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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 Girl Who Wasn’t There

[image: image]


Level: 🟨 B1.1 (Tourist)

Inspired by: Rebecca by Daphne du Maurier

Setting: Small-town suburb, present day England

Concept Summary: A girl moves in with her stepmother and begins to suspect she’s not who she’s told she is. As memories and secrets surface, she must reclaim her identity and the truth.
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Episode 1: The Other Room
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When people ask me what it’s like living with my dad and his new wife, I usually say, “It’s fine.”

But it’s not.

It’s strange.

It’s like moving into a museum where everything is perfect but nothing belongs to you.

And there’s one room I’m not allowed to enter.

Her name was Isabelle.

I’ve never met her.

But I know everything about her.

Her pictures are still in the hallway.

Her trophies still sit on the shelf in the living room.

Her name is written in gold letters on the side of her old bedroom door.

Even though she’s gone.

Even though she doesn’t live here anymore.

Even though she’s not coming back.

That’s what they told me.

But somehow, it still feels like she’s here.

Dad doesn’t talk about her much.

“Things didn’t work out,” is all he says.

He met Elise—my stepmother—last year. They got married six months ago. And two weeks after that, I moved in.

New house. New family. New rules.

Elise is polite. Too polite.

She smiles with her lips but not her eyes.

She always looks like she’s trying not to say something.

And when I ask about Isabelle, her face closes like a door.

“She doesn’t live here anymore,” she says. “It’s better that way.”

Better for who?

My room is small, upstairs, at the end of the hall.

Isabelle’s room is across from mine.

It’s always locked.

Elise keeps the key in her desk drawer.

But sometimes, late at night, I hear sounds from inside.

A drawer sliding.

Something soft hitting the floor.

Once, I even heard music—just a few notes from a piano, then silence.

But there’s no piano in the house.

I asked Elise about it.

She said I must have been dreaming.

I started writing things down.

A list.

Things I Know About Isabelle:

	She was a dancer. Ballet.

	She played piano.

	Her room has white curtains.

	She had a cat. There’s a picture of it on the mantel.

	She disappeared last year.


That’s the part nobody talks about.

Nobody says “disappeared.”

But that’s what happened.

She didn’t move out.

She didn’t run away.

She just... stopped being here.

One morning, Elise asked me not to wear shoes in the house.

“It keeps the floors clean,” she said.

But I think it’s because she doesn’t want to hear me moving.

Like I might wake someone.

Or remind her that I exist.

Sometimes I think she still sees Isabelle when she walks into a room.

Like I’m just the second version.

Not as good.

Not as bright.

Not really hers.

Last weekend, while Elise was out shopping, I opened her desk drawer.

The key was there.

Small. Silver.

I didn’t take it.

Not yet.

But I held it in my hand for a long time.

That night, I dreamed about a girl in white standing by my bed.

She didn’t speak.

She just pointed toward her old room.

And when I looked down, my hand was holding the key.

I woke up shaking.

The key wasn’t there.

Of course not.

It was just a dream.

But when I walked past her door, I stopped.

There was something different.

The curtains.

They were open.

And they’d been closed for weeks.

I looked down.

There were footprints in the hallway carpet.

Small ones.

Bare feet.

Not mine.
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Episode 2: The Curtain
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The footprints were real.

I touched them with my fingers. Light indents in the carpet. They weren’t deep, but they were clear.

Small, bare feet.

Too small to be mine.

Too clean to be my dad’s.

Too real to ignore.

I waited until after dinner.

Elise was reading in the living room. Dad had already fallen asleep on the couch, his head tilted back, mouth open, snoring softly.

Quietly, I slipped down the hall.

I opened Elise’s desk drawer and took the key.

It was warm, as if it had already been held.

I paused at Isabelle’s door.

Then I unlocked it.

The room smelled like lavender and something older—like paper or dust.

Everything was still and perfect.

A ballet poster hung above the bed.

A jewelry box sat on the nightstand.

The curtains were open, just like I’d seen. The window slightly cracked.

A breeze moved through the room.

Not enough to lift the curtain, but enough to feel watched.

I stepped inside.

The floor didn’t creak.

Her bed was neatly made, white sheets folded at the corners. There were books on the shelf—mostly about dance and music.

I touched the edge of the dresser.

Something fell.

A photo.

It had slipped out from behind a mirror.

I picked it up.

It was Isabelle.

Standing in this room. Wearing a white dress.

She wasn’t smiling.

But her eyes looked sharp, alive.

There was something written on the back in blue ink.

“If she sees this, take it back.”

I stared at the words.

Who wrote that?

What did it mean?

I heard footsteps.

I panicked and closed the door softly behind me.

The hallway was empty.

No Elise.

No one.

But the footprints in the carpet?

Gone.

Like they’d been brushed away.

Or walked back the other way.

Back in my room, I hid the photo inside my pillowcase.

I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

Not the picture.

The handwriting.

I was sure I’d seen it before.

And then I remembered.

A cookbook in the kitchen.

Elise’s notes in the margins—blue ink, same slanted letters.

The next morning, I waited until Elise went upstairs.

Then I opened the cookbook and flipped through it.

There it was.

Same handwriting.

I held the photo up next to it.

Perfect match.

Elise had written the note.

“If she sees this, take it back.”

Why would she say that?

Why would she hide a photo of Isabelle?

I walked past Isabelle’s room again that afternoon.

I didn’t open it this time.

But I noticed something else.

A scratch.

Long and thin, right under the keyhole.

As if someone had tried to open it without a key.

I ran my finger over it.

It felt fresh.

That night, I dreamed of Isabelle again.

She was standing by the curtain, just like in the photo.

This time, she looked at me.

Her mouth moved.

But no sound came out.

When I woke up, the window in my room was open.

And on the floor, near the wall, was a hairpin.

Gold.

Delicate.

Not mine.
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Episode 3: The Hairpin
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The hairpin was beautiful.

Gold and shaped like a leaf.

It looked expensive. Old, maybe.

I held it in my hand for a long time.

It was cold.

And then I realized something else—it smelled faintly of the same lavender perfume I’d smelled in Isabelle’s room.

It didn’t make sense.

My window had been closed before I went to bed. I was sure of it.

How did the hairpin get into my room?

I didn’t tell Elise.

Instead, I took the pin to school and showed it to Jasmine, the only friend I’d made so far.

She held it carefully and raised her eyebrows.

“That’s not cheap,” she said. “Looks vintage.”

“It’s not mine,” I said. “I found it in my room.”

She looked curious. “From your stepmom?”

“No. From... someone else.”

I didn’t explain.

It was too hard to say out loud.

I didn’t want her to laugh or ask too many questions.

Jasmine handed the pin back to me.

“Whoever it belonged to, they wanted you to find it.”

After school, I went back to Isabelle’s room.

This time, I didn’t need the key.

The door was unlocked.

I pushed it open slowly.

Everything was just as I left it.

Except for one thing.

On the bed, lying on the white blanket, was a folded piece of paper.

I picked it up.

It was blank.

But when I turned it over, words appeared.

Light blue ink.
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