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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: 🟣 C2.2 (Pro)

Inspired by: Never Let Me Go by Kazuo Ishiguro

Modern version: In a near-future society, a tech company offers young adults the chance to erase traumatic memories—but when one woman begins recovering memories she never lived, the cracks in the system begin to show.

Themes: memory, identity, technology, consent, grief, constructed reality

Tone: slow-burn suspense, emotional, psychologically sharp
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Episode 1: Terms and Conditions
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The first time Lena heard of Clarion Reset, it was through a friend of a friend—a girl who came back from a weekend in Lisbon “lighter,” like she’d shed some invisible burden. No one talked about it directly, but the way she blinked slower, smiled longer, and looked through people instead of at them gave the whole thing away.

Lena didn’t think much of it then.

She thought it was a scam. Or maybe something expensive and indulgent for people who’d never had to really suffer.

Until the night she found herself sitting on the floor of her childhood bedroom at twenty-two, reading old text messages from her brother that no longer made sense.

The grief was shapeless. It didn’t come in waves; it simply filled her.

That was when she opened the Clarion link.

The interface was sleek. Matte white. No pop-ups. No marketing.

Just a single question:

“What would you give to forget?”

She didn’t answer that night.

But the question stayed with her.

Clarion Reset didn’t advertise. It didn’t need to.

The process was technically legal, but not fully approved. You couldn’t get it under eighteen. You couldn’t do it more than once. And the procedure had to be “electively initiated” through a full intake session, which included three virtual screenings and a psychological consent interview.

Lena passed all of it in five days.

She didn’t tell anyone.

She packed one overnight bag. Left a note for her flatmate saying she was “taking time offline.” Turned off her phone before getting in the car Clarion sent.

It had no license plate.

No driver.

Just a logo on the door: a circle with a small crack down the centre.

She climbed in.

The city disappeared behind tinted glass.

The facility was buried in the woods, several hours east of anywhere. There was no signage. No gate. Just a narrow drive, a silver building shaped like a capsule, and a glass door that opened when she stepped forward.

Inside, a man greeted her with a tablet.

“You’re Lena, correct?”

His tone was calm. Gentle. Like someone trained to deal with patients on high doses of sedatives.

“I am,” she said.

“No bags. No phone. Please sign here.”

She did.

The waiver read like something out of science fiction.

She had to acknowledge that Clarion Reset was irreversible.

That she might lose not only the targeted memory, but associated feelings, habits, names, places, even personal facts—if the system determined they were emotionally linked.

“The memory must be removed with clean margins,” the clause said.

And finally, the last line:

“Clarion Reset does not promise healing. Only absence.”

She signed anyway.

The procedure didn’t hurt.

They placed a thin, bone-coloured band around her temples. She sat in a reclined chair. A screen flashed images—some hers, some neutral. A soft voice asked her questions.

The loss was not a single moment.

It was more like an edit.

Like someone had gone in with surgical scissors and removed a few key scenes from the film of her life.

When she opened her eyes, the tears were already falling—but she didn’t know why.

“Everything okay?” the technician asked.

“I... think so,” she said.

“Do you remember what you asked us to remove?”

“No.”

He nodded. “Then it worked.”

She returned home different.

It was subtle at first. She walked lighter. Her shoulders curled inward slightly, like she wasn’t defending anything anymore.

But small things triggered her. A song she didn’t recognize made her cry. A street name gave her a headache. She’d wake from dreams that didn’t feel like hers—strangers’ names on her tongue, a sense of longing she couldn’t explain.

She told no one about the procedure.

Even when friends asked if she was “doing better,” she just nodded.

It felt dishonest.

But not untrue.

Until the emails started arriving.

The first came a week after she returned.

It had no subject line. No sender.

Just one sentence:

“You forgot something that was never yours.”

Lena stared at the screen.

Then, without thinking, she replied:

“Who are you?”

No response.

But the next day, there was another email.

“Memory isn’t a wound. It’s a root. You cut it off—but the branch wasn’t yours.”

That night, she dreamed of a girl with her face but different eyes.

Wider. Greener. Sadder.

The girl stood at the edge of a lake, holding a pendant.

When Lena woke, her hands smelled like wet stones.

And she couldn’t remember why that made her feel ashamed.
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Episode 2: The Recovery Folder
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Three weeks after the Reset, Lena received a package.

It was small, padded, unmarked. No return address. Delivered not to her flat but to her university mailbox—one she rarely checked anymore.

Inside was a thumb drive.

The label was blank.

She turned it over three times before slotting it into her laptop, half-expecting a virus or a trace.

But what appeared was... benign.

A single folder. Titled:

RECOVERY

Inside, eight items.

Seven were images.

The last was a short audio file.

The images were grainy. Unstable.

Lena clicked on the first.

A photo of her—she thought—sitting at a table she didn’t recognise. Her head was tilted to the side. A hand held a pen just above a notebook. She wore a dark green sweater. There was a smear of something on her cheek.

She didn’t remember the photo being taken.

Or ever owning that sweater.

The second image showed her walking across a bridge. Not her usual route. In this one, her posture was different—more forward, less guarded. She looked purposeful.

She checked the metadata.

All seven images had been taken in the past three months.

But she couldn’t place a single one.

The audio file was short. Fifteen seconds.

She hesitated before playing it.

The voice was her own.

At least... mostly.

It sounded older. Slightly lower.

“If you’re listening, it means the cracks are showing. That’s good.

You’ll want to believe someone else did this. But it was you. You asked for the forgetting. You approved the permissions.

Now you have to choose—do you want to keep forgetting, or start remembering what doesn’t belong to you?”

Then silence.

Lena sat there, hands still on the keyboard.

What didn’t belong to her?

What was this?

A hoax?

A cruel prank?

Or something worse—a breach?

She checked Clarion’s interface again.

The login still worked, but the recovery tab was greyed out.

She navigated to her profile.

Under the “Memory Ledger” section, her session was listed:

Session Complete.
Target Memory ID: [REDACTED]
Collateral Adjustments: 3 pathways (emotional-linguistic, visual-pattern, spatial-associative)
Status: Stable
Revision Eligibility: N/A
There was no undo button.

No support contact.

Just a note at the bottom of the screen:

“You are your choices.
Clarion is not liable for remembered content sourced externally.”
That night, she opened an old journal.

She hadn’t written in it since university began, but the pages smelled the same—ink, dust, the faint citrus of old paper.

She flipped to the middle.

A torn photo fell out.

Two figures, arms around each other. One was clearly her. The other—a woman with a pixie cut and a mark on her chin.

Someone Lena should’ve remembered.

Someone she didn’t.

On the back, in her own handwriting:

“Rae—only real in summer, but that was enough.”

Lena’s throat tightened.

She closed the journal.

And for the first time since the Reset, she cried.

Not because she was sad.

Because she didn’t know why she was crying.

And that absence was worse than grief.

She tried to reach out.

Typed messages. Left voice memos. Searched names that felt familiar.

Every result returned incomplete data.

Blank profiles. Archived numbers. Broken social links.

Rae, if she ever existed, had been surgically removed from the online world.

But the ache remained.

So did the pendant she found at the back of her sock drawer the next morning—silver, oval, unfamiliar.

She held it to the light.

Tiny text etched around the edge:

“Nothing forgotten. Nothing claimed.”

Her hands trembled.

She hadn’t seen it before.

But her chest remembered the weight.

The following day, another email arrived.

Subject line:

“Session Drift Detected.”

No message body.

Just a line of code:

ID#3947M.G-BACKSTREAM

When she clicked it, her screen went black.

And a window opened:

“You have been flagged for narrative instability.

The Clean Slate Protocol was not designed to handle retroactive awakening.

We recommend immediate re-alignment.

Please confirm intent to continue.”

Lena stared at the blinking cursor.

Then typed:

“I didn’t ask to remember.”

The system paused.

Then replied:

“You did once.”

And closed itself.
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