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作者Miyase Sertbarut 最新获得2024年安徒生奖提名，曾获得2016年林格伦奖提名

内容简介：

[bookmark: _GoBack]国际安徒生奖提名、林格伦奖提名作家创造的奇妙故事盒子
“我们的世界是最伟大的故事，并将一直被书写下去”。

人工智能不会拒绝文学，只要文学不排斥人工智能。一本神秘的桥梁书，五个相互关联的故事，引发孩子们对文学和科技关系的思考。

故事的主角拉米觉得阅读是一件很无聊的事，有一天他无意中发现了一个旧的红色电话亭，起初他进入电话亭知识为了好玩，可当他拿起听筒时，他被电话中传来的奇妙故事深深迷住了。很快，拉米沉浸在这些故事当中，同时他也想到一个妙用：用这些听来的故事来交阅读写作课的作业！为了让老师和同学们感到信服，他谎称自己是从一位中国作家的书中读到的这些故事。这些故事真的很精彩，每一节课老师都给他打了100分满分。对于不爱读书的拉米来说，能如此轻巧地获得高分，一切看起来都好极了！

但拉米也被心中的疑团所困惑，他一直觉得自己只是在听一段段录音，可是电话里的声音到底是提前录好的，还是有真人在背后呢？那位叫作袁涣的中国作家真的存在吗？拉米的脑子乱做一团。

随着他听的故事越来越深入，这个红色电话亭也引领他发现了更多关于人工智能的奥秘。而通过对真相的不断追寻与探索，拉米也从这位中国作家的故事中逐渐发现了自己对阅读的热爱。

主要卖点：

· 《袁涣的故事电话亭》将文学与科学技术相融，科技不仅可以迅速改变我们的生活，也能引发我们对其的批判性阅读与思考。
· 《袁涣的故事电话亭》中的角色对小说中讲述的故事进行了批评与评价。有时，那些角色甚至会对书的故事或结尾进行细微的修改。
· 本书结合了地域特色和普遍共性；也同时提供了是传统的以及数字的叙述者。虽然《袁涣的故事电话亭》中的几个奇迹故事是相互关联的，但书的本身也带来了奇迹。在故事的结尾，拉米已经不再是我们最初认识的那个不爱读书的拉米了。书具有如此强大的力量，它可以将人们卷入故事的神奇世界，甚至是那些不愿意阅读的人。而在书中，这不仅是一种神秘的力量，也更是一种科学技术的力量。
· 《袁涣的故事电话亭》向不喜欢阅读的读者们介绍了神奇的故事世界。不是什么神秘的东西，而是技术和故事相结合的魔力。
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作者采访：

What is the main theme of the book in one sentence for you?
Stories are immortal and retain their freshness even if the transmission methods change from time to time. Maintaining the existence in future is one of the main goals of the authors.

What was your main starting point while writing your book? Why did you write this book?
İt will be a weird answer a little bit but my starting point was my lack of time. There were so many school invitations that I couldn’t find time to write. There is one sentence in Yuan Huan’s Booth that says, “Time expands if one wishes.” So adopting this as a principle, I thought, “How can I expand time?” and eventually this formula came to my mind. I could combine the metafiction with the stories I could write in tight times. This formula both expanded my time and led to the emergence of a solid narrative. 

What are the features that can be highlighted regarding the content and technique of the book?
I like doing patchwork with fabrics. 
I can’t do it well, but I still like it. For me, this book was like a patchwork made of stories. I guess I managed what I couldn’t do with fabrics in this novel. There are five stories in the book and of course there is a metafiction that connects them with each other. The narrator of the stories, a Chinese writer from far away, gets in touch with a child and starts to tell the situation of some children in Turkey with stories to the main character, İlhami. In these stories, there are working children, children in prison, brave children, and those who want to go to school but cannot. 
In education system, there is a principle called “from the simple to the complex”, that is, from easy to difficult. The habit of reading and the love of books are also given to the child by this method. While Yuan Huan’s Booth first proceeds as if it were a series of normal stories, towards the end, the reader begins to feel the confusion whether Yuan Huan is real or not. The excitement and pleasure of the mysterious world of reading begins when this confusion appears. Thus, the reader easily transitions to the depths of literature, as if he/she were leveling up in a book he had started to read elementarily.

What are the distinguishing features of your book from the other books that are published in the same field?
This is a book that can encourage children to read critically. For example, in Yuan Huan’s first story, The Crossed-Out Kids, it is not clear who crossed out the writings in the pâtisserie, and İlhami, who listens to the story, reflects on it. What goes through the mind of İlhami will also guide the reader. Seriously, who crossed out the writing in the pâtisserie? The story is open to be completed and to be concluded by someone else. In order not to leave the reader in too much dark, three options are offered. Those writings were drawn by either Baran, the author or the letters themselves. For the ending of the fiction, the readers will inevitably find themselves in the position where they can build onto the story with one of these three options. I believe that the reader should be as active as the writer. Critical reading also requires this, that is, the reader is not the external element, but the internal element. Yuan Huan’s Booth contains many question marks that will keep the reader active. The main character İlhami, and his classmates sometimes guide the reader as practitioners of the critical reading technique. 

Where does the name Yuan Huan come from? 
“While writing this book, I wanted the character (the storyteller) to be someone from a far country. Thus the distance would excite the reader (and me) and show that stories have the power to bring people closer with each other no matter where they are in the world. The image of China in Turkey has connotations with distance, so I chose China. When I was searching for the character’s name, I thought I should name it after a Chinese who really lived. As a result of internet searches, I came across the melodious name of Yuan Huan, a government official who lived in the 200s BC. He had various services in the Eastern Han Dynasty and he mentored Commander Cao Cao. He was a loved one; so much so that the people believed that even Cao Cao cried after his death.While Cao Cao is portrayed in the literature as a ruthless tyrant, I was also struck by his humanization in the face of Yuan Huan’s death. I guess that’s why I wanted to keep Yuan Huan alive in my book by giving him another soul.”

谢谢您的阅读！
请将回馈信息发送至：徐书凝（Emily Xu）
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“What are you going to do here? Come on!”said Zimrit.

He was struck by her green twinkling eyes even from
that distance. But he was sure of his decision and he was
‘ot going to go.

“You go ahead, I will come later”

‘The two ldds didn't insist anymore and went on their
ay towands the hll lhams roamed around where thetent
ias taken off for a while. He couldnt stop thinking about
the voice on the phone. He looked at the mess around aim-
lessly and then looked towards the hill. Caner and Zim-
it had already climbed over the hill He faint heartedly
opened the door of the phone booth and stepped in. He
‘placed the phone on his ear. Crunching of leave, sounds
of & motor, buzzing and humming sounds.. Then al the
sounds stopped, and a clear voice spoke:

“Listen...1 have astory for you”

ilhami’s heart was pounding He hung up and stormed
out of the booth. How could that happen? The phone didn't
‘have aline attached! When they found it, it was knocked
over ilhami looked at its base then and it was flat. Who
would lay a cable for a phone booth at & circus anyways?
The circus was to sty there fora few weeks and then move.
This booth could only bea stage prop. What about the voice
he heard?

ilharmi, ll of a sudden, laughed at his own bewilderment
‘and cowardice. There could only be one explenation, the
‘oice on the phone could be 2 recording. How couldn' he
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‘The author chose one of his books laying on the table.
‘The id was able toread the fitl of the book even thoughit
s upside down, The Kids Who Dug A Tunnel’

“Thisis my favorite book. 1 will autograph it and give it
toyou”

He did s he said. He autographed it to Barax Then he
crossed Baran out in the mis-autographed book and wrote
‘to Mehmet'in it. "Now, i allfixed,” he seid and handed
‘both books to the id.

‘Baran headed towards the door holding his own book i
one hand and Mehmet's book in the other. He was free of
the five klograms of weight on his feet.

‘The authorstared at the door the kid was about to leave
fora while and then he stared at his fiend Halil.

“Some people don't deserve to be called the ‘master” he
said.

“Itlooks like thepita maker s one of them. The man sent
his apprentice, who was the same age as his son. He didn't
even say “Get a book for yoursel” to him. Obviously, some
1ids' namesare sill being crossed out. That's why there are
letters ~those ids can hang on to them”

‘Although Hall kept nodding, he couldn't understand
much of the author’s last words. However, Baran started
reading The Kids Who Dug A Tunnel assoon as he got out
of school and didn't leave it until he fnished the book. It
Tooked lke he was going to hang on to those letters.
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THE STORY OF THE STORYTEL

‘R

Long time ago there was a Chinese writer called Yuan
Huan. He was a true storyteller; his head was full of fic-
tion all the time. He liked to tell the stories about events
and people as they were. He one day wished to buy a new
computer, since the old one kept crashing. Yuan Huan’s
stories would get lost, each time his computer crashed. In
fact, Yuan Huan was the reason for his computer crash-
ing. He had Parkinson's disease and his trembling hands
would type on something wrong every once in a while. He
thought a new computer wouldnt crash even if he pushed
the wrong keys.

Yuan Huan pushed the door of a random tech store with
his trembling hands. He said, ‘T would like to buy a good
new computer, o the salesman who greeted him. “Twould
ike something that wouldnt cause me any problems.”

‘The salesman looked at Yuan Huan's trembling hand,
his lef leg shaking and then his face. 1 know you sit. You
are Yuan Huan. You are my daughter’s favorite author”

‘The writer gave him a witty smile. “Then I deserve the
‘best computer”

“I.can assure you, Iwil sll you a very good one”
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‘When they got closer to their bulding, Caner turmed
towards the park. He loudly sniffed the air like a gundog.
“Today, it doesn't smell ke bear droppings!”

‘He managed to make Zimrit laughas usual “They must
have cleaned it” she noted. “Everybody made a complaint
to the municipality. My dad called them, too”

‘They were talking about the crcus that was set up right
‘behind the hill,in the middle of the park. They came from
Romania with fiverigs. They arrived and set up a giant tent
in asingle night. The next day, they went around the dis-
trict handing out fiyers. The loud music coming from their
tents and the loud noise from thei vehicles annoyed espe-
cially the old people in the neighborhood. That Frday, the
three friends didn' notice the absence of the performance
music,yet. Three of them had fickets for Saturday.

Allthe kids who had scen the show, pinted it n gloving
colors. There was even a magician. A giant elephan pick.
ing a dancer up in the air. Monkeys acting the maggot. Po-
nies dancing to music. Dogs going through the rings of fire
Bears walking foolihly with fin cans on their heads.

‘As ilhemi, Zimritand Caner were daydreaming about
the things they were going to sce the next day, Caner
dropped his jaw. “There are no flags! And, no music, ne-
therr

hami tiptoed asif he could see beyond the hill. Zamrit
tapped onto his shoulder to bring him down to carth. “We
canitseeit from here”
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