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WHAT ARE GRADED READERS?

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

Each book also includes some new, more difficult words. There are definitions for these words at the back of the book.

 

WHY READ GRADED READERS?


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

		You don’t need a dictionary so reading is relaxing.

		The stories are all in modern English.

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

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

		Graded readers are not exercises. They are real stories you can enjoy, helping you learn English naturally





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

Count Dracula 

Jonathan Harker – lawyer 

Mina – Jonathan’s fiancée

Professor Van Helsing – doctor and scientist

Dr John Seward – doctor at an asylum

Lucy – Mina’s best friend

Arthur – Lucy’s fiancé

Quincey – Arthur’s friend

Renfield – John’s patient


Chapter 1

 

JONATHAN’S JOURNAL

3 May, Bistritz, Transylvania.—I travelled by train for many hours and reached Budapest early yesterday morning. It seems a wonderful city but my time there was short. I only walked briefly through the streets.

Now, I’ve arrived in Transylvania. This place is full of wild beauty, with forests and streams, and small towns built on the top of steep hills. Tonight, I’m staying at the Golden Krone Hotel in Bistritz.

 

4 May.—I didn’t sleep well, although my bed was comfortable, because I had strange dreams. It didn’t help that a dog was howling under my window all night.

Later this afternoon, I’ll begin the last part of the journey. I’m going to see Count Dracula at his castle, deep in the Carpathian Mountains, which is one of the wildest and least known parts of Europe. I couldn’t find the castle on any map but the Count is sending his carriage for me.

As I was preparing to leave, the hotel manager, an old lady, hurried up to my room and said, “Do you have to go?” She looked extremely worried.

“Yes,” I answered. “I have important business.”

She fell on her knees and asked me not to go but I told her again that I had to. I thought she was worrying for nothing but she seemed really afraid.

She got back up and, taking a crucifix from her neck, offered it to me. I didn’t want to accept it because I’m not a Catholic but the poor lady looked so frightened that, in the end, I did.

As I walked to the main road to wait for the carriage, I looked back and saw the old lady and the other guests at the door of the hotel. They were watching me anxiously. I only heard a few words, which I translated later using my dictionary – pokol, which means hell, and vrolok, which means vampire.

Their fear stayed with me as I walked away. It has made me feel worried about my trip. If I die before I see my dear Mina again, these pages will be my last message to her.

 

5 May.—Here is what happened last night. It was almost dark when a carriage with four black horses stopped beside me. The driver was a tall man with a long brown beard and a big black hat, which hid most of his face. I could only see his bright eyes, which looked red in the lamplight.

Without a word, he helped me into the carriage and I noticed that his hands were extremely strong. Then we began our journey to the castle. As we left the town behind and sank into the darkness, I felt a cold fear all over my body.

From the mountains on both sides of us came a loud, terrible sound. A wolf was howling. Then another answered, and another.

As we passed through a forest, I heard the wind grew louder and snow began to fall. The wind carried the sound of the wolves to us. The night felt close and heavy around the carriage.

The howling came closer. The horses were frightened and the driver had trouble controlling them. He stopped the carriage and jumped down to check them. Then he disappeared into the darkness.

For a moment, there was only the sound of the wind.

The howling began again, closer than before. The horses shook their heads and moved their feet nervously. Then the moon appeared from behind a cloud and, by its light, I saw a circle of wolves around the carriage, moving slowly towards us.

Suddenly, I saw the driver standing in the road ahead of us. He raised his arms and spoke some words in a strong voice. At once, the wolves ran away into the trees.

I was so frightened that I couldn’t move. We started travelling again, higher into the mountains. Time passed slowly but at last I saw the castle. I couldn’t believe my eyes – what an incredible place! It was absolutely huge and ancient. No light came from its tall black windows.

 

5 May, continued.—I got down from the carriage. The driver took the carriage around to the back of the castle, leaving me alone in the dark. There was no bell and no servant so I just stood there, alone in the silence. not sure what to do.

What sort of place was this? And was this normal work for a young lawyer, sent here to explain the buying of a London house to a foreigner? It felt like a nightmare.

Then I heard a sound and the huge door opened slowly. Inside stood a tall old man with a white moustache, dressed in black from head to foot. He held a silver lamp, which made long shadows on the walls and floor.

In excellent English, he cried, “Welcome to my house! Please come in.”

We shook hands and I noticed that his hand was as cold as ice.

“I’m Count Dracula,” he said, reaching for my luggage. “My servants have gone to bed but I’ll carry your bags in.”

He was so friendly and polite that I felt calmer for a moment.

We walked along a corridor, up some stairs and along another corridor. At the end, there was a heavy door. Dracula opened it for me and I was pleased to see a fire and some roast chicken and cheese on a table.

I sat down straight away to eat as I was extremely hungry. The Count watched me. His face was very white and his mouth was red. His sharp, white teeth made his face look cruel.

He moved closer and touched my hand. I couldn’t help shuddering. And I suddenly felt very sick – perhaps because of his breath, which smelt terrible. The Count, clearly noticing my reaction, stepped back with a dark smile.

We were silent for a while and I looked towards the window, where I could see the first signs of morning. From the valley came the howling of wolves.

The Count’s eyes shone. “Listen to them – the children of the night!”

I didn’t reply.

“I’m sure you’re tired,” he said. “Sleep as late as you want. I have to go out and won’t be back till the afternoon.”

I don’t know what to think. I have doubts and fears. God protect me!

 

7 May.—It is early morning again but I rested well yesterday. I woke up late and ate the meal that had been left for me. When I’d finished, I looked for a bell to call the servants but there wasn’t one.
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