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Finding Salinger

Finding Salinger
by ReadWorks

It had been raining again today, so Sonia had decided to forego her original plan to walk home after 
school. On a nicer day, it wouldn't have been too bad. Her house was just a little over a mile away 
from the school where she had just started her seventh year, and if she walked fast, she could cover 
the distance in less than twenty minutes. When she had her headphones in and listened to music, it 
felt like the time and distance went by even faster. Lately, she had been trying to listen to her older 
brother Tom's music collection. It was mostly just old guys with guitars: Bob Dylan, Eric Clapton, and 
Bruce Springsteen. Sonia thought it was alright; nothing special. But it was better than nothing.

It was better than nothing, which was exactly what she had today. Her MP3 player had run out of 
battery, so she left it at home to charge. And she wasn't allowed to have a cellphone until high school, 
so she couldn't keep herself occupied by playing games or sending text messages to her friends, like 
everyone else on the bus was doing. It was pretty unfair, she thought. Everyone else got to have a 
phone to entertain themselves, and she just had to sit there, bored, wasting her time. She stared out 
the window at the grey skies and grey town, and thought about how ugly it all was. Then she shifted 
her attention to the spots and smudges on the window, inspecting them to see if they looked like 
anything. She found a group of water spots that formed a lopsided face. The rest looked like nothing 
at all. Everything was just so dreary. Bored with her game, she sat and stared blankly into space for 
the remainder of the short bus trip.

The bus dropped her off just half a block from the house she lived in with her mom, brother, and cat, 
Salinger. They had rescued the cat from a shelter less than a year ago. It was a grey tabby cat with 
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black stripes, and Tom had insisted on naming it after some writer he liked. They had adopted the cat 
at Sonia's insistence, because she wanted someone to keep her company in the afternoons when her 
mom was still at the accounting firm, and Tom was at his part-time job at the mall food court. Salinger 
was already a few years old when they brought him home, and at first Sonia had been disappointed 
not to get a kitten, but later she decided it was probably better this way. He had a good temperament 
and wasn't constantly scratching and biting at things. Most afternoons, he was content to just curl up 
in Sonia's lap and let her stroke his ears while she did her homework or watched television.

As she unlocked the front door, Sonia decided that today she would allow herself to just lie around for 
an afternoon and do nothing but watch cartoons. She didn't have much homework anyway, and there 
wasn't much else to do around the place. When her parents got divorced, her mom had insisted on 
moving out to a nice house in the suburbs so that Sonia and her brother wouldn't have to grow up 
amid the chaos and noise of Seattle. But on afternoons like this, thought Sonia, what she wouldn't 
give to be in the city. She could go to the movies or the arcade or the mall, in a matter of minutes, and 
she wouldn't have to constantly beg her mother and Tom to drive her around.

Sonia kicked off her sneakers, which were slightly damp from the day's rain, and hung her jacket next 
to the door. It was a little bit chilly inside the house, because her mom liked to turn the heat off during 
the day when no one was home, to save on gas bills. Sonia flipped open the thermostat cover and set 
the temperature to 80 degrees. She felt like making the house really warm so that she could sit in 
front of the television wearing just a T-shirt and jeans to watch cartoons, and then she could pretend it 
was summer again, rather than the seemingly never-ending dreariness that went on for months and 
months every winter.

She pulled her sweater off over her head and set off to find Salinger so that she could watch cartoons 
with him. In the afternoons, he could usually be found sunbathing in front of one of the upstairs 
bedroom windows, but he wasn't in one of his regular spots today. Where could that cat have gone 
to? She checked the closets and the bathrooms, and did a thorough inspection of the rooms 
downstairs as well, even looking under all the furniture just to be sure. Was it possible he had gotten 
out?

"SALINGER!" she yelled at the top of her lungs. "SALINGER, COME HERE!"

After a few minutes, she stopped, feeling a bit silly. Logically, she had known that wouldn't work. It's 
not like they had ever trained him to answer to his name, and did cats even do that, anyway? Not 
sure. Sonia made a mental note that when she found Salinger she would try to train him to answer to 
his name.

Then something caught her attention in the kitchen. Sonia noticed that one of the windows above the 
sink had been left slightly ajar-Tom had opened it in the morning after setting off the smoke alarm 
while making toast. It might just be possible for a cat to jump onto the counter and slip through that 
opening. Salinger wasn't an outdoor cat, though, and he had never gone out of the house since 
they'd brought him home. Worried, Sonia quickly bundled up again, jammed her feet into her still-
damp sneakers, and went out to the backyard to look for the cat.

She couldn't remember the last time she had actually come out here. No one in her family was 
particularly inclined toward gardening or home improvement, so they had left the backyard the way it 
was when they moved in. It was overgrown and untamed, covered in wild grass and shapeless 
bushes, and there was never quite enough sunlight, due to the massive trees that cast their shadows 
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over the yard all year round. It felt like being in a forest. Everything was still covered in water droplets 
from the day's rain, and the ground smelled damp and sweet in that special way that only wet earth 
and vegetation can smell.

This was one thing Sonia enjoyed about living out in the middle of nowhere. When it rained in the city, 
it just smelled like wet pavement, mixed with the same city smells that are always there: cigarette 
smoke, gasoline, exhaust, urine.

She spotted a movement out of the corner of her eye, near an opening in a thicket. Salinger? She 
immediately followed the source of the movement, pushing her way through the thicket to see if the 
cat had gone through to the other side. She had to hunch over to get through the opening, and she 
emerged on the other side with her clothes damp and all covered with leaves. Hopefully there weren't 
any creepy bugs in that thicket. She started checking her clothes to see if she had anything crawling 
on her, but then she saw something that made her forget her concerns about spiders and ants.

Right in front of her, there was a small pond that she could have sworn had never been there before. 
She hadn't been out in the backyard in a very long time, but the summer her family had moved in, 
Sonia had done some exploring, and she certainly would have remembered if there had been a pond. 
Looking closely, she could see small shapes swimming around in the water-tadpoles! The pond 
must have been dry in the summer, but the torrential rains of the past few weeks had restored it!

And over on the other side of the pond, also staring intently at the tadpoles, was Salinger the cat!

"Salinger!" Sonia hissed at him. The cat looked up. So he does know what his name is, she thought. 
She went over and scooped him up, carefully carrying him back through the thicket and toward the 
house.

Before going back inside the warm house, she turned back to look at the yard and took a deep 
breath, inhaling the earthy smell. I should really come out here more, she thought. There was a whole 
world out here she had been missing. Maybe tomorrow she would take Salinger out to try and catch 
some of the tadpoles in the pond.
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Taken by Surprise
by Edward I. Maxwell

CAUTION: Only fully trained and equipped subway employees should ever walk the subway tunnels and 
tracks. Pedestrians should never step down off a subway platform onto the track for any reason; if there is 
a dropped item on the track or an emergency, seek out an employee or police officer.

Tim loved working in the subway.

Loved it.

If you pushed him, he'd admit he loved it more than his father. Not more than his mother, but definitely 
more than his old man.

The subway, its tracks, tunnels, rails, and switches were his. Dirty and run-down to most everyone else, 
but magnificent and sprawling to Tim.

The strangest part is that Tim loved the subway most when it rained. When it poured, it didn't matter if Tim 
was even on the clock. He would check in, grab his vest, hard-hat, and lantern and walk the tracks.

It was just such a night.

Off the clock, but still on the job.

Thunder crashed overhead. The tunnel was a cool, wet 50 degrees.

Rain dripped through the grates overhead. Little streams flowed underneath the railroad ties. For Tim, this 
was when the subway really came alive and showed the world its true self--the greatest cavern ever built; 
the greatest network of caves ever used by man.

Tim missed the next tie, and his boot fell hard into the river running between the rails. A critter squealed at 
Tim's inconsiderate splashing, and he smiled to himself. The last bit of humidity from the 90 degree day 
moved across his face, pushed by a cool breeze behind. Tim turned into it and looked down the tunnel at 
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the long curving way, flecks of light glancing off the steel. He took a deep, satisfied breath, and walked on.

Tim did not always walk the subway; he did not always work for it. He used to have a job behind a 
cramped desk, in a cramped office, working with cramped people who couldn't imagine much beyond their 
cubicles. Needless to say, they did not share Tim's enthusiastic dreams of urban spelunking.

But Tim made those dreams a reality and left his cubically-caged mates for subterranean trusses, I-beams, 
and engineered slopes.

Moving further along the tracks, Tim grew aware of something completely unexpected out in front of him. 
With each step, the void ahead seemed to quiet more. After another 30 yards, Tim was standing in a 
completely silent stretch of tunnel. Water did not drip, critters did not scurry, and street traffic overhead was 
muffled beyond recognition. Tim felt anxiety grip him, and he immediately switched on his lantern. He 
needed more light than what laced off the tracks to investigate this exception.

The I-beams were the first sight to set his stomach seizing. There was not a single, rusted, wrought iron 
pillar as far as his lantern could stretch. Instead, the beams had been covered-or replaced entirely, he 
could not tell-by concrete columns, gray and sterile to the touch. The concrete had been purposefully 
pockmarked to absorb vibrations as trains passed through. While the iron beams had acted as tuning 
forks, allowing the clanging chorus of steel wheels on steel rails to resonate around a bend, the new pillars 
seemed capable of soaking up any din like a sponge.

Tim let his hand run over each geometric dimple and shuddered at the thought of every ding or clang 
already trapped, unable to dance along, weaving in and out of subway cars.

It was in that moment Tim realized also that there was no water dripping down onto his helmet from 
overhead. He looked up and was confronted by a modern ventilation duct, gently circulating the air. If his 
journey had begun here in this part of the tunnel he would not have known that rain was coming down in 
buckets up above.

Tim rested his chin on his chest, shook his head, and cursed to himself, what have they done to this 
place? His eyes turned downward, Tim realized that the streams between the rails had dried up. The ties 
were made of pre-poured concrete, the channel was carved with smooth right angles and drainage points 
all along the way. There was no sign of the ragged, splintered wooden ties that would give way under a 
car's weight and send a wobble through each passenger's legs.

What have they done to this place?

The anxiety started to creep back into Tim's mind. The pockmarked concrete pillars started to resemble the 
pressed fireproof boards used as part of his old cubicle walls. The space in between tracks looked like 
linoleum office flooring underfoot, the pre-poured railroad ties were like simple inlayed design work. The 
vent and clean truss work overhead resembled the ceiling and air conditioning grates that hung lifelessly 
over his old desk.

What have they done to my place?

Tim wasn't spelunking anymore. He was moving past the standard forms of an office. He was walking 
down rows of cubicles on his way to the water cooler, and he hated it. He wanted to go back to the 
rundown caverns he loved so dearly. He wanted to run his hands over a man-made creation that could not 
resist the pull of a more natural order. He wanted to walk through a space engineered to be one thing, but 
that had been reclaimed, over time, by a world greater than the design specifications.
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It was in this moment that a train horn sounded, steady and deep. Tim lifted his head to watch twin eyes 
about 300 yards down the track moving toward him. He quickly stepped out from between the rails, off to 
the side between two columns. Making sure he was far enough back, Tim braced up against the pillar and 
waited for the train to pass.

The train began to file by him only a few moments later, but Tim only knew it by the faint rush of air. There 
was no sound, and he had closed his eyes in a vain attempt to hold back the tears running down his 
cheeks.

What have they done?

Tim cried for some time after the train passed. He knew it wasn't going to be long before the rest of the 
tunnels were redone in the same way. There would be nothing left of the subway of which he had grown so 
fond. He made his way back down the tunnel and out one of the access points. He was off the clock for 
good.

Back on street-level, the rain had stopped, thunder and lightning had abated. The moon was even 
beginning to peek out from behind the wisps of cloud. The city was coming back as people began to 
realize the storm was done with trying to stake a claim. Tim shuffled along, wondering, what do I do now?

He found a bench, sat down, and tried to push those searching questions out of his mind. He watched 
people step out into the night, hail cabs, meet friends, and walk into restaurants. He watched people enjoy 
the sterile streets, buildings, places, which had all pushed him underground to what had been the last 
place of refuge from the austere.

Tim longed to smile blissfully as these people did, to smile as he had only hours earlier at the sound of a 
critter's fearful squeal. But the smile would not come to his lips. They remained set; the thin line unparted, 
shallow breaths moving through his nose. Do I leave?

No one gave Tim much notice. He was only sitting silently, nothing threatening about him. It was as if he 
was part of the bench, no reason for concerned or worried looks. He didn't want to be part of this world, so 
the world did not acknowledge him.

The moon rose higher in a clear night sky and the streets were quiet once more. Tim stood and took off his 
hard-hat and vest. Moving to the nearest garbage can, he dropped them in without a second thought. 
Digging into his pocket, Tim found his subway badge and tossed that in as well. He set his lantern down 
beside the can for anyone to find and use as he or she wished. He took a deep breath in through his nose 
and let it out slowly through his mouth. Where do I go?

Tim walked the 20 blocks to the main train station. He quietly purchased a rail pass, destination unmarked, 
and found his way to the main board. The next departing train was already boarding. Tim stopped at a 
kiosk on the way to the track and purchased a newspaper. Taking the stairs, he was on the platform in 
moments, staring at a train that waited patiently for the last few passengers. Newspaper under his arm, 
Tim stepped on board and found an open seat by the window. The conductor sounded the whistle, calling 
for all aboard. The train doors closed, and Tim opened his paper as the train left the station.
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Change - Paired Text Questions
Finding Salinger · Taken by Surprise

Name: ___________________________________ Date: _______________

Use the article "Finding Salinger" to answer questions 1 to 2. 

1. At the beginning of the story, how does Sonia feel about having moved to the 
suburbs? Cite evidence from the story to support your answer.

2. Read the last paragraph of the story. Based on this evidence, what can you conclude 
about how Sonia feels about the suburbs at the end of the story?

Use the article "Taken by Surprise" to answer questions 3 to 4. 

3. How does Tim feel about the "dirty and run-down" subway?
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4. When Tim sees the new subway tunnel, he first thinks, "What have they done to this 
place?" Then he thinks, "What have they done to my place?" Based on this repetition of 
"what have they done," how does Tim feel about the new subway tunnel?

Use the articles "Finding Salinger" and  "Taken by Surprise" to answer questions 5 
to 6. 

5. Both stories focus on a change. In "Finding Salinger" the change is moving from the 
city to the suburb. In "Taken By Surprise" the change is a new, more modern subway 
tunnel. Compare the way Sonia and Tim feel about the changes they face in the stories.

6. Contrast the way Sonia and Tim feel about the changes they face in the stories.
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WRITING PROMPTS 
 
Week 1 
Imagine a giant box is delivered to your front doorstep with your name on it. 
What’s inside and what happens when you open it? 
 















 
Textbooks: 
 
https://www.fillmorecsd.org/site/handlers/filedownload.ashx?moduleinstanceid=3142&d
ataid=3414&FileName=LS_student_ebook.pdf 
 
http://www.classzone.com/books/ml_sci_life/page_build.cfm?content=audio_read&state
=none 
 

 
 
 

VIRUSES AND THE CYCLE OF 
REPLICATION  

Name _____________________ 
 
Directions: 
   Read the passage below and answer all questions that follow.  
 
Viruses cause damage when the viruses replicate inside the cells. The entry of the virus into the cell is 
not by itself harmful, but after the virus has replicated itself several hundred times and breaks out, the 
cell is destroyed. Organ damage in an organism can be severe if enough tissue is damaged by the virus. 
Any agent that causes disease is called a pathogen. 
 
They cycle of viral infection, replication, and cell destruction is called the lytic cycle. After the viral genes 
have entered the cell, they use the host cell to replicate viral genes and to make viral proteins, such as 
capsids. The proteins are then assembled with the replicated viral genes to form complete viruses. The 
host cell is broken open and releases newly made viruses. 
 
During an infection, some viruses stay inside the cells but do not make new viruses. Instead of producing 
virus particles, the viral gene is inserted into the host chromosome, and is called a provirus. Whenever 
the cell divides, the provirus also divides, resulting in two infected host cells. In this cycle, called the 
lysogenic cycle, the viral genome replicates without destroying the host cell.  

 
1. How do viruses damage the cell?_____________________________________________________ 
      

 __________________________________________________________________________________ 

2. What relationship exists between viruses and pathogens? _________________________________ 

__________________________________________________________________________________ 
 

3. What sentence expresses main idea of the second paragraph? _____________________________ 



4. The figure below shows the lytic and lysogenic cycles. In the spaces provided, describe 
what is occurring in each numbered part of the figure.  

 

Part 1 
 
 
Part 2 
 
 
Part 3 
 
 
Part 4 
 
 
Part 5 

 
Circle the letter of the phrase that best completes the statement.  

 
Virus cause damage when they 

 
a. invade cells 
b. replicate inside cells.  
c. remain inside a host cell. 
d. Both (a) and (b).  

 
Directions: 
   First read your textbook pages_____  through_______. Then answer all questions that 
follow.  
 
 

1. What properties of life does a virus lack? 



 
 
 
 
 

2. How did scientist studying the tobacco mosaic disease know that the infectious agent 
must be smaller than a bacterium? 

 
 
 
 
 

3. What property of the infectious agent showed that it was a chemical?  
 

 
 



•

•

•

•





•

•

•

•



©  2000 - 2005 Pearson Education, Inc. All Rights Reserved  www.TeacherVision.com

Name __________________________________________________________   Date __________________________ 
 

Choose an Occupation
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