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PRINCIPAL’S MESSAGE MARCH 

 

March 3 

PTA Meeting  

9:30 AM @MS 

 

March 15 

Board of Education 

Mtg. 8:15 PM@HS 

 

March 16 

Parent/Teacher  

Conferences 

9:00 AM –12:00 noon 

 

March 17 

Parent/Teacher  

Conferences 

6:30—8:30 PM 

 

March 18-19 

Spring Musical  

Oklahoma 

7 :30 PM @ MS 

 

March 24 

PTA Dinner 

6:30 PM 

@ New Hyde Park Inn 

 

March 30 

Grade 8 Art Reception 

7:30 PM@ MS 

 

March 31  

Spring Concert  

7:30 PM @ HS  
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Maria Cafaro-Editor 

No matter how old we are, we need to know 
that the people who are important to us really 
do care about us. But feeling good about who 
we are doesn’t come just from people telling 

us they like us. It comes from inside us: 
knowing when we’ve done something helpful 

or when we’ve worked hard to learn 
something difficult or when we’ve “stopped” 
just when we were about to do something we 
shouldn’t, or when we’ve been especially kind 

to someone else. 
— Mr. Rogers 

 

Dear Parents, 
 
As principal, I am often asked what I see as our main school goal...is it aca-
demic excellence or social-emotional growth. The answer I give is ―yes to 
both.‖ We understand that all aspects of a child‘s development are critical. I 
cringe when people pontificate how we need to only focus on ―core aca-
demics.‖ On its face a ―return to basics‖ sounds so appealing—but, I  
would not want to go to a doctor who earned great grades by cheating, or 
who fudged his Board recertification requirements, or treated patients cal-
lously, or did not value me as a patient. 
 
So, it‘s not only about building students‘ core subject knowledge….it is 
equally about building students‘ character.  As parents, we understand this. 
We want our children to act responsibly, sensitively, and with integrity. We 
earnestly hope that our children grow into upstanding adults. At Garden 
City Middle School we focus on educating the whole child — this is a 
―basic‖ for us. 
 
Best wishes, 
Peter Osroff 



IMPORTANT REMINDERS 

New York State Math Assessment  

 Students in grades 6,7,8 will be taking the New York State Math Assessment beginning on Tuesday, May 11.  

Students should be prepared with several sharpened no. 2 pencils and a calculator on the days the exam is adminis-

tered.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

New York State English Language Arts Assessment  

 Students in grades 6,7,8 will be taking the New York State English Language Arts Assessments beginning on 

Tuesday, May 3. Students should be prepared with several sharpened no. 2 pencils on the days the exam is  

administered.   

 

Board of Education Meeting 

 On Tuesday,  March 5, 2011,  the Board of Education work session topic will be the building condition survey 

and the short and long-term capital projects plan.  The meeting begins at 8:15 pm and will be held at the High School.  

All are welcome to attend. 

Aerosol Deodorants 

 Please be advised that students should not bring aerosol deodorants to school.   

Tuesday, May 3 Wednesday, May 4 Thursday, May 5 Friday, May 6 Grade 

Book 1 

Periods 1,2,3 

Book 2 

Periods 1,2,3 
  6 

  
Book 1 

Periods 1,2,3 

Book 2 

Periods 1,2,3 
7 

Book 1 

Periods 1,2,3 

Book 2 

Periods 1,2,3 
  8 

Grade Wednesday, May 11 Thursday, May 12 Friday, May 13 

6  
Book 1 

Periods 1,2, 

Book 2 

Periods 1,2 

7 
Book 1 

Periods 2,3 

Book 2 

Periods 2,3 
 

8 
Book 1 

Periods 3,4 

Book 2 

Periods 3,4 
 



Spotlight on 

The WORLD LANGUAGES DEPARTMENT  

Criteria for Induction into the High School Language Honor Societies 

Below please find the criteria for induction into the High School Language Honor Societies.  Please note that in order 

for a student to be considered the final year average from grade 8 in French, German, Italian, and Spanish must be met 

as indicated below as it is a  high school credit-bearing course.   This information is also available on both the Middle 

School and High School Language Department Websites and was mentioned at Back to School Night as well.    

Peter J. Giacalone- District Coordinator 
 

 

 Garden City High School 

World Languages 

National Honor Societies 

The following criteria are in effect for the 2010-2011 school year.  The purpose of the Societies is to recognize high 

achievement of high school students in the various languages and to promote a continuing interest in language studies. 

In order to be eligible for induction and membership in  French, German, Italian, Latin and Spanish Honor Societies, a 

student must meet the following requirements: 

Maintain a  90%  average in German, Italian  and Latin 

Maintain a 92%  average in  French and Spanish 

Each National Organization maintains its own standards for admission (thus the differences noted above). 

This includes: 

Each individual year of language study in high school 

The first semester of the current school year 

The final year average from grade 8 in French, German, Italian, and Spanish as it is a  

 high school credit-bearing course. 

Being enrolled in language in grade 10, 11, or 12 

Being currently enrolled in the language and continue with language the following year 

Latin requirement is a minimum of 3 semesters 

Being a member in good standing within the community as evidenced by character, honesty, and integrity 

Service and commitment to others (See below) 

Prospective candidates demonstrating exemplary character, honesty, leadership, integrity, and responsible school 

attendance as evidenced by school records  

Submission of eligibility form to Chapter Advisor  

 

Additional Criteria: 

1.       Maintain an 85% or above overall average in high school.  This includes all high school credit-bearing courses. 

2.      Attend the required number of meetings and participate in the required activities as outlined by the Chapter         

Advisor. 

 

 PLEASE NOTE:   Specific service responsibilities will vary.  Students must meet the above requirements and must 

speak with and submit the eligibility form to the Chapter Advisor.  A member may be removed from the chapter at the 

discretion of the Chapter Sponsor for failure to maintain an honors average, misconduct, insubordination, not continu-

ing with language study, or any other serious infractions.  

 



Spotlight on 

The WORLD LANGUAGES DEPARTMENT 

It’s all GREEK to me!  

 Eighth grade Spanish language students in Señora Linardos‘ classes completed a 

Health and Welfare Unit in the fall.  Students learned the names of the parts of the body and 

their functions.  They are now able to describe different medical symptoms and relay those 

symptoms to a doctor.  In addition to learning to communicate in Spanish about certain medi-

cal conditions, students also learned the names and definitions of some medical specialists in-

cluding cardiólogo, pediatra, gastroenenterólogo, podiatra, oftalmólogo, etc.  

 In one class lesson, students explored and analyzed the words in Spanish, English and GREEK!  They were ex-

cited to see the connections and learn the derivations of these very important and useful words in three different lan-

guages! First, Señora Linardos introduced the words in Spanish and students related them to their  English equivalents.  

Then she wrote the word in Greek and explained the meaning of the stems and roots of these Greek words. (Ex: cardió-

logo →cardiologist →καρδιολóγος, and pediatra →pediatrician →παιδίατρος ) 

 Lessons such as these teach so much more than simple vocabulary expansion and language skills.  In sharing 

her love and knowledge of the Greek language, Señora Linardos works to encourage students to make their own mean-

ingful connections to the material, appreciate the value of one another‘s cultures, and recognize the potential and possi-

bility in foreign language acquisition.  This suggests that foreign languages are really not that foreign after all! 

Students Utilize Spanish By Shopping At EL CORTE INGLÉS in Spain,   

Via World Wide Web 

 Students in Señora Linardos‘ Spanish classes went on a shopping spree before the holidays! They were in-

structed to purchase a total of 5 articles of clothing and/or accessories without going over their $300 allowance.  Stu-

dents were armed with new vocabulary for clothing, accessories and shopping before embarking on their trip to Spain.  

They logged on to the ―El Corte Inglés‖ website, Spain‘s largest department store, and put their Spanish language skills 

to use in order to navigate this authentic European marketplace. 

 Once the shopping options were explored and selections were narrowed down to five items, students were 

ready for currency conversion.  In trading dollars for euros, they were able to decide if they were willing to spend the 

amount each item cost and make sure they had enough money.  Great interest was taken in exploring the teenage fash-

ion trends and discovering the cost of wearing the latest styles.  An exciting experience for the students was also quite 

rewarding for their teacher, who was encouraged by the sense of satisfaction 

that resulted from the utilization of their newly-acquired Spanish language 

skills on an authentic website.  



Spotlight on 

The ENGLISH DEPARTMENT 

The Dead Poet’s Society 

Congratulations to the Dead Poet‘s Society, the middle school's literary magazine club! Last year's magazine 

received a ranking of "Excellent" in the National Council Teachers of English Program to Recognize Excellence in Stu-

dent Literary Magazines. Over 400 schools applied to the program, and it is an honor to be noted as one of the schools 

(the ONLY middle school to win, might we add!) who were recognized among the many applicants. The club's advisor, 

Ms. Zafiropoulos, would like to thank Ms. Rousku for assisting the students in creating artwork for the literary pieces. 

The club was also very fortunate to have the support of the English department, who inspired students to write and 

submitted their students' creative work to last year's publication. The club is grateful for the constant support of both 

building and district administrators; your support of the club and recognition of the hard work the students and faculty 

have put into this project is very much appreciated. We are looking forward to another successful publication this year! 

 Sowing the Seeds...  

 As a culminating writing activity for the novel, Seedfolks by Paul Fleischman, seventh 

grade students wrote an original vignette taking on the role of a ―seedfolk.‖  Using the vignettes 

from the novel as a model, the students created an original character.  Included in their vi-

gnettes was their character‘s background or ethnicity, how their character comes across the gar-

den, how the character interacts with other characters (from the novel) in the garden, what their 

character grows in the garden (or how he or she participates in the garden), and what their 

character gains from the garden.  Below are excerpts of the student vignettes. 

 

“Isabel” 

 Cleveland is so loud, crazy, and dangerous. I originally came from Texas. I was in debt and couldn't afford my 

house, so I had to move here. I am so alone in Cleveland. I don't fit in here. Texas is nothing like Cleveland. I am always 

so cold here. In Texas, everyone is calm and quiet. Not here. Everyone in Cleveland is so loud. People will scream from 

a three story apartment window to people on the floor.  We are very religious. We go to church every Sunday. I would 

beg and pray to God for my mother. I would pray that the breast cancer would disappear. I would pray that the doc-

tors found a cure and my mom would be healthy. None of that worked. She didn't get better.  I planted a bunch of pink 

poppies to remember my mom. I made them in the form of a cross. The cross means that anyone that plants there will 

do it in memory of someone who is sick or dying. 

~Nicole Motto 

“Phoebe” 

              Everyday when I wake up I feel there‘s nothing to look forward to. Australia was full of surprises and you 

never got bored. You could go surfing, swimming, snorkeling, diving, and a whole lot more of water sports. On the 

other hand, in Cleveland there is nothing to do, nothing at all. I was thirteen years old when I moved here. I have abso-

lutely no friends or anyone I truly care about, except my mom. She and my dad got divorced three years ago. That's the 

whole reason I moved here in the first place. It was a gloomy morning when I went to go and check on my ferns. I got 

some water from that brilliant contraption that a little girl, about six or seven,  had come up with. My ferns looked 

beautiful. I immediately felt a pang of longing for home. There were several other people in the garden, a really buff 

guy, an old man in a straw hat, and a boy about my age with a pitchfork; he scared me.  The men held 

the criminal down. Then, the police took him away. Sae Young still couldn't speak. The color had 

drained from her face, but  to my relief it returned a few minutes later. Since her English was better 

now, thanks to me, she thanked us. She didn't know how to repay us. Her friendship was plenty 

enough for me. 

~Nimisha Bangalor 



Spotlight on 

English  Fiction   

 

“Molly” 

I was my mother‘s boat baby, born half way between Ireland and America, though I wish, rather than being a 

burden, I could have been old enough to be helpful to her. When we arrived in America, she was all alone and broke in 

a strange new place. My father had died only a few months earlier; my mother left Ireland after his death because there 

was no longer anything to keep her there. Sure, she had grown up in Ireland, but she had grown up on the outskirts of 

our county, poor and unassociated with the rest of the townspeople. Her mother, like her, became a widow when she 

was only five. Her grandparents were long dead of famine by the time she was seven, and she never had any cousins. 

Her baby sister died of pneumonia when she was three months old. She had no friends, no aunts or uncles. As someone 

who had been surrounded all her life by tragedy, she figured America would be a clean slate for both of us. 

            My earliest memories are in our small apartment in the western corner of Cleveland. Mama got a job at a Korean 

Laundromat, being unqualified for anything else. I always hated the memory of my father; I suppose I should have 

missed him but I didn‘t. He had left us to go to war, and that, I was sure, was unforgivable. How could he desert my 

poor mother, and not even care to see the birth of his daughter? I was five at the time. I went to a small grade school full 

of black kids. I was the only white child in the school, but I made friends nevertheless. There was one other white boy 

who I liked, but he was shot dead when I turned six. Me and Mama went to his funeral, and his daddy Wendell spent 

the whole time crying. I wondered if my own father would have cried for me. 

            When I was seven, my Mama was starting to make friends. She was friends with a Korean woman named Sae 

Young. Sae Young told my mother about a garden she was planting in, and my mother was instantly anxious to plant 

something. When I asked her why, she said she had grown up with little, but she always managed to buy a packet of 

seeds in the spring which she would plant on the side of her family‘s small cottage. In the end, she ended up develop-

ing a green thumb, and she said how gardening brought back good memories and the smell of wet soil relieved her 

stress. I came along just because I was practically failing out of math anyway, and I didn‘t want to have to do the home-

work. Little Timmy, my old friend‘s daddy was there, and he looked better than when he had been stooped over crying 

at the funeral. He had Timmy‘s eyes, I noticed. 

            My mother wanted to plant sweet potatoes; she said it had been father‘s favorite food. I resented how my mother 

knelt before the plant and tended to it so gently, so carefully. I wanted to rip up the roots, to erase the painful memory 

of my dad. 

            One afternoon, after Mama had gone back to the apartment to do some sewing, I stooped before the sweet pota-

toes and studied them carefully. I noticed in the dirt was my mother‘s tarnished silver locket. The chain had finally bro-

ken on my mother‘s wedding locket. I picked it up and scraped the dirt from the shiny silver. I read the engraving: 

 

    Patrick and Cathleen 

              Love Forever 

 I thought it must have been a sign that the old locket had finally broken, that it was time for my mother to 
move on like I had. I buried the locket in moist dirt by the roots, and walked home feeling like a burden had been lifted 
from my shoulders. 

~Colleen Sorge 

 

 

 



Spotlight on 

English Fiction  

“Alessandro” 

 I quietly strolled down the gang-ridden streets of Cleveland, hoping that I would spot her. I could say Ciao or 

hello to her. Clarissa was literally a robber---she had stolen my heart.  Since we were both from Italia, we  shared some 

of the same interests.  We both were born on the same day-March 20, 1994. I personally believe that I was the firstborn 

at Saint Gamely Hospital, and Clarissa came later. My dream, from day uno, was to marry her and live with our chil-

dren and, perhaps, various animals in Sicily. However, it was hard getting the courage and the opportunity to dance 

with her at the various school dances throughout the years of our education. My school was full of the common stereo-

types and I was divided among my own sub category-loser.  My only chance to ballare with her was at the high school 

prom, and that did not turn out too well as my mother insisted on coming to the dance.  This made me the laughing-

stock of the school. I would be known as the Mama‘s Boy in school, and I had to live with it until the end of the year. 

Worst of all, I never got the chance to dance with Clarissa. On the last day of high school, she had written in my year-

book, ―You were cute on the day of the prom; hope that we go to the same place for college!‖ This made my cheeks turn 

various shades of red, until I had gotten home. The summer provided me with the chance to study for college in North 

America, where Clarissa was to study as well. The only problem was that we had to settle into the tough, suburban 

neighborhood of Cleveland. 

~Bryan Worters 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Laara”  
 After a particularly awful day at school (in which I got back my math test), I was walking home with my 

neighbor, Virgil (who is a surprisingly nice little kid) and grumbling over the big red ―F‖ that marred my Algebra 

exam.  Under that ―F,‖ Mrs. Mayer had written in her spidery handwriting, ―Don‘t Rush‖ and underlined the statement 

three times.  She might have been trying to get a point across.  As soon as we reached our building, I groaned and 

slapped my forehead.  Virgil shook his head as if he was the fourteen- year-old and I was the fifth grader. 

 ―Forgot the key again, didn‘t you?‖ 

 I gave him the veil eye and bent down to rummage through the potted plant on the left side of the door, where 

the spare key was supposedly kept.  Too bad I was looking at Virgil and not at my feet because I slipped in a puddle of 

somebody‘s Snapple.  I should have known that where there is spilled Snapple, a glass Snapple bottle is nearby.  I man-

aged to cut myself on the glass Snapple bottle sticking up out of the crack in the sidewalk.  Virgil stifled a laugh, but he 

got more serious when he caught a glimpse of blood and dirt and broken glass.  He whistled long and low.  I growled 

and swore out loud for all the time it took to grab the key, shove it in the lock, and trudge up the stairs to Virgil‘s apart-

ment.   

 I have to admit, that kid can do just about anything.  He got a pair of tweezers and picked out every piece of 

glass, washed out the wound with warm water, and cleaned it with soap.  Then he covered it with one of those huge 

circle-shaped band aids.  I had no idea he knew how to do that.  The whole time, he was chattering away about how 

excited he was about summer vacation and his father‘s ambitious schemes to get money for the family. 

~Jill Dane 



Spotlight on 

English Fiction  

“Rodney” 

 Cleveland ain‘t much like Oklahoma.  Back on our farm, I‘d take a step outside and get 

a nice breath of cool, fresh air.  Now, if I step outside, I hear the honking of car horns and ven-

dors yelling in the streets.  And, in Oklahoma, the only time you‘d hear gunshots was on a 

camping trip. 

 Back home, our farm was failing.  The drought wilted our crops and left ‗em to die, and 

then we had nothing to feed the cattle.  No crops and no cattle, means no business for Pa. 

 It was hard to leave the farm.  Felt like abandoning an old friend. And I know what that 

is like too.   People used to say me and Lane were joined at the hip.  I guess that‘s why saying goodbye to Lane was like 

losing a part of me. 

 Pa said Cleveland would be good for us.  My little sisters, Grace and Anna, were excited for the ―adventure,‖ 

but I didn‘t believe him for a second.  Pa heard that the boating business in Cleveland was great.  So we headed out, 

and got a little two-bedroom apartment on the third floor of a building on Gibb Street.  One room for Ma and Pa, and 

one for me to share with my sisters.  So now I fall asleep every night to a Barbie fashion show. 

~Caroline Allen 

“Shannon” 

 Green.  That‘s all I used to see.  Green hills, green grass, green mountains.  You would think that fourteen years 

of NEVER leaving Ireland, I would appreciate the beauty of all the green.  Wrong!  In fact, I‘m sick of it!  Yup, that‘s me, 

never set one foot out of Ireland.  Finally, I put my foot down and begged and pleaded for my mom to send me to an 

exchange program in America.  On my fifteenth birthday, that‘s just what I did.  I headed to the airport for my first 

flight to America.  I remember the plane ride there, studying a piece of paper explaining who my host would be.  His 

name was Sam.  He was fifty years of age and he worked as a social worker.  He never had a wife or kids.  The next 

thing I knew, I was off the plane in a place called Cleveland. 

 Talk about opposites!  I stepped off the plane and saw absolutely NO green. I saw buildings bigger than fifty 

stories high.  Back in Ireland, it was odd to see a building more than five stories high!  I was greeted by my host at the 

baggage claim.  He had milk-white hair and a beard.  He wore a checkered collared shirt, which did not compliment his 

circular–shaped glasses.  Like the information said, his name was ―Sam.‖ The man was so friendly!   

~Julia Forbes 

“Vicktor” 

 I was born in the Ukraine almost eighty years ago into an impoverished family living under 

the brutal Communist regime of Josef Stalin.  We lived in a small, cramped apartment in the indus-

trial district in Kiev.  My father was a good man.  He worked miserably hard in a sweatshop to pro-

vide for my mother and me.  Our life was bearable until the terrible year of 1941.  Late in that year, 

the Nazi army launched its attack on the Soviet Union.  They quickly marched into Kiev and slaugh-

tered so many innocent people.  Two of the victims were my parents.  They were taken out into the street and shot be-

fore my eyes.  I fled from Kiev and traveled with the mob of refugees trying to escape from the Nazis advance.    

 I finally reached the small village where my uncle lived.  He was a kind old man, and I lived with him for a few 

years.  My uncle was a very smart man.  He was an architect and designed many buildings for the developing cities 

throughout the Ukraine.  He taught me math, and in 1951, I enrolled at the Bauman Moscow State Technical Institute.  I 

decided I  was going to become an engineer.  In 1955, I graduated from the Institute and joined the Red Army.  During 

the post-war reconstruction period, many architects and engineers were required to rebuild devastated cities.  Because 

of my experience and education, I was given a captain‘s commission.  I was to design and improve military installations 

with the team.  It was the Cold War and U.S.S.R. was in an arms race with the United States.   

~Daniel Kammer 



In & around 

GCMS 

Ms. Rousku’s Art Corner 
  

This month in Art Club students will be creating artwork for the Garden City Histori-

cal Society 2011 Art Contest, "A Tribute to St. Paul's." Artwork will be selected from all 

grades and include a variety of media. Any student wishing to participate should con-

tact Ms. Rousku in room 246. 

 

Art tip of the month: If you are just starting out, with drawing, you should practice simple shapes like cir-

cles, eggs and ovals with reasonable accuracy. These basic shapes can be used to draw more complex 

shapes.  The basic shapes will be the beginning of your main drawing, therefore, you should practice draw-

ing these lines as light as possible. 

 

                                 "Painting is just another way of keeping a diary." - Pablo Picasso 

“GC for A Cure" 

Garden City Teachers’ Association’s (GCTA) 2nd Annual Race for a Cure 

Saturday, April 2, 2011- Rain or Shine 

5K (3.1 mile) Timed Run/Walk- 9:45 A.M.  

1.5 Mile Untimed Fun Walk- 9:00 A.M. 

Start/Finish-Garden City High School 

170 Rockaway Avenue, Garden City, N.Y. 

To benefit Memorial Sloan-Kettering Cancer Center 

 Registration is now OPEN! 

 Online Registration through March 29th: visit www.gcforacure.com 

Free Personalized Bibs to pre-registered runners/walkers by March 16th Registration and Number Pick-up:  

Friday, April 1st- 5:00 to 7:00 P.M. (Garden City High School Gymnasium) 

Race Day 7-8:30 A.M. (T-Shirts are guaranteed for pre-registered runners/walkers only)  

Entry Fee: Adult - $25 (Timed) ($30 on Race Day), Adult - $15 (Untimed) 1.5 Mile ($20 on Race Day) Child (12 and 

Under)- $20 (Timed 5K) ($25 on Race Day) Child-$10 (Untimed) 1.5 Mile ($15 on Race Day)  

 

If you are interested in sponsoring this event, please contact Race Director: Kerry Calvert- GCFORACURE@Gmail.com  

https://newman.gcufsd.net/owa/redir.aspx?C=5e817efa906e467ab28360ba50c72d3d&URL=http%3a%2f%2fwww.gcforacure.com
https://newman.gcufsd.net/owa/redir.aspx?C=5e817efa906e467ab28360ba50c72d3d&URL=mailto%3aGCFORACURE%40Gmail.com


The Garden City Middle School Library 

Recommendations by Library/Media Specialist: Mr. Daniels 

 

 

  Moon Over Manifest 
By Clare Vanderpool 
 
Abilene Tucker feels abandoned. Her father has sent her off on a train to live 

with an old friend for the summer while he works a railroad job. Armed only 

with a few possessions, Abilene jumps off the train in Manifest, Kansas, aiming 

to learn about the boy her father once was.  Abilene is disappointed to find that 

it‘s just a worn-out old town. But her disappointment quickly turns to excite-

ment when she discovers a hidden cigar box full of mementos, including some 

old letters that mention a spy known as the Rattler. These mysterious letters 

send Abilene and new friends on an honest-to-goodness spy hunt, even though 

they are warned to ―Leave Well Enough Alone.‖  Abilene throws all caution 

aside when she heads down the mysterious Path to Perdition to pay a debt to 

the reclusive Miss Sadie, a diviner who only tells stories from the past. It seems 

that Manifest‘s history is full of colorful and shadowy characters—and long-

held secrets. The more Abilene hears, the more determined she is to learn just 

what role her father played in that history. 

      

 

  The Dark Game 

By Paul B. Janeczko 

 

Ever since George Washington used them to help topple the British, spies and 

their networks have helped and hurt America at key moments in history. In this 

fascinating collection, Paul B. Janeczko probes such stories as that of Elizabeth 

Van Lew, an aristocrat whose hatred of slavery drove her to be one of the most 

successful spies in the Civil War; the "Choctaw code talkers," Native Americans 

who were instrumental in sending secret messages during World War I; the 

staggering engineering behind a Cold War tunnel into East Berlin to tap Soviet 

phones (only to be compromised by a Soviet mole); and many more famous and 

less-known examples. Colorful personalities, daring missions, the feats of the 

loyal, and the damage of traitors are interspersed with a look at the technologi-

cal advances that continue to change the rules of gathering intelligence. 

      

 

  Around the World in 100 Days 

by Gary Blackwood 

  

Picking up where Around the World in Eighty Days left off, Harry Fogg, the son of 

Phileas Fogg, has just made a wager of his own. Harry bets that he can drive a 

steam-powered motorcar all the way around the world in only 100 days. Racing 

off with three companions, Harry undertakes a grueling journey that will pit 

him against flash fires, marauders, and even sabotage from within. In the tradi-

tion of the Jules Verne classic, this is one historical adventure that will have you 

racing to the finish! 


