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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

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]
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Level: 🟨 B1.1 (Tourist)

Inspired by: Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde by Robert Louis Stevenson

Setting: Modern secondary school

Story Concept: A quiet teenager starts acting strangely—then violently. His friends begin to suspect there’s more going on than stress or mood swings. A story about hidden struggles, mental health, and identity.
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Episode 1: Something Changes
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For most of year ten, no one at Ridgeway Secondary noticed Sam Perkins.

He wasn’t loud. He wasn’t weird. He wasn’t anything, really.

He sat in the second row, handed in his homework, nodded when teachers spoke. His marks were fine. Not top, not bottom. Just... fine.

People said, “He’s quiet,” or “He keeps to himself.” Then they moved on.

Sam liked it that way.

He liked routines. Same lunch, same seat on the bus, same notebook for each subject. He even wrote in the same pen every day—black ink, thin line.

He didn’t talk much, but he listened. That was enough.

Until last Thursday.

That’s when everything started to change.

It began small.

Sam arrived late to English. His hair was messy, his hoodie unzipped. He had dark circles under his eyes.

“Sorry,” he mumbled, walking past Ms. Green without looking up.

She frowned. “Everything okay?”

He nodded, but didn’t answer.

In class, he didn’t take notes. He just stared out the window, tapping his fingers on the desk. Tap. Tap. Tap.

When Ryan Michaels made a joke about the lesson, Sam didn’t smile. He didn’t roll his eyes.

He just turned and looked at Ryan.

Hard.

The room went quiet for a moment. Then Ms. Green continued, and everyone acted like nothing had happened.

But Sam didn’t stop staring until Ryan shifted in his seat and looked away.

By lunchtime, the story had spread.

“Sam Perkins gave Ryan the death stare.”

“No, like, proper creepy. Didn’t blink.”

“Maybe he’s cracked. Maybe he’s finally lost it.”

Sam didn’t eat lunch. He sat alone on the edge of the field, hands in his lap, watching the football game with no expression at all.

He didn’t even move when the ball rolled past him.

That night, Ryan Michaels went home with a broken phone and a black eye.

He told his parents he tripped.

He told his friends he got jumped near the train station.

No one asked Sam about it.

But the next morning, he walked into school with a small bruise on his knuckle.

Over the weekend, Sam didn’t reply to any messages.

Not that he got many.

He used to be part of a quiet group—Lena, Owen, and Josie. They weren’t best friends, but they studied together, shared snacks, made occasional jokes in the library.

They noticed the change first.

“Do you think something’s wrong with him?” Josie asked on Sunday afternoon. They were sitting in the park, half doing homework, half wasting time.

“He looked tired,” Owen said. “But not sick-tired. Angry-tired.”

“Like something’s under his skin,” Lena added. “Waiting to break out.”

They laughed, but the laugh didn’t last long.

“Maybe we should say something,” Josie said. “To him. Or a teacher.”

“Or maybe we wait,” Owen replied. “Maybe it’s just a bad week.”

They waited.

They shouldn’t have.

Monday. Second period. Chemistry.

Ms. Ridley asked Sam a question. A simple one—just a quick fact check.

Sam stood up. Not to answer, just... stood.

He looked at the whiteboard, then at the class.

Then he smiled.

It was the kind of smile that made people go quiet.

Not friendly. Not funny.

Cold.

“You don’t know the answer?” Ms. Ridley asked.

“I know it,” Sam said.

“Then?”

“I don’t feel like sharing.”

Everyone stared.

Ms. Ridley blinked. “Sam, are you feeling okay?”

“I feel great.”

That was a lie. You could tell by his eyes.

But no one said anything.

Ms. Ridley asked him to sit down. He did.

The lesson continued.

But that smile stayed in people’s heads.

That afternoon, Lena found something strange in her locker. A folded piece of paper.

No name. No message. Just a drawing.

It was a face—but not quite human. Dark eyes. Twisted grin. Almost like a mask.

On the back, in small writing:
"He’s not who you think he is."
Lena didn’t know what to do with it.

She didn’t tell anyone.

Not yet.
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Episode 2: Behind the Smile
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On Tuesday, Sam came to school early.

Too early.

He was already in his seat when students began arriving. Sitting straight. Silent. Staring at the board.

Owen noticed first.

“Did he sleep here?” he whispered to Josie.

She shrugged, but her eyes didn’t leave Sam’s face.

There was something wrong with his expression. It looked calm—but too calm. Like a mask.

When Ms. Green arrived and began the lesson, Sam didn’t blink.

He just watched. Not like a student—more like someone studying the people around him.

That made Josie uncomfortable.

After class, she tapped Lena’s arm. “We need to talk to him.”

“Now?” Lena asked.

Josie nodded. “I’ll do the talking.”

They caught him outside the library.

“Hey, Sam,” Josie said.

He turned slowly, like he hadn’t heard her come up.

“Hi,” he said flatly.

“You’ve been... different lately.”

“Have I?”

“Yeah. Quiet. Staring at people. You don’t hang out with us anymore.”

Sam tilted his head. “Maybe I’m busy.”

Lena stepped forward. “Are you okay?”

Sam smiled. But it wasn’t the old kind of smile. It was cold again—like someone trying to remember what a smile should look like.

“I’ve never been better.”

That was a lie. They both felt it.

Josie reached into her bag. “Someone put this in my friend’s locker.”

She handed him the strange drawing from yesterday.

Sam took it. He didn’t even flinch.

“Do you know what it means?” Lena asked.

He looked at the drawing for a long time, then folded it and slipped it into his pocket.

“No,” he said.

Then he walked away.

Lena and Josie stood there, frozen.

“He lied,” Josie said.

“Of course he lied,” Lena whispered. “But why?”

They didn’t have an answer.

But they had a feeling:

Whatever was going on, Sam wasn’t the same person anymore.

That night, Sam didn’t sleep.

He stood in front of the mirror in his room, looking at himself for over an hour.

His face looked normal.

But something behind his eyes felt... separate. Like he was watching himself from somewhere far away.

Sometimes, the thoughts in his head weren’t his own.

Sometimes, he heard whispers when the house was quiet.

Sometimes, he laughed—and didn’t know why.

He looked down at his hands.

They shook.

For a moment, he thought he saw someone else in the mirror. Same face. Same body. But a different presence.

He blinked.

Gone.

Wednesday morning. Someone smashed a window in the science block.

No one saw it happen.

No one heard anything.

But a rock lay on the floor surrounded by glass, and the security cameras caught nothing.

“I think it was him,” Lena said in first period.

“You don’t know that,” Owen replied. “It could’ve been anyone.”

“Yeah? Then why did I find this in my bag today?”

She held up another drawing. Same face. Same twisted smile.

And a new line written on the back:
“It comes out when the lights go low.”
Josie looked at it. “That’s a warning.”

Owen frowned. “Or a threat.”

At lunch, Sam wasn’t in the cafeteria. Or the field. Or the library.

He wasn’t anywhere.

“Maybe he’s sick,” someone said.

“Maybe he got caught,” someone else added.

But Lena had another thought.

Maybe he was hiding.

Or... maybe something inside him was.

That evening, Sam’s mum called from the kitchen.

“Dinner’s ready!”

He didn’t answer.

He sat on the floor in his room, knees pulled to his chest, eyes fixed on the closed door.

His nails had torn into the carpet. His breath was sharp and fast.

Inside his head, something growled.

He could feel it, waiting.

Every time he got angry. Every time he felt ignored. Every time he felt small.

It pushed closer.

He whispered to himself: “Don’t let it out. Don’t let it out. Don’t let it out.”

But a voice answered back.

“It’s already here.”
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Episode 3: Two Sides
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Sam didn’t come to school on Thursday.

Ms. Green marked him absent without comment.

Lena, Josie, and Owen exchanged glances. No one said anything out loud, but they all felt the same knot of worry.

When school ended, Lena made a decision.

“I’m going to his house.”

Josie blinked. “What? Why?”

“Because something’s wrong, and waiting isn’t helping.”

“Maybe he just needs space,” Owen said.

“Or maybe he needs a friend,” Lena replied.

Sam lived in a small house near the edge of town. Quiet street. White fence. Flowers by the front steps.

It didn’t look like the kind of place where dark things happened.

Lena walked up and knocked.

After a long pause, the door opened. Sam’s mum stood there.

She looked tired. Her eyes were red, and her hair was pulled into a messy bun.

“Oh—hello,” she said.

“Hi, I’m Lena. I go to school with Sam. I just... wanted to check if he’s okay.”

There was a pause. The kind that fills your chest with cold.

Finally, Sam’s mum stepped back.

“You can come in, but he might not want to talk.”

The house was clean, quiet, and strangely still. A TV played in the background, but no one was watching it.

Lena sat on the couch. Sam’s mum brought tea she didn’t ask for.

“He hasn’t been himself lately,” she said.

“I noticed.”

“Some days, he’s fine. Talks to me. Laughs. Cooks
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