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OFFICIATING MINISTERS

* Hew. Yaw Dekyi
. Rewv. Kwabena Sefa
* Rew, Francis Tpuni Frimpong

. Re. Henry McCarthy-Vroom

* Rewv. Thomas Koge Tingan

. Rev. Christian Sinclear

. Rew. Seth Ofori Twumasi

® Pastor Joseph Boskye-Yiadom

IN ATTENDANCE

. Zhana Police Band

. Lifeway Chair



BURIAL AND MEMORIAL SERVICE

PART |

* Praz-Burial Service

* QOpening Hymn

* Prayer

* Viewing Of Body — Interspersed with Singing.
* Prayer and Closing of Casket,

PART Il

* Burial Service

* Call to Worship

* QOpening Hymn — How Sweet the Name of lesus
* Praise & Adoration

* Special Music

* Reading Of Biography & Tributes

* Hymn - Pleasant Are Thy Courts Abowve

* Scripture Readings

* Sermon

* Offertory

* Prayer for Family — Hark the Sound of Holy Voices
¢ Announcemsnts

* Hymn—Hark, Hark My Soul

* Final Commendation

* Hymn — Abide with Ma

* Dead March from Saul

* Benedicton

* Reression — Abidewith me
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JOHN BARRY BANSON
1948 - 2023

“To everything thers is a season,
and a time to svery purposs undsr the heaven:
A time to be born, and a time to die;" BEcclesiastes 3:1-2

JOHN BARRY BAMSONM, affectionately called Uncle Barry, Pabana, Uncle B and Paddy by the family,

was the first son of Mr and Mrs Antwi-Banson, both of blessed memory.

Born on the 10th of February 1948, he had his basic education at the Akim - Oda Anglican Primary
and Middle Schools. From there he continued his educsation at Adisadel College, Cape Coastwhere
he did his 'O and ‘A levels. He gained admission at the University of Ghana, Legon where he studied
French and Spanish, attaining a combkinad Honors degree in French and Spanish After graduation
from Legon, he taught at Adisadel College (his Alma mater) after which he taught at College d’
Agboville in La Cote d'lvoire.

After four years in La Cate d'Ivoire he returned to Ghana, ventured into business with colleagues and
friends as partners, but the business could not survive as a result of the 1979 uprising:

Barry got an opportunity to work in Lesatho, Southern Africa where he worked with Machabeng
Schoal, an International High School. He relocated to London, (U K) where he did postgraduate
studies in International Relations and Politics at the London School of Econamics (LSE)

He worked with an organization called lpsos Mori for about ten years and until his demise with NAT
CEN.

Although he did not publicly do politics, Uncle B was deeply interested in the art of government,
diplomacy, and palitics.

He lived in England (U K} from 1985 - 2022.

He returned home to Ghana in January 2023 and on the 4th of August 2023 ha went to be with the
Lord.
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HYMNS

ELESSED ASSURAMNCE

1=

fad

Blessed assurance, Jesu iz mine!

Oh, what s forsteste of glory divine!
Heir of zslvation, purchase of God
Born of his Spirit; washed in his blood.

Chorus

Thie iz my story, this iz my song,
Praising my saviour all the day long.
Thie iz my story, this iz my song,
Praising my saviour all the gay

Perfect submission, perfect delight,
Visions of rapture now burst on my sight.
Angels descending bring from above.
Echoss of mercy, whizpers of love

Parfect submission, all iz at rest:

| iy Sevior em heppy &nd biessea,
Watching 2nd waiting; looking ebowve,
Filled with his goodness, ozt in his love.

HOW SWEET THE NAME OF JESUS

1.

P

How swest the neme of Jezus sounds
ina belisvers sarl

It soothes our zorrows, hesls ocur wounds
and drives sway our f=ar

(]

it mekes the wounded spirit whole.
and calms the troubled breast.

‘tie menns to the hungry soul,

agnd to the wesry, rest

O Jesus, shepherd, guerdian, friend,
my Prophet, Priest, and King,

my Lord, my Life, my Way, my End,
accept the preize | bring,

| John Bamry Banson

4. How weskthe effort of my heart,

how cold my warmest thought
but when | see you a= you are,
I'll praize you &s | cught

5. Till then | would your love proclsim

with every flesting bresath;
and may the music of your name?
refresh my soul in desth.

PLEASANT ARE THY COURTS ABOVE

1. PLEASANT are Thy courts above,
In the land of light and love.
Pleazant are Thy courts below,

In this land of =in and wos.

Oh, my spirit longs and faints.
Faor the converse of Thy saints,
For the brightriess of Thy face,
For Thy fulness, God of grace!

2. Happy birds that-sing and fly

Round Thy alitars, O Mozt High!
Happier souls that find & rest

In & neavenly Fathers breast!

Like the wandering dove that found
Mo repose on earth sroundg,

They can to their ari repair;

And enjoy it ever there,

3. Happy souls! their praizes flow

Even in this tele of wos;

Waters in the desertrize,

Manna feeds them from the skies.

On they go from strength to strength,
Till they reach Thy throne &t length;
At Thy feet adoring fall,

Who hast led them safe through all
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Lard, be mine this prize to win:

Guide me through a world of sin.
Keep me by Thy saving grace.

Give m= at Thy side & placs.

Sun and shield alike Thou art;
Guide-and guard my erring heart
Grace and glory fiow from Thee;
Shaower, oh shower them, Lord, on me!

HARK THE SCUND OF HOLY VOICES.

1.

Fa

Hark! the sound of holy voices,
chanting at the crystal zes;

Alleluia, alleluia,

alleluia, Lord, to thes:

multitude, which none can number,
like the sterz in glory stend,
clothed in white apparel, holding.
palms of victory in their hands.

Patriarch and holy prophet,

who prepared the way of Christ,
king, apostle, saint, confessor,
martyr and svangslist,

saintly maiden, godly matron,
widows who have watched in prayer,
joined in holy concert, singing.

to the Lord of all, are there.

They have come from tribulation,

and heve washed their robes in blood,
washed thenvin the blood of Jesus:
tried they were, and firm they stood.
gledly, Lord, with thee they suffered.
gledly, Lord, with thee they dieg,

and by deeth to life immoris|

they wers born end glonfied,

Mow they reign in heavenly glory,
now they walk in golden light,
now they drink, a= from a river,
haoly bliss and infinite.

love and pescs they tasts for sver,
znd =il truth and knowledgs ss=.
in the beatificvision

of the blessed Trinity.

God of Goo, the one-begotten,
Light of Light; Emmanusel,

in whose bogy joined together
zll the =aints for ever dwell,
pour upon us of thy fullness,
thet we may for svermors
Father, Son, and Holy Spirit
truly worship and adors.

HARK, HARK, MY SOUIL!

Hark, hark, my soull Angelic songs are swelling.
T'er sarth’s green fields and oocsan'’s wave-best
share.

How swest the truth those blessed strainz ars
telling.

Of that new life when sin shall be no mare.

Refrain:

Angels of Jesus, Angels of light,

Singing to weleome the pilgrims of the night.
Onwerd we go, for still we hear them singing:
"Come, weary souls, for Jesus bids you come;”

And through the dark, its echoss swestly ringing,
The music of the gospel leads us home.

[Refrain]
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HYMNS

fad

Far, fzr away, liks bellz st svening pesling,

The voice of Jesus sounds o'er land and ses,
And laden souls by thousands meskly stesling,
Kind Shepherd, turn their weary steps to Thes.

[Refrain]

Angels, sing on, your faithful watches kesping.

I;.-.

Sing us sweet fragments of the songs above,
Till morning’s joy shall end the night of wesping,
And lifek long shadows break in cloudless fove.

[Refrain]

ABIDE WITH ME

1. Abide with me fast falls the eventids;
the darkness deepens; Lord, with me abids.
When other helpers fail end comiorts flee,
Help of the helpless; O abige with me.

2. Swiltto s close ebbe out life's little day;
earth's joys grow dim, its glories pass away.
Change and decay in sl around | see.

O thou who changest not, abide with me.

L

| need thy prezence every paszsing hour

What but thy grace can foil the tempters power?
Who like thyself my guide and strength can be?
Through cloud and sunshins; O sbide with me.

4 |Hear no foe with thee &t hand to bless,
ills have no weight, and isar= no bittsrness.
Where iz death's sting? Where, grave, thy victory?
| friumph still i thou abide with me.

tn

Hold thou thy cross before my closing eyes.

Shine through the gloom ang point me to the skies,
Hesven's morning bresks and earth’s vain shadows fles;
in life; in death, © Lord, abide with me.
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SIBLINGS

On the resurrection moming

Soul and body meet again.
Mo more sorrow, no more weeping
Mo more pain

We wers struck with sorrow on the moming of your demise. We called you Big Brother, Pabens,

Uncle Barry, Uncle "B’, Paddy

At avery tender age of fifteen (15) you took on the role of a father, when Dad - passed on. A role
which yvou played creditably till the day death laid its icy hands on yvou.

You were indeed a loving brother, a good friend, and a quintessential gentleman. You loved
tamily to a fault, with a passion. A human with a heart of an angel, a great favourite of everybody.

Indeed, we are short of werds in showing our appreciation of you at this time; even in death we
are proud of you.

You touched a lot of hearts; you were everybody's darling. Big Brother, Pabena, Uncle 'B" Paddy,
you put up 3 gallant fight - you are our hero.

We will miss you. We will not forget you. Your memory lives inside of us and we will always
remember you with love in our hearts.

Fara thee well our loving Brother and a guintessential gentleman. We believe that Almighty
God the Creator has called you to rest. We love you but He loves you best.

Rest wall our Hero. Rest well our love

Rest paacaiully with God till we meet again

10 | Johr Bomry Banson
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NIECES AND NEPHEWS

The Tree

If a tree falls, when nobody'’s around. The guestion goes, does it make a sound? Maybe the
rustle of leaves as his breath became wind. Or as he heard heaven'’s angels and joined them to
sing. The stories he crafted are still carried on the breeze. From schoolboy memories to Marie-
Louise A man of words, of music and tongues The pillarof a family, a leader with love

Just as the lions and big cats he loved stride with poise, He exemplified dignity with svery
choice. Though he's gone from our sight, his spirit lives on In the memories of those on whose
lives hig light shone. He stood constant, my tree and his love was my shade. We shall never see
fhis like again.

~Jodie

My one and only uncle Bizzle the coolest. Even though we never got to live together and have
the experiences you shared with my siblings and cousins, you always made sure to make me
feel just as loved. | still can't believe you are no longer here with us... | miss cur many jokes and
your beautiful kind heart. | thank you for being the most amazing uncle to me_| love you always
my darling uncle Bizzle.

~Your fufu partner, Afriyah.

Some have absent fathers, but | was blessed to find a bonus father in you. Beloved, you were
such a big part of the person | am today, and | become breathless when | think of warld without.
Waords can't describe how much you mean to me, but | am your legacy and will carry you
wherever | go.

~ Marilyn

A poem to my bestie:

Promise you won't tell our private jokes in heaven? | know we're hilarious and the angels would
love to zes all the witty things we conjured up betwesan you and me. When yvou see me weeping
Beloved, ba gracious, | know you don't like a fuss But | need some time to adjust to this new
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distance between us. I'll keep your picture in my wallet, where your face was full, and your eyes
sparklec.

Il wrap myself in your clothes and snuggle in your bed, anything to capture your essence
again. Can we still salza dance in my dreams? And listen to bossa nova music and bake cakes
and have hugs? -that dossn't have to stop.

Who knew the ducts in my eyes had this many tears? but they keep flowing. Hot and fresh like
great waterfalls down my cheeks. Promisa you won't tell our private jokes in heaven? | know you
don't like a fuss, But | need some time to adjust to this new distance between us.

~Joelle

| have been blessed enough to have two father figures, who have been strong positive influances
on my life. My Uncle Barry's love for people, jazz music and culture is only surpassed by his love
for his country and his family. | will always remember our singing car journeys, cooking and
guitar sessions. | will always hold dear to me the life lessons and wisdom you would always
imbue. Those of us who have survived you will always miss you dearly and will do our bast by
the grace of God to make you proud.

~Love Paajoe (Opus)

Uncle Barry you were such a gentle man and extremely supportive to me and the girls. Thank
you for walking both Julie and Akua down the aisle! We will miss your frequent "checking in”
calls and the love you alwavs showed us. Rest in His peace

~ Mrs Alice Ampofo Twumasi (Cousin)
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A TRIBUTE TO MY BEST FRIEND,
BARRY BANSON, A.K.A JOE BOY

Ass | wirite this tribute, | ean’t stop crying. My best friend, my brother, my Joe Boy has left us. We
met at Lagon in 1968 in the Dapartmeant of Modern Languages. After the First University Exam,
callad the FUE in those days, we were the only two to offer the combined honors program in
French and Spanish.

In 1971, we traveled to the lvory Coast to pursue the year-abroad program in languages. We
hung out together, we went to places like the top of the tall Hotal lvoire to drink a beer or two.
We were adventurous. We had so many laughs. We had planty of hair, Afro-style. We then
went to the University of Madrid in the Spring of 1971 to polish ug on our Spanish. This periad
was perhaps the most memaorable time in our lives. We attended classes where young hippies
smoked in the lecture halls, all lecture halls, except in Professor Entreambasaguas’ lecture
hall. We escapied the beating of Franco’s notorious Guardia Civil, or Civil guards, who beat up
student protesters and dragged them to jail. In those days in Spain, curfew for all young kids,
teenagers was ¢ o'clock. The movie theaters were full of kisses from lovers and Joe Boy and |
marveled at this strange culture.

During the summer of 1971, we anded the short program and prepared to return home, but
not until we had adventured to Paris, and walked on the Appian Way in Rome and visited the
Coliseum. We wore Mexican Ponchos, large broad hats that made us the center of attention.

We gradusted in 1972. | applied to teach French at Accra Academy, and Joe Boy returned to his
Alma Mater to teach French. Even though we were in different locations, Joe Boy came down to
spend the holidays with me at Accra Academy. We went our several ways to pursue our futures.
| went to America, Joe Boy had a stint in the Ivory Coast, Lesctha, Southern Africa and finally in
London. We never stopped calling each other and reminiscing about the old days, the fun we
had, the walks we -had on the Granvia, the broad strest of Madrid, after a full bottle of wine and
roasted chicken and laughing, and laughing, and just being young.

| visited Joe Bay in 2017 after he had had eye surgery and had started having health problems.
Even so, we laughed and had some good meals together On Septemberiéth, 2022, we
exchanged text massages in which he wrote:

The idea, JB, was to go to Ghana end of October at the latest but now | just don’t know._ | am
a physical wrack at the moment, my dear brother and friend, seriously unwell and taking each
hour or day as it comes. Allow me to take this opportunity to say in all sincerity that you have
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been the best friend | could ever have hoped for, kind, reliable with tons of integrity. Has it ever
dawned on you that in almost sixty years of friendship we never had a bad word to say against
each other? | thank God that you are my friend. It would be good to meet up in Ghana, if only
to remind myself how faux you are. But who knows? Stay well and safe, JB. Much love, “Wo
cousin bi, Frondoso *"

This was his way of saying his final goodbyes. In March 2023, | had the chance to see my friend
here in Ghana. He was sick, in bed, and could hardly move. But even so, we laughed like the
old times. | arrived in Ghana on August 11, only to learn that he had passed just a week before
my arrival.

(loe Boy, Frondoso mio,gue te despiertes en paz. Mos juntaremos en el Ciglo un de estos dias!)
Joe, Boy, my Frondoso, Rest in Peace. We will meet in Heaven ane of these days!
*We adopted names from a Spanish novel while in Spain. He was Frondose, and | was Menipodio.

~ Dr. Kwaku Annor
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TRIBUTE BY SANTA 1966 GROUP OF THE
ADISADEL OLD BOYS ASSOCIATION

The Late John Antwi Banson, AKA. Barry Banson joined our Year Group in form 3 during the
1963/64 academic year.

In those days students who gained admission to the College from other secondary schools
were clearly intimidated not only by the surroundings, but also by the extent of development
of both curricular and extracurricular activities in the school. Right from the beginning, Barry
imbibed the "ADISADEL SPIRIT" making him appear and perform like any other.

In hig first year he became o brilliant to the admiration of clagsmates that they aven looked up
to him to give answers to gquestions nobody else could handle. This was more particularly the
case with the Arts subjects, especially Languages such as Latin, French and English .

In form four he appropriately enrolled in the Arts class thus gaining easy admission to the Lower
sixth and on to the Upper Sixth form from where he entered the University of Ghana.

At Adisadel, he was a gentle boy who was keenly interested in sports and music. He was a
member of various musical groups such as the Jazz Band, in which he played the Trombone,
and a Pop Group, the Soundcastars, for which he played the Guitar. His thirst for knowledge
was awesome. In our time only two copies of the Daily Graphic newspaper were pasted on the
Motice Board each morning during Breakfast. Thus it was a race of the fittest as students ran
immadiately after meals to secure a good viewing position in front of the papers to read them.
In this wise there were three main categories of students;

i. Those who were both strong and keen enough to secure good viewing positions,
i. Those who would rather come much laterto read whan there would be no hustle, and
iii. Those who would not bother to read at all

Barry did niot belong to any of these groups. He , out of his own pocket, bought the newspaper
everyday to read. For some one who did not start from form one with the group it was no mean
an achievement that he was made Chapal Prefact 19467/68 | a position he was appointad to by the
then Headmaster, Mr LT Oreans-Pobes | 'SANTACLAUSIAN OF THE TWENTIETH CEMTURY".

Barry Banson epitomises the typical Adisadel guy: he played hard and he worked hard. He
was a serious student but he also developed his craative talents. | am dreaming about The
Jazz Band playing the popular song, YELLOW BIRD, with Barry on trombone, Johnny on sax,
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Henry Tabi on Trumpet, and Dave Godfrey leading the group on stage. Barry was a respectful
and respectable student, very level headed and dependable. May his gentle soul Rest In
Perfect Peace till we meet again on the Resurrection Day.

Today we mourn the loss of our year mate whose life has shown that he was properly
brought up both at home and in the College. Indeed, he was 2 Gentlerman. May the
Good Lord console the beraaved family.

BARRY, fare thea wall till wa meaet again.
MAY YOUR SOUL REST IN PEACE!

18 | Johr Bomry Banson



FAREWELL UNCLE BARRY

With the sweet word c_rf' peace
We bid our brethren 20;
Peace as a river to increase,
And ceaseless ﬂnw.

With the calm word ﬂ_f prayer
We eamesﬂ}' commend

Our brethyven to Th}f watchful care,

Eternal Friend!

With the dearword of love
We give our briqf _famueu;
Our love below, and Thine above,

With them shall dwell.
With the strong word of faith

We stay ourselves on Thee,
That Thou, O Lord, in [i_fe and death,
Their He[p shalt be.

Then the bright word of hope
Shall on our parﬁng g[eam,

And tell quoys Eey::md the scope
Gf earth-born dream.

Farewell! in hﬂpe and love,
lnﬁiiffﬂ, and peace, and prayer;
Till He whose home is ours above,
Unite us there.

George Watson
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The Banson I'irrg wonld like to express our
proforsd gratitude for your prayers, support,
and expression of love during the funeral of onr
beloved Jobn Barry Banson

God richly biess you,

MOLTEMA — 0302- 779379/ 0243 080487
maoltemapobgyrheo.com



