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সবা ই কে  জানা ই  নম�ার ।  �ান  ও  সৃষ্টিশীলতার  �দবী  সরস্বতীর  পূজা  শুধু  একটি  ধম�য়  উৎসব
নয় ,  এটি  আমা েদর  �ৃ িত ,  সং�� িত  আর  প িরচ েয়র  এক  উজ্জ্বল  প্রতীক ।  বাংলার  সরস্বতী  পূজার
কথা  ম েন  পড়েল  �ভ েস  ওেঠ  শী েতর  সকাল ,  িশউ িল  ফু েলর  গন্ধ ,  হলু দ  শা িড়-পাঞ্জা িব  আর
পু�াঞ্জ িলর  আেবেগ  ভরা  মু হ� ত� ।  গান ,  আবৃ িত্ত ,  িখচ� িড়-লাবরা-পা েয়শ—সব  িম িল েয়  উৎসব  হ েতা
প িরবার  ও  পাড়ার  এক  মহা িমলন ।  �সই  িদনগুেলা  িছল  �শকেড়র  টান ,  ঐিত েহ� র  উষ্ণতা ।
আজ  আমরা  প্রবা েস—অে�িলয়ার  নীল  আকা েশর  িন েচ ।  ঋত�  বদ েল েছ ,  প ির েবশ  বদ েল েছ ,  িকন্তু
উৎস েবর  আেবগ  একই  আেছ ।  �ছাট্ট  বাঙা িল  কিমউ িনটি  িম েল  িল িভং  রুম  বা  কিমউ িনটি  হ েল
গ েড়  �তা েল  মণ্ডপ ।  অে�িলয়ার  ফুল  িদ েয়  সাজা েনা  প্রিতমা ,  ঘ ের  বানা েনা  প্রসাদ ,  আর
�হায়া টসঅ�াপ  গ্রুেপ  �র িস িপর  আদান-প্রদান—সব  িম িল েয়  এক  নত� ন  রূেপ  পু র েনা  ঐিতহ�  �বঁ েচ
থা েক ।
এবা রের  সরস্বতী  পূজা  আমার  কা েছ  িব েশষ ।  অে�িলয়ায়  এটি  আমার  ি�তীয়  পূজা ,  িকন্তু
প্রথমবার  �ম েয় েক  সে�  িন েয়  উদযাপন ।  বা িড়  �থ েক  পাঠা েনা  নত� ন  �পাশাক  সময়ম েতা  না
�পৗ� ছা েলও  উৎসব  �থ েম  থা েক িন ।  পু র েনা  �পাশা েকই  �ম েয়র  হা েত  ফুল  ত� েল  িদ েয়  ম েন  হ েলা—
দূ রত্ব  আর  সময়  মায়া র  কা েছ  হা র  মা েন ।  নত� ন  জামা  না  থাক েলও  প্রাথ� না র  আনন্দ  একট� ও  কম
হয়  না ।
প্রবা সের  পূজায়  অেনক  িকছ� ই  বদ েল  �গ েছ—ঢা েকর  বদ েল  িড িজটাল  সু র ,  বড়  প�া�া েলর  বদ েল
�ছা ট  হল ,  সরাস ির  িমল েনর  বদ েল  কখেনা  ভাচ�� য়াল  সং েযাগ ।  তবুও  আেবগ  অমিলন ।  �ছা টরা
�যমন  রবীন্দ্রসংগীত  গায় ,  �তম িন  �ানীয়  সং�� িতর  সে�ও  তাল  �মলায় ।  এই  �মলবন্ধনই  প্রবাসী
জীব েনর  �সৗন্দয� ।
আসলে  সরস্বতী  পূজার  মূল  সু র  একটাই—�া েনর  সাধনা ,  সৃষ্টির  আনন্দ ,  আর  সম্প্রদা েয়র
বন্ধন ।  পূজার  আকার  বদলা েলও  ভ ি�র  গভীরতা  বদলায়  না ।  �ৃ িত  হ েয়  ওেঠ  উত্তরা িধকার ,  আর
নত� ন  প্রজে�র  হাত  ধ ের  এিগ েয়  চ েল  সং�� িত ।
এই  প্রবাস  জীব েনর  স িন্ধক্ষেণ  আমরা  বুঝ েত  িশ িখ—�ৃ িত  আর  বত� মা ন েক  একসা েথ  ধারণ  করাই
আমা েদর  শ ি� ।  দূ রত্ব  হয় েতা  আমা েদর  আলাদা  কের ,  িকন্তু  সং�� িতর  আেলা  কখেনা  িন েভ  যায়
না ।  বরং  নত� ন  মাটি েত  নত� নভা েব  �শকড়  গজায় ।
দেবী  সরস্বতীর  কা েছ  প্রাথ� না— িত িন  আমা েদর  �ান  িদন ,  সং েযাগ  িদন ,  আর  শ ি�  িদন  �যন
আমরা  অতীত েক  স�ান  কের  ভ িবষ� েতর  পেথ  এিগ েয়  �য েত  পা ির ।
শুভ  সরস্বতী  পূজা ।

https://www.unifiedhaulage.com.au/
https://www.australianaudiology.com.au/
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Pithe Puli By Dida- Sweet Memories

In my childhood, back in 1998,
winter in Kolkata had a magic that
no calendar could capture. The
mornings were cold, with mist
curling through the narrow lanes
of our neighborhood, and the sun
rose slowly over the red brick
rooftops, spilling golden light over
puddles left by the evening rains.
But what I looked forward to most
during those winters was Pithe-
Puli Utsav, a festival that
transformed our home into a
kingdom of warmth, laughter, and
the irresistible smell of sweets.
Even now, decades later, thinking
about it brings back not only the
taste of those pithes but also the
laughter, the gentle scolding, and
the quiet love that filled those
days.

Days before the festival, our house
buzzed with excitement. Dida, my
grandmother with silver hair always
neatly tied in a bun, would plan every
detail of the preparations. She guarded
her secret recipes for patishapta, dudh
puli, and dharoi as if they were treasures,
passed down through generations. She
treated each step with a kind of
reverence, her hands moving skillfully as
she rolled, stirred, and filled. Mother
arranged all the ingredients: rice flour,
coconut, jaggery, and banana leaves
while gently warning my cousins and me
to stay out of the way, though I could see
the sparkle of mischief in her eyes
whenever we peeked in. Didi, my elder
sister, was my partner in crime.
Together, we would attempt to shape
tiny pithes, sometimes spilling coconut
or jaggery, sometimes laughing so hard
that we forgot which dough belonged to
whom. “Carefull Mana, the stuffing must
stay inside,” Dida would warn, her voice
calm but firm. When a puli burst open,
spilling its sweet filling, she would
chuckle and shake her head. “Even the
sweets want to run away sometimes,”
she’d say, and we would giggle, our eyes
shining with pride and delight.

https://www.north-shore.com.au/


The kitchen smelled of sweet jaggery
melting in ghee, coconut, and warm
rice flour. Steam rose from the pans
like misty clouds, making the cold
outside feel distant and unimportant.
I would sip tiny cups of tea, my fingers
warming around the handle, and
watch as the kitchen came alive with
movement, chatter, and occasional
chaos. Cousins ran around teasing
each other, arguing over who would
get the first bite, while Dida rolled
pithes with calm precision, and
Mother balanced multiple tasks at
once. Every sound of the hiss of frying
patishapta, the soft clatter of rolling
pins, the laughter of children felt like
music, a rhythm that made the
festival feel alive and eternal.

In 1998, there were no smartphones,
no internet, no distractions. We
children were fully present, our
senses alive to every small detail. I
remember standing on a stool to
reach the counter, carefully rolling
dough, smelling the jaggery
caramelize, and feeling an
inexplicable pride at being part of
this family ritual.

Each puli I shaped carried the
warmth of Dida’s hands, the care of
Mother’s eyes, and the playful
energy of Didi and my cousins. The
small accidents the flour spilling on
the floor, the coconut falling out of a
puli, the occasional burnt edges
were all part of the memory, part of
the laughter that would echo long
after the cooking was done.
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By afternoon, the kitchen had become
a scene of organized chaos. Plates of
steaming dudh puli lined the counter,
golden patishapta lay cooling, and
every surface was dusted with flour or
dotted with drops of jaggery syrup. We
would gather around, eagerly taking
our first bites. The soft, warm pithes,
the sweet coconut-jaggery filling, and
the tender texture of the patishapta
were more than food they were
memories in edible form, tasting of
childhood winters, family stories, and
simple joy. Sitting together, sharing
bites, teasing each other, and laughing
over little mishaps, I felt the comfort of
home and the deep connection of
family in a way words could barely
capture.

By afternoon, the kitchen had become
a scene of organized chaos. Plates of
steaming dudh puli lined the counter,
golden patishapta lay cooling, and
every surface was dusted with flour or
dotted with drops of jaggery syrup.We
would gather around, eagerly taking
our first bites. The soft, warm pithes,
the sweet coconut-jaggery filling, and
the tender texture of the patishapta 

were more than food they were
memories in edible form,tasting of
childhood winters, family stories, and
simple joy. Sitting together, sharing
bites, teasing each other, and
laughing over little mishaps, I felt the
comfort of home and the deep
connection of family in a way words
could barely capture.

As evening fell and the last pithes
were eaten, I sat by the window, the
fading sun casting long shadows
across the courtyard. My fingers were
sticky with jaggery, my cheeks flushed
from laughter and the warmth of the
kitchen. I knew I had experienced
something special: a moment of love,
tradition, and belonging that would
stay with me forever. Pithe-Puli Utsav
in 1998 was more than a festival; it was
a feeling, a memory, and a reminder
that home is where the heart, the
laughter, and the sweet smell of
winter coexist. Even now, whenever I
smell jaggery or coconut, I am
transported back to that winter, to
Dida and to a childhood filled with
warmth, love, and Pithe-Puli Utsav.
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https://www.smartclinics.com.au/
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https://www.fortunefoods.com/
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Eastern Yellow Ribbon

http://www.qld.gov.au/


PAHARI SHANYAL
22  FEBRUARYND

BUDHHADEB DASGUPTA
11  FEBRUARYTH

CELEBRITIES BORN IN FEBRUARY

10

RAMKRISHNA DEB
18  FEBRUARYTH

MADHABI MUKHERJEE 
10TH FEBRUARY

LEELA MAJUMDAR
26  FEBRUARYTH

HAIMANTI SHUKLA
2  FEBRUARY ND

https://palmdalequalitymeats.com/
https://www.facebook.com/morethanhomeloans/
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CLICK ON THE PHOTOS TO FIND THE DETAILS

https://swadesfoods.com.au/
https://www.facebook.com/kubertax/
https://www.trybooking.com/events/landing/1512457
https://www.eventbrite.com.au/e/holi-festival-of-colours-tickets-1982177446100?aff=ebdsoporgprofile
https://premier.ticketek.com.au/shows/show.aspx?sh=SARGAMMU26
https://www.eventbrite.com.au/e/lord-mayors-childrens-program-my-big-top-circus-family-tickets-1981064893425?aff=oddtdtcreator
https://www.brisbane.qld.gov.au/events/bridgeman-downs-community-street-tree-planting-event-and-free-family-activities/194788211
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https://boseaustralia.com.au/
https://www.dascapital.com.au/


IF YOU WISH TO SHARE YOUR STORIES, CREATIONS, EXPERIENCES
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SATURDAY, 21  MARCHST

5 PM ONWARDS

TOOWONG STATE SCHOOL HALL

105 SYLVAN ROAD. TOOWONG

BSQ 
Annual General Meeting

https://vivocollegeofmusic.com/
https://www.bossaus.com/
https://www.brisbane.qld.gov.au/

