EEMTRAR /¥
R HHL /ﬁ




%fs»ep -PIXAR

EKAONSTERS
NIYERSITY
D

* it EAE /&
HERE BRI

$%5993 4% AR

EAST GHING UMVERSTY OF SSIENGE AND TESHNDLON Y PRESS

-k




EHERmE (CIP) #uE

PRESCE(MH ERRRDVD I KR / EEM R Al
HWRH, BRE.— L. ERM TR,

2016.7

(it JE2 AC FL G2 0L [ 3E)

ISBN 978—7-5628-4637-6

I.OPE 1,0F - Q- @ I.OREIUE—SH Y
@ KR/ EE-IL V.OH319.4; 1

I AR A i CIPRAR T (2016) 250849295

- B AU E (R
PR SCS (HMERURADVDREA )

H & KEMLRAFE

& EAH WAL

WHE%E B

FiLAiE W W KiEiE

PR kB

HEEH W &

Wikl MR

IR EST AR R¥EHBRERRA G

Hodik: EERITHEDE RS 1305, 200237

Hg . (021) 64250306 (E R
(021) 64252875 (448 %)

fZE: (021) 64252707

Ak ; www.ecustpress.cn

e s e AR B R A PR 2

880mm x 1230mm  1/32

7

16

16615

201647 A5 1R

201647 AEE 1K

ISBN 978-7-5628—4637—6

48.007C

M@ ga4sdo
S@ S SFEEEHNE

( "nxAMlmt

BEFEFRAT  HETHEAS: zongbianban@ecustpress.cn ‘

B e.weibo.com/ecustpress
FAGHEALS ¢ hitp://hdlgdxebs.tmall com

Copyright © 2016 Disney Enterprises, Inc. and Pixar Animation Studios.
All rights reserved.



Chapter 1

One sunny morning, a bright yellow school bus
rolled out of an elementary school parking lot. The
fall leaves were turning brilliant colors against the blue
sky, and children shouted noisily from the bus. They
were excited because they were going on a field trip™"!
The children’s laughter and singing sounded

typically happy, but the words to their song were a

little odd: “The neck bone’s connected to the head

bone. The head bone’s connected to the horn bone.
The horn bone’s right above the wing bone ..”
Perhaps the song wasn’t odd for these kids.
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While they talked and acted like human kids, they
were actually monster kids — and some of them
did have head bones connected to their horn bones ...
as well as wing bones, extra legs, multiple eyes,
tentacles”, and other monster characteristics. They
attended Frighton Elementary School. And today,
they were visiting the famous scream factory,
Monsters, Incorporated, in Monstropolis!

As the bus came to a stop in the parking lot of
Monsters, Inc., Mrs. Graves, a large, kindly pink
teacher with horns and glasses, stood up and faced
the excited youngsters. “Okay,” she said, “please
remember our field trip rules: no pushing, no
biting, and no fire-breathing”
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The bus door flew open and little blue-horned,
purple-polka-dotted, and yellow-furred monsters
poured out onto the curb”, laughing and shouting,
One immediately breathed fire on his friend’s
neck.

Mrs. Graves leaned over and asked sternly,
“What did I just say?” Then she tried to count the
students who had come off the bus. “Eighteen,
nineteen ...?” She glanced around at the group.
“Okay, we're missing one. Who are we missing?”

She looked over at the bus, noting the closed
door. A little green hand was up in the air, waving
through the door window.

“Oooh, Michael!” she said, concerned.
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The bus door opened, and there stood six-
year-old Mike Wazowski, a round, bright green,
one-eyed monster about the size of a melon. As
usual, Mike was smiling.

“Thanks, Joe!” Mike called to the bus driver.
“Good luck finishing your crossword puzzle™!”

“Sorry, Michael,” the driver replied. “I didn't
see you.” It wasn’t the first time the small green
monster had accidentally been locked inside a
bus. But Mike didn’t mind. Being overlooked was
something that happened to him all the time. Hed
learned to make the best of it.

“That’s okay,” Mike answered. “When I was
2>

on the bus I found a nickel “!” He jumped down
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from the steps and walked toward Mrs. Graves,
holding up the coin and murmuring, “I wish I
had pockets ..”

Once Mike was on the ground, Mrs. Graves
couldn’t help noticing just how small he was for
his age. The other kids were taller and thicker, and
they had lots of tentacles, eyes, and fur. Mike only
had his one big eye.

Mike joined the group and Mrs. Graves did her
best to corral the excited students. “Okay,” she said,
“everybody partner up! Get your field trip buddy!”

As the kids scrambled”, Mike bounced between
them, trying to find a partner. “Jeremy? You and
me?” Mike anxiously asked another young monster.
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But Jeremy turned away. “Okay, no biggie,” Mike
said. He turned to another classmate. “Haley?” he
asked hopefully. The other monster frowned. “No?”
Mike said, watching as she headed toward another
child. “Pairing up with Claire,” he said, nodding.
“Great choice. She’s a good egg.”

Then he spotted Russell, the tallest kid in the
class. “Russell!” he shouted happily. Seeing no
recognition in Russell’s eyes, Mike tried to jog the
kid’s memory. “Mike Wazowski? We carpool. We're
cousins.”

But Russell looked right over Mike’s head,
high-fived@ another kid, and walked off. “Okay,
good catching up,” Mike called after him. He

S A A 18] 3 — AR 2, “UEFT? AR 7 (H I A
THE . AT " s IR D ER T MEE. i
FsEs/R—4,” Z v aidE Sk B E BiEE, A IR 2 MEALT

&, ZrkH T REREK/MEBD R, “FR] T X
HE, (ERMPREIRME, EREHPREAHEE, TR
i G SRR Il R AT - A, RNEE T2 AT
HUE? Ff12R I Ble.”

(B% i H B G T & e iy kT, H LA — 2/
BEETAE, SEET ., A, ORFIET.” ZRmEY R

() high-five v. iHESERBEE ( LURKHES)



looked around and saw that everyone had found
a field trip buddy but him. For a second, Mike’s
brave smile began to falter”.

Mrs. Graves walked up to him. “Well, Michael,”
she said, taking his hand, “it looks like it’s you and
me again.”

Mike’s smile returned, and he tugged® on her
hand. “Come on, Karen!” he said, eager to catch up
with his classmates. “We're falling behind!”

“Please don’t call me Karen,” the teacher said
as Mike pulled her along. Mike looked up and his
eye grew wide as he and Mrs. Graves finally passed
through the enormous factory doors and under
the words MONSTERS, INC.
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Chapter 2

A three-eyed tour guide met the class in the
huge lobby of Monsters, Inc. Serious-looking
monsters of every size and description hurried
past the group. Mike was impressed. He knew they
were all part of the important process of gathering
screams and turning them into power for the city
of Monstropolis”.

“Stay close together. We're entering a very
dangerous area,” the guide warned. He led the
students into a long, dimly@) lit factory room and
announced, “Welcome to the scare floor!”
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“Whoa!” the kids cried. Mike, at the back of
the group, strained” for a glimpse of the room.
He was so small that he couldn’t see over his
classmates’ shoulders.

“This is where we collect the scream energy
to power our whole world,” the guide explained.
“Can anyone tell me whose job it is to get that
scream?”

The kids yelled at the same time, “Scarers!”

“That’s right!” The tour guide smiled. “Which
one of you can give me the scariest roar?”

A voice came from the back of the group. “Ooh!
Ooh! Sir! Right here, little green guy at two oclock,”
Mike called.
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The other kids shouted, too. “Me! Me!” Some
even began to roar. _

Mike tried harder. “Hey, guys, watch this
one!” But another kid roared before Mike got a
chance”. And then a giant roar came from the
back of the room. It was Mike! The whole group
turned and stared. Mike felt pretty pleased with
himself, until he realized that the class actually
was staring at a group of huge Scarers approaching
behind him.

The Scarers strode” past the kids with cool
confidence. One of them, a tall blue monster
wearing a cap with the letters “MU” on it, turned
to them. “Oh, hey there, kids! On tour with your
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school?”

“Yeah!” the kids cheered.

“Yes,” Mrs. Graves said, smiling, “we’re here to
learn about scream energy and what it takes to be a
Scarer!™

“You are?” the Scarer replied. “Well, hey, you're
in luck. I just happen to be a Scarer! I learned
everything I know from my school, Monsters
University. Good old MU’ the Scarer said. “It’s the
best scaring school there is.”

Another Scarer, wearing a Fear Tech™ hat,
snuck up behind the first one and snatched his MU
cap. “You wish,” the second one said, chuckling.
“Fear Tech’s the best”
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The MU Scarer laughed and took his hat back.
“Okay,” he said to the class, “you guys tell me
which school’s the best.” He pointed to his hat and
grinned, whispering, “MU is!”

While more workers streamed onto the scare
floor, the tour guide ushered the excited kids to a
viewing area. As Mike studied his surroundings,
he accidentally stepped over a yellow line on
the floor. “Oops, stop right there,” the tour
guide warned him. “Don’t cross that safety line.”
Everyone knew that human children were toxic"
and dangerous, so it was important to stay a safe
distance away.

Mike quickly stepped back just as a row of doors
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was wheeled onto the floor. Again, all his classmates
rushed forward, blocking his view. “Whoa, hey!”
Mike protested as he was pushed and elbowed” to
the rear of the crowd. “Watch the eye!”

Desperate to see, Mike jumped up and down.
Finally, he peeked through a sea of legs and
glimpsed a door being placed into a door station.
The light above the door turned red, which meant
that a direct link had been created to the human
world. When a Scarer stepped through this door,
hed be entering the human world through a child’s
closet door. Mike watched the Scarer, who was
crouched and snarling®. Mike figured he was
warming up.
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“Look, he’s gonna do a real scare!” a kid in
front yelled just before Mike’s view was completely
blocked. He tried to nudge” his way forward, but
one of the bigger kids pushed him back. “Out of
the way, Wazowski,” the kid said. “You don’t belong
on a scare floor” But Mike didn't believe that for a
second, and he wasn’t about to give up.

Mrs. Graves was trying to keep her excited
students from misbehaving. “Brian,” she said
sharply, “do not step over the line.”

Brian looked up at her and whined, “But, Mrs.
Graves, Michael went over the line” Mrs. Graves
looked around and was shocked to see Mike
crouched behind the Scarer at the door.
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