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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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Level: 🟧 A2.1 (Shopper)

Inspired by: Black Beauty by Anna Sewell

Setting: A modern city in the UK

Story Concept: A stray dog in a tough neighbourhood tells the story of his life and the people he meets.

Themes: empathy, kindness, survival, change
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Episode 1: Life on the Street
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My name is Scrag, I am a dog, and I live on the street.

I am not big. I am not small. I have short brown fur and a white patch on my chest. My ears stand up when I hear danger. My nose is always working. I can smell food from far away.

I sleep under a bench in the park. It is cold at night. I curl up in a ball to stay warm. Sometimes, I find an old blanket. That feels nice.

Every morning, I wake up early. I stretch my legs and sniff the air. I look for food. I look for safety. Life on the street is not easy.

Cars rush by. People walk fast. Some see me and smile. Some do not see me at all. A few shout, “Go away!” I run when people yell. I have learned that not everyone is kind.

But not all people are bad. There is a man who works at a food shop. He gives me meat when no one is looking. He never says a word. I wag my tail. That is my “thank you.”

There is also a girl named Lila. She comes to the park after school. She has curly hair and a red backpack. She always brings food. Sometimes bread, sometimes cheese.

She says, “Hello, doggy!” and I run to her. She talks to me like I am a friend. I do not understand every word, but I feel her kindness.

One day, she gives me a name.

“I will call you Max,” she says.

Max. I like the sound of it.

I follow her around the park. She reads books under a tree. I lie next to her. It feels like home—for a little while.

But when the sun goes down, she leaves. I watch her go. I want to follow, but I do not. I stay in the park. That is my place.

At night, the city changes. It gets darker and louder. I hear shouting, cars honking, glass breaking. I stay low and quiet. I know how to hide.

One night, I hear a strange sound. A soft cry. I look around. In a box near the bins, I see something move.

It is a puppy. A small, weak puppy.

I go to the box. The puppy shakes. It is alone. Just like I was once.

I lie next to the box. I keep the puppy warm. It is not my puppy, but I stay. Because no one else will.
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Episode 2: A New Pack
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The sun rises. The city starts to move again. Cars honk. People walk to work. Shops open.

I wake up next to the puppy. She is still sleeping. Her fur is light brown. Her eyes are not open yet. She is very small.

I sniff her head. She smells like fear and dirt.

She needs food. She needs care. I do not have much, but I will help her.

I walk around the block. I know where the bins are. Some shops throw away food that is still good.

Behind the bakery, I find a piece of bread. It is hard, but still okay. I take it in my mouth and run back.

The puppy is awake. She tries to stand, but her legs shake.

I put the bread near her. She sniffs it. She bites a little, then stops. It is too hard for her.

I chew it a bit to make it soft. Then I push it toward her.

She eats. Slowly.

That is good.

Later, I hear a noise. It is Lila.

She walks into the park and sees me.

“Max!” she says. She runs over and hugs me.

Then she sees the puppy.

“Oh no,” she says. “Is this your baby?”

I wag my tail, but she knows the answer.

“She’s too small to be alone,” Lila says.

She opens her bag and pulls out a small sandwich. She gives half to me and half to the puppy.

The puppy eats faster now.

Lila smiles. “She likes me.”

She sits on the ground and watches us.

“I can’t take her home,” she says. “My mum says no dogs.”

I understand. People live in small homes with many rules.

But Lila still comes every day. She brings water, soft food, and a little red towel for the puppy to sleep on.

She gives the puppy a name: Pip.

“Max and Pip,” she says. “You are a team now.”

She is right. We are a team.

Pip sleeps next to me at night. I keep her warm. I bark when someone comes too close.

She grows stronger each day. Her legs stop shaking. She tries to chase birds. She falls, but she gets up again.

One afternoon, we meet two other street dogs. One is black and thin. The other is old with one ear.

They walk over slowly. I stand in front of Pip. I do not want a fight.

The black dog sniffs me, then nods. “You live here now?”

I do not speak, but I bark once. That means yes.

“Okay,” the old dog says. “You watch your space. We watch ours.”

That is fair.

They walk away.

Later, Pip barks at a squirrel. She chases it, but it runs up a tree. She looks at me like, “Why can’t I do that?”

I lick her head.

She is my family now.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Episode 3: Trouble at the Park
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The park is our home now. Trees, grass, and people. Some people are kind. Some are not.

Pip grows fast. She can run and jump. She plays with leaves. She chases birds. She tries to dig holes, but only makes a mess.

I teach her things. How to smell for food. How to stay away from fast cars. How to read people’s faces.

“Look at their eyes,” I bark. “Happy eyes mean food. Angry eyes mean run.”

She listens. She learns.

Lila comes almost every day. She plays with Pip. She brushes her fur. Pip loves her. I do too.

One morning, Pip and I are waiting at the usual spot. But Lila does not come.

We wait. One hour. Two hours. Still no Lila.

Pip whines. She walks in circles. She checks behind trees.

“She will come tomorrow,” I bark. But inside, I worry.

That night, it rains. Hard. We hide under the big slide. Water runs across the ground. Our fur is wet. Pip shakes.

“This is a hard night,” I think. “But we stay strong.”

In the morning, we look for dry ground. We walk to the bins behind the food shops.

Then I hear a voice.

“Hey! Get away from there!”

A man with a loud voice and a stick runs toward us.

Pip runs. I run after her. We don’t look back.

We stop near the school wall. We wait there, quiet.

“I don’t like that man,” Pip says with a growl.

“Me neither,” I bark. “Some people just don’t want us.”

But not long after, a bigger problem comes.

A dog catcher.

He wears a blue jacket and carries a long stick with a loop. He walks slowly. He looks left, then right. He is hunting.

He sees us.

Pip barks.

“Run!” I bark.

We run across the field. The man chases us. He is fast. Too fast.

He throws the loop. It misses.

We run behind trees, through bushes, around people. The man keeps coming.

Pip trips.

I stop. I pull her up.

“Don’t stop!” I bark.

We run into a small hole in the fence. The man is too big to follow.

We hide behind the school bins. We don’t move. We don’t breathe.

After some time, he leaves.

Pip licks my face. “That was close.”

“Too close,” I say.

That night, we don’t go back to the park.

We sleep behind the school. It smells like books and lunch boxes.

I look at Pip. She sleeps curled up next to me.

“We need a better plan,” I think.
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Episode 4: The Boy Behind the School
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We sleep behind the school for two nights.

It is quiet. No one finds us. We stay low and still. Pip wants to play, but I say no.

“Not now,” I bark. “It is not safe.”

On the third morning, we hear footsteps. A door opens. Someone walks outside.

We hide behind bins. I peek out.

It is a boy. He wears a school jacket and carries a bag. He is not big, but not small either.

He throws something into the bin. Then he sits on the ground.

He takes out a sandwich and eats half. He looks around. He sees us.

I freeze. Pip stays behind me.

The boy slowly puts the other half of the sandwich on the ground.

“I see you,” he says. “It’s okay.”

We do not move.

He pushes the sandwich closer. “You look hungry.”

Pip whines. She wants it.

I step forward, slow. I sniff the food. It smells safe.

I take it. Pip joins me.

The boy smiles. “Good dogs.”

He pulls out a small water bottle and pours it into a cup. He pushes that toward us too.

We drink.

“I’m Sam,” he says. “I don’t have many friends. You can be my friends if you want.”

Pip wags her tail.

He doesn’t try to touch us. He just sits there, watching.

Each day, Sam comes back. He brings food. Sometimes bread, sometimes meat, sometimes fruit.

He tells us stories. About school. About a mean teacher. About
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