

and they were justifiably proud of per-

haps their most famous alumnus. 

 

The foundation laid at Salem was built 

upon at Achimota where he excelled 

academically and participated in many 

extra-curricular activities. It was here 

that he learnt how to play hockey and 

this was to remain a passion of his. 

Several lifelong friendships had their 

genesis at the Grey City. Of course he 

sometimes played a few pranks ; the 

most memorable being when, with two 

close friends, they decided to 

“manufacture” an earthquake. This 

was shortly after the 1939 quake so 

the memory was still fresh. Young An-

fom rolled the cast iron senior shot 

down the stairs and the rhythmic 

thumping caused fear and panic on a 

large scale. I understand the culprits 

are still being looked for. 

 

On arriving at  Edinburgh University in 

1942 to study Medicine he found that 

a few Akoras had “okroed” about his 

hockey prowess and he soon became 

a mainstay of the hockey team eventu-

ally captaining both the Edinburgh Uni-

versity XI and the Scottish Universities 

XI.  

 

After graduating in 1947 and complet-

ing his housemanship Daddy returned 

to the then Gold Coast in 1951 – and 

  



 

Fast forward to April 2020, some forty-

three years after we had ‘laid our books 

aside’ and ‘scattered far and wide’. By 

courtesy of social media, we the 1977-

year group managed to locate Sinbad 

and lure him onto our WhatsApp plat-

form, the ‘Jubilee Snack Square (JSS)’. 

What a joy it was to finally re-connect 

with our brother! And how surprised we 

were to find out that our lovable pirate 

had metamorphosed into a Reverend 

Minister with a selfless devotion to as-

sisting with both the material and spiritu-

al needs of others and bringing them to 

the saving knowledge of Jesus Christ! 

 

Unfortunately for us, his stay on the JSS 

platform was short-lived. Like a few oth-

er classmates, he seemed to have 

slipped rather quickly into the quietude 

of ‘Ninjadom’, or so we thought. In April 

2021, we received from his daughter the 

devastating news of his death. She had 

scrambled meticulously through his 

phone contacts to identify those of his 

friends she thought needed to know of 

his passing away. Sadly, as we came to 

realise then, our Sinbad had not gone 

into ‘Ninjadom’ but had been sick for 

some time. Was his brief flash of an ap-

pearance merely to say goodbye to us? 

 

Sinbad certainly played the game very 

well. Through a life of selfless service, he 

made a career of being living water to a 

thirsty land.  

 

Sinbad, we know that you have fought the 

good fight; you have finished the race; you 

have kept the faith. Now there is in store 

for you the crown of righteousness which 

the Lord will award to you. Rest in peace 

dear brother, friend, and mate, till we 

meet again.  

 

 

 

 

the process of being living water to a 

thirsty land commenced. He toiled in Dis-

trict Hospitals all around the country : 

Dunkwa, Tarkwa, Sekondi, Accra, Kumasi, 

Tamale all benefited from the skills of the 

young surgeon. On one occasion his well-

earned leave was disturbed after a few 

days and he was asked to proceed to Ta-

male immediately. Full of righteous indig-

nation he marched off to complain to his 

boss that Tamale was too far. “Too far 

from where?” was the question asked ; 

and having no suitable answer he sheep-

ishly packed bag and baggage  and took 

his young family to Tamale ! 

 

After 20 years of medical practice he had 

risen to the rank of Surgical Specialist 

and also Senior Lecturer in surgery at the 

newly-established Ghana Medical School. 

He was one of the nations’ premier sur-

geons. 

 

Then in July 1967 came the call to serve 

Ghana in another area altogether; as Vice

-Chancellor of the University of Science 

and Technology as it then was. He had an 

outstanding tenure for almost seven 

years before being appointed Chairman of 

the National Council for Higher Education. 

During this period he served as President 

of both the Ghana Medical Association 

and the West African College of Surgeons. 

 

Dr. Evans-Anfom retired from public ser-

vice in 1977 after 50 years – but such 

was his experience and reputation for ex-

cellence that many other appointments 

followed ; 

Chairman, Medical and Dental Council, 

Chairman of the National Education 

Commission, Commissioner for Educa-

tion, Commissioner for Health,    Chair-

man of the West African Examinations 

Council, to mention but a few. 

He tells the story of how on June 4, 

1979 he was on duty in Tamale as Com-

missioner for Education when the an-

nouncement was made following the 

coup that all Commissioners should re-

port to the nearest military base. He was 

advised to report to the police where he 

was politely ushered into a cell. A mat-

tress was provided and he spent the 

night on the floor. That evening a party 

of armed soldiers “ under the influence” 

surrounded the police station and de-

manded the Commissioner be handed 

over to them. This the police refused to 

do and promptly armed themselves as 

well. Thankfully the situation was con-

tained. It turned out that many of the 

policemen either knew Daddy or knew of 

him from the time he was Medical Of-

ficer in Tamale. He had even taught 

some of them to play hockey !! 

 

The honours began to flow thick and 

fast ;  2 more honorary degrees, Life-

time achievement awards from the med-

ical profession and a host of others too 

numerous to mention here – culminat-

ing in his being conferred with the na-

tions’ highest civilian honour : Member 

of the Order of the Star of Ghana. 

 

In spite of all these Daddy remained a 

very simple and humble man who was 



unfailingly courteous to everyone regard-

less of status, religion  or race. Those 

close to him will tell you he had a quick 

wit and impish sense of humour. When 

asked about the secret to his longevity 

he would usually reply “ DO ALL THINGS 

– BUT IN MODERATION !!’ 

He turned down several lucrative offers 

from abroad because he believed that 

Ghana must be developed by Ghana-

ians. He was mentor and counsellor to 

so many and inspired a generation by 

his life and example.  

 

The many tributes paid on his passing 

noted that his was a life of selflessness ; 

giving of his time, talent and experience 

to a country he dearly loved and be-

lieved in. Perhaps he was happiest when 

singing the old Presbyterian hymns or 

drawing on his phenomenal memory to 

regale us with episodes from his time at 

Achimota . He states in his autobiog-

raphy “TO THE THIRSTY LAND” that pass-

ing through the school really opened his 

mind and broadened his horizons as well 

as developing communication and lead-

ership skills which he used to great ef-

fect. 

 

May your living water continue to flow to 

the thirsty generations. Rest in 

peace...LEGEND !!  

 

 

TRIBUTE TO AKORA PHILIP SINBAD  

KWEKU ABEKA 

(From the ‘Jubilee ‘77 Year Group) 

 

Friday 25th September 1972 remains a 

most momentous date for members of the 

OAA ’77 Year Group. It is the date on 

which we all left the comfort of our par-

ents’ homes to live and study in a board-

ing school. We came from all parts of our 

country, Ghana. A true reflection of the 

endearing sentiments of our school’s 

song, some of us came from Gambaga, 

many from Accra, others from Wiawso; 

Keta, also, was duly and fully represented. 

On that day, we all arrived at Achimota 

School, where we would gradually be 

transformed into the leaders we have be-

come today. 

 

Among our number, was our late school-

mate, colleague, brother and friend, Philip 

Sinbad Abeka. He hailed from Gomoa Ek-

wamkrom, a small town near Swedru in 

the Central Region of Ghana. However, 

like other classmates, he had come direct-

ly from Accra’s twin city, Tema, to join us 

in suckling the nourishments of our great 

mother, Achimota.  At Achimota, our eth-

nicities merged; children of the same 

mother we became one, only seeing our-

selves as brothers and sisters. 

 

Until recently, many of us thought his 

name, Sinbad, was a nickname he had 

adopted from the legendary seafarer, Sin-

bad the Sailor of ‘The Arabian Nights’ 

fame, so that is what we all affectionately 

called him. But of nicknames and appel-

lations there were many! Ankonya, In-

common, and Tears on my pillow, readily 

come to mind; each had its own mean-

ing which Sinbad shared with a specific 

group of close friends. A very popular 

member of our year group, Sinbad was 

sociable, hardworking and easy going. 

He was an energetic, rugged, yet well-

balanced lad with a delightful sense of 

humour who learnt hard and played 

hard. He spent his first two years at Ag-

grey House (the Reds). With the creation 

of the then House 18 and the ensuing 

reshuffle of Form 3 students across all 

the boys’ houses, Sinbad found himself 

transferred to Gyamfi House (the 

Greens) at the beginning of his third year 

at Achimota. Chameleon-like, the ‘Red’ 

Sinbad blended seamlessly into the 

‘Green’ Sinbad.  

 

It was no surprise that Gyamfi House 

boys welcomed Sinbad fully and made 

sure he felt truly at home with them – 

his reputation as a skilled and intimidat-

ing hockey player and footballer made 

sure of that. As a very visible member of 

the Aggrey House junior hockey and foot-

ball teams Sinbad had been something 

of a nemesis to competing teams from 

the other Houses. A signature black 

patch across his left eye, he was known 

to torment the midfield and defences of 

opposing teams with a pirate’s dare-

devil ingenuity and relentlessness!  So, 

yes, we welcomed him to Gyamfi with 

the most open arms. 

 

Alongside his prowess on the sports 

field, Sinbad’s approach to study was 

equally memorable. He was a Headmas-

ter’s son and did not take his studies 

lightly. He went to great effort to defy 

batatas, the infamous elf of unwanted 

sleep. Before any test for which he did 

not feel prepared, Sinbad would do his 

studying with his feet fully immersed in 

buckets of cold water just to make sure 

he stayed awake. The rumour mongers 

would also have us believe that he 

would, quite often, go to the trouble of 

using cellotape or plaster to keep his 

eyelids apart and open!  

 

Like the legendary seafarer, Sinbad was 

adventurous by nature. He joined the 

Achimota School Cadet Corps which 

smoothened his rougher edges over time 

and made him a very disciplined cadet 

and student. So committed was he to the 

activities of the Cadet Corps that many 

of us thought he would take up a career 

in the military like his friend and mentor, 

the late Leba Kamanya. Although he 

went in an entirely different direction 

after school, he would often remark fa-

vourably indeed on the very positive im-

pact that his experiences as a cadet had 

had on his adult life. Without a doubt, 

the training he received from the 

Achimota School Cadet Corps served him 

well in the period when he was actively 

involved in mobilising resources and 

people in times of national crisis and 

disaster. 


