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FOUNDER’S DAY DINNER SPEECH 2019 

Firstly, I’d like to commend Greg for that insightful speech and I’d also like thank David and all of 

the Stewards for graciously giving me the opportunity to speak with you all tonight. 

I’d like to start off by telling you a story. 

When I was a child, I would visit Ghana regularly. We have a house in Accra – the capital, but it 

wouldn’t be long after we’d touched down in Kotoka international airport before our suitcases were 

packed again, the car loaded with various snack foods and the engine revved. Off to Kumasi – a more 

rural part of Ghana, off to Grandma.  

At Grandma’s there’s always a lot going on. A cacophony of pots, dogs and laughter but the best part 

about Grandma’s, were the stories. There was one story in particular that always fascinated me, she 

would tell it to me time and time again: my grandmother’s tale of going to fetch the water. When she 

was a girl, she used to have to walk two miles every-day to fetch clean water for the family. She 

would wake up before dawn. Feel her way through the darkness. I remember how her face would 

contort when she recounted the fear that gripped her when she was old enough to go unaccompanied. 

She had described how her heart had quickened and how her chest had felt as if it were being slowly 

and painfully compressed. I remember I would wince every time she spoke of the journey where she 

cut her foot so badly on a large piece of broken glass that she had to get stitches. Or the time where 

she was chased and almost bitten by the savage dog from a house along that road. I remember how 

distraught I would always feel when she told me about how, not as infrequently as one would hope, 

she would almost be at home, her roof in sight when, slowly, almost mockingly, the heavy canister of 

water would suddenly be thrown off balance, caught in the strong breeze, and the water would surge 

over the sides of its container onto the ground. She would have to go back, go back and fetch the 

water. 

When she’d finished her story, what struck me as strange was her face, her tone of voice, her smile. 

She wasn’t looking for pity. She was proud. I had asked her once – why? Why are you not frustrated 

at the thought of what you had to go through, why are you so calm? So happy? And the best way to 

translate what she had said (in Twi) into English is “You carry your water, you drink your water.”  

When I first started at Christ’s Hospital, like many of you here today, I was just 11 years old. I 

remember the first moment I was left alone. I watched my parents walk out of the East side doors of 

dining hall and felt my heart twist painfully at the realisation that tonight I would not sleep in the 

same house as my family. But slowly I learnt to put aside my fear and to take up the opportunities that 

came my way. 

I grew accustomed to making the long walk down avenue from Leigh Hunt to lessons. I began to get 

the knack of marching into dining hall. I even got used to the pit that would form in my stomach when 

the time for steeplechase training came around. I immersed myself in house singing, and as my time 

in CH progressed, I took up roles such as the Senior Verrio Tour-Guide, alongside great mates like 

Rebecca, who is here today and Deputy Secretary General of the Model United Nations working 

beside pals like Georgia, also here today. 

Now, not everything always went to plan. 

I remember one time after a long day of touring prospective students and their parents around we had 

all returned to house to find a delectable array of sandwiches and sweet treats left over from the open 
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day. It was only after polishing off the ‘leftover refreshments’ that our housemistress had come in 

asking where we’d placed the trays for the second group of parents. 

Fast forward a few years to Netball house ties, I had come to love my boarding house and our yellow 

and green stripes and in a zealous effort to win the cup for Leigh Hunt A, in the last remaining 

seconds of the game, I had managed to shoot an absolutely beautiful goal right from the edge of the D. 

Only to recall with a flood of dread, that I had swapped positions in the last quarter from goal shooter 

to goal keeper and I had in actual fact scored what turned out to be Thornton A’s winning goal. 

In fact, thinking back over my CH years, there are many things that I can say have gone wrong. But 

there are more things that I can claim to have been a success. You see, CH taught me, above all else to 

embrace every opportunity presented to me. One of the reasons I am able to stand before you today is 

because in UF Reverend Stephen Golding, gave me the opportunity to speak in Chapel. Something 

that absolutely terrified me, the thought of standing before so many people and delivering something 

that I’d written. It felt so intimate. But I did it, with his help of course, practising beforehand – 

keeping a slow pace, pausing to breathe. I went on to deliver 5 other speeches in the course of my 

time in CH, these have ranged from speaking in Chapel to diplomatic dinners and transatlantic dinners 

in America. 

CH provided me with that very opportunity to travel to America, as the female representative for the 

Baltimore Exchange programme. Aside from seeing and experiencing US culture, I also took away 

something very meaningful from that trip. Whilst there, I attended the ‘Black Student Union’, and 

recognising that the demographics of CH were also incredibly diverse, evident at any band parade or 

chapel service, I was inspired in 2018 to found Christ’s Hospital’s first official African and Caribbean 

Society. Our aim was to educate, both ourselves and others outside of our culture and it was gratifying 

to see people from a range of different backgrounds get involved. We had fortnightly discussions on 

everything from gentrification to media-representation. I organised sessions hosted by internal 

speakers such as the headmaster and external guests like the ACS president of Kings College London. 

Our most popular event was the annual ‘Culture Shock’, which amassed around 300 attendees, all 

proceedings of which went to our elected mental health charity: Risen.  

CH gave me the opportunity to excel academically, the academic staff make an investment in every 

student they have, it is an investment of time, resources and above all else, passion. It was these 

investments that allowed me to cultivate a zeal for education and expanding my knowledge. I was 

able to ascertain 11A*s at secondary education and this allowed me to set my sights on top 

universities such as Oxford for further education. Through a series of support systems set up by CH, 

dedication and a little prayer, in August 2018 I got my required grades and took up my place to read 

Classics and English at Oxford. With plans to later branch into Law. At Oxford I have been fortunate 

enough, to be elected as the Senior Committee’s Events Officer of the Oxford African and Caribbean 

Society, where I can continue to be involved with causes that matter to me personally. 

Above all else, CH gave me the opportunity to practise empathy and to build and sustain meaningful 

relationships, with those I had lived with for seven years and those I later came into contact with. It is 

this altruistic and charitable attitude of the school that makes it truly unique and generates people of 

this same benevolent nature. I am amazed at the number of Old Blues who for years have given 

generously of their time to help either individual projects or wider matters and would like to thank 

you for this. As a result of the kindness of others, I too shall strive to live up to the charge as and 

when I can. 
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Looking back on my journey through CH, it occurred to me that it bore remarkable similarities to 

Grandma’s tales of going to fetch the water. There has been that moment of complete and consuming 

fear of stepping out into the dark alone – when my parents left me that very first day in CH. And there 

have been a lot of difficult parts along way, venturing into public speaking for the first time, founding 

a society and of course that awful ‘own-goal’ moment, when the water spills and you realise you have 

truly messed things up. But like dropping the canister of water, you have to go back. Re-evaluate 

where you went wrong, work out how to move forwards and do it. And then I understood her smile. 

Because in the end, the difficult times are worth it. When you carry your water, see your plight 

through to the end, then and only then, can you drink your water and enjoy the fruits of your labour.  

I guess what I’m trying to say is that aside from leaving me with fond memories – such as the time I 

had to explain to an absolutely perplexed woman in a supermarket that I was not, in fact dressed for 

Halloween, but rather was wearing my school uniform – Christ’s Hospital, has equipped me with full 

water carrying capacity, enabled me to engage with the world beyond CH, and taught me to grasp 

every opportunity with both hands, and I believe it is these very qualities that make Christ’s Hospital 

truly ‘a school like no other’. 

Thank you. 

Nana Sarfo-Bonsu 

 


