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Dedication

This book is lovingly dedicated to Bengali children growing up around the world, especially those living far from Bangladesh.

For many of you in the diaspora, Pohela Boishakh may be something you hear about from your parents, see in community celebrations, or learn about through stories. Even if you are far from the streets, fairs, and colorful processions of home, the spirit of the Bengali New Year can still live in your heart.

This story is for you, so you can learn about the songs, traditions, colors, and happiness of Pohela Boishakh and feel proud of your Bengali roots wherever you live.

May this book help you feel connected to this beautiful celebration and to the culture that belongs to you.

Shubho Noboborsho!

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

About Pohela Boishakh
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The Bengali calendar has been in use for centuries. In 1584, during the reign of Emperor Akbar, it was revised to better align with the agricultural seasons, making it easier for farmers and traders to manage harvests and taxation.

Today, Pohela Boishakh stands as one of the most vibrant and cherished celebrations for Bengali people. Across Bangladesh, West Bengal, and Bengali communities worldwide, the new year is welcomed with music, colorful processions, traditional dishes, and lively fairs.

In Bangladesh, many people begin the day at Ramna Batamul in Dhaka, where songs are performed to greet the new year. One of the highlights is the Mangal Shobhajatra, known for its large artistic masks and vibrant displays. This parade has been recognized by UNESCO as an Intangible Cultural Heritage of Humanity.

Pohela Boishakh represents hope, renewal, and joy. It encourages people to leave behind the past and step into the new year with positivity and kindness.

And wherever you go on this festive day, you will hear the warm greeting:
“Shubho Noboborsho!”
Happy Bengali New Year!
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A Special Morning
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Shifa woke to the sound of birds singing outside her window.

Soft golden sunlight slipped through the curtains and rested gently on her face.

She blinked.

Something felt different.

The air felt lighter. The morning felt brighter. Even the birds sounded happier than usual.

From the kitchen came the gentle clatter of dishes and the smell of something warm and sweet.

“Shifa!” her mother called. “Wake up!”

Shifa sat up quickly, pushing her blanket aside.

“What is it?” she asked, still a little sleepy.

Her mother’s voice came again, full of excitement.
“Come and see! Today is a very special day.”
That was enough.

Shifa jumped out of bed and hurried toward the kitchen, her feet tapping softly on the floor.

Her mother turned and smiled as she entered.

“Do you know what day it is?” she asked.

Shifa shook her head.

Her mother leaned closer and said gently,
“Today is Pohela Boishakh, the first day of the Bengali New Year.”
Shifa’s eyes widened.
“A new year? Already?”
Her mother smiled warmly.
“Shubho Noboborsho, Shifa.”
The words felt new and bright.

Shifa’s face lit up.
“Shubho Noboborsho!” she repeated, smiling back.
Her mother brushed a strand of hair from her face.
“A brand new beginning,” she said softly.
Shifa turned and looked out the window.

The sunlight seemed warmer now. The sky brighter. Somewhere in the distance, she could hear faint music and cheerful voices drifting through the morning air.

It didn’t feel like an ordinary day at all.

It felt like something wonderful was about to begin.

And Shifa could feel it right in her heart.
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Dressing for the Festival

[image: ]


After breakfast, Shifa hurried back to her room, her heart still full of excitement.

“A new year...” she whispered, smiling to herself.

A moment later, her mother walked in, carrying something carefully folded in her hands.

“I have something for you,” she said.

Shifa’s eyes lit up.
“For me?”
Her mother nodded and gently unfolded the dress.

It was white, bright and fresh, with red flowers blooming across the fabric.

Shifa stepped closer.

“It’s so pretty...”

“Try it on,” her mother said.

Shifa slipped into the dress and stood in front of the mirror. The fabric felt light and soft, and when she turned, the red flowers seemed to dance around her.

She twirled once.

Then again.

“I feel like the festival!” she laughed.

Her mother smiled, watching her.

“Why do we wear red and white?” Shifa asked, still turning slowly.

Her mother stepped closer and gently adjusted her dress.

“Red is for joy and celebration,” she said. “And white is for a fresh beginning.”

Shifa looked at herself again.

Joy. A new beginning.

It felt just like the morning.

Just then, Safir peeked in from the doorway.

“Are you ready yet?” he asked, grinning.

Shifa turned toward him - and laughed.

Safir stood proudly in a small white panjabi, the collar lined with a touch of red. He puffed out his chest.

“I look like Baba,” he said.

From the hallway, their father appeared, adjusting the sleeve of his own crisp white panjabi.
“You do,” he said with a smile.
Shifa giggled.

Her mother stepped out for a moment and returned draped in a flowing white sari with a bright red border. As she moved, the edge of the sari caught the light softly.

Shifa’s eyes widened.

“Ma, you look beautiful.”

Her mother smiled gently.
“So do you.”
For a moment, they all stood together. Red and white, like the festival itself.

From outside, the sound of distant music drifted in, along with cheerful voices.

“Shubho Noboborsho!”

Shifa turned toward the window, her eyes shining.

“I think the day has already started,” she said.

Her father held the door open.
“Then let’s go welcome it.”
Shifa reached for her mother’s hand, her heart full of excitement.

Together, they stepped out into the bright new morning.
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The City Wakes for a New Year
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Outside, the morning had fully arrived.

As Shifa stepped out with her family, she paused.

The city felt different.

Soft golden sunlight spread across the streets, and everything seemed brighter, as if the day itself was smiling.

Red and white decorations hung from shop doors and balconies. Strings of flowers swayed gently in the breeze. Colorful banners stretched across the streets, welcoming the new year.

“Shubho Noboborsho!” they read.

People were everywhere.

Shopkeepers opened their shutters and carefully arranged flowers, sweets, and bright displays outside their stores. Some stood at their doors, greeting passersby with warm smiles.

Families walked together, dressed in red and white.

Women wore flowing saris with bright red borders. Some had flowers tucked into their hair. Men wore crisp white panjabis, with touches of red along the collar or sleeves. Children walked beside them, their small outfits matching, their faces full of excitement.

Shifa watched everything.

The colors.
The voices.
The smiles.
It felt like the whole city was waking up together.

Safir pointed ahead.
“Look! So many people!”
Shifa nodded slowly.

“It feels like everyone is celebrating at the same time,” she said.

Her father smiled.
“That’s the beauty of Pohela Boishakh. It belongs to everyone.”
From somewhere in the distance, music drifted through the air.

Soft at first. Then clearer.

Shifa turned her head, listening.

“Do you hear that?” she asked.

Her mother nodded.
“The songs have started.”
Shifa’s eyes lit up.

She reached for her mother’s hand, and together they walked forward, following the sound through the bright, busy streets.

The city was no longer just waking up. It was celebrating.

And Shifa was right in the middle of it.
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