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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: 🔵 C1.2 (Master) 

Inspired by: The Brothers Karamazov by Fyodor Dostoevsky

Setting: A fictional modern country on the edge of political and social collapse

Story Concept:
After their estranged, powerful, and deeply corrupt father is found dead under suspicious circumstances, three siblings—each with wildly different worldviews—are pulled back into each other’s lives. As the country fractures, they must reckon with guilt, loyalty, justice, and whether truth is ever possible when the world is falling apart around you.
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Episode 1: After the Fall
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The call came just after 3 a.m.

Isaac had been awake anyway, sitting on the edge of his bed in the dark, trying to breathe through another dreamless night. When the phone buzzed, he didn’t flinch. He picked it up as though he’d been waiting for it.

The voice on the other end was clipped and unfamiliar.

“Mr. Kovach, we regret to inform you—your father, Konstantin, was found dead this evening. There was... an incident. You should come.”

The call ended with no further explanation.

Isaac sat motionless for several minutes.

Then he stood, walked to the sink, and vomited.

Konstantin Kovach was many things. A businessman. A nationalist. A figure of authority and power. He had owned media companies, construction firms, and security contracts—each more entangled than the last. And now he was dead.

The city had already begun to spin rumours by the time Isaac left his flat.
Car bomb, some said.
Others whispered heart failure, poison, suicide.
The truth, as usual, was nowhere in sight.

The country itself was on the edge.

Border protests. Economic freefall. Street power cuts and masked militias in broad daylight.

In a land where nothing could be trusted, Konstantin’s death wasn’t just personal—it was political. Public. Dangerous.

And for the first time in years, it forced the siblings into one room.

They gathered at the house in Sector Five. Not the childhood home—they’d sold that long ago. This one was colder, cleaner, and surrounded by fences topped with silent cameras.

The rain had turned to sleet by the time Isaac arrived.

Amira was already inside, sitting at the long oak table, eyes dry and posture perfect. Of course she was. Their father’s favourite—the prosecutor, the public figure, the principled heir. Or at least the one who knew how to act like one.

Next to her stood Alexei, slouched in a threadbare coat, boots dripping on the marble. He looked like he’d slept in an alley. He probably had.

Three siblings.

Three entirely different lives.

Now reunited by death.

Isaac didn’t speak at first. Neither did they.

It was Amira who finally broke the silence.

“We’ll have to make a statement. The media will want blood. Someone needs to take control.”

Alexei snorted. “Still campaigning, Ami?”

She didn’t respond.

Isaac looked at both of them and said, “Do we know what happened?”

“No,” Amira replied. “The authorities are calling it an ‘active inquiry.’ Which is code for: they haven’t decided who to blame yet.”

“Or who they’re allowed to blame,” Alexei added, eyes narrowed.

Isaac looked at his brother.

“You think it was political?”

Alexei gave a dry laugh. “Everything’s political now.”

None of them cried.

Not even Isaac, who had once, long ago, adored their father. Who had believed him capable of change. Even goodness.

But that was before the trials. Before the accusations. Before the protests, the beatings, the denials.

Before their mother stopped speaking.

Before the silence became part of the furniture.

In the afternoon, they were shown the body.

The coroner’s report was inconclusive. No visible injuries. No signs of forced entry. No poison detected, but the toxicology wasn’t complete.

“Heart failure,” the doctor muttered, but she didn’t look convinced.

Konstantin lay in the cold room like a statue carved from something too heavy to move.

Amira stood over him with clenched fists.
Alexei refused to enter.
Isaac looked at the man’s face and felt nothing but a strange hollowness.
As they turned to leave, a nurse handed Isaac a sealed envelope.

“Found this in his pocket,” she said.

It was unmarked. Heavy.

Inside was a single piece of paper.

On it, a name. And a street.

That was all.

They returned to the house.

It was evening now. The heat was broken and the lights flickered under the failing grid.

They sat in the lounge, not speaking. Somewhere outside, sirens wailed, but none of them moved to check.

Finally, Isaac spoke.

“He left a note. Sort of.”

Alexei raised an eyebrow.

Isaac handed him the paper. Alexei stared at it, then passed it to Amira.

She read it twice.

“I know the street. It’s in Sector Nine.”

Alexei tilted his head. “Industrial zone. Factories, debt collectors, cheap housing. What would he be doing there?”

Isaac said quietly, “He never stopped moving money through the backdoors. Maybe it’s a key. A message. A debt.”

Amira folded the paper. “We’ll go tomorrow.”

“You’re assuming it’s safe,” Alexei said.

“I’m assuming it matters.”

He shrugged. “Does it?”

Amira looked at him sharply. “You’re here, aren’t you?”

“I’m here because I need to be.”

Isaac asked, “Need or want?”

Alexei looked out the window. “Doesn’t make a difference now.”

That night, Isaac couldn’t sleep.

He wandered the hallways of the house, half-expecting to hear his father’s voice. But the walls had gone quiet.

He passed the old study. The door was ajar.

He pushed it open.

Stacks of paper lined the desk. Legal documents, bank records, property titles.

But one thing stood out—a book. Thin. Handwritten. No title.

He opened it and saw names. Dozens.

Next to each, a note.

Some in code. Some in red ink.

One was underlined twice:

ISAAC – Still believes. Useful. Careful. Watch.

He dropped the book.

In the morning, the three of them climbed into a battered government car and drove to Sector Nine.

Smoke hung over the district like old regrets. People stared at them from behind broken windows.

The street on the paper was half-flooded.

At the end of it stood a warehouse.

Padlocked. Silent.

Inside, they found something they hadn’t expected.

But that—

That was the beginning of the real story.
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Episode 2: The Warehouse
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The lock wasn’t new.

Old rust clung to its edges, but the mechanism clicked open far too smoothly—someone had been here recently. The warehouse door groaned as Alexei forced it open with his shoulder.

The inside smelled of oil, mould, and stale air. Light filtered through a broken skylight, casting slanted rectangles across the cracked concrete floor.

They stepped inside slowly.

Isaac’s voice broke the silence.

“He used to bring me to places like this when I was a kid. Said the world was built in rooms no one else saw.”

Amira gave him a look. “And you believed him?”

“I was nine.”

The space was large but mostly empty—just a few metal shelves and a desk against the back wall.

On it sat a black box. Locked. Electronic.

Alexei ran a hand along its edge. “Military-grade. You don’t find these in office supply shops.”

He looked around. “No cameras. No wires. Whoever came here last didn’t want this place on any grid.”

Amira crouched beside the box. “There’s a card slot.”

Isaac pulled the paper from his coat. Still folded, still creased from the night before. He shook it out.

There was something embedded in one corner—barely visible.

A chipped ID key.

Alexei whistled. “Of course. One message, two layers.”

Isaac pressed the key into the slot.

The box hissed once and clicked open.

Inside: documents, photos, several memory cards in protective sleeves, and—at the very bottom—a pistol.

They didn’t touch the weapon.

Instead, Amira carefully removed the top file and opened it on the desk.

It was stamped with the insignia of the old state security division—dissolved five years ago after the last wave of purges. A red seal. A blacked-out line across the first page.

She flipped through.

Names.

Dates.

Amounts.

Bribes, transfers, blackmail.

“This isn’t a file,” she said. “It’s a map.”

Alexei peered over her shoulder. “Of what?”

“Of rot,” she said. “Every name on here has something to lose.”

Isaac picked up one of the photographs. It was recent. A judge, smiling outside a restaurant, arm around a man Isaac recognised but couldn’t name.

Behind them—barely visible—stood Konstantin.

He hadn’t been the focus of the picture.

But he was there. Watching.

They worked in silence, sorting through files, sliding memory cards into a small reader. Videos played. Conversations recorded in back rooms. Bank accounts opened in children’s names. Judges, ministers, military men—laughing, swearing, signing.

By the time the sun dropped behind the factories, they’d filled half the desk with evidence.

Isaac stood up, rubbing his eyes.

“So now what?”

Alexei looked at him. “You really want justice?”

“I want to understand.”

Amira shook her head. “This is too much to act on. If we show this to the wrong person, we’re targets.”

“Or suspects,” Alexei added.

Isaac said quietly, “He left this for someone.”

Amira met his eyes. “For us.”

Alexei disagreed. “No. He left it for himself. This is leverage. Insurance. He didn’t trust the world, so he kept a noose around it.”

They fell quiet again.

Then Amira said, “We take it. We don’t tell anyone. Not yet.”

Isaac looked unsure. “And if someone already knows we have it?”

“Then we prepare.”

They left the warehouse just after nightfall.

As they locked it, Alexei noticed movement across the street. A silhouette, half-hidden behind a crumbling wall.

He said nothing until they were back in the car.

Then, “We’re being watched.”

Amira didn’t react. “Of course we are.”

Isaac whispered, “It’s starting again.”

Amira corrected him. “It never stopped.”

Back at the Sector Five house, they laid the documents out across the dining room table. It was absurd—placing these decades of hidden violence on top of polished wood and linen runners.

Alexei poured three glasses of vodka without asking.

Amira looked at the files. “There’s enough here to collapse half the judiciary.”

“And the rest of the government,” Isaac added.

“And us,” said Alexei. “Let’s not pretend we’re clean. We all benefitted from him in different ways. We all looked away.”

Isaac stared at his glass. “He once told me morality was for poets and weak men.”

Amira said, “He said it to me too. But he always sounded like he was trying to convince himself.”

Alexei raised his glass. “To poets, then.”

None of them laughed.

Later that night, alone in
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