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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: 🟩 B2.1 (Competent)

Inspired by: The Time Traveler’s Wife (Audrey Niffenegger), Arrival (Ted Chiang)

Modern Version: Claire, a teenage girl begins losing one hour of her life every day—an hour she can't remember, but that someone else seems to be using.
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Episode 1: The Vanishing Minute
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It started with one missing minute.

At first, I thought it was a mistake. A glitch in my memory, maybe. I’d been staring at the bathroom mirror, brushing my hair before school, when I blinked—and suddenly I was on the stairs, already dressed, my backpack slung over one shoulder.

The brush was still in my hand.

I checked my phone. One minute gone.

That kind of thing can happen, I told myself. Zoning out. Being tired. Maybe I’d just moved on autopilot.

But it didn’t stop.

The next day, it was five minutes.

Then ten.

Then a full hour.

I didn’t tell anyone at first. It was too weird, too small to explain without sounding like I was making it up. But after a week, I couldn’t pretend anymore.

Things were happening during those lost minutes.

Once, I found a message on my phone I hadn’t written.

Just four words:
“It’s not your time.”
Another day, I noticed my bike had been moved. It was usually chained up behind the garage, but suddenly it was leaning against the front porch, mud on the tires.

Worst of all was the bruise.

A dark purple mark on my left shoulder that I definitely hadn’t had the day before.

That was when I told Caleb.

Caleb’s my best friend. We’ve known each other since we were seven. He’s the kind of person who believes in ghosts and quantum mechanics at the same time. When I showed him the bruise, he looked more fascinated than worried.

“You’re being hijacked,” he said.

“That’s not helpful.”

“No, think about it. It’s like... someone’s stepping into your body. Just for an hour. Using it.”

“Why only me?”

“Maybe you’re compatible. Maybe you’re special. Maybe it’s random.”

He leaned forward, serious now.

“Or maybe it’s you—from the future.”

I laughed.

He didn’t.

I started tracking the lost time.

Wrote everything down in a little green notebook: when it happened, where I was, what was different afterward. I even set up a camera in my bedroom. But it never caught anything—just static for exactly sixty minutes, then back to normal.

One night, I set an alarm to go off every ten minutes.

It woke me three times.

Then skipped the fourth.

When I checked the time, exactly one hour had passed.

The alarm had been deleted.

That same morning, I found a note on my desk in handwriting that looked almost like mine—but not quite.

“Stop trying to stop it.
You’re wasting time.
—Me”
I stared at the message for a long time.

The ink was still fresh.

Caleb was more excited than scared.

“This confirms it,” he said. “It’s not an outside force. It’s internal. Some kind of future loop. Maybe you’re a test subject. Maybe you’re in two timelines at once.”

“You watch too many shows.”

“Or maybe you don’t watch enough.”

We walked to school, cutting across the park like we always did. But everything felt different. I kept checking the time, waiting to feel the shift, the blur. But it didn’t happen during the day anymore.

The hour was always taken at night now.

When I was asleep.

I tried staying up.

Caffeine. Cold water. Music in my headphones.

It worked—for a while.

But then my vision blurred, and I woke up on the kitchen floor.

There was a cut on my palm and a smear of blood on the tiles.

The clock said 4:37 a.m.

Exactly one hour gone.

I looked in the fridge. Someone had made a sandwich and left it on a plate.

I don’t even like ham.

The next day, I left a message for myself. I wrote it on the bathroom mirror in lipstick.

“WHO ARE YOU?”

When I woke up, it was wiped clean.

But another message was waiting—this time written on the steamed glass after a hot shower I didn’t remember taking.

“Closer than you think.”

I stopped trusting my body.

Sometimes I’d wake up sore, like I’d been running.

Other times I’d find dirt under my nails, my hair braided in a way I never did it.

My notebook entries became shorter.

More frantic.

“March 12 – Found mud in my bed.
March 13 – Alarm clock unplugged.
March 14 – Woke up at school. In the library. No memory.”
Then something happened that made it all worse.

I was in the cafeteria with Caleb when he froze mid-laugh and said, “Did you just call me Mark?”

“What?”

“You said Mark. You’ve never called me that.”

“I didn’t.”

“You did.”

I didn’t remember saying it. But the way he looked at me—confused, hurt—made my stomach twist.

Mark was the name of my uncle.

He died when I was ten.

I hadn’t spoken it in years.

That night, I found a second toothbrush in the bathroom.

The bristles were wet.

And the tag on my pillowcase was facing the wrong way.

Whoever was using my time wasn’t just borrowing me.

They were living here.
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Episode 2: The Sleepwalker
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I started recording myself at night.

Not just my room—me.

I balanced my phone on the desk, camera pointed toward the bed. Left it running while I slept. Or... whatever I was doing during the missing hour.

The first three nights were boring.

Tossing. Turning. No strange movement. Just silence and darkness and the soft rise and fall of my breath.

But on the fourth night, something changed.

I was sitting up.

Eyes open.

Staring directly at the camera.

Not blinking.

Just staring.

For fifteen minutes.

Then I got out of bed and walked out of the room.

The recording ended on its own.

The next morning, I woke up with sore feet.

And my pajamas were wet at the hem, like I’d stepped in grass.

I checked the front door.

Locked.

No sign of forced entry. No footprints. Nothing out of place.

But my sneakers were missing.

And they were back on the shelf two days later.

Still damp.

Still muddy.

I told Caleb.

He didn’t joke this time.

Instead, he said something that chilled me:

“What if you’re not being possessed? What if you’re splitting?”

“Like... two versions of me?”

“Like a fracture,” he said. “Like you’re slowly tearing into two separate people.”

“Then why don’t I remember?”

He hesitated.

“Maybe because you’re not the one in control anymore.”

That night, I wrote a note and pinned it to my pillow.

“Please don’t go out. We’re scared. —Claire”

I hoped the other me—if she existed—might listen.

She didn’t.

When I checked the footage in the morning, the camera had been turned to face the wall.

And the note?

Gone.

In its place was a reply, scribbled in red pen across a napkin from the kitchen drawer:

“You should be.”

I didn’t go to school that day.

I told my mom I had a stomach bug.

She didn’t ask many questions.

I stayed in my room, blinds drawn, trying to make sense of what was happening. I reread every page in my green notebook. Tried to find a pattern. A clue.

And finally, I did.

The missing hour always started at 3:03 a.m.

Exactly.

The same time my uncle Mark died.

I was ten when it happened.

He had a heart attack in the middle of the night. Alone in his apartment. The phone call woke us all. I barely understood what was going on.

But I remember one thing clearly:

3:03 a.m.

The time of death printed on the certificate.

My mom kept it in a locked drawer.

I saw it once when I was snooping.

I never forgot it.

I told Caleb about the connection.

His eyes widened.

“You think it’s him?”

“No,” I said. “But maybe it started with him.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean... maybe something broke that night. Inside me. A crack that never closed.”

He was quiet.

Then asked, “Do you want it to stop?”

“Of course.”

“Even if it means losing whatever she is?”

I didn’t answer.

That night, I set a trap.

I turned off all the lights.

Left the windows locked.

And placed small strips of paper across the doorframe—tiny, torn pieces resting against the frame like tripwires. If the door opened, they’d fall.

I also left a bowl of flour just outside my door.

To catch footprints.

I went to bed with the camera hidden behind a book on my shelf.

I didn’t expect to sleep.

But I did.

Deeply.

Dreamlessly.

At 4:06 a.m., I woke up sweating.

I ran to the door.

The strips of paper were gone.

So was the flour.

I checked the hallway.

No prints.

Nothing.

Just silence.

Until I saw the message.

It was written on the wall in pencil, near the baseboard, so low I almost missed it.

“You’re smarter than I thought.

But not smart enough.”

I backed away.

Tripped over something in the dark.

It was my phone.

Recording.

I picked it up and played the video.

The screen was dark at first.

Then my bedroom door opened.

And I walked in.

But it wasn’t me.

Not really.

She moved like me.

But slower. Tighter.

Like her joints didn’t fit quite right.

She sat on my bed.

And whispered something to the pillow:

“You don’t get to wake up forever.”

Then she smiled at the camera.

And turned it off.
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