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“In the end,  the love you take is  equal  to the love you 
make” – Paul  McCartney

In the last  month,  the North Point  family has had one 
of  i ts  greatest  losses.  The sad demise of  our beloved 
Senior Headmaster,  Mr.  Dipendra Narayan Pradhan or 
lovingly cal led “Sir  DN”.

Sir  DN served the school  for  33 years and was in his 
early  sixties.  He was a smart  gentleman, always looking 
sharp in a suit .  He was an excel lent  administrator and 
advisor.

North Point  excel led with him under former Rector,Rev. 
Father Kinley Tshering.  The bond he shared with the 
staff  and students were that  of  a  family.

He left  behind a legacy which wil l  be applauded upon by 
generations to come.

The North Point  Weekly on behalf  of  the school 
expresses their  gratitude with this  f inal  issue of  the 
year as a  tribute to the l i fe  that  Mr Dipendra Narayan 
Pradhan l ived.

Rest  easy Sir  DN.

EDITORIAL

Sonam Palden Wangchuk Awanish Gazmer



A Tribute to 
Late Mr D.N Pradhan

Dear family members of Mr.D.N Pradhan, friends, colleagues and 
companions,
                            We have gathered this morning to remember with 
gratitude the life of late Mr.Dipendra Narayan Pradhan.
                             
	 Each	 one	 of	 us	 this	 morning	 is	 filled	 with	 teeming	
memories	of	Sir	D.N.	I	invite	all	of	us	to	briefly	bring	to	mind	these	
moments….. I am certain that just as I have, you too saw in your 
mind’s eye the ever- smiling face of Mr.Pradhan. This is the way I 
wish to remember him; smiling constantly with cheerfulness and 
equanimity, no matter what the circumstances. 
                       
 Mr.D.N Pradhan ascribes his joining North Point to the 
persuasion of his visionary and loving mother. It was her insistence 
that brought him here as a Physics teacher in April of 1987 to be 
appointed by the then Rector, Fr Leo Forestell SJ. Prior to joining 
North	 Point,	 he	 had	worked	 as	 a	 Development	Officer	with	 the	
LIC under the Central Government and turned down several job 
opportunities in neighbouring Government Schools and even the 
position of an assistant engineer of All India Radio. 1987 was a 
fortunate year for St. Joseph’s, North Point because it had been 
ordained	 that	 this	new	 staff	appointee,	Mr	D.N	Pradhan	would,	
in time, go on to lead this institution in the capacity of the Senior 
Headmaster. 
                     
 At his Silver Jubilee in 2012 Mr.D.N Pradhan said that 
his earliest impression of North Point was, and I quote, “…. I 
consciously	 or	 unconsciously	 considered	 myself	 a	 misfit	 at	 NP,	
where I felt only the ‘royals’ and ‘giants’ walked.” Today, looking 
back at the thirty- three years he spent within the Twin Towers 
we can say with certainty that he had become a giant in his own 

right, a towering personality and another pillar that has helped 
this institution stand tall and strong through the ravages of time.
                   
  In the same Silver Jubilee speech, Mr.Pradhan went on to 
say that, “A house is built by hands but a home is built with hearts.” 
I think this was Sir D.N Pradhan’s secret strength: North Point 
had become for him his home. In an interview that he gave for the 
“Telegraph in School” Newspaper he said, “N.P is not my second 
home	but	my	first	home.	“	Our	Home	in	the	Mountains”	is	where	
his heart took up residence. I would often marvel and wonder at 
the long hours he spent in school. He was on most days the last 
staff	member	to	leave	the	premises,	having	spent	the	better	part	
of the evening after 3:30 p.m., working on the computer in his 
office	or	attending	to	urgent	examination	work	for	the	ICSE	and	
ISC Council. His winter holidays were curtailed because he would 
spend over a month at meticulous planning and framing of the 
coming Years’ Time Table. When asked about his dedication and 
unstinting	hard	work	he	would	answer	with	a	silent	beatific	smile	
of satisfaction …. He was on his mission of building NP into a 
home	with	the	smile	and	a	heart	of	loving	service	and	sacrifice.	The	
boundaries between his own home and family and his extended 
North Point Home and family had begun to blur and vanish. 
He taught us how life and livelihood were not separate but were 
synonymous. I must not fail to mention here, that this philosophy 
of	his	 called	 for	 the	 supreme	understanding	 and	 sacrifice	 of	 his	
wife, Mrs Deepa Pradhan, his son, Deepasan and his daughter, 
Deepsahana,  as well as his nonagenarian mother and his larger 
family of relatives. North Point shall remain ever in debt to each 
one of them.
                
  Another area at which Mr D.N Pradhan excelled was in 
managing relationships. He was blessed with tact, diplomacy and a 
fair measure of understanding and compassion: armed with these 
attributes he was able to maintain a cordial relationship with the 
Jesuit Community, the Administrators, the teachers, the parents, 
co-workers and the students. In fact, his wisdom and arbitration 
were often sought out to assuage frayed tempers or settle disputes 
or to mediate between upset parents and their sons or with the 
administration. 
                  
 Mr.Pradhan spent much of his working day addressing issues 
of discipline. Often at times, teachers would send the miscreants 
to him to be reprimanded. Instead, he chose to patiently dialogue 
with them and counsel them, often bringing the parents in too, 
so that students felt cared for and often changed for the better. 

Late Mr. DN Pradhan



As	 the	 years	 rolled	 on,	 this	 flow	 of	 students,	 parents,	 alumni,	
well-wishers, publishers, teachers, and heads of institutions and 
Jesuits,	to	his	corner	office	grew	to	a	flood.	Soon,	Mr.D.N	became	
the	 face	 of	North	 Point.	He	was	 the	 one	 that	 first	met	 you	 and	
addressed all your needs. That smiling visage that we had taken 
for	granted	 is	no	 longer	 there	 to	greet	you	or	 to	see	you	off.	We	
shall miss you, Sir, more than we can say.  
             
 Not only was Mr.D.N Pradhan the face of the school in 
Darjeeling but he had also been the leader of the team that visited 
Boston High in America to begin the student exchange programme 
with them. He was also part of the delegation that went to Kunming 
and Beijing to sign a memorandum of understanding with schools 
there. School work, meetings and workshops took him to Delhi, 
Bangalore and Pune where he represented North Point beyond-
both nationally and internationally. 
            
 Under his able leadership and that of his Jesuit counterparts( 
Fr. Forestell, Fr. Van, Fr. Peter, Fr.Lobo, Fr.Kinley, Fr. Santy, 
Fr.Shajumon, Fr. Lawrence, Fr. K.L.George, Fr.Leo and Fr. Stanley) 
to name a few, North Point went from strength to strength. We 
established ourselves as the best Boarding School in West Bengal 
and among the top ten in India. We had distinguished visitors who 
endorsed the success of the school: the former President of India, 
late Shri Pranab Mukherjee and former Governor of West Bengal 
Shri Gopal Krishna Gandhi, Fr. Arturo Sosa Superior General 
of the Jesuitsamongst others. We won most competitions and 
tournaments and produced some of the best Board Results that 
the school had ever witnessed. Much of this success was due to the 
leadership, support, mentoring and diligence of our head teacher, 
Mr.D.N. Pradhan.  
                 
 “Uneasy lies the head that wears the crown,” so goes the 
proverb and the Headmaster of North Point was no exception; 
he faced several crises during his tenure. North Point witnessed 
the stresses and strains of the extended strikes, the relocation of 
our students to the plains of Matigara and Alipurduar and the 
attendant logistic problems, natural calamities like landslides and 
earthquakes and the loss of young lives. Yet, Mr.D.N Pradhan kept 
smiling through all of this with the faith that all would be well. His 
optimism and cheerfulness branded him as a true North Pointer 
…..one who lifts up his heart at all times and says, “Sursum Corda”.
Sir steered NP through many upheavals as a valued member of 
the school Managing Committee and came to symbolise continuity 
and permanence in the volatile tumult of change. 
              
 Mr.Pradhan was a passionate teacher of Physics. He would 
emerge from the classroom covered in chalk dust grinning with 
satisfaction and exuding energy and enthusiasm. Here was a 
teacher in love with his subject and his profession, a person 
capable of igniting this zeal in his students to learn and in his fellow 
teachers to admire and try to emulate. It was only natural then that 
his	efforts	manifested	themselves	in	the	splendid	Physics	results	

procured by his students in the ICSE and ISC board examinations. 
For ‘walking the talk’ he was duly awarded the “Best Teacher 
Award” and decorated by the Lions’ Club of Darjeeling. His doting 
students speak of his lessons with respectful reverence.
           
 Mr.Pradhan was a person in love with life and he did things 
with	style.	There	was	a	panache	and	finesse	in	the	way	he	dressed	
and carried himself. He was always impeccably attired in the latest 
fashion and cut of coats and trousers. On occasion, he donned his 
dark glasses and combed his hair in a youthful jaunt that belied his 
age. He would joke and tease the students and his colleagues and 
his wit and warm friendliness charmed all who met him. 
         
 Another pursuit was his great love for music and singing. 
His melodious and mellow voice compelled listening and he 
used this gift to entertain his students and colleagues on many a 
Children’s Day or school celebration. All of us remember with a 
certain sense of pride, the day he released his own music album 
“Sapana Ko Katha” in the school Auditorium. It was not just a 
great achievement for Sir but a feather in NP’s hat as well. Just 
a few months ago, he sang in a solo on-line concert at the Park 
Studio. His daughter had gifted him his own recording studio to 
pursue his hobby and Deepasan is following in his father’s musical 
footsteps. Sir’s soothing voice will live on in his recordings and in 
the hearts he has left behind.
        
 In closing,  The North Point Family and his North Point 
Home thank God for the life and the contribution of Mr.D. N. 
Pradhan to each one of us and to St. Joseph’s School.  We thank Sir 
for being a good human being, a dutiful son, a wonderful husband, 
an exceptional father not just to his own son and daughter but to 
all his students as well, and for being our colleague and friend. 
We are certain that in the passing of Mr.D.N. Pradhan we have 
another intercessor in Heaven who will continue to protect and 
guide our school and his wife, their children his mother and his 
generous and ever-loving family.
           
 I want to end with the prayer of St. Ignatius of Loyola, the 
founder of the Jesuits because Sir D.N Pradhan truly imbibed and 
lived the Jesuit charism and understood what it meant ‘to be a 
man for others’,
Teach us, good Lord,
to serve you as you deserve,
to give and not to count the cost,
to	fight	and	not	to	heed	the	wounds,
to toil and not to seek for rest,
to labour and not to ask for any reward,
save that of knowing that we do your will.
Amen.
       
 May God grant to his soul his richly deserved reward of 
eternal peace and permanent untroubled smiles. 

Mr. Andre Lefevre



R E C T O R ’ S
message

 There are great teachers on the St. Joseph faculty today. I 
know some of them, and I’m sure each of you does too. They are 
those who have devoted their major energies to helping you to 
make intellectual discoveries, to sharpen your mental equipment 
and to discover yourselves. It will be these teachers whom you will 
remember	because	they	will	influence	what	you	do	with	your	life.	I	
think	you	will	find	that	they	are	the	enduring	legacy	of	your	years	at	
North point. And our D.N is one such a teacher, a true legend of our 
times.

 In my brief time in North point, I came to know that Mr. D.N 
had	touched	the	lives	of	many	students	and	staff	during	his	time	in	
North point. During his three decades at our school, D.N earned 
the well-deserved reputation as an inspirational teacher who was 
always seeking ways to support each and every student so that they 
were	able	to	fulfil	their	potential.

 As a school and a community we are grieving our loss of D.N 
sir, we will support and guide each other and we will ensure that 
D.N name and legacy continues. D.N is irreplaceable and North 
point will never forget him or his relentless service to N.P.
Rest in peace D.N, you are greatly missed!

Sursum Corda

OUR sun hath gone down at the noonday, 
The heavens are black; 
And over the morning the shadows 
Of night-time are back 

- PHOEBE CARY. 

Dear North pointers,

 This was the poem written by Phoebe Cary in memory of the 
great Abraham Lincoln. And I’m sure is the same feeling of all the 
North Pointers today as we still mourn the sudden demise of D.N 
Pradhan, a great teacher and a great human being. All of a sudden 
the sun has gone down over North point and the heavens are black.. 
as we miss our ‘D.N Sir’ famously called by one and all.

	 It	is	very	fitting	that	the	last	NP	issue	of	the	year	is	dedicated	
to our beloved Mr. D.N. Pradhan, who returned to his heavenly 
abode,	after	he	suffered	a	cardiac	arrest	in	the	hospital,	in	the	early	
hours of 15th October. 

 He was a much loved member of the North point School 
community; a superb teacher and a kind, generous, endlessly 
positive person. He had an unwavering belief in the ability of all 
students to succeed and was known by his colleagues as a deeply 
committed teacher, always available to support any student, at any 
time,	who	arrived	at	his	office	door.

Fr. Adv. Stan ley  K Varghese , SJ

R E C T O R



“The Beauty of life is, while we cannot undo what is done,
we can see it, understand it, learn from it 
and change so that every new moment is spent not in regret, guilt, 
fear or anger
but in wisdom, understanding and love”
- Jennifer Edwards.

 It was a great shock to me and still I cannot come to terms 
with the fact that Mr. D. N. Pradhan is no more. His memories are 
evergreen. I was introduced to Mr. D. N. Pradhan in the month of 
May 2011 by Fr. Kinley, as I came to North Point for my second year 
of regency as a Sub-Prefect with class XII boarders. He came across 
to	me	as	a	fine	gentleman.	He	never	 left	me	alone	but	constantly	
guided me during my 15 months here. He would always assign me 
to take classes as substitute, be it value education classes or English 
classes. I found him easy to work with. I always saw him happy and 
handled things uprighlty. His guidance during those months have 
become handy for me as I returned to NP the second time.

 His willingness and availability for work at NP was always 
commendable.	He	always	said	that	North	Point	was	his	first	family.	
He	would	stay	late	night	till	he	finished	the	work	and	he	would	never	
leave anything for the next day. Apart from his regular works he was 
also highly talented in music. The Children’s Day was one of those 
occasions when everyeone would wait for Mr. D. N. Pradhan. North 
Point will surely miss him. I do.
 I saw him as a person strongly committed to his work and 
he would go out of his way to help and sort out things if need be. I 
saw the manner in which he handled the day-scholar parents and 
students.	He	would	find	ways	to	make	them	understand	the	problem	
and found ways to win them back to school as true North Pointers. 

Due to this great quality, many parents and students admire him 
and have great respect for him. The parents knew that Mr. D. N. 
Pradhan was sincere and honest about the growth of their children.

 I found in him a man of great intergrity who would call a 
spade a spade. He would not think twice to speak his mind out. 
I admired this quality of his and when I appreciated him for this 
quality he was pleasantly surprised to hear that from me. His 
expression on that day is still fresh in my memory. He loved to relax 
and he was jovial. I never felt out of place when I was with him. Even 
during the lockdown, the ways in which he taught his classes are 
commendable. He always stood with NP. He handled the Council’s 
work so meticulously that he knew what had to be done if things 
went	wrong.	It	will	be	very	dificult	for	anyone	to	fit	into	his	shoes	
ever.
 
We miss this great personality, which is a shock to all of us still. But 
life has to move on. I am sure he will never leave our memories. But 
I am sure that he will be a source of inspiration to all of us as we 
move on with our lives. Let us continue to keep the bereaved family 
members in our prayers and thoughts. May the Lord be their source 
of strength and support.

 As Leo Buscaglia said, we know for certain that we never 
lose the people we love, even to death. They continue to participate 
in every act, thought and decision we make. Their love leaves an 
indelible	imprint	in	our	memories.	We	find	comfort	in	knowing	that	
our lives have been enriched by having shared their love. 

Sursum Corda!

f r o m  t h e

P R I N C I PA L’ S  D E S K

Rev. Fr.  Leo  Alphonse  Ra j ,  SJ

P R I N C I PA L



The pain is gone but it is our turn to deal with sorrow.

 
 The loss of our beloved Senior Headmaster, Mr D N 
Pradhan grievously saddens me. With his long life experience 
at NP, I have gained a lot from him as he was openhearted 
and a man of principles and rules. He has filled my life with 
lots of lessons with happiness and sweet feelings that I will 
carry in my heart onwards through life. A great man has 
departed from this world but his legacy and memories will 
live on. Words fall short of expressing my sorrow for our loss 
but thinking of you during these difficult times Mr D N, we 
are sharing our sorrow with love and friendship. We know 
the day will come but death always leaves us with grief.
 
 We weren’t his only loved ones. He had a strong 
connection with the students, staff, parents and the alumni. 

The radiance of discipline and principles would always 
reflect in his dealings and relationships with others. Hand 
in hand, he came across as a very friendly and loving man, 
as always as a mentor. I remember him asking me often, “Is 
everything under control?” I know it’s nowhere near the same 
if responded now but I would say that the pain is gone but it 
is our turn to deal with sorrow. Thank you very much for the 
experiences, life lessons and all you have been to us. May the 
soul of the dearly departed rest in peace and may our prayers 
help guide him on his journey to our Creator!

 We love and miss you Mr D N, past, present and future.  

  Sursum Corda

Fr. Anuran jan  Ekka , SJ

P R E F E C T

f r o m  t h e

P R E F E C T ’ S  O F F I C E



 The best personal memory of Mr D. N. Pradhan was 
when he invited me to his home and there I met his mother. 
The love between the mother and the son was very touching 
and delicate. I believe that a person who has a tender heart 
even for one person, even as one’s mother, has touched 
glimpses of eternity. I believe that DN Sir has reached 
there before us. I still don’t know the full name of Mr D. N. 
Pradhan as I endearingly called him DN.

 When I was privileged to be the Rector of my Alma 
Mater North Point, the task of taking the school to further 
heights fell on me. I looked for a person who could work 
along with me to make NP the best. For this I needed the 
best person at NP to shoulder our responsibility. As I prayed 
about it and started to get feedback from people, my head 
and heart fell on DN. It was a choice I never regretted 
because he has surpassed my every plan.

 The stalwarts of yesteryears of NP like Mr. Maurice 
Banerjee and Mr Jack Vaz were Assistant Headmasters. 
I honoured DN with the title ‘Senior Headmaster’ and he 
fulfilled his duties worthily with passion for NP and her 
students. Later when I visited him at NP when I was no 
longer the Rector, he was always very respectful. He was a 
man of character and quiet discipline. 

 Over the years I came to know that DN was very much 
a family man who loved his family dearly. His tender heart 
was revealed in his songs and of late I noticed he did sing 

quite a bit. Perhaps the flame was burning the brightest 
before it so suddenly was snuffed out. Even in my wildest 
dreams I never expected him to go so suddenly, as he kept in 
touch with me on social media. However in hindsight, what 
a wonderful way to go as they say, with his boots on. He laid 
down his life for NP and while still in the service of NP.

 Today when I recall the memory of DN, my heart goes 
out to his mother. In fact when I first heard of the news 
of the sad demise, my first thoughts were for his mother. 
My heart goes out to his dear family who will miss a dear 
husband, his son and daughter, a loving father. We at North 
Point will surely miss a teacher who has left his mark in 
the annals of this great institution. When the story of NP 
will be told in the future, DN will feature in it as one of the 
truly blue blooded North Pointer, as my class teacher, Mr 
Manuel Coutinho loves to recall a true North Pointer as 
BLUE BLOODED.

 No amount of ‘thank you’ is enough for this gentleman! 
More than the word Adieu in French for goodbye, I prefer 
another French word Au revoir, see you again. Au revoir to 
a great North Pointer. When the blue flags will flutter, Au 
revoir, to a great teacher who will live on in his students. Au 
revoir to my colleague who stood shoulder to shoulder with 
me to make NP the best of the best! 

SURSUM CORDA

Fr. K in ley  Tsher ing, SJ

Fo r m e r  R e c t o r



Rev. Fr.  K . L .  George, SJ

Fo r m e r  R e c t o r

Mr. D. N. Pradhan

Persons come into the fibre of our lives,
And then their shadow fades and disappears.
But all I ask of you is to remember me as loving you.

 These are the lines of a song which I came across long, 
long time ago. These are the words I hear Mr. D. N. Pradhan 
speak to us as his physical presence has faded and disappeared 
from our midst, leaving us with only the memories of him. 
It is certain that all of us will be transformed from historical 
realities to mere memories which would then gradually fade 
and disappear completely. For me the reality of Mr. D. N. 
Pradhan leaving a trial of memories of him came far too soon, 
in an unexpected manner. Even today his smiling face is fresh 
before my eyes. I could hardly believe he has moved on, far 
beyond our perceptions.

 A man of stern and confident words, Mr. D. N. Pradhan 
was a pillar of strength and support in matters of the school. 
That is how I now remember him after my brief term in office 
in the school. His commitment to duty as teacher and Senior 
Headmaster surpassed all levels of normal expectations. His 
love for the school and its tradition evoked a deep sense of 

nostalgia for the bygone days and years. His knowledge of the 
subject which he taught and of the Boards was of high calibre. 

 At the personal level he was a very jovial, affectionate 
and affable person. He was so dynamic and youthful a person 
that he could rise above his biological age and infirmities, and 
inspire and infuse great enthusiasm in all of us, young and 
old. Such was his energy levels. I truly admired him for all of 
these traits. A dear good friend, he lives in my memory with 
that signature smile and energy, which are difficult to erase 
for a very long time.

 Remember, Pilgrim, there is no road. The road is made 
by walking. Mr. D. N. Pradhan walked and left us a road on 
which we could confidently walk for years ahead. The road 
he walked was that of compassion, competence, confidence, 
commitment, and conscience put to use for a communitarian 
cause. The words he seems to whisper into our ears are, “I 
expect to pass through this world but once. Any good, therefore 
that I can do or any kindness that I can show to any fellow 
creature, let me do it now. For I shall not pass this way again”.

 Mr. D. N. Pradhan, a true North Pointer - now and 
always. May God bless him and his family.
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“If Tears could build a Stairway and 
Memories a Lane, I would walk right up 
to Heaven and Bring You Home Again”

My GURU My MENTOR My GUIDE, MR D.N. PRADHAN.

 If you want to know what a ‘Straight on the face’ kind of person is, 
then you have missed your chance. He meant what he said and said what 
he meant. An excellent administrator, who had a patient ear for all. He 
was polite but firm, fair and square. One extraordinary thing about him 
was that whatever happened in the office, he chose to keep it in the office. 
His role as an administrator sometimes created unpleasant situations, but 
once out of the office, he would be that jolly guy, smiling, laughing, teasing; 
a colleague and a friend whom you could trust your life on. He radiated 
positive energy towards all those who surrounded him. He used to be like 
a wall ready to defend his family, friends, colleagues and the institution.

 He dedicated 33 years of his life to this institution. He used to say, ‘I 
have enjoyed all these thirty-three years of my life at North Point’. He was 
the last person to leave the school campus but he never complained. I just 
heard physical bodily complaints. Many a times he would be unwell, but,  
in his office. Anybody entering the office would not even be able to guess 
it as his face would immediately glow with a smile to greet the person.  His 
Sincerity, Honesty and Dedication towards the school is unquestionable. It 
has reflected in all the work he has done, The Person He has been and the 
thirty-three years he has served the school. He was Faithful and had a deep 
sense of belonging to North Point. His relationship with the students was 
that of a personal level. He used to say ‘They are our children, we cannot 
and should not give up on them’.

 I was also very fortunate to be a student of Mr. D.N. Pradhan. For 
us students, he was The Standard. Always punctual for his class, well pre-
pared, polite but firm and always ready to answer any questions. He was 
a ‘no-nonsense’ man, always ready to reason out and correct those who 
strayed. He used to be very concerned about the stragglers, helping them 
even after his duty hours. He was also a terrific Director, directing many 
Nepali plays, which the Fraser Hall has witnessed. He has helped many of 
us explore our hidden talents on stage. I am sure many of us fondly remem-
ber his tutelage and his patience in honing our acting skills. He imparted 
values of teamwork, honesty, sincerity and hard work. The so-called ‘less-
er-known’ students would surely find a role in the plays he directed. Many 
students still refer to him as ‘Bau’ (Father)!

 I wish (सससससस ससस सस सस ससससस ससस ससससससस ससस सस that this were 
a dream and not the cruel reality. I wish that we would be discussing about 

family, school and online classes and then I would get a few scoldings for 
frequently coming out from the house during the pandemic. Alas, the real-
ity is that you have left us forever. How could I have even guessed that the 
conversation I had with you, over the phone, for 27 minutes on the 29th 
of August would be the last. Had I known, I would have talked to you for 
hours on end. It is said that it is not manly to cry. So be it. I am sorry that 
I cannot hold back my tears. You have taken a part of me. I will miss the 
plannings that we used to do. I will miss the conversation that we used to 
have in your office. I will miss your collection of songs that we used to lis-
ten to on the way back home. I sometimes imagine that you will give me a 
call and say ‘I am stressed, let’s go to Siliguri for a break’. Most dearly, I will 
miss you in person.
 
 I thank you for being my Guru, my Mentor, my Guide. You have 
literally held my hand and pulled me forward. I thank you for believing in 
me and instilling confidence within me. I am so fortunate to have been a 
part of your sincere, honest and beautiful life. You have left a void in my life 
that none can fill. They say that ‘Time is the healer’, but I will prod on my 
wounds and not let time fade the memories. I will miss you Dearly. I will 
miss you terribly.

Few lines from one of your favourite songs:

सससससस सससससस सससस ससस ससससस
सससस सससस ससससस सससस सससस ससससस…..
सससससस ससस ससससस सससस ससस ससससस ससससस
ससससससस ससससससससससस ससस ससस ससससससस

The past gone by hurts me,
And the distance between us pains me.
When the Dream is on my side, I feel you are still with me,
When the Reality Shakes me up, the Pain surrounds me.

 Dear Sir, I am extremely sorry that I couldn’t be part of your last 
journey. It will be a great regret throughout my life. I know you are in a 
better place. Hope to meet you on the other side.

REST IN PEACE. 



The star shines its brightest 
right before it's blown over.

 Some would say that Mr. DN was at his peak when he was 
in his 20s or 30s but for me when he first entered our classroom 
I knew that we were in the presence of someone who was the 
epitome of what all North Pointers wanted to be. It wasn’t that 
he was still in his peak form but he had cracked open the shell 
into another form that was of higher value than when he was at 
his peak.

 There were a few of us in class who were students 
since class 3 and he knew most of our names which was quite 
surprising because the primary does not interact much with 
the senior school and even as we were growing up we never saw 
much of him, but he still recognized us. It showed us how well 
he kept track of us and our performances in co-curricular and 
class activities.

 It’s true that he was in his late fifties and he was about 
to retire the following year but the way he took the classes, the 
body language and the attitude told us that he wanted to give us 
every ounce of knowledge he possessed in his final year at the 
school. That’s why even when the pandemic struck and things 
were looking messy he was still there as a firm pillar of support 
that would never weaver even in the face of moral crisis. 

 Mr.DN believed that an educated human being was 
greater than an intelligent one. He believed that if he could 
help even one student, it would have contributed to a better 
world. And he did, he helped thousands of students in his years 
of service. What fascinates me is that his passion never burned 
down, it was so strong that he still saw my messages when he 
was in his hospital bed.

 He used to tell us stories that made us realize what kind of 
rascals he had dealt with in the past but he never bad-mouthed 

them, not even once cause it helped him grow. And that growth 
helped us learn too. We are the product of our environment 
and we are what we are today because of Mr. DN’s everlasting 
presence.

 The star shines its brightest right before it’s blown over. 
Mr. DN was ever livelier until the end. I remember him telling 
us to watch his show during the lockdown. I remember him 
taking tests just a few weeks ago. I remember him writing those 
notes which were so carefully arranged. When I had injured 
my leg a year ago he would always enquire about it and would 
give me tips as to what I should do to take care of it and his 
words would always be soft-spoken, making me feel at home. 
He was shining the brightest until the fire was blown out. His 
life taught me that we could ever only be happy if we do what 
we find happiness in. His resolve was was strong and it never 
wavered.

 I never really liked physics but being in his presence was 
like being part of a history that was constantly writing itself as 
he spoke. North Point could never forget a man like him. North 
Point could only ask of another that would be as good as him. 
He never gave us a chance to say goodbye, he was never able to 
retire in the home in the mountains but I know he was happy 
to be a part of the blue-blooded family until the very end. I am 
glad that I got to know him.

REST IN PEACE, Dear Sir.

SURSUM CORDA
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 “ M R  P R A D H A N ”

 My earliest memories of Mr. DN Pradhan, or Sir DN, as 
we called him, are from the primary division. It was children’s 
day and there was a lot of excitement in the year. Miss Gulapi 
had performed a wonderful dance and there was a lot of 
excitement among us PD boys.

 My ears always pin-up when I hear the word “Pradhan”. 
It could be because my very own name ends with Pradhan 
but nonetheless, Mr. DN Pradhan’s name was called out. I 
remember straining out my neck to get a glimpse of the teacher 
who had been called. He climbed up confidently onto the stage. 
Then he started singing. Frankly, I had never fancied Nepali 
music(much to the displeasure of my grandparents), but Sir 
DN’s voice was a thing of beauty. From that day onwards, I 
knew him as the Headmaster who could sing.

 As I entered the Lower Division, Sir DN’s name became 
a familiar one. The homework diaries, teachers’ remarks, etc. 
all went to him, so I sometimes visioned him as a stern person.

 It was while I was in the Upper Division when I truly 
understood what an important figure Sir DN was in our 
school. I also came to know that Sir DN was a Physics teacher 
in the Senior Division.

 Our ICSE  boards came and went, and I had decided 
to stay back in my home in the mountains. Before the first 
day of school, all of us remaining friends were excited for the 
following days. We were especially curious about our Physics 
classes as all the subject teachers of our other subjects had 
already taught us in class 10 and Sir DN’s class was something 
new.

 We soon came to realize that Mr. DN Pradhan was a very 
experienced teacher. His knowledge about the subject was vast 
and enormous. We could see that he had a tremendous love 
for the subject. He would go to lengths to clear our doubts. 
He also was a very considerate teacher. He would pay extra 
attention to the weak students who had come from different 
schools and different boards. He would regularly ask us 
questions about the previous lessons at the beginning of every 
period, which we would dread. His daily inquiries of “could 
you manage?”, will be dearly missed.

 From Class 11 to 12 we were promoted, with faint 
news about the coronavirus. We had barely started a month 
of school, but the ever-growing crisis forced us to leave our 
schools and return home. 

 With the pandemic wreaking havoc across the globe, 
online learning came into our lives. Sir DN’s diligence was 
very notable as he sent us pages of notes day after day. His 
hard work could be visibly seen from the notes and the audios 
that he sent.

 Words cannot display the grief of losing such a great 
teacher. However, the only way we can honor his passing is to 
keep moving forward. Mr. DN Pradhan lived as a teacher of 
our school, and he will be missed by the North Point family. 
May his soul rest in peace. 

Kavin Pradhan XII SCIENCE



A tribute to our beloved teacher
 Mr. D.N. Pradhan.

 Death is only a bridge towards eternal life with God. We hold temporary lives as we are mortal beings. On 15th October 
, 2020 a light was extinguished with the passing of Mr. D.N. Pradhan. A well-known giant in the teaching profession, Mr. 
D.N. Pradhan spent over 30 years teaching the senior school of North Point. He has made a huge impression on virtually 
every student that ever set foot in his classroom, and also on his colleagues ,over the years that he spent at the school.

 Dissecting parts of life was something that Mr. DN Pradhan excelled at. Though words are not enough to appreciate 
all the hard work you have done for us we will always remember you when we sincerely raise our hands for prayers. We are 
fortunate to have shared some part of our lives under your guidance. Thank you Sir, for all those lessons and moments that 
you shared with us . Thank you for giving in your hundred percent during the online classes even though you were unwell.
Never thought that we would have to see such days when we would lose your guidance. But such is life, even though you 
may not be with us anymore, you will always have a part of our hearts. Your words and knowledge will always stay with us 
in this world.

“ The mediocre teacher tells . The good teacher explains. The superior teacher demonstrates .The great teacher inspires.” 
– William Arthur Ward . Mr. D.N. was truly the epitome of a great teacher.

 We look back at the times we spent with you with appreciation and gratitude.

 Rest in peace Sir D.N. Definitely you have left footprints in the sands of time- footprints that all budding academics 
would aspire to follow. We do not mourn you, rather we celebrate you because you have been a real gift and talent to the 
world. Do rest in the bosom of the Lord, sir.

 May his soul rest in peace and heartfelt condolences to his family

“ The influence of the teacher extends beyond the 
classroom, and well into the future.” – F. Sionil Jose.
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 “Time,” the Captain said, “is not what 
you think.” He sat down next to Eddie. 
“Dying? Not the end of everything. We 
think it is. But what happens on earth 

is only the beginning.”

– Mitch Albom

Five People You meet In Heaven


