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The RJP Readers series provides graded reading material for students of English at 12 levels of difficulty.

🟥  A1.1  Beginner or Noob

🔴 A1.2  False Beginner or Learner

🟧 A2.1  Lower Elementary or Shopper

🟠 A2.2  Upper Elementary or Gamer

🟨 B1.1  Lower Intermediate 1 or Tourist

🟡 B1.2  Lower Intermediate 2 or Capable

🟩 B2.1  Upper Intermediate 1 or Competent

🟢 B2.2  Upper Intermediate 2 or Fluent

🟦 C1.1  Lower Advanced or Ace

🔵 C1.2  Upper Advanced or Master

🟪 C2.1  Lower Proficiency or Expert

🟣 C2.2  Upper Proficiency or Pro
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Eternal Echoes
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Level: 🟦 C1.1 (Ace) 
Inspired by: Wuthering Heights by Emily Brontë
Setting: A remote, windswept village in the Scottish Highlands
Story Concept:
After years away, a man returns to the village where he grew up—alone, bitter, and wealthy. But the land hasn’t forgotten him, and neither have the people. Especially not her. As memories resurface and secrets stir, old love turns dangerous, and past wounds refuse to stay buried.
Is he back to heal... or to destroy what’s left?
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Episode 1: The Return
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The road into Corranloch was as narrow and cracked as he remembered.

Ewan Greaves sat in the back of the black car, his face unreadable, one hand resting lightly on the leather seat beside him. The driver didn’t speak—not since crossing the river miles back. Silence had hung between them ever since the first turn into the hills, as if conversation didn’t belong this far north.

Outside, mist clung to the mountains. Wind bent the thin trees at odd angles. Stone walls crumbled where no one had cared to rebuild them. It was the kind of place people left, not returned to.

Yet here he was.

“Half a mile more,” the driver said, his first words in an hour.

Ewan didn’t answer. He was too busy watching the landscape. Each familiar ridge sent a flicker of memory through him—some unwanted, some unavoidable. The village hadn’t changed. That was part of the problem.

He could still hear the stories, whispered behind old doors. He could still feel the weight of stares, the ones that would come the moment someone recognised him. He hadn’t stepped foot in Corranloch in over twelve years. But no one would forget.

He had made sure of that.

The car slowed in front of a long, uneven driveway. The house at the end of it was barely visible through the fog—just a sloping roof, an old chimney, and windows like eyes that had seen too much.

“Are you sure this is it?” the driver asked.

“I’m sure.”

Ewan stepped out. The air was cold and sharp, filled with peat smoke and the smell of rain. He pulled his coat tighter around him, picked up his single bag, and started up the drive.

He didn’t look back.

The house was smaller than he remembered. Or perhaps he was just older, and the world no longer loomed the way it had when he was sixteen.

Inside, it smelled of dust, old books, and the damp that never quite left Highland stone. The caretaker had aired the place out—he’d paid extra for that—but it still felt like a house half-asleep. The past hung in the air like fog.

He wandered room to room: kitchen, study, drawing room. Same furniture. Same smell. The wallpaper peeled in places, and the fireplace in the parlour had cracked across its base. No photographs. No signs of the people who once lived here.

He climbed the stairs slowly. His boots creaked against the wood.

At the end of the hall was a closed door.

Her room.

He didn’t open it.

The next day, he walked into the village.

Everything was in the same place: the post office, the bakery, the general store. Even the crooked bench outside the pub remained, warped by rain and time.

People stared.

An old man outside the shop narrowed his eyes. A teenage boy on a bike nearly swerved into a fence. No one said his name, but he could feel it in the air. Like static before lightning.

He stopped at the bakery.

The bell above the door jingled.

Behind the counter stood a woman with greying hair and flour on her apron. She looked up—and froze.

Then: “Ewan Greaves.”

He nodded. “Hello, Mrs. Laird.”

She didn’t smile. “Didn’t expect to see you again.”

“Didn’t expect to come back.”

She wiped her hands on a towel. “What brings you home, then?”

He considered lying. Then said, “Ghosts.”

She raised an eyebrow. “You’ll find plenty of those.”

“I know.”

She reached for a bag. “What can I get you?”

“Just a roll, please.”

He paid in silence.

As she handed him the bag, she looked him in the eye.

“She’s still here, you know.”

His fingers stopped mid-fold of the paper bag. “I figured.”

“She never left.”

He nodded once, then walked out. He found her in the woods behind the church.

Not right away.

He wandered the path for almost half an hour, half-hoping he wouldn’t see her. But he did.

She was kneeling in the moss, hands dirty, pulling weeds from a stone grave.

Dark coat. Darker hair.

Same posture.

She looked up before he could speak.

Their eyes met.

Neither of them moved.

Time pulled tight between them.

Then she stood.

“I thought you were dead,” she said.

“I thought I was too,” Ewan replied.

She stepped closer. “So why now?”

“Because I couldn’t stay away anymore.”

Morven McCrae stared at him. Still and sharp.

“You should have.”

He didn’t flinch. “I know.”
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Episode 2: Ashes and Moss
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Morven didn’t move right away.

She simply looked at him, as though time hadn’t passed. As though twelve years hadn’t turned them into strangers.

“You look older,” she said.

Ewan gave a faint smile. “I am older.”

“Some people grow up when they leave,” she said. “Others just run.”

“I did both.”

He glanced down at the grave she’d been tending. He knew the name on the stone before he saw it: James McCrae.

Her father.

Morven followed his gaze. “He died three winters ago. Heart gave out. Just sat down by the fire and didn’t get up again.”

“I’m sorry.”

She brushed soil from her hands and straightened her back. “No, you’re not.”

Ewan didn’t answer.

She didn’t expect him to.

She picked up a rusted trowel, slipped it into her canvas bag, and started walking away.

He stood there, staring at the stone.

The last time he’d seen James McCrae was the day he left Corranloch.

He remembered fists. Raised voices. The slamming of a door.

And Morven, standing behind her father, too proud to cry.

Back in the village, word of Ewan’s return spread like woodsmoke in winter.

By midday, the general store was full of quiet whispers.

“Did you see him?”

“He’s back?”

“Aye. Walked straight into the bakery like it was yesterday.”

No one said much to his face. But Corranloch had long memories, and Ewan’s name was carved into most of them.

He was the boy who left in the dark.
The boy who’d shouted at the church.
The one who disappeared.
And now he was the man who came back in a car with tinted windows.

Morven stood behind the bar at The Grey Hart, polishing glasses.

“You going to talk to him again?” asked Isla, her friend and co-worker.

Morven didn’t look up. “I already did.”

“And?”

“He hasn’t changed.”

Isla raised an eyebrow. “You sure about that?”

Morven didn’t answer.

She kept polishing, but her mind wasn’t in the room. It was in the woods, by the grave, where Ewan had stood like a ghost in expensive boots.

She didn’t believe in signs. Not anymore. But the way he’d looked at her—it wasn’t nothing.

It wasn’t everything either.

That night, Ewan sat in the cold parlour of the Greaves house with a glass of whisky and a single candle burning.

The wind pressed against the windows like an old regret.

He pulled out an old box from the bottom of the bookshelf. Inside: a few photographs, some yellowed letters, and a notebook with initials scrawled across the front—E.G.

He flipped through the pages. Most of it was nothing. Old plans, half-finished poems, names he hadn’t spoken in years.

Then he stopped on one page.

M.

Just the letter. Over and over.

Sometimes written small in the corner.

Sometimes large, across the lines.

He closed the book and set it aside.

The next morning, Morven arrived at the house.

Uninvited.

Ewan opened the door, surprised.

“You’ve kept it the same,” she said, stepping inside without waiting.

“I haven’t had time to ruin it yet.”

She walked through the rooms like she’d never left. He followed, uncertain.

“What do you want, Morven?”

She turned to him in the hallway. “I want to know why you’re here.”

“I told you. I couldn’t stay away.”

“That’s not a reason. That’s a feeling.”

He stepped closer. “Then here’s the reason: I couldn’t build anything anywhere else. I tried. But the walls never held. The people never stayed.”

“And now you think coming back will fix that?”

“No,” he said. “I think it might help me stop pretending I’m whole.”

She looked at him for a long time.

Then: “You broke a lot when you left.”

“So did you.”

They stood in silence.

Eventually, Morven turned to the door. “You should come by the pub. If you want to talk like normal people.”

“I don’t think we were ever normal people.”

She half-smiled. “Then try pretending.”

That evening, he did.

He sat at the end of the bar, alone, with a pint in front of him.

The pub was half-full. Mostly locals. Mostly quiet.

Isla nodded politely. Others just avoided his eyes.

Morven didn’t speak to him, but she let him stay.

At the end of the night, she
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