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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: 🔴 A1.2 (Learner)
Inspired by: The Sarah Mackay saga
Setting: A quiet street in Edinburgh
Story Concept:
Sarah is nineteen. She comes home from her first big trip abroad. It is her birthday. She is happy—until she sees a box on her doorstep. Inside is something terrible: a dead cat. There is no note. No name. No reason. Sarah must find out who sent it—and why.
Themes: fear, mystery, growing up, hidden messages
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Episode 1: The Box
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Sarah is a science student. It is her birthday. She is nineteen today.

She comes home by bus. She is tired but happy. She has just come back from a trip. For nine days, she was in Geneva, in Switzerland, studying Particle Physics. She loved it.

Now she is back in Edinburgh. She gets off the bus at her stop and walks to her house. It is quiet. Her mum and dad are not home. They are at work. Sarah smiles. Maybe there is a birthday surprise waiting for her.

Then she sees it. A box. Sitting on the doorstep. It is big. It is brown. There is strong tape around it. There is no name. No note. No label.

Sarah looks at the box. “Is it a gift?” she says to herself.

She puts down her bag. She bends down. She touches the tape. She starts to open it.

It is not easy. The tape is thick. She uses her nails. She pulls and pulls. Finally, she opens the box. She looks inside.

She stops. She cannot move. Her eyes are wide. Her mouth is open.

Inside the box... is a cat. A dead cat.

It is a tabby cat. Its fur is soft. Its eyes are open. They do not blink. They just look up at her.

Sarah’s heart beats fast. She steps back. “No. No. What is this?” she says.

She looks around. No people. No cars. Just the box. And the cat.

She steps closer again. She touches the fur. It is warm. The cat is not cold. It is dead—but only recently.

Sarah closes the box. She stands up. She feels sick. She feels scared. Who sent this? Why? Why on her birthday?

She thinks for a moment. Then she picks up the box. It is heavy.

She walks down the street. To the vet.
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Episode 2: No Chip
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The box is heavy. Sarah walks slowly. She holds it tight.

Two streets. Then three. She knows where the vet is. It is a small animal clinic near the shop.

People look at her as she walks. She tries not to meet their eyes. She looks down. She walks faster.

The door of the clinic opens. A bell rings.

A woman stands behind the desk. She is wearing a green shirt. She smiles. But when she sees the box, her smile fades.

“Hello,” she says. “Do you need help?”

Sarah nods. “Yes. I... I found something. I don’t know what to do.”

“Put the box here,” the woman says.

Sarah places the box on the table. She opens the lid. The woman looks inside. Her face changes. She calls the vet.

A man comes in. He is wearing glasses. He looks in the box.

“This cat is dead,” he says softly. “But it looks clean. No blood. No wound.”

Sarah nods. “Yes. I found it on my doorstep. In this box.”

The vet frowns. “Do you know the cat?”

“No,” Sarah says. “It’s not mine.”

“Was there a note?”

“No note. No name. Nothing.”

The vet touches the cat gently. Then he takes a small tool and scans its neck.

Beep.

He shakes his head. “No chip,” he says.

Sarah looks confused. “What does that mean?”

“It means we don’t know where it comes from,” he says. “No name. No number. No owner.”

Sarah feels cold.

The vet checks again. He looks at the cat’s eyes. Then its paws.

“There is no sign of a fight,” he says. “No broken bones. It may be natural causes. Or... something else.”

“What do you mean?”

“Suffocation, maybe. We can’t be sure.”

“Can you... do an autopsy?”

He nods.
“Yes. But it costs three hundred pounds. Do you want that?”
Sarah shakes her head.
“No. I can’t pay three hundred pounds.”
There is a pause.

Then she asks, “Can you take the cat? Can you... take care of it?”

The vet looks at her. “It’s not your pet?”

“No.”

He nods slowly.

“We can dispose of it.”

“Wait,” Sarah says. “Can you give me... some hairs? From the cat?”

The vet blinks. “Hairs?”

“Yes. And maybe a few whiskers.”

The vet looks surprised. But he nods. “Okay.”

He brings her a small plastic bag.
Inside is some of the cat’s hair and three long whiskers.
“Thank you,” Sarah says.

She puts them in her pocket. She walks back home.

The sun is going down. The street is quiet. But her mind is full of thoughts.
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Episode 3: Just in Case
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Sarah walks home. She feels tired.
But her legs keep moving. In her pocket is the small plastic bag.
Inside: cat hairs and two whiskers.
She touches the bag. Why did she ask for it? She doesn’t know. Just in case, she told the vet. But just in case of what?

At home, the house is still empty. Her parents are not back yet. She goes to her room. She closes the door, takes off her shoes and sits on the bed.

The bag is in her hand. She looks at the hairs. They are soft, light brown. The whiskers are white and long. They feel like a message. But from who?

Sarah stands up. She puts the bag in a small box on her desk. She doesn’t want to lose it. She sits down. Her heart is slower now, but her mind is busy.

Someone sent that box. Someone put the cat there. They wanted me to find it. But why?

She opens her laptop. She types:

“Dead cat in box”
“Box on doorstep”
“Cat message?”
She clicks on a few links. Some are sad stories. Some are strange jokes. None feel right.

She stops searching. She looks out the window. It is almost dark. Her birthday is almost over. But it doesn’t feel like a birthday. It feels like something... started.

She hears the front door. Her parents are home.

“Sarah?” her mum calls.

“I’m here,” she says.

She stands up and walks to the kitchen.

They smile when they see her.

“Happy birthday!” her dad says.

Her mum gives her a hug. “How was your trip?”

“It was good,” Sarah says.

They don’t see that her hands are shaking a little. They don’t know about the box. Not yet.

That night, she eats cake with them. They laugh. They talk about Switzerland. They don’t talk about cats. Sarah keeps the secret.

Before bed, she opens the little box on her desk. The bag is still there. She touches it gently. Just in case.
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Episode 4: The Questions
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The next morning, Sarah wakes early. The sky is grey. The streets are wet. Rain came during the night.

She lies in bed and looks at the ceiling. She doesn’t want to move. She thinks about the box. The cat. The strange, quiet house.

After breakfast, her mum goes shopping. Her dad goes out for a walk.

Sarah stays home. She walks to her room. She sits at her desk. She takes out her electronic notebook.

She writes:

Who sent the box?
How did they know my birthday?
Why a cat?
Why me?
She adds another question:

Was the cat... a message?

She looks at the plastic bag. Still there. Still quiet.

She thinks about the day before. No note. No name. No sound. But the cat was clean. It looked healthy. Not dirty. Not thin.

And it was still warm. Not dead for long. That means the person came recently. Maybe while she was on the bus. Maybe while she was walking home. She feels cold. She closes her notebook.
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Sarah goes outside. She walks up and down the street. She looks at the houses. Some windows are open.
Some doors are closed. Who was watching? Who knew she was coming home?
She sees her neighbour, Mrs. Kline. The old woman is watering flowers. Sarah waves.

“Hello!” Mrs. Kline says. “Welcome back!”

“Thanks,” Sarah says.

Mrs. Kline smiles. “Did you enjoy your trip?”

“Yes. It was great.”

There is a pause.

Then Sarah asks, “Did you... see anything
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