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TRIBUTE TO A FALLEN HERO DR.SHEIK HUMARR KHAN 

By 

Joseph Lansana 

Diaspora Affaires Unit 

State House 

On several occasions, I attempted to write a tribute to the fallen hero my 

brother and friend Squazo. Every time I tried to do so, I literally broke 

down. Today, I have mustered the courage, with tears, pain and grieve to 

write a tribute to the demise of my brother. 

 

 

I met the Late Dr. Shiek Humarr Khan in 1986 when he joined 

us as a student of St. Francis Secondary School in Makeni from 

the Ahmadiyya Secondary School in Lungi. Squazo, as he is 

known to friends, professional colleagues and relatives, came to 

St. Francis with extraordinary zeal and passion for the sciences 

that could be matched by few students such as Mohamed S. 

Kanu (Medo Mez), Alusine Tarawalie, Osman Barrie, Fayimba Marrah, and Fendeh Kamara. I 

followed down the list. At the St.  Francis Secondary School you can only be recognized by your 

peers if you are good in the sciences, intellectual debates, football and sport. Alternatively, you 

had to cause trouble or be a boundary-breaker by jumping the fence, pushing the gateman, Pa 

John or come to school late. Squazo and Medo Mez were exceptionally good in Mathematics and 

Further Mathematics. However, it was Squazo who had the patient to explain difficult concepts 

such as CALCULUS and APPLIED MATHEMATICS to those of us that followed the lessons in 

class. It was Squazo who helped me to understand ‘quadratic equations’ and ‘sequences and 

series’. This was a trying moment in my mathematical scholarship. I almost gave up 

Mathematics for failing to understand basic concepts such as ‘factorization’ especially  

troublesome factors that require the use of the method of completing the square. At some point I 

told Squash: “I think I am just stupid. I can’t make it”. He encouraged me and made 
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Mathematics easy for me to understand. Our Mathematics teachers Mr. HCF Amoono and Carol 

S. Kamara (CSK) were both hot tempered and could not spear us the cane if we failed solve 

problems in class. The situation was worse when we did ‘pyramids and cones’ in measuration of 

solid shapes. Squazo had to a form a study group at his residence at 20 Loya Street were we 

benefited from his kindness. That was how we became brothers in the academic struggle. 

In 1989, we progressed to sixth form. It was in lower six that we made our choices in life. Medo 

Mez chose the Engineering option; Squazo showed interest in Medicine, whist I expressed 

interest in Aviation Studies. All of us did Mathematics at ‘A’ Level. In 1990, Squazo served St. 

Francis as Senior Prefect. This highly respected and envied post, made him to  host President 

Joseph Saidu Momoh. The President had visited to receive honorary membership to St. Francis 

on our annual Speech Day.  

Since I was interested in flying planes, Squazo invited me to Lungi after our “A” Level exams 

where he showed me the run way, the Air Port Terminal and through a relative of his at the 

Airport, we accessed the control tower and the metrological station. It was during this visit that I 

met a cross section of the Khan Family: Alpha, Mariama, Mohamed Leigh, Amadu Wurie, 

Teacher Khan (Father) and Mamy Haja (Mother), and I became a family friend. I was opportune 

to join the Kalahuku Football Fan Club at Mahera during a visit to Dr. Kamara and his son Abel 

Kamara (both deceased) at the Mahera Hospital. Shortly after my visit that was to motivate me in 

my intended career, I decided to drop out of School doing cross-border trade with my mum 

between Conakry and Makeni. I did this for three years. Medo Mez and Squazo, who were now 

students at FBC, spent their holidays with me at MASUBA and encouraged me to rethink and go 

back to school. It was a difficult situation as I have started building a house of which they were 

never impressed. All they wanted was for me join them at FBC, for which I was equally not 

prepared to do. 

In 1995, Squazo employed the services of his elder brother Amadu Wurie Khan who was a 

Teaching Assistant-cum-Lecturer at Njala University. Amadu Wurie invited me to Njala 

University asking me to bring along gara clothing and culture necklace for him. He used that 

occasion to show me around the campus where I met several Franciscan colleagues such as Y. 

Bah, Augustine Sengova, the late John Benga John Bosco and a good number of others. It was 

then that I made up my mind to study Mathematics and Geography in the Faculty of Education. 
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Whilst at Njala, Squazo was thrilled for me and we were in constant contact. As always, our 

chats were about our exploits of enjoying our college days and student union politics. At our 

National Union of Students meetings, we both played a pivotal role in merging the Core of 

COMAHS and Status Quo of Njala in opposing the AFRC Junta of August 18, 1997. That was a 

time that left us in danger of our lives as we narrowly escaped the scourge of then AFRC. As 

God will have it, myself and Squazo graduated on  the same day in December 2001. 

Dr. Sheik Humarr Khan was a humble and dedicated medical practitioner that had great respect 

for his profession. He initially had interest in Gynecology and worked with Dr. Whilloughby, 

whilst I was a teacher at the Albert Academy. Dr. Khan will treat anybody for free including my 

family, as long as that person pronounces my name. Those who had the opportunity of sharing 

time with him will attest to the fact that Dr. Khan was humble, magnanimous and a Muslim. 

In 2005 we both left Freetown.  I returned to Makeni to teach at the University of Makeni whilst 

he went to Kenema working at the Lassa laboratory. He was at long last following his dream, 

more of which later. I visited him twice in Kenema in 2008 and 2009. During my visit, it 

happened that even though he lived in a big house of about five rooms as his status demands as a 

medical doctor, we shared the same bed. We talked ourselves out the whole night until 

somebody fell asleep. Our discussion will start from the teachers we don’t like in school, the girl 

friends we made and why they failed to be  our wives, the challenges we faced  in our workplace 

and  wold end on our vision of  participating  in  national  politics. 

In 2011, we both left for further studies. I went to Kenya for an MBA degree whilst he went to 

Ghana for a Master degree in Internal Medicine. Since we came from our studies abroad, I never 

had the opportunity of seeing my brother in person. However, we chatted on phone and face-

book regularly. When the Ebola disease broke out, he assured me of his safety and determination 

to eradicate Ebola in Sierra Leone. I was proud of him, not knowing that the virus is eating up 

my brother.  

Today Dr. Khan has left this world for eternity. However; I believe that his soul is still with us 

and for me and many of us who know him his memory still lingers in our hearts. He is gone but 

not forgotten. Writing a tribute to a fallen brother is more difficult for me than writing 
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Mathematics paper three in the final comprehensive exam at Njala. However, I felt obliged to do 

so.  

In his life, Squazo lived a life of piety. He answered to the call for eternity on Tuesday 29th July 

in Kailahun, but left a hole in our hearts. I presume I knew more than anyone else his 

commitment  to this fight against Ebola, and I promised myself  that I will not cry  for him. 

However, for two days I locked myself up in my room as I mourned his passing.  

If a book has one passage, one idea with the power to change a person’s life, that alone should 

justify reading it. Re-reading it, we must and find a room for it on one’s shelves. Now back to his 

calling for Lassa fever research I mentioned earlier. I remember vividly a discussion we had in 

form six in 1989 when he showed me a prospectus from a university in America (Massachusset 

Institute of Technology (MIT), I supposed. From that prospectus he explained to me the story of 

an American scientist who cured people from Lassa fever but died of Lassa too! Squazo told us 

that he want to be like that doctor. Because of that explanation, we called him MIT. I would have 

discouraged him if I knew he meant what he said at that time. When I learnt of his illness, I knew 

my brother and friend Dr. Sheik Humarr Khan came to this world for a special assignment. He 

has finished the race and has returned to his maker. His demise is not only a loss to the Khan 

family but to the nation as a whole. 

May the good Lord grant him and those who fought alongside with him mercy and may 

perpetual light shine up on them. May their spirits live to fight against the ugly enemy that has 

reversed the gains we made as a nation. With Ebola our people are dying in droves, parents are 

searching for their children, children are searching for their parents and the survival rate is very 

low as the Ebola ward in Kenema became a cemetery. Who will take over from Dr. Sheik 

Humarr Khan? We are no longer at ease as a nation. 

In  the words of Khadi Mansaray, Dr.Khan belonged to a generation: A generation that always 

stood forward for a good fight, a generation that stood against rebel invasion in Freetown, a 

generation that acquired good grades at both “ O” and “ A” level  despite the go slows and 

teachers strikes during our days at St. Francis, a generation that was exiled and  returned, a 

generation  that  chose democracy, a generation that cut across tribe and religion, a generation 

that promoted  good governance and Human rights, a generation that stood against corruption 
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and a generation that promoted  the agenda for prosperity. Dr. Sheik Humarr Khan is too young 

to die but he stood his grounds making sure that Ebola is made history in mama Salone. What 

else   can a man do than to lay his life for others to live? Let us all join Dr. Sheik Humarr Kahn 

in fighting this good fight and kick Ebola from the face of the Earth.  Squazo, you proved 

yourself a Franciscan. Great things they expect from us, will they be disappointed? Of course, 

you said No!  By so doing, you join the best that build the future prosperity of our land. And 

always we will remember that we are friends together as boys of St. Francis School. We will 

keep the banner high. This is a promise. The question I will pose to my brother Squazo is this, 

why the sudden departure? We never had an opportunity to say good bye. Sleep on my brother 

till we meet again at the bosom of father Abraham. Have a peaceful rest. 


