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What are graded readers?

Graded readers are books in easy English. They are written for learners of English and they have vocabulary and grammar at your level.

Each book has some new, more difficult words. These words have definitions at the back of the book.

 

Why read graded readers?


		Studies show that learners who read in English improve in all areas much more quickly than learners who don’t read.

		With graded readers, you don’t need a dictionary so reading is more relaxing.

		The stories are all in modern English.

		You can learn vocabulary and grammar in context (this is the best way, according to teachers).

		Reading a book in English will improve your comprehension, your fluency and your confidence.

		The stories are exciting and reading them is fun!




New words

When you see an underlined word, click on it. This will take you to a definition of the word at the back of the book.

 

People in the story

Mr Gabriel Utterson

Mr Richard Enfield

Dr Henry Jekyll

Mr Edward Hyde

Dr Hastie Lanyon

Poole

Sir Danvers Carew

Mr Guest 




Chapter 1

The story of the door

Mr Gabriel Utterson was a lawyer. He was tall and thin, and he never smiled. He had a calm, quiet personality and did not often show his emotions. When he talked, he used very few words. He lived a simple life and didn’t spend a lot of money on himself. He didn’t drink expensive wines and, although he enjoyed the theatre, he never went.

Despite all this, his friends loved him. He was a good man and very kind. If his friends had a problem, they often came to him and Utterson always tried to help them, instead of judging them.

Mr Utterson’s friends were either family or very old friends. His best friend was Richard Enfield, who was also his cousin. The two men were completely different and people often wondered how they could be friends. Mr Enfield was lively and sociable and was seen at every party in London.

Every Sunday, these two friends went for a stroll. During these walks, they usually didn’t speak and they often looked bored. However, the friends enjoyed the walks very much and looked forward to them all week.

On one of their Sundays strolls, they walked down a side street in a busy part of London. The street was small and quite quiet but there were lots of shops on it. Of course, these were closed on Sundays so the street was almost empty now. The shops were neat and tidy, and they made the street look very pleasant. It was nicer than most of the other streets nearby. The people who lived here were not rich but they lived quite well.

Two doors from one corner, on the left-hand side of the street, there was an entrance to a court. And just at that point, there was a sinister building. It was two storeys high and had no windows. It was in a bad condition and it was obvious that, for a very long time, nobody had taken care of it.

Mr Enfield and the lawyer were on the other side of the side street but, when they passed that building, Enfield pointed and said, “Have you ever noticed that door?”

“Yes, I have,” answered Mr Utterson.

“It is connected in my mind,” Mr Enfield said, “with a very odd story.” 

“Is it?” Utterson said, some interest in his voice. “And what story is that?”

“Well, this is what happened,” Enfield explained. “It was around three o’clock on a black winter morning and I was coming home from a party. I walked down street after street, and they were all empty because everyone was asleep. All I could see were streetlamps – rows and rows of streetlamps. I didn’t feel safe and began to feel nervous, almost wishing to see a policeman. Suddenly, I saw two people moving towards a corner from two different streets. One was a little man, walking quickly. The other was a little girl, about eight or ten, and she was running. When they arrived at the corner, they crashed into each other.”

“Oh dear,” said Mr Utterson quietly.

“No, wait,” replied his friend. “That’s not the horrible part. The man trampled over the child’s body as she lay screaming on the ground. It was terrible to see. He didn’t care at all and just carried on walking. Can you believe it? He didn’t seem human.”

“What did you do?” asked the lawyer.

“I shouted ‘Hey!’ and ran after him. I grabbed him by the collar and brought him back to the corner, where there was already a group of people around the screaming child. The man seemed completely calm but he had a cruel expression when he looked at me. It made me start sweating. The group of people were the girl’s own family. They had taken their daughter to see the doctor that night and the doctor himself soon arrived. After looking at her, the doctor announced, ‘She’s alright. She’s not injured, only frightened.’”

“Is that the end of the story?” asked Utterson.

“No, it isn’t,” said Enfield, “because a strange thing happened. We all hated that man. I hated him and the child’s family hated him, although that’s not surprising. But the doctor did surprise me. He was a serious man without strong emotions, it seemed to me. Doctors are used to stressful situations. But when I looked at him, I could see that he was extremely angry with the man. He was so angry that his face was pale! I knew what was in the doctor’s mind and he knew what was in mine. We couldn’t kill him so what could we do instead?”

Mr Utterson listened carefully to his friend, who continued, “We told the man, ‘We will tell everyone in London what you did. There will such a scandal that your reputation will be destroyed forever and you will lose all your friends.’ Meanwhile, the women in the group were looking at him with anger in the eyes. They even tried to attack him a few times but we prevented them.

And, in the middle, there was the man, with a cold, hard expression on his face, like a devil. But I could see that he was, in fact, scared. ‘You want to make money out of this accident, do you?’ he said. ‘Well, I don’t have a choice, do I? What can I do? I don’t want a scandal so I have to pay you. How much do you want?’”

“How much money did he promise?” Utterson asked.

“A hundred pounds for the child’s family,” replied Mr Enfield. “He wasn’t keen but we all insisted. Next, he had to get the money. And where do you think he took us?”

“To that dingy door?” guessed Utterson, looking towards the door opposite them.

“Exactly,” said Enfield. “He took out a key, went in and came back to us with some cash and a cheque. On the cheque, there was a name that I won’t mention now. But it’s a name that is well known.”

“What a story!” cried Mr Utterson.

“Yes, it’s a terrible story,” said Enfield. “That man was cruel but the other man who wrote the cheque is a good man. Why did he write the cheque for him? It’s blackmail, I suppose. He’s an honest man now but perhaps he behaved badly when he was younger. This cruel devil is blackmailing him and the good man doesn’t want a scandal.”
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