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COMMUNITY
By Dr. DHANPAUL NARINEof The WeekPROFILE

Julius Benjamin Nathoo:

It was a sunny Thursday in June 
1963. The day before, I was play-

ing at Philadelphia Scots School 
pelting awara fruit from a tall tree 
and jumping rope with my friends. 
It was a blissful world, with no 
thought of the future.

My father ap-
peared at the school, 
saw me hopping and 
skipping and put an 
end to it. “Tomorrow, 
you will be going 
to Saraswat High 
School,” he said. “I 
have spoken to Mr. 
Nathoo and he will 
take you.” 

On Thursday, my 
cousin Latchman 
Sookraj and I jour-
neyed to Saraswat.

The school 
building stood by the 
road, at Dekinderen, 
and the dust from the 
mud cast a peculiar 
sheen on the wood. 
A noticeboard on the 
front of the building 
told us the name 
of the school and 
said proudly that 
its Principal, Mr. 
Julius Benjamin 
Nathoo, was an 
‘inter BA and inter 
BSc.’ I was eleven 
years old and could 
be forgiven for not 
knowing what they 
meant.

Mr. Nathoo was 
on hand to greet us. 
He was from Port 
Mourant and had 
traveled far to De-
kinderen to found 
Saraswat. This was 
done on the advice 
of his uncle Rich-
ard Benjamin and 
his mentor Rudra 
Nath. Mr. Nathoo 
was neatly dressed 
with a grey mohair 
pants with pleats, 
a white shirt and 
black tie. He was 
friendly and proudly 
showed us around. 
There was one young 
man with thick wavy 
hair that sat by him-
self and Mr. Nathoo 
explained that the 
student was studying 

for his ‘O’ Levels exam.
Latchman took quick-

ly to books; my mind 
was on the ball fi eld that 
reminded me of Scots 
School. I sat next to 
Bridgemohan Boodhoo 
whose parents owned 
a store at Parika. Our 
class had 84 students 
and it became noisy 
after lunch. I found 
students that wanted to 
play and we ran around, 
ate Aunty Sattie’s boiled 
channa, and drank 
mauby.

I tried to fi nd my way 
but I was a small fi sh in 
a big ocean. We only had 
a few days to prepare for 
the end of June exams. I 
found to my dismay that 
I was in no way ready 
for academia. The exam 

results told the story: 
Latchman brought fi rst 
and I brought last.

I spent the holidays 
collecting newspapers 
with Ma, my grand-
mother, and catching 
shrimps at the koker 

with her. We pasted 
the newspapers on the 
walls of our logie and I 
marveled at the pictures 
and stories of world 
leaders such as John F. 
Kennedy, and others. 
In September, I was 
back at Saraswat and I 
was wearing shoes for 
the fi rst time. I was in 
the big league!

My bench mate was 
Mohamed Rafeek Wal-
ly from Leonora. I did 
not realize it but Mr. 
Nathoo was spinning 
his webs around me 
and I was in another 
world just by listen-
ing to his diction and 
prose. Who was this 
man that could marry 
disciplines and speak 
with such command 
on any subject?

How could he deal 
so effortlessly with 
weighty topics such 
as the philosophy of 
Bertrand Russell? 
How could he read the 
minds of those three 
witches in Macbeth 
and wade into the con-

ventions and precedents 
of the British Parliament 
and get his students 
excited with Latin?

Mr. Nathoo com-
bined academia with 
sports and his students 
topped the West Demer-

ara in cricket. His hero 
was Rohan Kanhai, the 
ebullient strokemak-
er that was also from 
Port Mourant. One 
mid-morning Mr. Nat-

hoo called an Assembly. 
The wavy-haired student 
was introduced to us. He 
was Mohamed Kazim 
Yusuff.  Mr. Nathoo’s 
excitement soon be-
came clear. Kazim, from 
Tuschen, had passed 

seven ‘O’ Level subjects 
at one sitting. This was 
unheard of on the West 
Coast.

We had cause to cele-
brate again and this time 

it involved the Princi-
pal himself. At another 
Assembly, Mr. Nathoo 
informed us that he was 
awarded his Bachelor’s 
Degree from the Univer-
sity of London. This was 
amazing and brilliant 
and confi rmed that Mr. 
Nathoo was in a differ-
ent stratosphere, a Titan 
of the intellect. I want-
ed to be like him but 
my day-dreaming was 
cut short by the reality 
of life in that logie, in 
Sookoo Yard.

As the years pro-
gressed, it became clear 
that Mr. Nathoo was 
a teacher destined to 
shape the lives of stu-
dents across continents. 
He took the Saraswat 
formula with him to 
Canada and he made a 

difference in the lives 
of a generation of stu-
dents there. His wife 
Celina, also a teacher, 
was always by his 
side and together 
they have raised two 
daughters, Linda and 
Barbara, who are 
school principals.

Mr. Nathoo con-
tinues to amaze us. 
He has progressed in 
years but his mind is 
as sharp as a razor. 
He showed young-
er scholars how it 
should be done when 
he earned a law 
degree with honors 
from Grays Inn in 
London, England. 
These days, Mr. Nat-
hoo revels in the suc-
cess of his students 
who are all over the 
planet and are doing 
good work.

Recently, he vis-
ited New York with 
Mrs. Nathoo, and the 
indomitable Dr. Dolly 
Hassan was happy 
to take them to the 
Trimurti Temple. It 
was like old times. 
There was complete 
silence as Mr. Nat-
hoo spoke from the 
heart about parental 
sacrifi ce and the need 
for a peaceful world. 
He also reminded the 
audience of a letter 
I wrote to him many 
years ago.

I well remem-
ber that letter. I had 
carried Mr. Nathoo 
in my heart for years. 
He was the fi rst 
person that came to 
mind when I was 
awarded my PhD 
degree at the London 
School of Economics. 
I wrote to thank him, 
and like a soaring 
eagle, I was free.

Dolly and I took 
our blessings from 
him, on behalf of 
all of his students. 
We ate, laughed 
and talked about 
Saraswat, and life. 
He left, and like the 
Ancient Mariner, we 
were wiser on the 
morrow morn. 

A Principal for the Ages!

Dr. Dhanpaul Narine and 
Dr. Dolly Hassan sit at the 
feet of the legend and 
good shepherd, Julius 
Benjamin Nathoo, former 
Principal of Saraswat 
High School.

Dr. Dolly Hassan, Mrs. Celina Nathoo, Principal Julius Benjamin Nathoo and Pandit 
Chunelall Narine at the Shri Trimurti Bhavan in Queens, New York.


