B AAE G R




PROJECT :

A PERFECT WORLD
(H 3Ext R )

[EImBE-RIRHFE F
LRSI -

ITHEE & A



BEBERSE CIP)HE

TR —IRIOMF KA B/ (RORRHEE;
BAE, —B 7.7 FHH 1 AR 2000. 6

Cin# - RIRFRE KRN/ ER

ISBN 7-5435-3048-1

... T.OR...@8...1. #iE-MHEEY,
ME—FE W N.H319. 4.1

o E AR A B 45408 CIP 088 % (20000 5 39403 &

ME - RRETRERRE

FR—ARLENOHR

[%IME - RKHE ¥
R #

w
JTEBCE AR
BTHEERE
BRB 4TS 530022  H3 3% .5850219
A Mt http: / www. gep. com. cn
£ & B F {5 master@gep. com. cn
SEFEHELYE JAETHHSBRORT
FFZ& 890X 1240 1/32 5.625 Eigk 110 +F
2000 4F 8 A8 1A 20004 8 A% 1 KEPAI
EN ¥ .1—5 000 it
ISBN 7-5435-3048-1/1 « 268 SEH :8.50 JT
MRBEPE B FE, EwmEE, 5K RRAR



JFH & :PROJECT : APERFECT WORLD
MR E: mE - R %

Copyright © 1994 by Gary Paulsen
RHmE - XE28HR

Published by arrangement with Random House Children’s Books

a division of Random House , Inc.

New York,New York,U.S. A. All rights reserved.
PXEE ) EF R R 1999 FHER LS BEEBAME B R LT
EENERBIES HAS T 20—2000—018 B

e oy T e sy L P A 5w b n b s e e et et ot e




HE. P EENHF w@%»

th AR W B

I - £ /R #k (Gary Paulsen) 2 44 XEF L FERYGHBER, LF
REMETXEERERAL", I 144, XEH BRI EEE, BF
FEAF BIREREK, CEMERY, BN R &RET — &, 3 5%
HOERNBHEMANEAE P FRNEEREHE.

AR AP 200 BB X, 39 50 0 B A% 40 48 5 M ST B 3R 1
BHER, YEBREENSZ SRR SERMBLORENELENS
BERATHEEERSNEY, N R SN, AABES PEE
MAREEMA,

e emmm T s v



WME-REFRBEFLSE

EFW-HHENCERERB T BEXLRE THE, A, 2 KT
THBUFHNNHEABE, FEABRGN, RAAEHATF L BAER
BT FORBKE AT, A BEKERIENMM, ANERBTSE
XIKEMBBRAER - SYE, WA EFREN, —X, FHE —
FEEL EMTFRCE BEFES - ARRORE, BABEAE
RE-BUABEFRABANES, EBORABEE THZE,



FE: P XY F

B oE &

HEHILE .

HENERHBEERETE—RKEw, B Bm, ARNREZERE
FEFE L o WA 36 55 AR B BT BT L 30 I i £ K 4 9 R BF K PR B E KOF ¥ B AR
T.RMEALH T -RXHNER. ERORFFRE N EAX —H
HERBRATREFEEN , IHEREEERE-FHR,

FRINAEREXGERTH -2 F. EXdEZNI AP, REFEER
BRAFEMNTAZARR FEEREERBET THRNBE RS AZE>
AR RT3 R BB R S R R B

BRREERE, RARERFET =, A LRN—-EFRARNGE
Bttt R 5N —Msh AR EPEE,

hn B - fRIR #R



——— A WWA W

o 0 3 N AW N -

ME - RERFFRHRAE
R
FRA AT
I, SR
AR EC ot
B
BRI
BE¥L
AR R
25 A T B9 A A7
B i oK fE
TE: —ANERMHR
L 4: O
“SFPHST KER
MR “BEAE" PEFEN






WE-REXTRHERMAS

CHAPTER 1

“ We’re almost there, Jimbo.” Jim Stanton’s father
grinned at him in the rearview mirror.

His mother turned sideways in the front seat of their
old brown station wagon and gave her sandy-haired son an
encouraging smile. “Mr. Kincaid says Folsum is a great
place for kids.”

Jim didn’ t look up. He had his baseball cap pulled
low over his forehead, and his lanky body was slumped
miserably in the seat.

He knew he was being very selfish® but he couldn’t
help it.9 After all, it was asking a lot of a guy to give up®
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everything.

His father had just received the job of a lifetime — a
post at Folsum National Laboratories in New Mexico. He
had been handpicked by the company’s president, Jeffer-
son Kincaid, and would be making three times the salary
he had earned back in California.

The problem was, Jim had to leave all his friends,
and worst of all® he had to give up his position as pitcher
in his hometown summer league with a perfect no-loss
record and only two games left to play.

“Don’t worry about him, Mom.” Laura, Jim’s eight-
year-old sister, scooted forward and whispered loudly to
their mother in a teasing voice. “He’s just having Heather
Atkinson withdrawal.” Laura fell back against the seat and
covered her mouth to stifle her laughter.

Jim thought seriously about jerking one of Laura’ s
long blond braids. But he didn’t. The truth was he did
miss Heather. She wasn’t his girlfriend or anything,® but
who knew-.. if only they weren’t moving.

He raised his cap a little and stared at his father’s
back. Robert Stanton was a research® scientist. He

worked hard to support his family, and his big chance had
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finally come. The Wellington Foundation, along with Fol-
sum Laboratories, had heard of the project Dr. Stanton had
been working on dealing with® a new plastic that could
withstand tremendous heat.

The family would live in the small, elite community
of Folsum, nestled at the base of New Mexico’ s Sacramen-
to Mountains, while Dr. Stanton completed his research.
Jim’s mother had read Jim the brochures the company sent -
and had shown him the pictures of their new house. To her
it was all incredible. For the first time in their lives they
would be living in a really nice house in an equally nice
neighborhood .

“Oh, look, Robert—there’s the school.”

Jim watched his méther grab his father’s arm excited-
ly. She had gone on and on® about the dumb school. It
boasted the highest gradepoint averages and the most dis-
tinguished alumni® in the state, possibly the nation.

“Wait till they get a hold of® the Ditz Brain,” Jim
mumbled just loud enough for his sister to hear.

She wrinkled her nose and stuck her tongue out at
him. “You’re the one who can’t spell ‘cat’. They proba-

bly won’t even let you in the front door of the school.”
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Laura folded her arms smugly .

Their father looked in the rearview mirror. “That’ll
be enough of that.” He turned the corner and drove down a
short street with houses on either side. He pulled the sta-
tion wagon into the driveway ™ of a large two-story brick
house.

“You can get out now, kids. We’re here.”
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