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The Town
By: Anika Ghosh

an

I guess windows are a comfort place for me. It’s quite relaxing to wake up on a busy street. The
chaos calms me down. I draw what I see because 1t takes up my time. All my friends are busy, and I don’t
even have that many, so I'm usually alone. Practically everything that happens 15 in my view since I'm so
high up. There 1s a sketchbook I use to capture just about everything that happens. During the daytime,
everything is so colorful and pretty. We are everywhere. It's the beauty of nature. The chatter across cities
about us makes everyone want to visit us.

One must sneak into our town to see what 1t°s about. People look into here and are surprised by
what they find; 1t’s not at all what you would expect. We greet them the best we can, we aren’t very good
at 1t, but we try. They tell us how we scare them because we appear out of nowhere. Asking us how we do
it like 1t’s a magic trick.

The town 1s so lit up at night. All this light, yet 1t’s so silent. The vellow across buildings mixed
with the black of the sky makes the night that much better. I sit and stare at my window. Out there. This
whole world and people want to waste it doing useless things that won't even matter. I don’t get hungry
or thirsty there. I don’t feel the need to attend to normal everyday hfe. No one 1n this city does. We all
live our lives differently. Each one of us, different in every way possible. For some odd reason that scares

tourists. It"s almost like they don’t like diversity.

Idon’t really do much in my day. I roam the streets like I'm a lonely ghost who seeks revenge
and justice for their loved ones. I take pictures of everything I see. It doesn’t matter what 1t 1s; 1f T can take
a picture, I take the picture. I always add them to my photo collage. My collage has all sorts of pictures in
it. I've taken them over the vears. Sometimes [ wonder 1f my oldest photos are older than me. IThighly
doubt it though; I'm pretty old. Some call them creepy and tell me I'm a lively ghost, but I prefer the
word vintage instead. I like to show my collages off to others. The city always has exciting new
opportunities for this. It's far away, but it’s worth|the wait. The yearly mural allows everyone in the city
and outside to add one photo. I have so many, 1t’s way too hard to decide. This year I submutted a black
and white photo. The photo had a ton of art on a wall in the muddle of the city. When I submutted it they
asked how I got the photo. I tried to explain to them that this was my photo and I took 1t a few years ago. I
was told that it wasn't possible.

There was a small town that was known for conducting expeniments on the people and buildings
without their knowledge. One day one of the expeniments had gone wrong. One of the children got mto
the safe room where the experiments were kept and pulled the trigger not knowing what would happen.
The pulling of the trigger caused the building to explode. The building that the art was on. The whole
place was on fire. The foliage around caught on fire, spreading throughout the town. Very few could run
away in time. The majority of the townsfolk turned to ash within seconds, and there was so stopping it.
That happened 68 years ago. Smnce then no one has heard about us. They boarded up the town and never
mentioned 1t again. They called it the ghost town, or whatever was left of 1t.
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Ransomware Attacks - Difficult Choices
By Ryon Das, 14

You're scrolling throlugh your work email on a Monday morning, =
while still suffering from the last dregs of sleep. Suddenly, you

see an email from jr318@netflix-stuff.com saying that you can L I
get a free discount on Netflix premium for the next year if you

click right now! Bursting up, you click it naively: next thing you

know, you're locked out of your computer - you can't access

bank accounts, your company has its data frozen and hidden,

your kids can't do their school work, and you can't look at the

pictures of the relatives and friends who are no more. You just

experienced what is known as a ransomware attack!

In the first five months of 2021, according to the cyber prevention website Black Fog, a
whopping 120 high-profile ransomware attacks have occurred, which is increasing every year. In
addition, every month in 2021 to date, has recorded more announced cases of ransomware
attacks than the corresponding month in 2020. All of these numbers give us quantifiable
evidence, but what are Ransomware attacks?

Ransomware Attacks, according to the Cybersecurity and Infrastructure Security Agency, are
defined as “lal form of malware designed to encrypt files on a device, rendering any files and the
systems that rely on them unusable. Malicious actors then demand ransom in exchange for
decryption [so that the data can be returned and reused|.” The events above are, thankfully,
imaginative, but a real instance of this is the highly-publicized Colonial Pipeline Attack. On May
7th, the oil company, described as the jjugular of infrastructure in the United States,' by energy
wrnenvor €XpErt Amy Myers Jaffe, was hacked by the
phiadepnc - hacker gang DarkSide. The attack attracted
© international headlines, and it was the first
time many people heard about Ransomware
attacks. The Colenial Pipeline attack ended
when the FBI and the company paid the 75,
bitcoin demanded by the cybergang lor 4.4
million USD) to get their data back and end
the severe shortages the attack had brought
on in that week. Other attacks have targeted
schools, hospitals, government services, and




‘To pay, or not to pay?” Like the famous inquiry by
Shakespeare's Hamlet, this is the question that company
leaders, but also common people targeted by ransomware
attacks nowadays, have to answer. Ransomware assault victims
have two choices: () They don't pay the money: instead, they
rely on law enforcement to get their files and data back. {ll) They
can pay the money and hope that the data is returned. There are
clear upsides and downsides to both of the options, and
depending on the situation, it is important to make an
enlightened decision best suited to the situation you, your
company, or your organization are in.

Why should people not pay? Well, the reasons are pretty clear. For one, you won't have to pay
large sums of money to rogues. Another reason is if these assailants don't get money from their
victims, they might realize that their tactics aren't working and stop these terrible deeds. Paying
will just encourage them further. Finally, if one does pay, there is no guarantee that these
hackers won't just ask for yet more money.

Of course, there is always a flipside. Data could have been worked on for years, and it might be
essential for a company to pay the ransom. In addition, there might be a big public issue caused
if the ransom isn't paid, as shown with the Colonial Pipeline attack with national cil shortages.
Finally, holding out on the payment could backfire massively. CNN reported that the whole City
of Baltimore (30th biggest in the US) faced a systems shutdown in 2019 with ransom being
valued at 76 thousand dollars. Mayor Bernard Young held out, and now the attack cost the city a
projected amount of 18.2 million USD. That's 103x the ransom value.

There are big decisions one has to make if ever targeted
with ransomware. This article was meant to inform you
about your choices, and maybe even sway you to one of
the sides, depending on the way you see the world. Either
way, the best option you have is being proactive now and
making sure you know not to click on suspicious-locking
links. Make backups of all of your important data/files.
Also, vote for leaders who have strong, detailed plans
against cyberterrorism of this manner. Educate others on ways to protect against these attacks,
but if the worst comes to pass. remember your options and make informed decisions.




Celebrating the Festival of Goddess Durga in the USA
by
hedha Bhattacharyya

I am far away from my hometown, Kolkata
Yet I am not alone
[ am amidst new friends
Old friends
Virtual friends|
Who have become my verv gwi.,
“The pandemic has taken away a lot of our freedom’,
We complain.
But has 1t?
Is it all?
Hasn't 1t taught us to value life,
To respect our time with our loved ones,
To rethink and relive our lives once again?

On the day Mahalava was celebrated,
I became nostalgic
I would miss puja with my family—
My elderly parents in Kolkata.
Yes, I did miss them.
But Ma Durga made it possible for me
To experience her benevolence 1n Massachusetts.
I could attend her puyja
With devotion
This 1s home now
With new people in my life
All that matters 1s the will to celebrate
This was the celebration of my first Durga Puja in the US.
The expernience was unigue in 1ts own way
The mirth of festivity was all around
It was infectious
People I met were so amazing that it did not feel
I was meeting them for the first time
Not even once did I feel lonely.
No wonder long ago, the Maha Upanishad said,
“vasudhaiva kutumbakam ™,
“The world 1s a famaly .
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Courtesy—Shreya Sarkar
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kittv and The Ball of Wool

Anamitra Ray

There is a baby cat. Her name is Kitty. She loves to play most of the time. She
loves to play with a ball of pink wool. One day while playing, the big ball of pink
wool unrolled. It unrolled and unrolled and unrolled. At a point of time it became
a long and long and long string of wool. The ball disappeared.

Kitty tried to find the ball here and there. She searched under the cot, under the
sofa, under the table. But nowhere could she find her favourite ball of pink wool.
Everywhere she could see only a long long string of pink wool.

Kitty became surprised. Kitty became sad. She sat silently at a corner of the room.
It seemed that she was about to cry. Suddenly there, into the room entered
Rumki, the little girl. She recently learnt how to make a woollen sweater.

Rumki again rolled the long, long pink string of wool. She has to make a sweater
for her little brother. So she began knitting. And the ball of pink wool dropped
from her lap on the floor.

Kitty watched everything. She became happy. She became excited. She jumped
and got hold of the ball of pink wool.

Rumki continued knitting. Kitty playing on and on.

13




With Best Compliments
From

Bengalees of New England



In loving memory of
Tapati Lahiri (1939-2021)

Tapati, also called Tia by her family, was born in Kolkata, India, She was the second of four children born to Uma Sanyval and the painter Phani
Bhuzan Samyal. Tapati waz raized in North Kolkata in a politically engaged extended family for whom art, music, and literature played a
prominent part. She earned her B.A. at Vidyazagzar College, an ML A. in Bengali literature at Calcotta Univerzity, and a post-graduate certificate at
Vizva Bharati Univerzity (Santiniketan), a renowned open-air center of learning located in West Bengal,

After university, Tapati taught at a girl’s school, worked as a private tutor, and was active in organizing cultural programs featuring theater,
music, and recitation to celebrate the Bengali New Year and other oceasionz, Born with a beautiful voice, she ztudied zinging, learning the
repertoire of the Bengali poet and compozer Rabindranath Tagore, She was cast in an important role in a public preduction of the play Siraj
Daulah, and waz conzidered by the director Satyajit Ray to act the part of Durga in hiz 1955 cinematic masterpiece Pather Panchali.

Tapati was married and emizrated in 1966, living first in London, where zhe trained to be a Montezzori zchool teacher, before moving on to
Cambridze, Mazzachuszettz in 1969, and finally zettling in 1970 in the environs of Kingzton, Bhode Izland, where her huzband worked az a Faculty
Librarian at the University of Rhode Island. She waz an early member of URI'z Indian community, hosting graduate studentz who lived far from
home and repularly preparing zamosaz and other Benzali snacks for the International Coffes Houze on URI’: campuz. She continned to maintain
strong ties with the growing Bengali community of the greater Bozton area, helping to organize cultural events that were fundamental in
eztablizhing zolidarity and hife-long, sustaining friendshipz for tranzplanted Bengaliz in New England.

In the late 1980%s, zhe became the director of the YMCA After School Propram at South Road Elementary school, and went on to become a
teacher’s aide for zpecial education ztudentz at South Koad School and later, at West Kingston School. In 1999, zhe decided to return to University
to earn an Early Childhood Education degree and Tjeacher Certification at URL She completed her stndies in 2009, and was inducted into the
Kappa Delta Pi International Honor Society, Thouzh zhe retired from the South Kingztown School Department soon afterward, sha continued to
work az a substitute teacher and helped to found the Gandhi Fzzay Contest, a state-wide education initiative to encourage Rhode Izland youth to
think critically and write about non-violent social change, In her career az an educator, she worked with hundreds of young children in South
Kingstown. She waz a proud member of the South Kingztown Coalition Againzt Racizm, and with her buzband, engaged in philanthropic work in
West Bengal, India to provide zupport for the health and education of children living in poverty.

An ardent reader of Bengali literature, Tapati published poetry in numerons Bengali literary magazines and newzpaperz. Her Bengali tranzlation
of Dilip K. Dutta’s biographical commentary of the Azsameza poet and song writer Bhupen Hazariks waz publizhed in 1991, In 2016, she was past
of the cazt of *“Voices,” a story-telling production by the New England theater group Off-Kendrik, narrating true experiencez about the South
Asian immizsrant experience.

Tapati was a gifted container pardener, a devotee of cinema and classical Indian music, a hizhly skilled kmitter, a fierce Scrabble player, and a
passionate cook who opened her home innumerabls times to zuestz, treating them to her sumptuons Bengali cuizine. She will be remembered for
her nurturing spirit, her dedication to principles of zocial justice and tolerancs, her zenze of humor, her curiozity, and the countlesz friendzhipz and
family relationzhipz, spread acros: three continents, that zhe cultivated and held dear.

She iz survived by her hushand of 55 years, Amar Lahiri, by danghters Jkympa and Simanti, and by two grandchildren, Octavio and Noor,
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In loving memory of
Sitansu Shekar Mittra
(1937-2021)

years.

Chetober 3, 1937, in Calcutta, India and led a life of great academic success. A age 18 he won the presiigious
Ishan Scholarship Award which allowed him fo earn a BA ond MA in Mathemaiics of Presidency College and the
University of Calewrta respecitvely. Hiz academic distinction was such thet he was affered a posifion of the
University of Calewrta’s Depertment of Mathematics the day after he received his Macter’s degree in 1960 This
led Dy Miftra to become the youngest professor ot the University of Caleutta’s Depavtmert of Mathemeatics.

LDy Mittra continued his studies abroad and subsequently was awarded the prestigiouws Fulbright and
Commormvealth scholarships. Dr. Mitira and his wife Pranati (Datta) relocated to Toronte, Canada, where he
studied Non-Euclidean Geomerry ot the Lniversity of Toronto. After earning his second Masiter’s he continued to
build on his academic success, earning his PAD in Mmthematics af Lehigh University in Bethlehem, Permsyvania
in 1970, "

D Mitira took his expertise in mathewatics to the burgeoning field of Computer Science. He began his career a=
a programomer af Permsylvania’s Bureau qf Corrections. The young fiomily moved to the Bosion area in 1975,
Chier the next 40 years he contimed in Compuiter Science as a working professional, teacher, and author He
wrote books on Database Theory, Expert Systems, and Oracle Database Tuning. He also wrote several articles
and a book about 19th end 20th century Bengall history and literature, a lifelong passion along with
Aithematics. Dy Mittra leaves behing his loving wife Provei (Darta) Mittra, his son Pavtha and doawghter-in-law
Clandia of Browville, NT and his ofher son Answnem and doughter-in-law Sarah of Medford M4 He also leaves
behind his nephew Dev Eumar Roy of Miawi, Florida and his niece, Ashoka Bose of Eolkata, India Dy \ditra
will be deeply mizsed by the Bengall community of Massachusetts where Dr. Mittra and his fomily lived for 43
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In loving memory of
Archana Bandopadhyay
(1953-2021)

‘Milan Mayee Dutta. fondly called her Khukv (baby gir?| as she was the youngest of seven’
siblings. ﬁt an early age, she moved to Calcutta with her family. She completed her schooling in i
Calcutta from Victoria College and graduated from Calcutta Jniversity majoring in Arts.
Professionally, she worked af the state depariment of civil defence through the mid 80’s and 90%.
‘From her college days, she loved to dance and trained with her Guru Shanti Bose. As a highly :
‘talented individual si;e got early opportunities to perform professionally with several wellgrenomed
‘Bengali artists including Bhupen Hazarika, Suchitra Mitra at prominent venues such as Rabindra
‘Sadan et al. After a few years of courtship, Barendra and Archana tied the knot on December 14,
-1978. Debaleena was born several years later. In the late 90's, Archana moved to Boston with her ¢
f%usbunﬁﬂﬁna daughter. She had an uncanny ability to connect with people. In the twenty plus years
she spent in Boston, she created life long friendships. In 2015, she moved to Sacramento with her
-husband. Yet again, she was able to form strong frifendships within a short span of time. In Boston,
she had a successful banking career, working at Citibank, Citizens Bank, Bank of America.

S e YGRS T S [ WS I g JEom, s e e
"y el

' Archana was a dedicated wife and a loving mother. Archana treasured and supported her
-daughter and embraced every moment wi1E her. Within the community, she was extremely social
‘and loved to entertain friends and family. We will forever cherish all the fond memories we have
‘with her and she will live forever in our hearts.
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In loving memory of
Deepak Deb
(1953-2021)

Deepak Deb was born in Tripura, India, on“ﬁugust 10, 1960. After graduating from ¥
Hijli High School, Kharagpur, he went on to receive a Bachelor of Electrical
Engineering from Jadavpur University. He worked as a consultant for Capgemini for
the last 10 years.

Knowing Deepak (beloved Deepak da to many of us) was to know what it meant to
celebrate life in the face of any odds. He was a passionate and progressive voice, a
man of many interests. He enjoyed community theater, traveling, gardening, music, ‘:"
art and genuinely making people laugh. He was also activel y involved in a number of
charities in India as well as Massachusetts. :
Deepak’s warmth, generosn)r and positive attitude has touched the lives of many. HIS
words, deeds, memories will be in our hearts forever. He is survived by his wife,
Krishna Deb, son, Sayon Deb, daughter-in-law Kerry Flett, brother Dilip Deb, sister
Bani Ghowdhury, and other family and friends.
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Bengalees of New England has always strived to promote Bengali culture, heritage art and music. This

year has not been an exception to that. Even though Covid-19 Even though Covid-19 has been lurking
on us the entire team, we were still able to hold all our yearly events successfully. We are thankful to
our patrons, community members, volunteers and well-wishers for their support and encouragement
during this trying time.

With prayers for good health and prosperity
BNE Executive Committee 2021

Gautam Sen

Ipshita Chakladar
Anupam Guhathakurta
Deepanwita Bhattacharya
Ritu Mukherjee

Ujjyant Chakravorty
Sujaya Ghosh




