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​Introduction to RJP Readers
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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 Weight of Silence

[image: image]


Level: 🟦 C1.1 (Ace)

Inspired by: Speak by Laurie Halse Anderson (tone), with psychological and narrative influences from Never Let Me Go and The Perks of Being a Wallflower

Setting: A private sixth form college in a quiet English town

Story Concept:

After transferring to a new school mid-year, 17-year-old Noa quickly learns that silence can be both a shield and a prison. She witnesses subtle forms of bullying—exclusion, manipulation, rumours—and faces pressure to stay quiet. When she becomes a target herself, Noa starts documenting everything anonymously, posting her reflections in an online forum that soon becomes a lifeline for others.
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Episode 1: The Transfer
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Noa arrived mid-week, mid-term, mid-everything.

The receptionist didn’t look up when she walked in. Just slid a folder across the counter and pointed toward the sixth form wing.

“Room 3.2. You’re late.”

Noa didn’t reply. She wasn’t sure if the woman meant late as in time or late as in life decision. Either way, she nodded, took the folder, and walked toward her new start.

It smelled of freshly waxed floors and old paper. Clean, quiet corridors—silent but for the hum of fluorescent lights.

The kind of silence that didn’t welcome you. The kind that watched.

In Room 3.2, twelve heads turned when she entered.

Some looked curious. Some looked bored. One girl whispered something to the boy next to her and laughed, low enough for only them to share.

Noa kept her expression neutral and handed her slip to the teacher.

“Welcome, Noa,” the teacher said brightly, underlining her name twice on a sheet. “Why don’t you take that seat there? Next to Cass.”

Cass looked up. Her face didn’t move, but her eyes flicked over Noa like scanning a barcode.

Noa sat.

The desk was scratched. Someone had carved “VANISH” into the wood, just above the hinge of the folding tray.

She ran her thumb over it, once.

Cass passed her a textbook without a word.

Later, in the dining hall, she sat alone.

Not by choice, but because it was easier than navigating the invisible rules of where you could and couldn’t sit.

Most tables were full. Not noisy, just filled in the way of people who already had patterns and places. The few other students who sat alone were doing so deliberately—with books open, headphones in, shields up.

She picked at her sandwich and watched.

Cass sat two tables over, surrounded by quiet girls with cold smiles and perfect posture. They didn’t laugh. They just smirked.

One of them glanced toward Noa, leaned in, whispered something to Cass, and everyone’s eyes followed.

Noa turned her gaze back to her tray.

That night, she wrote her first post.

Username: NoNameNecessary

First day.
Everyone has already built their walls. Mine is still under construction.
There are no bullies here. Only mirrors that won’t look back.
I’m not scared. I just don’t know the language yet.
She didn’t expect anyone to respond. She posted it on a semi-dead student forum someone had told her about in her last school—meant for “anonymous emotional support.”

Most of the threads were old, left unanswered. One about a stolen laptop. One about a breakup that clearly hadn’t gone well. One about a teacher who “didn’t care until someone bled.”

She clicked off the tab and shut her laptop.

The next day, Ms. Elliot, the English teacher, asked her to stay behind.

“I read your intake form,” she said. “You’re coming from a difficult transition. If there’s anything I can do—”

“I’m fine,” Noa said.

A pause.

“I meant it,” the teacher said, more gently. “It’s okay not to be.”

Noa nodded, but her jaw was already locking. It had learned the motion long before her mouth knew how to shape answers.

In the corridor, Tyler—the boy who had whispered in class yesterday—was pretending to trip over someone’s bag. His audience laughed, a bit too loudly. The boy whose bag it was didn’t laugh. He just knelt quietly and zipped it shut.

Noa caught his eye.

He smiled, weakly.

And she kept walking.

That night, there was a reply on the forum.

GreyMoth:
You’ll learn the language.
But you’ll also learn that most people here don’t speak it out loud.
Keep your head up. And your heart where no one can reach it.
Noa stared at the screen.

It wasn’t comfort. Not exactly.

But it wasn’t silence either.
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Episode 2: The Joke
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By the second week, Noa had memorised the school layout, the quiet corners, and the people to avoid.

She spoke only when necessary, walked a bit faster than others, and never checked her phone in the corridors—because that was a signal. A signal that you were waiting for something. Hoping.

She had nothing to wait for.

On Wednesday, they were reading Othello in English. Ms. Elliot divided the class into small groups to “examine manipulation in the play.”

Cass was in her group.

So was Tyler.

And two girls whose names Noa couldn’t remember because no one had ever spoken them directly to her.

Noa listened while the others picked at lines, turning Shakespeare into soundbites. Tyler read the word “honest” like it was a punchline.

Then, while Cass was quoting something about Iago, he leaned over to Noa and said under his breath, “You’d make a good Desdemona. Quiet and doomed.”

He smiled like it was clever.

The others didn’t hear it—but Cass did.

She didn’t laugh. She just looked at Noa and said, “Don’t worry. He thinks being mean is the same as being interesting.”

Tyler snorted. “Oh, ouch.”

Noa said nothing.

But in that moment, she noticed: Cass’s tone wasn’t kindness. It was control.

At break, she passed the art room and saw the boy from the other day—the one with the zipped-up bag.

He was sitting on a windowsill, sketching. Alone.

He looked up and smiled again. Not weakly this time.

She almost nodded back.

Almost.

At lunch, the joke happened.

Tyler and his group sat at their usual table near the back. Noa had learned not to sit too close. But she couldn’t help noticing when he reached into his bag and pulled out a sandwich—not his usual one.

It was crushed and leaking something red.

Someone across the table burst out laughing.

Tyler looked confused—just for a second—then forced a grin and held the sandwich up.

“Ah, the signature dish of our fine canteen. Roadkill à la ketchup.”

More laughter.

Noa looked around.

One person. Just one. A girl in a sports hoodie—looked uncomfortable. Almost said something.

Didn’t.

Tyler tossed the sandwich onto another student’s tray—Michael, quiet, soft-spoken, always sitting on the edge of every group.

It hit him in the chest. Left a stain.

More laughter.

Michael didn’t react. Just picked up the napkin and wiped the spot slowly, then stood and walked out.

That night, Noa wrote again.

NoNameNecessary:
There was a joke today.
Everyone laughed.
Except the person it was aimed at.
He didn’t even flinch.
That’s not strength. That’s practice.
And again, hours later:

GreyMoth:
You can’t stop them by staring.
But you can choose what kind of silence you keep.
Witnessing is the first break in the system.
Don’t underestimate it.
On Thursday, Michael wasn’t at school.

No one mentioned him.

At lunch, Tyler had a new sandwich. Clean. Sealed.

No accidents.

But everyone watched him open it.

And he knew they were watching.

That’s when Noa understood something important: bullies are rarely the most powerful person in the room. They're the one who wants to be.

The power sits with those who laugh.

That evening, she passed the art room again.

This time, the boy waved.

She stepped inside.

“You’re Noa,” he said.

“Yeah.”

“I’m Theo. You’re in Elliot’s class, right?”

She nodded. “You sketch a lot.”

He shrugged. “It helps. Seeing things. Not just passing through them.”

He held up his sketchbook.

On the page: a hallway. Students walking. A blur of faces.

In the centre, one figure walking the other way. Alone. Detailed.

Noa.

She blinked. “You drew me.”

“You looked like someone who doesn’t pretend.”

She didn’t know what to say.

Before she left, she said, “Michael didn’t come today.”

“I know.”

“You know him?”

Theo nodded. “We sit together in physics. Or did.”

“Is he okay?”

“I doubt it.”

Silence stretched between them.

Then Noa said, “Do you ever say anything? When things happen?”

Theo closed his sketchbook. “No one listens to people like us. They only look.”

Noa looked at the drawing again.

This time, it felt different.
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Episode 3: The List
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On Monday, there was a paper under her locker door.

Folded neatly. No name.

She unfolded it slowly, expecting something cruel or strange. But it was just... a list.

Typed. Numbered.

	Chair removed just before sitting (again)

	Sandwich tampered with

	Marked homework replaced

	Group chat screenshot – leaked

	“Go back to where you came from” (verbal)


Next to each item: a date and a set of initials.

M.K. for Michael.
E.S. for Elena (sports hoodie girl).
R.T. for someone she didn’t know.
At the bottom, in bold:

This isn’t a joke. It’s a pattern.

Noa read it twice.

Someone else was documenting the same things she was noticing—only more clearly, more systematically. No emotions. Just evidence.

She slipped the paper into her sleeve and walked to first period, feeling her heartbeat double as she passed Tyler’s table.

He wasn’t looking at her. No one was.

Which made her feel even more watched.

At lunch, she took the long way past the back stairwell—where phones didn’t work and the walls still smelled faintly of bleach.

Elena was there. Hoodie pulled over her head, eyes closed, earbuds in.

Noa sat beside her without asking.

After a moment, Elena pulled out one earbud and said, “If this is about the food incident, I didn’t laugh.”

“I know.”

“I also didn’t say anything.”

“I know that too.”

Pause.

“You saw the list?” Elena asked.

Noa blinked. “You?”

Elena nodded. “I didn’t write it. But someone put it in my locker last week. It’s real.”

“Who made it?”

“No clue. But they’re either very













	“Chalk on back” – class laughed, teacher ignored

	Name replaced in Yearbook PDF

	“That’s not her real name anyway”

	Tutor’s door closed too late
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C1.1 THE WEIGHT OF SILENCE
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