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      Préface
    


      Cher lecteur, chère lectrice,
    


      Vous tenez entre vos mains bien plus qu'une simple histoire à suspense. « The Presence » est un outil d'apprentissage conçu spécifiquement pour vous, l'apprenant de la langue anglaise.
    


      Apprendre une langue ne devrait pas être une corvée ; cela devrait être une aventure. C'est pourquoi ce livre a été méticuleusement conçu comme un « Graded Reader » (une lecture graduée), en gardant à l'esprit les défis et les objectifs des étudiants de niveau intermédiaire.
    


      Une Structure Conçue pour l'Apprentissage (Niveau B1-B2)
    


      Notre objectif principal est de renforcer votre confiance et votre fluidité. Pour ce faire, cette histoire d'environ 
      20 000 mots
       est construite sur deux piliers fondamentaux :
    


      	
        Vocabulaire à Haute Fréquence :
         L'histoire utilise intensivement les 
        1000 mots les plus courants
         de la langue anglaise quotidienne. En rencontrant ces mots essentiels dans un contexte narratif captivant, vous les assimilerez naturellement, sans effort de mémorisation fastidieux.
      

      	
        Grammaire Accessible :
         Les structures de phrases et la grammaire utilisées dans ce livre correspondent au niveau 
        B1-B2
         du Cadre Européen Commun de Référence pour les Langues (CECR). Nous évitons le jargon complexe et les phrases inutilement longues, privilégiant une prose claire, directe et naturelle qui vous aide à comprendre le flux de l'histoire tout en consolidant vos acquis grammaticaux.
      

    


      Chaque chapitre, d'une longueur d'environ 1000 mots, est conçu pour être une session de lecture gérable, vous permettant de progresser à votre rythme.
    


      Un Suspense Qui Vous Garde Accroché
    


      L'apprentissage est plus efficace lorsque vous êtes engagé. Dans « The Presence », vous suivrez Liam, un jeune journaliste cherchant la tranquillité à "Blackwood Creek". Il loue une vieille maison isolée à un prix étonnamment bas. La seule condition : ne jamais, sous aucun prétexte, ouvrir la porte verrouillée du sous-sol.
    


      Ce qui commence comme une retraite paisible se transforme rapidement en une expérience troublante. Des bruits dans les murs, des ombres fugitives dans les couloirs et un sentiment constant d'être observé. Liam est-il seul dans la maison, ou le passé de la maison est-il sur le point de le rattraper ?
    


      « The Presence » est une histoire de suspense atmosphérique, conçue pour vous tenir en haleine page après page, vous faisant presque oublier que vous êtes en train d'étudier.
    


      N'ayez pas peur de tourner la page.
    


      Bonne lecture et bon apprentissage !
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      Chapter 1
    


      The city was a memory of noise and fast lights. Liam gripped the steering wheel of his small, blue car. He had been driving for four hours. Every kilometer put more distance between him and his old life. He was a journalist, but he was tired of writing about loud problems in a loud city. He needed peace. He needed a place to think, a place to write his own stories, not just the news.
    


      The small town of Blackwood Creek promised that peace.
    


      He saw the sign first: "Welcome to Blackwood Creek. Population: 1,200." The town was small, just as the advertisement said. The main street had old brick buildings, a small grocery store, a library, and a cafe. People walked slowly. They were not rushing. Liam smiled. This was good.
    


      He followed the directions on his phone. The main street disappeared, and the road became smaller. He turned onto "Stillwater Road."
    


      Stillwater Road was not really a 'road'. It was a long, unpaved path. Tall trees stood on both sides, their branches meeting overhead. It was like driving through a green tunnel. The afternoon sun was bright, but here, under the trees, it was cool and shadowed.
    


      At the very end of the path, the trees opened, and he saw the house.
    


      It was not a pretty house. It was large and old, maybe a hundred years old. It had two floors and an attic. The white paint was peeling from the wood, showing the grey wood underneath. Many large windows looked out, but they were dark, like empty eyes. The house stood alone. There were no neighbors. Only the forest.
    


      "It's perfect," Liam whispered to himself.
    


      The main reason it was perfect was the price. The rent was incredibly cheap. It was almost 
      too
       cheap. When he saw the advertisement online, he thought it was a mistake. A house this large, even in the country, should cost three times more. But the price was real. It was the only reason he could afford to leave the city.
    


      A man was waiting on the front porch. He was a thin, older man with grey hair. He wore simple work clothes. He did not smile when Liam got out of the car.
    


      "Mr. Davies?" the man asked. His voice was low and dry, like old leaves.
    


      "Yes. Liam Davies. You must be Mr. Gable," Liam said. He offered his hand.
    


      Mr. Gable looked at Liam's hand for a second and then just nodded. He did not shake it. He pulled a single, old-fashioned iron key from his pocket.
    


      "The house is yours," Mr. Gable said. "The electricity and water are on. I live in the town if you need anything. But you will not need anything."
    


      "Great. Thank you," Liam said, taking the heavy key. "It's... it has a lot of character."
    


      "It is an old house," Mr. Gable said. He turned and walked toward the front door. Liam followed him inside.
    


      The air inside was cool and still. It smelled like dust, old wood, and something else... something clean, like soap. The house was mostly empty. There was a large sofa in the living room, covered with a white sheet. There was a wooden table and four chairs in the dining room.
    


      "It's simple. That's good. I have my computer and my books," Liam said, trying to be friendly.
    


      Mr. Gable just nodded. He walked down the main hallway. "This is the kitchen. The bathroom is there. Upstairs, you have three bedrooms. Choose any one you like."
    


      "It's more space than I need," Liam said with a small laugh.
    


      Mr. Gable did not laugh. He stopped at the end of the hallway. He pointed to a door that Liam had not noticed. It was different from the other doors. The other doors were painted white. This door was dark, heavy wood. It had no doorknob. It had a large, black, metal padlock on it.
    


      "There is one rule," Mr. Gable said. His voice was very flat.
    


      Liam looked at the door. "What is that?"
    


      "This door leads to the basement. It stays locked. You do not go in there. You do not try to open that door. Ever."
    


      Liam felt a little cold. The man was suddenly very serious. "Oh. Okay. Is there a problem with the foundation? Water damage?"
    


      "The rule is simple," Mr. Gable repeated, looking at Liam. "You do not open this door. The previous tenants... they did not respect the house. You must respect the house. You have the rest of the house. This one room is not for you. Do you understand, Mr. Davies?"
    


      Liam looked from the heavy lock back to Mr. Gable's serious eyes. A part of him, the journalist part, wanted to ask more questions. Why? What was down there? But he needed this house. He needed the quiet. He did not want to cause problems on his first day.
    


      "Yes. I understand," Liam said. "No problem at all. I don't need a basement."
    


      "Good," Mr. Gable said. The strange seriousness left his face. He looked like a simple landlord again. "The key is yours. I will be back at the end of the month for the rent. I prefer cash."
    


      "Cash. Got it."
    


      Mr. Gable turned and walked out the front door. He did not say goodbye. Liam stood in the silent hallway, listening to the man's footsteps on the porch and then the sound of an old truck starting.
    


      He was finally alone.
    


      The silence of the house was huge. It was a complete quiet that he had never experienced in the city. He took a deep breath. He could smell the old wood again.
    


      He spent the next few hours bringing his boxes in from the car. He had clothes, his computer, a printer, and two large boxes of books. He took them upstairs. He chose the bedroom at the front of the house. It had a large window and a simple wooden bed frame with a mattress.
    


      He made the bed and put his clothes in the closet. He set up his computer on a desk near the window. He looked out. He could see only the trees. No other houses. No lights. Just the green forest.
    


      "This is it," he said aloud. His voice sounded very loud in the empty room. "Quiet."
    


      Later that night, he sat at the kitchen table. He ate a simple dinner—bread and cheese and an apple. The house was dark around him. The only light was the small bulb in the kitchen.
    


      He felt happy. He was tired from the long drive, but he was excited. Tomorrow, he would wake up, make coffee, and start writing his book.
    


      He washed his plate in the old sink and checked the front door (locked) and the back door (locked). He walked down the main hallway. He stopped for a moment. He looked at the basement door.
    


      The black padlock was large. It looked strong and very old. He reached out and touched the cold metal. Why? What was in the basement that needed a lock like this?
    


      He shook his head. "It doesn't matter, Liam," he told himself. "You are here to work. Not to be curious about basements."
    


      He went upstairs, brushed his teeth, and got into bed. The mattress was thin, but he was too tired to care. He turned off the small lamp. The room was completely dark. Through the open window, he could hear the sound of the wind in the trees. It was a peaceful sound.
    


      He was almost asleep. He was in that comfortable place between thinking and dreaming.
    


      And then he heard it.
    


      Scratch.
    


      It was a very quiet sound.
    


      Liam opened his eyes. The room was black. He listened. He heard only the wind. He told himself it was just the house. Old houses make noise. The wood gets cold at night. It was a branch hitting the side of the house.
    


      He closed his eyes.
    


      Scratch. Scratch. Scratch.
    


      This time, it was clearer. It was not the wind. It was not a tree. It was a small, dry sound. Like a fingernail pulling slowly across wood.
    


      Liam sat up in bed. His heart started to beat faster. "Hello?" he called out.
    


      Only silence answered.
    


      He listened hard for a full minute. Nothing. "You are tired, Liam," he whispered. "You are imagining things."
    


      He lay back down. He pulled the blanket up to his chin. He tried to think about the wind, about the peaceful trees.
    


      But his mind could only think of one thing. The sound was not coming from outside.
    


      It was coming from inside the house. It was coming from... below.
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      Chapter 2
    


      Liam woke up suddenly. The sun was bright, shining through the thin curtains of the bedroom window. For a moment, he did not know where he was. The room was unfamiliar, the walls were bare, and the air was still. Then he remembered: Blackwood Creek. The old house. The long drive.
    


      He sat up. He had slept in his clothes. His head felt heavy, and his mouth was dry.
    


      He listened.
    


      The house was completely silent. He heard a bird singing outside, a clear, happy sound. It was the opposite of the sound from last night.
    


      Scratch. Scratch.
    


      He pushed the thought away. "It was an animal," he said aloud. His voice was rough from sleep. "A squirrel or a mouse in the walls. That's all. This house is old. It is in the middle of a forest."
    


      It was a good explanation. It was a logical explanation. He was a logical person. He was a journalist, and journalists looked for facts. The fact was: old houses make noise.
    


      He got out of bed, stretched his arms, and felt a little better. The bright morning sun made the fear from the night seem foolish. The room looked different in the daylight. It was just an empty room, not a scary one. He needed coffee. He needed to start his routine. A good routine would make this strange, new place feel like home.
    


      He went downstairs. The main hallway was bright. The sun streamed in from the windows on the front door. He walked past the basement door without looking at it.
    


      In the kitchen, he found the coffee machine he had packed. It was an old, simple machine, but it worked. While the coffee was brewing, he looked out the kitchen window. The 'yard' was just tall grass and more trees. It was wild, but peaceful.
    


      He made a mental list. He needed food. The bread and cheese were almost gone. He also needed soap, some cleaning supplies, and maybe a lamp for the living room. He decided to go into town after his coffee. He wanted to see Blackwood Creek in the daylight.
    


      He drank his coffee standing up in the kitchen. The coffee was strong and hot, and it cleared his head. The sounds from last night were a dream. Or a mouse. He would buy a mousetrap.
    

