Recollecting thoughts of seasons invari-
ably takes us on a journey down mem-
ory lane. The nostalgia of the sound of
raindrops on our tin roofs; the cacophony
of a Poush Mela; offerings at the altar on
the last day of Poush —each individual
responding to their own set of emotions,
which they can fondly carry no matter
where they are.

In the modern context, this is truer for
the first generation of city dwellers. Need
we remind, that too is far back in our
collective memory? We are now perhaps
third, or even fourth generation of Dhaka
dwellers, and with time, the memories of a
pastoral ancestry are disappearing fast!
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Spring is still a season of change. Itis a
season of colours; the blooms in an array
of fiery shades proclaiming the coming of
a new hour.

And it is a season of love: when the
cuckoo still call for their mates in the
wilderness, and from pockets of manmade
green spaces.

We are as smitten by the splendours of
Spring as we were decades ago; over- .
whelmed by the flamboyant rejuvenation
of nature; the metamorphosis of a desolate
Winter into anticipated warm days gush-
ing forth in small packages of a short-run
period.
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