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Order of Service

13 June, 2025, Agape House New Testament Church

Officiating Ministers
Rev Prince Mensah

Rev Adeline Mensah

Rev Divine Gbagbo

Rev Michael Adu-Gyamfi
Pastor Sheila Hutchful
Pastor Sarah Owusu

Guest ministers

Apostle Dr & Mrs Kpikpi (City of God Church/New
Nations School)

Very Rev Dr Abedu Quashie (Trinity United Church)
Rev William Anti (Trinity United Church)

Part l: Pre-Burial Service at 8:00 am

Processional Hymn: When we all get to heaven
Opening Prayer: Rev Divine Gbagbo
Filing Past
Tributes:
Friends
Cousins
Grandmother
Uncles/Aunties
NNS Class of 2025
Filing past
6. Hymns:
Itis well
Through all the changing scenes of life,
Captain of Israel's Host
7. Filing Past
8. Covering of Casket
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Part Il: Burial Service at 9:00 am

1. Opening Sentences
2. Worship and Praise: Heart Song

hw

13.
14.
15.
16.

Partlll:

Nouhkuwube

Biography : Mr Ken Asante

Song: You raise me up

Tributes by

NNS School : Mrs Hagar Adusi -Poku
Agape House New Testament Church
Brother : David-Kratos Ampofo
Sister : Rhema-Danielle Ampofo
Mother : Dr Rosemary Asante Ampofo
Father : Mr Kwame Yirenkyi Ampofo
Bible Reading:

Proverbs 3:5-6

Hebrews 4:15-16

John 14:1-3

Heart Song: Jireh

Sermon :Rev Prince Mensah

Offering :Rev Divine Gbagbo

. Hymn: What a Friend we have in Jesus
. Prayer for the family: Rev Adeline Mensah
. Announcement & Vote of Thanks:

Prof Felix Ankomah Asante

Closing Prayer :Rev Prince Mensah
Closing Hymn: Will your Anchor Hold
Benediction: Rev Prince Mensah
Recessional Hymn : Hallelujah

Burial Service at the Cemetery

Hymn: How sweet the name of Jesus sounds
Committal

Prayers

Presentation of wreaths

Hymn: God be with you till we meet again
Vote of Thanks :Mr Charles Debrah Asante
Benediction
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A Bright Star Called Johnny- His Life Story

John Carpus Nana Kwaku Ampofo; fondly known
as Johnny, affectionately called “Papa J” by his
classmates, and playfully known as “DJ Juicy
Johnny" by those who loved him on the aux, was
born on 15 March 2006 to Kwame Yirenkyi
Ampofo of Mampong-Akwapim and Dr Rosemary
Nana Agyeiwaa Ampofo (née Asante) of Kwahu
Mpraesoand Aduamoa.

From the very beginning, Johnny was a shining
light. He came into the world with joy, and joy never
left him. He was adorable, full of energy, and had
the kind of charm that made strangers feel like
family. He laughed deeply, loved freely, and never
held back his heart. He believed in the beauty of
every momentand the power of living fully. Johnny
was someone who felt things deeply and never
shied away from expressing them. He would
playfully quip, “God forbid a man who loves to
express himself".

He was fun-loving, people-loving, God-loving. He
carried himself with dignity but never lost his
sense of humour. He valued friendship and poured
himself into the people he loved. He believed in
himselfand encouraged others to dothe same.He
was passionate, driven, and fearless in the pursuit
ofhisdreams.

Johnny started his preschool at Lighthouse
Christian Mission School, now St Adelaide
International School. From there, he continued his
kindergarten education at Mary Mother of Good
Counsel School near West Airport. He later joined

his siblings at Golden Age School in Abelenkpe,
where he continued to blossom in his primary
school years. In all these schools, Johnny was a
star; he was loved by his teachers, admired by his
classmates, andactivelyinvolvedin everything.He
worked hardin class, played with passion, and took
part in everything that brought people together.
He was brilliant, creative, and full ofideas.

In 2018, Johnny began his secondary education at
New Nations School, East Legon Hills. It was there
that many saw his leadership and creativity truly
come alive. He completed his IGCSE in 2023 and
went on to pursue Sixth Form in the same school.
He served as Events Prefect and left his mark as
someone who brought life, energy, and excellence
into everything he did. He had the honour of
receiving an award during the Lower Sixth Speech
and Prize Giving Day, the Great Strides Award, a
moment that made both his teachers and family
soproud.

Johnny was in the middle of writing his A-Level
exams when he passed. He had big dreams and
bold ambition. He wanted to be a corporate lawyer
and a chartered accountant, following in the
footsteps of his elder siblings, whom he loved
dearly. But Johnny's dreams did not end there. He
hadamindfull ofideas and aheart full of passion.

He had hobbies and side projects that meant the
world to him. He had plans to explore them all.
Whether it was writing, music, business, fashion,
poetry, or public speaking, Johnny believed he
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could make alife out of anything he loved. And that
beliefgave himwings.

Johnny was multi-talented in every sense of the
word. In the 7004 days that he lived, he numbered
hisdays sowelland applied his heart towisdom. He
achieved so much in such a short time. His life was
a bright flame, brief but beautiful. A life lived with
intention. A life that made a difference. A life that
reflected the many shades of Johnny. There was;
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Adenta, Greater Accra Region

15 March 2006 s

Ghanian

Education

HIGH SCHOOL DIPLOMA

Expected graduation Jun 2025 | NEW NATION SCHOOL

Literature
Accounting

Poetry
Drama Club
Yearbook Comittee

JOHN-CARPUS
AMPOFO

Professional Summary

Hardworking, highly motivated professional eager to lend combined
knowledge and skills to enhance business performance. Operates well in
both individual and team capacities, leveraging seasoned work ethic to

quickly adapt to different processes

nd drive company objectives.

Resourceful and results-driven with a passion for growth and efficiency
to meet company needs and increase service value.

Skills

‘Writing

Critical Thinking
Excellent Communication
Flexible and Adaptable
Attention to Detail
Knowledge in Finance
Computer Skills
Relationship Building
Efficient researcher
Reliability

Problem-Solving

Business

Public Speaking

Friendly. Positive Attitude
Teamwork and Collaboration
Basic Math

Oral debate
Decision-Making
Self-Directed

Time Management

Effective Communication
Continuous Improvement

Case analysis

Tema, Greater Accra Region

Ghana International Model United Nations

Choir
Creative Writing

JohnnythelLeader

Johnny naturally led wherever he went. He
didn't wait tobe calledaleader; he lived like
one. Whether it was in church, school,
music, accounting, fashion, or friendship,
he carried himself with purpose. His
leadership was not about titles. It was
about heart, effort, and the ability to make
peoplefeel seen, heard, andinspired.

He aspired to be aleader who transformed
lives. He wanted to inspire change, real
change. Not just in school or class, but in
his community, in Ghana, and across the
world. He led with compassion. He made
people feel they mattered. He could pull a
group together and make everyone feel
like they were part of somethingbigger.

Johnny always took initiative. After their
IGCSE exams, he proposed and
spearheaded the creation of a yearbook
project for his class. He took it seriously.
He handledit with passionand attentionto
detail, even when others didn't believe it
couldbe done. He saw what others missed
andacted.

Everyone trusted Johnny with leadership
because he led with love. He wasn't bossy.
He was brave. He didn't impose. He
inspired. His voice carried vision. His
presence brought peace. Whetheritwas a
formal event or just a hangout after class,
people followed Johnny, not because they
hadto, butbecause they wantedto.

Johnny the Entrepreneur
Johnny was very enterprising. From a

young age, he had an eye for business and
aheart for strategy. Atjust 12, he starteda
candy business with his sister. It was
short-lived, but it was the beginning of
something powerful. Johnny had caught
the entrepreneurial bug, and he never letit

go.

Inthe last few years of his life, Johnny built
his brand: EVOLVE. He sold jewellery,
unisexaccessories, andvibrantbranded T-
shirts made especially for the youth. His
designs were bold, radiant and expressive,
justlike him.He wanted his brand toreflect
confidence, colour and creativity. He
believed fashion should inspire. He wanted
young people to feel proud of how they
looked, and even prouder of who they
were.

Johnny didn't stop there. He was always
brainstorming newideas. He would sit with
his brother, tossing around business plans
and dreaming up concepts, thinking
through what could work and what impact
it could have. He didn't wait for an
opportunity. He created it. Johnny always
had a business proposal or two on his
sleeve.

He had a dream to become a billionaire.
And he didn't just say it. He planned for it.
He believed in multiple streams ofincome.
He believed in the power of ownership. He
wanted to build something that would last,
something that would bless not just
himself, but his community, his family and
oneday, thewhole world.
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Johnny was the kind of entrepreneur who
brought his heart to the hustle. He chased his
dreams with joy, creativity and drive. He didn't
fear failure; he welcomedit as part of growth. He
saw every venture as an opportunity to learn,
lead, andleave alastingmark.

Johnny the Philanthropist

Johnny was generous in the truest sense of the
word. His heart beat for others. He didn't give
because he had plenty; he gave because he
cared deeply. He regularly saved his pocket
money, not for shoes or gadgets, but to buy
groceries and supplies for orphanages. And he
didn't just send the items, he went himself. He
went with his close friends, and together they
gave notjustfood, buttime, laughterandlove.

During the holidays, while others were resting,
Johnny volunteered. He spent his break days at
Future of Africa, an NGO that helps
underprivileged children get off the streets. He
joined their outreach programs and poured his
energyintogivinghope to childrenwho hadlittle
ofit.Helistened.He served.He connected.

Johnny believed we're only as strong as the
people we help. He believed everyone deserved
kindness and dignity. He believed the world
should be softer, warmer, and fairer, and he
played his part in making it so. His generosity
wasn't loud. It was quiet, thoughtful and
consistent. It was a reflection of his heart; pure,
intentional, andfull of grace.

Johnny the Writer

Johnny wrote with his heart. He wrote with fire.
He had a way with words that could lift, soothe,
question, and awaken. His pen was his voice, and

he used it boldly. He wrote because he had
somethingto say; something that mattered.

Johnny expressed himself eloquently and
prolifically through writing. He penned a rich
collection of poems, short stories, and original
drama scripts. His writing was never rushed. It
was intentional, imaginative, and full of life.
Whether he was capturing joy, wrestling with
loss, or dreaming of something better, Johnny's
words camefromaplace ofdeep truth.

He had published some of his poems already.
One of them even won an award. He was so
proud, but not boastful. He simply smiled and
then went right back to writing. He had plans to
domore.

With the help and mentorship of his Auntie Naa
Odey, Johnny was working on compiling his
writings into a full literary collection to be
publishedin June after hisexams. The collection
included 20 poems. Each piece was different.
Each one had a soul. Each one carried his
unmistakable voice.

Writing gave Johnny freedom. It gave him space
to imagine, reflect, and speak. Through it, he
created aworld where everyone had a place and
every emotion had a home. His gift for
storytelling was a mirror of who he was; vibrant,
bold, and overflowing with purpose.

Johnny the Artist

Johnny was an artist in every sense. He saw
colour where others saw blankness. He brought
ideas to life with paint, fabric, andflair. During his
free time, he painted with joy, designed T-shirts
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tie-dye. Artwas his escape. It was also his
way of speaking without words.

Every creation carried Johnny's energy.
His designs were bright, unique, and
confident. They reflected his
personality; bold, brilliant and lively.
When Johnny created, he wasn't just
making something to see. He was
making somethingtofeel.

Johnny the Musician

Music lived in Johnny's spirit. He had a
voice that moved people. He led worship
at school, sang solos in church, and
joined choirs wherever he found himself.
He sang with meaning. He sang with
conviction. He sangwithjoy.

He didn't just perform music; he lived it.
He made his own tracks, stayed on top of
music trends, and passionately followed
his favourite artists. If you ever heard
someone defending Olivia Rodrigo like
their life depended on it, it was probably
Johnny.

But more than anything, Johnny loved to
share music. He made playlists for
friends. He gave his sister uplifting
gospel tunes when her faith felt low. He
picked genres for friends that made
them feel seen. Johnny believed that
music could heal, and he used it as a gift,
one he sharedgenerously.

Johnnythe Photographer
Johnny had an eye for beauty. On his
birthday this year, he gave himself a

Canon camera. That camera became his
companion. When he needed a break
from studying, he'd step outside, take a
walk, and capturelight.

He loved nature. He loved scenery. He
loved photographing the people he
loved. He took hundreds of photos, not
just to store memories, but to honour
them. He believed that every moment
mattered. He believed in holding onto
beauty, eventhe quietkind.

Photography was Johnny's way of
freezing joy. He turned passing seconds
intosomethingpermanent.

Johnny the YouTube Viogger

Johnny was a storyteller. And he brought
that gift online. On his YouTube channel,
John-Carpus Ampofo, he spoke with
honesty and insight. He vlogged about
his day, shared his thoughts, and poured
outhisideas. He had a calm but confident
screen presence. Watching Johnny felt
like talkingtoan oldfriend.

He paused his videos to focus on his A-
levels, but he had every intention of
returning. He was planning to resume his
channel this month. He had fresh
content ideas, new energy, and a heart
full of things he wanted to share with the
world.

Johnny believed the internet could be a
place of truth and creativity. He didn't
chase clout. He chased meaning.
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Johnny's Eternal Flame

On Sunday, 18 May 2025, Johnny went home to be with
the Lord, having completed seven of his twelve A-Level
papers. He passed peacefully, full of promise and
purpose.

Heis survived by his father, Mr Kwame Yirenkyi Ampofo,
a civil engineer at Ghana Highways Authority; his
mother, Dr Rosemary Ampofo, Medical Director at
Gilead Medical and Dental Centre; his brother, David-
Kratos Ampofo, a lawyer at ENS; his sister, Rhema-
Danielle Ampofo, an auditor at PwC Ghana; a larger
family, both paternal and maternal, and a community of
peoplewholove himendlessly.

Johnny leaves behind a legacy soaked in light, joy,
laughter, compassion, creativity, leadership, and truth.

His days were short, buthisimpactis eternal. He gave us
alifetime'sworth ofloveinjust 7004 days.

We will forever carry him in our hearts. We will always
love you, Johnny. We willalways miss you.

Johnny Baby. MPB. Our Soulmate. Our Light.

We will never forget you. You are forever etched in our
hearts, Johnny. Forever.
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From The Closest Love He Knew

I T
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The Son I Called My Personal Billionaire -

My Personal Billionaire

Daddy

We were overjoyed when we first got wind of your
arrival — unexpected, yet received with great
gladness. You arrived precisely in the middle of
March, and perhaps that's why you never chose
sides—youwere always oneveryone's side.

My memories of Johnny are of a good-natured,
chubby, obedient, and determined child. That never
changed as you maturedinto a fine young man. Your
heart overflowed with love, and you would never
hurt a fly. You loved your mother to bits, cherished
Grandma like no other, held Rhema as dear as your
own soul, and loved David and me like Jonathan
loved David.

Johnny was a man of many talents — an academic,
an artist, a musician, a budding diplomat, a
photographer, apeacemaker, agentle politician, and
an entrepreneur-in- the- making. Life has dealtus a
cruel blow. The world has been robbed of a rising
star. My Johnny, whom | fondly called My Personal
Billionaire, was just about to be unleashed upon this
world. But even in this pain, we choose to give
thanks andblessthe One who gives and takes away.

Johnny, | will ensure that your creative legacy lives
on. “The Art of Realization”, the anthology you

A Father’s Tribute

quietly penned, will be published posthumously.
When Rhema shared it with me, | was amazed, and
soproud.

We always heard you singing in the shower, and we
had plans—studio recordings, driving school, so
many things. But | never knew of your literary gift. |
thought literature was just one of your A-level
subjects. | was wrong—you were an author in your
ownright.

As | say farewell to you today, | carry very few
regrets. | loved you with all my heart, and you loved
me just the same. We were there for each other. |
look back and give thanks—just like you said. |
remember taking ten days leave from work just to
drive you to and from school during the busiest
period of your A-level exams.

| wanted to ease your stress and bring you some
comfort. You enjoyed every bit of it, and so did I.
Little did | know God was giving me extra time with
you.|'mgrateful for every minute spent.

That fateful Sunday will remain etched in my heart
forever. Painful as it is, it has taught me a valuable
lesson—life can change in an instant. By that
evening, | realised my Johnny was gone. Only
memories remained. But they are good memories.
And, | have come to deeply understand how muchiit
matters to create good memories consciously.
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Johnny, Daddy will always remember you: obedient,
kind, cheerful, tender, intelligent, creative, full of life,
and gentle to the core. A young man of deep faith. A
kind politician. An entrepreneur in the making. |
would give anythingjust to share one more moment
withyou.

You have left behind more than memories—you've
left us with purpose. We will carry your laughter, your
kindness, your music, and your words with us. In our
actions, yourlegacy willlive on.

Let us never forget to spend time with those we
love. You never know when a quiet ride to school
becomesyourlast precious gift.

Tell Grandma and the others that we'll all be joining
you soon. I've learnt there's no time in eternity, the
wait won't seem long from your end. Keep cheering
us on as we run our race. You are now part of the
Great Cloud of Witnesses. And please ask God to
blessus.

“ [MPB] you have fought the good fight, you have
finishedtherace, you have kept the faith.”
—2Timothy 4:7

Youwillremain foreverinmy heart.
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A Mother's Love, A Mother's Pain -

Forever My Johnny Baby

My Son, My Light, My Grief
Mummy

My dearest Johnny Baby,

(I can still see your smile from the corner of my eye
anytime | call you this way, and | can also hear all the
worried observer voices behind me saying heis not
ababy.)

Writing this tribute has been the most challenging
task | have had to accomplish in my over five
decades on earth. But why wouldn't it be when the
night before you passed, we had been discussing
your graduation attire and your university room
and when an hour before we were separated, we
had been teasing each other. | could never have
thought of doing anything like this; No! Not even in
my worstnightmare.

| was so elated to welcome you into the world on
thatrainy afternoonin March, and what abigbundle
of joy you were. And again, on another rainy
afternoon, nineteen years later, you left me,
completely shattered! My world came to a
standstill!

You grew up quickly into asweet, fun-loving, caring,
intelligentandjolly boy.

You were such fun to be around and equally peace-
loving, and wouldn't mind saying sorry a hundred

times. At home, we thought you wasted the word =S

“sorry” sometimes. You were such a kind soul,
empathy personified in any way it is spelt. You had
an equally big heart, just like your person, for
everybody that life brought your way. When your
classmate’s school uniform was torn you would
bring it home for me to have it mended, you
would take your extra school bagto give to another
friend whose was spoilt, you would organise to get
past questions for me to take to the printer evenin
subjects you were not offering for friends to help
themintheirlearning.

Your love was so deep and almost urgent as
though you knew your time here was short and
indeed numbered. Your acts of love and pure
kindness have also given me many children | can
now call sons and daughters. Many of whom have
come to spend some of these difficult days with us.
Thankyou.

Johnny, your friends told me how you were
planning to make me so proud by earning an A* in
every subject. And Rhema also told me how you
said your Mother's Day present to me was going to
be the 3 A*'s you were going to get. But Johnny,
didn'tyouknow youhadalready given me 100 A*'s?

The Saturday morning, exactly a year ago, when
you told me you admired my resilience, | really did
feel cool. | had really wondered then if you knew the
correct meaning of “resilience”. When you did, |
resolved from that day | was going to be even
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stronger by God's grace, no matter what life threw
at me.lam sure you are probably looking at me now
laughing, the way you do and saying, “you are not
doingsowellthis timethen”.

Itreallyisjusttough Johnny!

I have missed you somuch each day and every day of
these twenty-six days you have been gone. | missed
you so badly yesterday, but so did | the day before
andthe onebeforethat.

Imiss the tonnes of messages youwould send daily.
I miss your early morning texts “Heyyy Rosa are you
ok? Goodam.”

I miss yourlate-night texts before you dosed off
“Good night Rosa, please check iflam awake when u
wakeup.”

lalso miss allthe other textsinbetween, “lamtaking
a short nap”, “l am going to have dinner “, the many
texts complimenting meals .... The last one said,
“the pork stew tasted heavenly” (did | miss any
meaning in that), and the very last message you
sent to me, “I have a study group discussion at 3"
aboutanhourbeforeyoupassedon.

Oh Johnny!l keep reading through our messages to
seeifl have probably missed any hint of your home-
going.Butalas...

| also miss our little outings we had, which you called
“Mum-son dates” We were planning to have many
after your exams. You sure did know how to have fun
andknew of allthe nice places.

Imisshearingyousingallthe time, andeventhoughl
would tell you again and again to lower your voice, |
would give anything to hear you sing again, now

even louder. The house has suddenly gone so quiet
over the past couple of days.

But Johnny, even though my heart aches so deeply
with our separation, | do not grieve as one without
hope. | know that to be absent from me is to be
present with our Lord. 2 Corinthians 5: 8. It is just
your livingabode that has changed. So, Johnny, now
| am even more determined than ever to keep the
faithand runmy race well so that when my timeis up,
we will be united again. Till then rest comfortably in
the Lord's bosom. Sure, you have already found
your place in the heavenly choir and are doing what
you enjoy doing most! And where there is no more
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crying, no more sorrow, no more dieting, no more
exercise, no more examination stress and no more
leg surgeries! Rev 21:4 TPT “He will wipe away every
tear from their eyes and eliminate death entirely. No
one will mourn or weep any longer. The pain of
wounds will no longer exist, for the old order has
ceased.” Say hello to Grandpa, Grandma and Aunty
Leticia for me. They must have been surprised to
seeyou.

| will always love you and find comfort in the many
memories we shared.

Bye for now dearest Johnny Baby.
RestInPerfect Peace my son, myfriend.
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Always in My Heart — From Your Big Brother,
Who Misses You Forever

Always in my heart
David-Kratos

| remember when | first lifted you up,
Months after you were born
Everyone feared I'd drop you,

Now my heart's forever torn.

How could | have imagined then,

I'd lift your lifeless body one day?

Not in joy or laughter, Johnny,

If that's even possible,

Butin anxiousness and grief that won't fade
away.

We had planned such vivid dreams,
Each goal set bold and clear

You'd be a corporate lawyer,

| went ahead to find our path

I'd have you working with me.

We imagined politics together,
Campaigning side by side;

You charming all the voters,

Me steering, advising and controlling, with
pride.

Leading the charge,

With strategy, careful thought.

But Johnny, you were the magic,
The love and charm | never brought.

Now those dreams are shattered,
Our plans gone, turned to dust.

How can life be so cruel?

Yet forward | know we must.

| still hear myself asking,

“Mummy, has Johnny applied today?”
For that Winter Vacation Programme,
Knowing she'd see it done right away.

From monsters you once hid,
Choosing my room as your safe place,
And I'd always insist each night,

“l love you,” before your dreams took chase.

Fearful then, I'd often worry,

“What if tonight's our last?”

Never thinking you'd grow stronger,
Only to leave too fast.

| owe you for my courage,

My voice you helped me find,
You taught me independence,
Belief deep in my mind.

You showed me how to love myself,
Stand strong and hold my worth,
To know I'm just as capable,

As anyone on Earth.

Your life, your light, your legacy,
Will never fade away.
Just as Shakespeare made immortal,

His lover through words that say,

“Solong as men can breathe or eyes can see,
Solong lives this, and this gives life to thee,”
Johnny, your memory forever alive,

In every breath and heartbeat | keep.

How do | say goodbye,

To my only brother?

So sudden, so painful

This can't be how it ends.

But know your storyisn't over,

I'll live what we promised to do,
Reaching heights you've inspired,
Johnny, I'll always honour you.

Until we meet again, my brother,
Though death keeps us apart,
You'll forever be deeply loved,
And always in my heart.

[ love you.
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From Your Sister, Your Soulmate Rhee

MY SOULMATE
Rhema-Danielle

Dear Johnny,

I'm not ready to write this. And to be honest, |
don't think | ever could be truly prepared. How
could anyone be ready to put into words
something that breaks the heart just thinking
about it? | yearn to hear your voice again, but |
can't. | keep wishing I'd see your face peek
through my window like you used to every
morning, at random times during the day and in
the evening but there's only silence. | miss singing
with you, hearing about your day, and sharing
mine. | want one more moment with you, Johnny.
Tobeinyourpresenceagain.

| find myself staring at your chats pinned on
iMessage, Snapchat, and WhatsApp, hoping
desperately that maybe you'll message me and
say this was all just one of your jokes. But nothing
comes. Johnny, it feels so weird without you.
Everything has changed. | don't sleep the same. |
can't eat the same. | barely feel like talking. Even
the way | move feels unfamiliar. | haven't been the
same since | saw you that day lifeless. Thatimage
haunts me.

You came to my room to give me something, and |
said thank you. That was our last moment. You
always used to get upset when | went out of the
house without saying goodbye, but this time...
you left me. No goodbye. No hug. No tickles. Just
gone. We had so many plans, Johnny. | keep

thinking about that Saturday before, during our
break, when we went to the law school library. We
talked about all the fun things we'd do after my
ACCA paper and your A-levels. We spoke about
the future; we also discussed university andallthe
drama happening at your school. All those
Instagramreels you sent me of places youwanted
us to go to, especially those restaurants with
platters you loved. You really liked waakye, and
you made me order waakye for us. | wanted to
pass the paper | was taking, and you encouraged
me that | could doit, Johnny. Just minutes before
you passed, you sent me one last reel. A cute
place. Writing thisis unbearable. | don't know how
to put into words what you meant to me or how
empty | feel now. How do you explain the pain of
losing someone who was part of your everyday,
your every plan?

The bond we shared was truly one of a kind. You
were more than just my brother and friend. I've
searched for the right word to describe our
relationship, and the closest I've found is
“soulmate” (a friend with whom you share a deep,
unique connection built on mutual understanding
andacceptance).

You understood me in a way no one else did,
Johnny. We talked about everything; nothing was
off-limits. You believed in me even when |
struggled to believe in myself. You were always
proud of me, and you made sure | knew it. On my
graduation day, you took numerous photos and
shared them with all your friends. It felt like you
were the one graduating. When | finished
university, you were thrilled. When | started
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working, your pride was overwhelming. | was
proud of you, too. | was excited about your future
and everything you were becoming. You were so
kind, so caring, and thoughtful, always checking
inonme...

You were the real definition of a sanguine, a
bundle of joy. You were always so cheerful and
never let things get to you. Your joy was
infectious, anditbecameapart ofwholwas. And
now that you're gone, it feels like that part of me
is gone too. You supported me in every way
imaginable. You always went out of your way for
me; whether it meant takingmy phone so | could
focus, staying up late to check my results, or
encouraging me to keep going with my shea
butterbusiness,

Whenltoldyoulwantedto goonabreak withmy
shea butter business because | couldn't handle
it, you suggested | try buyingandsellinginstead,
and you bought me packs of scrunchies and lip
glosses from Shein to start. You had such a
remarkable gift for business; always dreaming
big, thinking creatively, and doing everything
with so much passion. Watching you chase your
ideas with such determination was truly
inspiring. | am so glad that | had the opportunity
to support you, too, with everything you set out
to do. You always wanted to do things with me
and never made me feel left out even though |
was the only girl. You baked with me, filmed
YouTube videos with me, shared your snacks,
and spent time with me. You never stopped
believinginme.

Every time | felt discouraged after not doing well
in an ACCA paper, you were right there
reminding me of my strength, cheering me on,
and pushing me to keep going. Your faith in me
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gave me the courage to keep trying to excel at
greatheights.

When my faith felt unsteady and | was struggling
to find my place in Christianity, you would send
me uplifting songs and gently encourage me to
go to church with you. You reminded me to take
my walk with God seriously, and your quiet
strength helped guide me back. Though you
were my younger brother, you shared wisdom
beyond your years, wisdom I'll hold onto forever.
You had a heart full of hope and a spirit that
always leaned toward the light. No matter what
life threw your way, youchose to see the good.

Your positivity was a quiet strength that lifted
everyone around you, including me. You lived life
with such joy and freedom; it was as if the world
opened its arms to you. You chased what made
you happy, and somehow, everything you
wished for found its way to you. Watching you
live so fully was truly inspiring. | deeply admired
the way you carried yourself, with such
confidence and unwavering belief in who you
were. You never doubted your worth, and that
self-assurance was something | looked up to
more than you ever knew. You were always soin
tunewithme, sopresent, soaware.

You could sense when something was wrong,
even before | said aword. Whenever | was feeling
low, you'd show up with your warm smile, a silly
joke, or just your quiet presence, and somehow,
everything felt lighter. It meant the world to
know someone saw me that clearly and cared
thatdeeply.

Just a few days before you passed, | was feeling
overwhelmed, tired, anxious, and weighed down



by the pressure of my upcoming paper. | told youhow
| felt, and without hesitation, you stopped studying,
walked into my room, and started tickling me, to
make me laugh. In that simple, silly moment, you
reminded me of the joy in life and how deeply you
cared.

You had such a calm, peaceful spirit, and even when
you upset me, you always found the most
unexpected and touching ways to say sorry.
Whether it was through a funny gesture, a sweet
message, or just sitting quietly beside me, you
always knew how to make things right and somehow
make me smile throughitall.

You were always so generous, always thinking of me
in the smallest, sweetest ways. | still remember how
you'd surprise me with little gifts from Shein and
AliExpress especially those cute stickers and phone
casesyouknewlloved.

It wasn't about the things themselves, but the love
behind them. You made me feel seen, remembered,
and cherished. The last gift you gave me whichwas a
silver heart-shaped necklace means more to me
than words can say. | will cherish it always, and wear it
close tomy heart as areminder of your love and your
thoughtfulness

I miss you somuch, Johnny.

I miss you every single day, and deep down, | know
youmiss me too. limagine you can't wait to tellmeall
about what it's like on the other side. | wonder what
it's like for you. Are you really walking on streets of
gold? Do you have a mansion in heaven? Have you
seen Grandma? What kind of food do you eat there?
Are you singing with the angels? There's so much |
want to know. It hurts so much knowing | won't hear

your voice againuntilwe meet on the other side.

You were so full of life. | loved dropping you off at
school and picking you up. | loved running our little
lollipop business together. | loved making YouTube
videos with you. I'll miss how you always took so
many pictures of me. | loved painting with you,
making tie-dye shirts, watching Marvel movies, and
goingtothe cinemawheneveranew one came out.

[loved laughing with you at all those comedy shows.
I miss your laughter so much. | loved
singing with you, baking Christmas
cakes and apple pies, and talking
about family drama. | just loved
spending time withyou.

It's so hard to believe you're gone. |
feel empty. | feel so sad. All | have
now are the memories but I'm so
grateful for them. Thankful that|got
to experience a bond so beautiful.
You were amazing, Johnny. The best
brother anyone could ever ask for.
Youwere my blessing. Living therest
of my life without you feels | 2%
impossible, but | promise to live for th
you. |

| promise to bring to life all the
businesses you dreamed of. |
promise to become successful for
you. | promise to tell the world about
your art. | promise to carry your
legacy with pride. [ love you so much,
my Johnny. | will make you proud.
Keep cheering me on from heaven.
Ask God for all the things | wish for
just like you used to ask Mum and
Dadforme.

18 May willalways be my heartbreak anniversary.
Loveyou, my Legend.
Goodnight, mysoulmate.

Rest welltillwe meetagainonthe other side.

Rhee

Commemorative Service for the Life of John Carpus Nana Kwaku Ampofo | 37



38 | Commemorative Service for the Life of John Carpus Nana Kwaku Ampofo




Commemorative Service for the Life of John Carpus Nana Kwaku Ampofo | 39




40 | Commemorative Service for the Life of John Carpus Nana Kwaku Ampofo




From a Grieving Grandmother

Grandma Janet

“Yennnipammankye hakoraa.
Yesenrekdsos&sunsuma.
Yensusumarewarea.
Yahunos&aderesa”

Presby HymnBook 770v1
Itis very difficult towriteatribute about you, my grandson.

Ao, what a shock it was when your uncle, Bishop Kwasi
Ampofo, came to the house early Monday morning to
informme of your suddendeparture to heaven.

Johnny, you were the 10th among the grandchildren, and
you would always respond cheerfully, “Yiw Grandma,” to
any questionlasked.

You were a quiet and reserved young man—perhaps a
little shy around me—but we often chatted on WhatsApp,
where you would share with me updates about your
schoolprograms.

We mostly spoke Twi, and | fondly remember the beautiful
tribute you paid to me, Grandma Janet, during my 80th
birthday celebration. It was such aprecious moment.

As | was asking the Lord why He took you so soon, He
gently saidtome:

“Be rest assured, your Johnny is in my hands now. | have
sent angels to meet him and take him to his final resting
place, whererealpeace andeverlasting life awaits.”

Johnny, may the Good Lord hold you in His safe keeping -
till we meet again.
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Johnny, My Godson, My Joy

With Love From Your Godmother
Aunty Catherine

Nothing warms my heart more than reading a note
from Johnny on my birthday, Mother's Day, or any
other occasion where he would sign off with “your
godson.” At that moment, if | could buy the entire
world for him, lwould.

Iwould sitonmy bed, stare at his message with abig
smile, and simply imagine those words coming
from his pure heart, whispered through his soft-
spoken voice. I've always felt incredibly proud to be
Johnny'sgodmother.

From the moment youwerebornuntiltheveryend,
youwere ashining star. You made us all soincredibly
proudevery single year of your life. Youwere apolite
and confident young man who never allowed
anyone to put you down. You were such a joy to be
around, always cracking funny jokes to lighten the
mood.

Some people here would know the famous
Oboshie joke. Your mom would share all your little
gossip with me, and we would both laugh and say,
“Eiii Johnny.” | remember how you would always
comment on my dressing, making sure | was on
pointbeforelwentuptosinginthechoir.

| cherished those very personal comments from
youbecause they made me feel specialand loved by
my godson. llove youtoo, Johnny.

| also enjoyed listening to you sing whenever | heard
you. You loved worshipping God. Now, you have the
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perfect opportunity to worship your God with a
pure heart and face to face with him. You fought
bravely through all the challenges in your life and
kept your faith in our Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ,
aboveallelse. That's veryimportant.

On the afternoon of Sunday, 18 May, you shocked
us with your sudden departure. It was completely
unexpected because you weren't sick or anything
like that. All | knew was that my godson, who had
made me so proud with his O-level results, was
going to do even better with his A-levels. | had no
idea that | only had 19 years of my sweet godson. |
am so proud ofyou, Johnny.

Since we can't explain your departure, we would
rather find comfort in the Holy Scriptures, knowing
that our fatherinheavenhasallunder his control.

Psalms 116:15 NLT- “The Lord cares deeply when
hislovedonesdie.”

Dear Johnny, if youlook downand see us crying, it's
not because we didn't recognize your special
qualities or appreciate the time we spent with you.
In fact, we're simply expressing our deep sadness
andthe profound miss we have foryoualready.

But look at how we're all adorned in white and blue,
celebrating you and sharing cherished memories of
you. This should tellyouhow muchyou'relovedand
cherished. We're grateful to God for enriching our
lives with you. We truly enjoyed your company. Our
memories of you arefilled with sweetness.

Rest well, my dear godson, until we meet again in
glory.



With Love irom Johnny’s Uncles and Aunties

Uncle Felix Asante and Aunty Naa Odey
Asante

/?1 ™

13th April 2025
Johnny: “Hello Aunty Naa, so sorry for thelateresponse,

Mummy had an event in the house today, and | was
helping serve, andit really escaped me. Sorry once more.
Please, sinceit's late, would tomorrow be okay?”

Naa: “Yes, please tomorrow anytime after 3pm”

Johnny: “Noted, yesplease”

14th April 2025
Johnny: “Hello“

Naa: “Canlcallnow?”
Johnny: “Yesplease ”
Naa: “Okgreat. Calling!”

He hadplans.

We spoke notlongago—justamonth past.

He was excited, thoughtful, choosing his pathwith care.
And we were meant to meet again, over lunch, to dream
aloud about his recital, his book launch, his future. | had

found my writing pal, my dreaming mate. | dreamt about
the books we wouldwrite together.

I had fantasised about his poetry book debut. The book
that would carry his voice outinto the world.

At 18, he held within him a light, a universe of words,
weaving poetry with the grace of someone who saw the
world differently not just as it was, but as it could be —
another Shakespeare? Or Chaucer?

Now, that light has dimmed-but it burns fiercely in every
poemheleft behind.

Hehadplans,

For the university that awaited his bright mind, He
couldn't wait to enter the Legon that everybody alluded
to in the conversations. You promised to spend more
time with Uncle Felixwhenyougotthere.

Uncle Felix had dreams for you as well. He was waiting,
anticipating your matriculation. He said he had to ensure
you got a good hostel and had a good time settling in.
Afterallyouwerethelastbaby.

Butfate hadotherplans
Ourfamily is devastated.
His parents,inconsolable.
His siblings, broken.

His cousins, shocked

His friends, lost.

And I... | still catch myself waiting for a message, still
holdingontotheideathatthisisn'treal.

Butthroughthis grief, I stillbelieve:
Godisincontrol. Eveninthis storm.

Isaiah 4:6 — “ For a place of refuge a shelter from the
storm”

Psalm 93:4 “Mightier than the waves of the sea. The Lord
onhighismighty”

Poem: TheDay Johnny Died

It was a rainy day—

not the gentle kind,

but torrents, as if the sky itself had broken
beneath the weight of what it knew.
Clouds gathered not for weather,

but to mourn.

A storm, because he was leaving us.
The trees stood silent,
drenched in disbelief.

And|, | was on a bus to Tadi

That's where | was when we last spoke

But this time

| could not speak. Not because the rain gave me a hefty
beating but because | dared to ask why Lord?

It's not true you know | chuckled
I will get news in the morrow
How could this be?

He was just here.

Laughing, dreaming, planning.
So much left undone.
So many pages left unwritten.

It's today and the rain has stopped: but you are gone
| whisper a prayer—
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not of understanding,
but of surrender.

Because now the news has broken,
And we have all now awoken
God was stillin control.

And maybe, just maybe,
He needed a poet in heaven.

A Tribute to My Beloved Johnny
Aileen and Maxwell Abbey

Sunday, 18 May 2025, is a day | will never forget. | had
just returned from church, feeling uplifted and
peaceful, when | decided to check my WhatsApp status
updates.

As | scrolled, | saw Johnny's pictures flooding David's
status—image after image of his vibrant smile,
accompanied by crying emojis. My heart skipped a
beat. Somethingwasn'tright. | picked up the phoneand
called Auntie Vera immediately. And then came the
words|never wantedtohear: “Johnnyisgone.”

Gone? No... it couldn't be. Not Johnny. Not the young
man so full of life. My Johnny... gone too soon. Far, far
toosoon.

Johnny was more than a nephew—he was like the son |
never had. There was a gentleness about him, a

kindness that wrapped around him like a warm blanket.
He carriedjoyinhis smileandlightinhis eyes.

Every time | visited, he welcomed me with open arms
and a heart wide open. He would sit with me, chat with
me, and laugh with me. He never made me feel like a
guest. He made me feel like family. His presence was
truly a gift. Johnny had a way of making you feel seen,
heard, and loved. He paid attention to the little things,
always asking if | had eaten, if | was comfortable, if there
wasanythinglneeded. It's those small, tender moments
Iwillmiss the most.

Now | ask myself—who will be there to share those
simple joys with me when |l visit? Who willmeet me at the
door with that radiant smile and warm embrace? The
silence you've left behind is deafening, Johnny. The
spaceyouoncefilledfeels unbearably empty.

We wereall so proud of you. We watched as youmatured,
facing your studies with determination and grace. We
were counting down the days to your graduation. We
were eagerly waiting for your trip to the U.S.; already
planning the places we would take you, and the
memories we would create. But those dreams have now
become echoes of what could have been.

Still, even in sorrow, | find comfort in the hope that you
are resting in the arms of your Heavenly Father. That
your beautiful soul is at peace, free from pain, baskingin
the glory of your Maker. That hope is the only balm for
this grief. Johnny, my dear, you will never be forgotten.
You have left fingerprints on our hearts that time cannot
erase. | pray that one day, we will meet again, where
therearenogoodbyes, nosorrow, noparting.

Until that day comes, rest well in the eternal peace of
God.

Youare deeplyloved. Youare profoundly missed.
Farewell, Johnny!
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To My Johnny
Aunty Vera and Uncle Lamar Hall

The news of your early departure really shocked us on
Sunday afternoon, 18 May 2025. Your time with us was far
too short. We were preparing to celebrate your graduation
this June, not a celebration of your life.

Ithurtstoknow thatyouare gone, andto be writinga tribute
instead, because you had such a promising future. But God
needed you for your next assignment—to join the angelic
choirinheaven, singing praises to the Almighty for eternity.

“My Johnny" is what | called you, because you were one of
my favourite nephews. | will always remember you as
vibrant, brave, intelligent, and charming, with that cool, big
smile.

“Eiiii... Aunty Vera"—that's what you would have said right
after hearingthis.lamat peace knowing that you areresting
well in heaven, until we meet again someday. | will miss you
so much, My Johnny. Gone too soon, but forever in our
hearts. Heaven has gained an angel—John Carpus Nana
Kwaku Ampofo.

Nanteyie...dayie...restwell, nephew.

Uncle Charles Asante
Dear Johnny,

| am lost for words today as we bid you farewell on your
sudden demise. | had not seen you for some time, and | was
hoping to see youin December for Kendrick's birthday, but |
missed you. | was happy to see you at Grandma's funeral;
youhad grownsofast.

You were such an adorable nephew. The news of your
demise shocked me so much, andit was hardto believe. The
plans of manare many, but Godis the ultimate.

| know you are in heaven, where there is no sorrow. Rest in
perfect peacetillwe meetagain.



Aunty Evelyn Oye Asante

Isaiah 57:1- “The righteous man perishes, and no one lays
it to heart; devout men are taken away, while no one
understands. For the righteous man is taken away from
calamity”

Johnny, today your body is before us, and our hearts are
heavy with sorrow. You were very lovely, intelligent and
fullof fun.

During Grandma's funeral, you insisted on taking a
picture with me on my phone; little did | know that would
bethelastpicturewithyou.

It has pleased God to call you at this young age, even
thoughitis difficult to comprehend, God knows best. As
Christians, we have hope in the fact that we will see you
again.

RestwellinHeaven Johnny, tillwe meet again.

Tribute to John-Carpus
Uncle Eugene Asante

John will always be remembered for his kind heart. You
wererespectfulandloving tousall. Your passing shocked
us all but we are reminded of the joy you brought to the
family. Though we are heartbroken; we celebrate your
resilienceandstrength.

We celebrate the young man that you had become. We
celebrate your work and your passions, your music and
literature.

Restinpeace John.

Bishop Kwasi Ampofo And Dr. Mrs. Evelyn
Ampofo

2 Corinthians 5:1, 6-8 (KJV)

“For we know that if our earthly house of this tabernacle
were dissolved, we have a building of God, an house not
made with hands, eternal in the heavens.Therefore we are
always confident, knowing that, whilst we are at home in
the body, we are absent from the Lord: (For we walk by
faith, not by sight:) We are confident, I say, and willing rather
to be absent from the body, and to be present with the
Lord.”

Johnny, we shall miss you. Your time here was short, but
despite that, you made a big impact on many lives, with
your soft-spokenness, your wit, and your sense of
humour.

We were looking forward to seeing you tick off the various
landmark stages of life, but alas, you departed when barely
athird of that journey was done. It was, indeed, a short life
your Maker had designed for you.

Yet we believe the Scripture is true, and we are confident
that you are now joyfully with your Saviour and Master,
Jesus. You can now respond to the heavenly roll call,
saying, “PresentinHeaven, absentontheearth.”

To my dear Nephew Johnny
Uncle Young

Itis sad for me to quote this old Englishritual againin less
thantwoandahalfyears...

“Death s a subject that admits no levity when mentioned
by mortals because the young may die, the old must die,
andthe wisest knowest not howsoon.”.

When | received the call from Kwame that evening, | let
out a hushed moan and sobbed. My Johnny! He was the
most loving of allmy nephews and | have mentioned time
and again to his parents, how much promise he held. He
was kind. He was peace-loving and always had a kind
word to give. He was helpful and ever willing to supportin
spite of anything. | promised my children a few months
ago that | wouldn't grieve anymore, but Johnny, you
mademecry.

At this crossroads, | want the pain to subside for your
mother, father, siblings, the family, and even for me.

“And now to you the living, | say: Be ye also ready; for in
such an hour as ye think not, the son of man cometh.
Blessedare the dead who diein the Lord, even so saith the
spirit, for they rest fromtheirlabours.”

Johnny, may the Angels and all the Martyrs welcome you
intoparadise.

Johnny, Dayie.

Johnny, Kafrawai.

Aunty Yaa

My dearest son, though your absence is a constant ache
in my heart, | am eternally grateful for the years we had
together. Your smile, your laugh and your gentle spirit will
forever be etched in my memory. You were a bright light
and |l willalways cherish the love and laughter we shared.

Though you may be gone, your memory lives on in our
hearts.
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Uncle Gottfried, Aunty Anita,
Jayden and Jesse

{ \ II‘I [

\ 1)

Johnny,

It has beendifficult writing a tribute today. Heaven
is abeautiful place because they have suchagood
and a soft-spoken boy. The sorrow we felt when
we heard of your demise has been replaced by a
suddenjoybecause we knowyouareinheaven.

Jayden and Jesse have lost a caring and loving
cousin because they have not forgotten how you
made them feel the first time they visited you in
Accra.

Jayden said mummy | won't cry again because
Johnny has wings now. Rest well, Johnny, and
always use your soft voice tointercedeforus...

Johnny, my Pageboy!
Bishop Isaac Ssali

Isaiah 57:1 (NLT)

“Goodpeople passaway;

the godly often die before their time.

Butnoone seems to care or wonder why.
Nooneseemstounderstand

that Godis protecting them from the eviltocome.”

| got to know Johnny when he was still a toddler, between
the ages of 2 and 5 years. Even though | was much older
than him, he considered me his friend, and lhad no option
but to also consider him my young friend. Funny as it may
sound, he used to share nice baby stories with me, sing
Barney's songs to me, dance around, and sometimes
promise to bring me his Teletubbies DVDs, which he
actually did.

When he was in K church, he would drop off from his
Mum's car and rush to my office; the tithe office, and
boldly declare that he wanted me to walk him to church. |
was always happy to walk him across the Adelaide chapel
courtyard all the way to his church. Sometimes, he would
wait for me to pick himup from church.
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When his older siblings took him to church, he would tell
them that he wanted to come to my office. That was our
bond. With his lunch box, he would come and
have lunch at my office. When his mum realized
how close we were, she decided to bring plastic
chair from home. Believe it or not, Johnny would
happily sit on that chair, which could fit under my
table, and have his lunch without interruptions
under my watch.

There were times when his mum could not pick
him up from school, and | would willingly and
happily volunteer to pick him up. As for Johnny,
all his siblings knew that once it was my car, there
was no contention about who would sit in the
front because that was Johnny's permanent
seat.

While other parents were waiting to pick their
children up from the gate, | would go all the way
to his class to pick up my Johnny. When it was
time for my wedding, according to Johnny, it was
our wedding - how could | leave out my buddy?
Your guess is as good as mine. Johnny was my pageboy!!
Looking back, | now know that God brought you into my
life to teachme about parenting, which lam stilllearning.

Our relationship continued to grow as | watched Johnny
grow from infancy to adulthood. When God blessed me
with my children, Johnny was the uncle to them. Johnny
was very affable, even though he was much younger than
me.

There was something unique about him; he would reason
like an adult and sustain a conversation with any adult. |
know you'reinagood place, but my pageboy, “lammissing
youl”isanunderstatement.

| don't want to recount my experiences when | found out
you had gone to be with the Lord; | choose to remember
the good times we had together. You will forever be loved
and missed.



A Tribute to “My Johnny"”
Aunty Benny

"The best and most beautiful things in the world cannot
be seen or even touched — they must be felt with the
heart."—HelenKeller

Physically, you may no longer be seen or touched, but
your memory and the impact of your life will forever live
oninourhearts.

Whenever your mum and | spoke or messaged, it was
always, “How is everyone?” and “How is my Johnny?” My
Johnny — this is such a heavy blow. | still can't believe
you'rereallygone.

Writing this tribute is the hardest thing I've ever had to
do. You had your whole life ahead of you — or so we
thought. But Godknowsbest.

Your gentle voice, your warm hugs, your boundless love
— they are etched into my heart and will be deeply
missed.

Your famous fried yam and sardines, always lovingly
prepared and beautifully served, will never be forgotten.
It's hard to accept that our chats on what | should get for
you — the ones that always made your mum just a little
jealous—have cometoanend.

I've read and reread our messages. Thelast one you sent
ended with a red heart. That heart now carries more
meaning thanever before.

Romans 14:8 says:

“If we live, we live for the Lord; and if we die, we die for the
Lord. So then, whether we live or die, we belong to the
Lord.”

Because we belong to the Lord, | hold on to the promise
thatwe shallmeetagainattheresurrection.
Untilthen, rest peacefullyinthe bosomofthe Lord.

Tillwe meetagain, my Johnny —
Faretheewell

A Tribute to Johnny, my twin Oboshie

v

Aunty Lauretta

Johnny was alightin our lives —radiant, joyful, and full of
love. At just 19 years old, he left an imprint that most
people take alifetime to make. He was a deeply lovingand
caring soul, whose heart stretched wide enough to
embrace everyone around him.

He had the unmistakable spirit of a sanguine — always
cheerful, always bubbling with energy, always ready to
make others laugh. His presence could brighten a room,
lift a heavy heart, or turn an ordinary moment into a
memory.

If you were sad, Johnny would find a way to make you
smile. If you were happy, he'd celebrate with you as if it
were his ownjoy. He carried the rare gift of making people
feelseen, heard, andloved.

But more than anything, Johnny loved God. His faith was
not just in the things he said, but in how he lived — with
gratitude for the pastandtrustin God for the future.

Even his final words to the world — “We look back and
thank God. We look forward and we trust God” — is a
testimony to the kind of soul he was: anchored in hope,
guided by faith.

Though his time with us was short, the impact of his life is
eternal. | can practically hear his voice saying hello to me
anytime | went to their house (“Aunty Lauretta, good
afternoon!”).

I miss him more than words can express, but we take
comfort in knowing that he is in the presence of the One
heloved most—his God.

Johnny you will forever be our joy, our sunshine, and our

beautiful reminder of God's grace. | love you endlessly my
Johnny, my twin Oboshie.

Aunty Monica
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My dear Johnny, writing this tribute has been one of the
most difficult things |have had todo.

| just can't seem to string my thoughts together to write
abefitting tribute to your memory. Rather, lkeep sighing
deeply and whisperingtomyself“Oh Johnny ".
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Oh Johnny, my happy, caring, respectful, peoples’
person, and proud member of my cake fan club, why...

Did you have to leave us so suddenly at this time? You
were so full of promise and had many wonderful
dreams and aspirations for the future. | do not doubt
that you would have achieved them all by the grace of
God, given your determination and good attitude, but
alas...

| have a thousand and one questions running through
my mind, and even though | do not have any answers, |
have hope.

I have hope that you are in a better place, | have hope
that your good works shall follow you; | have hope that
we shallmeetagain

Untilthen, restwellmydear Johnny.

Godbe withyoutillwe meetagain

Frank, Louisa, Debie-Ann and
Caleb Gaisie

Psalm 116:15 KJV “Preciousin the sight ofthe LORD is
the death of his saints.”

We gather to mourn Johnny and to honour and
celebrate his beautiful impactful life. We cherish the
wonderful times we spent with Johnny and family

during our visit to Ghana. You brought colour to our
timestogether.

Those precious memories - from looking out for your
older siblings to ensuring they were always okay - will
forever be in our hearts. Debbie-Ann and Caleb fondly
recall the joyful moments you all shared together, even
callingyou “ourlittle annoying brother” with affection.

Your singing and incredible sense of humour brought so
much light into our lives. It feels unimaginable that
you're no longer with us, but we find comfort in knowing
that your laughter continues to echo through our lives.
We love you, special one, and for the moments you
made uslaughuntilwe cried.

Goodbye, Johnny. Our hearts ache deeply, but our
smiles remain because you taught us the true meaning
of joy. In the midst of trials, we can have the joy of the
Lord.

Your sense of humour — sharp and always perfectly
timed — lit up every room. Whether it was your clever
comebacks or the way you could turn even the darkest
day into a reason to smile, you had a rare and precious
gift. You made us laugh until we cried, and now we cry
because you're gone. You were more than just funny —
you were kind, thoughtful, and always there when
someone needed cheeringup.

Rest in peace, dear Johnny, until we meet again. Keep
singinginheaven!

Aunty Maggie

There are some people who walk into your life and leave
footprints on your heart that time can never erase.
Johnnywas one ofthoserare souls.

Atjust 19, Johnny had a way of making everyone around
him feel special, loved, and remembered. | will forever
cherish the way he would light up and call me "Auntie
Maggie" - not just once, but ten times in a minute, each
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time with the same genuine warmth and affection.
Those moments, which might have seemed ordinary
then, now feel like precious gems | get to hold onto
forever.

Through Johnny, | was blessed to meet and grow close
to his wonderful mother and siblings. What | discovered
was that Johnny's beautiful spirit wasn't an accident - it
was nurtured by a family full of love. The bond we've all
formed through our love for Johnny is something | will
treasure always. Thank you for sharing your beautiful
motherwithme.

My Johnny, thank you for calling me "Auntie Maggie"
with suchjoy, and sharingyour beautifulheart with me.

Youwillneverbe gonefrommyheart.

Untilwe meetagain, restin peace my Johnny.




zealously
affected
always’
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For Johnny - The Cousin Who Made Family Fun

Samantha Abbey

This is probably the hardest thing I've ever had to do.
This is the first tribute I've ever written, and | never
imagined it would be for you, Johnny. You're only 19.
We're the same age, just five months apart. And now,
you're gone. Weeks have passed, and it still doesn't feel
real. | sit here flooded with memories, trying to find the
words to capture what your life meant, but nothing feels
like enough. How do you begin to write about someone
who still feels soaliveinyourheart?

There are so many memories and words that flood my
mind when | think about your life, Johnny. So much joy
and laughter, so much light. You're gone, and even now, |
stillcan't believeit.ldon'teven knowifl can find theright
words to explain what your life meant to me, what your
absence now feels like. You were 19. We were supposed
tohave decadesaheadofus.

We live our lives hoping for long years, milestones, and
shared celebrations. We assume we'll have time. We call
it the circle of life. We tell ourselves death comes when
we are old, when we've done it all. But no one prepares
you for losing someone so young. No one tells you how
to carry the weight of unexpected loss, especially when
that someone is part of you, your family, your
generation, your mirror. Johnny, why did you have to
leavesosoon?

| remember when my mother told me the news that
Sunday. | stood frozen. Her voice became a blur. | sat in
my room replaying every memory, trying to grasp the
impossible, that Iwould never see you again.

Johnny, | pray you are looking down on us now, smiling
with peace we can't yet feel. | keep asking, why did you
have to leave so soon? There's now a gap between me

and the other cousins in our family, a space only you
filled. With all of us cousins spread out around the world,
you and | were the close ones. Evenliving in two different
countries, eight hours apart on a flight, we stayed
connected. That's rare. That's special. That's
somethingl'llnever take for granted.

We didn't get to share all our childhood together in
person, but the memories we did make transcend any
distance. They live inside me now. | remember when you
cametotheU.S. and Auntie Veratook Steffanie, you, and
| shopping, and you chose a Build-A-Bear. | remember
seeing you every morning before school in Ghana in
2018, sitting together eating breakfast, waiting for you
to get home so we could talk and laugh and be cousins. |
remembered the candy and snacks we ate in the family
roomwhile playing cards.

| remembered church, where | sang in the choir and you
worked with the media team, and how we'd eat together
afterward in the church's restaurant. | remember the
time in Cape Coast, the first time | ever ate garden egg
stew, sitting with you, just being together. Everythingin
the world was good. And maybe back then, it was.

Johnny, we usedto call ourselves twins because we were
just five months apart. And we felt like twins too, texting,
teasing each other, laughing. | remember you getting
annoyed when | didn't text back quickly, and | wish I had. |
wish | had said yes when you asked me to watch that
Descendants prequel. You loved that movie so much,
and now |'d give anything to watch it with you one more
time. The second time | came to Ghana | cried when it
was time to go back to America, not just because | was
leaving Ghana, but because Iwasleaving you.

Iremember the original cousins group chatand we allgot
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into the huge fight where everyone got so mad at us, and
weralliedtogetherand called ourselves “twins.”

Youmade melaughlike no oneelse. I stillhear your voice.
Icanhearyousaying “Ei” the way only you could.

You'd laugh at me trying to learn Twi and then tell me to
just speak English because | was “butchering it.” |
remember us just sitting in the guest room with Rhema,
quietly or laughing out loud on our phones. Just being
nearyouwas enough.

There was that nightin 2018 when you and David taught
me how to play that video game. | waited patiently for my
turn, and you fell asleep as | was playing. You were the
reason | was excited to go back to Ghana. Every time |
visited, | waited eagerly for you to finish school so we
couldhangout.

Thelast time |l visited Ghana; | had noidea it would be our
last time meeting. | begged for us to go visit Grandma
Janet together and thank God we did. We pounded fufu,
shared cocoa from the farm, and laughed until we fell
asleep in the living room because we were too scared to
sleep alone. Grandma woke us up in the morning and
sent us back to our rooms and now | wish she could wake
us up fromthis. Fromthis pain. From this reality.

You took pictures of me at the Lancaster pool. You went
painting with me. You didn't say it out loud, but | know
you were happy when Rhema and | made it last minute to
your award ceremony. I'll never forget your smile in the
crowd as you accepted your award. If | had known that
night would be the last time I'd see you in this life, |
would've hugged you tighter. | would've stayed in Ghana
aweeklonger.

Most of our time together was in the kitchen, making
pancakes, baking cakes, frying indomie, sharing TikToks
and videos on our phones. We would laughing in the car
whilstriding to churchand visiting friends.

| never got to see you sing on stage, but | remember

sitting in the kitchen and hearing your voice from
upstairs, always singing your heart out. You had a voice
that reached beyond rooms, now it reaches into my
heartandechoesinthesilence.

| still wake up in a panic. | still forget for a moment that
you're gone. | still imagine you're at school in Ghana,
waiting for the next break, the next vacation, the next
hug. Every time I goback, I'llbe searching for you. And I'll
be crushed all over again when | remember you're not
there.

We used to dream about what our weddings would look
like. That of all other cousins as welland what they'd look
like. Now | have to imagine that day without you, and it
doesn't seem real. It doesn't seem fair. We would talk
about our dreams, the cities we'd visit together. You
wanted to travel, Johnny. You wanted to study in
America and go to school in California. You dreamed of
school in America. You wanted to visit New York, D.C.,
and L.A. To know those dreams won't come true breaks
my heart in ways | can't explain. Johnny, you are forever
19. You took a piece of me with you, and I'll carry your
memory with me every day | walk this earth. | see your
facein my mind. | hear your voice inmy dreams. | thought
of you today. | thought of you yesterday. And I'll think of
youtomorrow, and the next day, and the next.

When we said goodbye at the airport, | thought I'd see
you again. | really believed that. | held onto that hope. |
smiled for the photos we took, never knowing those
would be the last. | wished you a happy birthday and
hoped for many more birthdays. | thought we had time.
Nobody teaches you how to grieve someone so young.
Nobody tells you how to understand death when it
knocks too early, when it's so unfair it takes your breath
away. Butlholdontothetruththat Godknows.

That even when we don't, He sees the bigger picture.
And somehow, in our confusionand heartbreak, He's still
here.He's holding us, hearing our cries, and walking with
usthroughthisvalley.

Oh Johnny, my heart aches in ways | can't explain. What
I've lost can never be replaced, but your memory, your
laughter, your love... they stay with me forever. Even in
my grief, [know this: God knows. Evenin the painwe can't
understand, God sees. He holds. He hears. He is near the
broken hearted. Johnny, rest well in eternity. You will
never be forgotten. You will never stop being missed.
Forever 19. Foreverloved.

“He will wipe every tear from their eyes. There will be no
more death or mourning or crying or pain, for the old
orderofthings has passedaway.” Revelation 21:4

Ken Asante

Johnny was a generous, creatively talented and affable
person. His perspective, curiosity and infectious warm
personality always amazed me. One interesting thing |
noticed about Johnny as he grew up, was his laser focus
and the clarity he had on what he wanted to do. He was
quite ambitious.

Johnny will never hesitate to ask me all his questions
until he was comfortable. | always made sure to answer
all his questions and we will always find something to
laugh about in our conversations. | will miss Johnny's
warm smile any time | pledge support to his perspective
orsharedacommoninterest.

My fondest memory of Johnny was his love for his older
brother David and sister Rhema. Growing up David and
Johnny were inseparable, and he will always hold his big
brother's hand wherever they went. David took pride in
explaining things to Johnny any time he asked his
questionsfromaveryyoungage.

lalso admired how much heloved and supported Rhema,
and their inseparable bond with Grandma Mary. Rhema
showed support for Johnny's creative pursuits. She was
oneofhisbiggestfansandstudy partner.

Johnny's free spirit was a joy to watch, whether he was
mimicking an accent (very accurately), talking about his
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future ambition or why he didn't agree with an opinion of
his older siblings.

Johnny'sdeathhasbrokenmy heart.

Our last conversation was about how much he was
looking forward to starting a career in accounting and
how he will eventually look to manage his own hours
efficiently to limit excess late nights. | was looking
forward to mentor him to navigate this world of work to
create hisownimpact.

I will miss Johnny's warm smile, his kindness, soft
mannered natureanddrive.

Rest in peace awesome Johnny. You will remain in our
hearts forever. Though your time with us was far too
short, thelight youbroughtinto our lives willnever fade.

Adelaide Asante

Johnny was always full of smiles and cheerful whenever |
visited. He would playfully accuse me of not checking up
on him enough, and my response was always, “I'll do
better.” During one of our chats, he saved his number on
my phone simply as “Johnny”

Visits home often felt like an interrogation, as Johnny's

curiosity knew no bounds. He loved asking me all sorts of
questions, and | vividly recall Grandma Mary chiding him -
“Johnny wo ha Adelaide,” to which he shyly and softly
replied, “Oh Grandma, ljust want to know.”

The last time we met, | gave you a ride, and you shared
your excitement about finishing your A Levels soon and
starting university. You spoke of your dream to one day
own multiple businesses whenyoubeganworking.

| promised you that once your exams were over, | would
give you a call so we could have lunch together, as | had
vowed to be a better big sister to you. Sadly, we won't
have that lunch date on this side of the world, but | look
forward to the day we meetin heaven, where we can have
evenmore glorious datesand spend eternity together.

Today, as we gather, we celebrate your life- alife, though
short, lived to its fullest. Although you are no longer with
us, you will remain forever in our hearts and cherished in
our memories. Rest peacefully in the bosom of the Lord

Abena and Ewurasi Asante

Johnny, the one who never backs out of an argument.
Johnny made sureto share his thoughtsonissuesdearto
hisheart.

O what a sweet soul we had the privilege to call our
cousin. He was calm, kind, warm and fun to be around.
Thisis the Johnny we willalways cherishin our hearts.

We never got the chance to say this, but here we go!
Johnny, we were proud of you. Auntie Naa couldn't stop
praising your beautiful poems. We were looking forward
to the great pieces. We know the world was about to be
amazed by them. We thank God for that.

We mourn the loss of everything you were going to be.
Forging your own path among the cousins and smashing
it. Nolonger the baby of the group, but our accomplished
cousin.
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Evenin this difficult time, we thank God for the privilege
of knowing you, your smile and your individuality. God
gave us 19 years with you, though short, we are grateful
to have known you. We are grateful to call you, our
cousin. Knowing you're in perfect bliss at God's side,
matching God's smile, comforts us.

Goodbye Johnny. Continue to rest in perfect peace
Johnny.

In Loving Memory of our dear cousin
Johnny
Raymond, Linus and Hilda




Isaiah 55:8-9 “For My thoughts are not your thoughts,
nor are your ways My ways, says the Lord. For as the
heavens are higher than the earth, so are My ways higher
thanyourways, and My thoughts than your thoughts.”

Wow, Johnny, the news of your passing came as a
complete surprise to us. Although we didn't grow up
side by side or share everyday moments, the news of
your passing still hit with a weight we didn't expect
because family, no matter the distance or the frequency
of connection, isalwaysapart ofus.

We are happy and grateful to have spent quality time
with you and your family during our visit to Ghana and
your visit to us in the US. We vividly remember the times
we shared. Your smile, your giggles, your spirit, and your
youth. The kind of energy that reminds us of life's
beginning, of all the potential the world holds for
someonejuststartingout.

You were smart, sweet, funny, family-oriented, driven,
and continued to pursue your dreams. It hurts to think
that your story ended so soon. It's aloss felt not only by
those closest to you, but also by the extended branches

of our family tree, people like us, who may have watched
fromafar but stillheld prideinwho youwere becoming.
We may not have known every detail of your life, but we
know you held many passions, dreams, and aspirations.
Life was just beginning for you. Your absence is leaving a
quietspaceinmany hearts.

We know your life had meaning, and we believe that
meaning will live on in the people you touched, the
memories you leave behind, and the love that surrounds
you now. Johnny, you will be deeply missed, but you will
never be forgotten.

Your memory willlive oninour heartsandinthelives of all
those you touched. May you rest peacefully. Hug our
momand grandmaforusinHeaven.

Love Always

Vanessa, Nana Agyemang and Angelica Kyei

Johnny was a sweet little boy and grew up to be a
wonderfully kind and lovely young man. Anytime the
various families from the Ampofo clan congregated,
Johnnywas suretoleaveanamazingimpressiononusall.

From his love for Christ to his extensive knowledge of pop
culture and passion for music and singing, he made all the
cousins laugh and smile with his bubbly nature. His ability
tobeinclusive and make everyone feel welcomed was well
noticedand appreciated by us.

We love you, Johnny; you will be dearly missed by us all.
Your kind heart will live on in our memories and hearts
forever. It's absolutely devastating that we lost you so
young, but your personality has left a positive and
unwaveringmarkonusall.

Tillwe meetagain, restinperfect peace.

Johnny... Youwere soyoungandso full oflife. Youhad so
much potential ahead of you. We never got to know
whether you would follow in the footsteps of Rhema in
the Business School or join David in the Legal Fraternity.
Perhaps, youwould have charted anew pathaltogether.

One thing we're reminded of in this difficult time is that
death is no respecter of persons. It does not take into
consideration the life yet to be lived. We must make the
most ofevery momentwe have here onEarth, fornoone
knows whenthe bell will toll for them.

We saw you singing happily in the choir while you were
here. We certainly can't imagine the brightness of your
smile as you've joined Heaven's Glorious Voices Choir,
with God as youraudience.

Johnny, we shallmeet againonthe otherside. Untilthen,
keep onshining.

Steffanie Abbey

Never would | have thought that our family would be
preparingfor afuneralfor one of my cousins so soon.

Finally, after 6 years, | was able to make it to Ghana so |
could see my cousins. | had made plans to bake and have
alot of funwithyou, Johnny. Then, this unexpected news
changed the trajectory of this trip. | wondered if | should
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have tried harder to come earlier. | would have gotten to
seeyou, Johnny.

My heart breaks thinking about this. There was so much
more life that you should have experienced. Lord, have
mercy. However, we thank the Lord for the days that you
gottolive. Hmmm.Itis well. Thank you, Jesus, for the life
of Johnny. Gone so soon, butlprayyouarerestingeasy.

Untilwe meetagain, Johnny.

To our beloved Johnny
Winston Kwabena Benneh

| first met Johny at Grandpa George's Residence at Ritz,
where the whole family had cometo visit.

He immediately caught everybody's attention as he was
everywhere to the extent that Daddy and Mummy
wanted torestrict him, but his very good friend, Grandpa,
was always on his side, to be left alone and enjoy himself
while there. Since he was the youngest among his
siblings and very young at the time, he was always fun to
bewith.

We once again met at Kwawu Mpraeso as Part of their
regular visits to grandpa. Always bubbling and full of life.
What makes me remember Johny most was our recent
meeting at Grandma Mary's funeral. | intercepted him,
exchanged pleasantries and talked about his school
matters including what he was pursuing and what he
wanted to be, amongst others. Afterwards, we will shake
hands whenever he passed by, always giving a beaming
smile.

He had been very energetic and enjoyable to be with.
Hearing the shocking news of his sudden demise still
feels unreal. Even though it's very difficult to
comprehend this unexpected and untimely passing, we
can only comfort ourselves and trust the words of God
Almightyin Jeremiah 29:11. And we must trusthim.

Johnny, our friend and cousin, willalways continue tobein
ourheartsandmindsforever.

JohnnyRestin Perfect Peace!

To Honour My Beloved Cousin
Daniela and Henry Owusu

To honour our beloved cousin,we find ourselves
reflecting on the countless memories we shared—from
childhood adventures to more recent times. Though
distance was sometimes a barrier, the little time we had
with you was filled with laughter, understanding, and a
deep sense of connection.

Whenever Aunty Yaa came around, you always asked
how we were doing, and we truly appreciated that. Your
ability to light up any room with your smile and your
unwavering support during tough times will always be
cherished.

Though you may be gone, theimpact you had on me and
my brother will forever remain. You will be profoundly
missed but neverforgotten.

Restinperfect peace, Johnny.

Johnny, my darling friend!
Naa Yarkai

2 §

Johnny, my fellow last-born, dance partner, runaway
math student, business tycoon, and my darling friend.
I've struggled so much to write this tribute because all of
this still feels like a blur. We had so many plans and
conversations about the future: countless business
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ideas to make money, and even more outings to spend
themoneyearned.

You were so excited about university and life after A-
levels. You were almost there, soit's hard to accept that
this is the end of life's journey for you, and that we won't
gettobringourdreamstolife.

Our relationship started as an extension of Rhema's
friendship with me, but over time, you became my friend
too. | always looked forward to seeing you and spending
time with you whenever | came over, and I'm comforted
knowingyou felt the sameway.

Rhema told me you even asked if | was going to come and
stay over so we could study together for our exams the
day beforeyouleft.

You were so sweet and kind, always checking in and
making me laugh nonstop. Even when Rhema tried to
sack you when we were together, you'd say, “Rhema, |
didn'tcomeherebecause of you; | came for Naa Yarkai!”
Oh, Johnny, I willreally, really miss you.

I'll miss you spamming my phone with your selfies, no
matter how often | complained about my phone battery
or storage. You'd laugh and say you were blessing my
screenwithyour face, solshouldn't complain.

I'll miss you always trying to listen in on Rhema and I's
conversations and sneaking into our sleepovers with a
mattress from the guest room so that you could get the
latest gist about our lives. Thank you for always standing
by the truth, even when we were being completely
delusional.

I'll miss playing with you, Johnny. Whether it was acting
out a wedding, pillow fights, water fights, Temple Run, or
iMessage games, you were always so fun and
competitive and never accepted defeat without a
rematch.

I'll miss you always trying to convince me to buy



something, anything from one of your many businesses,
even after | showed you exactly where to get the items
cheaper.

I'll miss your head popping into Rhema's window and
asking, “Eii, are you people sure you are learning or just
chatting?” andthenimmediately joining the conversation
anyway"”.

Every time | was leaving the house and came to say bye-
bye, you'd always beg me not to go, to stay just a little
longer or at the very least, make me promise I'd come
backsoon.

Johnny, why didn't you say goodbye before leaving? |
would have also begged you to stay this time. It really
hurts that you've left. But | know that | will see you again,
and this time, our time together will be forever, by the
grace of God.

Untilthen, rest wellin eternity, my darling friend.
I'llmiss youforever.

David Nii Larte Lloyd Addico

Johnny was someone who truly knew how to live. He
loved capturing moments on video like he somehow
knew we'd need them one day. Now, those videos bring
comfort, showing us the joy, he carried and shared so
easily.

He never letanyone come between himand his happiness. He chose joy, protected his
peace, and always made others feel seen and appreciated. Being around him felt
warm, easy, andright. He had away of makinglife betterjust by beinginit.

Losing him hurts deeply. It doesn't feel fair. But even though he's no longer here, he
will never be forgotten. His smile, his laughter, and the love he gave so freely live onin
our hearts.

One versebrings some peace:

“The Lordis close tothe brokenheartedand saves those who are crushedin spirit.”
Psalm 34:18

He was a wonderful person. | miss him more than words can say. But | will carry him
with me always, andjust like the quote on his Instagram says, "We look back and thank
God, Welook forwardand trust God.”
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The Friend We Loved, The Brother We Lost.
To the Realest, Johnny

Kwadwo Owusu Boateng

Johnny and | shared a friendship that was as real as it gets,
marked by its ups and downs. In the earlier years, we went
through plenty of little arguments, disagreements, and
stretches of silence that could last for days. Somehow, we
always found our way back to each other. That was the kind
of bond we shared. As we grew older, those petty quarrels
faded away replaced by a deeper connection built on
mutualrespectandlove.

We matured, grew closer, and while we stilldisagreed from
time to time, it always came from a place of genuine care
and truth. We were two friends who weren't afraid to tell

“ viogsthatkeptusalle

thetruth, evenwhenithurt,because we wantedthe best
foreachother.

Over the years; I've learned so much from Johnny. He
taught me to always look for opportunity in every
situation;to spread love freely, and mostimportantly, to
ake“sure the people you-care about feel your love
deeplyand genuinely.

. To Johnny.s family,.my. heart gees.out te yeu.-Johnny

hahnelled his.energy into.
by starting a-YouTube
videos, and. creating-hilarious
értained. When we were nearing
graduatibn inForm 5, he'’came up with the idea to create
a'yearbook so that-the memories we made would stay
with us forever.”l had the honour of working on that
yearbook with him, and | loved every bit of it. He was truly
brilliantatanything he put hismindto.

rheanirgfu

Johnny was also a poet and a storyteller. He spent his
free time writing poems and movie scripts, developing
his personal brand - Evolve, and selling bracelets,
necklaces, andrings. Ifhe wasn't creating something, he
was probably online defending Olivia Rodrigo, his
favourite musician, on Twitter with unmatched passion.

Beyond all his talents and ambitions, what stood out
most about Johnny was his heart. He made sure, youfelt
his love, in the big and small ways. Whether it meant
going out of his way to get you something, sacrificing his
own share so you could have more or cheering you on
from the sidelines, Johnny never hesitated. Loving
others came naturally to him.
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as.a derful friend.and ‘an“incredible person,
ly~cher W@is\ed an_exceptional
¢ u _him;.you ve ‘gaihed-someone

- . -
‘be here.for you,just as_he was-always

~_thereforme.

Finally, to Johnny;.| never imagined-you'd-leave us-so
soon. It still. doesn't feel real. In just these past few
weeks, |'ve caught myself so many times about to text
you, forgetting foramoment that you're nolongerjusta
message away, but rather with the heavenly angels
smiling back at us. Your absence is heavy, and | miss you
more than words can say. We had a bond that was truly
special, and I'll always treasure it. There's still so much |
stillwant to share with you, but | take comfortin knowing
thatoneday I will.

In John 11:25-26, Jesus said, “/ am the resurrection and
the life. Whoever believes in me, though he die, yet shall
he live; and everyone who lives and believes in me shall
neverdie.”

| know you were a believer, and because of that, | hold on
to the promise that this is not the end. We will see you
again, and personally, whenthat day comes, lam goingto
give you the biggest hug ever because | wish | could, just
onemoretime.

Restin peace, mybrother.|love youdeeply and thank you
for sharing your life withme.



Karen

John, you weren't just a friend—you were like a brother
to me in every way that counted. You were such a big
part of my life and losing you has left a void | don't know
how tofill. Sometimes | stillhope I'llwake up and find out
this was all some bad dream—that you'll be there,
smilingand full of life like always.

But you're not. You're really gone. And everything feels
different now. You would always tell me about your
aspirations, all the goals and dreams you had. It breaks
my heart knowing you won't get the chance to make
themhappen.

But | promise you this: | won't let your dreams die with
you. I'llkeep them alive. I'll go after the things you cared
about, live the way you inspired me to live, and make
sure people remember your name, your story, and your
spirit.

That's how I'm going to honour you—by carrying your
light forward. You may be gone, but your life meant so

much, andI'llnever forget you.

Resteasy, John.I'llmissyoualways.

Logo

A piece of my heart is now a star in the sky. In every
shared memory, your light continues to shine. Gone
from my sight, but never from my heart... | miss you so
much, John. My heart is heavy, so heavy. | don't know
how it will feel on our birthday, knowing you aren't by my
side to cut our cake together. How will it feel to celebrate
ourbirthdayalone?

| never truly loved celebrating my birthday until you
cameinto my life, John. Every year, lknew | had notjusta
friend to celebrate with, but a loving brother who made
me appreciate that day so much. You, John, made every
birthday we celebrated together special, showing me
what love truly means. We planned to make our birthday
celebration bigger this year, so | could give you
something, anything, to show my appreciation. Where
areyounow? Whowouldlgiveitto?

| learned so much from you. You taught me that
happinessis essentialand helped melearn to love myself
and others whenllacked self-love. Thank you for making
my birthday our birthday, one of the most cherished
days in the years we spent together. It's hard to accept
that I now have to live only with the memories you left
behind. Your laughter echoes in my head so loudly that it
feelslikeyou'reright beside me.

It hurts to look at my wrist, and you know what | mean; |
will hold on tight to it forever, John. You were funny,
loving, caring—everything good | can think of. You were
a source of positive energy. The tears | shed show the
depth of my pain from missing you. Wherever you are,
restwell, bro.

| will always leave room for you on our dayj; it's still our
day. Youwere ablessing, and you blessed that day for me
s0, so much. Why did you have to go so soon?. | miss you
so much, John and | love you so much John. May your
soul rest in perfect peace, bro. Rest well. | love you so
much...bro.

Michael

From your very first day in Form 1, | always knew you as
someone full of joy, energy, and warmth. Your voice was
unmistakably loud and full of life, and your laughter could
easily be heard and recognised, even from another class.
It'shardtobelieve we won't hear eitheragain.

Although we weren't especially close, | always saw you as
one of the few people who truly gave our class its
spirit—someone who instantly became a key member of
our class over the years. Your presence added something
specialtoour class, somethingwe'llall feel the absence of.

I'm deeply saddened that you're gone, but | believe that
you're in a better place now. Rest in peace, Johnny. You'll
alwaysbeapartofourclassandinourhearts.
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Your favourite author
Enyimpa

“You’rereallygoodat writing bro, youcanuse that”

“I think | will, thanks for the advice btw. | might do an
online course cus ofit”

“Can’twait toreadyour first book”

This conversation just about sums up the kind of person
Johnny was—supportive, throughandthrough.

I had the privilege of calling John a friend for four years,
andlwouldn'ttrade that for anythingin the world.

Our first encounter was in French class, where he was
amiably going back and forth with Miss Moteye about
verb conjugations and how none of it made any sense.
He had a way of bringing life into any situation, and what
could have been a long, dreary two years of French
became one of my favourite classes to date.

I had the pleasure of working closely with Johnny during
the production of our Form 5 yearbook. Each time | sent
him a draft or shared ideas on how to better word a
message or speech, he always responded with such
supportive words and kind compliments. They weren't
grand gestures—but they made my day, every time.

It's theselittle things I'll miss the most about Johnny.The
encouragement, the attentiveness, the simple kindness
that made you feel seen and appreciated. His warmth
livedin the smallmoments, and those moments will stay
withme.

To me, John was a constant source of warmth and
exuberance. | could never stay down when he was
around—his infectious laughter always found a way to
lift me. Even during private study, when I'd be struggling
with a difficult concept, just one note of Johnny's singing
was enough to lull me into a sense of calm, helping me
clearmy mindandfocus.

| especially loved his bear hugs. Hugging Johnny was the
best remedy for any gloom | carried. He was always
willing—welcoming me with open arms, a gentle pat on
the back, and quiet, reassuring words that somehow
alwaysfeltjustright.

| usually pride myself on having emotional control, but
the nightfound out my close friend was no more, | wept.
| wept deeply. The pain was sharp, and it remains. For
someone who always made it a point to be there for
others, it hurts all the more to know that in his final
moments, Johnny was alone.

Imissyou, brother—Tlreally, really do.
The memories we shared replay in my mind every single
day,andlholdontothemtightly.

| know you're in the bosom of our Father now, and it
brings me peace to believe that you've found the same
heavenlyrestyousofreely gavetoothershereonearth.

Restwell, Papa J.

You are loved beyond words, and missed beyond
measure.

Zuriel

Johnny was incredibly cheerful, energetic, and full of life.
Singing joyfully usually results in laughter during private
study sessions. I'm still having a hard time accepting this
loss. | take comfort in the knowledge that you are sleeping
and that, as stated in 1 Thessalonians 4:13-17, we shall
meet againin heaven.

Restin peace.
Yayra

Alight has dimmed, leaving a void that's hard to fill. Your
laughter, your presence, and the memories we shared
will forever be etched in our hearts. I'll miss you on the
bus, the talks, and the sharedjokes. Youmay be gone, but
you'llnever be forgotten.
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A Tribute to Johnny
Kobby

£

Today, | remember someone who brought light and
laughter into every room he entered. Johnny was one of
the smartest and funniest people I've ever known. Quick
with a snarky remark, sharp with insight, and always
ready with ajoke that could make eventhe hardest days a
little easier. He had that rare mix of intelligence and
humour, and he wore both so effortlessly.

But what | admired most about him was his
determination. When he set his mind on something,
nothing could stand in his way. Whether it was making
the yearbook, starting his own business, or simply
showing up for the people he cared about, he gave it
everything he had. He lived fully, honestly, and with a
heart fullof purpose.

Losing him leaves a silence that feels impossible to fill.
But | hold onto the laughter we shared, and the
memories of his kindness and love. His ever—funny,
brilliant, unshakable determination will always stay with
me.

Resteasy, my friend. Youwere truly one ofakind.



Nigel

Johnny was a true friend. Loyal, kind and endlessly
generous. His laughter lit up every room, and his
personality inspired everyone around him. He cared
deeply, and left us with unforgettable memories.
Though he is gone, his spirit remains, guiding me with
warmth and courage every single day of my life. | truly
missyou. Loveyoubro.

John was one of those people you couldn't ignore-even
if you tried. You'd hear his laugh from across the room
and just know it was him. It wasn't just loud; it was joyful,
contagious, completely Johnny. He was dramatic in the
best way-always turning everyday things into
somethingalittle more memorable.

Whether he was singing like he meant every word,
paintinglike colours spoke to him or capturingmoments
withhiscamera, John's artistic side was ever present.

His dream was to become a playwright, and honestly, he
already was. He made life feel like a movie-spontaneous,
beautiful, and full of feeling.

| love you like Earth to Saturn- a line from one of his
poems- sums up the type of person John was. He would
make sure you know he loves you, be there when you
need a hug or simply linger behind you so you remember
he'llalways be there.

We miss him more than words can describe, but his story,
his art, and that unforgettable laugh are still with us.
Always and forever.

Sammy

Dear John,

Losing you has been the hardest thing I've ever faced. |
can't imagine my life without you and moving forward
fromthis willbe so difficult.

You were a multi-talented and passionate person,
destined for a bright future. You were always full of life
and purpose, inspiringeveryone around you.

My grandmother always talked about how well you
carried yourself during our last graduation. My mother
loved seeingus togetherduringclosingtimeat school.

The memories we shared will forever hold a special place
in my heart. It hurts so much to say goodbye to all the
plans we made and the dreams we talked about all day
and night. You will always be missed by me, no matter
what.

Sheryl

It is difficult to capture the whole spirit of someone like
Johnny in a few words. He was a bright presence full of
energy, laughter, and warmth. His outgoing personality
made people feel instantly at ease, and his sense of
humourbroughtjoytosomany ofus.

He had an incredible talent for singing and was always
enthusiastic whenever an opportunity came around for
him to showcase this talent. | will forever cherish our
moments together during singing rehearsals for the G-
Festprogramatschool.

What I didn't know until after his passing was that Johnny
and | were actually cousins. He wasn't just a friend but
truly family as well. It makes me think about all the
connections we have that we don't always realise in the
moment, and howimportantitis to hold close the people
whobringlightintoourlives.

Johnny, I'm so grateful for the time we had, for your
friendship, and for the memoriesI'llcarry with me always.
I miss you deeply. Rest in peace, cousin — you will never
beforgotten.

Adomaba

Johnny always made me laugh. He was one of the
funniest people | know and he always uplifted a class. He
made people happy.

He always put in so much effort for our class. He would
send as all the resources he would go the extra mile to
make sure we were all progressing especially in
Literature whenthe class was struggling.

He was one of the best classmates | have ever had and |
thank GOD for the time we had to spend with him

thoughitwas short he willforever remaininourhearts.

-Adomaba
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Uriel

Time, it is said, heals the wounds that we suffer in this
journey of life on earth. True! However, time cannot erase
from our minds the legacy of memories a loved person
leaves behind.

John, your demise has been a very difficult one for me. |
find it difficult to accept that you are no more. You were a
caring, loving and very supportive friend- the kind of
friend everyone would wish to have.

| would always recall how supportive you've been
throughout my SHEIN importation business. Initially, |
tookitasajoke, but you broughtit to life by being my first
customerandrecommendingmetoothers.

Althoughyouare nomore, youremaininaspecial placein
my heart. Restwell John. Tillwe meetagain

Elsie

Tribute By Elsie JohnsonInRemembrance Of TheLate
John-Carpus Ampofo

Heaven lent us our Papa J for a little while and now its
gates have quietly closed, welcoming him back home to
his Maker.

Johnny had this gift, this ability to change every
atmosphere he found himselfiin, the ability to create his
own atmosphere. At any given moment, he turned even
the calmest space into a lively, chaotic burst of energy.
Every syllable laced with humour and a laughter that
spilledoutand caught everyoneinseconds.

Johnny, you always found a unique way to voice out your
thoughts, to take abreath, then swirl everyoneinto your
world. Now, as | go about convincing the Cool Kids to
partake in every activity, | have one less person to call,
oneless personto plan group gifts with, one less voicein
the many group chats | make and one less person to
frame as the impostor during our late-night “Among Us”
gamesessions.

| watch as sentences about you slowly transform into
past tense, a reminder that the world is already moving
on while I'm still holding on. But you're not gone... are
you? You're still here watching us make bold moves and
cheeringus on, watchinguslive life the way you would've
loved to but definitely laughing your heart out at every
wrongdecision.

You're still here in every heated debate but never in any
quiet moment because God forbid a man who loves to
express himself.

You're no longer where our eyes can find you, but you
linger in all the places we still feel. Your laughter, your
sarcasm, your way of filling even the quietest moments
still echo around us. So that’s how I'll keep you close, by
rememberingyour joy.

It's what I'll turn to when | need comfort, because if
anyone would've laughed in this moment, it's you
Johnny.

Restin peace, dear friend—untilwe meet again.

-Elsie

60 | Commemorative Service for the Life of John Carpus Nana Kwaku Ampofo

Whitney

From when | met Johnny in 2022, | could tell he was an
amazing soul, always chirpy and energetic, there was
never a dullmoment when Johnny was around, he would
make me laugh tillmy stomach would hurt, andlam going
to miss that dearly. What | admired most about Johnny
was his passionto achieve his goals.

When Johnny wanted something, he would make sure he
gotit,and he would never give up. In our accountingclass,
| would sometimes forget that he did not offer the
subject for IGCSE; his attitude and behaviour towards
the subject were as though he had offered it long before
A levels. It hurts to think that all his efforts, sleepless
nights and countless study sessions have come to this,
but | know that Johnny would have come up victorious
and continuedtobetheamazingpersonthatheis.

Ilove youforever, Johnny, and | willneverforgetyou.

Eugenia
Today, as we're gathered here to say goodbye to Johnny, |

would like to share my short memories of and thoughtson
our cherished one of akind, Johnny.

| want to start by saying how | personally found myself
secretly laughing during business class anytime Johnny
startedlaughing with his friends as they talked and passed
jokes. | don't know what they joked about but whatever
theywere, his contagiouslaughgottome.

Johnny was thoughtful, hardworking and funny. | say this
because while our class was working on a project, he
followed up onwhat had done so farand showed concern
in me balancing my studies with the project work so | can
study enough for my exams. He got the award for rising
stars during our lower sixth speech and prize day last year
andlapplauded himinmy heart that day. And thatlaugh...|
don’tthinkI'lleverforget Johnny’'slaugh.

| personally liked his singing too. And willingness to sing.
He was sotalented. And confident.



As we bid farewell to Johnny, | will personally carry
forward the love and laughter he brought into our school
moments. [ know I'll never forget Johnny. Though he may
no longer be with us in body, his spirit will forever echo in
our hearts, reminding us to cherish each moment and
hold tight to the bonds we have as a class, friends and
family.

Coming from Eugenia wholeheartedly, sincerely and with
love.

-Eugenia

Frances

| remember the day we met in Form 3, that
September—it feels like it was just yesterday. You were,
andhave always been, full of lifeand laughter. We instantly
clicked, like two peas in a pod. During IGCSE, our bond
grew even deeper. We shared endless jokes and rants,
supported each other through everything. You were
always that one friend anyone could count on—our
friendswouldallagree.

Want to start a business? John would encourage you.
Had a misunderstanding with someone? Just talk to
John. Need past papers? John always had them. And for
me, the most important thing—whenever | couldn’t

decide on a hairstyle, you were always my go-to. Your
laugh—so contagious—would echo through the
classroomandbrighteneveryone’s day.

Inthese past four years, you've always been there for me,
and|foryou. Movinghomestobe closertoyouwasone of
the best decisions | ever made. | still remember how
excited you were when | told you. Our friends teased us,
saying John was the happiest boy on earth—but
truthfully, | was just as happy. You welcomed meinto your
family like lwas one of your own.

You'd wake me up for school, make sure Mum or Dad
picked me up because you didn’'t want me walking alone
tothebus stop. Because of you, I've built abond with your
siblings and your parents that | will always treasure. |
promise to always be there for them. I'll visit often, check
in on Mum and Dad—for you. Thank you for all the
memories, for yourlove, yourlaughter, yourlight.

Tillwe meetagain, John-Carpus.
llove you—foreverandever.

-Frances

Dela

You don’t have to be close to John to know the kind of
person he was: loyal, easy going. caring, honest,
generous, anddeeplyunderstanding.

One of my fondest memories of John was during our bus
rides, where he often took over the speakers and played
music and sand along for everyone, earning him the
nickname DJ Juicy Johnny. I'll never forget the time he
playedagospel songjustforme.

Losing him hurts deeply, but | take comfort in knowing
he's in a better place now with the Lord. His light and

laughter willnever be forgotten.

-Dela

Kezia

A Tribute to Jonny — My Brother in SpiritJonny—Jonny
Jonny, as | fondly called him—was more thanjust a friend.
He was the brother | never knew | needed. Lively, full of
compassion, and endlessly kind-hearted, Jonny had a
spiritthatlitup everyroomhewalkedinto.

Out of all the people from New Nation, he was the one
who never let distance change our bond. He was
intentional, always reachingout, always showing thatreal
friendship isn’t bound by time or space. That kind of
loyaltyis rare—and Jonny haditinabundance.

One of my favorite memories of him was the day he
showed up at school, walking like a king in his brand new
Jordans. He was on cloud nine, and watching him glow
with that pure, carefree joy is something I'll never forget.
That was Jonny—free-spirited, full of life, and never
afraidtojustbe himself.

He taught melessons|still carry with me—lessons about
generosity, about living fully, about never taking people
for granted. | just wish  had one more moment with him. |
often tell my sister, if | could turn back time, I'd trade
anything to relive those days—to laugh again, to make
new memories, to say thank you.
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Though he’s no longer here with us in the physical, his
spirit lives on in every memory, every smile he left behind.
Restwell, Jonny. You'llalways beinmy heart.

FromKezia

Estelle

Using free physics moments to spend time with you in
literature will always be my favourite memory of us. You
made form 4 and 5 the best years of my high school life.
Those days where you and 3 of us sat together in English
and Math were my favourite days of the week. The jokes,
the laughter and the subtle seriousness about our studies
madeitallworthwhile.

Even in your playful insults and banter you always made
everyone light up with laughter. Your obnoxious laugh and
your comments about my facial expressions are some of
thereasons whylwon'tforgetyou.

You always told me to smile and | never responded.
Remembering that now brings a smiletomy face.

Thankyouforbeingyou.

-Estelle

David Seneadza

My dearfriend Johnny,

We met a very long time ago and became friends
unexpectedly, but before | knew it you were one of the
closest. Your energy never died and your contagious
laughter is one that cannot be mistaken for anyone else'’s.
You always found a way to put a smile on our faces with
your creative jokes, and to take note of every memorable
moment ofyour life.

People usually fail to live in the present and live life to the
fullest but you never failed to do so, and that's something |
willalways remember about you. | hope to make you proud
andtouplift therest of our friends to make you proud too.

Meetingyou and getting tobe close toa personlike you will
always be one of my biggest achievements. As you are
buried, know that you will forever be remembered in my
heart. Loveyoubrother.

David Seneadza
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Sharon

It's hard to put into words the thoughts and emotions
running through me as | write this. Hearing of your passing
was...unreal.ldidn't want to believeit. | couldn't believe it.
What hit me the hardest was finding out, only after you
were gone, that we were cousins. Life has a way of
revealing its deepest truths at the most unexpected
times, and this truth, although bittersweet, makes losing
youevenharder.

Youalways had thisincredible energy about you, anenergy
that just drew people in. You had a way of making anyone
laugh, no matter what they were going through. Your jokes
which were clever, silly and always perfectly timed, lit up
rooms and faces. You were joy, personified. Honestly, | like
to think you were God's special gift of happiness to the
world, and even though He's called you home now, |
believe you're up there with Him, laughing that full, hearty
laugh of yours and probably cracking jokes eventhe angels
didn't see coming.

I miss you, Johnny. I really do. But every time | think of you,
I'll smile. Because that's who you were. You were
happiness.

Rest in peace, cousin. You are loved more deeply than
words, whether bigor small, could ever express.

Joojo Eshun

“Aman who has friends must himself be friendly, but there
is a friend who sticks closer than a brother” Proverbs
18:24

It was just a day before the end of my A levels, feeling very
happy and accomplished about how far | had come. The
excitement soontookaturnwhenlreceiveda call frommy
dear friend David, who then informed me about our
brother'sdemise.

It was not to be, and although your passing has left a big
void in our hearts, we accept it because God has a reason
for everything, just as he made our paths cross years ago
inprimary school.



Even though you left Golden Age before JHS, our bond
continued strongly just as it was while you were my
sitting partner. We continued to check up on each other
and shared good memories over the internet.
We always motivated each other during our Cambridge
journey, and | cannot forget how happy you were at the
British Council awards when | got the highest star
performerawardinthel GCSE French category.

How canlalso forget when you gave me your Apple Pencil
because you didn't have a use for it and | needed it to
solve past questions. You paid for the delivery to my
house and even added a little souvenir to the pencil. You
told me you were busy and had wasted too much time
giving it, and so you had to compensate me. What an
actualactofkindness.

You were selfless in your brotherly love, and | will be
forever grateful. Dear brother, now the sun will no more
be your light by day and the moon will no longer shine on
you at night, but God will be your everlasting light and
someday we willmeet again to enjoy the everlasting light
together.Restwell Johnny.

We will carry youin spirit untilwe meet again.

Efe Quansah

Atributeto John Carpus

Johnny was a true artist. One of my earliest memories of
him was during our Form Three Art exam, and his work
was arguably the bestin the class. The care and attention
he put into each detail was clear, and his passion was
evident.

This passion and consideration also manifested itself in
all of his relationships. It was never hard for anyone to
become friends with Johnny. Infact, it was probably more
difficult not to become friends with him. He paid
attention to what you said and always made an effort to
reachoutandconnect.

| believe that one of the most important things a person
can dois care — and John cared so much. In Sixth Form,
he and | did not have any classes together, yet he would
greet me every morning through his class window with
the warmest smile and biggest wave. Johnny always
made you feelwelcome nomatter what.

Even though he is no longer with us physically, his
presenceis stillmaking a positive impact on our livesand|
am eternally grateful to have beenable toencounter such
abright soulin my lifetime.

Thankyou, Johnny.

Efe Quansah

Augustine Badu

| was thinking about Johnny the other day, and one core
memory came to mind. Back when we were in Golden
Age, he threw this unforgettable birthday party and
invited everyone. There were trampolines and other
gamesandlrememberwe had somuchfun.

But what | remember the most was what happened after
the party. He told his parents he wanted me to stay for
dinner because, atthe time, we were best friends.

That's just the kind of person Johnny was—selfless, full
of love, and always thinking about others. He had a big
heart, and he made people feel seen, valued, and cared
for.

That's why | know, deep down, that he's in a better place
now.

Andwiththat, ljustwanttosay:

“It'sbeenalongday without you, my friend, and 'l tellyou
all about it when | see you again. We've come a long way
from where we began... Oh, I'lltell you all about it when |
seeyouagain. Whenlseeyouagain.”

Bio Mensah

Imet Johnny last year at GIMUN. We didn't really hit off to
a great start because of my guarded nature. However,
with the few interactions we had at GIMUN, he came
acrossasagood, caringand honest guy.

From there, we became friends, mainly because he made
sure to check in on me every week. This little action
reflected the sincerity he had within him; a quality hard to
find among people. He was a confidant, a good one at
that. | know others that have Johnny in their lives will say
same.

And so, though I've not known him for too long, he'll
foreverbemissed.

-Bio Mensah

—
M
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Your Schools Remember You, Johnny

‘ BRITISH YEARS IN
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In Loving Memory of Master John-
Carpus Ampofo

The Management and Staff of New
Nation School

Today, we gather as the New Nation School family —
with heavy hearts, yes — but also with a spirit of
gratitude as we honour and remember our beloved
student, brother, and friend: John Carpus Ampofo,
whom we allfondly called Johnny.

John was more than just a student. He was a warm and
shining presence in our school community — gentle,
respectful, and full of quiet strength. You could always
count on him to greet his teachers politely: “Sir...”,
“Auntie...” — always with a smile, always with sincerity.
It'savoice many ofus stillhearin our minds and hearts.

He carried himself with maturity
beyond his years — calm,
thoughtful, and kind. In class, he
was focused and dependable. In
all school activities, he
participated wholeheartedly.
Whether it was a regular
assembly, a sporting activity, or a
! major event like NNS Gospel
Festival (G-Fest), Johnny was
. there — fully present, fully
| committed.

And oh, how we remember G-
Fest2025!

He stood on that stage with his
friendsandsang,

“Doyouknow Jesus? Does He live
inyourheart?”

He did not just sing it — he
declared it. That was not a
performance—it wasapersonaltestimony.

A message that touched hearts and opened others to
receive the Word that followed. That was John: someone
whoknew Jesusandlivedlikeit.

Even when he faced life's challenges, his spirit remained
strong. After undergoing surgery that affected his
mobility, he returned to school with determination. We
moved his classroom downstairs for easier access—but
when he got stronger, he asked us to move it back
upstairs. “l can climb”, he said. That is who he was —
quietlyresilient.

He was also a helper. A thinker. A friend. He shared ideas
with teachers, helped source learning materials for his
classmates, reminded us about online sessions, and was
always ready to engage —never for attention, but simply
becausehecared.
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Johnny lived out the values we treasure at New Nation
School—excellence, honour, humility, love, and faith. He
lived them fully. And we thank God for the time we had
withhim.

Yes, our hearts are broken. Yes, we feel the pain of his
sudden passing, especially during his final Cambridge
exams, when he was standing at the very door of a bright
future.

Nevertheless, we are not withouthope.

TheBibleassuresusinRevelation 21:4:
"He willwipe away every tear from their eyes. There will be
nomoredeath, nomore mourning, or crying, orpain...”

Again,in2 Timothy 4:7, the Apostle Paul writes:

“I have fought the good fight. | have finished the race. |
have kept the faith”. And we can say with confidence —
sodid Johnny.

To his family — we cannot pretend to understand the
depth of your pain. However, please know this: you are
not alone. We, his school family, walk with you. We mourn
withyou. We pray with you.

Johnny's life was short, yes. But it was full of meaning.
And his memory — his legacy — will live on in our hearts

andinthisschool.

As we say goodbye, let us hold on to the joy he brought,
thekindness he shared, and the faith he lived out.

May his soul rest in perfect peace — in the arms of the
Saviour helovedsodearly.

Johnny, we love you. We miss you. And we will never
forgetyou.

Restwell, tillwe meet again. Amen!
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Your Schools Remember You, Johnny

From the Students of Golden Age
International School, Class of 2021

We stand here today on behalf of the student body
of Golden Age International School to honour the
memory of someone who brought light into our
lives — our dear friend and brother, John Carpus
Ampofo.

Johnny wasn't just a classmate — he was the kind
of person everyone loved to be around. He was
funny, hardworking, always there when you needed
him, and effortlessly entertaining. His presence
filled every room with laughter, and his voice,
whether speaking or singing, always had a way of
lifting spirits.

We will never forget his loud, contagious laughter
and the way he could turn even the dullest moment
into something worth remembering. His singing
brought joy, his jokes brought relief, and his
friendship brought warmth. John was simply the
guy—the onewhomade schoolfeellike home.

Though our hearts are heavy, we are grateful to
have shared part of our lives with someone so
unforgettable. His memory will forever live onin our
classrooms, inour stories, andinour hearts.

Rest well, Johnny. We love you, and we will never
forgetyou.
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We Were More Than Classmates - A Tribute to
Johnny from Upper Sixth

Johnny Wasn't Just a Classmate, He
Was Our Vibe, the one who lit up our
Class.

New Nations School Upper Sixth (2025)

“If we live, it’s to honour the Lord. And if we die, it’s to
honour the Lord. So whether we live or die, we belong to
theLord.”(Romans 14:8)

“What we once enjoyed and deeply loved we can never
lose, for all that we love deeply becomes a part of us.” -
HelenKeller

Silence echoes through our floor, where laughter once
filled the air. Our classroom, once a vibrant canvas of
creativity and mirth, now stands sombre, its colours
muted by the weight of your absence.

Papa J, as you were fondly called, was the life and heart of
our class. You were more than just a friend—you were a
brother, a companion, an accomplice, and our cherished
chorister. Above all, you were a radiant source of joy to
everyone lucky enoughto crossyour path.

We will never forget your bright smile, your infectious
laughter, and your endlessly kind heart. Your teasing and
playful spirit was contagious, sparking countless
moments of light-hearted banter that brought us closer
togetherasaclass.

You had a remarkable way of making each person feel
truly seen and heard, often voicing the thoughts and
feelings of those too shy to speak for themselves. Your
presence was a gift that profoundly touchedall our lives.

French class with you in Form 4 was never dull,
Accounting never silent, homeroom never boring, and

the entire school never monotonous. You brought
energy, laughter, andlifeinto every space youentered.

You truly loved singing—so, so much. It was rare to find
youwithoutatuneonyourlips. Startany song,and Papa J
would've picked up the lyrics by the second stanza,
joining in without missing a beat. Your love for music
knew no stage fright. At events like G-Fest and Carols
Night, your voice filled the air—melodious, heartfelt, and
powerful—praising God and stirring us all to do the same
withjoyandenthusiasm.

We would like to take a moment to express our
admiration for your creativity and initiative. You always
had ideas—big ones—and you weren't afraid to act on
them. Like when you came up with the concept for the
yearbook and followed through with such passion. Or
when you took the bold step of launching your own
accessoriesbrand. Youdreamed, and thenyoudid.

You also made literature class unforgettable. Your
hilarious back-and-forths with Mr. Seth turned every
lessoninto an experience. What could have beenatypical
class became something we actually looked forward
to—thankstoyou.

The passion you carried for everything you loved was
contagious. Whether it was a show, a topic, or a joke, you
had a way of speaking with such fire that we couldn't help
but listen. You could convince anyone to watch
something just from the way you animatedly told the
story.

And who could forget your slick dance moves during our
class drama production? Seeing you move blissfully to
the rhythm was a moment of pure joy—like watching
someone completelyathomeintheirelement.

One of the best memories of you was on the bus rides,
when you'd connect your phone to the speaker and start
playing all sorts of songs. From gospel to afrobeats to
old-school jams—you always knew just what to play to
set the mood. It was in those moments that you truly
came alive, and it's no wonder you earned the nickname
DJ Juicy Johnny.

Dela especially wants to thank you for playing a gospel
song for him, just like always you really did your best to
make everyone feel heard. You turned ordinary rides into
mini parties, and thatjoy? It wasinfectious.

We were grief-stricken when the news of your passing
reached us—questioning its truth, unwilling to accept
that our dearly beloved Johnny was truly gone. You left
us with no goodbye, no warning, before our world was
shattered beyondrecognition.

The exams we wrote the next day were nothingbutablur.
Faced with the weight of unimaginable grief, how could
we focus on pages filled with questions, when all our
minds could echo was the one burning question: Why?
Why now? Why John?

So many questions remain unanswered, and our hearts
are heavy with them. But even heavier is the gaping hole
your absence hasleftinus. Youwere one of one, Papa J—
irreplaceable, inimitable. No substitute. No second. No
equal.

It hurts to have to write a memorial tribute at such a
young age for someone so dear to us. You left too soon,
too suddenly, and far too early. There were so many
memories still to be made, so many moments we were
meant to share togetheras aclass—now all shadowed by
the painfultruth that one of our ownis nolongerwithus.
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Wearenolongercomplete.

Yet, in everything we do as a class, we carry you with us.
We do it with your spirit present in our laughter, our
learning, and our celebrations. We do it not just as a
gesture of remembrance or symbolism, but because we
love you, John. We always will.

As we gather here today, we say thank you, brother.
Thank you for the memories. Thank you for the love.
Thank you for being the kind of friend who makes letting
gofeelnotjusthard—butimpossible.

The heavens rejoice as you arrive— for with your voice,
eventheangelswill singlouder.

“Tunous manqueras pour toujours, mais jamais nous ne
t'oublierons.” (You will be missed forever, but never

forgotten.)

Reposeenpaix, notrefrére. (Restinpeace, our brother.)

68 | Commemorative Service for the Life of John Carpus Nana Kwaku Ampofo



A Student Like No Other — Memories irom

In Loving Memory of John-Carpus
Ampofo
Mr Ben Kissi, Accounting Teacher NNS

Revelation 21:4 reminds us, “He will wipe every tear from
their eyes. Death will be no more; mourning and crying
and pain will be no more, for the first things have passed
away.”

Today, with heavy hearts, we gather to honour the life of
our dear student, brother, and friend, John Carpus
Ampofo, affectionately known to us all as “Johnny.” His
sudden departure on Sunday, 18 May 2025, struck us like
a thunderclap, leaving a profound void that resonates
withinour hearts.

It's often said that we don't truly appreciate moments
until they become beautifulmemories, and how true that
is now. Johnny's unexpected absence serves as a
heartbreaking reminder of the preciousness of life and
theirreplaceable value of the connections we forge.

Yet, as we navigate this deep sorrow, we find solacein the
belief that God knows best and that Johnny is now
restingpeacefullyinHis eternalembrace.

Today is not only a day of mourning but a celebration of
the vibrant spirit that was Johnny. Finding words that
encapsulate the essence of someone as extraordinary as
Johnny feels overwhelming.

He was much more than a student; he was a friend, a
confidant, a guiding light. His ability to make everyone
around him feel seen and appreciated, no matter how
minor the gesture, was truly remarkable.

Johnny’s Teachers

Oh, Johnny, how | wish | were writing a recommendation
for your university instead of a farewell tribute. Who will
now remind me of our enlightening Zoom sessions? Who
will share those brilliant ideas for after-school projects,
or reach out to seek clarity on complex topics? Who will
be there to research new learning resources, always
eager to make life easier for his classmates? The void you
leave behindisimmense, andyour absenceis felt deeply.

The two hardest things to say in life are "hello" for the
first time and "goodbye" for the last. As we grapple with
this profound loss, let us hold tightly to the beautiful
memories that bring us comfort, as well as theinvaluable
lessons you imparted about love, resilience, and
kindness. Though you have left this world far too soon,
your spiritremains anindelible part of ourlives.

Rest in peace, dear Johnny. You will forever dwell in our
hearts. Yourambitionand promise, especially that A* you
were so committed to achieving in your A-Level
examinations, will always inspire us. | fondly remember
the joy on your face when you first told me about your
new jewellery business—your eyes sparkling with
excitement. We had dreams of celebrating together as a
class after your exams, sharing laughter and enjoying
eachother'scompanyonelasttime.

You have left us with something precious, Johnny—your
kind heart, your unwavering spirit, and your incredible
team-building skills. While our hearts ache from your
absence, we will cherish and celebrate the legacy you
leave behind. Thank you for everything, Johnny. You will
always be remembered and loved deeply. Rest well, dear
friend.
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Barima Yaw Asiedu
Educational Consultant

John-Carpus was more than just a student. He was a
wonderful soul who touched many lives and brought joy
to those around him. Bright, curious, and eager to learn,
helitupeveryclassroomheentered.

But Johnny gave more thanjust academic excellence. He
shared warmth, generosity, and unwavering support
withthosearoundhim.

We had open and honest conversations, laughed freely,
and built a bond that went far beyond the classroom. His
kindness left a deep and lasting impression, and his
presence made eachday better.

Though his time with us was short, the mark he left will
neverfade.

Rest in peace, Johnny. We will carry you in our hearts
always. Youwillnever be forgotten.

Francis Sanusi

Itis with a heavy heart that | pay tribute to Johnny, my A-
levelliterature student.

Though | never met him outside of the virtual classroom,
his presence was profoundly felt during instructional
periods. Johnny was an obedient scholar, always
punctual and respectful, setting a standard for others to
follow.

His confidence shone brightly, especially in the
thoughtful questions he asked during lessons, revealing
asharpandengaged mind.

Beyond appearances, his voice and responses to every
task reflected a genuine commitment to his studies, a
dedicationthatinspired those around him.

Johnny's memory will forever remain a beacon of
diligence and passioninthe world of literature.

May his soulrestin peace.

Mr Sasu, Teacher Golden Age School

It's hard to find the words to express the sadness of
losing Johnny. He was such a special young boy, and the
news of his passingcame as areal shock.

| remember when | first started working at Golden Age
School, Johnny was one of thelearners whoimmediately
stood out. He was pure joy, always happy, bubbling with
energy,andsoeagertolearn.

He had a wonderful curiosity and was always asking
questions, wanting to know more about everything.

Those memories of him in class, always with a bright
smile, are ones | willalways treasure. He had such aloving
and caring nature. Even after he left the school, the bond
we sharedremained. |

t always warmed my heart when he would send a
message to wish me a happy birthday, year after year. It
was asmallthing, thatdemonstrated his thoughtfulness.

Not too long ago, | had the joy of seeing him at a
graduation. The happiness in his eyes when he saw me
was so clear and genuinely touching. It felt like no time
hadpassedatall.

Hearingthathe was gonefeltunreal.Iremember sending
amessage to hismum, saying, “Please tellme thisisalie.”

Her reply, “It's sooooooo hard, Mr. Sasu, so so so hard”
justbroke myheart.

Johnny was a genuinely loving and caring son. The joy he
brought to those around him and the kindness he
showed willnever be forgotten. He willbe deeply missed.
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Miss Stella
Enterprise Teacher

Today, we gather to remember and honour the life of
John Carpus Ampofo, affectionately called Johnny,
whose time with us was far too short but deeply
meaningful. | am Stella Appiah Minkah, and | had the
privilege of being his Enterprise tutor for IGCSE Level,
where | watched him evolve into a remarkable young
person.

Johnny was the kind of student who made our days
brighter—quick with a smile, gist and full of innovative
ideas, especially during the enterprise project. Whether
it was helping a friend bring their creativity to life or
simply offering a kind word when someone needed it
most, Johnny gave without expectinganythinginreturn.

One moment that will always stay with me is the kind
words he shared with me when | lost my dad last year.
Being the first to wish me a happy birthday was so
fulfilling and one of the memories | will cherish forever.
This act of kindness captured the very essence of who
Johnnywas—abeacon of compassionandlove.

As his teacher, | was completely shattered when | found
out about his passing, which left me in immeasurable
pain and total disbelief. Today, we grieve not only the
person Johnny was, but also the future that now lives in
our hearts instead of the world. But even in this sorrow,
we are grateful—for the memories, the laughter, the
lessons, andthelove he sharedwithus.

Johnny, you were a gift to this world. Though you are no
longer with us in body, your spirit lives on in all of us who
knew and loved you. We will carry your memory always.
Restwell, Johnny. Aunty Stella will miss you so much.



Shepherds Remember Their Sheep -
Tributes irom Johnny's Pastors

In Loving Memory of Johnny Carpus
Ampofo
Uncle David

With questions deepand musicin his veins,

He walkedthis world, abrightand happy soul.
Everyrhythmhetouchedwasawhisper of praise,
Asongoflightthatdancedthroughallhis days.
Godsaw his glow, sopure, so brightly shining,
And called himhometo singbefore the Throne.

have known Johnny since he was very little.

Even then, he was a child who listened deeply to the
whispers of the world and the quiet songs of the
heart.

He moved through life with a tender wonder, softly
unfolding the mysteries around him, always
seeking, always dreaming, always asking.

Johnnywas composed, well-behaved, and pleasant
to be around. He was able to express everything he
wanted to say. He understood God well enough to
know how torelatetohim.

Johnny exuded joy in the same effortless, natural,
and exquisite way that some people dowithrhythm.

He cherished music not only for its tone but also for
its ability to conveyideas that words cannot.

You could sense his spirit rising whenever he sang,
tappedabeat, or performedanew song.

At church, he sat behind the keyboard and,
predictably, took a deep interest in the songs we
performed.

| wasn't surprised at all when his mother sent a
video of him singingduringaprogramathis school. |
simply grinned and told myself that to know Johnny
was to hear a song — and that song was him,
echoingthroughtime, unendingandtrue.

After church, he always waits for me so we can go
down together. While everything is going on,
Johnny is making his music by fusing lyrics and
melody, which | occasionally found difficult to
understand, but which | still loved listening to and
recording.

Imust say that it was nice tointeract with Johnny at
such a young age, and we talked endlessly about
anythingthat caughtourattention.

Johnny was considerate and always inquired about
my well-being whenever we had the opportunity to
communicate, whetheritwas online orin person.

About a month ago, when I last saw him at church,
we had a quick conversation, and | was pleased to
hearthathewas doingwell.

When his sister asked him what he would get their
mother for Mother's Day, | was astounded by his
ownresponse and his goals.

Johnny said, “l don't have money, but | am going to
make sure | pass my A-level exams for mummy”, he
thoughtit would make her happy.

Your stay withus seems too short, Johnny.
It'stooearly. It'stooearly.

You haverobbed us of our smiles, Johnny.

But Johnny's life was full of music, laughter,
questions, love, and faith. And | choose to draw on
scripture to remind us that God is with us in our pain,
givingus presence, power, and healingwhenwe need
itmost.

Takenfrom NIV 1 Thessalonians4:13-14

“Brothers and sisters, we do not want you to be
uninformed about those who sleep in death, so that
you do not grieve like the rest of mankind, who have
no hope. For we believe that Jesus died and rose
again,

Andso we believe that God will bring with Jesus those
who have fallenasleepin him.”

Today, we have faith in God's promise that this joyful
and smart soul sings in a realm where happiness
knows no bounds, where inquiries are answered, and
where music travelslike streams of light.

Johnny, we will miss you more than words can
express. Your singing will always be a part of usin our
memories, inour hearts, andin the silent times when
heavenseemsalittle bit closer.
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A Tribute to Johnny-C (Carpus)
Frimpies

[ first met Johnny when he was just 7 years old—a curious, bright-
eyed boy who would show up at my door with his electronic
gadgets, always sure | could fix them. He called me Uncle Frimpies
back then, long before | became his pastor. Even then, there was
something remarkable about him—an energy, a warmth, his
respecteveninfamiliarity, alight thatdrew peoplein.

At age 14, our relationship shifted when | became his pastor. | was
then the head of the media team at church, and | placed him under
thementorship of JohnDoeinthelight controlteam. Hetook tothe
role with an eagerness that was contagious, lightingup not only the
stage but our hearts. He was vibrant, full of life, and always brought
anenergy that wasboth upliftingand sincere.

| affectionately called him Johnny D, but he would quickly correct
me with that cheeky grin—"It's Johnny C, Uncle Frimpies. C for
Carpus.” Thatwas Johnny: playful yet precise.

Our last conversation was after his beloved grandma passed. | tried
tocomfort him, remindinghimthat she was nowaheavenly support
watching over him. | had no idea then that he, too, would be joining
hersosoon.

"

Fink g

Johnny-C was more than a boy in the light control team. He was
light—bubbling with laughter, overflowing with promise, and
radiant with the kind of joy only a pure heart can carry. He respected
deeply, loved fiercely, and lived beautifully. He was everybody's
friend!

Though his time here was brief, the brightness of his soul leaves an
imprint time cannot erase. Sleep well, Johnny C. You are missed

beyondwords—but we know heavenjust gotalittle brighter.

Withlove and eternalrespect

72 | Commemorative Service for the Life of John Carpus Nana Kwaku Ampofo



Our Brother in Christ — From Those He

To the Memory of Johnny

Agape House New Testament Church

Dear Johnny,

Fellowshipped With

We will carry your memory in our hearts and honor  the life. The one who believes in me will live, even
your life by living with the same kindness, courage, thoughtheydie” (John11:25). Youarealivein Christ,
andfaithyoudemonstrated. and we look forward to that joyful reunion one day.

Until then, rest well, dear brother. You are forever
Johnny, we miss you deeply, but we know thisisnot  part of the Agape House family. Your legacy lives on

Though your time with us was far too short, yourlife  the end. As Jesus said, “/ am the resurrection and inus.

left a mark that will never be forgotten. At
just 19, you carried alight that inspired many
a quiet strength, a kind heart, and a joy that
was unmistakably from the Lord. We at
Agape House New Testament Church
celebrate the beautiful soulyouwereand the
radiant spirit you shared with us all. We
remember your smile, your laughter, your
presence, and the seeds of faith you planted
among your peers. You ran your race with
grace, and now you rest in the arms of the
Saviour, where there is no more pain, no
more sorrow, only peace everlasting.

Eveninthis moment of deep sorrow, we hold
tightly to the promise of Scripture: “The
Lordis close to the broken hearted and saves
those who are crushed in spirit” (Psalm
34:18). We believe your life was not lost, but
sown. You are now in that glorious place
where the streets are of gold, and the
worship never ends. Your passing reminds us
thatheavenisreal, and eternityis closer than
we often realise. You've gone ahead to that
great cloud of witnesses, cheering us on as
we finish ourownracein Christ Jesus.
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The Choir You Belonged To, The Voice We Miss

Your Song Lives On.
Cedarwood Youth Choir

Today, we gather not only in sorrow but in
deep gratitude as we remember our beloved
brother, Johnny.

For many years, he served faithfully in the
choir—not just as a singer, but as a vessel of
God's presence among us. He sang not to
impress, but to glorify the One who gave him
the gift.

We mourn deeply, but we do not grieve
without hope. For we know that our dear
Johnny now sings with the heavenly choir,
where every noteis perfect, and every songis
eternal.

THE QADESH

We will miss his chats and the feedback he
wanted after every song, just so he could do
better. He pestered his mum for uniforms and
was always excited tobelong.

And though we no longer hear your voice
here on earth, we trust that heaven is louder,

richer,and more beautiful withyouinits choir.

Restin perfect peace, Johnny. Welove you.
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From his

Remember Me

Before she died she left these words with me
Words that help me through trying and undefeated times.
Words that guided me.

And she said,

Remember me, in your deepest darkest hour
Remember me, when you need a friend

Remember me, when the bad comes and also when the good comes
Remember me, when you go to sleep and

Remember me, when you hear the crows call

Remember me, during your midnight rain and

Remember me, when there’s sunshine

For I am with you, in your heart
Wherever you go

Sixty Seven Years Ago
She was nineteen when they ruled us
when they exploited us for resources to better their countries

She was nineteen when she was forced 1o quit school and stay
on the farm so the produce would be larger

She was nineteen when she was forced to marry a British man
because he was filled with lust and pride

She was nineieen when she had her first child her sweet sweet angel, she
gave her everything she could and made sure they won't take her song
away.

Now She's eighty six and we're free

She’s eighty six and has a whole generation behind her,
looking up to her

She's eighty six and is free of the trauma imposed on her

She's eighty six and is free thanks to a man who fought for the freedom
and rights of her people

She's eighty six and the world is everything she dreamed of

Every year she thinks of the years we weren't free.

What No One Sees

What no one sees

is everyone’s nightmare

The future is one:

One that torments half the population before they sleep

How does something so far feel so close

We choose to focus on what we can't see than

focus on what is right in front of us, things in front of us begin to be ignored as
‘we angst for the future.

but how about

What no one sees

Is everyone's dream;

Our goals are onc;

One that fills us with promise and the fulfillment of being able ta almost achieve it
How does something so far feel so close

We choose 1o focus on what we think we can do rather than

focus on what we can do, things in front of s begin to be ignored as

‘we dream of our accomplishments,

What no one sees
is everybody’s midnight rain.

A

This Time Next Year

My dear son, my beloved son,

Raise your head high, and smile
this period of suffering won't last forever

this time next year you'll smile again

be happier than you ever were, don’t let this moment define you, be kind,
be gracious be everything you want to be.

This time next year I'll be far from you but closer to your heart, for the
heavens know you're the one i hold dear

Every night when you're sad:

Raise your head high, and smile

this period of suffering won't last forever
Every morning without me;

Raise your head high, and smile

this period of suffering wont last forever
Even in your darkest times;

Raise your head high, and smile

this period of suffering won't last forever

to my dear & my beloved son

Happy valentine’s day from The Left Overs

Happy Valentine’s day
A day where people set aside their hopes and dreams and spend;

24 hours being hopeless romantics

24 hours that love prevails then the next morning it's back to the same
routine

24 hours that people curiously and intentionally show their love for each
other

but why can't we lo

veryday? why must it be one day?
shouldn’t we learn from this? aren’t many of us hurting enough

the pain from being asked by no one and the pain from spending

the day alone showing no efforts to dress meticulously cause they don’t
want us

we are the left overs and valentine’s day never ceases to make us forget

happy valentine’s day!
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Right Here Right Now

stay with me: i don't have much time.
all i have is now, right here, right now

These Are The Days

These are the days

That you'll remember

Go ahead and make yourself proud
You need to understand you have to

Be the one who cheers you on
Be the one who leads you on

Be the one who makes yourself proud, so proud
Be the one who's always there

Be the one who'll always care

Be the one who'll smile when you're down

Cause these are the days

You'll remember

Go ahead and make yoursell proud
You need to understand that

there’s no more ink
i pick up my quill to write
but there's no more ink
i always knew was going to finish
but i never got a chance to finish my collection

whenever we were together

just know, a poem was written

whenever we had our difficulties

a poem was written and thrown to the bottom of lovers lake

but it’s been four hours, and i've not written

itry not to think about anything else but you
befare i forget what i have, i wish i could write but
there’s no more ink




Itis well
1.

Hymns

When peace, like ariver, attendeth my way,
When sorrows like sea billows roll;
Whatever my lot, Thou hast taught me to
say,

Itis well, it is well with my soul.

Refrain:
Itis well with my soul,
Itis well, it is well with my soul.

Though Satan should buffet, though trials
should come,

Let this blest assurance control,

That Christ hath regarded my helpless
estate,

And hath shed His own blood for my soul.

My sin—oh, the bliss of this glorious
thought! —

My sin, not in part but the whole,

Is nailed to the cross, and | bear it no more,
Praise the Lord, praise the Lord, O my soul!

For me, be it Christ, be it Christ hence to
live:

If Jordan above me shall roll,

No pang shall be mine, for in death as in life
Thou wilt whisper Thy peace to my soul.

But, Lord, 'tis for Thee, for Thy coming we
wait,

The sky, not the grave, is our goal;

Oh, trump of the angel! Oh, voice of the
Lord!

Blessed hope, blessed rest of my soul!

And Lord, haste the day when the faith shall
be sight,

The clouds be rolled back as a scroll;

The trump shall resound, and the Lord shall
descend,

Even so, itis well with my soul.

Through all the changing scenes of life

1.

Through all the changing scenes of life,
In trouble and in joy,

The praises of my God shall still

My heart and tongue employ.

Oh, magnify the Lord with me,
With me exalt His name;
When in distress to Him | called,

He to my rescue came.

The hosts of God encamp around
The dwellings of the just;
Deliverance He affords to all

Who on His succor trust.

Oh, make but trial of His love,
Experience will decide

How blest they are, and only they,
Who in His truth confide.

Fear Him, ye saints, and you will then
Have nothing else to fear;

Make you His service your delight,
Your wants shall be His care.

Captain of Israel's host and Guide

1.

Captain of Israel's host, and Guide

Of all who seek the land above,

Beneath Thy shadow we abide,

The cloud of Thy protecting love;

Our strength, Thy grace; our rule, Thy Word;
Our end, the glory of the Lord.

By Thine unerring Spirit led,

We shall not in the desert stray;
The light of man's direction need
Or miss our providential way;

As far from danger as from fear,
While Love, almighty Love, is near

What a friend we have in Jesus

What a friend we have in Jesus,
all our sins and griefs to bear!
What a privilege to carry
everything to God in prayer!

O what peace we often forfeit,
O what needless pain we bear,
all because we do not carry
everything to God in prayer!

Have we trials and temptations?
Is there trouble anywhere?

We should never be discouraged;
take it to the Lord in prayer!

Can we find a friend so faithful
who will all our sorrows share?
Jesus knows our every weakness;
take it to the Lord in prayer!

Are we weak and heavy laden,
cumbered with a load of care?
Precious Savior, still our refuge--
take it to the Lord in prayer!

Do your friends despise, forsake you?
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Take it to the Lord in prayer!
In his arms he'll take and shield you;
you will find a solace there.

Will your anchor hold

1.

Will your anchor hold in the storms of life,
when the clouds unfold their wings of strife?
When the strong tides lift, and the cables
strain,

will your anchor drift, or firm remain?
Refrain:

We have an anchor that keeps the soul
steadfast and sure while the billows roll;
fastened to the Rock which cannot move,
grounded firm and deep in the Savior's love.

Itis safely moored; "twill the storm
withstand,

for 'tis well-secured by the Savior's hand.
Though the tempest rage and the wild winds
blow,

not an angry wave shall our boat o'erflow.
[Refrain]

When our eyes behold through the gath'ring
night

the city of gold, our harbor bright,

we shall anchor fast by the heav'nly shore,
with the storms all past forevermore.
[Refrain]

How sweet the Name of Jesus sounds

1.

Inabeliever's ear!

It soothes his sorrow, heals his
wounds,

And drives away his fear,

And drives away his fear,

And drives away his fear,

It soothes his sorrow, heals his
wounds,

And drives away his fear.

It makes the wounded spirit whole,
And calms the troubled breast;

Tis manna to the hungry soul,

And to the weary rest,

And to the weary rest,

And to the weary rest,

Tis manna to the hungry soul,

And to the weary rest.

Dear Name! the Rock on which we build;
Our shield and hiding-place;

Our never-failing treasury, filled

With boundless stores of grace,

With boundless stores of grace,

With boundless stores of grace,
Our never-failing treasury; filled
With boundless stores of grace.

Jesus, our Savior, Shepherd, Friend,
Our Prophet, Priest, and King;

Our Lord, our Life, our Way, our End,
Accept the praise we bring,

Accept the praise we bring,

Accept the praise we bring,

Our Lord, our Life, our Way, our End,
Accept the praise we bring.

Weak is the effort of our heart,
And cold our warmest thought;
But when we see Thee as Thou art,
We'll praise Thee as we ought,
We'll praise Thee as we ought,
We'll praise Thee as we ought,

But when we see Thee as Thou art,
We'll praise Thee as we ought.

Till then we would Thy love proclaim
With every fleeting breath;

And triumph in that blessed Name
Which quells the pow'r of death,
Which quells the pow'r of death,
Which quells the pow'r of death,
And triumph in that blessed Name
Which quells the pow'r of death.

God be with you till we meet again

1.

God be with you till we meet again;
loving counsels guide, uphold you,
may the Shepherd's care enfold you;
God be with you till we meet again.

Refrain:

Till we meet, till we meet,

tillwe meet at Jesus' feet.

Till we meet, till we meet,

God be with you till we meet again.

God be with you till we meet again;

unseen wings, protecting, hide you,

daily manna still provide you;

God be with you till we meet again. [Refrain]

God be with you till we meet again;

when life's perils thick confound you,

put unfailing arms around you;

God be with you till we meet again. [Refrain]

God be with you till we meet again;

keep love's banner floating o'er you,

smite death's threat'ning wave before you;
God be with you till we meet again. [Refrain]
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With hearts full of gratitude, we say thank you. Thank you for walking Johnny through life and for walking with us through the

pain. For every memory you made with him, every encouragement, every act of love, we are deeply grateful. Thank you for
celebrating the beautiful soul our Johnny was and always will be. God bless you.

The Ampofo, Asante and Allied Families
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