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中文书名：《亚斯敏·班达拉升级大作战！》
英文书名： YASMIN BANDARA LEVELS UP!
作    者： Romesh Ranganathan
出 版 社： PRH UK
代理公司： PRH UK/ANA
页    数： 352页
出版时间： 2025年4月
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审读资料： 电子稿
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影视版权已售：: Off The Kerb Productions

内容简介：

◆ 继2023年暖心佳作《莉尔小松板栗的麦克风首秀》（Lil Muffin Drops the Mic）后，喜剧大师罗梅什·兰加纳坦（Romesh Ranganathan）再度推出中年级成长小说《亚斯敏·班达拉升级记！》（Yasmin Bandara Levels Up!），完美融合《亚当称霸互联网》（Adam Wins the Internet）的科技元素与《小坏蛋》（Little Badman）的爆笑基因
◆ 在轻松爆笑的阅读体验中，传递"相信自我、勇敢追梦"的温暖励志成长启示
◆ 特别推荐给：抗拒阅读的小读者丨电竞游戏爱好者丨大卫·巴迪尔（David Baddiel）、查理·希格森（Charlie Higson）等幽默文学粉丝
“读者很容易理解这位南亚裔多面主人公的奋斗历程。插图俏皮有趣，节奏明快，语调娓娓道来，对不太愿意阅读的读者很有吸引力。网络游戏、家庭期望、友谊和诚实，以平衡、幽默和洞察力进行了探讨”。——《柯克斯评论》

亚斯敏·班达拉（Yasmin Bandara）完全不知道自己长大后想做什么。

父母希望她成为医生，甚至只允许她玩名为《猴子屋》（Monkey House）的教育类电脑游戏。

当好友赞恩（Zane）向她介绍名为FifPro的刺激足球游戏后，亚斯敏彻底沉迷！她抓住一切机会偷偷练习，渴望有朝一日能比肩自己最爱的游戏高手“山羊”（The Goat）。

但学业与游戏的双重压力让亚斯敏头晕目眩。当同时收到两款游戏的锦标赛邀请时，她必须做出抉择：亚斯敏能否既让父母骄傲，又击败"山羊"？抑或将迎来"游戏结束"（GAME OVER）？

作者简介：

[image: ]罗梅什·兰加纳坦（Romesh Ranganathan）是喜剧演员、演员和作家。他曾是一名数学教师，如今因获奖系列作品《罗梅什·兰加纳坦的倒霉日常》（The Misadventures of Romesh Ranganathan）而闻名。他的首部童书《DJ松饼君摔话筒》（DJ Muffin Drops the Mic）为他提供了创作借口，让他可以书写自己最爱的两件事——嘻哈音乐和蛋糕。
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put down some carpet, add a pigeon-sized sofa.

Then it cocked its head at Yasmin and gave her a
beady look.

‘Shoo. Shoo!” she said, flapping a hand at it from a
safe distance.

The pigeon looked a bit annoyed. Then it sat
down. It actually sat down. On Zane’s GameBox,
with its mucky pigeon bum. Yasmin couldn’t even
imagine the amount of disinfectant you would need
to de-pigeon-bum a console.

If it had been literally anything else, Yasmin
would've said to the pigeon, ‘Fair play, mate, you can
have that”

But not this.

This was war.

She fetched a hairbrush and swiped it in the
pigeon’s face. It made a woaf —NOOF noise

of disdain.

She worked her way up from the hairbrush, first e
waving a thin book of stick-on nail art at it,
to Tricolore 3, to a gigantic hardback book called
The Human Body that started with a whole human
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cardboard trainer box, with holes cut in the back
and side so she could plug it in, and YASMINS
BRAS written on the side, so Dinesh wouldn’t
be tempted to look in it. On the top was a pile of
chunky school textbooks.

The controller had a retractable phone charger
taped to the back, with the other end taped
underneath the desk. Two cables ran from the
GameBox and the laptop to the larger black box
from school, which was hooked up to the TV. That
was now nearer the door so it was hidden from
view for a few seconds if someone walked in. The
smaller of the two black boxes was up Yasmin's
sleeve.

Yasmin made Zane stand outside, then wait ten
seconds and come in without knocking.

She sat at her desk, typing on her laptop, but
looking at the TV, which was matching the laptop
screen: the Monkey House pyramid.

Zane flung the door open. ‘What am I meant to
be looking at?’

‘Good Yasmin! Who's doing her homework, or

08

puzzle stuff for geniuses.
‘With a tap, she opened the school homework
portal, and that showed on the TV instead.
‘Hello, Good Yasmin. You are the best
daughter, well done, said Zane in a booming
voice.
‘Was that meant to be my dad? Because - no.
Zane shrugged.

‘Anyway: meet Bad Yasmin.
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A woman with a purple headscarf turned and
gave them both a stern glare.

Yasmin tried to squash her giggles down, but
every time she looked at Zane they erupted into
laughter again.

‘When the bus went under the railway bridge
and started up the hill, she put the giggles away.
Yasmin had her routine perfected now. Hairbrush
out of her bag, taking all the long hair she liked to
have swishing round her face and scraping it up
into a neat ponytail. Top shirt button done up, and
tie reknotted to look boring and formal instead of a

cool loose one. Then her skirt unrolled from round
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her waist, turning it from a cute mini to a sensible
knee-length.

‘How do I look?’ she asked.

Zane sighed as he pinged the bus bell.

‘Not like you, he said sadly. “You're great when
you're just yourself. You don’'t have to do all that.

‘With my parents? Oh yes, I do’

‘What's the worst that could happen if they saw
the real you?’

Yasmin rolled her eyes. ‘Oh, not a lot. Mum
would probably just stop talking to me, ask
everyone else to stop talking to me, and hire a
bodyguard to follow me around making sure that
nobody else ever talked to me, even in the street.
Eventually, I'd forget how to talk at all, and Mum
would send me to a school for people who had

forgotten how to talk because they have really

strict parents, and then - just when I'd learned how
to start talking again - she would tell me that the
only person I am actually allowed to talk to is Mr
Booger, and he and I would have to become besties

and people would call us Yasmin and the Booger.
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