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      Preface
    


      Welcome to 
      The Dragon of the Northern Mountains
      , a specially crafted reading experience designed to make your journey through the English language both rewarding and exciting. This book is more than just a story; it is a tool built specifically for readers at the 
      B1-B2 intermediate level
      . Whether you are transitioning from basic English or seeking to solidify your current language skills, this Graded Reader is your next step towards fluency.
    


      A World Tailored for Your Learning
    


      We understand that learning a new language can sometimes feel challenging, which is why we have designed this novel to be 
      accessible, engaging, and supportive
      . The narrative is built upon the 
      1000 most frequently used words
       in daily English. This focus ensures that the vocabulary you encounter is practical and immediately useful in real-life conversations. By repeatedly seeing these core words in a compelling context, you will naturally strengthen your understanding and recall, making the process of language acquisition feel intuitive and enjoyable.
    


      The sentences are carefully structured to be clear and concise. While you will find complex ideas and a rich plot, the grammar and sentence patterns remain within the B1- B2 range, allowing you to focus on the story without getting lost in overly complicated syntax. Each chapter is designed to be substantial, with over 1,000 words, giving you a satisfying and continuous reading session that helps build reading stamina.
    


      The Story: Adventure, Comfort, and Inspiration
    


      The core of this book is an inspiring adventure that will transport you to the cold, mystic lands of the North. You will follow characters who face challenges, discover courage, and explore the ancient legends of a creature that guards more than just mountains. 
      The Dragon of the Northern Mountains
       blends action and mystery with moments of quiet reflection, aiming to be both 
      adventurous and relaxing
      .
    


      Our hope is that this book offers you a peaceful escape while simultaneously 
      inspiring
       you to push your language limits. When you finish a chapter, we want you to feel a sense of accomplishment, knowing you have not just read a story, but you have successfully navigated a significant piece of English literature.
    


      How to Use This Book
    


      We encourage you to read for enjoyment first. Don't stop for every single word you don't know. Use the context of the story to help you guess the meaning. If you feel comfortable, read some sections aloud to practice your pronunciation and rhythm. This book is a safe space for practice, designed to build your confidence one page at a time.
    


      We are confident that this tale of discovery, myth, and bravery will be a memorable part of your English learning journey. Turn the page, and let the adventure begin!
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      Chapter 1 The Silent Village of Oakhaven
    


      The air in Oakhaven was always cold. Not just a fresh, breezy cold, but a deep cold that seemed to come from the stones of the houses and the roots of the ancient pine trees. It was a small village, protected by a tall, wooden wall on one side and the dark, silent forest on the other. People here lived quiet lives, focused on their work, their families, and the need to be ready for the long, heavy winters.
    


      Our story begins with 
      Elias
      . Elias was twenty-five years old, a kind man with strong hands and eyes that often looked towards the Northern Mountains. He worked as the village's carpenter, building and repairing things made of wood—chairs, tables, doors, and the strong outer wall that kept the dangers of the wilderness away. Elias was a good worker. He was quiet, but always ready to help. Most people liked him because he was honest and never spoke badly about others.
    


      Elias lived in a small house near the edge of the forest. One cold morning, the sun was just starting to rise, painting the sky with soft pink and orange colors. Elias was already awake. He was in his workshop, sharpening his tools. The sound of metal on stone was the only noise in the quiet morning. He was preparing to repair a section of the main wall that had become weak after a recent storm.
    


      Just as he finished sharpening his favorite chisel, he heard a quick, urgent knock on his door. It was 
      Master Borin
      , the village Elder. Borin was a respected, older man whose face was full of lines that told the story of his difficult life. He rarely hurried. Seeing him at Elias's door before sunrise was unusual.
    


      Elias quickly opened the door. "Master Borin, good morning. Is everything alright?"
    


      Borin looked serious. His eyes were wide with worry. "Elias, I need your help. Not with wood this time. It's about the mountain."
    


      The Northern Mountains dominated the landscape of Oakhaven. They were huge, sharp, and covered in snow all year round. They were also the home of the old stories, the silent legends, and, most importantly, the 
      Dragon
      . No one in Oakhaven had seen the Dragon in fifty years, maybe more. But everyone knew its name, and everyone knew the rules: 
      Never go too high. Never take anything from the high peaks. Always respect the silence.
       The Dragon was not a simple animal; it was an ancient power, a part of the land itself.
    


      "The mountain?" Elias repeated, feeling a sudden chill that had nothing to do with the cold air.
    


      "Yes. Last night, young 
      Lena
       did not return," Borin said, his voice low and serious. "She went into the lower valleys to gather specific herbs—the ones that only grow near the old stream. She was supposed to be back before nightfall. Her mother is in deep panic."
    


      Lena was sixteen, a bright and adventurous girl. She was known for her kindness and her knowledge of healing plants. She was also known for her habit of going a little further than she should.
    


      "Did she go too far?" Elias asked. He knew the paths well.
    


      Borin sighed. "We don't know. Her friends went looking, but they only found her basket near the 
      Whispering Rocks
      . Her basket was full, so she wasn't finished. But the strange thing, Elias, is that one of her ribbons was found 
      much
       higher up. Higher than anyone should go. Too close to the Dragon's rumored sleeping caves."
    


      Elias thought for a moment. Going onto the mountain was a risk the village never took. Their survival depended on a quiet agreement with the ancient power: 
      We stay low, you stay high.
       Breaking that rule could bring a disaster not just on one person, but on the whole village.
    


      "You want me to go look for her," Elias stated, not as a question but as a certainty.
    


      Borin nodded slowly. "You are the best. You are strong, quick, and you know the paths better than any hunter. The hunters are too loud, too heavy. You are silent like the pine shadows. You must go up, Elias. But you must be careful. If she is high up, it means the Dragon's territory has been entered. You must be fast and silent. You must bring her back before the mountain wakes up completely."
    


      "Why me? Why not send a larger group?"
    


      "A larger group makes more noise. A larger group shows fear, or worse, aggression. If the Dragon is sleeping, a small, quick person might go unnoticed. A small person like you, who respects the silence. Elias, the village depends on you. If the Dragon is angered, winter will be the least of our problems."
    


      Elias looked at the dark peaks of the Northern Mountains, which were now catching the golden light of the fully risen sun. They looked beautiful, but deadly. He knew the risk was immense. But he also knew Lena. She was essential for the village, and her loss would hurt everyone. He thought of her kind face and her quick smile. He had to try.
    


      "I will go," Elias said firmly. "I will take my smallest pack and my climbing rope. I will leave immediately. Tell her mother I will do everything I can."
    


      Borin placed a heavy hand on Elias’s shoulder. "May the mountain grant you silence, son. Be safe. And remember: If you see anything unnatural, anything too large or too old, you must leave. The life of one is not worth the life of the whole village."
    


      Elias knew the meaning of Borin's words. He quickly prepared. He put on his warmest coat, checked his strongest boots, and packed a small amount of dried meat, water, and his long, light climbing rope. He took no weapons. Weapons were a sign of war, and he was not going to war; he was going to 
      ask
       for a life back. He quietly left his house, walked through the sleeping village, and headed towards the deep, silent shadows of the Northern Mountains. The adventure had begun.
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      Chapter 2: The Ascent to the Whispering Rocks
    


      The path up the mountain was steep and quickly became difficult. Elias moved fast, his strong carpenter's legs carrying him steadily over the loose stones and wet earth. He felt the cold air pressing against his face, sharp like broken glass. Below him, the village of Oakhaven was now just a small group of dark shapes nestled against the enormous forest.
    


      Elias had been on these lower paths many times. He gathered wood here, hunted small animals sometimes, and knew every twisted root and large stone. But today, the mountain felt different. It felt heavy, quiet, almost watching. The ancient silence that Borin spoke of was everywhere. Even the birds seemed to fly lower and sing softer.
    


      He reached the point where the marked path ended. This was where most villagers turned back. It was also close to the 
      Whispering Rocks
      , a place named for the constant, soft sound the wind made as it moved through the large, oddly shaped stones. It was here that Lena’s friends had found her basket.
    


      Elias walked slowly now, his eyes scanning the ground. He found the basket quickly. It was woven from thick reeds and was lying on its side, a few dried herbs scattered around it. It was full of medicinal plants—the yellow-leafed Sunpetal and the dark green Sleeproot. These were common in this area. Lena had been here, doing her job, and then something had stopped her.
    


      He knelt down and carefully checked the area. There were no signs of a struggle. No broken branches, no deep footprints that would suggest running or fighting. It was as if she had simply placed the basket down and walked away. But why?
    


      Elias stood up and looked higher. The Whispering Rocks were strange. They were not simply rocks; they were massive, smooth stones, gray and dark, pushed together long ago by the mountain’s power. They created small caves and narrow passages. Elias moved through them, calling Lena’s name softly.
    


      "Lena? Are you here? It’s Elias."
    


      Only the wind answered, its soft 'whish-whish' sound making his own voice seem loud.
    


      Then, he saw it. A small piece of red silk tied to a thin, dead bush on the edge of a deep cliff. It was the ribbon. Lena loved bright colors, and this red silk was certainly hers. The important detail was its location: this cliff was far above the Whispering Rocks. To get here, Lena must have climbed. But why climb? There were no herbs up here.
    


      Elias went to the ribbon. He touched the silk; it felt cold. He looked down the cliff—it was too dangerous to descend. He looked up—the mountain face became steeper, turning into sheer rock that led straight toward the permanent snow line. This was the territory of the old stories, the silent, dangerous place where no person from Oakhaven should ever be.
    

