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	编号书名
	英文试音
	录制类型
	女单播

	书籍类型
	 散文
	交音速度
	1 小时/天（最少交音量）

	时薪价格
	400元/小时
	交音邮箱	
	[bookmark: _GoBack]

	试音截止
	9月 11日中午 12点
	字    数
	

	音频格式
	双声道，MP3，采样率 44100khz，码率 256kb，深度 24bit

	文件命名
	试音命名：英文试音+主播名
要交原始音频不要做任何处理，无口水无杂音无房混。
邮件标题：英文试音+主播名
试音角色要按试音要求命名。

	其他说明
	1.请勿踩点交音，工作人员会提前开始整理音频。
2.音频格式、音频命名格式一定要正确。
3.档期不足无法按要求速度交音的请勿试音。如有此类情况，永久拉入黑名单。
4.拒绝手机试音，机架试音。

	
	5.请各位主播对自己的投稿音频负责，并根据自己的档期选择是否参与，做到守时守信。
6.温馨提示：不要加 BGM ，多条试音可以发一个邮件。同角色台词打标区分。
7.没有特意说明只试音部分角色的，就默认全部都试（包括旁白和所有角色）。

	试音说明：一字不错。要求知性，娓娓道来，采用英音伦敦音优先

	Preface 
The World of Gadan
“In this moment, you may be standing on the banks of the River Thames, immersed in your sorrows, soaked in tears for the immense suffering that summer has brought you. Nevertheless, in this same moment, fixing your eyes on the water, I would like you to imagine you are gazing deeply into your father’s eyes and listening to his advice, just as if you were gazing up at and listening to the snow-capped mountain in the distance. Even though the meadow and the sun are not the same as they were in days gone by, next spring the meadow will again be green with flora, and the sun will still rise early in the morning.”At 12:40 pm on October 4th, in the office of University College London, I read the text mentioned above that had been sent to me from a friend in Qinghai. He had been walking along the shore of Qinghai Lake as I had asked him to do. I wondered if he had seen rapeseed flowers on the hillside. He said, “The flowers withered in September, and the migrating birds flew south. Only a few tourists remain, diligently posing for photos in an effort to capture the rare natural beauty here.” I said, “It is okay! Qinghai Lake is just as beautiful without rapeseed flowers.” Qinghai Lake, known as “Köke Naγur” in Mongolian, and “the blue sea” in English, is beautiful indeed, an ancient beauty that traverses the expanse of the universe. However, such appreciation is beyond the tourists who are busy with their digital cameras. They are dazzled by the colourful display, and, caught up in their own moment, have no idea of its former glorious vibrancy that has faded without a trace.Nothing thrills me more than the wildflowers of my childhood memories. When spring arrives, the grassland becomes softer and greener. Gradually, it turns into a lightly tinted reddish-brown with a soft lustre. On some days, as the wind whistled a song, the grassland would respond with a rippling technicolour of flowers. However, on the day I left the grassland and moved south, I left all that wonder behind me and I have been away from it ever since. Often in my dreams, I ramble on wet grass, feeling the coolness of my dew-wetted trousers on my legs. There is nothing to be seen but a vast grassland, where neither a building nor barrier exists in between. As I grow older, such peaceful days have drifted far away from me. Whenever autumn comes, the sturdy grass, bent over by the cool breeze, makes a huge noise like a deep green wave rolling to an endless horizon... For tourists passing through the grassland, I know it is difficult for them to experience the depth of Qinghai’s melancholic beauty. Neither mountain hiking nor meditation could improve their understanding of Qinghai beauty. After all, only life itself could penetrate deep into the grassland, not human perception or introspection.
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