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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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The Window Across the Street
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Level: 🟠 A2.2 (Pre-Intermediate) 
Inspired by: Rear Window by Alfred Hitchcock (adapted for teens)
Setting: A small city apartment block
Story Concept:
Tom is recovering from an accident and can't go outside. He spends his days looking out the window. One day, he sees something strange in the building across the street: a woman disappears. No one believes him—until another neighbor goes missing, too.
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Episode 1: Watcher
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Tom was bored.

Really bored.

Two months ago, Tom was flying.

Down the street, on his skateboard, wind in his face. He knew every corner, every bump in the sidewalk. He felt free when he skated—fast, sharp turns, always just a little out of control.

Then he wasn’t flying. He was falling.

The car hadn’t seen him. He had turned too fast. He remembered the sound before the pain. Metal. Shouting. And then, nothing.

Now, he was in a chair. His leg was in a cast. The skateboard was under his bed, untouched.

He spent most days near the window. Watching. Waiting. Remembering.

Sometimes he closed his eyes and saw the street again. But mostly, he just watched the building across from him.

He noticed small things now. Curtains that moved. People who came and went. Things he never paid attention to before.

The world felt different now.

He noticed small things now. Curtains that moved. People who came and went. Things he never paid attention to before.

The world felt different now.

He sat in his bedroom, looking out the window. It was all he could do. His leg was in a cast, and he couldn’t leave the flat for six weeks. His skateboard accident had been two weeks ago. Now, every day was the same: wake up, eat, stare outside.

His flat was on the third floor. Across the street stood another block of flats. Each window had a story. A kitchen with bright lights. A man watering plants. A woman dancing alone.

Tom started to watch them. Not in a weird way. Just something to pass the time.

At 10 a.m., the man with the plants came out to water them.
At 1 p.m., the dancing woman made tea and talked on the phone.
At 4 p.m., a dog barked from a window two floors up.
At 5 p.m., most curtains closed.
It was like a show with no sound.

But one window was always different.

Flat 6B.

Curtains never opened.

No lights.
No movement.
Nothing.
It looked... empty.

One afternoon, Tom sat with his binoculars—his mum’s idea. “So you can see the birds,” she’d said.

But Tom didn’t care about birds.

He looked at 6B.

Still dark.

Still quiet.

Then—suddenly—the curtain moved.

Just a little.

He raised the binoculars.

He saw a shape.

A person.

They were standing close to the glass. But only for a second.

Then they were gone.

The curtain dropped back into place.

Tom’s heart beat faster.

He waited.

Nothing.

Was someone living there?

Why hide?

The next day, he looked again.

6B stayed dark.

No more movement.

Maybe he imagined it.

Maybe it was just the wind.

But then—on the third day—he saw something else.

A flash of light.

A hand.

And then he saw the note... a slip of paper pressed against the glass.

Four words.

"HELP ME. HE’S HERE."

At 3 p.m. the next day, Jamie arrived with a bag of crisps and zero expectations.

“So,” he said, sitting beside Tom, “you’ve gone full spy now?”

Tom pointed out the window.

“Flat 6B. The one with the closed curtain. Watch that window.”

Jamie looked. “Okay. Dark. Empty. And?”

“Yesterday I saw a note. It said, ‘Help me. He’s here.’ Then it disappeared.”

Jamie frowned. “You’re serious?”

Tom nodded.

Jamie picked up the binoculars and looked again. “Still nothing.”

“Just wait,” Tom said.

They waited.

Ten minutes.

Fifteen.

Then—movement.

The curtain shifted slightly.

Jamie froze. “There’s someone there.”

Tom grabbed the binoculars.

A shape stood behind the curtain again.

This time, a hand reached out.

And then—

A quick flash of light.

But no note.

Then it was gone.

“You saw that, right?” Tom asked.

Jamie nodded. “Yeah. That wasn’t the wind.”

Tom leaned back.

Jamie looked over. “Remember that time we tried to build a treehouse?”

Tom laughed once. “We used a cardboard box and duct tape. Lasted five minutes.”

“You jumped off it like it was a plane. Always jumping off stuff.”

Tom looked down at his leg. “Yeah. Not so much now.”

Jamie leaned forward. “You know, I was scared that day. Thought you broke something even back then.”

Tom glanced at him. “You never told me that.”

Jamie shrugged. “Didn’t want to ruin your fun.”

“Thanks for coming over,” Tom said.

Jamie smiled. “Always. Even if you are turning into a detective.”

“Still jumping into trouble though,” Jamie said. “Just with binoculars.”
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Episode 2: The Note
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Tom blinked.

He looked again through the binoculars.

But the note was gone.

The curtain in 6B was closed again.
The window dark.
Still.
Did I just imagine that?
No. I saw it. I know I saw it.
He sat back in his chair, his leg stretched out awkwardly in its cast. His heart was still racing.

HELP ME. HE’S HERE.

Who wrote it?

Who was “he”?

Tom grabbed his notebook. He started to write down everything he remembered.

Time: Around 3:45 p.m.
Window: 6B
Note: “HELP ME. HE’S HERE.”
Person: Couldn’t see clearly. Just a shadow. Maybe a woman?
Light: A quick flash—maybe from a phone?
That evening, when his mum brought dinner, Tom said, “Mum... do you know who lives in 6B? Across the street?”

She shook her head. “No. Why?”

“I think someone might be in trouble.”

She looked at him with a half-smile. “You and your stories. Watching neighbors again?”

Tom frowned. “I’m serious. I saw a note in the window.”

“What kind of note?”

“It said, ‘Help me. He’s here.’”

His mum paused, then sighed. “Honey, you’ve been stuck inside for two weeks. Maybe you’re just tired or bored. People watch crime shows and start seeing things.”

“I didn’t imagine it.”

She patted his shoulder. “I believe you saw something. But let’s not jump to scary ideas, okay?”

She walked out of the room.

Tom stared at the window.

Someone’s in there. I’m sure of it.

The next day, Tom watched early. From 9 a.m. until lunch.

Nothing.

No note. No light. No movement.

Other windows were full of life—kids doing homework, a man cooking, music playing in someone’s kitchen.

But 6B stayed dead.

At 2 p.m., he grabbed his phone and messaged Jamie, his best friend.

TOM:

Hey. Can you come over today?

JAMIE:

Sure. What’s up?

TOM:

I need help watching someone.

JAMIE:

...Sorry, what?

TOM:

Just come over. I’ll explain.

At 3 p.m., Jamie arrived with a bag of crisps and zero expectations.

“So,” he said, sitting beside Tom, “you’ve gone full spy now?”

Tom pointed out the window.

“Flat 6B. The one with the closed curtain. Watch that window.”

Jamie looked.

“Okay. Dark. Empty. And?”

“Yesterday I saw a note. It said, ‘Help me. He’s here.’ Then it disappeared.”

Jamie frowned. “You’re serious?”

Tom nodded.

Jamie picked up the binoculars and looked again. “Still nothing.”

“Just wait,” Tom said.

They waited.

Ten minutes.

Fifteen.

Then—movement.

The curtain shifted slightly.

Jamie froze. “There’s someone there.”

Tom grabbed the binoculars.

A shape stood behind the curtain again.

This time, a hand reached out.

And then—

A quick flash of light.

But no note.

Then it was gone.

“You saw that, right?” Tom asked.

Jamie nodded. “Yeah. That wasn’t the wind.”

Tom leaned back.

“So what do we do now?”
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Episode 3: Watch and Wait
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Tom couldn’t stop thinking about the hand in the window.

The note was gone.

But now Jamie had seen it, too.

He wasn’t imagining things.

Someone was in 6B. And that person was trying to say something.

“I think we should tell someone,” Tom said.

“Like who?” Jamie asked. “Your mum already thinks you’re imagining stuff.”

“The police?”

Jamie shook his head. “What do we even say? ‘Hi, we saw a shadow and a flash of light’? They won’t do anything.”

Tom sighed.

He looked down at his notebook.

Then back at the window.

There has to be another way.

Later that evening, Jamie had an idea.

“What if we record the window?” he said. “Set up a camera. If something happens, we’ll have proof.”

Tom grinned. “That’s actually smart.”

“I have a tripod at home,” Jamie said. “I’ll bring it tomorrow. We’ll set up your phone on it.”

Tom nodded. “Perfect.”

The next day, Jamie brought the tripod.

They placed it by the window and set Tom’s phone to record.

“Okay,” Jamie said. “It’s running. Let’s leave it for a few hours.”

They played video games and waited.

At 6 p.m., Tom stopped the recording and played it back.

They watched it in silence.

Minute by minute.

Mostly nothing.

People walked in windows across the street. Cars passed.

Then, at 4:42 p.m., the curtain in 6B moved.

A hand again.

This time, the note came back.

They froze
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