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      Préface : Une Note à Nos Lecteurs
    

    
      Bienvenue, cher lecteur, dans l'univers de « The Red Signal ».
    

    
      Vous tenez entre vos mains plus qu'une simple histoire d'horreur ; vous possédez un outil puissant conçu spécifiquement pour votre parcours d'apprentissage de la langue anglaise. Apprendre une nouvelle langue est un voyage, et la lecture est l'un des moyens les plus efficaces et les plus agréables de progresser.
    

    
      Ce livre fait partie d'une série de « Graded Readers » (Lectures Graduées), des textes méticuleusement adaptés pour correspondre à des niveaux de compétence spécifiques.
    

    
      À Qui S'adresse ce Livre ? (Le Niveau B1-B2)
    

    
      « The Red Signal » a été entièrement rédigé pour les apprenants de niveau 
      intermédiaire (B1-B2)
       du Cadre Européen Commun de Référence pour les Langues (CECRL).
    

    
      Qu'est-ce que cela signifie pour vous ?
    

    
      Cela signifie que vous ne serez pas submergé par un langage trop complexe, ni ennuyé par un contenu trop simpliste. La structure grammaticale et le vocabulaire sont soigneusement contrôlés pour renforcer ce que vous savez déjà, tout en introduisant en douceur de nouveaux concepts. Les phrases sont claires, mais suffisamment nuancées pour refléter un anglais naturel et fluide.
    

    
      Notre Approche : Le Vocabulaire (La Structure de la Langue)
    

    
      L'un des plus grands défis de l'apprentissage est de savoir quels mots apprendre en premier. Nous avons résolu ce problème pour vous.
    

    
      Cette histoire met l'accent sur les 
      mots à haute fréquence
       (High-Frequency Words). Nous avons délibérément intégré les 1000 à 2000 mots les plus couramment utilisés dans la conversation anglaise quotidienne. En rencontrant ces mots essentiels à plusieurs reprises dans le contexte d'une histoire captivante, vous les assimilerez de manière naturelle et durable. Vous ne ferez pas que mémoriser des listes ; vous verrez comment les mots vivent, respirent et interagissent.
    

    
      Le Genre : Pourquoi l'Horreur ?
    

    
      Apprendre une langue ne doit pas être une corvée. Nous pensons que la meilleure façon d'apprendre est d'être engagé, et quel meilleur moyen de rester engagé qu'un suspense qui fait battre le cœur ?
    

    
      « The Red Signal » est un thriller psychologique. Nous utilisons le suspense et le mystère comme moteurs de votre lecture. L'isolement de Mark, les bruits étranges de l'usine et le mystère de la ville d'Amber Creek sont conçus pour vous faire tourner les pages. Notre objectif est simple : nous voulons que vous soyez si impatient de savoir ce qui va se passer ensuite que vous en oublierez que vous êtes en train d'« étudier ».
    

    
      Nos Conseils pour une Lecture Réussie
    

    
      	
        Ne vous arrêtez pas à chaque mot :
         Si vous rencontrez un mot que vous ne connaissez pas, essayez de deviner sa signification grâce au contexte avant de saisir votre dictionnaire. La fluidité est plus importante que la perfection.
      

      	
        Lisez pour le plaisir :
         C'est avant tout une histoire. Profitez de l'atmosphère, du suspense et du voyage du personnage.
      

      	
        Soyez régulier :
         Lire un chapitre par jour est plus efficace que de lire tout le livre en une seule fois.
      

    

    
      Nous sommes fiers de cette histoire et nous espérons qu'elle deviendra une étape mémorable et utile dans votre maîtrise de la langue anglaise.
    

    
      Bonne lecture, et n'ayez pas trop peur du signal rouge.
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Chapter 1: The Last Bus to Amber Creek
    

    
      Mark was a university student. Like most students, he was poor. He had books to buy and rent to pay. So, when he saw the advertisement online, he felt lucky.
    

    
      Night Guard Needed. Amber Creek. Two weeks. High pay. No experience necessary.
    

    
      The pay was very good. It was much more money than a student usually makes in two weeks. Mark applied immediately. He had a short phone interview. The man on the phone sounded tired, but the call was quick. Mark got the job.
    

    
      Now, he was on a bus. It was not a modern bus. It was old, and the seats were uncomfortable. The bus was traveling on a long, winding road, high into the mountains. Mark looked out the window. For the first hour, he saw green fields. For the second hour, he saw hills. For the last two hours, he only saw trees. Dark, tall, pine trees. They looked like a green wall on both sides of the road.
    

    
      His phone lost its signal two hours ago.
    

    
      "This is really in the middle of nowhere," Mark thought. He looked around the bus. There were only three other people. An old woman sleeping, a man reading a newspaper, and the driver. Mark felt a little nervous. But he thought about the money. "Two weeks. Just fourteen nights. How hard can it be?"
    

    
      The bus slowed down. The road became rough. Finally, the bus stopped in a small square.
    

    
      "Amber Creek," the driver said, his voice flat. He did not look at Mark.
    

    
      Mark picked up his backpack and his one small suitcase. He stepped off the bus. The cold air hit him immediately. It was late afternoon, but the mountains made the sky dark. The sun was already behind the high peaks.
    

    
      Amber Creek was small. Very small.
    

    
      There was one main street. Mark saw a post office, a small grocery store with a faded sign, and a bar called "The Miner's Rest." There were no fast-food restaurants. There were no new cars. Everything looked old, clean, but old.
    

    
      The strangest thing was the silence. It was not a peaceful silence. It was a heavy silence. A few people were on the street, but they did not talk to each other. When they saw Mark, they stopped and watched him. They did not smile. They just watched. Mark felt like a bright, new object in a very old, gray room.
    

    
      He checked the email on his phone again, but there was still no signal. He remembered the instructions. 
      Find Mr. Henderson at the factory office. Before 5 PM.
    

    
      He walked into the grocery store. An old woman was behind the counter.
    

    
      "Excuse me," Mark said, trying to be polite. "Can you tell me where the old factory is?"
    

    
      The woman looked up from her magazine. Her eyes were pale blue. She looked at him for a long time. Mark started to feel uncomfortable.
    

    
      "Down the street," she said finally, her voice like dry leaves. "Keep walking. You can't miss it. It's the biggest thing in this town."
    

    
      "Thank you," Mark said.
    

    
      She did not reply. She just watched him as he left the store.
    

    
      Mark walked. The town ended quickly. The street turned into a gravel road, and then he saw it. The factory. It was huge, dark, and silent. A high fence with sharp wire on top surrounded the entire area. The main gate was tall and made of black iron. Next to the gate, there was a small, concrete building. A security cabin. His new home.
    

    
      The office was a small building near the gate. The sign said "Amber Creek Mining Co. - CLOSED."
    

    
      Mark knocked on the door.
    

    
      A moment later, the door opened. A man stood there. He was tall and thin, much older than Mark. He wore a heavy jacket, even though it wasn't winter. His face was full of lines, and his eyes looked very, very tired.
    

    
      "You are Mark?" he asked. His voice was the same tired voice from the phone.
    

    
      "Yes, sir. Mr. Henderson?"
    

    
      "Come in," Mr. Henderson said.
    

    
      The office was cold. There was one desk, a metal filing cabinet, and a single, weak yellow light bulb hanging from the ceiling. Mr. Henderson sat down at the desk. He opened a drawer and took out a set of keys.
    

    
      "The job is simple, Mark," he said. He did not look at Mark. He looked at the keys. "You are not really a 'guard.' You are a 'watcher.' You are here to make sure no one comes in. But no one ever comes in."
    

    
      "Okay," Mark said.
    

    
      "Your shift starts at 8 PM. It ends at 6 AM. Sharp." Mr. Henderson pushed the keys across the desk. "This key opens the gate. This key opens the cabin. This key is for the bathroom, which is in the building behind the cabin."
    

    
      "What about the factory itself?" Mark asked.
    

    
      Mr. Henderson looked up at him for the first time. His eyes were cold. "You do not go into the factory. Never. Your job is the gate. You stay in the cabin. You watch the gate. Do you understand?"
    

    
      "Yes, sir. Stay in the cabin. Watch the gate."
    

    
      "Good." Mr. Henderson stood up. He seemed to relax a little. "There are three main rules. You must follow them. This is very important. This is why we pay you the big money."
    

    
      He held up one finger. "Rule Number One: You are in the cabin from 8 PM to 6 AM. Do not leave the cabin, except to use the bathroom. Do not be late. Do not leave early."
    

    
      He held up a second finger. "Rule Number Two: Do not walk around the factory yard. The ground is old. There are holes. It is dangerous. We don't want any accidents."
    

    
      He paused. He looked at Mark very seriously.
    

    
      "And Rule Number Three," he said, his voice lower. "This is the most important rule. Sometimes... the old warning system acts up. It's just bad wiring. You might see a red light. A signal, out in the yard."
    

    
      "A red light?" Mark asked.
    

    
      "Yes. A single, flashing red light. If you see that light, you do not investigate. You do not go outside. You do not call anyone. You lock your cabin door, and you wait. You wait until the light goes off, or you wait until 6 AM. It doesn't matter. You. Stay. Inside."
    

    
      Mark felt a small chill. "Is it dangerous? The wiring?"
    

    
      Mr. Henderson looked away. "The factory is old, son. Everything here is old. Just follow the rules. It's an easy job. Sit, read a book, drink coffee. Just stay in the cabin."
    

    
      "I understand," Mark said.
    

    
      "Good. Your shift starts in two hours. You can put your bags in the cabin."
    

    
      Mr. Henderson walked him to the door.
    

    
      "One last thing," he said, holding the door open. "The people in town... they are quiet. They don't like strangers. It's best if you keep to yourself. Buy your food, go to the cabin. Don't go to the bar. Don't ask questions."
    

    
      "Okay."
    

    
      "I'll see you in two weeks to pay you." Mr. Henderson closed the door.
    

    
      Mark stood alone in the cold evening air. He looked at the big, dark factory. He looked at the small, concrete cabin. And he looked at the high mountains that surrounded Amber Creek.
    

    
      He was completely and totally alone.
    

    
      He unlocked the cabin and went inside. It was 6:05 PM. His first shift was about to begin.
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Chapter 2: The First Shift
    

    
      Mark stood inside the security cabin. It was his new home for the next fourteen nights. He looked around.
    

    
      The cabin was very small. It was one square room, made of cold, gray concrete. There was a metal desk and a hard, uncomfortable wooden chair. On the desk, there was an old black telephone. It looked like it was from a 1980s movie. Mark picked it up. There was no sound. It was dead.
    

    
      In the corner, there was a small, electric heater. Mark turned it on. It made a loud 
      whirring
       sound and a smell of burning dust. But it did not produce much heat.
    

    
      The most important part of the room was the window. It was a single, large piece of glass that faced the factory gate and the yard. This was his "station." This was where he would watch.
    

    
      He still had almost two hours before his shift started at 8 PM. He sat in the uncomfortable chair and ate the last sandwich he had brought from home. It was dry and tasteless. He looked at his phone. Still no signal. He was truly cut off from the world.
    

    
      He thought about his friends back at university. They were probably in the library, or at a bar, talking and laughing. He was here, in a silent, cold town, waiting to start a boring job. But he thought about the money. "Just thirteen more days after tonight," he told himself.
    

    
      At 7:55 PM, Mark stood up. He zipped up his jacket. The cabin was already cold. He went outside and looked at the main gate. It was a tall, iron gate. He used the key Mr. Henderson gave him and locked it. The 
      click
       of the lock was very loud in the silence.
    

