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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: 🟩 B2.1 (Competent)
Inspired by: The Poseidon Adventure and The Abyss
Setting: A deep-sea research station
Story Concept:
A team of young marine researchers on a routine mission begins hearing strange messages through their sonar system. As communication fails and a storm isolates them underwater, the signals get clearer—and more human. But no one outside the station believes them.
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Episode 1: The Sound That Shouldn’t Be There

[image: ]


Deep below the North Atlantic, the Eurydice Station sat in near-total silence. The station was anchored to the ocean floor, 600 meters down, far beneath the waves, storms, and passing ships above.

Inside, the hum of machines and filtered air was constant. Metal clicked softly as pressure adjusted. Lights stayed low to save power. But for the five people living there, it had become home.

Or at least, something like it.

Riya checked the sonar monitor again. The green light pulsed slowly on the screen.

Nothing. No movement. No pings. No alerts.

Just water.

Exactly how it should be.

She leaned back in her chair and rubbed her eyes. “Still clear,” she said aloud.

No one answered. Not yet.

The day shift had ended an hour ago, and only Riya and Tomas were on overnight duty. Tomas was upstairs in the comms room, trying to fix the backup radio. The storm above had knocked out their satellite connection two days ago. Repairs weren’t possible until the surface ship returned—and that wasn’t due for another four days.

They were cut off. But that wasn’t unusual out here.

It was part of the job.

Riya stood, stretched, and walked the narrow corridor to the kitchen.

Metallic footsteps. Dim blue lights. The quiet pressure of hundreds of meters of water above her head.

She poured coffee and stared at the bubbles rising in the pot.

Even those looked slow down here.

Her radio crackled.

“Riya? You still at sonar?” Tomas’s voice sounded half distracted.

“Yeah. Nothing new.”

“Come up here when you can. I might need help resetting the beacon.”

She sighed. “On my way.”

Back in the sonar room, she paused for a moment.

Something had changed.

She couldn’t hear it, exactly—not yet—but something felt... different.

She sat down and checked the screen again.

Still clear.

She reached for the headset and placed it over one ear.

Soft static.

Normal.

Then—
A sound.
Just for a second.

Low.
Distant.
Not a whale.
Not a submarine.
Not... natural.
A rising note. Then silence.

She sat up straighter.

Rewound the feed.

Played it again.

It was there—barely.

She boosted the signal.

This time, it was clearer.

Still short, but real.

A single, low-frequency tone that didn’t match anything in their records.

And underneath it—almost hidden—

A whisper?

She turned the volume higher.

Footsteps echoed behind her.

Tomas stepped in. “You coming or—” He stopped when he saw her face.

“What?”

She looked up.

“Listen to this.”

She handed him the headset.

He listened. Frowned. Then pulled it off.

“That’s... weird.”

“It’s not a whale,” she said.

“Definitely not.”

“And it’s not one of ours. I checked.”

He looked at the time code. “When did this come in?”

“Less than three minutes ago.”

He turned toward the monitor.

“You think it was just one signal?”

Riya shook her head. “It felt... like a start.”

They played it again.

And again.

Still no idea what it meant.

By morning, the rest of the crew was awake.

Samira, the commander, listened to the sound with her arms crossed.

“It’s probably nothing,” she said. “Could be distortion from the storm.”

“Then why haven’t we heard it before?” Riya asked.

Samira didn’t answer.

“I think we should record everything from now on,” Tomas added. “Even the static.”

“Already set,” Riya said. “I started logging a new file when I first heard it.”

Samira looked at the two of them.

“You’re serious about this?”

They both nodded.

Later that afternoon, while the others worked, Riya stayed in the sonar room.

She kept the headset on, but the signal didn’t return.

Still, she had the same feeling.

Like something was nearby.

Not a threat.

Just... present.

That night, as she got into bed, she checked her audio file one last time.

Then she noticed something strange.

The signal had changed.

It had repeated—exactly.

Same tone. Same length. Same time gap.

Not random.

Not weather.

Something was trying to say something.

And tomorrow, she was going to figure out what.
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Episode 2: Echo Pattern
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Riya was already awake when the alarm buzzed.

Her eyes were open, fixed on the ceiling.
She hadn’t slept much.
Every time she closed her eyes, the sound returned—soft, distant, impossible to understand, but impossible to forget.

In the sonar room, the lights were still low. It was barely 06:30. No one else had arrived yet.

She sat down, headset on.

The signal log blinked.

02:12 a.m. – New entry detected.

She scrolled down and hit play.

There it was again.

Same tone.
Same length.
Same strange layer underneath.
But this time, the “whisper” was stronger.

She adjusted the levels.

It wasn’t words—at least not clearly—but it had rhythm. Intention.

It sounded like a voice... trying to speak underwater.

Tomas walked in carrying a cup of powdered coffee. “You’re up early.”

“So are you.”

He sat down. “Checked the log?”

She nodded. “Same signal. Same pattern. It repeated during the night.”

He raised an eyebrow. “Same exact time interval?”

“Yes. Down to the second.”

“That’s not random.”

“No,” Riya said. “It’s a pattern.”

They ran the audio through filters—cutting out background hum, shifting the pitch, changing the speed.

It didn’t help much.

But it confirmed something important:

The sound wasn’t natural.
It was structured.
Designed.
Later that morning, Riya and Tomas presented their findings to the rest of the crew.

Samira crossed her arms. “So, we’ve got a repeating tone and some... ghost static.”

“It’s not static,” Riya said. “It’s intelligent. It’s trying to reach us.”

Jonah, the engineer, scratched his head. “Could it be sonar feedback?”

“We’ve ruled that out,” Tomas said. “The delay between repeats is too exact.”

“How exact?”

“Eleven hours, thirty-seven minutes, and nine seconds. Twice now.”

Samira didn’t look impressed.

Riya leaned forward. “And we think it’s accelerating.”

That got their attention.

Tomas tapped the screen. “We compared the waveforms from both signals. They’re the same—but the second is slightly... sharper. More compressed.”

“Like it’s getting closer,” Jonah said.

“Or clearer.”

Samira stood up. “I understand the theory. But let’s not jump to conclusions. We’re scientists. We look for evidence.”

“Then let’s keep listening,” Riya said.

Samira paused. Then nodded. “Fine. Log everything. Record it. But if this turns out to be interference, we shut it down.”

By that evening, tension had crept into the walls of Eurydice Station.

No one said it aloud, but everyone had the same thought:

What if something’s out there?

At 8:49 p.m., the signal returned.

Riya and Tomas were both in the sonar room.

It started the same way—a low hum, rising into that single clear tone.

But this time, the “voice” underneath was louder.

Still not words. Not yet.

But now it had shape.

Almost like singing.

Or... a warning.

Jonah appeared in the doorway. “You’re hearing that too, right?”

Riya nodded. “This one’s different.”

He stepped closer. “I felt it.”

“Felt what?”

“Pressure. Like—my ears popped. Like the whole station shifted a little.”

Tomas looked at him. “There’s no external movement. We’d see it on the sensors.”

“I know what I felt.”

They replayed the recording three times.

The sound was evolving.

As if whatever was sending it had learned they were listening.

And was now trying to speak louder.

That night, Riya stayed up late, analyzing the audio.

At 01:13 a.m., she noticed something that made her stop breathing.

On the waveform—inside the noise—was a pattern she recognized.

She zoomed in.

It wasn’t just a pattern.

It was a shape.

Four peaks. Two dips.

A sequence she’d seen before.

Her own ID number.

RI-4-227

Somehow, the signal... contained her.

She hit record on the log:

Personal note:
“Second signal includes identifier RI-4-227. That’s my station ID. No one else knows that number. I haven’t spoken it aloud. I haven’t written it anywhere in months. If this is in the signal, it’s not a mistake.”
“Something is trying to speak.
And now, it’s speaking to me.”
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Episode 3: The Message
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Riya didn’t tell anyone about the ID code.

Not yet.

She wasn’t sure how to explain it—not without sounding paranoid.

She saved the clip, locked the file, and backed it up in two places.

Then she sat at her console and stared at the screen for almost an hour.

The signal came again at 07:00 sharp.

This time, everyone was in the sonar room.

Riya hit record as soon as it started.

Jonah was watching the instruments. “Same base frequency,” he said. “But there’s more activity in the higher range now.”

“It’s layering,” Tomas added. “Each time it repeats, it gets richer.”

Samira frowned. “Like it’s learning?”

“Or testing us,” Riya said.

They all listened in silence as the sound rose.

The low hum. The long tone. The strange whisper underneath.

And then, for the first time—
Something clear.
A voice.

One word.

“Hello.”

It wasn’t in English.

But it wasn’t just sound, either.

The whole team looked at each other.

“You heard that too, right?” Jonah asked.

Riya nodded slowly.

“Yes.”

The voice had a tone—not robotic, not human exactly, but... real.

Warm. Slow. Careful.

Not like a machine repeating code.

It sounded like someone trying to make contact.

They played it again.

Slowed it down.
Boosted the treble.
Filtered background frequencies.
Still the same:

“Hello.”

“What language is that?” Tomas asked.

Samira checked her translation software. “Nothing standard. It doesn’t match anything in our records.”

Riya said, “It’s
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