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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: 🟧 A2.1 (Shopper)

Inspired by: Classic adventure mysteries (with a hint of The Goonies and Nancy Drew)

Setting: Small coastal town

Modern Version: Two siblings spend the summer with their grandfather in a seaside village. When they find an old journal in the abandoned lighthouse, they begin to uncover a decades-old mystery involving codes, shipwrecks, and hidden treasure.

Themes: curiosity, bravery, teamwork, truth
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Episode 1: The Lighthouse on the Hill
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Lena and Bill didn’t want to spend the summer with Grandpa. He lived in a small town called Driftwood Bay. It was quiet. Too quiet. 

No big shops. No fast internet. No friends. Just old houses, boats, and a tall, broken lighthouse on a hill.

“Why can’t we stay home?” Bill asked.

“Because your parents are working,” Grandpa said. “And Driftwood Bay is not as boring as you think.”

Lena wasn’t sure. Bill definitely wasn’t.

Their first few days were slow. They helped in Grandpa’s garden. They walked by the beach. They played cards. And every night at dinner, Grandpa told a strange story.

“Long ago,” he said, “a ship crashed near this town. People say it carried gold.”

Bill rolled his eyes. “Do you believe that?” he asked.

Grandpa smiled. “I believe there’s always some truth in a good story.”

On the fourth day, Lena and Bill walked up the hill to see the lighthouse. It hadn’t worked for years. The paint was peeling, and the door was locked with an old rusty chain. Bill picked up a rock and threw it at the wall.

“Empty. Just like this place.”

Lena looked up. There was something in one of the windows. A flash. Maybe light? Or maybe a reflection.

“Did you see that?” she asked.

“What?”

She squinted again. Nothing. Maybe it was her imagination.

They walked around the back of the lighthouse. There, under some tall grass, was a small wooden box.

Bill picked it up. “It’s locked.”

But the lock was weak. With a stick, they opened it. Inside was a book. Old, with a brown leather cover. On the first page, in careful writing, it said:

“If you found this, you are already closer than you think. The truth is inside the light.”

Lena and Bill looked at each other.

“What does that mean?” Bill asked.

Lena turned the page. There were drawings. Notes. Numbers. And at the bottom of the page, three words written in red:

“DON’T TRUST HIM.”

Bill laughed. “This is a joke.”

Lena wasn’t so sure. She flipped through the pages. Maps. Lighthouse sketches. Strange codes. More messages in red.

“The ship sank, but not everything was lost.”
“The lighthouse still hides it.”
“Someone is watching.”
Lena closed the book. “We have to show Grandpa.”

Bill nodded. “Yeah. He’ll think it’s cool.”

But Lena wasn’t sure about that either. Especially after what she read on the last page:

“He knows. He always knew.”
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Episode 2: The Journal
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Back at Grandpa’s house, Lena and Bill sat on the floor of the small guest room. The journal was open between them.

Lena flipped through the pages slowly. Some were easy to read. Others were full of numbers and symbols.

“I think it’s a code,” she said.

Bill looked bored. “Or someone had a lot of free time.”

“No, look,” Lena said. “These aren’t just notes. They’re directions.”

She pointed to one line that said:

“From the lighthouse, take twenty steps north. Then listen.”

Bill sat up straighter. “Listen to what?”

Lena shook her head. “I don’t know. But I want to find out.”

They copied the most important parts of the journal onto a notepad. Then they hid the original under Lena’s bed.

They didn’t tell Grandpa. Not yet.

At breakfast the next morning, Grandpa poured tea and whistled an old tune. He seemed happy.

“Sleep well?” he asked.

Bill shrugged. “Yeah. Did you ever hear of anyone finding something near the lighthouse?”

Grandpa smiled. “Plenty of people looked. Nothing was ever found.”

“What about a book?” Lena asked. “An old journal?”

He paused for a second. Then shook his head.

“Never heard of it.”

After breakfast, Lena and Bill went back up the hill. They brought the notepad and a small compass from Grandpa’s drawer.

At the top, they stood in front of the lighthouse door.

“Twenty steps north,” Lena said, checking the compass.

They walked together, counting slowly.

“Eighteen... nineteen... twenty.”

They stopped. It was just dry grass and rocks. No treasure. No signs.

Then they heard something. A soft click. Like metal.

Bill turned. There was a rock nearby that looked different—flat and smooth. He stepped on it again.

Click.

“There’s something under here,” he said.

They worked together, pushing the rock aside. Underneath was a small hole. Inside: a piece of metal shaped like a star. And a folded piece of paper.

Lena opened it. There was another code. Numbers and letters.

Bill groaned. “I hate puzzles.”

But Lena smiled. This was fun.

As they started walking back, Lena looked up at the lighthouse. A shadow moved behind the window. 

She grabbed Bill’s arm. “Someone’s inside.”

He looked. “Are you sure?”

But when they looked again, the window was empty.

Back at the house, Lena searched for paper and began trying to break the code.

She remembered something from school—letter patterns, secret alphabets.

She started writing:

D = A
E = B
F = C...
It worked. The message read:

“The second key is where the boats sleep. Look under the seventh.”

Bill leaned over her shoulder. “The boats?”

“Maybe the dock,” Lena said. “Grandpa’s boat is down there.”

They looked at each other. It was time to go to the harbour.

Before they left, Lena checked the window. A figure stood near the lighthouse again. But when she blinked—it was gone.
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Episode 3: The Dock
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The Driftwood Bay harbour was quiet in the afternoon. Seagulls flew overhead. Fishing boats rocked slowly in the water.

Grandpa’s boat sat near the end of the dock, tied with thick rope.

Bill counted out loud. “One... two... three... seven.”

He pointed. “That’s the seventh boat.”

It was a small red one with peeling paint. Lena checked the note again.

“Look under the seventh.”

She got down on her knees and looked beneath the dock. Nothing but water and seaweed.

Bill frowned. “Maybe it’s under the boat, not the dock.”

They climbed into the red boat. It felt a little wobbly. Lena checked the floor. Bill searched under the seat.

Then Lena saw something—just under the wooden bench. A small metal box, tied with string.

“Got it,” she whispered.

She untied the string and opened the box.

Inside was another note and a piece of dark green glass, shaped like a triangle.

The note said:

“Piece two. The light must hold three. One left.
Then it begins.”
“What does that mean?” Bill asked.

“I think it’s part of something bigger,” Lena said. “Maybe the triangle is one part of a key.”

Suddenly, they heard footsteps on the dock.

They froze. 

Lena peeked over the side of the boat. A man in a dark raincoat walked slowly down the dock. He wasn’t looking at the boats. He was looking at the lighthouse. And then, he turned and looked straight at them.

Lena ducked.

“Who is that?” Bill whispered.

“I don’t know,” Lena said, heart pounding. “But I don’t like it.”

They waited until the man walked back up the dock and out of sight. Then they got out of the boat and hurried home. Lena held the glass triangle tightly in her pocket.

Back in their room, they opened the journal again. On one page was a drawing of a circle, with three triangle shapes inside it. Underneath was written:

“Only with the third does the light open.”

Lena took out the green glass triangle and placed it on the drawing. It fit perfectly.

Bill looked at the box from earlier and pulled out the metal star. He held it next to the triangle.

“What if they fit together?” he asked.

They tried. Not quite. But close.

Lena was about to say something when Grandpa knocked on the door.

“Kids?” he said. “You went to the harbour today?”

Bill answered quickly. “Just walking.”

Grandpa nodded. “Be careful. Don’t stay too long near the old boats. Not everyone is as friendly as they look.”

Then he walked away.

Lena looked at Bill. “He knows more than he’s saying.”

Bill nodded. And Lena pulled the note out of her pocket again.

“Then it begins.”

Whatever it was... it was getting closer.
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Episode 4: The Last Piece
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That night, Lena couldn’t sleep. She kept thinking about the message.

“Only with the third does the light open.”

Two pieces were already in her notebook: the green glass triangle and the metal star. What was the third? Where would it be?

She opened the journal again. There, in small letters near the back, was something she hadn’t noticed before.

“Three pieces. Three places.
The last lies beneath the eye that never sleeps.”
She sat up in bed.

“Bill,” she whispered. “Wake up.”

Bill groaned. “What time is it?”

“Too early,” Lena said. “But I figured out the clue.”

Bill sat up, rubbing his eyes. “What clue?”

“The eye that never sleeps,” Lena repeated. “What does that sound like to you?”

He thought for a second.

Then his eyes widened. “The lighthouse.”

Lena nodded. “It used to be called the ‘eye of the sea.’”

“And it never sleeps,” Bill said slowly. “Because it used to shine all night.”

At sunrise, they packed their bag—flashlight, compass, snacks, and the two pieces. They didn’t tell Grandpa. They just said they were going for a walk. He didn’t ask where.

But as they walked away, Lena felt his eyes on her back.

The lighthouse stood quiet and still. No one else was around. The door was still locked. Lena checked the windows.

“Help me up,” she said.

Bill boosted her. She grabbed the edge of the window and pulled. It opened with a creak. Lena climbed inside. Then
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